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.Chapter 1 

I was staying the night at my buddy Chris’ house, and his older sister Paige was back from college for the summer. It was her first weekend back, and I hadn’t been able to take my eyes off of her. 

I’d known her for a couple years, and I don’t think there was a single woman I lusted after more. She was gorgeous, tall and curvy, with a bubble butt that made my mouth water. She’d always been playful with me, almost flirtatious, but it never went anywhere. 

The night was winding down, and Chris went upstairs to take a shower. Paige wore white leggings and a sports bra, and chose the moment he disappeared to show up in the living room. She walked right up to me and grabbed the remote, turning off the television and teasing me. 

“Paige. Give it back.” I said, lying comfortably on the couch. 

“Come and get it.” 

“Just give it back.” 

“Come get it. I bet you can’t take it.” she said, shaking it in my face, only to pull it away when I reached out to grab it. Paige was Futanari, and I could see the outline of her bulge in her skintight white bottoms. 

“If I wanted to take it from you, there’s nothing you could do to stop me.” I said, rolling my eyes. She was so hot, endlessly fun to look at. There was a recliner perpendicular to the couch I was on, and she took a seat. 

“I bet you I could.” she said, the bottom of her foot landing on my face out of nowhere. I pushed it away, and turned to face her. 

“What are you doing?” 

“Teasing you.” she said, standing back up with the remote. “You’re scared because you know I’d destroy you if we wrestled.” 

“You know I wrestled in high school, right?” 

“Oh, did you? That’s cute. I’m a brown belt in jiu jitsu.” 

“Are you serious?” I asked. 

“Yeah. I’ve been training for seven years.” she said. “Come and take it.” 

“Hmm…this might be interesting. My wrestling versus your BJJ.” 


“You’ve trained a little, haven’t you?” she asked. I stood up, and she slid the remote into the front of her pants and then lowered herself in her wrestling stance. 

“A little. What is this?” I asked, pointing to her crotch. 

“If you want it, you have to wrestle it away from me.” she said. 

“What if I grab the wrong one?” 

“I don’t mind. Just be gentle with it.” she said. I was happy to be wearing sweatpants, but the situation was getting very erotic to me. “You ready?” 

“I guess.” I said, unsure of how it was going to go. I was a competent wrestler with hobbyist level submission grappling experience, but if she really was a brown belt, I might be fucked. 

We circled around a little, and then I reached out for a collar tie. Paige dropped to her butt, and hit some sort of trip sweep on me that dropped to my back. As she tried to get on top, I scrambled out and hit a takedown on her, but she immediately got to the guard position, which was kind of where I wanted her. 

The guard is pretty much the missionary position, and I pressed my hips down onto hers, trying to control her. She immediately started attacking with an arm lock, and then a guillotine which I managed to pop my head out of. It was immediately obvious that she was no joke, but I had no way of passing her guard. 

“I’m going to get you.” she said, laughing as she broke down my posture. I was already breathing heavily, and she popped her hips, clearing my arm and locking me up in a triangle choke. 


“Fuck.” I said, panicking. I’d been submitted with triangles before, and it was quite unpleasant. Instead, she rolled me over onto my back, still with the triangle locked up. I tried bridging, but she flattened me right out. 

“Here we go. I like this position.” she said, holding the triangle without squeezing hard enough to cut off my circulation. She started grinding against me, and I was suddenly unsure of what was going on. “I could submit you, but I’d rather dominate you.” 

“Oh, yeah?” I asked, my voice strained because of the pressure. 

“Yeah. If you’ll do it willingly, then I won’t have to submit you.” she said, releasing her legs and grinding herself over my face. I didn’t move, inhaling her scent and looking up into her eyes. I could feel her heavy, swollen balls and fat futa-cock. I’d dreamed of her so many times, and I was instantly erect. 

“I’ll do anything you tell me to.” 

“Good boy.” she said, holding my head with both hands and rubbing her cock over my face. I wished she would pull it out, but I kissed and sucked on it from outside her leggings. 

“Mmm…I’ve always fantasized about you.” I said, reaching down to take hold of my cock. 

“I know, baby. Your admiration has always been obvious.” she said, sitting on my face and dragging her ass directly over my mouth. 


“This is so hot.” I said, stroking with one hand and gripping her thick booty with the other. 

“Hey!” she snapped, slapping my hand away from myself. “Who told you to pleasure yourself?” 

“No one, you’re just turning me on like crazy.” I said. 

“I’ll tell you when it’s your turn for pleasure. You have to treat me like a goddess, and worship me.” she said. 

“Yes, ma am. I can definitely do that.” 

“Use your hands on me. Use your mouth on me. Use all of your attention and devotion, give it to me when we make love.” she said. 

“Yes Goddess.” I said. Paige reached behind her back, taking hold of my cock inside my shorts. 

“You have to do exactly as I say. Do you understand?” she asked. Pleasure rang out as she stroked me up and down. 

“Yes.” 

“Call me mistress, I like that. It’s hot.” 

“Yes mistress.” I said, smiling up at her with a face full of her soft flesh. I sniffed and rubbed my nose in it, wishing she would sit there forever. Instead, she heard Chris coming down the stairs and hopped off of me. 

I jumped back on the couch and hid my boner to the best of my ability, but I was still breathing heavily and sweating when he came down. He was immediately suspicious, and looked back and forth between us. 


“Why are you both out of breath?” he asked, flicking the light on. 

“We had a push up contest.” I said. 

“Who won?” he asked, his face deadly serious. 

“Paige beat me by 4.” I said. 

“Okay.” he said, accepting my answer and turning the light back off. She made eyes at me while we watched television, and kept blowing me kisses. My heart was pounding, as I’d had a crush on her for so long. If she had any idea how many times I’d jerked off to her, she’d have laughed her ass off. 

I’m not sure how she got my cellphone number, because she’d never texted me before, but I got a text while we sat on opposite couches. 

PAIGE: I’m going upstairs. Either tell him you’re taking a shower, or wait until he passes out and then come to my bedroom. 

JARED: Yes Mistress. 

PAIGE: Be ready to give me a footrub, with your hands and then your tongue. And then I’m going to need you to use that tongue of yours on all my holes. Speaking of holes, I hope yours is ready to be stretched out tonight. 

JARED: I can’t wait. This is so sexy. 

PAIGE: Don’t leave me waiting. 

JARED: Yes, mistress. I’ll tell him I got sweaty from the pushups and need to take a shower. 


PAIGE: Good boy. If you go now, I’ll shower with you. My parents won’t be up here for a couple more hours. 

JARED: Got it. 

It was a strange feeling, sitting on my friend’s couch with a raging erection, about to lie to him so I could sneak upstairs and hopefully fuck, or be fucked by his ridiculously hot futanari stepsister. 

“Dude, I can smell myself. I’m gonna run upstairs and take a shower.” I said. 

“That’s cool. You can grab a shirt or whatever from my room to change into.” 

“Word. Thanks man.” I said, feeling kind of bad that he offered me a shirt considering my intentions, but at the same time, I had to do what I had to do. This was a once in a lifetime opportunity as far as I was concerned, the chance to finally hook up with my dream girl, and I wasn’t about to chicken out or let it slip through my fingertips. The dirty and depraved things I wanted to do to this woman, and had fantasized about for years, I can’t even explain the level of desire I felt for her. 


Chapter 2 


I crept up the stairs with my heart pounding, and completely forgot about grabbing a fresh change of clothes from Chris’s room. All I could think about was Paige’s curvy, delicious body. 

When I opened the door to the bathroom, she was standing right on the other side waiting for me. She used my body to close the door, pinning me against it and aggressively kissing me. It was the first time I’d had to tilt my head upwards while making out. 

“Take your clothes off.” she said, tugging at my sweats. “I’ll get the water right.” 

“Yes mistress.” I said, my voice soft as she walked over to the shower. Her ass looked amazing, and I could see her white thong through the fabric of her leggings. I felt a little self conscious about dropping my drawers, but at least I was already hard. 

“Look at you.” she said, giggling when she looked down at it. “You’re excited, huh?” 

“What can I say? You’re gorgeous.” 

“Tell me something. Have you ever thought about me while you masturbated?” she asked like it was the most casual of subjects, while checking the temperature of the water. 

“I have.” I said. 

“How many times?” she asked, fiddling with the knobs and then looking back at me. 

“Ugh, I dunno. A lot. Too many to count.” I said. Her face lit up, and a huge smile spread across it. She covered her mouth with her hand, and looked adorable as she giggled at my response. 


“Too many to count? That’s cute. I like that. I also like your cock.” she said, biting her lip and pulling off her sports bra. 

“Oh, wow.” I said, face to face with her incredible breasts. I didn’t have a chance to ogle them properly, as she was already pulling at her waistband, and shifting to my attention. 

“Get in.” she said, sliding her pants down past her hip bones, but not far enough to expose herself. 

“Yes, mistress.” I said, careful to do as I was told. I’d never really been into submissive and dominant relationships, but for her, I was perfectly willing to submit. I stepped into the shower, and she closed the curtain behind me. She had the temperature right where I liked it, and I spun around to warm myself evenly. 

“Are you ready?” she asked, her head popping around the curtain at the other side. “Ooh, cute little white tushy.” 

“You like?” I asked, trying to look at my own butt. It was the first time I’d ever even thought about it. Paige stepped into the shower with me, and the first thing I saw was her enormous she-cock. 

“It’s cute. I can’t wait to split that little virgin asshole of yours.” she said, pulling my ass into her crotch and whispering into my ear. “I’m going to put a leash on you, and make you my little boy toy.” 

“Anything for you, mistress.” I said, feeling the warmth of her hot flesh between my cheeks. 

“Touch it. Play with it. I want you to get used to serving my cock. That’s your job now.” she said, taking my hand and placing it on her cock. 


“Oh my God. It’s so thick.” 

“Yeah. You’re going to love feeling it inside of you.” she said, kissing my neck as I rubbed her girthy length. 

“I know. I’ve thought about it so many times.” I said. 

“We can’t do it now, that’s for later. Now I want you to wash me. Get to know my body with your hands. Explore.” she said, grabbing a fresh bar of white soap and handing it to me. 

“Yes mistress.” I said, putting it in the stream of water before rolling it in my hands. I looked her up and down, grinning as I finally got the chance to admire her incredible naked body. “You’re a vision.” 

“Yes. I like that idea. Compliment me while you lather me up, tell me why you choose to worship me.” she said, raising her arms and folding them behind her head. I washed them, staring with her upper arm and then her pits, moving to her breasts. 

“They’re perfect. You have perfect tits.” I said, truly mesmerized. I’d snuck so many glances at her, whether she’d been in a bikini or simply a pair of pajama pants that showed off her ass, I’d non stop ogled her since the first time I saw her. “Everything about you.” 

“I know, baby. Pay homage to your queen. Serve me.” she said, cupping my face in her hands as I rubbed soap over her soft stomach. 

“You’re such a woman. You’re exactly what I’ve always craved.” 


“Go lower, baby.” 

“Yes, mistress.” I said, my hands trembling as I crouched down in front of her. 

“You can kiss it.” 

“Yes.” I said, bringing my lips to her bulbous tip. I kissed it once, then again, and another time. My mouth opened, wrapping around it without any conscious thought. I cupped her balls, looking up at her as I opened to take more of her length. 

“I knew you’d be a good boy for me. I knew it.” she said, gently running her fingers through my hair. 

“Mmm…mmm…mmm…” It was my first time, but I found a steady rhythm, tickling her balls and swirling my tongue around her shaft. “Your balls.” 

“Good boy. You know what I like.” she said, putting her foot up on the side of the tub as I dropped to my knees, slurping like I knew she wanted. My cock called out for relief, but I remembered not to touch myself until she told me. 

“I could do this for hours.” I said, rubbing my face in her crotch and licking mindlessly. 

“You’re so eager, I love it. Unfortunately, I want to cum before we run out of hot water.” she said. “Open your mouth.” 

“Yes, mistress.” I said, taking a deep breath as I sensed what was coming. She held my head on both sides, and began thrusting down into my throat. I braced against her thighs, letting her hard flesh slip in and out of my mouth. 

“Ugh! That’s my little cock sucker. You like that?” she asked. 


“Guck! Guck! Guck!” All I could do was let her use my mouth to finish, and stare down at her swinging balls as they slapped my chin. 

“I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna cover you.” Paige pulled out at the last possible seconds, stroking as her she-cock erupted with bigger ropes of cum than I knew existed. They shot across my face, glazing my eyes shut. “Oh my God, yes. Fuck. You have no idea how much I needed that.” 

“It’s so much cum.” I said, wiping it away from my face with my fingers. 

“I want you to jerk off with my cum.” 

“What?” 

“Use it to jerk yourself off.” she said. I scooped a huge glob out of my eye, and applied it to my shaft. It was incredible lube, actually, and I sat on the side of the tub and started striking. 

“You’re so hot.” I said, looking up at her pretty face and succulent tits. She spun around for me, giving me an up close and personal look at her thick tushy. 

“You like mommy’s ass?” she asked, giving herself a hard spank. 

“It’s amazing.” I said, stroking myself with her cum and getting dangerously close to orgasm. 

“Lick it. Lick mommy’s asshole while you make yourself cum.” she said. 

“Yes, mistress.” I said, grabbing her ass with my free hand and leaning in to kiss it. She sped up the process by shoving my face in it, and I started lapping away. It was the first time I’d ever eaten ass before, and it sent me right over the edge. 


“Good boy!” she squealed enthusiastically, holding my head in place and rubbing her ass against my face as I came onto my own hand. 

“Oh…fuck yes.” I grunted, savoring the pleasure as it rippled through me. We rinsed each other off, and got out of the shower. As I was drying off, a major paranoia that we’d be caught set in. 

“That was sexy. Let’s do it again, tonight.” she said. 

“Tonight?” I asked, practically whispering. 

“Yeah. Come up to my room after he falls asleep. I’m nowhere near finished with you.” she said. Even after cumming like a geyser, her cock still hung long and heavy. 

“Yes, mistress.” I said, grinning with embarrassment as I put my same pair of boxers from before back on. 

“If you don’t come to my room, then we’ll have to do it in the basement, right next to him.” she said. 

“I’ll come. I can’t refuse you, mistress.” 

“Nor should you. I’ll be expecting you.” she said. I put on my clothes and snuck over to  Chris’ room for a shirt, and then went back downstairs without him being any wiser.  


Chapter 3 


Chris played pickup basketball earlier in the day, and he passed out within an hour of me getting back downstairs.

“Yo. Hey dude.” I said, standing and walking over to him and waving my hand in front of his face to make sure that he was really out.

PAIGE: I’m so hard right now. I can’t wait to feel how tight your ass is.

JARED: I think he’s out. I’m gonna wait like ten more minutes to be sure.

PAIGE: I’ll be waiting.

I kept picturing her fat futa-cock in my head, and it made the blood flow between my legs. It still felt completely surreal, that Chris’ hot sister was suddenly all over me. It was an actual dream come true, the realization of my ultimate fantasy.

She always felt so unattainable, like she was the peak of desirability that I would never attain. I was terrified of taking her inside me, even though it’s what I wanted more than anything. My legs were shaking when I walked up the stairs, stepping carefully and trying to avoid even making a creaking sound.

The house was so quiet. When I reached the top of the stairs, I saw the light under the door of her parents room, but heard no noise. Paige’s door was slightly ajar, with only a vague blue light shining from it. I took the slowest of steps, and then closed the door gently behind me like I was entering a bank vault on a major heist.

“What are you doing?”

“Oh, nothing.” I said, realizing I was being overkill about the noise.

“Watch.” she said, grabbing hold of a small remote and pressing a button. Ambient music turned on, and a smile spread across her face. “Now you can whimper and squeal all you want, and no one will hear you.”

“That’s comforting.” I said, looking around her room. I’d taken quick glimpses inside before, but it was my first time in the hallowed ground of her abode. Paige was in her nightgown, sitting on her mattress with her long, tanned legs spread wide. The tip of her cock was peeking out, and I stared openly, appreciating her beauty.

“So.” she said, reaching down and slowly teasing up her nightgown, pulling it up over her head and throwing it at me. She wore nothing beneath it but a green and black thong that did little to hide her formidable package.

“So.” I said, getting hard just from looking at her.

“I want you to massage my feet. And kiss them. And suck on every one of my toes, and slide your little tongue between them.” she said, turning over onto her stomach.

“I’ll do anything you tell me to.” I said, taking off Chris’ t-shirt and my shorts as I climbed into bed with her wearing only my underwear.

“After you finish worshiping my feet, I want you to do the same thing to my ass.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.”

“I really liked it earlier, feeling your tongue up there.” she said, looking back at me with a little grin. I took hold of her foot with both hands, supporting it with one and using the other thumb to explore her arch. “Here.”

“Oh, okay. You’re official.” I said, taking the bottle of oil that she handed me and squeezing it onto my hands.

“How old are you, Jared?” she asked.

“I’m 20.” I said.

“You better not have a girlfriend.”

“I don’t.”

“Good. Do you want one?” she asked. I returned to rubbing her foot, and thought about how to answer the question.

“I don’t mind being single.” I said.

“Fine. I was going to let you be my boyfriend, but if you enjoy being single so much.” she said, filing her nails as I tended to her foot.

“Oh. You didn’t say the girlfriend would be you. In that case, of course I would want it. You’re my dream girl.” I said, dragging both of my thumbs along her sole, and squeezing her heel. Paige turned over onto her butt, and gave me a serious look.

“Am I really your dream girl?” she asked. I thought about it for about half a second, and then shook my head.

“Yeah. You’re the hottest girl I know, by far, and you always seemed so cool.”

“Even when I made you scratch my back and told you I would do yours after, but then just fell asleep?” she asked.

“Oh, you mean at that church thing last summer?” I asked, laughing at the memory.

“Yeah, I did it to you two nights in a row.” she said.

“You did. No, I didn’t mind. I was just glad that you were talking to me, and letting me touch you.”

“Oh my goodness. You are too sweet.” she said, pressing her palms against her cheeks and pulling her foot away from me. She crawled toward me for a kiss, and looked at me in a way she never had before.

“I love your eyes.”

“Jared, you’re perfect for me.” she said, laughing and putting her foot in front of my face. I took it in my hand, and went right back to doing what she told me to do, sucking every last toe and sliding my tongue between her digits.

“And I love your perfect little toes.”

“I love that you already worship me, it’s literally my fetish.” she said. I looked up at her with a mouthful of toes, smiling around them.

“You’re my goddess.”

“Such a good boy. Lick my soles.” she said.

“Yes goddess.” I said, adopting it as her new pet name.

“I’ll let you be my boyfriend under one condition.” she said, placing both of her feet directly beside each other, right in front of my lips.

“Yes mistress?” I asked.

“Sit on my cock. Ride it until I cum inside you.” she said, taking herself by the base and holding it straight up. I felt myself puckering up, even though I wanted to take it.

“What about your ass, mommy? Shouldn’t I worship it with my tongue first?” I asked, drawing her approving smile.

“Good boy. I almost forgot. Come here. Make out with mommy’s ass.” she said, rocking back and grabbing her own ankles, pulling them up by her head and exposing herself for the taking.

It happened so automatically, like I was beckoned by God herself. She tasted amazing, and I enacted my full liberties as her soon to be boyfriend, making my tongue intimately acquainted with her asshole.

“That’s so good, baby. That’s boyfriend material.” she said, running her fingers through my hair as I licked greedily at her hole.

“Anytime, baby. I love it.” I said, spreading her cheeks apart with my hands and dragging my tongue over her tight hole, over and over until she was begging me to sit in her lap. I took hold of her cock, stroking it while tonguing her ass.

“I want your cock.” I said, finally ready to take the plunge.

“Then come up here and take it.” she said, giving me a wink as she reached down and pulled me toward her. I straddled her hips, and felt her hardness pressing between my cheeks.

“I’m nervous.” I said.

“Grab that bottle of oil.” she said. I reached back to grab it, and she snatched it from my hands. After applying it to herself, she squeezed more onto her hands and started using her fingers back there.

“I’ve never done this.” I said, trying to let her enter me.

“I know, baby. You’re going to be my boyfriend though, so you’ll learn.” she said, forcing her pointer inside.

“Ugh…” I sighed, trying to relax around it. Having something inside me was a novel sensation, and she pulled me forward to kiss me while she worked it in and out.

“Such a cutie.” she said, thrusting against me from bottom, letting her cock glide along my oiled up asscheeks as she inserted a second finger, using her arm to rock me on her hand.

“Fuck. I think I like it.” I said, slowly adjusting to what was happening.

“Good boy. Do you want my cock?” she asked, licking my ear, and sending a chill down my spine.

“Yes.” I said, sinking my hips down onto her.

“Show me. Beg for it.” she said, grabbing my ass with both hands and holding me against her.

“Please, mistress. Please fuck me with your big cock.” I whispered, fully uninhibited and under her spell.

“Not with your words. Show me with your body. Twerk for me.” she said, squeezing into the flesh of my ass with her fingers, and encouraging the motion.

“I’ve never done that.”

“I don’t care. I want you to be vulnerable. Show me. Do what I tell you to do.” she said, kissing me on the forehead and continuing to move my hips up and down. I started humping for her, ashamed and feeling stupid.

“Like this?” I asked.

“Just like that. You’re my good boy.” she released her grip on my ass, grabbing my face and kissing me deeply as she pressed her tip against my hole. I sat down onto her instinctively, wincing as my asshole opened wide to swallow her tip.

“Oh.” I said, reaching back and taking hold of it, trying to force it deeper as I started seeing stars. “Wow.”

“Yeah, you like taking mommy’s cock, don’t you?” she asked, grabbing my ass and thrusting it deeper.

“Ugh!” I squealed as she buried it inside me, raising her hips and filling me completely.

“Baby, I like that.”

“It’s so big.” I said, looking down at her as I tried to ride it.

“Good boy, just like that. Doesn’t it feel good in your ass?”

“It’s amazing.” I said, closing my eyes and biting my lip. Her girth forced my ass to open up, and she was hitting spots I didn’t know existed. My cock twitched as she fucked me, and I knew immediately that there would be no stopping me from cumming for her she-cock.

“Yeah, take it. That’s my good boy.” she said, making me bounce up and down on it. I sat up straight, reaching back to fondle her big, squishy balls as she claimed my ass.

“I love your cock.” I said, my eyes bulging as pleasure rang through me. Having her inside me sent me into a state of hyper-arousal, and all of my inhibitions went away. I wouldn’t have cared at that moment if her parents and Chris appeared in her room, nothing could have stopped from continuing to grind on her big dick.

“Say it again.”

“I love your cock. I love it so much.” I said, slamming my ass down onto her hips. My cock felt harder than ever, and even without direct stimulation it was absolutely throbbing. “Fuck. I’m gonna cum, mistress. I’m so close.”

“Cum for my cock, baby. Show me your devotion to serving your mistress’ hard dick. Show me.”

“Yes! Harder. Please…” I begged, leaning forward to kiss her as she fed me her cock by thrusting from the bottom. It slipped in and out, hitting my spot in the most powerful way.

“I love you.” I whimpered, completely lost in the pleasure that was overtaking me. I felt the pressure rushing to my cock, and I started bouncing my ass against her thrusts until my cock was erupting.

“Yes, that’s my cock lover. Look at you. That’s my little slut.” she said, taking hold of my cock and stroking it as I blacked out in pure ecstasy. I remember lying limp on top of her as she hugged my torso tight, power fucking me from the bottom until she was calling out.

“Oh my God.” I said, my cock still twitching as her hot goo shot off inside my asshole. I’d already seen how much she was capable of cumming, and I felt every bit of her sticky seed being pumped into me.

I stayed on top of her, keeping her hard cock wedged in my ass as the cum started seeping out from our seal.

“You’re incredible.” I said, slowly sliding her cock out. It flopped out dramatically, slapping against her stomach with a thud.

“Clean it up.” she said, taking the back of my head.

“Yes mistress.” I said, looking at her cum covered pole and licking my lips. I leaned in and started kissing her cock, licking up her sweet cream and slurping a glob from the tip.

“Your mistress is your girlfriend now. You think you can handle it?” she asked. I looked up at her with a smile, gurgling her cum and then swallowing as my answer.


Chapter 4

The next day was awkward, because no one knew that we’d been together the night before, so the house seemed like normal, except it wasn’t. Not for me. She kept making eyes at me, and I tried to avoid it because I didn’t want everyone else to notice.

After breakfast, Jared wanted to play video games. I tried, but I couldn’t focus on the games because I was more interested in hanging out with his sister.

“Jared, will you come help me with something?” she asked, popping her head inside his room.

“Yeah, that’s fine. I’ll be right back.” I said, taking the opportunity and following her into her bedroom. She closed the door behind us, and pinned me to the wall.

“We only have a minute.” she said, squatting down in front of me and pulling down my shorts.

“Okay.” I said, still processing what was happening when she started sucking me. “Oh, okay. Fuck.”

“Mmm…you better cum for me.” she said, stroking it and sucking my balls, rolling her tongue around and looking up at me. It was a sight I’d dreamed of, and the most beautiful thing I could imagine.

“Oh my God, you’re not gonna give me a choice.” I said, leaning back onto the wall as she eagerly tried to suck the soul straight out of my dick.

“Cum for your girlfriend, baby.” she said, sucking the tip and stroking my length.

“That’s so hot.” I said. She was wearing a black tank top, and paused to remove it.

“Cum on my tits.” she said, spitting on my cock before returning to throating it. There was no use in fighting it, and I didn’t want to get caught, so I let loose, taking hold of my dick as I arrived and painting her luscious breasts with streaks of white cum.

“Goodness.” I said, admiring my handywork. It was nothing compared to the volume of cum she produced, but it was still hot seeing her tits covered in my load.

“Good boy. You can return to playing video games now.” she said, opening the door before I even pulled up my pants. I did it quickly and got out of there.

I drove home before I saw her again, and she texted me right away.

PAIGE: Why didn’t you tell Chris that we’re dating now? Are you embarrassed of me or something?

JARED: Lol, quite the opposite. I’d love to show you off, we just hadn’t talked about it yet. I didn’t know how public you wanted it to be.

PAIGE: You’re my boyfriend now, and I’m your girl. That’s it. You don’t have to hide it.

JARED: Yes, mistress.

PAIGE: Good boy. Let’s hang out tonight.

It was overwhelming at first, being so suddenly thrust into a relationship with such a badass woman. My life changed completely, as we’ve become pretty much attached at the hip. And other places as well.

Chris was cool about it, I think it shocked him as much as it shocked me initially when she came onto me. I realized how little I actually knew about her, but that took care of itself in the first couple of months.

She liked the way I adored her, and I’d pretty much been in love with her from the moment I laid my eyes on her. Once we spent more time together, outside of the bedroom, it was surprising how well we clicked. We were like equal opposites, and I liked being around such a confident, dominant personality like hers. It brings out the best in me, and I’ve never been happier.


Hyper - Futa in Heat Pregnancy

Chapter 1 

I remember the day they moved in, it was a sunny Saturday in the middle of summer. Two women, a mother and daughter, both equally stunning. 

“Whoa.” my dad said, giving me a nudge with his elbow as we peeked through the blinds. My attention shifted immediately to the younger woman, who was wearing jean shorts and a low cut white t-shirt that showcased her perfect rack. 

“She’s gorgeous.” 

“They’re both gorgeous. Let’s go introduce ourselves.” he said. 

“No way. I’ll let them settle in.” 

“Jesus Johnny, are you serious? It’s two hot women, moving in right next door with no help.” he said. 

“I guess you’re right, we could offer to help them.” 

“We? No, you. I have bad knees, a bad back, a bad shoulder-” 

“Yeah, yeah.” I said, shaking my head. 

“Your mother would kill me if I offered to help them move in when I still haven’t started on the fence.” 

“True. Do you seriously wanna go over there?” I asked. 

“Your generation has way too much social anxiety. They’re our new neighbors, let’s go say hello. I’m not telling you to go try to get both of their numbers within thirty seconds of meeting them. Just introduce yourself, welcome them to the neighborhood, and then ask if they could use any help. Think you can handle that?” he asked. 


“I don’t think I have a choice.” 

“That’s the spirit. Come on.” he said, sliding his feet into his slippers. 

“Give me a second. I don’t want to wear this shirt.” 

“Sheesh.” he said, grinning. I ran to my bathroom, brushed my teeth, washed my face, applied deodorant, and then switched into a tank top. It was go-time. 

As my father and I stepped outside, I immediately felt my heart start racing. The two of them were unloading some boxes from the truck, stacking them in front of a dolly. 

“Hidy ho!” dad said, waving wildly. The older woman jumped down from the truck, and I realized that they were both quite tall once we approached them. 

“Hi there.” she said, removing her glasses to reveal sparkling blue eyes. 

“I’m Fred, and this is my son Johnny.” dad said, extending his hand. I glanced over at her daughter, who had the same eyes as her mother, and smiled awkwardly. 

“Hey.” I said. 

“Hey. I’m Belle.” she said, letting out a chuckle. She was the hottest girl I’d ever seen in person, and I found her intimidating despite her friendly disposition. 


“I’m Johnny.” I said. 

“Nice to meet you.” 

“You too.” I said, stuffing my hands into my pockets and hoping dad would take over from there. 

“Son, this is Anna,” he said. 

“Hi. Nice to meet you.” I said, giving her a downward head nod. I was terrible in situations like that, and chose to stay silent while dad made small talk with Anna. 

“How long have you guys lived around here?” Belle asked, stepping closer so we could talk. 

“Uhm, since I was 12 or 13, so I guess nine years. Maybe ten.” I said. 

“Oh, so you’re probably pretty familiar with the area?” 

“Yeah, I’ve lived here all my life.” I said. 

“Cool. Maybe you show me around, since we’re neighbors and all.” 

“Yeah. I could do that.” I said, glancing over at dad, who was staring at Anna with googly eyes and laughing at everything she said. 

“I’m from Arizona, originally. Mom and I just moved here.” she said. 

“Oh, cool. What brought you out here?” 

“I just wanted a change of pace, you know? I’m twenty, and I wanted a fresh start. I’m from a small town, and you know how people are, it was too much.” she said. 


“Well, welcome to South Carrollton. It’s small, but not small enough where everyone knows your business.” I said. 

“That’s exactly what I need.” she said. I heard our door slam, and saw mom headed in our direction. It wasn’t his best move to come introduce himself without her, and she didn’t look happy. 

“That’s my mom.” I said, watching as she approached Anne with a big smile. I was glad she kept her cool, but I could see it in her body language that she was a little perturbed with dad. “Do you guys need help moving in?” 

“Oh, thank you, but no. We got this.” 

“I’m not doing anything. I’d like to help.” I said, looking into her eyes and feeling my temperature rise. 

“I mean, if you don’t mind.” 

“I’d love to.” I said. Dad and I gave each other a look, and he grinned to let me know he was proud I accomplished the mission. Mom and dad went inside, and I stayed behind to help them lug boxes. 

They had a full U-Haul, and it was a lot of stuff. It’s not everyday you get two beautiful new neighbors, and I was perfectly willing to work all day for free if it meant that I got to hang out with them. 

Chapter 2 

It was a long, hard day of work. We moved a washer and dryer, multiple beds, couches, televisions, tables, dressers, the whole nine. I was happy I’d picked up lifting weights a couple months earlier, because it was rough. 


“Almost done!” Anna said, her tits bouncing as she pumped her fist. 

“They’re nice, huh?” Belle asked, whispering into my ear after having snuck up on me. 

“Huh?” I asked, feigning ignorance. 

“It’s nothing to be ashamed of, I saw you checking them out.” she said through laughter. 

“I have no idea what you’re talking about.” I said, looking her dead in the eye and trying my best not to smile. 

“What about mine? Are they nice too?” she asked, doing a little bouncing motion that made them jump up and down. My eyes went wide, and I felt blood flowing to my cock that quickly. 

“Yep. They’re definitely nice.” I said, unable to deny it. She smiled, and we went back to work. The best part of the experience was checking them out, and it provided a steady flow of motivation to keep me going. No matter how much my arms and legs burned, or how hard it got, I did my very best to hold my poker face and act like it was no big deal. 

The last thing on the truck was a heavy ass dresser, and it took all three of us to load onto the dolly, and guide it inside. 

“Finally!” Anna said, collapsing on the couch. It was almost nine when we finally finished, and the sun was almost out of sight. 

“Thank you so much, Johnny.” Belle said, throwing her arms over my shoulders, hugging me from behind. 


“Of course. You’re my new neighbors.” I said. 

“And you’re my new tour guide for the city.” she said, giving me a peck on the cheek before releasing me. I was painfully attracted to her, and I couldn’t help thinking that maybe I had a chance. 

We ordered pizza, and I learned a little more about them. Anna was a physical therapist, and recently divorced. Apparently, he was very controlling, and possessive, and after they split, he pretty much stalked her until she wasn’t comfortable living there anymore. 

Belle was an artist who illustrated children’s books for a living. She showed me some of her work, and it was almost as adorable as she was. 

“Wow. You’re very talented.” I said, truly blown away by what she was showing me. Belle was impossibly hot, and being a badass artist only added to her allure. 

“Thank you. You’re very sweet.” she said. We exchanged phone numbers, and social media before I left, completely spent and with a full belly. 

Being in such close quarters with them all day left me very horny, and I kept picturing Belle’s pretty face and big tits as I stroked myself in the shower. It’s like she injected lust fuel into my veins, and then lit it on fire. Just thinking about her made me so aroused that I had no stamina, and I came so hard that I was seeing stars. 

She was probably out of my league, I knew that, but it was still exciting. My main problem was that I was two years older than her, but I worked as a waiter. The money wasn’t bad, but it just felt like a juvenile job in comparison to what she did. It made me wish I was a professional athlete, but that simply wasn’t in the cards for me. 


Chapter 3 

That was the start of our friendship, and unfortunately, that’s all it was. Belle was a very outgoing person, and she kind of helped get me out of my shell just by being so goofy and open with me. 

We hung out all the time, just cruising around town, grabbing coffee, going to parks, restaurants, and thrift stores. In a lot of ways, it felt like we were dating, minus all the fun benefits that would come with a relationship. 

She worked a lot, but always hit me up when she took days off, or if she needed a break. I asked her about her projects, and she would send me updates of pages she was working on, and would sometimes even ask me for my opinion on character designs. 

The more I got to know her, the more I fell in love with her. She made me laugh, she impressed me, and I swear that she somehow got a little fucking hotter with each passing day. 

Belle never really talked about other guys, or mentioned dating anyone, and I knew that she didn’t have friends in the area. For someone who came off as being so outgoing, she was actually a bit of a homebody, which only drew me to her more because I was the same way. 

Eventually, it reached a point where I wanted to know if I had a chance. The last thing I wanted to do was make things awkward between us, or change what we already had, but it was a deep yearning. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do to be with her, and I couldn’t help thinking about it more and more. 

We were in her bedroom, and she was on her computer, responding to an email from one of the writers she was working for at the time. 

“Hey Belle, can I ask you something?” 

“Of course.” 

“I was just kind of wondering, you know, about your dating history. You never really bring it up. I don’t even know if you’re single right now.” I said, sitting cross legged on her mattress. Belle giggled, stopped what she was doing, and spun around in her chair to fair me. 

“I could say the same thing about you. You don’t talk about who you’re dating, or mention any of your exes.” she said. I thought about it for a second, and shrugged. 

“I don’t have a whole lot of dating experience, honestly.” I said. 


“Neither do I.” 

“There’s gotta be something. You’re gorgeous, there’s no way you weren’t being pursued constantly.” I said. 

“You’re not wrong about that. The being pursued part.” she said, cocking her head. Her long blonde hair was in pigtails, and she was wearing pink leggings and a white sports bra. I shifted around a little, long used to dealing with accidental erections while hanging out with her. 

“Do tell.” 

“My longest relationship was six months, right after high school.” she said, taking a deep breath and crossing her legs, lacing her fingers and resting them on her thighs. “His name was Brian, and he was a really nice guy, but he was really pushy about sex, and I really didn’t want to do it.” 

“Oh no. I don’t like where this is going.” I said, feeling like maybe I shouldn’t have asked. 

“No, it’s not that bad. He kept trying to have sex with me, and I told him that I wasn’t ready, and then he asked if he could go down on me.” she said, raising her eyes to mine. She gave me a look I’d never seen her make before, wide eyed like a deer in the headlights. 

“Yeah?” I asked. She wrinkled her nose, and crossed her arms over her chest. I could tell it was something of a sore subject for her, or at least an uncomfortable one. 

“I trust you.” she said, uncrossing her arms and standing up from her chair. 


“What is it? What happened?” I asked. 

“I’ve never told another boy about this, only him.” 

“Alright.” 

“I’m Futanari.” she said, breaking eye contact and looking down. 

“Oh.” I said, completely blindsided. I thought she was going to tell me how he was a creep or something, and it caught me off guard. 

“Yeah. So, I told him, and he was really supportive, and so, I let him go down on me. But then, he went and told all of his friends, and it became this huge thing, and it was really gross. I broke up with him immediately, and then, like you said, I was heavily pursued by tons of guys. It was overwhelming, and I just kind of isolated myself and started drawing all day.” she said, pacing back and forth as she spoke. 

“Oh, Belle. I’m so sorry, that’s awful.” I said, seeing the pain in her eyes and wanting to comfort her. I stood up to give her a hug, and she started laughing. “What is it?” 

“You’re so sweet, that’s all. I was so nervous to tell you, but I knew it was going to come up, and then I told you, and it’s like no big deal to you.” she said, her eyes welling up with tears even though she was smiling. 

“I don’t care. Why would I care?” I asked, pulling her in for another hug. If only she knew how much I cared about her, how I adored everything about her. 

“I know. It was just a rough experience, that’s why I wanted to start over.” 


“I understand. Is that why you haven’t been dating since you got here?” I asked. We both sat down at the edge of the mattress, side by side. 

“Not really. I just have a lot of work to do, you know? And I’m really happy with my situation right now, kind of being anonymous in a new place.” she said. 

“So you’re just not looking to date right now?” 

“Well, I’d be open to dating the right person, but I’m definitely selective.” she said. “I’d rather be friends first, you know? I’d really rather get to know my partner before being intimate with them, and all that.” 

“Word. I like that. It makes sense.” I said. My mind was going a mile a minute, as I’d been wanting to get it off my chest for a while that I thought she was amazing. 

“Yeah. What about you? You said you don’t have a lot of dating experience, but you didn’t say you have zero dating experience.” she said, laying back and posting up on her elbows. 

“Oh, boy.” I said, glancing at her gorgeous little toes as I considered my words. “I was kind of shy in high school, I didn’t date anyone, but I’m on the dating apps now, and all that. So, you know.” 

“What’s your longest relationship?” she asked. 

“This is embarrassing. Two months.” I said, chuckling at myself. 

“Awh, what happened?” she asked. 

“We matched online, and all the conversations went well, I got her number, we went on a couple dates, and I really liked her, but once we started dating she was really jealous and controlling.” 


“How do you mean?” 

“Like, she would take my phone, like just straight up grab it out of my hands, and then go through all of my texts, and social media, and anytime I interacted with a girl, she would call it out and ask me why I was doing it.” 

“Really?” 

“Yeah, she threw my phone into a brick wall once and destroyed it. She saw that I regularly talked to this girl Sky, and went ballistic. Sky is my cousin.” I said, laughing at the memory. 

“I think I can see why it didn’t last long.” 

“That wasn’t even the end, we kept dating after that. It gets crazier. That happened after about a month, but she apologized, and we moved past it. About a month after that, she had my phone, and got into this huge argument with my friend Brittany through text. I didn’t even know it was happening, I was playing Madden and had no idea, but then she threw my phone on the ground and started stomping on it.” 

“No she didn’t.” 

“I swear, it scared me because she just exploded out of nowhere. You should have seen the look in her eyes. It was here. My parents came bursting in, because they heard her going crazy, and it was all bad. She wouldn’t stop.” 

“What was she saying?” 

“Once my parents were in there, she tried to like, I don’t even know, blame me. She was yelling, so loud, and saying that “your son is a cheater, he cheated on me”, all this stuff, and my mom doesn’t tolerate that stuff, so she made her leave. I sent her a text saying I didn’t want to see her again, and that it was over. That was the last time I saw her.” I said. 


“Good golly. Sounds like we both suck at dating.” she said. 

“Oh, definitely. I haven’t had a girlfriend since.” 

“So she left you alone after that?” 

“No. She kept texting me, I blocked her phone, then she showed up at the house, and mom called the cops. That’s when she finally left me alone.” I said, recalling the strange situation. 

“That’s why I could never do online dating.” 

“If I was as pretty as you, I’d probably skip it too.” I said. We both fell silent, the first lull since the conversation started. “Belle. I really like you. You’re gorgeous, but I also think you’re really cool. That’s actually why I asked you about your dating history, I wanted to know about you.” 

“I’m glad you asked. I have a crush on you, Johnny. I just didn’t want to tell you because I felt like you didn’t fully know me. I didn’t want to scare you away, because I really enjoy your company.” she said, placing her hand on top of mine and looking into my eyes. I couldn’t believe it, even as she leaned in to kiss me it felt surreal. Seconds later, and I was on top of her in the middle of her mattress, our tongues swirling together while we grinded against each other. 

“I’ve thought about this so many times.” I said, letting my hands explore her breasts. 


“Me too.” she said, tugging at her sports bra and exposing her breasts. It was at that moment I felt her harness against me, and my hand instinctively grabbed hold of her as I pressed my face between her tits. 

“Holy shit.” I whispered, glancing down at the clear outline of her enormous cock, stroking it through her leggings. “I want it.” 

“Baby, fuck. I’m so horny.” she said. It was at that moment, we both heard it. Footsteps came down the hallway, and we both panicked. I sprang off of her to my feet, and she tucked her breasts away just in time for Anna to appear in the doorway. 

“Cheese and crackers?” she asked. 


Chapter 4 


Luckily, Anna didn’t realize what she interrupted. When she finally left, we both laughed at ourselves. It was kind of silly. 

“I’m sorry.” she said, covering her mouth as she ate a piece of cheese. 

“I don’t know why we both panicked. It’s not like she can ground us.” 

“I know. That’s what I was thinking, it was just my natural reaction.” she said. 

“I’m glad she interrupted us when she did, if she would have waited another thirty seconds, it could have been ugly.” I said. 

“Is that how long you last?” 

“Oh, hush.” I said, grabbing her by the ankles and sliding her to the edge of the mattress. “Now, where were we?” 

“You were about to leave.” she said, pulling her ankles away. 

“What?” 

“I have to work, baby, but don’t worry. We’re gonna have all the fun in the world together.” she said. 

“But I want you now.” 

“I know. But you’ll have to wait.” she said, sliding off the bed and standing in front of me. 

“You’re so beautiful.” I said, putting my hands on her hips and looking into her eyes. I was still in shock that our attraction was mutual, and leaned in for a kiss to make sure it was real. Belle had the sweetest tasting lips, and was a very sensual kisser. 

“Now go, or I’ll never get anything done.” she said, flashing her smile and giving me a good game slap on the ass on the way out. I tucked my erection behind my waistband as I walked down the hallway so Anne didn’t have to see the tent I was pitching. 

“Are you leaving?” she asked, spotting me as I strolled past the kitchen on the way to the front door. 

“For now.” I said. 

“Okay sweetie. Tell your parents I said hello.” 

“Will do. Bye Anna.” I said, stepping out the front door and into the sunny day. 

Holy shit. This is the greatest day of my life. 

Unfortunately, that was the last time I saw her for three days. Belle said she was on a deadline and had tons of pages that she needed to do, and that she was locking herself in her bedroom until it was done. 

I came over once with chinese food. Anna told me she wasn’t taking visitors, but that she would give the food to Belle for me. 

“You’re so sweet. I really like you for her.” Anna said, giving me a knowing look before she closed the door. 

It was a horrible feeling, not being able to see the girl you just spilled your guts to. I was under the impression that since we were both into each other, and already had a solid foundation of friendship, that we were going to start dating. I certainly didn’t expect her to shut me out immediately after we confessed our feelings. 

Knowing that she was right next door, and could see me whenever she wanted made it especially confusing. I tried not to blow her up with texts, but I tried checking in every day. 

JOHNNY: I miss you. When can I see you? 

BELLE: Soon, baby. I miss you so much. 

JOHNNY: How’s the book coming along? 

BELLE: Meh. I’ll let you know when it’s finished. 

That’s about all I could get out of her, and it was taking its toll on me. She was all I could think about, and then she made it even worse by sexting. 

BELLE: I can’t wait to take your cock. 

JOHNNY: Baby…I can come over right now. 

BELLE: I wish. I can’t wait for you to make me your little slut. 

JOHNNY: You’re so sexy. This is killing me. 

BELLE: I want to be completely uninhibited with you. I want to be nasty for you. 

JOHNNY: Why can’t I see you? When are you going to be finished with your book? 

BELLE: Soon, baby. So soon. 

JOHNNY: I want to see you. I can’t stop thinking about you. 

BELLE: I’m sorry, baby. Maybe I could send some pics to hold you over? 

JOHNNY: Please. 

It took a few minutes, and then a slew of lewd photos started coming through. My cock went from hard to throbbing, as she looked absolutely stunning. She was laying in her bed, wearing white panthose and pleasuring herself. 

I clicked on a video, and it was of her jerking her massive, veiny cock and moaning my name. It only lasted a few seconds, but it was all I needed to relieve myself. She made me aroused in a powerful way, like no woman before her, and it felt like being under the influence of a drug. 

Even after cumming, I couldn’t stop watching the video over again, thinking about replacing her hands with mine. Her balls looked so swollen, and I wanted to be the one to empty them. 

JOHNNY: I can’t stop jerking off to you. You’re like an addiction. 

BELLE: I need to talk to you. 

JOHNNY: Okay. 

BELLE: I’m not sure what caused it, maybe it was from us making out, or maybe it was going to happen anyway, but I’m in heat right now. That’s why I’ve been avoiding you, because I can’t control myself. 

JOHNNY: I don’t know what you mean. 

BELLE: It’s like a really intense wave of horniness. I’m ovulating, and I want to be fucked so badly. 

JOHNNY: Oh. Well, I don’t see why we shouldn’t give your body what it wants. 

BELLE: Fuck, that’s hot. I’m so turned on, baby. 

JOHNNY: My parents are asleep. You can come over. 

BELLE: I want that so bad, but I can’t. I’d definitely wake them up. I don’t think you understand how intense this is. 

JOHNNY: What can I do? 

BELLE: Fuck. I talked to my mom about you. I told her how much I like you, and about how we kissed, and how well we get along. She knows I’m in heat, and I told her not to let me see anyone until it’s over. 

JOHNNY: How long will it last? 

BELLE: Maybe two more days. I have to see you. I know you’re the one I want. Being apart is torture. 

JOHNNY: Tell me about it. I still don’t understand why I can’t see you. 

BELLE: Pregnancy risk. I’m very fertile right now. 

JOHNNY: I could wear a condom. 

BELLE: You’d have to bring a 32 pack. 

JOHNNY: I can go buy a 32 pack right now if it gets me in your bedroom. 

BELLE: I’m unhinged, Johnny. I want it so badly. 

JOHNNY: Me too! 

BELLE: Lol, you’re so cute. Maybe I could sneak you in. 

JOHNNY: How? 

BELLE: You’d have to climb in my window. 

JOHNNY: There’s no way. It’s a flat wall. 

BELLE: I’ll tie sheets together for you. 

JOHNNY: Lol. 

BELLE: I’m serious. If you want to come over, it’s the only way. 

JOHNNY: Good Lord. Isn’t your mom going to hear us? 

BELLE: Yeah, but she won’t stop us. Once you’re in the room, she knows there’s no stopping it. She’s Futanari too, she knows. 

JOHNNY: Is she going to hate me for this? 

BELLE: She adores you. She’s quite happy with our pairing. 

JOHNNY: Fuck it. Tie those sheets together. 

BELLE: Wait five minutes, then come over. 

JOHNNY: Got it. 

Chapter 5 


I could feel my entire body getting warm. It was finally going to happen. Climbing wasn’t exactly my strong suit, but I figured I could make it make it to her window considering what was on the line. 

After brushing my teeth, and washing my crotchal region to make sure it was fresh, I made my way over to her house. I went through the backyard, as my dad still hadn’t made any progress on the privacy fence. As I approached her window, I saw Belle waving, and then the sheet came down. 

“Here we go.” I said, walking up to it and giving it a tug to make sure it was true. 

“You got it, baby.” she said, loud whispering through her open window. I jumped and caught my body weight, wrapping my legs around the sheet for dear life as I struggled to ascend. 

“Ugh…fuck.” I grunted, slowly inching my way up the sheet. All I could think of was my mom or dad looking out the back window and seeing what I was doing, or another neighbor calling the cops, thinking I was trying to break in. 

“Keep going.” she said. I glanced up, and could see the line coming from her window sill. My arms burned, and my adrenaline was flowing as I got closer to paydirt. I took a deep breath, and shook out one of my arms. I made the mistake of looking down, and I knew that I’d be taking an ambulance to the hospital if I didn’t make it. 

“Almost.” I whispered, clenching my teeth as I finally made it to the top. Belle grabbed hold of my torso with both hands, pulling me into her room, where we both landed with a thud on the floor. We locked eyes, and she’d never looked more beautiful to me than in that moment. 

“Finally.” she said, crawling on the floor onto me, pushing me down flat when I tried to sit up. 

“Hi.” I said, looking up at her as she pinned my wrists to the floor by my head. 

“I’ve been going crazy without you.” she said, removing her tank top so that her tits flopped out. We started kissing, and my hands moved to her ass, squeezing her cheeks around the soft, silky fabric of her pantyhose. 

“Mmm…” I moaned as she rolled her tongue around in my mouth, grinding against me. 

“I’m so glad I found you.” she whispered, kissing my neck and making my cock stand at full attention. 

“Me too.” 

“I can’t wait any longer, Johnny. I need cock. I fucking need it.” she said, climbing off of me and standing over me. 

“Me too.” I said again, staring at her enormous bulge and wishing I could sit on it. Instead, she placed her pantyhose laden foot directly in my face, rubbing it against my lips. 

“You’re such a good boy.” she said, grinning as I instinctively started sucking on her toes. “Take your pants off.” 

“Yes ma am.” I said, inhaling her scent as I dragged my tongue along the bottom of her soles. 

“Fuck, that’s hard.” she said, her eyes going wide as I removed my bottoms. I felt a sense of relief, as I’d been a bit worried that because she was much larger than me, that maybe it would be a turn off for her. That wasn’t the case, as the next thing I knew, she was sitting on top of me in the 69 position, shoving her throat down on my cock and grinding her bulge all over my face while she did it. 

“Oh my God. Oh my God, Belle. That’s so good.” I said, shaking beneath her. Her warm, wet lips wrapped around the tip of my dick, eagerly swallowing my shaft and twerking on me. 

“I’m gonna make you cum so hard. I’m going to make you fall in love with me.” she said, stroking and spitting on it while I buried my face in her ass. I started licking her ass from outside of her pantyhose, and bucking from the bottom. Belle let out a feminine giggle, sitting up from my face and removing her bottoms. 

“It’s gorgeous.” I said, completely mesmerized by the massive futanari cock that flopped out in front of me. 

“Oh, yeah? Do you like my dick, baby?” 

“So much.” I said, following her to the bed, and crawling between her legs for a closer look. 

“That’s my good boy. Show me what a good little cock sucker you can be for me.” she said, taking hold of my head with both hands and pushing it down into her cock and balls. “Oh, yeah. That’s what I like.” 

“Mmm….” I moaned, my mouth suddenly full of hot cock for the first time. My mouth was literally watering for her juicy length, and I slobbered all over it in a complete frenzy of lust. 

“Johnny…that’s perfect.” she moaned, thrusting against my eager mouth. I laid flat on my stomach between her legs, staring down at her swollen balls and impossible thickness, kissing and licking it like a lollipop. My cock grew so hard that I started to fear that I would cum just from going down on her. 

“I love your cock, Belle. It tastes so good.” 

“My balls, Johnny. Worship my balls.” 

“Mmm!” I moaned as she held my face against her nuts, slurping and sucking as her giant cock twitched uncontrollably. 

“Lick it up.” she said, holding herself at the base so I could lick the precum from her slit. “I need you in me. Please, Johnny. Fuck me as hard as you can. Make me cum for your cock.” 

“Anything for you, Belle.” I said, lacing my arms under her thighs and giving her bulbous mushroom head a final pop-suck before sliding her in front of me. Belle reached down, moving her balls and exposing a perfect little pink pussy. “Are you a virgin?” 

“Yes, daddy. I’m ready to give it to you.” she said. A chill of excitement moved through me, it didn’t even seem possible that a girl that attractive could be a virgin. 

“You’re too perfect.” I said, rubbing the tip of my dick against her opening, trying to press it through her hymen. 

“Mmm…yes.” she bit her lip and closed her eyes, whimpering as I forced myself inside of her tightness. 

“Belle. You’re so tight.” I said, looking down between us and watching my cock disappear between her legs. She was so aesthetically pleasing that it was like a visual overload. From her face to her big bouncing tits, to her flopping she-cock, all the way down to her perfect little toes, there was nothing in the world I’d rather be looking down at than Belle lying beneath me. 

“Harder, baby.” she said, thrusting powerfully back against me from the bottom. I gripped her ample bosom, bringing my lips to her nipple and rolling my tongue against her. 


I pressed myself into her, leaving it deep and rocking her on my hips as I suckled at her tit. Liquid squirted out onto my tongue, and my eyes lit up. 

“Are you lactating?” I asked, pulling away with an unfamiliar taste on my lips. She grinned. 

“Yes, baby. I’m in heat.” 

“Holy shit. That’s hot as fuck.” I said, admiring her tits and going back in for more. Belle was the gift that kept on giving, and fucked her as hard as I could while feasting on her sweet nectar. 

“Pinch my nipples. Make them squirt for you.” 

“You’re so much fun. You know that?” I asked, looking up at her with a mouthful of her breast and nipple, providing a steady suction and swallowing every drop that flowed out. As I pinched her other tit between my thumb and forefinger, milk sprayed out everywhere. 

“I am fun, aren’t I?” she asked, winking as I stared in awe at the immense amount of milk dribbling from her nipple. “Put my legs on your shoulders. I want to feel you so deeply.” 

“How did I get so lucky?” I asked, hoisting her legs up onto my shoulders. 

“Nevermind. I’ll just put them behind my head.” she said, grabbing her ankles and making it so. 

“I didn’t know you were so flexible.” I said, ogling Belle in that position. There aren’t words to describe her beauty, nor her sexual prowess despite being a virgin. “You’re so pretty.” 


“Thank you, daddy. Now make me cum.” 

“I’ll try.” I said, smiling back at her and slamming my hips against hers. I loved watching her hard Futa-cock bouncing rhythmically as I laid claim to her. 

“Harder!” 

“Baby, I can’t. I’m going to cum.” 

“I don’t care, just do it hard. Make me cum for you.” She looked at me with doe eyes, nearly melting my heart as I gripped her hamstrings, pinning her to the mattress and giving her everything I had. My heart was already racing, and the pressure started radiating through my entire body. 

“Belle! I’m gonna cum.” I said, right as pulled her feet from behind her head, and wrapped her legs around my waist, lacing her ankles around my lower back and pulling my face to hers for a deep kiss. 

“Please! I want your cum so badly. Please give it to me.” she said, her vocal tone soothing my soul as I let loose inside her. It was the ultimate sensation, as I could feel her pelvic muscles gripping me, milking every drop of cum into her. 

“Belle!” I called out, announcing her name as I pumped ropes, shooting her full of my hot sticky cum. 

“Oh, yeah. Oh, Johnny. I love you.” she said, her legs shaking as she took hold of her cock with both hands, stroking fervently as she joined me in arriving. “Oh! Oh! Ugh! Yes…Oh, fuck.” 

“Baby.” I grunted, continuing to thrust after my peak just to make her cum harder for me. Her eyes rolled back as cum literally erupted from her she-cock, spraying errantly across her own tits and face. It was the hottest thing I’d ever witnessed, and it brought my cock back to life despite having just cum. 

“Don’t stop, baby. Don’t stop.” she said, practically having a seizure as I continued to drill her. I stared down between us, watching as her dick continued contracting, emptying more and more cum until it was unbelievable. I kept grinding, and her cock kept spurting. 

“So much cum.” I said, amazed that it continued to explode with such veracity. Her cum was thick and viscous, and by the time her pulsing balls finally subsided, her entire chest and face were painted with thick strands. Her eyes were glazed shut, but that didn’t stop her from smiling. 

“That was amazing. Thank you.” 

“Thank me?” I asked, laughing as I looked down at her, covered in her own cum and giddy with giggles. 

“Well, fair enough. Thanks to us. That was perfect.” she said, raising her hand for a high five. As our palms collided, I laced my fingers in hers. 

“Do you need a towel?” 

“What do you mean? Is there something on my face?” she asked, wiping a glob of semen from her eye and rubbing it on her breast. 

“One second.” I said, backing my cock out of her and remembering she wasn’t the only one who came. It kind of hit me at that moment, as I looked around the room for something for her to wipe herself off with, that I might have just gotten her pregnant. 


I found a towel, and tossed it in her direction. Even then, contemplating potential fatherhood, I was distracted by her pure aesthetic perfection. She was gorgeous beyond words, even while wiping the biggest load of semen I’ve ever seen from her face. 

My next move was to slide in behind her, nestling up for some well deserved cuddles. 

“What are you doing back there? We need to switch places.” she said. 

“What do you mean?” I asked, having caught my breath and allowed my post coital state of relaxation to set in. 

“You just came.” she said. 

“So did you, unless that was the most elaborately staged fake orgasm I’ve ever seen.” I said, wedging my cock between her soft ass cheeks. 

“No, that was very real. But, I’m in heat. I’m hyper right now.” she said, sliding out of my grasp and getting on her hands and knees. She had the most seductive look on her face, and rolled her tongue all the way around her lips. “I want more. Now.” 

“Okay. I might need a few minutes before I’m ready to go again.” 

“No, baby. It’s my turn.” she said, raising her torso and running her fingers through her hair. Her cock somehow appeared even harder than before, and her balls were every bit as swollen. 


“You mean?” 

“Please, baby. You have the cutest little butt, and I want to destroy it.” she said. I felt the hairs on my neck stand up, because she was circling around behind me. I was still so turned on, and wanted to explore everything about her. 

“Do whatever you want, Belle. I’m yours.” I said, posting up on my elbows and knees. 

“I’m going to use my cum as a lube for your tight little asshole.” she said,  wiping her breast for extra, and then applying it with her fingertips. “Have you ever been fucked before?” 

“No.” I said, looking back at her, watching as she applied cum around my ass, gently inserting her pointer finger and working the tip in and out. 

“So we both get to take each other’s virginity tonight.” she said. 

“Fuck.” I whispered, pushing back against her finger to take more. It didn’t seem realistic that I could take her thickness in my ass, but I was so turned on. I did exactly as I was told, taking long, controlled breaths and trying to settle into two fingers, and then three. 

“So sexy. I love seeing you give up control.” she said, removing her fingers and scooting up closer to me. “Remember when you were fucking me, and I told you I loved you?” 

“Yes.” I said, poking my ass up in the air as she laid her soft tip against my opening. 


“I meant it. And I think that once I start fucking you, you’re going to say it too.” she said, pushing it in. 

“Ugh!” 

“Good boy. Take it.” she said, grabbing my hips as she slowly fed it to me, working in and out in shallow strokes. 

“Oh, wow.” 

“Yeah. I knew you would like it.” 

“I do.” I said, gripping the sheets as we slowly eased into things. It was so relaxing, while riding the line of the amount of intensity I could handle at the same time. She increased the intensity at thirty second intervals or so, talking dirty the entire time. 

“I’ve wanted you virgin asshole since that day you came over and introduced yourself. I knew I was going to split you in half.” 

“Yes, baby. Don’t stop.” 

“You feel so good. This is exactly what I needed. You’re exactly what I needed.” she said, digging her fingernails into the skin of my hips as she squeezed, putting her foot on the gas and impaling me completely. 

“Ugh!” I squealed, making uncontrollable animal noises as she started really taking me, losing control of herself and fucking me silly. It was so much in the moment, so intense, but it felt incredible. My entire body shook, and I held on for dear life as she pounded me with her throbbing futa-cock. 

“Good boy. Take that dick.” she grunted, aggressively laying claim to me. My cock was fully hard, and she hit spots in me that I didn’t know existed. It felt like an almost out of body experience, and I writhed beneath her in agonizing pleasure until we were cumming simultaneously, practically screaming in ecstasy as her bedframe slammed against the wall. 


We weren’t discreet, because anything outside of ourselves was the furthest thing from our minds. 

“I love you!” I said, orgasming without any stimulation other than her massive pole hitting my new favorite spot. I could feel her contracting in my ass, and the flood of warm jizz she was emptying into me. 

“Yes, baby. I love you too. I love you so much.” 

We rolled over into each other’s arms, making out as her cum leaked out of me. It was an incredible sensation, being with someone you felt so close to, so organically. I felt like I’d been searching for it my entire life and didn’t even know it until it was literally in my arms, kissing me and whispering I love you. 


Chapter 6 


We didn’t leave the bedroom for 24 hours. She had bottled water, a microwave, and a mini-fridge full of hot pockets and lunchable type foods. Occasionally, between the constant sex, we did have to eat. 

It was a marathon unlike anything I’d ever encountered, and it erased completely any image I had of Belle being innocent. She was no longer a virgin, and she knew damn well what she wanted, and had no problem becoming depraved and aggressive for what she wanted. 

Anna decided to ignore us. We found out later that she put her headphones in and went about her night, but she knew what was going down. 

By the time her heat subsided, I emerged a completely new man, fully in love and committed to the woman of my dreams. Our actions had consequences, as they do, but it was nothing I couldn’t get behind. Just a twin pregnancy, a boy and a girl. 

So yeah, that’s what I’m doing now. I’m working two jobs now, and we’re saving every penny we can. Belle is only three months in, and has plenty of high paying work on the table. She plans to illustrate her way all the way through until she’s giving birth, and I don’t doubt her for a second. 

It’s pretty cool, because we live right next door and our parents get along famously. Belle and I sometimes joke that they’re better friends than we are, despite being besties long before we started dating. 

Fatherhood is a heck of an undertaking, but with the right woman, it’s nothing more than an adventure I can’t wait to take on. 


Taken on Vacation - Futa on Male Pregnancy

Chapter 1 

It was summer break, and I pitched in with a couple friends from college to rent a beachside vacation house for a couple days. After paying for the place, gas, refreshments, and groceries, we were all pretty broke. 

“I have twenty two dollars left.” I said, checking my account on my phone. 

“I have a ten dollar bill.” Mike said, slapping it down on the table. 

“Who cares? We don’t need money. We got the house, and plenty of girls laying out in the sun right there.” Christian said, pointing out the back window to show us what was at our fingertips. 

“You didn’t say how much you had left.” I said. 

“I have a couple hundred, but we need to save some so we have gas to get back.” he said. 

“Thank God!” Mike exclaimed, pumping his fist that we at least had some money to get us through our very poorly planned mini vacation. 

“Yeah, yeah. Stay away from my wallet. Are y'all ready to hit the beach or what?” he asked. 

“Let’s go!” I said, thoroughly excited after the long drive to get out and stretch my legs. Mike and Christian were convinced that having the beach house was going to get us all sorts of female attention, but I wasn’t buying it. At the end of the day, we were broke college students who scraped our money together and spent it all on a few days at the beach, and it wasn’t a difficult act to see through. 


We found a nice spot on the sand and laid out our towels. It was almost three, and the sun was scorching down on us. I was nearly blinded, and fumbled through my bag until I found my sunglasses. 

“Whoa. Look at them.” Christian said, bumping me with his elbow and pointing to a group of gorgeous girls in bikinis. 

“Yep.” I said, checking them out and then returning the more pressing issue of getting sunscreen on before I turned into a red shelled crab. 

“Damn. I’d do anything for that blonde.” Mike said, his mouth wide open as he stared. 

“She’s probably saying something similar to her friends, about how she’d do anything to get away from you.” I said, laughing at my own joke. 

“We’ll see about that.” 

“Will we?” I asked sarcastically. 

“Yeah. I’m gonna go talk to her.” he said. 

“You will not.” I said. 

“Watch me. Come on Christian.” he said, standing up confidently. 

“That’s all you, dawg. I didn’t come down here to get rejected by three girls at the same time. Have fun, though.” Christian and I made eye contact, and watched as Mike’s faux bravado faded away as quickly as it appeared. 


“You guys are lame.” he said, sitting down with us to put on sunscreen. 

“Some girls are out of our league, Mike. It’s better to just accept it.” I said, putting my hand on his shoulder. He was easy to tease because he was always doing the same thing, trying to work himself to go talk to girls, and then backing out at the last minute. 

We laid out for a while, hiding our eyes behind dark lenses so we could ogle all of the bikini clad babes who were prancing around. The views were everything I could have hoped for and more, and even though I doubted any of us would get laid, it was certainly a target rich environment. 

Once the sun became too much, I went to the water to cool off, and then we started tossing the football around. I couldn’t fucking believe it, but the blonde that Mike had been lusting after earlier started walking towards me. She was stunning, and I eyed her lean body and ample breasts as she walked right up to me. 

“Mind if I join?” she asked. I smiled, and handed her the ball. 

“Of course. I’m Jack.” I said, watching as she threw a surprisingly tight spiral to Christian. 

“Hi, Jack. I’m Kenna.” she said, her eyes lighting up as we shook hands. It was already super hot outside, and standing beside her made the temperature rise a few more degrees. 


“Did you play quarterback in high school?” I asked, catching a pass from Mike and handing the ball over to her. She giggled, and laced up another bullet. 

“Not quite, but I did play softball.” she said. 

“Nice. You definitely have a cannon.” I said. 

“More than I can say for your friend.” she said, taking a jab at Mike’s awkward throwing motion. His toss landed in the sand a few feet in front of me. 

“Yeah, he’s more of a gamer than an athlete.” I said, picking it up and flipping it over to her. 

“No, it’s your turn. Let me see what you got.” she said, flipping it right back. I didn’t have a big arm, but I threw a beautiful ball, so I launched a high one in Christian’s direction. 

“Whoops.” I said, overthrowing it by several yards. 

“Not bad. Let’s try again.” she said. When we got the ball back, she let me have it, and stood directly behind me, correcting my form and breathing on my neck. “Bring it back to right here, and then follow through to your pocket in one hard motion.” 

“How was that?” I asked, having her repeat it because I liked the physical contact. She pushed up against my ass, and I felt something pressing into me. 

“Like this.” she said, moving my arm through the motion again. My next throw was much better, and she gave me a high five. I noticed a bulge in her bikini bottoms, and started paying attention to it when she threw the ball. That’s when I realized. 

Oh, damn. This fine ass girl is Futanari. That’s so hot. 

“You’re really pretty, Kenna. I’m sure you get that all the time, but still.” I said, pulling back for another throw. 

“Thanks. You’re not bad yourself.” 

“Oh, it’s fine. You don’t have to do that. I know I’m ugly as sin.” I said, looking into her pretty blue eyes and feeling lost. At about that moment, I was struck in the head by the football. 

My ears were ringing as I struggled to my feet, and all I could hear was Mike laughing his ass off in the background as I came to. 

“Nice reflexes.” he said, chuckling as he ran over to see if I was alright. 

“What’s wrong with you? You could have injured him.” Kenna said, narrowing her gaze at him. 

“I’m sorry. It was an accident.” he said, wide eyed and apologetic as soon as she called him out. 

“It’s all good, I’m fine. Mike throws like a girl anyway.” I said, giving him a shove. The side of my face was swelling up though, and I was ready to call our game of catch. 

“I’m gonna go put an ice pack on my face. I know this isn’t exactly the ultimate cool guy moment, but do you want to hang out later?” I asked, perfectly willing to humiliate myself after what had just happened.  

“Yeah, definitely. I’d like that. Do you guys live here, or what?” 

“No, we’re vacationing. We go to Tech State.” I said, taking her phone and adding myself as a contact while holding the side of my face. It was burning hot, but I was still more surprised that she gave me her number than I was by my own ineptitude when it came to football. 


“No way. I’m going there next year.” she said. 

“Right on. Well, maybe we’ll hang out in the fall.” I said, handing her phone back to her. We gathered our things, and Kenna returned to her friends. 

“Damn, dude. Well done.” Mike said, giving me a literal pat on the back. 

“We’ll see. I didn’t get her number, she got mine.” I said. 

“Shit, better than nothing. She’s hot as fuck.” 

“Yeah, I like her. She seems like good people.” 

Chapter 2 

The air conditioning was the ultimate relief, followed in close second by a grocery bag full of ice on my cheek. I kicked my feet up, and began scrolling through my feed. Mike and Christian were restless, and decided to go for a bike ride, which I politely declined. 

Bringing the bikes was their idea, and I was never interested in peddling through the scorching heat for exercise. Vacation was meant for rest and relaxation, and that’s precisely how I was going to spend it. 


I was in the middle of watching two bears fight each other on a riverbank when she texted me. It was a random number, and the text read “Kenna”. 

JACK: Hey you. 

KENNA: How’s your face? 

JACK: It’s good. You should see the other guy. 

KENNA: Oh, I did. I’m more attracted to you. ;) 

JACK: You’re too pretty for me, but I’ll accept your pity. 

KENNA: I can’t believe you go to Tech State. What are the chances? 

JACK: I mean, they’ll pretty much accept anyone, so it isn’t as unlikely as you’d think. 

KENNA: Lol. Still. 

JACK: Do you live in this area? 

KENNA: No, I’m staying with friends through the weekend. I live closer to Arbour Bay. 

JACK: I’m from Kentson. 

KENNA: Dang! I bet we’ve passed each other at Walmart or something and didn’t even know it. 

JACK: Maybe if you saw me, but I think I’d remember having seen you. 

KENNA: So are we gonna hang out tonight or what? 

JACK: I’d love that. I don’t have transportation though, would you mind coming by here? 

KENNA: Would it be okay if I brought my friends? 

JACK: Girls? 

KENNA: Yeah. The same ones I was with today at the beach. 


JACK: Of course. My dudes will be stoked. They’re all as unfuckable as me, but it still makes us feel good to be around pretty girls. 

KENNA: Well, my friends are all huge sluts, so maybe they’ll have a chance. Lol 

JACK: I’ll have to check with my friends then, to make sure they’re okay with me bringing slutty girls over. It might interfere with our bible study. 

KENNA: We can come over after. Should we dress as nuns, or Catholic schoolgirls? 

JACK: Go with a nudist theme, I really wanna see your artistic take on that. 

KENNA: If you wanna get me naked, you’re gonna have to earn it. 

JACK: In that case, schoolgirls. 

KENNA: You’re funny. 

JACK: What time are you coming over? 

KENNA: Uhm, I dunno. Mary is in the shower, it’ll probably be an hour or two. 

JACK: Should we get pizza or something? 

KENNA: You’re a big boy. I think you can handle the decision of whether to get pizza or not without my input. 

JACK: I know that, I was just making sure that none of you had a gluten allergy. It’s called being considerate. 

KENNA: Before I come over, you are single, right? 

JACK: Perpetually. 

KENNA: Lol good to know. 

JACK: And you? 

KENNA: Ready to mingle, daddy. 

JACK: Naughty girl. 

KENNA: Who me? 

KENNA: I’ll text you when I figure out what time we’re coming over. 


JACK: Yeah, or you could just hit me in the face with a football when you’re ten minutes out. I’ll know what it means. 

KENNA: I’ll take unsexiest ways to get a black eye for a thousand, Alex. 

It was nice having some natural chemistry with a girl for once. She seemed really cool, and suddenly, the three of us getting laid on vacation shifted from a vague, wishful dream, to a solid, realistic possibility.   

Mike and Christian came home covered in sweat, and completely exhausted. I waited for them to stumble into the living room, rambling about how I missed it, and how they had such a great ride. I stood from the couch, and crossed my arms. 

“Remember those girls from the beach?” 

“Yeah.” they said in unison. 

“They’re coming over tonight.” 

“What? All of them?” 

“I think it’s four of them, yeah.” I said, playing it off like it wasn’t that big of a deal. They did no such thing, and started jumping around like hooligans, suddenly fully reinvigorated from their workout. 

“We need to shower, dude.” 

“Yeah. Holy shit, this is awesome!” Mike said, doing some weird dance before trotting down the hallway. 

“This is going to be interesting.” I said, sitting back down to a text message from Kenna. 

KENNA: We’ll be over in 30 minutes. Maybe 45. 


JACK: Got it. The boys just got home. 

KENNA: Perfect. 

Chapter 3 

The energy was chaotic when the girls arrived. Every last one of them looked gorgeous, with short shorts, crop tops, and enough cleavage to make our collective heads spin. 

There was Mary, Trish, and Ashley. And of course, Kenna. After introductions, the group grabbed drinks and meandered our way into the living room, where there were plenty of couches around for seating. 

I noticed Christian and Ashley hit it off right away, and sat together. Mike was being a bit on the obnoxious side, and wedged himself between Mary and Trish, completely unaware of the fact it appeared to make them both uncomfortable. 

“So, Kenna, it’s Kenna right?” 

“Yeah.” 


“So you’re planning to start at Tech State in the fall?” he asked. 

“That’s right.” she said, looking down into her Dixie cup. 

“We should totally link up. I have a restaurant blog where I review restaurants close to campus. It's blowing up, I’m talking the best places in town.” 

“You never know, maybe.” she said, turning away from him and giving me a look. 

“I’m sorry.” I whispered, trying not to laugh. I should have expected him to bring up his restaurant blog, as he loved to talk it up like he was getting free meals at five star restaurants on the regular. 

“Do you want to step outside?” 

“Sure.” I said, taking her hand when she offered it, and leaving the group for a more private setting. We ended up going for a walk on the beach, holding hands and chatting it up like we were an old couple. 

“Your friend Mike is an interesting fellow.” 

“Restaurant blog extraordinaire.” I said. 

“Does he really do that?” 

“Yeah, but he exaggerates the benefits. I’m not saying it won’t pay off if he keeps at it, because he’s actually a really smart guy, but it’s not big enough right now for restaurants to pay it much mind. He’s pretty much just going to restaurants by himself, taking photos of the food, and then writing a review. They’ll sometimes give him a free appetizer or something, because he always announces that he’s coming, but he’s paying full price.” I said. 

“I’m sure he’s a nice guy, but he’s too much for me.” 

“He tries too hard with girls.” 

“I picked up on that. I just want him to flirt with my friends and leave me alone.” she said, having a chuckle. There was something so light about her, easy going and down to Earth in a way that was really refreshing. 

“Good luck. As soon as we got to the beach, he pointed you out. He was like, look at that blonde, she’s so hot. All that.” 

“What did you think when he said that?” she asked. 

“That I wished he wouldn’t point so publicly, it’s rude.” I said. 

“You’re impossible.” 

“No, I agreed with him, and still do. You’re gorgeous.” I said. 

“You’re sweet.” she squeezed my hand, and we turned around to head back to the house. The sun was setting, and it felt like I was living out a scene in a movie. At some point, I expected a director to jump out and yell “cut”, and for Kenna to walk off to her trailer. 

“What do you think we’re gonna walk into?” I asked, as the house came into view. 

“My friends are pretty wild, so you never know.” 

“Mike is probably casting his blog onto the television, and reading aloud his favorite reviews.” I said, cackling. It was kind of fun getting back at him for the football to the face. 


“Did you end up ordering pizza?” she asked. 

“Shit. No, I forgot.” I said. 

“Maybe I was wrong about you.” Kenna said, shaking her head as I opened the door for her. There wasn’t much of a scene to walk into, as Mary and Christian were nowhere to be found, and Mike appeared to be bombing with the other two girls, who seemed elated to see us. 

“Hey girl!” Tisha said, raising her cup over her head and running over for a hug. Mike gave me a head nod, smiling wide. I was glad everyone was having fun. 

“Where’s Mary?” Kenna asked, noticing their absence. 

“She went upstairs with that guy like fifteen minutes ago.” she said. 

“Oh, boy. Are they hooking up?” she asked. Tisha shrugged. 

“No, don’t worry. Christian can’t last fifteen minutes.” Mike said, his joke falling flat. I sat down on the couch, and Kenna plopped down in my lap. 

“Oh, hey.” I said, wrapping my arms around her waist. I still couldn’t believe how well things were going, or how comfortable I felt with her despite us having just met earlier that day. 

“Hi.” she said, putting her arms over mine and nestling back against me. I immediately felt my body taking notice, reacting to her scent and warm flesh. 


“What do you think his chances are?” I asked, whispering into her ear and looking over at Mike. 

“It’s hard to say. Ashley’s boyfriend dumped her right before summer break, so he might actually have a shot with her.” she said. 

“What do you think about my chances?” I asked, giving her a little squeeze. I glanced down at her cleavage, fighting a losing battle against getting hard. Kenna turned her head slightly to face me, looking into my eyes for several seconds without speaking. She leaned in, and our lips pressed together. They were soft and sweet, and her tongue slipped into my mouth as I naturally groped her breast. We stopped suddenly, both glancing over at Mike, Tisha, and Ashley. 

“Your chances would be best if you took me to your room right now.” she said, standing out of my lap. 

“Let’s do it.” I said. Kenna and I left the girls with Mike, and I took her to one of the open rooms. 


Chapter 4 


Kenna closed the door behind us, and then pulled me to her for another kiss, backing me up until I ran into the bed and sat down. 

“I’m really horny.” she said, biting her lip and standing in front of me. 

“Come here.” I said. Kenna gave me a look, and backed up a step. 

“I have to tell you something.” she said. I knew exactly what she meant, but didn’t want to say anything. 

“What is it?” 

“Ugh, well, if you don’t want to go through with this, I understand, it’s just-” 

“Kenna, I know you’re Futanari. I don’t care. It actually turns me on even more, if I’m being honest.” I said. The stress left her face, and she cocked her head to the side. 

“How’d you know?” she asked. 

“At the beach. I noticed your bulge when you were throwing the football.” I said. 

“Oh. I guess I thought I was a little sneakier than I actually am.” she said, biting her finger and undoing the front of her jean shorts. “Do you wanna see?” 

“I want to do more than see.” I said, dropping to my knees almost as a reflex. When she pulled it out, my eyes nearly popped out of my skull. “Wow.” 

“It’s pretty, huh?” she asked. 

“It’s gorgeous.” I said, helping her pull down her shorts and thong, face to face with the thickest, juiciest she-cock I’d ever laid my eyes on. 


“Fuck, this is hot. I’m so  glad you like it.” 

“I love it.” I said, moving my head around to look at it from different angles. It wasn’t even fully erect, and already put mine to shame. I looked up at her from down on my knees, my mouth watering to taste her. “It’s so big.” 

“I haven’t cum in days.” she said, grabbing it by the base. “Stick out your tongue.” 

“Yes ma am.” I said, opening my mouth and letting her slap it several times against my tongue. I was rock hard in my trunks, and started untying the front of them as I wrapped my lips around her mushroom tip. 

“Oh my God.” she said, taking hold of my head with both hands. I opened wider, trying to swallow her length until it was choking me. I gagged with her still buried in my throat, spitting up viscous spit and coughing. 

“I’m sorry.” I whispered, catching my breath. 

“Don’t be sorry, baby. Just keep going. I like it like that. I like it sloppy.” she said, plunging it into my mouth again. I placed my hands on the front of her hips, bracing myself against her as she fucked my face. 

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” my throat squished and my eyes watered, but I’d never been more turned on in my life. Her fat balls swung as she thrust, slapping my chin and making me feel like a complete whore for her cock. 

“Good boy.” she said, giving me a moment to gasp for air before feeding me more. Kenna removed her shirt, and I looked up at her perfect tits as she used my throat like a sex toy. 


“Mmm…” 

“You’re such a natural. I want to feel inside you.” she said, leading me to the bed, and laying me down on my back. “You won’t be needing these.” 

“Or this.” I said, taking off my shirt as she pulled off my bottoms. 

“Mmm…I like it.” she said, taking hold of my cock and stroking it up and down. I spread my legs for her, and felt a sudden uptick of anxiety as I realized I was about to have a dick shoved in my ass. Kenna spit onto her fingers, pushing them into my ass and working them in and out. 

“Fuck.” I said, trying to get used to it. Her fingers were tiny in comparison to her enormous futa-dick, but I knew that we would make it work. 

“Yes, that’s a good boy. Thrust against my fingers.” she said, working her fingers in and out as she sucked on my balls. I’ve never felt so much pressure between my legs, as I’d never wanted someone more than in that moment. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her, as she was the most beautiful woman and I couldn’t get over the fact that she was about to be mine. 

“It feels nice.” I said, sighing as I settled into what was happening. I was so aroused that it felt like my mind was melting, and the only thing I cared about was pleasure. “Please…” 

“Yeah. You like it, don’t you?” 

“Yes. I love it.” I said. 


“I want to hear you whimper and squeal for my cock. I want them all to hear us.” she said, getting on top of me and placing the tip of her dick against my anus. 

“I want your cock, Kenna. Give it to me.” I said, my eyes bulging as I was invaded by a completely novel sensation. Her hot flesh impaled me slowly, forcing me to stretch in order to accommodate her. “Oh!” 

“Oh, yeah. That’s a tight little fuckhole.” she grabbed me by the ankles, holding them by her head as she thrust down into me. 

“Ugh! Oh….ugh!” I couldn’t help the sounds I was making, as she was hitting deep spots and making me see stars. “Oh my God…” 

“Your cock, it’s so hard.” she said, drilling me harder and faster, making my dick flop around helplessly beneath her powerful strokes. 

“Yes….” I moaned, mumbling incoherent ramblings of pure pleasure. Her dick was so good that it was making me forget to breathe, and hitting a spot that I knew was going to make me cum. 

“Oh, fuck. Baby, I’m right there. I’m right fucking there.” she said, lifting my legs up on her shoulders and burying herself even deeper. I squealed like she wanted, completely beyond my own volition. The next thing I knew, it was like a wave of euphoria had washed over me, and my entire body started shaking beneath her. 

“Uhhhhh!” I groaned, feeling her intensity peak as she punished me with her hips. My ass had opened to receive her, and my cock erupted from how much she stimulated me internally. 


There aren’t words. Suffice it to say that I’ve never cum like that before, and didn’t know it was possible. Kenna’s fat cock pulsed inside me, exploding with hot sticky cum and filling me like never before. I remember humming, my eyes rolling back as I convulsed with pleasure. 

“Oh my God.” she said, letting my legs fall off of her shoulders. She laid down on top of me, her cock still buried deep. “Oh my God.” 

I closed my eyes, letting my body settle into the intense post coital bliss that was moving over me. It was unlike any sexual experience I’d ever been through, and after she pulled herself out of me, I crawled onto her, laying my head on her chest and feeling so relaxed. 

“You’re so cute.” she said, kissing the top of my head. I took hold of her dick, playing with it as I felt myself drifting off. I’d never felt so bonded to someone after sex, and I just wanted to lay there in her arms forever. 

Chapter 5 

I kept telling myself that I wasn’t in love, it was just lust. The more she spoke, the more I liked her. It was everything, from the way she thought to the actual sound of her vocal tone. 


My main concern was to not blow it, because we were going to be going to the same school in the fall and I wanted that to be a thing. Her friends went home, but she stayed the night. 

In the morning, it was more of the same. She had about ten minutes of grumpiness in her, but she cheered right up with coffee and we were back to easy, engaging conversations. 

Mike woke up hours later, and looked worse for wear. I knew his night didn’t go as planned, so I didn’t rub it in. 

“Hey.” he said, walking into the kitchen for a cup of joe. 

“Hey dude.” 

“Hi Mike.” Kenna said, smiling as she took a sip. 

“Hey Kenna.” he said, taking it black and heading straight back to his room. 

“Poor guy. He’s just sad because he didn’t hook up. He’s lonely.” she said. Christian overheard her, and started laughing. 

“Yeah he is.” he said. 

“What happened with you and Mary?” Kenna asked, perking up. 

“I got her number. We’re supposed to hang out later.” 

“Nice.” 

I borrowed twenty from Christian, and took Kenna out for a cheap breakfast. At first it felt weird, spending time with such a desirable woman, but then it started making sense. It was because of us, the way we interacted. There was something there, and it gave me a sense of purpose and life. 

She caught up with her friends after breakfast, and I went for a long walk. I kept replaying the night before over in my head. It was beyond my wildest dreams in terms of a “summer hookup”, and I was still processing it. 

Kenna and I stayed in touch, but her friends had her out shopping and doing other things, so I spent the day with the boys. I told them about what an amazing lover she was, but I kept most of the details to myself. 

We went out to a seafood sports bar type of place, real touristy, and loaded up on fried foods. It was a good time, but my mind was elsewhere. I kept thinking about Kenna, even though I knew there was a decent chance that it was a one night thing, I was really hopeful. It wasn’t everyday I met someone I felt so naturally comfortable with. I also had to assume she had that effect on more people than just me, and keep things in perspective. 

I didn’t see her again that night or the next, and I was resigned to her being a pleasant memory, the high point of a misguided vacation. 

It was Sunday afternoon, and she hadn’t responded to my good morning text from earlier. The boys wanted to hit the beach, and I was going to join them until she texted me. 

KENNA: Can I see you? I’m leaving in an hour. 

JACK: Yeah. Where are you? 

KENNA: I’m on my way actually. I’ll be there in five. 

“Hey, I’m gonna stay back for a minute. I’ll come find you in a little while.” I said. 


“Are you good?” Mike asked. 

“Yeah, Kenna is about to drive home. I’m gonna tell her goodbye. It shouldn’t take long.” 

“Oh, she’s leaving? Do you mind if I hang back with you? I forgot to give her my number.” he said. 

“It’s fine. He’ll give it to her for you. Let’s go.” Christian said, stepping in and pulling him away. 

“Well, damn. At least I get to see her one more time.” I said, going out front and waiting in the driveway with a cola in hand. Kenna pulled in quickly, whipping the car into the driveway and throwing it in park. 

“I’m sorry. We weren’t supposed to leave until tomorrow morning.” she said, her eyes full of remorse as she got out of her car and ran into my waiting arms. 

“It’s all good. I did miss you though.” 

“Ugh, I wanted to hang out with you tonight, and maybe sleep over before I went back.” 

“Damn. Don’t tell me that, you tease.” I said. 

“Where are the guys?” 

“Oh, they just left for the beach.” I said. Kenna grabbed my face for a forceful kiss, and then pulled away. 

“I only have like ten minutes.’ 

“Let’s go.” I said. We jogged for the front door, sprinting inside and going straight for the bedroom. I slammed the door behind me, ripping off my shirt and watching her strip down on the bed. 


“Please fuck me, Jack. That’s all I need before I go. I need it.” she said, tossing her panties to the floor and getting on all fours. 

“I think I can handle that.” I said, stepping out of my trunks and getting into bed with her. “God damn, that’s nice.” 

“You like it, daddy?” she asked, wagging her ass back and forth. I could see her balls dangling between her legs as I scooted close, pressing my cock inside her tight pussy. 

“Oh, fuck yes. I love it, Kenna. You’re so wet.” 

“You make me wet, Jack. You turn me on so much.” she said, gripping the sheets and pressing her ass back against me. She arched her lower back, and I pinned it with both hands. 

“Did you say ten minutes?” I asked, watching myself slip in and out of her. Her ass was wide and round, alluring like nothing else. 

“You can cum in me whenever you want to.” she said, turning her head and looking me in the eye. 

“You want it?” I asked. 

“Please. Give me a souvenir to take home, daddy.” 

“Fuck, that’s hot. I want to so bad.” I said, gripping her hips and pulling her back onto me. I thrust forward as hard as I could, bottoming out and feeling her pelvic muscles squeezing tight around my shaft. 

“Do it, baby. Cum for me. Please cum for me. Please…” 


“Oh fuck, Kenna. It’s so tight. I love it.” I said, tossing my head back as I was overtaken with pleasure. There was no stopping it, not with her begging and throwing it back like that. “Ugh! 

“Yes, baby. Hard!” she squealed, holding on as I emptied myself inside her. 

“Baby…oh my God.” she drained me of my load and vital energy, reducing me to nothing as I pulled out and collapsed beside her. Kenna wasn’t done, and stepped over my head with one leg, stroking herself and resting her balls on my face. I opened wide and started sucking, slurping like her obedient good boy and assisting her in milking her thick cock. 

“Yes…you know what I like. You know how to make me cum.” she said, using both hands until she erupted, cumming fountains just like before. She pointed it at my face, streaking my face as she continued thrusting against her hands. “Oh, yes. Yes, yes, yes.” 

“Mmm…give me all of it.” I said, wiping it from my face with my hands and feasting. Her cum was sweet and addicting, and I would gladly consume every last drop. 

Kenna gave me a peck on the lips, told me she’d be in touch, and then left me covered in a sticky load of Futanari cum. 


Chapter 6 


After we wrapped up vacation, I went home to stay with my parents for the remainder of the summer. Kenna and I stayed in touch, but it became more and more sporadic. She ended up going to Cali with her friends to see concerts, and then went to her uncle’s cabin in the mountains for a couple weeks with family.

As the fall quarter approached, I reached out to her to make sure she would still be attending.

KENNA: I switched over to online classes, I’m going to wait a while before I move down.

JACK: Dang, I was looking forward to seeing you. Wanna hang out before I head back?

KENNA: I’m still in Tennessee right now, but I’ll be back on Monday. I hate to put this on you through text, but I just found out today. Can I call you?

JACK: Yeah, I’m just chilling on the back porch.

“Hello?”

“Hey Jack.” she said, her voice lacking its usual contagious excitement.

“It’s a bummer you aren’t coming down. We should meet up when you get back. We keep putting it off.”

“I know, I’m sorry. I didn’t expect to have such an eventful summer, but things just got a whole lot more interesting.” she said.

“Oh yeah? How so?” I asked, lounging back in my chair. It was nice to hear her voice again.

“I’m pregnant.” she said. The word rang in my head, but it didn’t fully register. Too many thoughts rushed through my head all at once for me to be able to process any of them.

“What do you mean?”

“I haven’t been with anyone else.”

“You mean, like, it’s mine?”

“Yes, Jack. I’m pregnant with your child.” she said. I immediately stood up, and looked around. I grabbed my baseball cap off of my head.

“Are you sure?”

“I took two tests. They’re very accurate.”

“Oh, wow. Shit.” I said, unsure of how to proceed.

“I know, I’m in the same boat. But I talked to my mom, and she’s going to help out with the baby, and we’re gonna figure out school, but I’m something like three months along now.” she said.

“That’s amazing.”

“I wasn’t sure how you’d feel about it.”

“I mean, it is what it is, right? I’m glad it’s with you.” I said.

“Awh. I kinda thought the same thing, like, even though we aren’t dating or whatever, at least I can vouch for you.”

“Dang. So what now?”

“My mom is getting me set up with a doctor’s appointment as we speak. I’ll let you know when I know. We should be able to find out the gender.”

“Holy crap. I have to tell my parents.”

“How do you think they’ll take it?”

“I have no idea. My dad isn’t going to believe me, especially when he sees how pretty you are. My mom will probably be happy because she loves babies.”

“Well, let me know. Let’s definitely meet up next week.”

“Yeah. For sure.”

“Alright. I’m gonna get off here.”

“Bye.” I said, hitting the red button and feeling panic creep in. How in the hell was I going to raise a child? I put my phone on airplane mode, and went for a long walk.

Dad was furious, and mom kind of calmed him down. Just as I expected, he changed his tune once I showed him what she looked like on social media.

“Good Lord, boy. Congratulations.” he said, putting on his glasses and zooming in.

“Phillip! You were just cursing him two minutes ago.”

“He said it was at the beach! I figured he knocked up a whale.”

“You’re terrible.” she said.

That was pretty much that. Kenna and I started going on dates, and found that the same physical chemistry that allowed us to create a child in one weekend was still there, and have been going at it like rabbits ever since. We’re now dating officially, with a baby boy on the way in two months.

Mpreg by Girlfriend’s Futa Milf

Chapter 1 - Marc

I was kind of surprised when Tia and I started hitting it off. She was kind of the dream girl type for me, but I thought of her as being out of my league. Tia laughed at my jokes, gave me her number when I asked, and then we hung out a couple times one on one and it went great.

Tia had a very light and friendly disposition, she liked to be goofy and laugh and bust balls. She told me that she hated tattoos and chocolate, so I got her a tattoo magazine and a big box of chocolates and left them on her doorstep.

“You’re going to hang out with Tia again?” Brian asked, every bit as shocked as I was that she was entertaining me.

“Yes sir, movie date this time.” I said.

“You need to make a move asap, or she’s gonna think you’re a wimp and lose interest,” he said.

“You’re projecting. The only wimpy kid around here is you, besides, I know exactly what I’m doing.” I said, causing him to burst out laughing.

“Yeah, for sure. Marc, the king of the ladies.”

“Shut up. I’m the one taking Tia out once again, while you sit here and play video games.” I said.

“Yeah, and then you’ll be over to join in as soon as the date is over because she’s moved you into the friend zone.” he said.

“I got her to send me a bikini pic. So sexy.”

“Bullshit.”

“I swear.” I said.

“Let me see.”

“No way. It’s a Tia to Marc exclusive.” I said.

“Now I know you’re lying. Pick a team already.”

“My bad. I’m not lying though.” I said, quickly choosing the Mavs, the same team I ended up using every game.

“Show me.”

“Fine. Quick peek, that’s it.” I said, going through my phone and locating the picture in my saved files. “Check it out.”

“Good lord. You might actually have a chance with her.” he said.

“I told you I know what I’m doing.”

“You definitely don’t have a chance in this game though,” he said. “If you two end up dating, you have to set me up with her mom.”

“Yeah right.”

“I’m serious, at least introduce us. Have you seen her?” he asked.

“Nah, is she super hot?”

“Dude, are you kidding me?” he asked, pausing the game and picking up his phone. “I’ve been busting loads to this woman for longer than I care to admit.” he said, bringing up her feed and handing it over. “Her name’s Amanda.”

“Oh, wow.” I said, scrolling through a photo set of her in a little black dress that showed off her long legs and hourglass shape.

“Yeah, dude. And she likes younger guys.”

“How do you know that?” I asked.

“It’s kind of a thing around town, most of the local women don’t really care for Amanda, or her hot sisters. They’re just all super flirty, and aggressive, and have ruined their fair share of relationships and marriages.” he said.

“Jesus, I had no idea.” I said. I’d only moved into town a month prior, relocating from about an hour away after graduating high school. I met Brian at a video game bar, and we ended up having a lot of similar interests and became good friends right away. He was the one who introduced me to Tia after she came over to greet him at a local taphouse.

“Yeah. I mean, I don’t know. There’s a whole rumor mill surrounding that whole family of women, it’s crazy.” he said.

“I’ve got nothing but time, let me know what I’m getting involved with.” I said.

“Well, there’s Amanda, she’s the middle of the three sisters. The other two are named Addison and Michaela, and they all have super hot daughters.” he said, talking and playing 2k at the same time. “One of the most prevalent rumors is that they’re all Futanari women.”

“All of them? Yeah right.” I said, knowing that Futanari women were extremely rare outside of a few remote islands, and even then their numbers were scarce.

“I dunno, dude. There've been a couple guys who kind of went missing after getting involved with them, only to reappear a few months later all of a sudden with a newborn baby.” he said.

“Bullshit.”

“I swear. They’ve lived here for 3 or 4 years now, a lot has gone on.” he said.

We played a couple of games, and he relayed a whole bunch of gossip and hearsay regarding Tia’s family. At the end of the day, we hadn’t even kissed yet but I was pretty set on dating her if I could pull it off. She was easily the hottest girl I’d ever talked to, and her belonging to a family full of gorgeous, possibly Futanari women, only sweetened the pot.


Chapter 2 -  Marc

Tia and I had our first kiss at the movie theater, and I found out very quickly that the rumors about their family having Futanari women in it were true when she placed my hand under her skirt.

“You don’t care, do you?” she asked, slipping her tongue inside my mouth before I could answer. It was a pretty crowded movie on a Friday night, but she didn’t seem to mind at all.

“No, I don’t.”

“I knew you wouldn’t, you’re so sweet.” she said, moving my hand up and down the length of her hard she-cock while we were kissing. My head was exploding with arousal and emotion as I sucked the saliva from her sweet tongue, and we were both fully erect.

“Ahem.” announced an older woman behind us, giving me a glare.

“Sorry.” I said, with Tia giggling in the background. We went back to watching the movie, but my attention was elsewhere. My eyes drifted over and over back to the massive tent in her skirt, and couldn’t help comparing our sizes.

It made me feel a little self conscious, knowing that the girl I was pursuing had a larger member than me.

“I wish we were here alone.” she said, leaning over to whisper and lick my inner ear. Chills moved through me, and my blood flow was immediately redirected between my legs.

“Me too.” I whispered back.

“Shhh!” It was the lady behind us again, and Tia and I burst out laughing and decided to leave the movie right then.

“It’s hard to hide it in this skirt.” she said, tucking herself away as we approached my car.

“You don’t have to hide it from me.” I said, grinning. Being around her made me feel alive, and impossibly horny.

“Most people don’t know this, but I’m technically a virgin.” she said.

“What do you mean, technically?” I asked.

“I’ve fucked a couple girls, and given head, and handjobs, and all that, but no one’s ever been inside my vagina.” she said.

“So you’ve never had sex with a guy?” I asked.

“Nope. A lot of guys have given me head, and I’ve given head a handful of times, but that’s it.” she said.

“Hmm…” I said, making a left turn and heading towards her apartment.

“How about you? I’m sure you’ve been with your fair share of girls.” she said, feeling my biceps as I drove.

“Actually, I’ve only been with 5 girls.” I said, when in reality it was 2.

“Oh. We have the same girl number.” she said, giggling.

Damn, she’s fucked more girls than I have.

“You should come inside.” she said. I was parked in front of her place, and turned off my car the moment the words left her mouth. There was no doubt in my mind, I was about to smash.


Chapter 3 - Tia

“Yeah, I’ll come up.” he said, hopping out of his car.

“My stepmom is going to love you.” she said.

“What do you mean?” he asked, following me up the stairs to our unit.

“My stepmom, Amanda. We live together.”

“Oh. Is she here now?”

“I think so.” I said, opening the unlocked door to a wonderful smell.

“Hey baby!” Amanda said, drinking red wine and dancing in the kitchen. “I hope you’re hungry, I’m making steak and potatoes.”

“Awesome.” I said, rolling my eyes. Amanda wasn’t much of a cook, but she could damn sure make some steak and potatoes, and so she did, night after night. “Hey mom? I want you to meet someone.”

“Oh, you must be Gregory, or was it Jeff, or Timmy?” she asked, cocking her head to the side before breaking into a smile.

“Mom!”

“I’m only kidding. Very nice to meet you, Marc.” she said, extending her hand and looking into his eyes. We were extremely close, and it was important to me that they got along well, at least if I was going to start dating him, which I was leaning towards more and more.

“You too.” he said. What initially drew me to Marc was his big smile, and the way we naturally connected and formed inside joke after inside joke. He was a lot of fun to be around, always joking around and laughing.

“Tia tells me that you’re really funny. Tell me a joke.” she said, crossing her arms over her chest.

“Uhm…”

“Mom! Stop!”

“I’m only kidding. Don’t you hate that?” she asked, having a laugh. I could tell that she was at the very least on glass number two of the red wine.

“You’re so awkward.” I said, giving her a gentle shove.

“I am not. He’s very cute, by the way.” she said, nodding in his direction with him standing right there.

“Thank you.” he said, bowing his head. I’d never seen him clam up all shy like that before, but I figured that was maybe how he acted around people older than him.

“I’m gonna show him around.” I said, taking his hand to lead him away.

“Don’t you dare shut that door!” she shouted, “I know what 19 years olds do when they’re left without supervision!”

“I’m sorry, she’s so embarrassing.” I whispered, closing the door to my room behind us.

“It’s fine, she’s funny,” he said. “I dig the room.”

“Yeah, she’s harmless. Do you like my bed? 1000 thread count.”  I said, rubbing my sheets.

“Really?” he asked, coming over to feel.

“I have no idea, honestly.” I said, laughing and flipping off my sandals. Making out with him had gotten me all hot and bothered, and I was ready for things to continue.

Knock, knock, knock!

“Seriously? What?” I screeched, eager to be left alone with Marc.

“Foods ready!”


Chapter 4 - Amanda

I’ve yet to meet a man with the willpower to turn down steak and potatoes, and I identified with that because it just so happened to be my favorite as well. Tia was only 19, and even though she was sexually active, this was the first time I’d really seen her interested in a man like this.

He was a very good looking and well muscled boy, but he didn’t come off the way I expected him to. Tia always described him as manly, and assertive, but what I saw before me was a young man with no real idea of what he was doing.

“Tia is a virgin, you know?” I asked, taking my first bite of perfectly cooked steak.              

“Amanda!” Tia said, raising her eyebrows. I loved getting a rise out of her.

“I was just saying.”

“That’s not a big deal to me.” he said, trying to brush over the comment and focus on his food. “The steak is on point,”

“It’s kind of a big deal.” I said.

“Mom…” she lifted her steak knife in a threatening manner.

“Honestly, it is. I’m not trying to make things weird, but with the way you’ve been talking about him, it seems like he’s the guy you want to give your virginity to.” I said, happy that Marc didn’t choke on his steak.

“Maybe, maybe not.” she said, sticking her tongue out at me.

“Anyway, I just wanted to step in and say that I don’t think she’s ready.” I said.

“Good one.” he said, laughing and chomping away.

“No, I’m serious. I know she’s already been active, but this is different. She’s never fallen for a man before.” I said, straightening my posture.

“I think it’s fine, letting me make my own decisions.” Tia said, putting a little bass in her voice.

“Of course, my love. I just don’t think you have the experience to properly vet a man.” I said, stuffing another piece of steak in my mouth.

“What are you even talking about?” she asked. Once I’d finished chewing, I tried to explain.

“It’s going to be the first time that a man’s hard, veiny cock is sliding in and out of your vagina, and it’s going to cause a lot of feelings.” I said, taking another sip of wine and collecting my thoughts. “You’re going to feel very bonded to him, even if he’s not right for you.”

“Then what do you suggest I do, mother?” she asked, turning up the attitude.

“You should let me try him out, to make sure he’s a good man and up to the task.” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

“How so?” he asked, finally speaking up. He was definitely listening, but a little distracted by the meat and potatoes.

“By trying you out. You know, to make sure you’re up to par for my stepdaughter.” I said.

“You wouldn’t.” Tia said.

“Why wouldn’t I? You know I like younger men.”

“True.” Tia said, looking over at him for a reaction.

“I’m not sure I’m following. What exactly are we talking about here?” he asked, laughing and poking at his steak.

“Tell him.” Tia said, throwing up her arms.

“Before I let Tia give you her virginity, I need to take yours.”

“I’m not a virgin.”

“Have you ever been fucked by a Futanari woman?” I asked.

“No.”

“Then you’re a virgin as far as I’m concerned. Look, Tia will be there watching, and you and I can have some fun, and then she’s all yours.”

“This is a lot.” he snorted, clearly uncomfortable. It was funny to see him flustered, Tia’s big manly, dominant dude was little more than a veneer.

“I don’t care.” Tia said, reaching out to touch his shoulder. “I know you want to, I’d rather you just get it out of your system.”

“What do you mean, babe? I only want you.”

“Stop. If you aren’t willing to have sex with her, then I don’t know if you’re really committed enough to be a part of our family long term.” she said, looking at him earnestly.

“You want me to?” he asked.

“Yes. And I want you to enjoy yourself.”

“Oh, he will.” I said, interrupting them and giving him a wink. I didn’t let just anyone sleep with my stepdaughter, and he was going to find that out the long and hard way.

“I’m sorry, I just wasn’t expecting this.” he said, wiping his mouth with his napkin and trying to gather himself. Tia and I exchanged a look, and I could tell she wanted to watch me with her soon to be boyfriend.

“It’s okay, baby. We’re not trying to make you feel uncomfortable, but we both find you very attractive, and we’re the type of stepmom and stepdaughter who are so close that we share almost everything.” I said, slurping the steak juices from the end of my fork and giggling.

“I mean, if that’s what both of you want, then I’m not going to turn you down.” he said, fighting a losing battle against trying to hide his smile.

“He likes it.” I said, looking at Tia.

“Yeah, what guy wouldn’t though?”

Chapter 5 - Marc

Amanda was running the show entirely, and I just followed along and did as I was told. Once we were finished eating, she collected our plates and told Tia and I to sit on the sofa.

“This is gonna be so hot.” Tia said, rubbing my crotch as we awaited her stepmother’s return.

“What are we gonna do?” I asked. Tia giggled, and shrugged her shoulders.

“Alright, Marc. I knew this day would come, the day when my sweet little, unspoiled stepdaughter would take a man as a lover.” she said, popping her hip and raising an eyebrow. Sitting down, being towered over by her put it into perspective how tall she was, and how long her legs were. “I just want to make sure that your intentions are in the right place.”

“They are.”

“Shh…” she said, putting her finger over her lips and approaching me. “Take it out, Tia.”

“Yes mommy.” Tia said, eagerly undoing the front of my pants and pulling my pants and underwear down around my ankles.

“Now make it hard.” Amanda said, standing directly in front of me. Tia sat beside me on the couch, and began stroking my cock and letting a glob of saliva drip from her lips, spreading it around.

“Oh, God.” I said, feeling myself become aroused under her touch.

“Does that feel good, baby?” she asked.

“So good.”

“Okay, stop.” Amanda said, “Now it’s your turn to make it hard.”

“Oh, wow.” I said, seeing the largest, most magnificent she-cock emerge as she pulled down her leggings.

“It’s been neglected lately. I need a good boy who can make me cum with his mouth.” she said. I looked over at Tia, and she nodded.

“Okay.” I said, sitting frozen as she took hold of herself by the base. It was so thick that I wasn’t even sure I could fit it in my mouth, and only growing larger as the blood flowed.

“Open.” she said, pushing the tip between my lips. “Eyes. Look at mommy while you suck her cock.” she said. I nodded, raising my eyes to hers as I tried to unhinge my jaw. Somehow, I was able to swallow the tip, and instantly felt myself getting turned on.

“Mmm…” I moaned, breathing through my nose as I forced myself down deeper. Her member filled my mouth completely, until her mushroom tip was bumping into the back of my throat, and then sliding down.

“That’s a good boy. You know what mommy likes.” she said, holding my head and using my mouth as a fleshlight.

“Guck!” I coughed, being gagged over and over. Amanda didn’t mind, and showed no mercy while continuing to use me for her personal pleasure. She pressed my face into her enormous sack, and slapped her cock across my face as Tia slowly removed her clothes.

“I love you.” she mouthed the words, fingering herself with one hand and stroking with the other.

“Messier. I want you to really choke on it.” Amanda said, climbing up onto the couch and standing over me. “Show me that you deserve her.”

“Guck! Guck, guck, gllllluck.” she went rougher and harder until her dick was actually sliding down my throat, forcing me to spit up viscous saliva all over her.

“Slurp it up, bitch. All of it.” she said, gripping my throat and growing stern. She pressed my face into her crotch, reminding me to make eye contact as I gathered up all of the excess spit. “Good boy. Is this the kind of man you want? The kind who worships the ground you walk on, a submissive little slut who loves to be humiliated, and teased, and dominated?”

“Yes, mommy.” Tia said, her cock so hard that it was spasming and pre cum dripped down her shaft.

“I think you found a good little cock sucker.” Amanda said, motioning for Tia to join in. “I want you two to make out with my cock and asshole, show that you can play together nice while worshiping your mommy.”

“Yes ma am.” I whispered, dropping to my knees in front of her.

“My bedroom.” Amanda said, walking past me. Tia and I followed behind her, and Amanda laid down with her cock standing tall. Tia and I laid on our stomachs between her legs, and began worshiping her in tandem.


Chapter 6 - Tia

Amanda and I had “played” before, which involved hands only but was so much fun. There was something about her, about the way she commanded things and was always in control that turned me on. Besides that, she was also gorgeous, and watching her assertiveness in action with Marc was especially sexy.

“Start with my balls. Both of you.” she said, looking down at us as we licked her all over her balls. “Your tongues can touch while you do it.”

“They’re so nice.” I said, rolling my tongue over his as we showed them love.

“Yeah.”

“Do you like it? Her cock?” I asked. Marc’s eyes lit up, and he nodded.

“Then tell me.” Amanda said, snapping our attention back where it belonged.

“I love your cock, Amanda.” he said.

“Now show me.”

Amanda was full of stamina, and we must have spent thirty minutes going down on her. Every hole was explored, from asshole to vagina, to the little slit at the tip of her bulbous head. I didn’t even know a cock could get that hard, and she kept making us bring her to the edge of orgasm before making us stop and wait so she could regain her composure, only to repeat again and again.

Watching my man’s tongue drawing circles on my stepmother’s anus was oddly attractive, and I couldn’t get it out of my head. I’d never seen that side of him, the dirty submissive side who would eagerly do anything in order to please a woman. Amanda always had a way of helping me figure out what I was into.

“I’m so close.” Amanda said, holding herself by the base. We all stared at it until we were cross eyed, watching droplets of precum ooze out and down her shaft, watching it literally pulse because she was so close to climax.

“It’s so big, mommy. I thought mine was huge.” I said, unable to pry my eyes away. I wanted to sit on it so badly, to feel her hot pulsing flesh inside of my little virgin pussy.

“Sit on it, Marc. Take my cum, and you can have my daughter.” she said. Marc and I exchanged glances, and I urged him to do it.

“I’ll try,” he said, climbing up into her lap.

“Here, I’ll help.” I said, spitting on my hand and applying it to his asshole as he lined her cock up with his hole. “Thank you, baby. This means so much to me.” I whispered, licking his inner ear. His cock was right back at full attention as he tried sitting down on her.

“Oh my God.” he moaned, sinking his weight down onto the tip until it was splitting him in half. “Oh, fuck.”

“Suck his cock Tia. I want him to cum with me.” Amanda said. I hurried around, and began enthusiastically bobbing my head up and down on him while he squealed and whimpered.

“Ugh! Ahhh! Fuuuhhh..ahhhh.”

“Holy fucking shit.” Amanda called out, grabbing his ass cheeks with both hands and pulling him down onto her. “Ugh! Ugh! Fuck, baby. That’s mine, that’s mommy’s tight little asshole.” she grunted, climaxing with her cock impaled inside him, pumping him deep and full of stickiness.

“Ugh!” his cock pulsed in my mouth, doing the same thing to my mouth that my stepmom was doing to his asshole.


Chapter 7 - Marc

It was a strange way to end the night, kissing the girl I wanted to make my girlfriend goodbye, and then doing the same with her beautiful stepmother. It was also a strange sensation walking to my car with a sore behind, and obvious cum leaking down my legs.

There was no reason to deny it to myself, I loved every second of it. It blew away any sex I’d ever had, and the orgasm from getting fucked by Amanda and sucked by Tia at the same time was magnitudes more powerful than any eruption I’d ever experienced.

I came for dinner, and left more filled up than I could have ever imagined. They were close in a way that I didn’t know existed, and I was extremely grateful to have stumbled into it.

MARC: Tell your mom I said thanks, it was amazing.

TIA: I gave her your number, she’ll be texting you. That was so fucking hot, I can’t wait to do it again.

MARC: Next time it’s me and you.

TIA: Yeah. And Amanda? If that’s okay.

MARC: I mean, I’d kind of like it to be intimate since it’s your first time.

TIA: Marc, what you’re asking for is girlfriend treatment, but you still haven’t asked me…

MARC: Sorry, I got a little distracted with your stepmom’s dick in my ass.

TIA: Yeah, you literally went cross eyed and made the ahegao face for a minute.

MARC: I did not.

TIA: I liked it.

MARC: Then maybe I did, lol. You’re the only one who didn’t get to cum.

TIA: I came when you left. Amanda was still horny and wanted to use her vibrator on herself while giving me head. So that worked out.

MARC: Do you two always hook up? I’m not gonna lie, that’s like the hottest thing ever.

TIA: Not really, honestly. We’ve made out a few times, and masturbated together, and jerked off, but today was all new.

MARC: You need to let me have a sleepover sometime.

TIA: Oh, we will. Maybe we could all three sleep in the same bed? That’d be fun.

MARC: Yeah it would.

TIA: I can only have sleepovers with boys if they’re my boyfriend. Mommy’s rules.

MARC: Do you wanna get breakfast tomorrow?

TIA: Yes. I’ll take one sausage please.

MARC: Lol, I’ll see you at 8.

I thought it would be lame to ask her to be my girlfriend over text, so I fought the urge and asked her over McD’s breakfast.

“Of course!” Tia said, lighting up with a big smile and jumping into my arms. We kissed, and my immediate first thought was when and where am I getting on top of you?

“We should go to your place after breakfast.” I said.

“Yeah. First, will you pee on this?” she asked, pulling out a little urine tester.

“Ugh, why?” I asked.

“Well, Amanda came inside you.” she said.

“Oh, fuck. I didn’t even think about that.” I said, quickly losing my appetite. “Can I wait and take it later?”

“I don’t think you should.” she said.

“Right. Here, I’ll be right back.” I said, tucking the test in my pocket and bee lining for the bathroom. “Please God, don’t let me find out I’m pregnant in a McD’s bathroom.”

It only took a few seconds, and there was zero doubt about the result. I was pregnant.

The next few days were a blur, and it was hard to believe what a whirlwind my life had quickly turned into. Amanda made me bring some clothes and toiletries and told me to stay over for a little while.

It was a lot to process. Day one of having a new girlfriend, and I was somehow pregnant despite being a man, and it wasn’t even by Tia, it was by her smoking hot stepmom. How in the hell was I going to explain any of this to anyone?

Luckily, I was in a new town and could keep things mostly under wraps. Brian wasn’t shocked, as he had warned me, but he was a little salty that I wasn’t in position to set me up with Amanda.

“You have to introduce me to Addison or Mikayla now.” he said.

“Alright. I haven’t even met them yet, but I’ll keep it in mind.” I said.

“You’re part of the family now, I don’t think you get it.” he said.

“What do you mean?”

“When they give guy’s babies, you don’t really hear from those dudes as much anymore,” he said.

“Why not?”

“They just stop hanging out, pretty much. I think they just get taken care of and have no reason to leave the house anymore.” he said, laughing. “Lucky mother fuckers.”

“Damn.”

“I can’t believe you’re fucking both of them. You couldn’t even get one girl a month ago.”

“Right? Fuck. Lucky me I guess.” I said.

There was more to it than suddenly having two absolute babes under my arm. I was also going to be a father. The more time I spent with Amanda and Tia, the more okay I felt about that.

I was told that I’d be giving birth in the matter of three months, so everything was moving very fast. Amanda purchased a house in town, and moved the three of us into it. It turns out, she had a very lucrative Fans Only, and already owned five houses in town that were all occupied by members of her family and their men.

I started wearing baggy clothes and told my friends and family that I was working a lot but I had a girlfriend and was doing well. Eventually of course, I had the baby and had to come clean about everything. My family loved Tia, and even though my mother found Amanda overbearing and off putting, she accepted her because she was providing such a stable life for her granddaughter Laylah. That, and she didn’t know that I was sharing the stepmother stepdaughter combo every night.

MPreg at Futanari Hospital

Chapter 1 - Jared

It was a strange feeling, waking up with blurry eyes and no energy with tubes in my arms. I tried moving, and quickly realized that wasn’t going to happen. Everything hurt, and there was a cast on my right arm, and my left leg.

“What?” I asked, squinting as the overhead lighting was way too bright for me to handle. It was clear that I was in a hospital, and I looked over at the screen to check my vitals once my eyes adjusted.

I tried to remember what happened, but it was all so blurry. All I knew was that I was sore, in pain, and weak. It wasn’t long before a nurse strode into the room, and the mere sight of her made my mind go completely blank.

“Hi, love.” she said, lighting up the room with her smile.

“Hi.” I said, admiring her until it was obvious enough to make her giggle.

“Well, I’m sure you’re wondering what happened.” she said, taking a seat on the stool beside my bed. Her body was incredible, with almost comical proportions.

“Ugh, yeah. I have no idea.” I said, noticing how dry my throat was. “Can I have some water?”

“Of course.” she said, standing and walking over to the sink. Her uniform was form fitted, and showed off the perfect shape of her bubble butt. “Here.”

“Thank you. I’m Jared.” I said, my voice weak. I drank the small paper cup of water.

“I’m nurse Angela.” she said. I sat and listened as she brought me up to speed on what had happened. “You were involved in a serious rock climbing accident.” she said.

As soon as those words left her mouth, it all came back to me. I’d taken my boat to a remote island, and was climbing a wall that was well within my climbing ability. The only thing that made it challenging was how overgrown everything was, and apparently something happened.

I don’t know if the rock crumbled under my feet, or if I broke a hold, or just plain slipped and fell. I was knocked unconscious, surviving only as a result of wearing my helmet, I also broke my leg, and arm, and suffered various bruises, cuts, and scrapes from tumbling down the rock.

Anyway, I was pretty fucked up and had been in a coma for 10 days, and had lost weight which is the reason I felt so weak.

“A couple girls from the tribe found you, and as soon as they let us know we rushed you here.” she said. “It’s a Futanari Hospital.”

“Oh.” I said, cocking my head. I’d heard the word before, but couldn’t place it. I was having trouble concentrating anyway, as Nurse Angela was perhaps the sexiest woman I’d ever had the pleasure of being in the same room as, and I couldn’t stop ogling her.

“Now that you’re conscious, we can start your treatment.” she said. “You’ve lost some weight, so we need to get you on a high calorie and fat diet, and we also need to make sure that everything is still functioning properly.”

“Sounds good.” I said.

“We do things a little differently here at Futanari hospital, but if you bear with us, I think you’ll be very satisfied with the treatment you receive here.” she said, writing something down on a clipboard. I was half listening, half staring at her cleavage and trying to guess her cup size.

Maybe an F? Or a G? God damn, those are some nice titties.

“Are you hungry now?”

I wish it wasn’t considered weird to ask. They look natural, too. Goodness.

“Jared? Are you hungry?” she asked, snapping me out of my day dream. As I raised my gaze from her chest to her eyes, I saw that she was grinning, and was fully aware that I’d been checking her out.

“Yeah, actually.” I said.

“Okay. Let me remove my blouse and we can get started.” she said, setting her clipboard down on the stool and then turning away from me and taking off her scrub top.  My eyes went wide as she turned back around, wearing only a white bra. “I hope you like breastmilk.”

“Huh?” I said, completely shocked by what was taking place. Nurse Angela smiled, and reached around her back to unclasp her bra.

“It’s okay, baby. It’s my job. We need to nurse you back to health, and there’s no better way than drinking my milk straight from the source.” she said, covering her tits with her arm as she dropped her bra on the floor and came closer.

“Oh. Okay. If that’s what’s best.” I said.

“Futanari women lactate while we’re in heat, which I am, so they’re very engorged right now.” she said, keeping them covered as she squeezed into the bed beside me.

“I don’t really know what that means.” I said, eagerly waiting for her to expose them. They were so much bigger than any girl I’d ever been with.

“Let’s get you latched on, and I’ll tell you about it.” she said, slowly pulling her arm away and exposing the most delectable, mouth wateringly suckable pair of tits I’d ever seen in my life.

“I can suck on them?” I asked. It was the first time in my life a woman had offered up her tits like that, and they just happened to be massive and gorgeous. Her nipples appeared swollen, and a little bit wet with milk already.

“Of course, drink as much as you want.” she said, shaking them playfully.

“They’re so pretty.” I said, leaning in towards her nipple.

“You can touch them too. Go ahead, I’m here for you.” she said.

“Thank you.” I said, reaching out and taking hold of her breast with my left hand and kissing it softly.

“Ooh.” she giggled. “It’s okay, my nipples are just really sensitive. Sometimes I have orgasms just from having them sucked on.”

“Really?” I asked, feeling myself turn hard in my pants as I began applying  suction to her nipple.

“Oh, fuck. God I love that.” she said, sighing and smiling slyly. “I was supposed to tell you about Futanari women…wasn’t I?”

“Mmm hmm…” I cooed, slurping until droplets of delicious milk trickled onto my tongue. It was absolutely delicious, and made me more aroused than I’d ever been before.

“Use your tongue, there ya go. Fuck.” her eyes were closed, and her reaction was turning me on.

“It’s really sweet.” I said, switching to her other breast.

“Thank you, baby. I’m glad you like it.” she said, pressing her chest against my face. “Anyway, the thing about futanari women that’s different from regular women, ugh, baby, that’s so good.”

“Why do you have the best tits?” I asked, squeezing and kissing and sucking. I buried my face between them, lost in what felt like heaven. She giggled, clearly enjoying it as much as I was.

“Regular women only have vaginas, futanari women have both genitalia.” she said. It took a moment for that to process, and I looked up at her confused.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I have a vagina, but I also have this.” she said, pressing the fabric of her pants around the outline of her massive bulge. I jerked at the sight of it, mainly because it wasn’t just a normal penis. It was enormous.

“That’s real?” I asked, eliciting another giggle from Angela.

“Yes. I’m Futanari. Would you like to see it?” she asked.

“Yeah, sure.” I said, unable to stop looking at it through her scrubs. I wasn’t sure how I hadn’t noticed it earlier, it was so prominent.

“Okay. It’s kind of hard from you sucking on my tits.” she said, standing up and untying the knot in front of her pants. My head was practically spinning, and I was horny at a level that was insane. “Okay.” she said, lacing her thumbs in her waistband and pulling her pants down to the floor in one motion. When she straightened her posture, there it was.

“Oh my God.” I said, unable to fathom what I was looking at. Angela had the largest cock I’d ever seen, with balls to match. It was veiny, and thick, with a huge bulbous mushroom head that was shiny with precum. “It’s so big.”

“Yeah, I’m in heat so it’s even bigger than usual.” she said, shaking her hips so it flopped around.

“What does that mean? In heat?” I asked.

“It’s when Futanari women are most fertile. It happens about twice a year, and it makes it feel like you have to breed or be fucked. Or both.” she said. I was half listening, as her she-cock was very distracting. “Do you wanna suck it?”

“Oh, no thanks. I’m good.” I said, even though my mouth was literally watering and I was already picturing myself sucking on it.

“Okay. Let’s just keep breastfeeding then, you need the calories.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, latching back on without hesitation.

“You don’t mind if I masturbate while you feed, do you?” she asked. I shook my head, gulping down mouthfuls of her Futanari titty milk.

Watching Angela stroke her massive cock with both hands, leaning forward to suck on it herself, was so fucking hot that I swear to God I almost exploded in my pants without even touching myself.

“Maybe I could try sucking it a little.” I said, unable to fight the urge to explore my curiosity.

“Jared, I would love that.” she said. Because of my condition, I didn’t have a lot of positions available. Angela climbed up into my bed, got on her knees, and fed me her monster futanari dick.

It took no time at all for me to realize I liked it. It was so big and warm, and soft and hard at the same time. I found myself in a cock crazed state, worshiping her shaft and balls.

Angela was plenty rough, and had no problem holding my head and place while she fucked my throat. Her hanging balls swung freely, slapping my chin as she forced me to swallow her.

“I’m gonna cum, baby.” she said, holding my throat down on her dick as I gasped for air. “Just take it, it’s good for you.” she moaned, bucking against me as she erupted in my mouth.

“Gluck, gluck, gluck…” my throat squished as it filled with semen. Tears streamed down my cheeks as rope after rope of hot sticky cum were deposited directly into my stomach. It was uncomfortable, humiliating, and it sent me over the edge.

“Good boy.” she whimpered, stroking the portion of her cock that wouldn’t fit down my gullet. I did as I was told, and swallowed every last drop of her cum as I soiled my own pants. My cock felt suddenly inferior, especially as it twitched and convulsed helplessly without even being touched.

Angela gave me a kiss on the forehead, and told me that she’d be back for more. I used my sheet to clean myself up the best that I could, and prayed that she hadn’t noticed my premature ejaculation. I actually did feel completely stuffed, like I’d just eaten at a buffet.


Chapter 2 - Angela

Jared was the first male patient we’d had at the hospital in more than a year, and he just so happened to be admitted while I was in heat. I’ll never forget how bonded I felt to him after leaving the room after the oral creampie.

Even though I’d just cum, I was still incredibly horny and aroused. My tits were dripping with milk, my cock was oozing cum, and my pussy was throbbing for touch. That’s how it always was when I was in heat, as soon as I got started, I couldn’t seem to stop.

I’d always fantasized about the idea of getting a man pregnant, and raising a family. I lived with the Futanari tribe of Futakiki island, and we were pretty strict about keeping to ourselves and staying away from regular men and women. Jared was handsome, and masculine, and exactly what I’d been craving.

No one else knew that I was in heat, so it was easy for me to procure him as a patient. His injuries had already been treated, which left me with the task of getting him back up to weight. Instead of using actual food, I decided to put him on an entirely liquid diet of breastmilk and cum.

And that’s how things went for the next couple days. Three or four times a day, I’d enter his room, locking it behind me before closing the blinds and taking off my shirt. The hungry look in his eyes every time he saw me strip down kept me horny at all hours, waiting for my next opportunity to cum with him.

“Here, I’m going to pull down your underwear. I need to take a cum sample.” I said, making that up on the spot in order to sit on his cock. His right arm was in a cast and sling, so I had to be careful mounting him. I knew that I probably shouldn’t be doing what I was doing, but my breeding instincts were overpowering my ability to think rationally.

“Oh my God.” he said, as I pushed his cock into my warm fertile hole. “It’s so wet.”

“You make me really horny, Jared. I can’t help it.” I said, looking into his eyes. I’d only ever been in the presence of a few men in my life, and it was my first time finally getting the opportunity to fuck one.

“I feel the same way, you’re so beautiful.” he said. I leaned forward to kiss him, grinding against him and stroking my cock as our tongues swirled together.

“That feels so fucking good.” I said, moving one of my hands to his neck.

“You’re so tight, Angela. I’m not gonna last.” he said, causing a smile to form across my face. He’d been in a coma for ten days, so he had no hope whatsoever of lasting.

“It’s okay, baby. I just need your cum inside me.” I said, reaching back to fondle his balls as he neared completion.

“Angela!” he said, grunting and trying to thrust against me despite his leg.

“Go ahead, baby. Cum for nurse Angela.” I said, watching with pride as his face twisted with pleasure.

“Ugh! Oh my God.” he groaned, his hard cock pulsing inside my pussy.

“Fuck, that’s hot.” I said, stroking faster and with both hands so I could cum quickly. I thought about being pregnant, and about making him pregnant as well. “Here it comes, baby. Open up.”

“Okay.” he said, opening his mouth too late. I was already squirting everywhere, and there was no way to contain it.

“Yes, fuck that’s good.” I said, draining my balls all over his face and chest.

“How do you cum so much?” he asked, his eyes glazed shut.

“I always cum a lot, but when I’m in heat it’s crazy.” I said, hopping off of him and grabbing a towel. “I made quite a mess, didn’t I?”

“It’s okay. I like it.” he said, using his left hand to scoop some off of his cheek before eating it. I was falling for him more and more every day, and could see myself making him my mate.

I scooped some of his cum out of myself, and put it in a sample jar so he thought that’s actually what I was doing.

Chapter 3 - Jared

“Hey Angela, would you wanna go out with me sometime? Once I get out of here, I mean.” I said. I’d fallen hard for her, and I figured that I might as well be honest about it.

“Oh my gosh. You’re the sweetest. Of course, baby. I’d love that.” she said, coming over to give me a kiss. Even though she was my nurse, we were well beyond that. She would stick around after her shifts, just to talk and hang out. And have sex. We always did that. “It kind of feels like we’re already dating, doesn’t it?”

“It does. You don’t do this with all your patients, do you?” I asked, messing around with her.

“You’re the only male patient I’ve ever had. That’s why I’ve been so possessive of you.” she said. It was true that she was the only nurse who ever came to see me, and she’d often hang around when I saw the doctor, another beautiful Futanari woman.

“Really? That’s so weird.”

“Our tribe inhabits the island, and very few people try exploring it.” she said. “Every once in a while, someone will stumble across us, but it’s very rare.”

“So I’m like, the only guy you know?” I asked.

“Yep. And you’re my favorite.” she grinned. That’s when I realized how lucky I’d gotten by falling off that cliff. Angela was by all means out of my league, but because I was the only guy she’d ever even met, I must have been like a God to her.

Later that night, after her shift was over, Angela changed into a tank top and white yoga pants and came into my room to say goodbye for the night.

“I was thinking, about when you asked me out earlier.” she said, giving me a look. “I kinda wanna be your girlfriend.”

“Really? That’d be great.” I said, unsure of what came over her but happy it did.

“Oh my gosh.” she shrieked, and ran over to give me a hug.

“Ouch.” I said, as she bumped my arm.

“Sorry, sorry. I’m just excited.” she said. “Do you think we could fuck before I go home?” she asked, making a funny face.

“You better. We have to christen our new relationship status.” I said, gleefully happy with all of it. Angela closed the door and pulled the shades as always, and I could see the outline of her cock growing in her yoga pants as she strode back towards me.

“Baby, would it be okay if I fucked you this time?” she asked. Her doe eyes made me melt, and I gave in without hesitation.

“Sure, but I’m kind of immobile.” I said.

“It’s fine. I’ve thought about it.” she said, filling up with enthusiasm and sliding her yoga pants down until her erection popped loose. That’s when the fear struck me, I was going to fit that thing inside my ass?

“Baby?” I asked, thinking it over as she got naked.

“Yeah?”

“How is this going to work? I’ve never had anything inside me.” I said.

“Oh, don’t worry. I’m already dripping precum, you’ll have plenty of lube.” she said. “So I’m going to lay under you, on my back, and once you sit down on it, I can thrust from the bottom and you won’t have to do a thing.”

“Oh, alright. But I was more concerned with the size.”

“Just relax, I’ll take it nice and easy.” she said, crawling into bed with me. It was quite an idea, and an odd position to get into considering my casts, but it worked out as she said. It was our take on reverse cowgirl, now known as reverse castgirl.

Angela was too gorgeous for me to deny, and I went along with it to please her even though it scared me and made me felt kind of weird. As soon as she began rubbing the tip against my asshole, my thoughts on the matter changed rather quickly.

“Oh!” I squealed, as my ass swallowed her tip with ease due to her immense precum. All she had to do was flex her cock, and more squirted out, lubing my insides as she slowly worked it deeper.

“Yeah, does that feel good, baby?”

“It does.” I grunted, trying to relax into the novel sensation. The deeper she went, the more it stimulated my cock, which was so hard it felt like I’d taken too much viagra.

“Good boy. I love your tight virgin asshole.” she whispered, sending chills rippling down my spine. I almost didn’t like how much I enjoyed it, especially as she increased the pace.

“Ugh! Fuck, ugh!” the noises I was making were beyond my control, and I felt like a little whore for cock as she bounced me up and down in her lap. Each thrust went deeper, claiming me like nothing before. “Oh my God!”

“Yeah, that’s my fertile little slut boyfriend. We’re gonna be so happy together.” she grunted, pulling my hips down onto her. “I’m gonna fill you up.”

“Yes. Please cum for me.” I begged, taking hold of my cock and stroking away.

“Your ass is so tight. Squeeze it.” she said, “I’m gonna cum, baby. I’m gonna cum inside you.”

“Yes. Please.” I cried out, her fat cock hitting all the right spots and making me cum uncontrollably. Tears streamed down my cheeks as pure pleasure overtook me, and I experienced the most mind numbing, powerful orgasm of my life while lying helplessly impaled on her thick, pulsing futa cock.

“Baby…that was amazing.” she said, finally having emptied her seed inside me. I knew that I would never forget it, the first time I came all over my girlfriend’s fat, veiny, futanari she-cock.


Chapter 4 - Angela

Jared stayed at the hospital for a month in total, and the news that he was pregnant came as a shock to him. Once that wore off, and he did some research on Futanari on Male MPreg, he felt better.

And then I gave him more news, that I was also pregnant.

“Are you serious? Oh my gosh, I’ve gotta talk to my mom.” he said. I could tell it was a lot for him to handle, going from single with no responsibilities to being mated with a Futanari woman, with two kids on the way before I even got the chance to meet his family.

“You will, baby. Don’t worry. They’re going to love me.” I said, nudging him on the shoulder.

“I know they’ll love you, but my mom is going to kill me for not being more prepared financially.” he said.

“Look, this is going to be a lot easier than you think. We’re going to raise the children on the island, so there will be plenty of women helping look after the kids. And we’ll take them to the mainland regularly, to see their grandparents.”

“I work on the mainland.”

“And that’s fine. It’s a thirty minute boat ride.” I said, reassuring him. He was panicking because he was injured and hadn’t spoken to his family about all of the life changes, but it was nothing a spirited blowjob couldn’t change.

I went with him on the boat to deliver him back to his family. He still had a couple weeks of rest before he was healed up, and it made sense for him to be with family while he recovered. His parents loved me, and despite being shocked by the both of us being pregnant, they were supportive and couldn’t wait to meet their grandchildren.

Jared and I bonded during pregnancy, eating junk food, getting fat, and continuing to fuck each other’s brains out. I’d never felt so pair bonded with someone, so dedicated and loyal to being someone’s woman. Even though I wouldn’t wish a climbing accident on anyone, I was glad that it happened to Jared so we could meet and start our happily ever after fairy tale.

His Fertile Futa Roommate

Chapter 1 - Jared

Everything was going pretty well at school outside of money. It was hard keeping up. I worked at the McArnold’s down the street, which gave me just enough money to slide by on my rent and stay in school. Living paycheck to paycheck like that was new for me, and it stressed me out.

Right when I thought I couldn’t take it anymore, my buddy Rob texted me and asked if I could help him out with his friend Riley. She was being evicted and needed a steady place.

JARED: Why is she being evicted?

ROB: It’s not her fault. She paid her portion of the rent, and the other tenant was taking it and using it on drugs.

JARED: Are you sure?

ROB: Yeah, dude. She’s A1. Gorgeous, has a high paying job at a bar, and is doing great in school. She’s solid.

JARED: Well, I could use a roommate.

ROB: She makes bank dude.

JARED: Word. If you vouch for her, it’s all good.

ROB: She’s gonna wanna see the place, I’ll bring her by later tonight.

JARED: Cool, let me know.

ROB: AIGHT

The word gorgeous stuck out in my head, but Rob was a salesman by trade so I’d have to see for myself. I went to the extra room and started clearing it out and cleaning it up. It was a decent enough sized room, and I figured it would work for her.

That night, Rob showed up with Riley, storming in without even knocking.

“Hey!” he said.

“What’s up?”

“This is Riley, hopefully your new roommate,” he said.

“Nice to meet you.” I said, offering her my hand.

“Riley, this is my friend from back home, Jared.”

“Oh shit, is this the guy that stole the cellphone, then made a scavenger hunt for the guy to retrieve it?” she asked, cracking up.

“In the flesh.” I said, taking a bow at the memory.

“I was cracking the fuck up when he told me that story, I was like, yo, I gotta meet that guy. That’s hilarious.” she said, dapping me up and giving me a head nod. Rob hadn’t oversold her, she was drop dead gorgeous and had quite a presence.

“The best part was when he couldn’t figure out one of the clues, I had to run and get his cellphone, and call him back on the cellphone he was using to explain where the next clue was.”

“It’s genius. I’ve always said I’m gonna do that the next time I find a cell phone laying around.” she said.

“It’s harder now, though. Everyone has a passcode, and they can track it.”

“True. That was back in the day.”

“So what’s up?” Rob asked.

“Not shit, just studying and smoking a bowl.”

“Nice. Do you wanna show her the room?”

“Oh yeah, my bad. Right this way.” I said, heading down the hallway to show her the spare room.

“What do you think?” I asked. She frowned.

“It’s so close to what I wanted, but not quite.” she said.

“What’s wrong with it? Too small?”

“Just a little. And no bathroom. I’m a bartender, and I’m a girl. I like to have my own bathroom.” she said.

“You can have that one.” I said, pointing at the bathroom next to the hallway.

“Thank you, I really wanted to save some extra money and do the roommate thing, but I think I might need to just get my own place.” she said. It was kind of disappointing, because I was so sick of living on the edge financially and she seemed so cool.

“It’s all good.” I said. We went to the living room, and loaded up a bong rip and then put it in rotation.

“I do like the place. A lot.” she said, checking it out.

“Yeah, it’s great.”

“The location is perfect for me, right down the street from work.” she said.

“Hold up, I have an idea. What if I give you the master, which has its own bathroom, and then I’ll take that room and the spare bathroom. Would that work?” I asked.

“Oh, thank you, but I don’t want to move in and take over your place.” she said.

“You’d be doing me a favor. I can barely afford it, and I’d do anything to lighten the load of these bills.” I said.

“Seriously? If you give me the master, I’ll do it. What are we talking about as far as rent?” she asked.

“Uhm, well, the place is $1,545 a month, plus utilities which has been around $200 with just me living here.” I said.

“How about I pay a thousand, and you handle the rest?”

“Deal.” I said.

And that was that. She was set to move in that weekend, and my money woes were over that quickly. Rob called me the next day and let me know some things about her. She was a bartender who worked late, she liked to party, drink, and smoke weed. She kept odd hours. Other than that, she was dedicated to work and school, and was super reliable.

ROB: I told you she was hot.

JARED: No shit. You kind of undersold it though, goodness.

ROB: Yeah, and she’s cool as fuck too. Kind of a handful at times, but she’s good people.

JARED: And she offered to pay $1000 a month?! Where did you find this woman? She’s perfect.

ROB: She kinda just came out of nowhere honestly, met her when she started working at the bar and enrolled in school here.

JARED: Crazy. She just made my life a whole lot easier though.

ROB: Don’t get any ideas. She’s out of your league.

JARED: She is, but I already have some ideas. I’ll try my best to suppress them.

ROB: Good luck brother, don’t tell me I didn’t warn you about her though. She’s a handful.

JARED: Bird up.

Rob ended up helping out with the move. It took all day, but that was in large part because of our numerous drinking and smoking breaks. I wasn’t as big of a drinker as them, but I definitely partook that day. It was fun, and I absolutely loved being around Riley. She was the life of the party, and so damn engaging. She made me feel like the most important man on Earth, and we established a playful rapport right away. I could see why she made so much money in tips.

The place looked great once we’d finished up the move, and I had a new room. She put a feminine touch on things that made it feel cozy, like candles.

“You curse a lot.” I said, drunk and halfway flirting with her. I was sprawled out on one couch, and she was chilling on the other. Rob had taken off a few minutes earlier.

“You wanna know why?” she asked.

“Why?”

“Cause I’m a fucking sailor, that’s why! Whoo!” she screamed it out, flexing her muscles and making me laugh uncontrollably.

“Shut up.” I gasped, trying to quiet her down. “We have neighbors.”

“Yeah, yeah. I have a potty mouth, sue me.” she said. That was the last thing I remember before passing out.


Chapter 2 - Riley

Jared was a really cool guy and I was glad I ended up rooming with him. It saved me a lot of money and the location was ideal. He was also just enough of a pushover to let me slide by with my trash lifestyle without giving me too much shit about it.

It kind of surprised me that he didn’t have a girlfriend, he just seemed like the type. Worked out for me that he didn’t. I’m harmless, really, but girlfriends tend to find some reason or another to hate me.

The first couple weeks went great living there. We had very opposite schedules, and everything worked out that way. Whenever I was at the house, he was at school or work. And while I was at school or work, he was at home. It kept things fresh when we did see each other.

“Hey! My invisible roommate.” I said, adopting it as his pet name. Every once in a while we did run into each other, and we always had good conversations. He was a good guy, I liked him.

I kept my head down for a couple months, and stacked up as much money as I could. I was trying to pay off my college tuition while I was racking up the debt, not after. And I had a car payment. Luckily, I made the big bucks as far as college students were concerned, raking in anywhere from $400 on a slow night to $2000 or more on my biggest nights.

Eventually, I started feeling the signs of my cycle moving towards fruition. I’d been hoping it would hit me later, but there was no denying it when I started to feel it. Men started becoming much more appealing to me, in a very primal way. My libido was in full swing and my instincts were on fire.

To put it simply, I wanted to be hate fucked, bent over and pounded into oblivion. I wanted a hard cock inside me without protection, erupting inside me with fertile flowing juices. But I couldn’t do that, not yet. I still hadn’t finished school, and I wanted to be a little more established than an all star bartender by the time I brought a child into the world.

Up until that point, I’d planned vacations from work during the peak week or so of my heat. I stayed at AirBnb’s and masturbated relentlessly, locking myself inside until it passed. At times it felt like going through heroin withdrawals, except you needed dick instead of a hit.

I’d already used up all of my vacation days for the year, and I wasn’t really trying to blow money like that. I was trying to pimp benjamins. But I knew that I shouldn’t be alone at the apartment with Jared, as I had a simmering attraction to him. It was hard to explain, and maybe it was how easily we got along, but I could see myself having a good time with him in the bedroom. And once I was in heat, that otherwise innocuous attraction would flare up times a hundred, and I would justify why it was a good idea to pounce on him and let him cum inside me while I was at my absolute most fertile. Probably not a good idea. I’m sure he’d enjoy it, but he didn’t sign up for all that.

The thing about my cycle is, I can feel it coming and think rationally beforehand and try to plan things out, but once it hits, I’m under a spell. Sex begins to dominate my thoughts, and it’s much harder to make decisions that aren’t affected by my desire to procreate. Reproductive instincts can be overpowering.


Chapter 3 - Jared

My stress was at an all time low. I had my own place, school was going great, and I finally had some extra coin in my pocket to do the things I wanted to do. Having Riley as a roommate was exactly what I needed to turn things around for me, and to pull me out of my dreary existence. I had an idea, but I didn’t truly understand how much stress I was under until it was gone.

Riley was unlike anyone I’d ever met. She was as confident as she was hot, and she said whatever was on her mind. Her confidence was contagious, and I felt like the best version of myself whenever I was around her. It felt like I was funnier, and more on when we were together.

Rob was right about her being out of my league, but I couldn’t help myself from falling for her. I didn’t see her very often, which only made it more enjoyable when I did. Her immense beauty was almost too much for me to handle, and I would have stared at her for hours if she let me.

I didn’t even mind that I was more in the friendzone than anything. It made sense, we were roommates after all. Plus, who knows how many guys at the bar were falling all over themselves for her.

It was a random Friday night, and I was getting home from a movie date that didn’t really go well. The girl was so shy that I couldn’t get a conversation going with her before or after the movie. She texted me after I dropped her off saying she had a good time, but I had no plans of following up with her. If I was going to invest time into someone, they needed to have some type of personality.

When I got inside, I could hear music coming from Riley’s room. I checked my watch, it was after 9. She always worked weekend nights.

“Hmm…maybe she’s sick.” I said, stopping in the kitchen to grab a refreshment. There was a freshly opened bottle of whiskey on the counter, with sours, oranges, and sugar cubes. An old fashioned actually sounded amazing, but I didn’t want to drink her alcohol without asking so I snagged a Pepsi instead. As I was walking back towards my room, it happened.

Riley’s door swung open, and out she walked wearing an untied black lace robe that was so short it barely covered her ass. She was holding an empty glass and didn’t even notice me. As my eyes instinctively looked her up and down, I saw it. Riley had a dick, and it was the biggest one I’d ever seen. And then she looked up, saw me and screamed.

“Ahhh!”

“I’m sorry.” I said, as she covered herself up and turned away. Her robe wasn’t near long enough to hide her swinging cock. Riley let out a giggle, and ran back inside her room and closed the door.

“It’s okay! One second, let me put some clothes on!” she yelled from inside her room. “I didn’t know you were home.”

“My bad. Are you off work tonight?” I asked.

“Yeah. I’m taking the whole week off.”

“Oh, nice.”

“Make yourself an old fashioned, I’ll be right out.” she said.

“Okay.” I said, stepping slowly away from her door and adjusting my erection in my pants.

Holy fuck, her body is incredible. Those legs, her tits, and my God, her cock. Rob didn’t tell me she was Futanari. Holy fuck. Does that somehow make her even hotter? That thing had to be twelve inches flaccid, and her balls were so swollen. Goodness. I definitely need a drink.


Chapter 4 - Riley

I’m not the type to be self conscious about my body, but I do like to be in charge of who sees me naked. Especially with my being Futanari.

Because of my impending heat, I called all work for the week claiming family emergency. I would have to think of some way to explain that when I returned, but in the meantime I planned on drinking and hangover-recovering my way through my cycle without getting pregnant.

And for my first act, I decided to go make another old fashioned while wearing my robe without even considering that Jared might be home. And of course, he was. And so he got a pretty good look at me naked.

“Well, there’s no going back now. He knows.” I said, looking at myself in the mirror. I put on a pair of shorts and a tight t-shirt, and then joined Jared in the kitchen.

“Hey.” he said, smirking.

“Hey.” I said.

“I made you one.”

“Thanks. So, about what you saw…”

“Yeah?”

“Obviously, I’m futanari.” I said.

“Yeah. I’m not gonna lie, that was like the ultimate roommate perk.” he said, smiling behind his whiskey glass.

“What? Accidentally seeing me naked?” I asked.

“Yeah. Definitely worth the room.” he said. And with that, we were drinking and flirting. He didn’t seem turned off at all because of what I had between my legs, and still seemed eager to get inside me.

By the time I finished my second drink, I was wearing love goggles and couldn’t understand why I hadn’t already seduced him. He was very attractive, and we got along like old friends. The conversation started as playful banter, but quickly turned sexual. Perhaps it was me who took things in that direction, I can’t quite remember.

What I do remember is becoming more and more drawn to him as the night wore on, to the point where I started seriously consider fucking him. Actually, it was more than that. It was a magnetic pull that overrode my ability to think ahead. He was my roommate, I shouldn’t have been looking at him like that or planning all the dirty things I wanted him to do to me.

There were a series of shouldn’ts that night. I shouldn’t have let him see my naked, I shouldn’t have kept touching his arms and telling him how nice they were. And I definitely shouldn’t have played truth or dare with him.

“Fine. Let’s go.” he said, after being goaded into the juvenile game.

“You can refuse to answer a truth or perform a dare, but you have to do a shot instead.” I said, lining the table with pre-poured Irish whiskey half shots.

“Deal.”

“Truth or dare?” I asked.

“Truth.”

“Is it true, that seeing me naked today made you wish that you could fuck me.” I said, staring straight at him and scooting closer on the couch until we were touching.

“True.” he said, taking a half shot anyway. “Your turn. Truth or dare?”

“Dare.” I said.

“I dare you to sit in my lap for the rest of the game,” he said.

“Too easy.” I climbed into his lap, and felt the overwhelming need to kiss him. My body was reacting to the physical touch, and my instincts were on fire. “Truth or dare?”

“Truth.” he said.

“Whimp.” I scoffed.

“Fine. Dare.” he said.

“I dare you not to stop me.” I said, slowly lowering myself to my knees in front of him.

“Riley?” he asked, as I unbuckled the front of his jeans.

“Don’t you dare stop me.” I said, unzipping. My pussy was dripping wet, and my cock was throbbing hard. I reached into his waistband, and pulled it out.

“Riley.” he repeated, watching what was happening unfold.

“Yes, baby?” I asked, kissing on his cock.

“Are you sure you want to do this?”

“I want to do a lot more than this.” I said, opening my mouth wider to swallow his dick. He got hard almost instantly, which only spurred me on.

“Oh my God, you’re so good.” he grunted. When I was in heat, I was an absolute slut for cock. Once I flipped that switch, I was a different person entirely, and all I cared about was pleasing him. “Jesus, Riley. You’re going to suck the cum right out of it.”

“I’m going to suck your soul out of it.” I said, looking up at him while worshiping his cock. “Guck, guck, guck, guck!” I thrust my throat against it, as saliva dripped from the seal of my lips and down to my chin.

“Seriously, Riley. I’m gonna cum.” he said. I stopped immediately, and a smile spread across my face.

“Let’s go to my room. I’d rather you cum there.” I said, standing up and giving him a hand. “This is so hot. Fucking my sexy roommate.”

“It is really hot.” he said, grabbing me for a sloppy wet kiss and digging his hands into my ass. “I want to fuck you so bad.”

“Good boy. Let’s go.” I said, giggling and leading him by the hand toward my room. My arousal was leaking profusely down both of my inner thighs, I couldn’t remember ever being so wet before. It felt as if my sanity were gone, replaced by hypersexual urges that took priority over everything. We ripped off each other's clothes as soon as we entered the room and climbed into bed naked.

“You’re so gorgeous.” he said, pushing me down onto my back and looking over my body.

“Tell me what you like about my body.” I said, reaching out to stroke his cock.

“Everything. Your eyes, your lips, your tits, your cock.” he said, looking down at it.

“Go ahead.” I said. He reached out and took hold of it, allowing his fingers to slowly curl around it and began rubbing it up and down.

“It’s so big.” he said, staring at it.

“What else do you like?” I asked, rubbing my foot in his face until my toes were in his mouth.

“Mmm…”

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” I asked, teasing my prey. His tongue swirled around my big toe while he stroked my dick with both hands.

“They’re so soft.” he said, rubbing my soles on his face.

“I want you to feel inside me.” I said, lifting my sac to display my freshly shaven pussy. A part of me had accepted it days ago, that this would happen, that I would make bad decisions and do nasty things with Jared.

“My God, you’re perfect. You have it all.”

“The best of all worlds.” I said, spreading my legs for him as he got into position.

“Jared. I want you to cum in me.”


Chapter 5 - Jared

I looked down at her curvaceous body, and wondered what good karma I was cashing in on. There’s no way to explain how badly I wanted her. I’d never been with a woman who was so damn aesthetically pleasing, there was nothing about her that I wasn’t obsessed with.

“Jared. I want you to cum in me.” she said. The stakes in our game of truth or dare had escalated substantially, but I wasn’t going to stop her.

“So pretty.” I said, grabbing her ankles and sliding her over to me. “Good girl, stroke it for me.” Riley was using both hands to tug on her massive she-cock, which she had pointed like a cannon directly at her face. Her balls bounced as she tugged, and I watched the show while kissing all over her soles and toes.

“You like watching me touch it?” she asked.

“So much.”

“Come here. I need your cock in me.” she said. I took hold of myself by the base, and began teasing it at her opening.

“God damn, you’re wet.” I said, shocked by her extreme arousal. I’d never felt anything like that, and it made squishing sounds just from me rubbing the tip up and down over her lips and clit.

“Please, Jared. Don’t tease me. Fuck me.” she whimpered, biting down on her lower lip. We locked eyes, and I pressed it inside.

“Oh my God.” I said, staring down between us to watch my cock enter her. “Holy fuck.” it was the tiniest, wettest, most amazing thing I’d ever felt. Her pelvic muscles pulsed around my shaft, squeezing me so hard it felt like I was being milked.

“Right there. That. That’s what I need.” she said, wrapping her ankles around my lower back and pulling me into her. “Oh fuck, harder baby.”

“It’s so little.” I moaned, thrusting harder and harder at her request.

“Harder, daddy.” she whispered into my ear, swirling her tongue around and sending chills down my spine. “Yes, like that. Oh my God, your balls.” she tightened her thighs around me, and began thrusting from the bottom against me. Her large, natural breasts bounced rhythmically right along with her.

“It’s so good, Riley.” I grunted, unable to stop kissing her. Her lips were wet and juicy, sweet and addicting. I couldn’t get enough of touching her, of being inside her. I’d always gotten along well with her and found her attractive, but I never thought it would come to fruition.

“Oh fuck, I love it. Keep going, please don’t stop.” she begged, digging her nails into my back. My balls were getting tight, and I could feel the eruption nearing. There was no way I could hold out much longer, she had me more turned on than at any other point in my life.

“Riley…I’m gonna cum!” I called out, feeling my climax overtake me.

“Please, leave it in. I want your cum in me.” hearing those words in her seductive feminine tone made me melt, and I didn’t have much of a choice anyway as her legs were locked tightly around me, and she was hugging me down onto her.

“Riley!” I said her name as I exploded inside her without protection. Things had gone from tame to full on so fast that I didn’t have time to consider the risk we were taking. All I knew was that it felt so good, and my entire body pulsed with waves of pleasure as I emptied myself inside her.

“Ugh!” Riley’s cock began spurting, shooting off more cum than I’ve ever seen all over her beautiful face. I continued thrusting, watching her huge cock erupt with rope after rope of viscous cum.

“So sexy.” I sighed, watching the last couple strands glaze her tits. A huge smile spread across her face, and she exhaled.

“Thank you. I needed that.”

“Me too.” I said, pulling myself out of her and watching as excess cum poured out onto her sheet. “Are you on the pill?”

“No.” she said, crawling into my arms and giving me another kiss. “What we’re doing is very risk, but we’re going to do it over and over again. I’m off all week.” she said. I’m not sure what it was, but I didn’t care about the risk. Even though I wasn’t looking to have kids anytime soon, with her I knew it would be worth it. A part of me wanted to breed her, to cum in her over and over until she was carrying my child.

What followed was the greatest week of my life. I crossed off everything on my sexual to-do list multiple times over, and filled her with what had to be gallons of cum. And when it was all said and done, yes, she was pregnant.

Riley explained to me that she was in heat when all of that happened, but that she didn’t regret it. We’d still hook up from time to time after that, but never like that first week. Futanari women only carry their babies for three months, so there wasn’t much time to prepare. Luckily, we already had a place, and she had a very high paying job.


Chapter 6 - Riley

I knew that I wasn’t supposed to get pregnant at 21. The plan had been to wait a few more years, and then find a mate. But things happen how they happen, and I have zero regrets.

Jared and I had a strong foundation as roommates and friends who respected each other. Once I went into heat, my biology recognized him as a suitable mate, and I started realizing how well things could work between us.

And then, I seduced him over and over and convinced him not to pull out once even though he knew I wasn’t on the pill. It was cute to me how much of a crush he had on me, he honestly acted like I was some kind of supermodel or something. It was flattering, and it turned me on.

I had the baby, and then went right back to work. Jared was working at McArnold’s for goodness sake, so I made him quit and help out more with the baby. I just wanted him to finish school as quickly as possible, same with me. In the meantime, I would be the breadwinner. All that I expected from him was to be a good dad, a good partner, do well in school, and satiate my needs sexually. He checked all those boxes, and was as committed as I was going forward with our lives together.

Futanari in Heat - Fertile MILF Neighbor

Chapter 1 - Jason

Try as I might, I could never keep my neighbor Ms. Monroe out of my fantasies. She’d been living next door for a while, and every time I got a glimpse of her I fell more in love.

We didn’t know too much about her, and she rarely came outside or conversed. My mother told me that she was a widow, and that her husband passed away right before she moved in. It made me feel bad for her, especially because I never saw anyone else come or go. I had no way of knowing if she had any children or relatives, but none of them ever seemed to visit her.

I waved every time I saw her, smiling wide and trying to catch her attention. She would occasionally wave back, but would rarely smile. Most of the time when I saw her, she was out front watering the plants or collecting her mail.

That’s when I developed an infatuation with her. It was hard to tell how old she was exactly, but at least 20 or 25 years older than me. I was eighteen, but I didn’t mind the age gap at all. The truth is, it actually turned me on more knowing how far apart we were in age.

But I didn’t know how to talk to her, or how to flirt with her to let her know I was interested. It probably wouldn’t do me any good either way, despite her being way older than me, she was still out of my league.

I wasn’t the only one who took notice of our gorgeous neighbor and her long, shapely legs. I’d actually overheard my father and his friend Ralph talking about her, about how badly they wanted to fuck her. My buddy Chris from down the street caught one glimpse of her and was instantly smitten.

“Does she live there? Holy shit, she’s hot.” he said.

“Yeah. I know.” I said, watching her cleavage bounce in her sports bra as she strode back towards her front door.

“She’s such a woman. Look at her tits.”

“I know, dude.” I said. Long portions of my days were spent trying to think up some clever way to introduce myself, and when that failed, I’d resort to masturbating relentlessly to thoughts of all the things I wanted to do to her.

At one point in the summer, Ms. Monroe took to sunbathing in her backyard. She wore tiny little string bikinis, usually thongs, and tops that barely covered her nipples. I wore my binoculars around my neck, holding them up with my left hand while my right hand went to town. Our upstairs bathroom had a little window that looked out over her backyard, and rest assured, if she was laying out, I was in there.

“Yummy red toes.” I said, slowly inching all the way up her long legs. “What is that?” as soon as I noticed a bulge in her crotch, she flipped over, completely side-tracking the thought. Her hips were as wide as her waist was small, and her cheeks were perfectly shaped bubbles.

Something had to give. I had to meet her. No matter what.

It was summer vacation, and I had nothing but time. She rarely if ever left the house, mostly just to pick up groceries or do little errands like that. Even though I couldn’t think of some exact way to start talking to her, I had the advantage of proximity.

After plenty of plotting, I decided to make my own garden right across from hers so I could time it up to where we watered the plants at the same time. I figured it would allow me to make small talk, and slowly grow a rapport with her.

That first day was all work, and I spent a good portion of my meager savings to purchase everything I needed. After digging a bunch of holes, and filling them back in with the various plants I’d purchased and some good fertile soil and fertilizer, I transferred the mulch I’d purchased one wheel barrow at a time. Ms. Monroe didn’t come outside that day, but I knew I had a perfect excuse built in going forward for each time she did.


Chapter 2 - Kendra Monroe

I’d managed to keep myself locked in my own house each time I’d gone into heat since my husband passed away, but I knew that it wasn’t going to work again. My cycles had subsided greatly as I’d grown older, yet they were still there, and every bit as powerful as ever during their peak.

`As a Futanari woman, I’d long been in control of such things thanks to my husband. Whenever I went into heat, he’d lock me in the room and only enter if he was ready to pin me down and fuck me until I’d had my fill.

After he passed, I got a new house and made sure it had the capabilities of keeping me locked inside, but each time grew more difficult. The last time I’d gone into heat, I’d decided enough was enough. Years had passed since Brent died, and I still had needs.

Dating was off the table, as I didn’t want to start off or take up something serious with another man. Sex was another thing entirely, as I was craving a hard cock inside me like never before. I’d never gone years before, and I was finally losing my ability to force myself inside. I knew that the next time I went into heat, something intense was going to happen.

I tried my best to keep to myself, to not be noticed by anyone else in my neighborhood. As my cycle approached, I became much more interested in what men were surrounding me. There were plenty of men my age on the same block, but they were all married. Once I was in heat, I wouldn’t care about that, but as it were, I wanted to cause as little marital damage as possible while mating.

That’s when I noticed Jason, the eighteen year old boy next door. Normally, I wouldn’t prey on a younger mate, but he was the most readily available option and the most interested. He may have thought that he was being slick, but it was plain as day. And honestly, I found it charming.

The way he would peer at me through his bathroom window every time I laid out. I guess he thought I couldn’t see him, but my sunglasses are prescription and I could see him just fine. It provided a little thrill for me, to know that such a young man was still getting his kicks from spying on me.

His next step was to build a garden directly next to mine, and then miraculously show up to water the plants at the same time that I did each day.

“Hi, how are you?” he asked.

“I’m well.”

“I’m Jason. I’m your neighbor.”

“I’m Kendra. Nice to meet you.” I said. This happened twice a day almost every day, and it never went too much further.

“It’s a nice day out.” he said. Or when he was feeling more emboldened, “I like your top.”

“Thanks.” I said. “It’s a sports bra.”

“Yeah. It looks good on you, that’s all.” he said.

“Do you have a girlfriend?” I asked, humoring him.

“No ma’am. I mean, no. I don’t. Most of the girls my age aren’t really mature enough for me.” he said, puffing up his chest and standing tall.

“Really? You should try dating older women.” I said.

“Yeah, I think you’re right.”

“Anyway, have a good one.” I said, finishing up my plants and heading inside with a smirk. The closer I got to my cycle, the more adorable he became to me. I started being able to smell his pheromones, and sense his horniness.


Chapter 3 - Jason

For a while there, I didn’t feel like I was making much progress. After I introduced myself and got on a first name basis with her, things sorted stalled out. Again, I simply wasn’t sure how to escalate with her because of our age difference. I was kind of scared.

What if I made some slick pass at her, and then she went and told my mother? She’d be furious, and then I’d have to explain why I was hitting on a woman that was the same age or older than her.

In the meantime, I made sure to get as many pushups, pullups, and situps in as humanly possible. I wanted her to see me as a man, and to notice my muscles. I’m not sure what I said that made her start to take notice of me, but one day she asked me if I had a girlfriend, and then told me that I should date older women. If that wasn’t a sign, then I didn’t know what was.

It wasn’t long after that before her behavior toward me changed in a big way.

“Hey handsome.” she said, taking notice when I stepped outside to join her watering the plants.

“Hey you.” I said, wearing my newest cutoff t-shirt to showcase my gains. It wasn’t a huge transformation, but I was toning up.

“Look at you mister muscle man.” she said, staring straight at me and crossing over from her side of the property line to mine for the first time.

“Oh. I’ve just been working out, bodyweight stuff like pushups mostly.” I said, adding a slight flex to my arms.

“Well, it’s paying off.” she said, squeezing my arm in her soft hand. “I always kind of looked at you like a boy, but now I can see that you’re turning into a man.”

“Thanks, you too.” I said.

“What?”

“Woman, I mean. You look like a woman.” I said, actively blowing it. Luckily, I coaxed a giggle out of her.

“You’re cute.”

“Thanks. Where are you going?” I asked, staring at her ass as she turned to walk away.

“I’m going home.” she said.

“We could hang out sometime, if you want. Just the two of us.” I said. The timing might have been terrible, but I had to at least try.

“Me and you? All alone?” she asked.

“Yeah. I mean, or with friends.” I said, willing to take anything.

“You’re a naughty boy. Well, since you’re so much younger than me, and I don’t want people talking, it might be best if we kept it a secret when we hang out.” she said. Instantly, I could feel my heart racing.

“Yeah. Okay.”

“How about Friday night? Maybe come over at 10 o’clock.” she said.

“Okay. Yeah. Cool. See ya then.” I said.

“Jason? When you come over, come around the back and I’ll let you in.”

“Yes ma’am. I mean, okay. Yeah.” I said. As soon as she was out of sight, I started pumping my fists. All the work had paid off, I was this close to seducing my sexy milf neighbor. I celebrated that night with an oven pizza and some video games.


Chapter 4 - Kendra

The next day was rough, and I tried to convince myself to cancel my rendezvous with Jason. He was less than half my age, and he had no idea what he was getting into. No idea.

By this point, I could feel that my cycle was coming into effect. I could make it through the night, but I’d be in full on heat by Friday morning.

It wasn’t much different from usual, except that I had every intention of doing something about it. Instead of prepping the house days in advance to keep me locked in, I left it be. There was a deep carnal itch that needed relief, and I planned on using the neighbor boy to scratch it over and over again.

I told myself that it was better than being a homewrecker. It also helped that I had a mate in mind, instead of letting myself go out while in such a depraved state. By the time Friday afternoon rolled around, I was fit to be tied.

All I could think about was cock, and bending over to take it without protection. I could only imagine the sensation of a hot cock pumping me full of sticky seed, as it’d been too long since the last time to remember it accurately.

It struck me that Jason didn’t know my secret, and wasn't aware that I was Futanari. I wondered if it would throw him off, or if he, like most of the other men I’d encountered throughout my life, would be extra turned on by it.

My dick would often turn hard for hours while I was in heat, but it was my pussy that ached for pressure above all else. My reproductive instincts were in hyper drive, eagerly seeking the fertile young seed of a young man like Jason.

The tables were turned on that day, as it was me peeking out the window for a glimpse of him. The minutes ticked by slowly, and I jerked off multiple times in a vain attempt to relieve my libido.

I went outside around 7:45, same as always to water the plants. Instead of my usual attire, I wore booty shorts and a micro bikini top in order to entice him.

“Oh, hey.” he said, taking notice of my outfit. “Wow.”

“Hey Jason? I had something come up later, would you want to come over now?” I asked, completely unable to control my urges. I knew that we were in public, and that the neighbors could be watching, but I wanted to tackle him right there and start grinding my wet pussy all over his face.

“Uhm, yeah. Let me just, ugh, give me a minute.” he said, a bit flummoxed.

“I’ll be out back waiting for you.” I said.

“Awesome, see you in a minute.” he said, rushing inside.


Chapter 5 - Jason

Holy shit, holy shit, holy shit. My mind was racing as I sprinted up to my room. I thought I still had a couple hours, but now she wanted me over there now. My parents were both home, and thought I was leaving to go to my friend Michael’s house to hang out and spend the night. But I wasn’t supposed to be leaving until 9.

My plan was to drive around the block and park my car so that no one could see it, then walk back over and sneak into Kendra’s backyard. So I looked up the movie times, and made up a lie that we were going to hit a movie first and took off.

I hopped into the shower, quickly lathering myself with body wash before rinsing, drying, and putting some new clothes on. The entire time, I was in a rush and felt like I might be blowing the opportunity of a lifetime. I brushed my teeth, and then ran down to my car and took off down the street.

“Where to park? Where to park?” I asked, searching for a nice hidden spot. As soon as I found one, I got out of my car and started jogging back towards her house. By the time I made it there, I was sweating profusely and out of breath. So much for a shower.

After a couple minutes catching my breath and clearing my mind, I popped a breath mint and made sure my parents weren’t looking when I walked around the side of the house.

“Finally.” she said, her voice making me flinch.

“Oh, shit. I didn’t see you.” I said, smiling.

“You see me now, do you want me?” she asked. Kendra had removed her shorts, and was sitting in a lounge chair wearing only her bikini.

“You look so good in a bikini.” I said, dragging my eyes along her perfect body. I’d pictured her in this scenario so many times before, but I noticed something a little off. There was a bulge in her bottoms that I couldn’t take my eyes off of.

“Now you know my secret. I’m Futanari.” she said, pulling her bottoms to the side and allowing her massive cock to flop out.

“Oh.” I said, ogling her. I’d never seen a cock that size in my life, not even in pornos, let alone attached to a gorgeous woman.

“Do you know about Futanari women?” she asked.

“A little bit.”

“Does it turn you on?” she asked.

“Yeah.” I said, standing frozen a few feet in front of her as she began to rub herself up and down her length.

“Good boy. I’m in heat, and I figured you could help me out.” she said.

“Oh.” I said, unable to say much else. It wasn’t what I’d expected, but it was also so novel and intriguing. I’d spent my fair share of time down the Futanari rabbithole, but I was never sure if they were real or not. Women with both reproductive organs, who went into heat and became completely unable to control themselves.

“Come here. I won’t bite.” she said, motioning for me to approach her. There was a hunger in her eyes, a sensuality in her vocal tone I’d never heard before. I walked over to her chair, and sat down beside her.

“Can I kiss you?” I asked, feeling nervous beyond my wildest expectations.

“You better do more than that.” she said, grabbing hold of my shirt and yanking me to her. It was less of a kiss and more of her shoving her tongue into my mouth. “Mmm…” she moaned, aggressively groping me while swirling her tongue around in my mouth.

“Mmm…” I moaned back, finally kissing the object of my obsession. I’d waited so long and it was finally happening.

“My bedroom. Now.” she said, standing up and keeping a firm hold of the front of my shirt. I followed along as she dragged me inside, and slammed the sliding door shut behind us. Before we took one step toward her bedroom, she pushed me down on my knees and began rubbing her cock, balls, and pussy all over my face. “Lick it, worship it.”

“Yes.” I said, sucking on everything that made its way past my eager mouth. I’d had sex before, but never anything like this. There was something animalistic about it, something completely unhinged about Ms. Monroe’s behavior.

“Good boy, lick mommy’s clit.” she said, holding up her balls and pressing my face against her. Her wetness tasted sweet, and I slurped away at it in a state of arousal that was overwhelming. Before I knew it, she was dragging me down the hallway to her bedroom. “Now you’re going to fuck me.” she said, ripping off her bikini and climbing into her bed on all fours.

“Yes ma am.” I said, getting naked as quickly as I could and then hopping into bed with her. My rational brain had completely shut off, and all I could think about was extracting as much physical pleasure as I possibly could from the hottest woman I knew.


Chapter 6 - Kendra

It had been so fucking long. I needed his cock, and I needed it throbbing inside me without protection. All of my instincts flared up, and I remembered just how delightfully depraved it was being in heat with a willing mate.

“You’re so hot.” he said, climbing up behind me. I immediately reached down between my legs, taking hold of his cock and shoving it inside my hole.

“That. That’s what I need.” I said, backing it up against him to take every inch. There was something different about the way a cock hits when you’re in heat, and every thrust sent pleasure rippling through me.

“Oh my God, how are you so tight?” he asked, driving his hips against me.

“Ahhhh! Yes! Fuck yes, fuck you’re mommy’s little hole. Cum inside my little fuck hole and make me pregnant!” I said, feeling myself quickly approaching my first climax. “Ugh!”

“Fuck!” he grunted, continuing to increase his pace. The sound of his pelvis slapping my ass filled the room, and I was literally screaming for him to empty himself inside me. “It’s so good.”

“It’s your hole. That’s your little breeding hole. Show me what a big man you are, show me that you own me. Claim my hole. Breed it!” I shouted, rhythmically bouncing against his thrusts.

“I’m gonna cum!”

“Yes! Leave it in, leave it in my little fuckhole. Fuck my cunt.” I grunted, saying the dirtiest things without hesitation.

“Ugh!” he couldn’t hold on, and I felt him seizing inside me.

“Good boy.” I whimpered, squeezing my pelvic muscles around his dick as he pumped me full of his baby batter. I continued riding out my orgasm on him from behind after he’d finished, before collapsing onto the bed face first.

“Oh my God.” he said, gasping for breath and staring up at the ceiling. A wide smile formed across his face. I flipped over onto my back, and began clenching my pussy and watching as the excess cum dribbled out. I scooped it up with my finger and licked it off, savoring the taste of his fertile seed. I could smell his virility.


Chapter 7 - Jason

She was so horny that it seemed like she was on drugs, but I knew it was because she was in heat. I had no clue that she was Futanari, or what I was walking into when I snuck over to her house. After I’d finished, I felt satisfied, but not her. She wanted more.

It started with her burying her face between my cheeks, and lapping away at my asshole like it was caked with a superior alternative to sugar.

“Oh!” I squealed uncontrollably, almost ashamed at how much I was enjoying the sensation.

“That’s my little asshole.” she said, spitting on it before digging back in for more. It felt like she was making out with my asshole, and all I could do was grip the sheets and hold on. It didn’t take long before my cock grew hard again, and she sat down onto it.

“Fuck.” I said, leaning forward to suckle at her surprisingly perky nipples.

“I love it Jason, I love your hard cock.” she moaned, making her tits bounce up and down in my face as she rode me. Everything about her turned me on, and by the third time I was cumming inside of her, I felt like I was actually in love with her.

She had the best of every world, and she was so much more experienced than me. She let me do things no other girl had let me do, and did things no other girl had done to me. And from an aesthetic standpoint, she couldn’t have been more perfect.

I sucked on every one of her pretty little toes, I licked her asshole and worshiped her cock. I even let her cum in my mouth, which got out of control quickly. Futanari women cum bucket loads, and I found that out the hard way as she blasted semen down my throat like I was bonging a beer.

My penis had no more feeling left by the time we had our last session at five in the morning, and I passed out hard afterwards. It was as if she’d sucked me dry of every nutrient in my body, and I woke up dehydrated and disoriented.

Kendra was still flexible enough to place her ankles behind her head, a trick she used to seduce me into another fuck session in the morning. I felt like my heart might explode at any moment, as the intensity and intimacy of the sex continued to escalate each and every time.

“I love you. I love you Jason.” she moaned, while I fucked her as hard as she could and stared into her eyes. “I love you so much.”

“I love you.” I whimpered as I climaxed inside her, completely ignoring every risk that we were taking. Finally, I was able to sneak away from her while she took a nap and made it back to my car. I pulled back into my house and acted like nothing had happened.

I didn’t see Kendra again for several days, but she haunted my thoughts. By the time she emerged, I joined her at the gardens to water our plants.

“Hey.” I said.

“Hey.” she said, grinning. “Thank you so much. I needed that.”

“Yeah, no problem. Thank you, it was amazing. You aren’t pregnant are you?” I asked.

“I am.” she said.

“What are we going to do?”

“I think we’ll figure it out.” she said. “You’re my mate now. I’m going to keep you.”

Taken At Futanari Prison

Chapter 1 - Fishing Gone Awry

I’d “borrowed” my dad’s boat to sneak off and do some serious fishing. He had a full tank of gas so I figured I would go a little further out than usual, and I ended up going even further than I planned. Once I spotted a small remote island off in the distance, I knew that was the place to go.

Once I made it there, I threw my anchor down and lowered myself down to the water in my little safety boat so I could make it to shore. The whole island looked really grown up with weeds, plants, and trees, and I figured no one had been there in quite some time.

“I bet there are some serious monsters here.” I said to myself, as I walked around looking for a nice spot to begin fishing. It took a little longer than I thought because it was difficult to access a lot of the spots that looked promising, and I wasn’t in the mood to fish from the boat.

My first idea was to topwater fish with a plastic frog, to see if I could draw some fish out and see what I was working with. On my third cast, I got a good bite but tried to set the hook too fast and it got away. Still, it showed me that I was right where I wanted to be, so I threw it back in and started bouncing my frog once more. I couldn’t have been fishing for more than twenty minutes when I was tackled from behind. I never even heard anyone sneaking up on me.

“You’re under arrest for fishing.” I heard her say.

“What? Jesus Christ, I’ll leave.” I said, struggling to no avail. There were two women on top of me, one had their knee on my head and the other was straddling me and forcing me to put my hands behind my back.

“Stop resisting.” she said.

“I’m not, you’re just being really rough.” I said, trying to comply with their demands. My immediate reaction was fear, as I had no idea where I was or whose jurisdiction I was under. On the positive side, it was only fishing. I wasn’t even aware you could be detained for that.

“Get up.” the girls stood me up, and began walking me away from the shore. I couldn’t help noticing that they were both quite attractive, and they looked extra cute in their little police officer uniforms.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“You’re going to jail.”

“Jail? For fishing? I didn’t even catch anything.” I said.

“That’s not the point. It’s illegal to fish on the island.” she said.

“I didn’t know, I swear. If you just let me go, I’ll leave and you’ll never have another problem with me again.” I said, trying my best to avoid being taken wherever they were taking me.

“Not gonna happen, bud. We caught you red handed, and it’s an arrestable offense.”

“Apparently. What are your names?” I asked, eager to report them to their supervisors.

“I’m Officer Ashley, and this is officer Leah.” she said.

“I’m Chris.” I said, trying to butter them up by getting to know them. They took me to a golf cart, and chained my handcuffs to it before heading off down a trail. The ride was bumpy and the cart was impressively fast. I tried to pay attention to the path we were taking so I knew how to get back, but we kept making turns on random trails until I had no clue how to make it back to shore.

The drive took at least fifteen or twenty minutes, and we pulled up to a run down looking building. The officers unchained me from the golf cart, and led me inside where two more officers were waiting in a large holding cell. I was the only person there, and I was told to wait for further instructions.

Before I was formally charged or booked, another officer came and transported me down a hallway before removing my cuffs and dropping me off in the main jail area. There were tons of convicts walking around, and I was left to fend for myself.

“Wait, I haven’t even been booked.” I said, pleading with the officer. She didn’t respond, and locked the door behind her before she walked away. “Fuck.”

“Fresh meat!” I heard a female voice yell. When I turned around, I realized that the rest of the inmates were women, at least all of the ones I could see. There was a large open common area with picnic tables, and it was surrounded by jail cells. There was also a flight of stairs that led to another level, which consisted of more jail cells.

“Look at this one, we got us a little sissy boy!” another woman yelled. She was tall and had tattoos all over her.

“This isn’t good.” I whispered, wondering where the hell I was and what I had gotten myself into.


Chapter 2 - The Cellmate

The rest of the girls in the prison all seemed to be staring at me, and I wondered if I was being paranoid or if they really were closing in around me. I paced around for a minute, walking the perimeter of the common area and trying to stand tall and act like I’d been there before.

“Hey you.” said one of the other inmates, approaching me.

“What’s up?” I asked, giving her a head nod.

“What’s your name?”

“I’m Chris.” I said.

“Chris. You’ve got a pretty mouth.” she said, displaying an evil smile. She had to be six foot two, and despite being attractive was more intimidating than anything else. “You have a cell yet?”

“Nah, I just got in. They didn’t tell me shit.” I said.

“I have an extra blanket, you can be my cellmate.” she said.

“Ugh, that’s okay.” I said, which caused her to laugh at me.

“I wasn’t asking, bitch.” she said, and grabbed my ass. “Come with me, I’ll show you where you’re staying.”

“Fine.” I said. A part of me wanted to punch her in the face and try to get some respect, but it was a little different at an all girl prison. I did as I was told, following close behind her as she took me to an open cell.

“You can stay on the bottom bunk. I’m more of a top anyway.” she said, pointing to a small metal ledge with a pillow and blanket.

“Cool, thanks.” I said, taking a seat.

“What’d you say your name was again?” she asked.

“Chris.”

“Chris. I’m Michelle.” she said. “What are you in for?”

“They arrested me for fishing.” I said, which drew another audible laugh from my new cellmate.

“Good lord, I knew you were soft.”

“I’m not soft.” I said.

“We’ll see about that. You’re gonna get out of here tomorrow would be my guess, if that’s all they got you for.” she said.

“Tomorrow? I gotta get out today.” I said.

“Not gonna happen Chris. But you’ll like it here, you’re the only guy. Everyone wants a piece of you.” she said. “But I got to you first.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. As I was asking, Michelle slid the door to our cell shut. The metallic clink put a funny feeling in my stomach.

“It’s an all female prison, besides you. We’re all a little horny for something different, you know?” she asked.

“Ugh, I’m just trying to get in and out.” I said.

“Me too.” she said, untying the knot in the front of her pants. It hit me that this might not be so bad after all, if I was going to engage in a fuckfest with a bunch of horny prison chicks. “Look, we can do this the easy way or the hard way, please don’t make me take it from you, because I will.” I tried to stand up from the ledge, but she pushed me right back down and smiled.

“Come on. Stop.” I said.

“No.” she said, sliding her fingers inside her waistband and pulling her orange pants down to her ankles. A massive flaccid cock flopped out right in front of my face, and I pushed myself against the back wall to get away from that.

“What the hell?” I asked, unable to pry my eyes away from it.

“I know it’s big, but you’ll get used to it.” she said, stroking herself up and down. I was in a state of pure shock, unsure of what was happening. Michelle was very attractive, but she somehow had a huge penis as well.

“How?” I asked, finally managing to utter a word.

“Oh.” she said, giggling to herself. “You’re not from around here, are you?”

“No. I’m not.” I said, frozen in place watching her cock grow bigger and harder by the second.

“This is a Futanari prison.” she said.

“I don’t know what that means.” I said.

“Futanari is what I am, and what all the rest of the girls here are. It means we have both male and female genitalia.” she said, lifting up her heavy sack to display her pink pussy.

“Oh.” I said, eyes wide and mind blown. I could feel myself getting turned on, but I didn’t know what to think about what I’d just learned. “You’re all like that?” I asked.

“Yep. And there’s one more thing I should probably tell you about Futa women.” she said.

“What’s that?” I asked, finally able to lift my eyes to meet hers.

“We’re very, very horny girls. And I know you’re feeling conflicted, about this.”she said with a smile, slapping her massive she-cock against the palm of her hand. “But I promise you this, as long as you submit like a good boy, you’re going to enjoy this very much.” 

“I don’t know.” I said, sitting right in front of her with my eyes glued to her big cock.

“You don’t find me attractive?” she asked, knowing full well that wasn’t the issue.

“You’re very pretty.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically. Only moments earlier, I was unaware that women like this even existed, but my biology was overpowering me. I wanted to do bad things to her, and truthfully, I wanted to suck on it.

“Good boy. Show me how pretty you think I am with your mouth.” she said.

“Okay.” I said, instinctively dropping to my knees in front of her.

“And Chris?”

“Yeah?” I asked.

“Don’t forget to look into my eyes while you suck on it.” she said. It was a surreal moment, almost out of body in the sense that I couldn’t believe what I was about to do, and at the same time had no ability not to follow through with it. She was sexy as fuck, and I wanted to do as I was told.

“Yes ma am.” I said, reaching out and grabbing hold of her erection.

“I said mouth, not hands. Put them behind your back, and show me what a good little cocksucker you can be.” she said. I froze, but only for a moment. I released her dick, and put my hands behind my back.

“Yes ma am.” I repeated. Her cock stood strong and hard, pointing directly at my mouth. I opened wide, and wrapped my wet lips around it. I thought back to all the times I’d gotten blowjobs, and tried to be mindful of what I liked and didn’t like.

Don’t use your teeth, let yourself slobber and drool all over it. Take it as deep as you can. If you gag, keep going. The thoughts were spinning in my head as I attempted my first blowjob. I was in awe of how over the top arousing the experience was, and within seconds I was throbbing hard without even touching myself.

I’d never even thought about sucking a cock before, yet there I was with my hands behind my back, bobbing up and down on her length. It was so warm, her hard bare flesh had a certain softness to it that I hadn’t considered. It turned me on beyond belief, and all I could think about was how badly I wanted to please her.

“Not bad, little boy. But you’re not looking up at me.” she said, placing her hand on the back of my head. “So now I have to punish your throat.”

“Guck, guck, guck, guck.” my throat made squishing noises I’d never experienced, and I raised my eyes to look at her while she impaled me against her. I gagged repeatedly, and tears streamed down my face while she used my mouth as a fleshlight. It felt almost like being teased, as my penis was aching for her touch. At the same time, there was no place I’d rather be, or no thing I’d rather be doing than being used by her fat Futanari cock.

“That’s a good boy. You like sucking mommy’s cock, don’t you?” she asked, pulling herself out of my mouth in anticipation of my response. I gasped for air, and looked up at her.

“I love it.” I said, and went right back to worshiping her. Michelle fucked my face so fast and hard that her balls rhythmically slapped against my chin, and viscous spit dripped from my face while she pillaged me for her own pleasure.

“Pull down your pants, and bend over the mattress.” she said. I didn’t even consciously process what she’d said, but I found myself in the exact position she requested. It was a vulnerable feeling, especially considering her immense girth and length. She was easily twice my size, and my ass had never taken anything more than an occasional finger.

“I’ve never done this.” I said, feeling nervousness wash over me. I was perfectly content to blow her to completion, but being fucked in the ass wasn’t exactly something within my repotoire.

“Really? Ooh, a virgin. I love claiming men’s asses for the first time.” she said, spitting on her cock and spreading it around. By this time, a couple of the other inmates had gathered around our cell, and were watching from just outside the bars.

“Look at that little cockslut!”

“Make him squeal like a whore Michelle!” there was various chatter and heckling, but I naturally blocked it out for the most part. She lubed up her fingers, and inserted them into my ass to ensure I wasn’t dry when she shoved it in. There was a certain mob mentality at the prison, and I knew that I didn’t have a choice in the matter. Not that I would have backed out anyway. Despite the awkwardness of what was taking place, I was too turned on to ever deny her. I wanted what was coming for me.

“Beg for it, and don’t forget to say please.” she said, rubbing the puffy soft mushroom tip of her cock in little circles around my hole.

“Please, please fuck my asshole. I want it so bad. I need it. Please.” I said, willingly humiliating myself in front of a group of women I’d never even met. Under normal circumstances, I would never, but in that state of horniness I was a different person entirely.

“God damn. I had no idea you were such a good boy.” she said, spitting on her dick one more time.

“Please mommy…” I begged, holding my butt apart for her.

“I’m going to cum in your asshole, and I want you to cum at the same time that I do.” she said, pushing the tip inside me.

“Ugh!” I called out, feeling myself being stretched wide open as she entered. “Ugh…”

“It’s okay, baby. All you have to do is take it.” she said, backing it in and out at a shallow depth. “Take deep, controlled breaths. I’m gonna be gentle at first, but I need you to relax or this is going to be very uncomfortable for you.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, heeding her instructions. I’d had anal sex a couple of times, on the other end, and I knew that her coaching was true. I closed my eyes and breathed in deeply through my nose, trying to adjust to the new sensation of having a massive Futa-cock fed to me from behind.

“Fuuuuuhck…that’s tight.” she said, slowly increasing the depth of her strokes. The women watching cheered her on, calling me all sorts of names like cockslut and anal whore. For some reason, I found it extra titillating. My rational brain had completely turned off, and I entered into a space I didn’t know existed.

“Mmmhmmm…” I moaned, feeling her take me deeper and deeper.

“I know, baby. It feels good for me too.” she said, holding my hips like handles as she pushed it deeper and deeper. It felt like instinct, my natural reaction of relaxation. Her warm flesh sawing back and forth, stretching me out to accommodate her immense size. I dug my fingers into the blanket, and bit down hard on my bottom lip.

“It’s so big.”

“I know, baby. You can take it. Just be mommy’s good boy and let me have your ass.” she said, slowly increasing the pace. “Fuck, baby. You have such a tiny little asshole.”

“Please…please don’t stop.” I continued begging as she fucked me harder and harder.

“I’m starting to get close.” she said, reaching around to jerk my cock as she pressed her hips against me. “I want you to cum at the same time as me. I want to see your dick spurting cum while I finish in your boy pussy.”

“Yes mommy.” I whimpered, to the cheers of the crowd.

“Harder! Fuck that little slut!” a woman yelled, spurring Michelle on. She bottomed out inside of me, slamming herself into my virgin hole over and over while she stroked me. I hadn’t had sex in weeks, and my arousal was at such a peak that I knew I wouldn’t last long.

“Ugh!” I squealed uncontrollably, and made sounds I didn’t know I could make while she gave it to me. I naturally clenched around her periodically, and hearing her moans of approval made me like it even more. Her dick was hitting a spot that turned me into her little slut, and I begged her to continue.

“I’m gonna cum. Fuck, I’m gonna fucking cum!” she grunted. “Make yourself cum.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, replacing her hand with mine. I’ll never forget the feeling of her nearing orgasm, the sensation of her cock becoming engorged as her pace became desperate and frenetic. I stroked myself with a similar desperation, and the timing of our climax was perfectly synced.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” she screamed, emptying her thick load into my asshole, striking my anal g-spot with each forward plunge.

“Ehhhh….” my cock began spurting cum, spraying out onto the blanket and bed I would be sleeping on that night. It felt indescribably good, and my entire body pulsed with a new pleasure that I found absolutely fabulous.

I collapsed onto the bed, gasping for air while my brain swirled with stars. There was no “post nut clarity”, instead only bliss. Michelle slapped my ass hard, and turned to flex for the cheering crowd. I was a vegetable, laid out practically incoherent. There was no denying it, I loved every second of it and wanted more. Michelle put her pants back on, and kissed me on the cheek.

“Such a good boy. Thank you. I needed that.” she said.

“Thank you. That was incredible.” I whispered, feeling tiredness overtake me. She opened the cell, and joined her friends to brag about her escapade while I laid in post coital euphoria.

I was happy to be left alone, to decipher the thoughts that were running through my mind. Before Michelle bent me over and made me squeal like a cheap hooker, I had no idea that such a submissive side existed within me. I didn’t know how eager I was to please a dominant female. It was a lot to process, and it dragged me into a deep sleep.


Chapter 3 - The Showers

“Hey. Chris. Wake up.” said Michelle, shaking me back into consciousness. I had no clue how long I’d been asleep, but a smile spread across my face the moment I laid eyes on her.

“Hey.” I said.

“It’s showertime.” she said.

“Oh. Okay.” I said, sitting up and trying to shake the confusion. “How long was I out?”

“A while.” she said. “I fucked you into a deep sleep. But don’t worry, I saved you some food.”

“Thanks.” I said, grabbing hold of the bologna and cheese sandwich and powering through it. Being fucked into oblivion can really make you work up an appetite. I was still a bit disoriented from waking up, and simply went along with what Michelle told me. It was shower time, might as well take one.

Michelle handed me a towel and a pair of tighty whiteys. It had been a long time since I wore underwear like that, but jail is jail. As we made our way towards the shower, two things popped into my head. One, was how unofficial and shitty the prison was. I hadn’t even been formally booked, or heard a word since I was arrested about my rights or what the heck was going on. And two, I was about to take a shower with a bunch of Futanari women. That thought pushed out the former, and I could feel my cock hardening as we made our way into the shower room.

“Just so you know, the ladies are going to get a little wild with you being in there. We haven’t had a man in here in quite some time, and they’re gonna want to have some fun with you.” she said.

“I think I’m okay with that.” I said, fully awake and ready for round two. Even though I knew dad was going to smash me once I got out, I was intent on taking full advantage of the experience of being the only guy in an all Futa prison, a once in a lifetime opportunity.

“Take off your clothes and throw them in this bag.” Michelle said, doing the same thing. Once we were both naked, we entered the shower room and I was subjected to the most beautiful sight I’d ever seen. There must have been 10 gorgeous futanari women in there, each one beautiful in their own unique ways.

“Wow. Futanari women are breathtaking.” I said.

“That we are.” Michelle said. The rest of our shower mates noticed us as we walked up to our showerheads, and the energy skyrocketed immediately.

“Look who it is, mister fresh meat.” a tall blonde beauty with hourglass curves said, walking away from her showerhead and towards mine.

“I was hoping he’d come in here.” said another woman, who had a gorgeous she-cock that dangled halfway to her knees.

“Futanari women are also known for their endowment.” she said.

“I can see that.” I said, shifting my gaze from massive cock to massive cock as they approached me.

“You should probably get on your knees.” Michelle said. “Have you ever seen a bukkake scene in porn? Or a blowbang?”

“Yeah.” I said, getting down on my knees as every woman in the room surrounded me directly.

“Well, it’s your turn to be the one in the middle.” she said. Being surrounded by ten huge Futanari cocks made me feel almost inadequate, but I was too turned on to care. The women began stroking themselves, and I reached out to grab two cocks on pure instinct. The third came right at my face, and I eagerly tried to swallow it whole.

“Good boy.”

“That’s a good little slut, show us how much you want our cum.” said one of the women. I didn’t even know any of their names, had never met them before that moment, yet I was on my knees with two hands and a mouthful of cock. Everywhere I turned was more futa-cock, and I felt myself enter a frenzy of pure uninhibited arousal.

“Guck, guck, guck, guck, guck…gasp! Guck, guck guck, guck guck, guck.” A gorgeous indian Futanari woman held my head with both hands, and violently fucked my throat. I could actually feel her warm flesh sliding deeper and deeper in my throat, making it bulge and causing an outpour of viscous spit.

“He loves it, look at how hard his little cock is.” she said, taking notice of my throbbing erection. I’d never realized that Futanari women were even a thing, but I quickly realized that they were my thing. No regular woman had ever turned me on so deeply, and my severe urge to submit to and please their massive members was undeniable.

“I’m getting close, come here.” said a curvy redhead Futanari with huge breasts. As soon as the Indian woman removed her dick from my throat, hers replaced it. I gagged and choked, and the frenzied women treated me like nothing more than an object to be used for their gratification.

“Mmmm….” I moaned uncontrollably as my tongue dragged along the bottom of her hard flesh. Harder and harder she thrust against my face, and I could tell by her rapid labored breathing she was on the brink of explosion.

All of the Futanari women I’d seen had incredible bodies with almost cartoonish proportions. Massive tits, asses, beautiful faces and enormous cocks. Their balls were heavy and hung, full of semen.

“Open your mouth.” she ordered, stroking herself towards completion. I continued stroking another woman’s huge hardness, until the redhead Futanari’s eruption happened.

“Oh…fuck.” I said, as I was coated with huge shots of her sticky cum. Some of it fired directly into my mouth, quickly filling it entirely as other shots streaked my face.

“Swallow.” she moaned. I gulped down an entire mouthful of her seed, only to open my mouth and have it filled again. Futanari women were different, and came literal bucketloads. My entire face was dripping as I swallowed again, flushing her salty cum down my throat and she kept erupting. When she finally finished, the Indian Futa reached her climax. And then a blonde.

I didn’t know it was possible to consume as much cum as I did in the minutes that followed,  as I was continuously stroking two cocks and gulping down cum as the women blasted their heavy loads all over my face, chest, and into my mouth. My eyes were glued close, but I could hear their growling moans as cum continued to streak across me.

“It’s so much cum.” I said, wiping it off my face to no avail.

“We’re Futanari, we produce much more ejaculate than men.” Michelle said, having just emptied herself directly into my mouth. They all seemed to enjoy cumming on my face, but then another woman forced her cock deep into my throat, and proceeded to shoot 20 or 25 huge ropes of cum directly into my stomach.

As she was bursting down my throat, I reached orgasm without my dick being touched. It was an almost druglike level of arousal, and it was a powerful climax even without direct stimulation. I’d never reached climax without being touched, and I could hardly believe it as it was happening.

The girls lost interest after they’d finished, and once it was over I showered up, washing myself of all their excess cum. I couldn’t help noticing that they remained hard while they showered, and so I asked my celly for an explanation.

“How are they all still hard after that?” I asked.

“Futanari women have hypercocks. We can stay hard for hours, and cum over and over again.” she said.

“Jesus, that’s really hot.” I said.

“Yeah. You like us don’t you? Futa women.” she asked, grinning because she already knew the answer.

“Yeah, I do.” I said, shrugging my shoulders. It was well beyond my ability to control, but I was definitely obsessed and intrigued.

“Some guys get really into Futa women, I can tell you’re one of them.” she said, having a chuckle.

“What’s wrong with that?” I asked.

“Oh, there’s nothing wrong with it. It’s my favorite, seeing a guy so helplessly attracted to me that he regresses into a submissive little fuck toy for me to use as I please. As you would say, that’s really hot.” she said.

I smiled to myself, knowing that I’d really opened up a can of worms by accidentally illegally fishing the island. From that point on, when I fished the island, it wouldn’t be an accident. It would be so that I could return to heaven on Earth, Futanari prison.

The women did have occasional access to email and the internet, so I got Michelle’s email and promised I’d be back to see her. The truth was, I’d kind of fallen for her. I wasn’t sure how serious my feelings were, but it was definitely a great sexual connection with someone I could hang out with. All I had to do was get caught fishing. It was an incredible discovery and secret, and I had every intention of exploring it to the fullest.

Unfortunately, my sentence was only for the day and I was let out early the next morning. I practically sprinted back to the boat, and thank God it was still there and fully intact. I got it back home, and anticipated the worst. My father was not the one to mess with when it came to using his things like that, and he would have been deeply offended, disappointed, and angered if he were to find out I went joy riding, got arrested, and spent a day in a random prison that I didn’t even know the name of.

But as luck would have it, he was out on his other boat for a three day mini vacation. He had no idea I ever took it. I filled it back up with gas, cleaned up the small messes I’d made, and reveled in the fact that I got away with it.

And of course, I started plotting how I would return. I was thankful that God allowed me to steal dad’s boat without him ever knowing, but I wasn’t going to force my hand. I needed to buy a small paddle boat and commit to a serious day of rowing. I would need to check the weather, and go on a calm day so the waters were manageable. But I had every intention of dropping off the grid for a while, using fishing as my excuse to volunteer for more days in Futanari prison. It was an entirely new world opened up to me, and I was the perfect person to exploit it.

It was time to get to work, because this was going to be very, very fun.


Ganged at Futanari Prison - Dominant Group Futa on Male

Chapter 1 - Deep Motivation

After experiencing the Futanari women of what I later found out was called Futakiki Island, I knew I had to go back. It was the discovery of all discoveries, my equivalent to the holy grail.

To be honest, I didn’t have a lot going for me at the time. My dad was rich, and I lived in one of his guest houses rent free. I had a beat up old car, a manager/delivery driver job at the pizza place down the street, and a desire to become the greatest gamer in the world. But I could put that last one on hold while I got my fill of the most desirable women in the world.

All I had to do was get back there, but without access to my dad’s boat, that was no easy task. I could paddle my way there, but it would take all day. Still, it was the easiest way to the island. For the next two weeks, I saved up my money and picked up extra shifts. I bought myself a $600 pontoon with some oars, and decided to set out early one morning on a calm day.

It was a major risk, quitting my job and trying to paddle all the way to Futakiki. Few people traveled there, as it was known for its dense thorns instead of its greatest secret. I wasn’t interested in exploring the island, I just needed to get arrested. I brought my trusty fishing pole to ensure I could make it happen.

I wondered if my father or job would report me as a missing person, or assume I simply wandered off? I had plans on staying for a while, as I couldn’t think of a better existence than being surrounded by tons of hypersexual Futanari women for a long period of time.

It was with that in mind that I paddled off, equipped with my trusty GPS inside its waterproof case. My biggest worries were sharks and crazy waves, but a few hours into my journey it seemed like easy going. The work was difficult, and my shoulders burned from continuous paddling, but I figured I would make it there by 4 or 5.

It was like taking a free vacation. The food would be bland, but the experience and sightseeing alone were worth the trip. On the way, I distracted myself from the monotony of rowing by thinking about how to lengthen the sentence I’d receive for fishing illegally. One day was nowhere near enough time, I was thinking of doing at least a couple weeks of hard time.

I can’t describe my excitement as I plowed through my sandwiches and chips at the halfway point. My body felt good, and I was ahead of schedule. I’d have my face buried between a gorgeous futa’s asscheeks in the matter of a few hours. Since my last stint in Futanari Prison, I hadn’t even tried to get laid. My focus was single pointed, aimed entirely at doing whatever it took to get back to the promised land.

Truth be told, I wasn’t the greatest when it came to women, and had only had sex a few times in my life before my trip to prison. I wasn’t the type with confidence, or game, I just tried to be myself, and not a lot of girls are throwing themselves at introverts who wish to dedicate their lives to playing video games.

Futanari Prison was my chance to freely explore with a myriad of gorgeous women. I didn’t even have to try, they were all over me from the moment I walked in. And that was only one day, imagine how much better things would get over time. Maybe I would just kill someone and commit myself to a life sentence, although the prison didn’t have any access to video games.

`My untrained body wore down over time, until my arms were so heavy they were hard to move. Luckily, I was only a mile and a half out. I paddled out until the waves were washing me in, and then shook my arms and relaxed until I reached shore. After dragging my boat onto the beach, I sat down in the shade and drank a 32 ounce sports drink in about 3 minutes.

“Goodness. That was rougher than I thought it would be.” I said, gathering my fishing gear. I began to wonder if I’d made a mistake, maybe they didn’t patrol for fishing very seriously and I’d only gotten lucky the first time. What if I fished for days and days and wasn’t caught? I realized I should have brought my drone, and located the prison itself. As it were, I was stuck on the beach of an island hoping the cops would find me.

I went for a little hike, as much of one as I could manage considering there were thorns and thick brush everywhere. Eventually, I found a little fishing hole that was out in the open, and I threw in a basic plastic worm. My plan wasn’t really to catch fish, it was for me myself to be caught.

After an hour or so with no luck, I decided to pack up and try my luck elsewhere. Before I could head back towards the boat, a pickup truck pulled up.

“Sir, were you fishing the island again?” she asked. It was the same police officer who had arrested me before.

“You caught me, red handed. I can’t resist fishing the island.” I said, smiling wide.

“Well, you can’t say you didn’t know about the law this time, come on. We have to take you in.” she said, as her partner came around to assist with the arrest.

“A pickup truck, eh? Little nicer than the golf cart.” I said, making small talk.

“Yeah, you’re a little further out from the prison than last time.” she said. They loaded me into the back, and we took off down windy dirt roads. I was going back to Futanari Prison.


Chapter 2 - Released Back Into the Wild

There was no real booking process in place, and I was once again transported to population and released without much instruction. The same as before, the attention immediately shifted over to me. But this time, I was ready.

“We got a new one, a boy!” she said, calling me out on the spot. I didn’t recognize the girl, but she was very bold. And tall. And sexy.

“I’m Chris.” I said, giving her a nod.

“Shut up. Chris.” she said, mocking my name. She started to get up in my face, but Michelle spotted me and interrupted the confrontation.

“Hey you.” she said, stepping between the woman and I without even noticing what was happening. She gave me a hug, and told me that there was still an open bunk for me.

“Awesome. I told you I’d be back.” I said, giving her a wink.

“I can’t believe you got arrested on purpose, just to come back here.” she said. If only she knew how much I’d enjoyed my first day there, it wouldn’t surprise her in the least.

“So what’s new?” I asked, looking around.

“Nothing ever changes here, it’s always the same old place. Couple of new faces though.” she said.

“Yeah, I noticed. How many inmates are there here anyway?” I asked.

“Not sure, you’d have to look at the inmate roster. I think it’s around 50.” she said.

“And they’re all Futanari?” I asked.

“Except for you, yeah.” she said. “Futakiki Island doesn’t have inhabitants, just a rogue tribe of futanari.”

“Interesting. And you used to be a part of the tribe?” I asked.

“Still am. Just doing my time.”

“What are you in for?” I asked.

“Assault with intent to kill.” she said. “It was me and this girl I was dating, she cheated on me and I went ape shit.”

“Oh.” I said, thrown off guard. I hadn’t even really considered the possibility that the Futanari women I was  volunteering to live with might be dangerous. Especially not Michelle. 
“I’m fishing again.”

“I figured. You know that’s only one day, right?” she asked.

“Can’t I do something to earn another day? Like start a food fight or something?” I asked. Michelle started laughing.

“That would do it.”

“Perfect.” I said.

“You aren’t actually gonna do it.” she said, egging me further on.

“Yeah, I will.” I said. We made our way into our cell with a couple of other Futa girls, and I had a seat on my mattress. The rest of them played a card game and we all made small talk. The thing is, I was already really horny and the girls in my cell didn’t seem too interested.

“You want us to deal you in?” one of the girls asked. I shook my head.

“I think I’m gonna take a couple laps.” I said, walking to the edge of the fence and looking down over the various futanari women I’d be staying with. It popped into my head that these were the same women I’d be starting an unprovoked food fight with in a few short hours.

“You good?” Michelle asked.

“Yeah, I’ll be fine.” I said, waving her off as I made my way to the stairs and down into the common area of the jail. The other inmates sat at tables and stood in small groups, and they all looked right at me. I continued walking, as confidently as I could, and pretended not to notice them.

“You wanna come to the showers little boy?” one of the women called out. I looked right at her, and smiled.

“I remember you, you’re that little sissy boy that swallowed everybody’s cum.” another girl said. She looked familiar, and I immediately remembered her as the thick cocked, short haired blonde who drenched my face with a fire hose load of sticky futa cum.

“I’ll go bend you over in the shower right now if you’re serious.” the woman said, calling me out.

“Let’s go.” I said. “I’m Chris, by the way.”

“I don’t give a fuck what your name is, as long as you’re screaming mine while I fuck that little boyhole of yours.” she said.

“What is it? Your name?” I asked.

“Shelby.” she said.

“Nice to meet you. You’re very beautiful.” I said.

“Awh, he’s a sweet boy. Let’s see if you can be a naughty boy too.” she said, taking me by the hand and leading me toward the showers.

“You have a great ass.” I said, letting my fingers sink into it.

“You like?” she asked. “I’ll let you eat it if you want.” It was at this point I noticed that we weren’t going alone, as five or six other Futanari prisoners were following closely behind us. I could feel my excitement growing as we entered the changing room, and I watched in awe as the women stepped out of their prison garb and into the nude.

“Holy shit.” I said, looking directly at Shelby. She was turned facing away from me, and  her ass was a perfect Georgia peach. “Oh my God.” my cock turned hard at once, as she turned around to face me.

“What do you think?” she asked, spinning around in a full circle to showcase her curves and perfect feminine figure. Her hips were wide, and her bubble butt called out for my face to be buried in it. Shelby’s balls hung heavy and low, but somehow her length surpassed them. She wasn’t even hard and it had to be ten inches, and three times thicker than what I was packing.

“Goodness. You’re like a dream.” I said, unable to pry my eyes away from her formidable cock. Her toe nails were painted red, and she spun around on them to give me another glimpse.

“Why aren’t you naked?” she asked.

“Oh, yeah. Got a little distracted.” I said, pulling off my shirt and then taking off my pants.

“Distracted, or excited?” she asked, eyeing my erection.

“The distraction is what got me excited.” I said.

“I like it, it’s nice.” she said, stepping closer and wrapping her fingers around my dick.

“Thanks.” I said, settling into her touch. It was all worth it, the whole day spent rowing, this was why I did it.

“I think they’re waiting on us.” she said, using my dick as a handle to pull me into the shower room itself. And waiting they were, with hard cocks and hungry eyes. They surrounded me as I entered, and before I knew what was happening, I was down on my knees.

“Mmm…” I moaned, swirling my tongue around the tip of Shelby’s cock. Things quickly descended into another blowbang with me at the center, and I was more than happy to partake. Their hung cocks piercing my throat, slipping and sliding all the way in and out and creating turning me into a viscous vessel for saliva.

“Fuck.” a black woman moaned, as she forced my face down into her sack as she stroked herself hard and fast.

“Here ladies, let’s give him a buffet of asshole.” Shelby said, turning things around so to speak. She shook her phat ass in my face, and I inhaled her scent as I pressed my tongue against her rim. The Futanari women in the shower backed their asses up against me, until I was literally being drowned by plump round butts.

Much in the same way that my body reacted during my first rendezvous with Futanari women, my arousal took total hold, reducing me into a submissive toy to be used for their pleasure. My tongue swirled around a black woman’s asshole, while I reached around and stroked her with both hands.

The girls became more aggressive, pinning me to the floor and spreading my cheeks apart.

“Beg for it whore.” one of the girls said, right before she spat on the side of my face. My hair was pulled and I was wrestled into complete submission, and one of the girls began lapping away at my asshole.

“He’s gonna be our girl today.” I heard, whimpering at the novel sensation of a tongue being inserted into my backside. I thought back to my hands free orgasm, where I became so overtly turned on that I couldn’t even make it to being touched. It was humiliating in a way, but so pleasurable that I didn’t care. My cock ached and throbbed, and it felt so similar to the last time that I knew I might bust at any moment.

“Say that you’re a good girl for Futa cock.”

“I’m a good girl for Futa cock.” I said, doing exactly as I was told.

“What do you want slut? Do you want a big cock shoved in your tiny little girl pussy?” she asked, pulling my hair to make me look her in the eyes. I didn’t even know her name, but she was hot as fuck and I wanted to please her.

“Yes, I’m a little cock slut. An anal whore for big Futa cock.” No sooner had the words left my mouth, a cock was pressed inside me. There were knees on my back, and my head was being held in place, so I didn’t even know which one of them was inside me.

“Good girl.” The woman’s voice belonged to Shelby, and I knew she was the one taking the first turn. “We’re gonna fill you up with so much cum.”

“Yes. Please fill my pussy.” my breath hitched as she claimed my hole entirely, stretching me out to accommodate her thickness. The other girls took turns spitting into my mouth, making me swallow all of it.

“Put your ass up in the air, slut. Arch your back. Good girl, there you go.” Shelby said, taking over and really wailing away at me. I could feel her dick pulsing inside me, traveling to such depths that I could feel her in my stomach.

“How is it? Is it tight?”

“Not for long.” Shelby said, picking up the pace even further. I’d entered an almost disassociated state of arousal, and felt like I was watching the girls forcefully take me. Shelby came first, emptying her warm load deep inside me. I gasped for air as she pulled it out, and forced me to squeeze my ass as they marveled at how much cum she’d filled me with.

“My turn.” the black woman stepped up, pulling me to my feet and then bending me over. This of course allowed for two Futanari woman to take turns using my mouth while she used Shelby’s cum as lubricant. “He has a wet little pussy.” she said, giving my ass a hard slap.  “Are you wet for daddy’s cock?”

“Yes daddy…” I whimpered, drooling all over the meaty dick in front of me while being pounded. “Your cock makes me so wet.”

It’s hard to explain how it felt being so thoroughly dominated. I felt like an object, and being called and used as a girl only reinforced the emasculation. The women laughed at my expense, called my dick a little clitty, all the while using me for their gratification. It was humiliating, and the worst part might have been how much I liked it.

“Open your mouth.” the brunette stroking in front of me said, aiming her huge cock like a squirt gun and firing off inside my mouth. “Ugh! Fuck, good girl.” she moaned, arching her back while sticky rope after sticky rope fired off over my face. The pure amount of semen that Futanari women produce is mind boggling, and I tried my best to swallow as much as I could. She slapped her cock across my face several times, while I left my tongue out, begging for more.

“Mmm yeah. Look at that tight little pussy gripping my cock.” she moaned, shoving herself deeper with each powerful thrust. Her breathing changed, and her pace became frenetic. She was practically holding me in the air with her hands on my hands, pulling me into her as she fed me every inch of her big black she-cock.

“Ughhhh…” I whimpered, squealing in an inadvertently feminine way as she pumped me somehow fuller with cum. My own cock was throbbing so hard from having my anal spot rhythmically collided with so hard, and for so long that I knew I couldn’t hold out much longer. If I even touched it, I would explode with pleasure. I was so close to ejaculation that I felt dizzy, and my penis twitched and convulsed uncontrollably, minor spasms of my impending release.

“Look how stretched out it is.” Shelby said, still hard and watching the show. “Cum is just falling out of your ass right now.”

“Jesus.” I sighed, standing up freely for the first time since I was pinned to the hard concrete floor.

“He’s still hard as a rock, he must be enjoying it.” a Latina looking woman said, pointing at my hardness. They took turns emptying themselves inside me, commanding me to spread my ass so they could shoot it inside me. Each time my anus contracted, it made a sticky popping sound as their cum oozed out of me. By the time they’d all finished, I was left alone in the shower with Shelby.

“That was fun.” she said, stepping up to me and giving me a soft kiss on the lips. “Do you want to cum?”

“Yeah.” I said.

“Then cum in my pussy.” she said, lifting up her balls and exposing her wet vagina. She took hold of me, and began rubbing my cock up and down against her labia.

“I’m so close.” I said.

“Already?” she giggled, slipping the tip inside her warmth.

“Ugh!” I called out, feeling myself ejaculate beyond my control. “Oh my God.” I grinded against her by standing up on my tippy toes, as she was a solid five inches taller than me. She felt so good, so tight and warm and inviting. I didn’t even think about the potential consequences until I’d already finished, and reality came rushing back into my mind.

“Good boy. That was cute.” she said, patting me on the head and heading out. “You better hurry up, you’re gonna miss chow.”

“Oh, shit.” I said, grabbing a bar of soap that one of them had left behind and going to work. No matter how much I scrubbed, little bits of gelatinous sperm seemed left behind, and it continually oozed from my asshole down my leg. “Fuck.”

I didn’t have a towel, or any clothes besides the ones I’d worn. I’d have to put them on, dripping wet, and run to my cell to dry off.

“Fuck.” I repeated, coming to terms with my plight. There was no reason to wait for the right moment, as there were always inmates and officers milling about. I took off at full speed, dripping water like a dog until I arrived at my cell to dry off. A couple girls saw me, and took full advantage of laughing and pointing. As soon as I was dry, I made my way into the chow hall. That’s when it hit me, I would be released in the morning if I didn’t do something to lengthen my stay.

So I got my food, ate the parts I wanted, and then looked around, studying the room. A slice of cake was served at dinner, and I saved mine. As soon as I spotted Michelle, I knew she would be my victim. I fought the smile forming at the corner of my lips, stood up with the cake, walked over to her, tapped her on the shoulder, and then smashed it into her face.

“Food fight!” I yelled, bellowing as loud as I could.

“You little shit!” Michelle said, quickly standing up and lunging for me. There was another slice of cake to my left, I grabbed it and mashed it into a random girl’s hair as Michelle took me down. Chaos ensued.

“What the fuck?” I covered up, as kicks and stomps landed on my body and head. All I did was throw a cake in their face, and now I was getting beat up.

“Everybody down!” officers got involved, and I think I was ultimately the only person who threw any food. It was kind of a fail in that department, as I didn’t really start a food fight at all. I started an actual fight, one that I ended up on the losing end of.


Chapter 3 - Mission Accomplished

After the officers regained control of the inmates, I was transported to the medical wing of the prison, which consisted of two exam rooms and a small waiting area. I was seen right away by the prison nurse.

“Looks like 2, maybe 3 stitches.” she said, cleaning up the cut on my eyebrow. I’d already told Michelle I was going to start a food fight, I hadn’t expected her to get so mad.

“Damn.” I said. I’d been hoping the gash wasn’t deep enough. I was sent back to population after my stitches were finished, and there was an officer waiting for me.

“Hey you.” she said. “Come here.”

“Yes ma am.” I said.

“2 extra days for starting the food fight. If anything like this happens again, I’ll hit you with 30 days.” she said. “Don’t fuckin’ try me!”

“Okay, heard. Heard.” I said, feeling like I’d already accomplished my first mission. All I had to do was fuck up one more time, and my paid vacation was on. The only thing I had to worry about in the meantime was Michelle, my cellmate.

It was a nerve racking walk, but I made it with my head held high. I had to face whatever was awaiting me, because I planned on being there a while.

“Hey.” I whispered, shutting the cell door behind me softly. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s all good.” she said, sitting up and smiling wide. “It just pissed me off at the moment. You told me you were going to do it, I just didn’t know you were an asshole.” she chuckled. “They give you more time?”

“Two days. Next violation is 30.” I said.

“Are you gonna do it?” she asked.

“Fuck yeah I am.” I said, causing her to burst out laughing.

“You’re a crazy mother fucker Chris. I like you.” she said.

“I like you too.” I said.

“Then climb up here and be my little spoon.” she said. I did as I was told, and cuddled up to her soft flesh. “You owe me.”

“I know.” I said, letting her slide my pants down.

“We have to be quiet, they don’t like it when we fuck after lights out.” she whispered, massaging and kissing my ear.

“I’ll try.” I said.

“No, you’ll be quiet.” she said, removing her sock and stuffing it in my mouth. “Now be a good boy and take it.”

“Ughh.” I moaned, almost completely muffled by her sock. Her hard dick split my cheeks, and she grinded slowly against me, pressing it deep in my hole.

“That’s my hole.” she whispered, careful not to rock the bunk too much. She pulled my face to hers, and we made out passionately while she stroked my dick and fucked my asshole. It didn’t take long until she sent me over the edge, and watching me cum turned her on enough that she finished inside me, once again filling me with a massive Futanari cumload.

I ended up going back to my bottom bunk, and falling asleep with globs of cum still dripping from my asshole. It was a simple existence, and suited my desire to explore sex with a bunch of ready and willing women. My body ached with soreness, from the day’s journey and its rough culmination. There was no place I’d rather be, and I knew I’d made the right choice. In my own mind, as I drifted off that night, I was a legendary hero of epic proportions. I was finally going to get everything I wanted.


Instant MPreg at Futanari Prison

Chapter 1 - Morning Wood

The next morning, there was dried cum sticking me to my plastic mattress. It was gross, and a little embarrassing, but I’d slept very well and felt invigorated for another day at the prison. A part of me knew it was sad, that committing myself to prison voluntarily was making my life better. I also knew that it was a once in a lifetime opportunity, and I would have no regrets about it.

“You hungry?” Michelle asked, rubbing her eyes.

“Yeah. When is chow?”

“In about an hour. But I can give you a nice little protein shake now if you’re up for it.” she said, giving me a sexy look.

“Mmm…” I said, licking my lips. I thought about how much Futa cum I’d consumed in such a short period, and wondered if it would be good for me or not. Either way, it was a vice I couldn’t overcome. I needed and wanted more.

“You’re such a good boy. I like you. I wish you could stay here forever.” she said, dropping down to the floor and pulling out her morning wood.

“I love your cock. It’s gorgeous.” I said, giving it a long look up and down. “Such a babe.” I said, bringing it to my lips and kissing the tip.

“You’re gonna fuck around and make me catch feelings, then I’m gonna have to knock you up and keep you all to myself.” she said.

“I’d love to be yours.” I said, swirling my tongue around her puffy head. I assumed the knock me up comment was in line with the roleplay consisting of my being feminized by the Futanari in some ways. There were more of them than there were me, they ran the show, it was their island, and they all had bigger cocks than me. It was a role that made sense given the context. I didn’t even care, I just wanted to provide her relief. I wanted to make her cum for me.

“Worship it. Show me how much you want it.” she said. I was growing accustomed to being on my knees in front of Futanari women, and becoming more competent at working a big Futa dick.

“Mmm…” I moaned, throwing my throat against it while maintaining eye contact. At all times, she remained in full control of what was happening. There was no action she could command that I wouldn’t execute without hesitation.

“Slurp on my balls.” she said, squeezing them out for me. My mouth made popping sounds as I suctioned them.

“Mmm…” I moaned again, feeling my cock turn hard inside my orange pants.

“You can stroke yourself.” she said, giving me permission. “Just make sure we cum at the same time.”

“Yes Michelle.” I said, reaching inside my pants to tug at myself.

“Take it out. I know it isn’t big, but I like it.” she said. I slid my pants down around my ankles, and sat back down on them as I continued to consume her. I’d never felt more like myself, than down on my knees stroking and swallowing her massive she-cock.

Her balls swung as she began to fuck my face, and I could tell that using my throat would be the end of her.

“Oh, fuck. I like that, baby. I like that.” she groaned, thrusting harder and deeper against my gullet.

“Guck, guck, guck!” my throat made sounds as she used it at her discretion, while I stroked myself and arrived as she did.

“Chris!” she said my name, and began ejaculating down my esophagus right as I crossed my own threshold. Her cum load was immense, and was pumped directly into my stomach as she seized inside my throat. My own cum shot off harmlessly, landing on the floor and attaching itself to my hand.

“Mmm…” I cooed, swallowing my protein shake like a good boy.


Chapter 2 - Morning Chow

After my protein heavy liquid breakfast, we went to the chow hall for some grub. It was nice to put something solid in my belly, but I wasn’t particularly hungry. We were at a table with Michelle, myself, and a couple of her friends when I noticed Shelby staring at me from another table.

When we made eye contact, she blew me a kiss and went back to her meal. Michelle didn’t notice, and I began to think that maybe I hadn’t thought about all the components here. I was very attracted to Shelby, and would do anything she said within the realm of sexuality. She was hot, and I liked her, and I already had a taste and wanted more.

I was also smitten with Michelle, as I simply couldn’t help myself. She was as delectable as they came, and my eyes were obsessed with staring at her. Michelle was in jail for freaking out violently about infidelity, and had already given me a couple stitches for throwing a piece of cake in her face. My goal was to fuck and be fucked by as many Futanari women as humanly possible during my stay, and I hoped that this wouldn’t get in the way of it.

I kept my head down and consumed what I wanted of the food, and passed the rest off to my fellow inmates before retiring back to the common area. It didn’t take long for Shelby to approach me, and she was rather direct regarding her intentions.

“I want you to cum in me again.” she said, crossing her arms.

“It was nice, wasn’t it?” I asked.

“Well, you ejaculated prematurely so I didn’t feel much. But I forgive you, and I want you to show me that you’re better than that. You can actually fuck right?” she asked.

“I can.” I said, feigning confidence.

“Do you know where my cell is?” she asked.

“Nah.”

“It’s right across from yours, but on the lower level. Meet me there in ten minutes.” she said, and walked away. My natural instinct was to look over at my cell, to see if Michelle was watching. And she was. She rolled her eyes and went inside our cell, so I followed to see if I could figure out what was going on. All the while, my mind was completely on Shelby, and what might take place between us inside her cell.

“Go ahead. I don’t care.” Michelle said, leafing through a magazine as I entered the cell.

“What?” I asked.

“Shelby wants to fuck you, and you want to fuck her. Good for you. She’s hot. I get it.” she said, without looking up.

“I mean, is that cool?” I asked, trying to get a gauge on the situation.

“Yeah, it’s whatever.” she said.

“If you don’t want me too…”

“Look, Chris. I get it. You fetishize Futanari women because you didn’t know we existed and now you’re getting laid. I don’t care, do you.”

“It’s not that.” I said, realizing it wasn’t true. “I mean, yeah I guess, but if you and I are like, dating, then no one told me.” I said, accidentally raising my voice.

“Chris, don’t even. It’s fine. Obviously I read too much into it, and thought you were emailing me and getting arrested just to see me, but really it was just to get your rocks off. And that’s fine. It just isn’t where I was seeing this going, with us.” she said.

“Do you and Shelby not get along or something?” I asked.

“We’re cordial, but I don’t care for her.”

“Alright. I’m still going to hook up with her. You could come join me if you’d like.” I said, throwing a random hail mary.

“I don’t know if she’d like that, maybe you could just stay over here. Trade her out for me.” she said.

“I like you a lot, Michelle, but I like variety as well.”

“Hmm…well I don’t mind that.” she said.

“Come with me, it’ll be really hot to see you two sharing.” I said.

“No. Go have your fun with Shelby, but be ready when you get back. I’m quite territorial, and will have to lay claim to you once she’s done.”

“Like marking your territory?” I asked.

“Like re-marking it.” her eyes narrowed, and she blew me a kiss.

“Alright, I’ll be back in a little while.” I said, surprised with how easily the situation had diffused. I was still getting used to the world of Futanari prison women, but I was liking it more with each passing day. I thought back to Michelle kicking me while I was down, and of the reason she was in there to begin with. Was I playing with fire?


Chapter 3 - A Romp With Shelby

By the time I made it to Shelby’s room, she was also naked in bed with a full erection. Her massive cock was shiny with lube, and her heavy testicles bounced with each stroke.

“You couldn’t wait?” I asked.

“I’m in heat. I need it.” she said, smiling as I closed the bars behind me. “Sometimes, I like to make love. Sometimes, I like to be on the giving end. But right now, I want to be bent over and fucked hard. Do you think you can do that?”

“I think I can handle that.” I said, pulling my shirt up over my head.

“God, I miss men.” she said, turning over onto her stomach and getting on all fours.

“Such a bubble.” I said, giving her ass a good squeeze.

“Slap it, daddy. I want it rough.”

“Oh yeah?” I asked. It was nice having a Futanari woman submit to me, begging for me to take her instead of the other way around. Not that I had any complaints either way.

“Please daddy…” she whispered, her fingers digging into her white sheet as I approached.

“So you’re gonna be my little slut? And I can fuck you as hard and as rough as I want?” I asked, reaffirming the rules a final time. Shelby turned her head, bit down on her lower lip, and nodded her head. “I just really want your cock in me.”

“Good girl.” I said, standing behind her and gazing down at her dripping wetness. She wasn’t kidding about being in heat, as there were tears of arousal rolling down her inner thighs. I took hold of myself at the base, and began rubbing it up and down between her lips.

“Mmm hmm…”

“Do you want it?” I asked, continuing to tease. I’d had my eye on her since the moment I saw her, and was ready to finally have my chance at her.

“So much. I need it.”

“Such a good girl.” I said, letting myself slide inside her. It immediately felt like her pelvic muscles were squeezing around me, and she called out as I pressed it all the way in.

“Fuck!” her ass was perfect, and her fat formed creases right below her lower back. In and out, I thrust harder and faster, reveling in the sensations of her tightness.

“It’s so little.” I grunted, feeling myself turn impossibly hard. It was almost too much, being inside her felt so good that it made me lose control.

“Harder, daddy…” she begged, throwing her ass back against me with each forward thrust. The sound of our skin slapping together filled the cell, and I breathed hard and deep through my nose to try and maintain some control of myself. Her heavy testicles swung back and forth as I lay claim to her, and I couldn’t believe the heaven I found myself in.

“You like that?” I asked, much to her approval.

“Yes! Please give it to me, please don’t stop.” she whimpered. I mashed her head into the mattress, slamming myself against her at full force. The harder I fucked her, the more she enjoyed it, and she regressed into a puddle of pure pleasure.

“That’s my little pussy.” I barked, reacting to how much she seemed to enjoy it when I turned vocal.

“Yours, daddy!”

“Only mine.”

“Only yours. I love the way you fuck me.” she cried. There was no denying her claims, her reactions said it all. She was in another world, like pure pleasure gave her a momentary break with reality where all she could do was enjoy.

“Are you a good little slut?” I asked, pulling her hair and forcing her to turn her head towards me. I wanted to look at her pretty face while I came inside her.

“Only for you.”

“I’m gonna cum inside your pussy.” I said, feeling myself approaching climax.

“Do it! Cum in me.” she shouted, tears of extreme agony streaming down her cheeks. She appeared deranged in the sexiest possible way. “I’m gonna cum!” she said, her face and upper chest flushing red.

Ugh!” I continued grinding as hard and fast as I could, pulling her against me with her hips. She’d reached down between her legs and began furiously pleasuring herself, causing her to restrict even tighter around me.

“Oh fuck…” Her eyes bulged, and rolled back as my tingling reached a crescendo.

“Shelby…fuck…” the explosions erupted inside her, and I never even considered pulling out. It was too amazing, so tight and wet and inviting.

“Baby…” she exhaled, and let herself collapse onto the bed. I took a deep breath, smiled, and joined her.

“That was incredible.” I said, laying back and staring at the top bunk. It was a great time to be me, and I couldn’t have been any happier. It hit me that I still needed to violate the rules in some way to lengthen my sentence, because there was no way I was ready to go home.


Chapter 4 - Risk

Michelle didn’t bring it up when I first went back to the cell, she only spoke when it was time for chow, and told me to come along.

“I’m starving, I hope it’s something legit.” I said.

“Why are you so hungry? Did you do something to work up an appetite?” she asked, giving me a nudge on the arm.

“I had a little workout earlier.”

“How was it?” she asked.

“Good. I felt like I got a good pump.” I said, as we walked into the chow hall and assumed our place in line.

“Look, I don’t care about it, but I’m very territorial. I need to know what ya’ll got into.” she said.

“What do you mean? I went to her cell, and we hooked up.” I said, grabbing a tray and trying to work my way through what felt like a minefield of questions.

“Yeah, I know that, but what did y'all actually do?” she asked.

“Ugh, like what positions?” I asked.

“Yeah. Did y’all do any weird foreplay or anything?”

“No, it was pretty straightforward. Or straight backward, to be more accurate.” I said, recalling my tryst a few hours earlier with Shelby. Just thinking about her made my dick start turning hard.

“What does that mean?” she asked, laughing. “Did you fuck her, or did she fuck you, or both?”

“I fucked her.” I said, feeling good that I could finally claim a victory without being bent over.

“She just let you fuck her? Did you blow her?”

“Jesus, what is this, 20 questions?”

“No, I told you, I’m territorial. I’ll get crazy if I don’t know what happened, so just let me know what happened. It’s not that big of a deal.” she said. We made it to the front of the line, and I saw that dinner was green beans, a piece of cornbread, and two chicken legs. Not bad at all.

“Well, she was, like, super horny. As soon as I got in there, she turned over and started begging me to fuck her.” I said. “She said she wanted to be fucked really hard, so that’s what I did.”

“Oh shit. I think you might have fucked up, boy.” she said.

“Why?” I asked.

“Well, Shelby is known for being pretty dominant, but she turns real submissive while she’s fertile. She might have been in heat.” she said, laughing to herself.

“What do you mean, in heat?” I asked.

“Oh Chris, you don’t know as much about Futanari women as you think.” she said. We grabbed our plates, and went to the table we ate at to sit down.

“So what is it?”

“You already know what it is.” she said, still chuckling as she picked at her green beans. “You know how cats go into heat? And all they want to do is be fucked over and over until they’re pregnant?”

“Yeah.”

“It’s exactly like that. Regular women have monthly cycles, and it definitely affects their level of arousal, but ours is a little more…uncontrollable.” she said. “You came inside her, didn’t you?”

“I did.” I said, getting hit with a weird feeling in my stomach. “I hope she isn’t.”

“That’s what happens when you think with your dick.” she said, seeming to enjoy her meal more knowing that I had gotten myself into a pickle. My appetite dwindled, but I still ate my food monotonously because it was the last meal of the night.

“Fuck.” I whispered, staring down at my chicken. Michelle was right, I couldn’t be in there with all of these Futa women and taking stupid risks like that. I loved it there, and planned to stretch out my vacation for some time, but I didn’t want to be institutionalized there. 

Chapter 5 - A Rough Filling

I convinced myself not to dwell on it, and promised that I wouldn’t cum inside of random women at the prison anymore. It was way too risky. Still, it was only one time and I figured the chances were good that she wouldn’t actually get pregnant.

Michelle was adamant on talking about it all night in the cell, slowly goading details out of me one by one.

“You pinned her head into the mattress while you fucked her?” she asked.

“Yeah, she wanted me to get a little rough, so I did.”

“I like that. It’s hot.”

“Oh yeah?” I asked.

“Yeah, picturing you doing that to her is kind of a turn on.” she said.

“You want me to do it to you?” I asked.

“No.” she said, grinning. “I want to do it to you.” Michelle stood up, and dropped her pants. It wasn’t hard, but she was waking up. “Turn over. Get in the same position as Shelby was.”

“Okay.” I said, removing my prison garb and getting on my hands and knees. I suddenly understood what all of the questions were about. If I did it to another girl, she was going to do it to me.

“Good boy, spit on your fingers and rub it around your anus. You’re gonna wanna be lubricated for this.” she said. As much as I wanted to be in her position, I still couldn’t tell her no. A part of me wanted to be servile to her, to give her everything she wanted and do exactly as I was told. She brought it out of me naturally.

“I want it.” I said, watching her stroke her she-dick up and down as I slobbered on my fingers and shoved them into my anus. It was almost embarrassing how much it turned me on to be objectified and used the way she used me. My cock was throbbing hard without being touched, and it only grew somehow harder as she pressed her girth into me.

“Are you sure you can take it?” she asked, gripping me by the throat and forcing me to look all the way up at her.

“Yes, Michelle.”

“It was very rude what you did with Shelby earlier, when you could have had me instead. I want you to beg for forgiveness, but you’ll only receive it once you’ve made me cum.” she said, peering into my eyes with scorching intensity.

“I’m sorry, you’re right. I should have stayed here with you.” I said. She relinquished her grip on my throat, taking hold of my hips as handles instead.

“Yes you should have. As long as you understand that now.” she said. I whimpered and squealed as she took me, showing no mercy as she plowed me even harder than I’d taken Shelby. “I didn’t tell you to stop begging.”

“I’m sorry…I’m sorry…” I pleaded, nearly crying in agony. Her heavy balls swing back and forth, colliding with mine as she made me into her servile little bitch.

“Who is your favorite Futanari girl?” she asked, slapping my ass as she continued to plunder me.

“You are, Michelle.”

“Whose cock do you serve?” she asked, feeding me with the entirety of her pipe.

“Yours!” I could feel it happening again, my cock approaching orgasm despite the lack of direct stimulation.

“Beg to take it harder.” she said, her voice laced with anger. There was no doubt that she’d taken my rendezvous with Shelby personally, and was using her huge cock to take out her frustrations on my ass.

“Please Michelle, fuck me harder. Use me.” I begged, as she smashed my face into the mattress and continued thrusting. I begged into the pillow, struggling for breath as my unpreventable climax approached.

“You’re about to cum aren’t you?” she asked, releasing the pressure slightly on my head.

“Yes.” I whimpered.

“Such a little fuckslut. You like when mommy fucks your little g spot, don’t you?” she asked, savoring the state she reduced me to.

“Yes mommy…” my cock began to twitch, exploding with cum as pleasure rippled through my body.

“Good boy.” she cooed, not letting up on her unrelenting pace. I went limp as she continued impaling herself into me, and she came quickly after I did.

Her cum being pumped directly into my ass was a novel sensation, as I could feel the warmth so deep it felt like it was in my stomach. Her erection convulsed over and over, filling me to the brim with her sticky seed.

“Squeeze your ass, made it talk.” she said, pulling herself out of me and squeezing the last couple drops from the tip of her dick into my waiting hole. My post orgasm clarity made what I was doing feel extra shameful, but I didn’t dare disobey her.

It made squishing sounds, and I could feel it leaking out and down my asshole. She came so much more than me, it felt like slime was oozing out and down my leg. Her cum was extra thick and white, so viscous that it stuck to everything.

“Here.” she said, tossing me a towel. “Don’t get it all over everything.”

“Thanks.” I said.

“Oh yeah, and Chris? You’re forgiven.” she said, giving me a smile and a wink.

I crashed out hard that night, knowing that I had to pull some sort of stunt to extend my stay in the prison. Little did I know, it was already taken care of.


Chapter 6 - The Consequences of Risk

The next morning, I was forcibly pulled out of my cell and transported to a small holding room all by myself. I wasn’t sure what was going on, but I could tell right away that it wasn’t good.

“Chris Matthews?” an officer asked, having a seat across the table.

“Yes. What is this about?”

“It’s about an accusation that’s been made about you from within the prison.” she said, flashing a stern look.

“And what is that?”

“Inmate 19801, or Shelby Green as you may know her by, stated that the two of you engaged in unprotected sex in her cell, and she’s now pregnant.” she said.

“No way.” I said.

“So you’re denying the allegations?”

“Well, no.”

“So you did have intercourse with Ms. Green?” she asked.

“Yeah. We did. Is that not allowed?” I asked. She frowned at me, and crossed her arms.

“Don’t play dumb Mr. Matthews, fraternization is not allowed.” she began scribbling on her pad. “Your stay is being extended by 90 days, at which point we will have a hearing to establish custody and visitation of the child.”

“Are you serious? 90 days?” I asked.

“That’s when Shelby is due.”

“What? No, that’s not right. We had sex yesterday afternoon. That baby isn’t mine.” I said. The officer frowned again, this time looking at me with deep concern.

“Yes, that is her conception date. Futanari women can detect pregnancy within 24 hours, and take 3 months from conception to birth.” she said.

“Oh. I didn’t know that.”

“You seem to be confused by a lot of things Mr. Matthews. If I were you, I’d start reading some books about parenting.” she said, gathering her notebooks and folders before heading out.

Another officer came in shortly after, and took me back to the common area. I could tell that everyone was looking at me, talking about me and Shelby. It was a long confusing day after that, as all I could do was sit and think about my impending doom. It started as a way to get free room and board while having casual, guilt free sex with a group of gorgeous futanari women, and things had quickly spiraled out of control. I wasn’t ready to be a dad.

I had trouble falling asleep that night, and woke up violently sick. After throwing up a few times, I heard Michelle snickering at me.

“Looks like Shelby isn’t the only one with morning sickness.” she said.

“Ugh, must have been the chicken.” I said.

“I ate the same chicken, and I’m fine.”

“Yeah. I dunno, I just don’t feel right.” I placed my hand on my stomach, and it was warm to the touch.

“You wanna know something else you probably didn’t know about Futanari women?” she asked.

“Sure.” I said, wiping the vomit from the corner of my mouth with a piece of folded up toilet paper.

“In the same way that we can get pregnant, we can make someone else pregnant.” she said.

“Makes sense with all of that cum.” I said, blowing my nose.

“Not just women.” she said, letting it sink in. “We can get boys pregnant too.”

“That isn’t possible.” I said.

“Just wait. In three months, you’re going to have two children. One with Shelby, and one with me. I told you I’m territorial.” she said.

“You have got to be kidding me.”

“No, I’m not. But don’t worry, we’ll make cute babies.”

There was no way I was going to fall asleep that night. Michelle informed me that there were no abortions in the jail, and that we were required to see the pregnancies through. After Shelby and I gave birth, we’d be transported to another section of the jail, where most of our days would be spent with our children.

“I’m getting out in three months.” I said.

“Probably, but you won’t be going home.” she said.

“Why not?” I asked.

“Because what you do and where you go after this is going to be determined by the court hearing, and you’ve got two of them. You have one with your baby mama, and I have one with mine.” she said. It wasn’t until that moment that I realized how cunning she really was, and it made me very worried about who I’d gotten myself involved with.

I got one Futanari woman pregnant, and another did the same to me. My stay as a captive at Futanari Prison had just turned a whole lot more interesting.


MPreg at Futanari Prison

Chapter 1 - Preparing for Mother--Ugh, Fatherhood?

There was no simple way of coming to terms with the predicament I’d landed myself in. The steps I took to arrive there were clear. All that I could do was dig my heels in, and take responsibility for my actions. I would have one baby mama, and one baby mama baby daddy? It was hard to muddle through.

At the same time, they were simple terms that I had to accept. I was going to have two children with two beautiful futanari women. Sure, the timing was awful and the circumstances couldn’t have been worse, but it was what it was.

My life had already been in shambles, let’s face it. I lived at home with my dad, who hated me and thought I was a loser, and I had a couple close male friends but that was about it. There were no women in my life outside of my mom, and she lived on the other side of the world. I didn’t work, not really. Side jobs here and there and I made a very humble salary from my lone video game sponsorship of $45 a month. I guess I wasn’t quite worth fifty.

I laid in my bunk for most of the day, staring off into space and really thinking about my life in its entirety. Video games were my passion, and I instantly started missing it. If I could have a controller in my hand, and a screen to immerse into at that moment I would have been in another world.

But that wasn’t the case. I was sitting in a jail cell that I volunteered for in order to meet and hookup with Futanari women. My plan worked to perfection outside of what appeared to be their extreme fertility. 3 months from pregnancy to giving birth is crazy, but that’s what me and Shelby were facing.

As it were, I had nothing but cold hard realities causing me stress and staring back at me. I knew what I had to do, and it involved full commitment. For one, I had to do my time, which had ballooned to three months. I also needed to make the most of the time I had, which involved the standard prison bother of eating right, working out, and getting good sleep. I wanted to be at my absolute best for my kids, and for their mothers.

A wry smile spread across my face at the realization. In a way, I had two girlfriends, with plenty more available. It wasn’t the worst set of problems to have. Still, there was a stark reality that I couldn’t ignore.

It was frustrating, as I couldn’t even go get a job or do anything to better myself financially in the meantime. All I could do was wait, gestate a baby and all that. Girls always talked about how hard it was, and to be fair, theirs is 9 months, but I was put in the rare position of getting to experience the truth about a very female thing. What does it actually feel like to be pregnant? And to give birth?

Wait a minute, oh shit. I don’t have a vagina, where the hell is the baby going to come out of?

“Michelle!!!” I yelled, practically screaming when struck with the dark thought that a baby was going to shove itself through my urethra.

“Jesus Chris!” she exclaimed, giving me a sideways look. “I’m right the fuck here.” she pointed at her ears.

“Sorry. Uhm, fuck. Is the baby going to come out of my dick?” I asked. Michelle furrowed her brows, staring back at me without a hint of expression.

“Yeah, and Futanari babies are big. Like 20-25 pounds, they completely destroy the penis.” she said, her look turning to concern.

“Oh.” I said, feeling myself turn white. It was over, I was going to lose my penis. I’d made woeful errors, a critical mistake, and God was punishing me for the wickedness of my ways. Suddenly, the silence of the room was overtaken by a hysterical, maniacal cackle.

“No…Chris No. Ahhhh!” she fought for breath, laughing so hard I thought she might lose consciousness. A feeling of relief swept over me. “No…oh God…Oh Lord…Save me lord…”

“Okay, okay. I get it. This is all new to me. I didn’t even know about Futanari women until I got here.”

“You’re fine, baby. It’s just funny, that’s all.” she said, finally getting herself under control. “They do come out of your ass though.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yes, baby. It’s the only other hole that works.” she said.

“I was hoping for a C-section.”

“They could probably do that.” she said. “But it’s not as bad as you think. Futanari babies are actually smaller, and we’ll lube you up and all that. If you can take my dick like you do, you can definitely give birth.”

“Damn. Still. It makes me nervous as fuck, my palms are legit sweating right now.” I said.

“I bet.” she said, jumping down from her bunk to have a seat beside me. “Let me tell you something else about Futanari women, we can give birth to other futanari women. We’re the only ones who can.”

“Makes sense.”

“But only about 1 out of every 25.” she said.

“Oh, wow. You’re rare.” I said.

“That I am.” she said, tossing her hair over her shoulder and winking. “That’s why there aren’t so many of us.”

“Interesting.”

“What do you do outside of here? Like, are you ready to have two kids?” she asked.

“Not at all.” I said, sighing heavily. “Not at all.”

“Nobody’s ready, I don’t think. That’s why we all have some issue or another with our own parents. You just strap in, and do the best you can.” she said. “I’ll be here to help. I’m only in for another 5 months, but with a kid on the way I can probably get out at the same time as you with good behavior.”

“Yeah? Is having a kid something you’ve wanted to do before?” I asked.

“Baby, please. I already have an 8 year old, she’s on the island with her mama.” she said.

“Oh, nice. So you’ve done this before. Thank God.” I said.

“Yeah. You’re my second baby mama.”

“Real funny.”

“Even though I don’t much care for Shelby, it’ll be cool having our kids grow up at the same time.” she said. “By the way, you never answered what you did outside of here.”

“I’m an amateur gamer.” I said.

“Oh, cool. I meant for work though.” she said.

“Uhm, kind of between jobs at the moment.” I said.

“Oh boy. Please don’t tell me you’re gonna be a deadbeat.”

“What? No. Of course not.” I said. “I can work, just wasn’t very motivated.”

“Well you better figure that out, and fast. I don’t need no scrubs.”

“What is a scrub?” I asked, smirking.

“You know the song. You better shape up boy, I’m serious.”

“Well, we did meet in prison. So whatever happens is kind of your own fault.” I said.

“There’s no me and you anymore, Chris, only us.”

“Gross! Shut up.” I said. We went to chow, and sat with Shelby. It was a little awkward, but nice. They were both so hot, I still couldn’t get over it.


Chapter 2 - Getting Into The Groove

Michelle was there to offer me lots of support. She’d already been through what I was going through, and understood the nuances and niche of an individual pregnancy. Actually being pregnant was awful and unpleasant, there were certainly perks in the prison.

For one, prisoners who were pregnant had a completely separate little lunch room, where women from the Futanari tribe of Futakiki would prepare feasts on the daily. The food was impeccable, and varied from day to day. It was like they’d mastered all of the different styles and nailed authentic takes on traditional dishes consistently.

They made the best lamb chops I’d ever tasted, melting off into your mouth with an impossible softness. They did sushi twice a week, always alongside lots of other Japanese staples. Chow became an event, and they even let me sneak back leftovers for Michelle.

“I want her to like me.” Shelby said, one day while we were eating.

“I mean, I get it. I’d like it too. And it’s not really that she dislikes you, she just doesn’t like you.” I said, trying my best to explain. I knew from private conversations with Michelle that there was really no changing her head on the issue. She was perfectly content being cordial, but she didn’t want it to go beyond that.

“What if I gave her leftovers too? Would you tell her some are from me?” she asked, with wide begging eyes.

“Sure, baby.” I said, more in an attempt to pacify her than anything. I was okay with the two camps being separate, especially considering neither of them minded enough to tell me to stop sleeping with both of them. The only issues between us were that Michelle was a bit jealous and possessive, and because of that she didn’t care for Shelby.

Actually, it started before that, but it’s ultimately just girl stuff that I’ll never understand anyway. My concern was that things remained civil, and that no one encroached on my ability to enjoy my time with my girls.

Ultimately, I just had more leftovers. There was no reason to tell Michelle that some of them were from Shelby, because not only did she not care, she wouldn’t enjoy the leftovers as much knowing some might be hers. Plus, I did want the leftovers. Because I was pregnant, and hungry, and all that. Food is a scarce commodity in prison, but I had a group of Futanari master chefs at my disposal.

After a while I did tell her that it was Shelby adding to our daily loot of delectable goods, in an attempt to win her over. Michelle didn’t react the way I expected, she seemed to almost revel in the fact that Shelby was bowing to her.

“Maybe she could be a good girl after all. She’s very pretty. I’ve always said that about her.” Michelle said. “You’ve fucked her, is she any good in bed? You can tell me the truth, I won’t be mad.”

“Well, I mean, she’s hot. Her ass, her face, her tits.”

“I know she’s hot, idiot. I can see her. I shower with her. I asked you if she was good in bed or not?”

“Very good.”

“Chris. Okay, thanks. What does she like, what is she into?” she asked.

“She likes it from behind, and like, lots of kissing.”

“Is she verbal?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know how I talk to you a lot during sex, and make you answer very direct questions like do you like mommy’s hard cock in your ass?”

“Oh, no. She’s not like that. She moans a lot though, if she likes what you’re doing.” I said.

“Interesting. Tell her I said thanks for the leftovers.” she said, turning her attention away from the subject. That was the last we spoke of it for a while.

As the weeks wore on, I grew happier than I’d ever been before. Good food, structure, women, a place to stay, there was nothing to dislike about it. It made me realize how out of whack I’d been, staying up at odd hours, guzzling caffeine, completely out of shape.

Prison gave me routine, and girls who loved me held me accountable for myself directly and to myself because I actually cared. The routine settled me in, gave me some ambition and reminded me life was worth living.

By week 4, my body started changing. Up until then it was all ice cream and exquisite halal food. Plus a couple of random pukes, and even more random crying sessions. And then my belly got round. I noticed it at early stages, but it crept up on me. It felt like one day I woke up with a huge belly, and that was only week 6. How much bigger was I going to get?

The fear crept back in. My butthole was going to be destroyed. It might as well have been my penis, men weren’t supposed to go through this! The thought loomed constantly in the recesses of my mind, like death but with added impending finality. It would happen, and it would happen soon.


Chapter 3 - Coming Together

Shelby went through a very similar transformation to me, and she looked gorgeous. Her tits were out of control, and her already magnificent ass had an extra kick in it. I felt like I just looked weird. Like, why does this dude’s stomach not match the rest of him?

My sex drive waxed and waned while I was pregnant. Sometimes I was super horny, other times it was the furthest thing from my mind. By week 7, I was super fat and not about it. That was, until…

Until one night, while Michelle was taking me from behind and giving me a reach around, and she whispered into my ear.

“Do you wish I was a little slut like Shelby? And would let you fuck my pussy?” she asked, biting the tip of my ear.

“No.” I said, feeling that she was serious by her clench.

“Don’t lie to me. I know you want to fuck me, just say it.” she said.

“I do. I’d love to fuck you.” I said. It was something that I never got around to bringing up. It felt like I got to fuck Shelby, and Michelle got to fuck me. It wasn’t a system I was in any rush to change.

“You want to put my ankles behind my head and show me what a strong man you are?” she asked, shoving herself deep inside me in the spooning position.

“Yes.”

“Okay, I’ve been thinking about letting you do this, but I need you to prove yourself.” she said.

“How?” I asked, unintentionally clenching my ass.

“Oh I love when you do that. Squeeze it.” her fingers dug into my ass, pleading with me to continue squeezing my anus, pulsing as she called it. There were times when she’d make me pulse for 20 or 30 minutes straight, until she came. It felt like giving a blowjob with my rectum.

“How?” I asked again, distracted with the proposition of finally getting to be the one doing the fucking in my relationship with Michelle. Or at least some fucking.

“How what? Just keep squeezing on my cock with your slutty little asshole.” she said, posting her hands and adjusting herself so she was more on top of me. Her thrusts were deeper, harder from that position.

“How do I get to fuck you?” I squealed, taking the entirety of her length as she plunged her hips against mine.

“Oh, that. You’d have to show me that you are a strong man, get Shelby over here. If you can get her to let me fuck her, I’ll let you fuck me in front of her.” she said, slamming herself into me. “Or are you too weak? Can’t even convince a submissive little girl like Shelby to give herself over to what she knows she really wants?”

“No, I can.” I said. “I’ll do it.”

“Good boy.” she said, pinning my head to the mattress and fucking me as hard and fast as she could. I hung on for dear life, gritting as she plowed into me.

“Ugh!” I called out. Michelle returned to stroking my cock, a sure sign she was soon to cum. She liked it when we came simultaneously, said it made our bonding stronger. She knew that I was never far behind from cumming, as seeing her reach her peak instantly sent me over the edge.

“I’m right there, baby.” she said, leaning in for a hungry kiss. “Oh fuck!” she pulled out of me right as I began to cum, something she did rarely. Instead of my usual creampie, she spilled out all over me. It was an endless stream of sticky goodness, covering my baby bump, chest, and face.

“Oh my God.” I sighed, feeling the post-coital bliss kick in. Michelle and I had settled into our nightly thing, but her mentioning Shelby had my full attention.

“That always makes me feel so much better.” she said, kissing my forehead and rolling over to go to sleep. Usually, I would go down to my bunk at that point, but I wanted to know if her dirty talk was simple roleplay, or something more.

“Were you serious about Shelby?” I asked.

“Yeah. I want to fuck her. I’ll let you fuck me if you can put her in front of me, naked with her legs spread.” she said.

“I’ll see what I can do.” I said.

“No, do it. Get it done. Show me what kind of man you’re gonna be for me.”

“Alright, yeah.” I said. “Goodnight.”

“Come here, turd. Don’t you dare go to your bunk without giving me a kiss.” she pulled me into her, reassuring me that things weren’t that serious. She was domineering and playful at the same time, feminine and militant. It was a combination that took some getting used to, but she was good at keeping us on the same page. There was no doubt in my mind that Michelle cared about me a lot.

All I could think about was how difficult my job was, how hard it was going to be to convince Shelby to sleep with Michelle. I didn’t even want to bring it up, much less think about it. It haunted my dreams.


Chapter 4 - The Challenge

Michelle, Shelby, and myself had been having breakfast chow together for some time. Lunch and dinner were reserved for Shelby and I, as we were the only two who were pregnant at the time and therefore had access to the private kitchen.

From what I’d learned from both Shelby and Michelle, the Futa tribe they were members of were very serious about family. The women who cooked for us were volunteers, who created the program of feeding pregnant Futa women while in prison. The benefits extended to me, a random dude, because I happened to be imprisoned there and also pregnant. Or, Mpregant as they called it.

There was apparently a whole history of this, dating back to practically the beginning of time. Of futanari women Mpregnating men. Futanari women were capable of giving birth and making both genders pregnant, but it was hardly known about at all in the regular world because it was so rare. Furthermore, most of the offspring of male impregnation via Futanari women were male or female, and rarely futanari. Plus, most Futanari women lived in tribes, and away from the masses. So for the most part, only the Futanari knew about the male pregnancy. I was in the right hands.

Anyway, we all had breakfast together everyday. It was mostly in silence, but the girls would sometimes make idle chat about kids, and pregnancy. I would talk to both of them in a hushed way, off to the side. Almost like I was a lawyer representing both of them.

So idled with the task of bringing us all together, I was at a loss. My knee jerk reaction was to ask them point blank period out of nowhere, if they all wanted to have a threesome together, and then just hope that it worked out to where Michelle got to fuck Shelby. Which I suspected it would.

But saying it like that wouldn’t work. I had no experience with women, no smooth talking abilities whatsoever. I didn’t know how to even go about it. All I knew was that I was starring in Mission Impossible, if the mission were actually impossible. A pure disaster movie, perhaps with a tinge of comedy at my expense. I was either going to puss out entirely, or look like an idiot.

Breakfast chow time came around whether I wanted it to or not, and there we were. The whole vibe was regular, like nothing was going on at all. The only thing on my mind was proving myself to Michelle. I wished I’d had time to talk to Shelby in private, to test the idea out. I seriously considered skipping out on it entirely, and trying later.

“Hey Shelby, I don’t mean to get too personal, but I feel like we’ve gotten close over the last month or so.” Michelle said.

“Oh, really? I mean, yeah. Definitely.” Shelby perked up, giving all of her attention to Michelle.

“Like, obviously we’re the two baby mamas with the same guy, but we get along so well…” she said, pouring it on. Shelby didn’t even notice the change, she was like a bunny rabbit against a Lion content on consuming her.

“That’s what I said. Chris kept saying to just leave it alone, but I was like, nah, I think we could actually get along.” Shelby said.

“Really? Chris said that?” Michelle asked, looking over at me with disapproving eyes. “I’ve been trying to get him to set us up for girl dates.”

“No you haven’t.” I said, blurting out for the first time. I couldn’t stand for what was happening, I didn’t even have a chance to try.

“Oh I haven’t?” she asked, “How about last night?”

“What do you mean?” I asked. Michelle looked over to Shelby, addressing her directly.

“Boys never know what’s going on.” she said. “Last night, during sex, I started dirty talking to Chris about how hot it would be-”

“Hold up, I got this.” I said, stepping in front for the clear interception. There was no way I was letting her be the one to break the news, whether it worked out for me or not. “We were talking about maybe having a threesome, I fuck you, she fucks you, then I fuck her. You know, one of those.” I felt on top of the world, the words had left my mouth and they were glorious.

“Really? You two talked about that?” Shelby asked, crossing her arms and straightening her posture.

“No, baby. No. I was fucking him, and just kind of fucking around, and asked him if he wanted to fuck me. And of course he said, yes!” Michelle said, eliciting laughter from the two people in the conversation who weren’t me.

“Of course.” Shelby said, shaking her head at me, but smiling.

“I never let him fuck me, by the way. He still hasn’t.” she said.

“Really?”

“Do we really need to talk about all this?” I asked, feeling left out.

“Boy bye.” Michelle said, waving me off.

“Hush.” I said, nestling up against her.

“No, I’m serious. Let us talk.” she said. I looked over at Shelby.

“Girl talk.” she said, seconding Michelle’s motion of waving me off. “Boy bye!” she said, mimicking her directly.

“Fine.” I said, laboring myself to my feet. My lower back ached, as I’d turned into a total balloon by this point. Even the horniest girls in the prison didn’t look at me anymore, unless they had a pregnancy fetish. Which a decent amount of them did, to be fair.

I have no idea what was said between them in my absence, I only know that they both seemed awfully excited when they announced that we’d be having a threesome later that night.

“Awesome, I’m down.” I said.

“We know.” Shelby said, having gained some extra confidence off of Michelle.

“I’m gonna have so much fun with you.” Michelle said, staring directly at Shelby.

“I can’t wait. It’s been a while since I’ve had one like that.” she said, motioning down with her head motion towards Michelle’s lap.

“Bring me some leftovers, bitches.” Michelle said, letting out an unadulterated belch for the ages. “Mama hungry.”

“Word.” I said, somehow coming to even further terms of my reality. I was a fat pregnant man, without a dollar to my name and nothing to offer society. I was also about to have a threesome.


Chapter 5 - Menage

Michelle and I were in our separate bunks that night, relaxing before lights out. All I could think about was if Shelby was actually going to come over or not. The entirety of the plans were made without me being present, and the only thing I knew was that it was supposed to happen that night.

It was hard for me to tell if Michelle was really that into Shelby, or if it was another one of her power plays. She liked girls, and Shelby was smoking hot, so it made sense. Still, it felt like it was more to prove her dominance than anything else. This was the same woman who hadn’t let me fuck her once.

The lights went out, and things grew quiet. We were supposed to lock our cells at night, but as long as you didn’t close them all the way, they had no way of knowing. It’s not like they did cell checks or anything, it was pretty lax in there.

Sure enough, I heard little footsteps come prancing across the cold concrete floors toward our cell. Shelby had left hers cracked, and Michelle did the same.

“Hey.” she whispered, rubbing her hands together. “It’s cold.”

“Come cuddle, I’ll warm you up.” Michelle said, stepping in before I had the chance.

“Okay.” Shelby flashed me a smile, and climbed up into Michelle’s bed without even giving me a kiss. I could hear them making sounds as they snuggled up, and I listened intently for a hint of what was happening.

“Oh wow.” I heard Shelby whisper. There was some moving around, and I started to feel jealousy. What kind of a threesome was this? The rummaging continued until I heard the sound of lips smacking.

“Mmmm…”

“Oh yes, right there.” Shelby whimpered, whining in her sexy way. There was no longer any doubt, they were fooling around without me. Still, the blood rushed quickly to my cock.

“Mmm…”

“I don’t know if it’ll fit.” Shelby said, giggling.

“Oh, it’ll fit.”

“Can you two come down here so I can at least watch?” I said, unable to hold my tongue any longer. “I wanna see this.”

“Hush, stop yelling.” Michelle whispered harshly. Thankfully, they started climbing down the ladder to join me. I scooted over and they collapsed into bed together, kissing deeply and fondling each other's bodies.

“You’re the only one with clothes on.” Shelby said.

“I’m the only one not being included.” I said.

“Well get naked and join in.” Michelle whispered, before returning to rolling her tongue around inside Shelby’s mouth while stroking her. I wasn’t going to turn down that invitation, and I quickly got naked and forced my way in.

“I like this, my girls getting along.” I whispered, presenting my cock to Shelby for a kiss.

“I have an idea. Shelby, you lay on your back. Chris, mount her facing away from me. I want to go back and forth between fucking Shelby’s pussy, and you’re ass.” she said, raising an eyebrow.

“Okay, fun.” Shelby said, getting into position. It wasn’t exactly what I had in mind, but I didn’t want to ruin the party.

“Good girls.” Michelle said, slapping her hardness against my ass and then on top of Shelby’s cock and pussy. “Who wants to go first?”

“Me.” Shelby said, volunteering herself. “I want to feel you stretch me out.”

“Yeah, I know baby. You need a real cock, something long and thick to hit your deepest spots, don’t you?” Michelle asked, words meant just as much to belittle me as arouse Shelby.

“Yes, I do.” Shelby said, looking up at me. I watched her face fill with arousal as Michelle inserted herself inside her. I turned my head to watch it going inside her, taking her with longer and longer strokes. “Oh my God…”

“Does that feel good, baby?” I asked, leaning forward to kiss Shelby while Michelle took her. I wasn’t sure how I felt about what was taking place, but I was very turned on by it. Shelby’s tits bounced, and she squealed uncontrollably, probably waking half the pod with her loud cries.

“It’s so good…it’s so good…” she repeated, her chest flushing red and eyes rolling back.

“Good girl, cum for that cock.” I said, kissing her deeply through her climax.

“Ughh….” Shelby’s entire body convulsed, and she finally sighed and began sobbing when Michelle pulled it out.

“Baby, are you okay?” I asked. Michelle’s hand landed on my shoulder, and she smiled.

“She’s okay. Now it’s your turn.”

“Finally.” I said, turning to face her.

“No, not that. Not yet. I haven’t cum yet, I’m really close. Bend over for me.” she said, stroking herself.

“What about Shelby?” I asked. There were tears in her eyes and she was rocking back and forth.

“Let’s give her a little comfort, but not until I finish.” she said.

“I’m okay baby. That just felt really good.” Shelby said.

“I told you. Give her a minute.”

“Okay.” I said, unable to take my eyes off of Shelby. I’d had sex with her so many times, and I thought we had a very fun and solid sex life. But I never made her cum like that, not once. I could tell she wasn’t exaggerating, her response was beyond her own control. She was somewhere else entirely.

“Pull your cheeks apart.” Michelle said, her tip flirting with my hole. I inhaled as she entered me, grunting as I struggled to adjust to her. She wasn’t in the mood to ease me in, she was using me to cum.

“Fuck.” I said, feeling my cock harden as she stimulated my inner spot. Her flesh was extra warm and well lubricated from having done that to Shelby. It felt good, and right as I started to settle in, she increased the pace.

“I’m gonna cum!”

“Not in me.” I said, too late. Michelle was already gripping my hips, pinning me to her as she thrust into me. Ejaculate laden rope after rope, filling me up as she rearranged my insides. She’d been difficult to handle before I was pregnant, now it was uncomfortable.

“Ahhh, sorry. I was already right there.” she said, sliding out.

“It’s okay, I honestly like the way it feels.” I said, feeling it ooze out of me.

“Me too. It feels so much better.” she said, laying down on the bottom mattress and spreading her legs apart. “Okay, big boy. You’ve earned it.”

“Finally.” I said, putting my hand on my stomach. Something didn’t feel quite right.

“Oh, shit. Chris!” Michelle exclaimed, sitting up and pointing.

“What?” I asked, looking around.

“Your water broke.”

“My what? Oh, shit.”

“Yeah, it’s coming now.” she said. “Get cleaned up as best you can, I’ll try to get the guard’s attention.”

“Okay, yeah.” I said, grabbing my towel and soaking up the mixture of semen, and “broken water” that was leaking out of me.

“Oh my goodness, baby. You’re going into labor!” Shelby said, standing up to give me a hug.

“I can’t believe this.” I said, grabbing a pair of underwear to change into.

“Help! Guards! Help! We have an inmate emergency! Help!” you could hear Michelle’s voice echoing, bouncing off the walls. There was always someone on duty, they were going to hear her.

“What do I need to do?” I asked.

“Nothing, baby. The nurses will take care of you.” she said. “Just relax.”

The next couple minutes were a blur. They brought me a wheelchair, and took me out of the main part of the jail and over to medical. Just like that, I was about to give birth to a child.


Last Days at Futanari Prison

Chapter 1 - The Worst Experience of My Life

I ended up on what to me was an operating table. All I felt was fear, despite mentally preparing myself for the moment, I was freaking out.

“Yo. C-section. We gotta do a C-section.” I said, trying to get my nurses attention.

“Oh honey. You’ll be fine.” she said.

“No, please. Please take it out of my stomach.” I said, begging.

“Do you know what a C-section consists of?” she asked.

“Don’t even tell him.” Shelby said, putting her hand on my shoulder. It was Michelle, Shelby, the nurse, and a doctor who was going in and out of the room at first.

“You’ve got this baby.” Michelle said, squeezing my hand. I felt very vulnerable, almost out of body. There was so much going on around me, and inside me, and I had no control of any of it.

I was given an epidural and a concoction of other things, and they convinced me it was going to be much more pleasant if I did it naturally. Everything was numb down there, but I still had to go through it in front of both of my women, and two strangers. I won’t go into further detail, as simply writing this far into the experience is filling me with a queasy feeling.

Fast forward several hours, and Michelle was  holding the baby. The doctor and nurse went back and forth explaining what to expect. They told me how the mother of the child was still the one who released all of the pair bonding hormones even though I was the one giving birth. That’s why it was so important that she be in the room. I nodded until I nodded out. My body was exhausted, and I crashed hard.

Chapter 2 - Last Days at Futanari Prison

I stayed in bed for a solid two days, recovering from the ordeal. The baby was a boy, and we named him Mat. Michelle mostly kept him busy, feeding him and holding him while he slept. He was adorable, and despite the less than stellar circumstances surrounding his birth, I was happy to have him.

After medical, I was transferred to a holding unit with Michelle. We weren’t being released yet, as they were going to provide care until we were released. That’s where my strange life became stranger still, as Michelle told me in no uncertain terms that we were going to live on Futakiki Island. Shelby would be coming as well.

“You have no idea how strong of a support system we provide. Mat will have the best of everything, and will be taken care of to the fullest. I won’t leave the island.” she said.

“I need to at least get a hold of my dad and let him know where I am.” I said.

“Yeah, idiot. We have cellphones. We have boats. We travel. It’s not the third world.”

“Well, by the way you describe it, it kind of is.” I said.

“Because we fish, hunt, farm, and build our own shelter? You’re so soft.”

“Am not.” I said. The days following giving birth, all I wanted was a PRS6 and my favorite games. It felt like I was physically going through withdrawals.

“You’re coming right? I don’t know why, but I just keep seeing you dip on us as soon as we’re released.” she said.

“I’m not going to dip on you, you’re my girl.” I said.

“And Shelby?”

“She’s my girl too. You’re both my girls. I’m not going anywhere.” I said.

“I’m gonna hold you to that.”

We were treated like kings in that unit. The Futakiki catered food continued, and we had nice rooms with comfortable beds and private bathrooms. There was even a bathtub. I asked if they had any consoles, but they didn’t. There were computers, but they were too slow and lethargic to even be worth trying.

Shelby went into labor a few days later, giving birth to a beautiful baby girl named Eden. In the span of a few short days I’d attained the title of double dad, a rare and spectacular feat. One that I wasn’t sure I could handle, not in the least. But I was going to try.

She joined us in the holding unit, and we were finally given an official release date as a group. Two more days, and we’d be free.


Chapter 3 - Baby Fever

I’m not sure what it was, but something about the arrival of the babies made Michelle and Shelby extra horny. Or at least, horny every chance they got to be. Infant babies are a full time job, and they stay latched onto their mothers at almost all times. On the occasions they would fall asleep, they pretty much attacked me.

The longer our unconventional relationship went on, the more okay both girls seemed with sharing me. Mat was out like a light when Michelle pounced on me. Shelby had left my room after riding me to completion an hour earlier.

“You were inside her, weren’t you?” she asked, sniffing my cock and balls before taking them into her mouth.

“Yeah.” I said.

“I want you inside me.” she said.

“Oh yeah?”

“I owe you, remember?” she asked.

“How could I forget?” I said, perking up. After all our time together, all those nights as bunkmates, I still hadn’t penetrated her.

“You finally earned me.” she said, climbing up into my lap. “And you better not take off on me when we get out of here.” she pointed, smiling.

“How could I? I’m addicted to you.” I said.

“You’re about to be.” she said, sinking down onto my dick.

“Fuck.” I moaned, sinking my fingers into the soft flesh of her ass and pulling her down tighter onto me. It was so much nicer having a private room, and no one to bother us while we made love. “Michelle, it’s so good.”

“I know, baby. I made you wait for it.” she said, bouncing her ass up and down.

“Oh my God. You have no idea how good that is.” I said. My balls tensed up as she began fondling them, continuing to grind slowly and rhythmically. I knew that I was breaking her down over time, making her come around, and this was the ultimate proof.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” she shouted, furiously rubbing her clit and bouncing on top of me. It was at that moment Shelby walked around the corner. I noticed her out of the corner of my eye, and she approached the bed wearing all red lingerie.

“That looks like fun. Can I join?” she asked, crawling on her hands and knees over to us. Michelle gave her a warm smile, and ran her fingers along her neck and chin. They began kissing, and laid back to enjoy the show.

“You could help out if you wanted, I need somewhere for this to go.” said Michelle, taking hold of her cock in the middle with both hands. I was still amazed by the size of it, and could ogle for hours while edging her in bed.

“Yes ma am.” Shelby said, climbing over me so she was in cowgirl, except higher up on my stomach, bent over with her tits dangling in my face.

“Okay. I like this.” I said. Shelby’s eyes went wide, being stretched to accommodate Michelle as she entered her from behind while still sitting on my dick. It was a wondrous position, and I added it to my “do this again” list. Michelle’s thick luscious ass slapping up and down against me, Shelby’s breasts smothering my face while she screamed out in agony.

“Good girl, take that big dick.” Michelle grunted, holding her hips and pummeling her. The harder she thrust against Shelby, the harder she twerked it back on me. She had both of us squealing like whores, ready to erupt.

“I’m gonna cum.” I moaned.

“Me too.”

“Me too!” Michelle called out, driving herself deep inside Shelby and letting her cannon explode.

“Fuck!” I thrust hard and fast from the bottom as I climaxed inside her, with Shelby whimpering on top of me as she was filled to the brim with a futanari creampie.

“Oh, I needed that.” Michelle said, giving Shelby’s ass a hard slap and pulling out. Right then, we heard one of the babies crying.

“Your turn!” Michelle and Shelby said simultaneously, drawing laughter from everyone except me.

“Fine.” I said, wiping myself up with a towel and stepping into a pair of boxer briefs. My life had completely changed in such a short period of time, it had meaning and responsibility. As much as I would have ran from those things before, I actually liked it. And honestly, it surprised me.

It probably didn’t hurt that I was having the best sex of my life with the two sexiest creatures I’d ever laid my eyes on.

It was baby Eden crying. She’d woken from her nap all alone and wanted mommy. I took her to Shelby, and she took over from there. After finally having sex with Michelle, and being on top of the world, I realized something. I came inside her.

“Michelle? Please tell me you aren’t trying to get pregnant.” I said, confronting her even though it was just as much my fault as hers.

“No, idiot. Futanari girls can only get pregnant when we’re in heat. My cycle shouldn’t come around for another couple months.” she said.

“Thank God. I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to come at you like that. Two babies is just, a lot already.” I said.

“I understand. No, I’m not trying to get pregnant.”

“We'll get out of here in less than two days.” I said.

“I know. If you don’t run for the hills, you’ll get to meet my kids.” she said.

“Would you stop with that? I’m not running anywhere.”

“I know. You’ll like life on the island, it’s a lot of hard work, but it’s also a lot of relaxing, partying, and having fun with a bunch of wild and crazy Futanari women.” she said. “And I know you have a weakness for that.”

“Are there no other men at the camp?” I asked.

“No. Typically, when a Futanari woman takes a mate from outside the island, they leave the island with them. Especially if they’re monogamous.” she said.

“So there are Futanari women who live off the island?”

“Oh yeah. For hundreds of years we’ve had travelers. Lots of Futanari women go out into the world, and lots of them stay home. It’s entirely up to the individual.” she said.

“So why do I get to stay?”

“No one said you get to stay, at least not permanently. But you’ll be welcome for some time, especially because if you stay, the baby stays. Our women like to raise our own.” she said.

“I don’t get it, no men have stayed with their kids?” I asked.

“It isn’t that, it’s just that the men who mate with Futanari women stumble across the island. Like you. They have lives back home, and they usually take their woman back to that. Plus, it doesn’t happen as often as you’d think. It’s hard to find us, even if you do happen to stumble across the island.”

“Well, I can only speak for myself, but Futanari women strike me as a very underutilized resource.” I said.

“We like it that way. We want to stay rare, and preserve our way of life.”

“I get it. Are all Futanari women beautiful?” I asked.

“I mean, we vary. But in large part, yes. Futanari women tend to be tall, curvaceous, with hips, ass, and tits.” she said.

“And big dicks?”

“Well, yes. The average Futanari penis is much longer than the average male penis.”

“That’s kind of discouraging.” I said, grinning.

“Maybe it should be freeing. You go in knowing you aren’t going to be bigger than any of the girls on the island.” she said.

“Not as freeing as you’d think.”

“You know how you have a thing for Futanari girls?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“Well, Futa girls have a thing for men. We don’t get to see you guys very often, and we have a certain soft spot for you. Most Futanari girls, anyway.” she said. Hearing her talk about Futakiki made it sound like heaven on Earth, at least for me. I was equally nervous and excited.

The three of us slept in shifts, and Michelle and Shelby took turns feeding the babies. Neither of them seemed to care which was which, as long as they both stayed fed. I watched in awe as two absolute babes worked together with me to do what was best for our emergent family. I couldn’t believe how lucky I was.


Chapter 3 - Released Into the Wild

The guards were very nice with us, and transported us from the prison back to camp. Shelby and Michelle were both full of energy, bursting with excitement because they were from there. But I was a nervous wreck, the lone man in a camp full of Futanari women I’d never met before. Plus, I had babies with two of their women. It didn’t seem like I was set up for success.

When we pulled up and got out, we were mobbed by various women who paid a lot of attention to the babies and the girls, but not to me. I stood idly by, awkwardly watching everyone hug it out. There were kids, and moms, and all sorts of stuff I hadn’t even thought about.

The whole thing quickly became a blur. I met Michelle’s children, her mother, and then I met Shelby’s mom Teresa. Everyone was super friendly, but I felt like a sore thumb. We made a walk down a short trail, and came to a huge clearing in the woods where the dirt had been pounded out and the shrubs had been eliminated. There were tents all around, and a huge bonfire going with fish being roasted.

“Nice.” I said, looking over the camp. It was a little bit old school, but it was still impressive.

“Chris, you have to come have some tea.” Teresa said, literally pulling me away by my hands.

“Wait, mama. I need him. I’ll send him over in a little while.” Michelle said, saving me from the situation. “My sister cleaned up my camp, she said it looks amazing.”

“Your sister?” I asked.

“Yeah, idiot. I told you about her. Marissa, remember?”

“Oh yeah.” I said, trying to recall. I guess she had mentioned she had a sister at one point, but I couldn’t even remember the context. She definitely didn’t talk about her all the time or anything.

Michelle unzipped the tent, and I saw that there was much more than meets the eye. There were stairs going underground, and a huge open space that it led into. The floor was dirt, but almost completely covered by beautiful rugs. There were lanterns attached to the walls that provided a nice candlelight to the area. It was cozy, and I loved it immediately.

“It’s awesome.” I said.

“I told you that you’d like it.” Michelle said, laying Mat down on top of some blankets. “Shhh…it’s okay baby.” I took another look around my new abode, still bunkmates with my girl.

“I’m gonna go walk around a little bit.” I said.

“Okay, baby. Don’t forget to stop by Teresa’s.”

“I don’t know where that is.”

“It’s a small camp, you’ll figure it out.” she said.

I went off on a walk by myself, left camp a little ways and just enjoyed having a little personal space. I was the new guy once again, but this time it wasn’t a prison full of horny Futa women. It was a community of women who had a certain way of life, and I didn’t know it. At least I could fish, and wouldn’t get arrested for doing it.

It was intimidating. Before my stint at Futanari Prison I’d been entirely focused on binge eating and gaming all night. Now I was a father to two babies, with two separate women to take care of and a whole community to cater to.

“Hey you.” a voice said. I turned my head, but didn’t recognize the girl. She had blonde pigtails, and bright blue eyes. “I’m Lilly.”

“I’m Chris.”

“I know who you are, everyone does. We were all kind of looking forward to meeting you.” she said.

“I just needed a minute to myself.”

“I understand. So you’re with Michelle? Or Shelby? Or both?” she asked.

“Uhm, both. I mean, I have a baby with each of them.”

“But you aren’t exclusive?” she asked. It was then I noticed the gleam in her eye. She’d spotted me taking off and followed me for a moment alone to gauge me.

“Not really, no.” I said, immediately wondering if that would come back to haunt me.

“Oh. Cool.” she said, smiling wide. She was gorgeous, younger than me but with the well filled out body of a woman.

“Yeah.”

“You wanna come back to camp with me?” she asked, extending her hand.

“Give me five. I’ll be there in a minute.” I said, turning down her offer because the last thing I wanted was to be seen walking into camp with this girl I didn’t know, and that somehow starting me off on a bad foot. I took a deep breath, and contemplated my situation. I was a lone man in a sea of Futanari women, and I needed to figure out who everyone was and where they stood.

I made my way back to camp a short while later, and was greeted by a much more lively scene. The women had finished up their days, and were gathered around the fire preparing food and chatting it up. There were kids running around, and music playing on a speaker. It looked like a good time.

A gorgeous middle aged blonde woman stepped in my direction, and flashed me a smile.

“Hi Chris. I’m Tyler.” she said. She was wearing a summer dress that hugged her curves perfectly, with plenty of cleavage to showcase her incredible breasts.

“Nice to meet you.” I said, taking her hand in mine.

“We’re doing fish tonight.”

“That’s what got me arrested here. Fishing.” I said.

“I know. We didn’t know what to think when we first heard that an outsider was arrested for fishing, especially after you left. We thought you might tell everyone we were here.” she said.

“Nah, I didn’t tell anyone.”

“No, you didn’t. You just came right back.” she said. “I like that.”

“Yeah. I made some friends and didn’t have much else going on.”

“You got arrested on purpose the second time, didn’t you?” she asked.

“Pretty much.”

“How come?”

“Like I said, I really didn’t have much else going on. I stole my dad’s boat one day to go fishing, got a little off track and then got arrested. But I had fun there.” I said.

“When you say fun, you mean you got acquainted with Futanari women.” she said.

“Yeah.” I said, having a chuckle. “Yeah.”

“And you just wanted to come back?” she asked.

“Well, I stayed in touch with Michelle, and yeah. It was the greatest day ever, and I thought I would go for a kind of a free vacation.” I said.

“And then you impregnated one of our girls? And another of our girls impregnated you.” she said.

“Exactly. And now things are very real, but I’m up for the challenge.”

“A man of adventure. That tends to be what we attract. Well, welcome to Futakiki Island. Enjoy all it has to offer.” she said.

“I have every intention of it.”

“I don’t doubt that you do.” she said.

“Chris?” a girl asked, another gorgeous younger girl with massive breasts and dark brown hair. I didn’t know who she was.

“Yep.”

“Teresa is looking for you. She says the tea is ready.” she said.

“Oh, okay. What’s your name?”

“Oh. I’m Lizzie, her neighbor.” she said.

“Will you take me to her place?” I asked. Something about her big brown eyes made me want to know her, and I followed along with her down the path towards Shelby’s mom’s house.

“Here it is.” she said, bowing her head.

“Thank you.” I said. As pretty as she was, I could tell she was kind of too innocent for me. Too young. I said goodbye, and then knocked on the door.

“Chris?”

“Yep.”

“Come in.” she said. I opened the door, and stepped inside her small cottage. Hers was above ground, sturdy and organized.

“Hi.”

“Hi. I’ve been wanting to meet you, I was so happy when I heard that Shelby was going to give me a grandbaby. And I prayed it would be a girl!” she said.

“Yeah, she’s a doll.” I said.

“And so are you. It doesn’t surprise me now that you ended up with two babies.” she said. “Here, sit down. Have some tea.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, having a seat. “Thank you.”

“No, thank you. Shelby was a lost cause, too busy worrying about petty things. And then she was arrested, and I thought I would lose her forever. But now she has purpose, and hope.” she said.

“That’s how I was.” I said.

“But you were arrested for fishing! Fishing! Who cares? That’s nothing. Shelby was arrested for theft. Futanari women are not thieves.” she said, pounding her fist on the table.

“Yeah, definitely. I think she turned things around though, she’s really good with Eden.” I said, trying to turn her away from her outburst of anger.

“She is.” she said, staring off. “How’s the tea?”

“I haven’t tried it. I was waiting for you.” I said.

“To take a drink? You’re sweet, but go ahead.”

“After you.” I said, standing firm. She brought her cup to her lips, and sipped at the tea. “It’s still hot, but drinkable.”

“Thank you.” I said, having a sip for myself. “It’s delicious.”

“Family recipe.” she said. “Thank you for coming by. I wanted to see you face to face, to make sure you weren’t some type of hoodlum.”

“Who, me?” I asked, smiling.

“You’re a good one. I can tell. That makes me feel much better.”

“Thank you.” I said.

“I know you have a lot of people to meet. Fun to have, and girls to fulfill. I won’t keep you.” she said.

“I’ll finish my tea.”

Teresa was a much older woman, but she was full of goodness and it was obvious. It made me feel lucky, because I had no idea when I got Shelby pregnant that she came from such a strong unit. We chatted it up for a while, she told me stories about when she was a hellion, and then I packed it up and went back to camp.

The fish was ready when I returned, and there were girls all around. My eyes continuously scanned, looking for Michelle or Shelby. They were with the babies, feeding or napping alongside them. I received a plate, and spoke with various women of the tribe.

At times, I was the star of the show and everyone wanted to know everything about me. At other times, I stood by and listened, trying to figure out the nuances of the conversation. Much of their bother was wrapped up in daily living, how they would procure food the following day and what work needed done.

After the meal, I went back to Michelle’s to pass out. As I laid beside her, I reflected on my insane journey. My time at Futanari prison, getting a girl pregnant and getting pregnant at the same time, and now finally getting released and trying to adapt to my new island life. Insane indeed, but I looked forward to what it held.


Cucked & MPreg’d by His Futa Best Friend

Chapter 1 - Ace

I’ll never forget the first time I saw Niece. She was tall, gorgeous, and was placed directly next to me for my first day at uni.

“Hi.” I said.

“Hey. I’m Niece.”

“Ace.” I said, giving her a handshake and trying to maintain eye contact. She was unlike any girl I’d ever seen, and I instantly wished that she could be mine. We ended up having two other classes together, and I admired her from across the classrooms.

When the final bell sounded, she ran up behind me.

“Hi Ace.” she said, bubbly and full of feminine energy.

“Hey. What’s up?”

“Not much, but I was wondering, since we have so many classes together, if maybe you wanted to exchange numbers? We could maybe study sometime.” she said.

“Oh. Yeah, for sure.” I said, looking around to see if the other students passing by were noticing what was happening. The prettiest girl I’d seen all day, and she was giving me her phone number.

“Well, it was nice to meet you. I’ll see you tomorrow at class.” she said.

“Okay, yeah. See you tomorrow.” I said, looking down at my phone with pride. First day, and I already had a girl’s number. Maybe university wouldn’t be so bad after all.

That was the start of what would become an unending obsession of mine. Not only was Niece beautiful, she was very fun to be around. She helped me out with school, and would invite me out to social functions I’d never otherwise be at. I always had fun when I was with her, but I struggled to really get her attention in the way I wanted.

As far as I could tell, she looked at me as a sweet guy who she was friends with and nothing more. The good thing was that she didn’t seem to be giving her romantic attention to anyone else either, which gave me hope.

One night, she ended up at my dorm late at night and asked if she could just sleep over.

“Yeah, that’s cool.” I said, my head exploding with fireworks. Was tonight going to be the night I finally did it?

We climbed into my twin mattress, and she turned away from me. I laid on my back, staring at the ceiling, unable to prevent myself from getting hard. She was right there, and only wearing shorts and a tank top.

“Come here, silly. I know we’re just friends, but that doesn’t mean we can’t cuddle a little.” she said, turning and pulling my arm over her so that I was her big spoon. I tried my best to keep my pelvis off of her, to avoid her finding out how attracted I was to her, but she pressed her soft ass back against me, wiggling it back and forth as she nestled in.

“Sorry.” I said.

“About what?” she asked, turning her head to make eye contact.

“Uhm, nothing. I’m a little hard, that’s all.” I said, feeling my face blush red as the words left my mouth.

“That’s okay, baby. You can rub it on my ass if you want.” she said.

“Really?”

“Yes, I know how difficult it is to fall asleep when you’re horny. Just this once, though, okay?” she asked.

“Okay. Thanks.” I said, kind of freezing as I had no idea how to proceed. Niece giggled, and slid her shorts down to her mid thighs before turning directly onto her stomach.

“Play with it for me. I want to see it.” she said. It was pretty dark in my dorm, and my roommate was home for the weekend. I reached into my waistband, and slowly pulled it out for her. “Mmm…”

“Do you like it?” I asked, slowly rubbing myself.

“I do. It’s nice.” she said. Being in her presence, looking down at her full round ass in the flesh aroused me beyond my wildest imagination. As much as I’d already fantasized about her, the reality of her beauty was much greater than what my mind could conjure up.

“You have such a nice ass.” I said.

“Spit on it, I want you to get it lubed up.”

“Alright.” I said, letting a glob of saliva drip down onto the tip and rubbing it in.

“More. Here, let me do it.” she said, posting up on her hands and knees and leaning in so close to my dick I thought that she was going to wrap her lips around it.

“Pffftt…” she let her spit ooze out onto it, while I spread it around.

“You can suck it if you want.” I said.

“No, no. You’re gonna jerk it for me and cum on my ass. We’re just friends, remember? No touching.” she said. As she climbed back into position, something caught my eye. Something between her legs. “Do you like it when I jiggle it for you?” she asked, regaining my full and undivided attention. Niece was using her hands to make her butt bounce around, and it nearly short circuited my brain.

“You’re so hot.” I said, staring directly at her asshole.

“Thank you, Ace. You’re the sweetest.” she said.

“Will you arch your back?” I asked, getting very into what I was doing. Masturbating felt a million times better with a gorgeous girl watching you and giving a show.

“I will, but don’t freak out, okay?”

“Okay.” I said, unsure of what she meant. As she raised her ass to the sky, her back arching perfectly, I saw it. The most beautiful girl I knew or had ever known, had a huge pair of hairless balls, and a cock that put mine to absolute shame.

“You don’t mind, do you?” she asked, shaking her ass and making her heavy cock swing like a pendulum.

“No.” I said instinctively, mesmerized by what I was seeing. “I don’t understand.”

“I know, baby. I’m Futanari.”

“What is that?” I asked, unable to pry my eyes from her novel beauty.

“I have both.” she said. It was clear as day, she had both a vagina and male genitals. “I’ll explain later, focus on cumming.”

“I’m not gonna have any problems with that. You’re stunning.” I said, completely overtaken by arousal and pleasure. She was the most aesthetically pleasing creature I’d ever laid my eyes on, and I erupted all over her backside as a tribute. “Ugh! Fuck, oh my God.”

“Good boy.” she said, grinning and tossing me a sock that was laying next to my bed.

“Thanks.” I said, using it to wipe the excess from the tip. “I made kind of a mess on you.” I said.

“Don’t wipe it up with that, that was for you. Eat it.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Scoop it up with your fingers, and eat it. Lick up the leftovers.” she said.

“You’re not being serious.”

“I let you look at my naked body and jerk off on me, and you can’t do this little thing for me?” she asked, flashing her most tempting doe eyes. I couldn’t say no to her, so I did it. The taste was more neutral than I anticipated, but still not something I’d want to eat again. Niece loved watching me do it, and slowly stroked her massive hardness while I did.

“There, it’s gone.” I said, wishing I had a chaser.

“I love submissive good boys.” she said, turning over and laying down for bed.

“Are you gonna tell me about Futanaris?” I asked.

“In the morning. Go to sleep, baby.”

Chapter 2 - Niece

Ace was my first friend at school, and he’d proven to be everything I pictured him to be. He was reliable, sweet, caring, and loyal. He was also the first person who knew my secret, that I was a Futanari girl.

The next morning, I explained that Futanari women originated from Futakiki island, and mostly remain there to this day. Myself and several other Futa girls, after talking it over with the leaders of our tribes, decided to go out and experience the rest of the world.

I left the island when I was 12 years old, and was taken in by a foster family who raised me through high school. By that point, I’d become a good student and it made the most sense for me to continue onto university.

“So you’re one of the only Futanari women who live off the island?” he asked.

“Yes. It’s been a while since I left, so maybe it’s become more common, I don’t know.” I said.

“So…can you get pregnant?” he asked.

“Yes. I can. I can also impregnate a woman.” I said.

“Well, you learn something new everyday.”

“You aren’t going to tell anyone, are you?” I asked.

“Of course not.”

“Thank you.” I said, before gathering up my things to walk across campus to my dorm. It was kind of nice, having a guy who knew about me and didn’t judge me. Ace was cute, but he wasn’t really the type of guy I’d date. I preferred taller, more dominant men for that. But I did love a submissive boy, and I thought I might have some use for him in that department. God knows he would love it, I could tell by the way he looked at me, and followed me around like a puppy that he was in love with me.

Instead of leading him on, I introduced him to a female friend I’d met in one of my classes. They seemed like a good fit. She was cute, kind of nerdy, and liked good guys. I couldn’t see a scenario where he wouldn’t be into her, especially because I knew exactly how much he was getting laid. Not at all. Jerking off onto my ass was by far the most action he’d gotten since arriving on campus, but I thought I could help him out by giving him a push in the right direction.

Her name was Allie, and I invited them both out to my favorite coffee spot at the same time without telling them. They were both awkward enough, I didn’t want to put them on the spot and make them nervous to meet each other.

“Allie, this is my friend Ace. Ace, this is Allie. We have biology together.”

“Oh, hi.” he said, his face lighting up.

“Hi, Ace.”

I wish I could say there were huge sparks and a grandiose connection, but it was more small talk then anything. Still, I kept putting them in the same vicinity with each other and they slowly but surely came around to being comfortable.

One night, while they were hanging out alone, Ace finally kissed her and asked her to be his girlfriend. Mission accomplished, they would be cute together.

As for me, every guy on that campus looked at me like a piece of meat, I’m pretty sure I caught a couple guys actually drooling while staring at me during class. They all tried stupid pickup lines, and bravado, but none of them were really doing it for me. I wasn’t particularly keen on sleeping around or letting my secret out into the wild. But I was getting very horny, and I knew I could only control myself for so long.


Chapter 3 - Allie

I’d been ecstatic when Ace asked me to be his girlfriend. We were already spending so much time together, and it was nice to have consistent cuddles and someone to share my experience with.

It didn’t take long before it kind of got boring, in a lot of ways. My relationship with Ace reminded me of my relationship with my high school boyfriend, Jeff. We ate together, binge watched shows, played video games, and had vanilla, unfulfilling sex every couple of days. Ace was a really nice guy, and went out of his way to do nice things for me, but he provided comfort a lot more than he did excitement.

And honestly, that’s what I was craving.

After I broke things off with Jeff, I promised myself that I’d stay single for a while in college, meet some cute boys and do naughty things with them. I wanted to be fucked by dominant, athletic college men. I just wanted to explore, to let loose for once and just have some fun in the sack. I wanted someone who was more adventurous than me, who would take control and teach me the ropes. Instead, I ended up with Ace.

The worst part was that I couldn’t really talk to him. He just didn’t get it, he was what he was and I didn’t want to put him down for it. His penis was roughly the same size as Jeff’s, and every bit as unsatisfying. In order to orgasm, I had to violently masturbate my clit before he ejaculated, which was proving to be a challenge.

Niece was the one who introduced me to him, and she was the coolest girl I’d met at school, so I went to her for advice. Something about her made me open up, and I felt comfortable telling her anything.

“I want him to bend me over and fuck me.” I said, venting.

“Have you told him that?”

“No. I don’t really want to have to tell him to do it, I want him to want to do it.” I said.

“I understand. You like dominance?” she asked.

“I’m not even sure, I’ve never experienced anything other than grinding together until the guy cums. I think I’d like it, it’s what I keep craving.” I said.

We had a long conversation about it, which led to me admitting that it was partly a size thing.

“I just want to try a bigger one.”

“Oh yeah?” she asked, leaning in. “That’s hot.”

“Have you ever been with a guy who had a big one?”

“I have.”

“How was it?”

“Fucking incredible.” she said. I should have figured, Niece had hit the genetic lottery and could have any guy she wanted just by batting an eye. I wished I could feel what it felt like to be that pretty, to have that sort of magnetic pull on men.

“Lucky.” I said.

“I think I could work something out for you.” she said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, do you know what cuckolding is?”

“Yeah, I’ve heard of it.” I said.

“What you need is an alpha bull to bend you over and fuck you into oblivion.” she said.

“God that sounds nice.” I said, drifting off into fantasy land. Having sex with Ace was worse than not having sex at all, as it left so much to be desired that it made my cravings stronger and stronger.

“I think Ace would go for it.”

“No way.” I said. “I wouldn’t even feel comfortable bringing it up.”

“He would do it if it was the right bull.” she said.

“Like who?” I asked, trying to picture a man who Ace would willingly let me sleep with.

“Can you keep a secret?” she asked, looking around. We were in the cafeteria, alone at our table.

“Yeah.” I said.

“Look.” she said, pulling her waistband away from her stomach and revealing the last thing I’d have ever guessed I would see.

“Ugh!” I audibly gasped at the sight of it. Niece had a penis, and it was three times bigger than Ace while it was still flaccid.

“Shh…” she said, tucking it away and giggling. “I’m Futanari.”

“No way. That’s just a myth.” I said.

“Is it?” she asked, looking around once more before pulling it back out. “Look.” she lifted her enormous shaft and balls with her hand, and showed me her vagina as well.

“Oh my gosh.” I said, my head spinning with thoughts of varying degrees of naughtiness. First off, it was the biggest, juiciest cock I’d ever seen and my instant inclination was to get down on my knees right there to service her. Second, the myth of the Futanari was real. A woman with both reproductive organs, and she just so happened to be drop dead gorgeous.

“Let me talk to Ace. I think we can work something out.” she said, flashing a sly smile as she stood up to leave for class.

“Let me know.” I said, completely discombobulated by what had occurred. One minute, I was venting to my friend about the woes of my sex life, the next I was confronted with a serious temptation. I knew she could talk Ace into it, she could talk any man into anything without much effort. I was more concerned with myself, and with how badly I innately wanted her.

I didn’t even know such a woman existed, and now it was all I could think of.

How will that thing even fit inside me? Maybe I can just sit on the tip? God damn, that thing was gorgeous. So thick.

While in class, I was in a daze. My focus wasn’t there, as it was completely and entirely elsewhere. At the end of each period, I was embarrassed to stand up because I’d let myself get so wet thinking about Niece’s cock and all of the depraved things I wanted to do with her.


Chapter 4 - Ace                                                  

Dating Allie was great. I didn’t have to worry about trying to meet girls, and my sexual needs were satiated and then some. Having sex multiple times a week was incredible, and I couldn’t have been happier.

Still, I wanted to progress with her. We’d developed a routine, where I would be on top in missionary, and we’d kind of just get straight to it and finish before we changed positions. What I really wanted was for her to give me a blowjob, and maybe let me try it from the doggy position. But we had plenty of time for that, or so I thought.

“Hey you.” Niece texted.

“What’s up?”

“I don’t know, not much. Been feeling kind of frisky lately.” I read over her message a few times, and wasn’t sure how to respond.

“How so?”

“Just, you know, needing physical touch in my naughty places.” she said. My immediate reaction was to flirt back with her and see where things went, but I didn’t want to do anything wrong that could get me into trouble with Allie.

“You know this is Ace right?”

“Yeah, silly. I know. I’m at my dorm touching myself, and the only people I can think of are you and Allie.” she said. I could feel myself getting hard, and I wasn’t sure how to go about engaging her. She was the hottest girl I’d ever seen and the object of all of my fantasies.

“Oh really?”

“Yeah. I was thinking about Allie sitting in my lap naked, letting me kiss on her neck until I got nice and hard. Then she could sit down onto my cock, and bounce up and down on it while you watched. Wouldn’t that be hot?”

“I don’t know we should be talking like this.”

“It’s okay, silly. She’s my best friend, we already discussed it.” she said.

“You two discussed the three of us having sex?”

“Kind of. More like me and her having sex for your enjoyment. You could watch and even tell us what to do.”

“And Allie is okay with this?”

“Mmm hmm. She seemed really turned on by the idea.”

“Well, if she says it’s okay.” I said, feeling my excitement shoot through the roof. How was I the luckiest man on Earth?

“I can’t wait to make you cum for us.” she said.

“Me neither.”

Allie had brought it up a couple of times, asked me if I was attracted to Niece. I kind of tried to play it off, like yeah she’s pretty but we’re just friends, but she didn’t buy it.

“It’s okay, Ace. I know you’re attracted to me and everything, it’s just, you know. Niece has the best body I’ve ever seen, a perfect smile, big butt and boobs.” she’d said, and she didn’t even know about her other big surprise at the time.

“Yeah. She’s really pretty.” I said. She knew about me jerking off on Niece’s ass the one time, but she also knew that was as far as it went. Unless Niece told her something I didn’t, like about me eating my own cum after.

Allie was intelligent, she knew the way that all the guys looked at Niece. She knew we’d have all sold our left arms just for a chance with her, and I think it made her a little paranoid thinking that I’d leave her in a heartbeat if she extended an opportunity in my direction.

This was the best case of all scenarios, and I ascertained that I must actually be in the peak timeline for my existence. It took longer for things to come around than I’d have liked, but my sex life was about to be off the charts. Two girls, both for me. I couldn’t wait to see them making love, teasing me and giving me a personal private show. The prospect of it actually happening filled me with an excitement that carried me through the day.

“You and Niece, huh?” I asked, meeting up with Allie between classes to catch up.

“Yeah.” she said, looking shyly down at the floor. “I’ve wanted to try it for a long time, taking a big one and really being fucked. Thank you for letting me.”

“Oh, yeah. You two are gonna be fun to watch.” I said, kind of thrown off by what she’d said.

“And you’re okay with it?” she asked.

“Yeah, of course. I think it’s super hot.” I said. “Two girls making love for my viewing pleasure? What’s not to like?” I asked.

“Okay, yeah. I just wanted to make sure.” she said, smiling and giving me a kiss. “I might have to suck your dick for letting me do this.”

“Letting you?” I asked, chuckling. “I feel like you’re the one letting me do something.”

“I’m glad you’re into it. I didn’t know you were so kinky.” she pressed her soft lips against mine again, and gave me a look I hadn’t seen in a while, like she really desired me. I could feel myself puffing up and growing more confident as I walked to my last class of the day. I was about to really become a man.


Chapter 5 - Niece

It was even easier to set up than I’d expected. I knew that deep down, Ace was a pushover with a submissive side. He wasn’t assertive enough to be in control, he was at his best when he was told what to do.

The whole reason for me setting it up was because hearing Allie talk about how unfulfilled she was turned me on. I could tell she didn’t have much experience, and that she’d never had great sex before. She was a very cute girl, and I wanted to be the one to give her the mind blowing fuck she deserved.

I’d become increasingly horny throughout the quarter, and without any solid male prospects, my head quickly turned to Allie. She was shorter than me, and I looked forward to putting her in various positions and making her squeal like a little whore for me. Ace was a sweetheart, but I wanted to rub his face in it. I wanted him to see up close and personal what she really desired, to give it to her and make her cum uncontrollably right in front of him. I wanted her to know without a doubt that he would never fill her the way I did, would never hit the deep spots that made her squirt and squirm.

Once all the systems were go, I moved quickly. Most of the hookups took place at the dorms, but there was always a chance of random roommates walking in and messing things up. It was too much of a wild card, so I got us a room after class on a Friday.

Allie was like puddy in my hands, and her entire demeanor around me had changed. She knew what we were going to do, and it was all she could think about. Ace tried to act like he was fine with it, but I could see the jealousy brewing in him before we even got started.

“I love your pants.” Allie said, snuggling up to me and running her fingers up and down the front of my thigh.

“You look so pretty tonight.” I said, nibbling at her ear lobes. “I can’t wait to watch you worship my cock.” I whispered, staring into her eyes. Ace stood almost against the wall, watching curiously at what was happening.

“I want to.”

“Take it out for me. Go ahead. You can play with it.” I said, putting my hands behind my head and letting her get started on the buttons of my pants. I glanced over at Ace, and he gave me a weak smile and a thumbs up.

“Oh my God.” she said, pulling my pants down to my knees and admiring my bulge. “Oh my God!” she repeated, covering her mouth with one hand as she took it in. “So big.”

“Do you like it?” I asked, running my hand through her hair as she looked up at me with begging eyes.

“I love it.” she said. Ace made his way over beside the bed, choosing to stand beside it for a closer view. “Look at it Ace, isn’t it incredible?”

“Yeah. It’s really nice.” he said, fidgeting. I could tell he wasn’t comfortable, so I tried including him a little more.

“Take yours out, too.” I said. “You can play with it and watch us.”

“Yeah, baby. Make yourself comfortable.” Allie said. Ace pulled up a chair, and sat down with his pants and underwear at his ankles. His cock was already fully hard, and nothing had even happened yet. It was a good sign, because no matter how jarring what he was about to witness was for him, he was going to enjoy it in some perverse way.


Chapter 6 - Ace

I wasn’t sure, but it was starting to feel like I’d bitten off more than I could chew. Niece and Allie were stripping off each other’s clothes, kissing deeply and passionately while I was sitting in a chair a few feet from the bed.

Still, I’ve never been so turned on in my life. A part of me wanted to stand up and wave it off, to politely request that Niece wouldn’t put her massive she-cock anywhere near my sweet, innocent girlfriend. It was some mix of jealousy and inadequacy, especially the more I saw the way Allie was responding to Niece.

“It’s so big.” she repeated, laying her erection flat across her face and giggling while staring up at it. “They’re so heavy.”

“You can kiss on it, and suck on it.” Niece said, taking a handful of Allie’s hair and forcing her down against her cock and balls, rubbing it against her face.

“Thank you.” she said, sticking out her tongue and licking Niece from the base all the way to the tip before wrapping her lips around it.

We’ve been together for 6 weeks and she’s never done that for me. Seeing her submit so fully to Niece filled me with jealousy, but I couldn’t stop watching. Niece held Allie’s face in place with both hands, thrusting the monster all the way down her throat so that I could actually see it bulge.

“Guck, guck, guck…” Allie didn’t object, dutifully swallowing her member without taking a breath. Her saliva turned viscous, and as Niece thrust faster and deeper, it dripped down off of her chin.

I no longer felt like I existed, at least not in their minds. Everything they did was so full of passion, and I saw sides of Allie I wasn’t aware of.

“Yeah! More, please…” she begged with spit dripping down onto her tits, reduced to a state of sex mania I’d never been able to bring out of her. I watched as Niece moved her around from position to position, making her suck her balls, cock, and lick her asshole. Allie performed each command without hesitation, in an almost depraved way.

“Good girl, you want it inside you, don’t you?” Niece asked, gripping her by the face and spitting into her mouth.

“Yes mommy.” Allie whimpered. “I need it. I need that big dick.” she begged aggressively, completely unaware of my presence.

“Yeah, you need a big cock to stretch you out and split you open.”

“Please, please give me your big cock.”

“Good girl.” Niece put my girlfriend down on her hands and knees, and began slapping her cock against her ass. “Beg for it.”

“Please, please Niece. I want it.” she said, rubbing her clit in anticipation of receiving her.

“Tell me to fuck her. Tell me that you want me to fuck your girlfriend because you can’t please her like I can.” Niece said, looking at me with a fierce intensity to her stare that frightened me.

“Please fuck my girlfriend.” I said, awkwardly delivering my line while watching Allie bend over for my best female friend in a way that she’d never done for me.

“Ughh…Gawd…Fuck…” Allie whimpered relentlessly beneath Niece’s hard thrusts, squirming and squealing, making noises I’d never heard her make. As much as I wanted to be the one giving her that type of pleasure, it was incredibly sexy seeing her in that state. Her tits bounced and she screamed for it, while I began stroking myself because I was too turned on to control myself any longer.

“It’s so tight, you feel like a virgin. You feel like you’ve never had a big cock inside you before.” Niece grunted, slamming into her.

“I haven’t.” Allie called out, her neck and face flushing red as she came over and over.

“Look at that.” Niece said, pulling out her cock and watching as Allie squirted everywhere.

“Oh my God.” Allie’s eyes were wide, she’d never done anything like that with me before. “Oh! Oh! Oh!” Niece pulled out again, and another puddle of liquid squirted from between Allie’s legs.

They went from position to position, with Allie acting like a complete and total freak the entire time. She was so loud, energetic, and orgasmic. Watching Niece make her climax over and over made me realize I wasn’t doing it right, and once I accepted it, it was the hottest thing I’d ever seen.

“I’m sorry. I can’t.” Allie said, rolling off of Niece’s cock and collapsing down on the bed.

“It’s okay, sweetheart.” Niece said, giving her a kiss on the cheek and then looking over at me. “I wore her out, she probably came 30 times.”

“Yeah.” I said, looking at Allie who was still writhing around on the bed, apparently still experiencing a world of pleasure.

“Come here. I still need to cum.” she said. I stood up from my chair, and took two steps over to the bed while stepping out of my pants and underwear.

“What do you want me to do?” I asked.

“Sit on it, I want to look into your eyes while I cum inside you.” she said. I climbed into her lap, and looked over to see if Allie was watching. She wasn’t, and appeared almost comatose. I took hold of Niece’s cock, and laid it vertically so it was resting against my ass while I stroked it.

“Like that?” I asked.

“That feels good, but no. In you.” she said.

“I can’t, Niece. It’s too big.” I said. There was no way it would ever fit in my ass, nor was I sure that was something I wanted.

“Please, baby. Please try for me. I want to cum in you. I need it.” she said, looking into my eyes and leaning forward to kiss me. Her lips were so sweet, and her tongue slipped inside my mouth before she broke the kiss. “Please?” she asked.

“Okay. I’ll try.” I said.

“That’s my good boy.” she spit onto her fingers, and then shoved them inside me.

“Ooh, gentle.” I said.

“This isn’t gonna be gentle, but it’s going to make me cum.” she said, lubing up the tip of her cock and working it in and out.

“Oh, wow.” I said, feeling the tip slowly insert itself.

“Fuck, yes. Nice and tight.” she said, pulling me down a little deeper with each shallow thrust. “How’s that baby?”

“It feels kinda good.” I said, grunting as her girth began overtaking me. “Ugh!”

“Yeah, just like that. Sit on it, good boy. Ride it.” she gripped my hips with both hands, pulling me down onto her and impaling me.

“Ugh! Ughh!” my cock flopped around as she bounced me up and down in her lap. Niece was stronger than I expected, and easily supported my weight as she fed me every inch of enormous Futa dick. The sounds that came out of me were feminine, and full of agony.

“I’m gonna cum!” she groaned, thrusting deep inside me. My climax synced up perfectly with hers, and my errant cum sprayed out while hers was pumped into me. “Fuck…baby…it’s so good.” she sighed.

And just like that, it was all over. The intense euphoria of arousal washed away, and the three of us laid around the room in post coital bliss. My mind was spinning, and a steady stream of hot, sticky cum leaked out from between my cheeks.

Checkout was at ten, and we drove back to campus. Despite a full night’s sleep, Allie was still fatigued and wanted to go back to her place to rest. Niece dropped me off down the street from my dorm, and I decided to spend some time relaxing at home, processing what had taken place.

It was a lot to sort through, a lot of firsts. All that I really knew was that I was already craving more, I wanted to explore sex with Niece and Allie. I wanted to find out what else I liked.


Chapter 7 - Niece

In the heat of the moment, I got caught up and didn’t think about it. The plan had been to finish inside of Allie, and to make Ace eat it out of her pussy. Instead, she tapped out earlier than anticipated, because I got a little carried away, and I ended up cumming inside of Ace. Without protection.

I waited until I ran into him at class, and then pulled him aside.

“Ace, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that.” I said.

“No, it’s all good. I liked it.”

“I should have at least wore protection.” I said.

“Why? You don’t have anything, do you?” he asked.

“No, no. It’s not that. But Futanari women, we can, ugh, we can get guys pregnant.” I said, blurting it out as quickly as I could.

“No way.” he said.

“Ace. I wouldn’t lie to you. There’s a lot you don’t know about Futanari women.” I said.

“Fuck. So what, do I have to take a pregnancy test or something?” he asked. I reached into my bag, already prepared, and handed it over to him. “Do I just pee on it?”

The reality of my stupid decision hit me square in the face. I was just so damn horny at the time that I wasn’t thinking straight or thinking rationally. I knew not to cum inside of a guy unless I wanted to get him pregnant.

Ace’s face when he came out of the bathroom said it all.

“Are you?” I asked.

“Yep.”


Chapter 8 - Ace

The level of shock and terror I experienced when I found out that I was pregnant was unexplainable. My entire body seized up, and I thought I was going to go into shock.

A few months earlier, and I didn’t even know that Futanari women existed, period. And up until the moment I peed on that pregnancy test, I didn’t know that it was possible for a man to get pregnant.

Niece, Allie, and I hung out that night at Niece’s, and talked about what we were going to do about our predicament. We also discussed the details and nuances about futanari women, as clearly I needed to know. Realistically, Niece would be the only Futanari woman I’d ever encounter, and of course, I’d somehow ended up pregnant by her.

One of the more pertinent pieces of information regarding Futa on male pregnancy was that it only took three months before I’d be giving birth. Also, as a biological male, I had no way of going to a clinic to get an abortion. There was no way around it, I was going to be forced to carry and deliver the baby.

It took weeks for me to wrap my head around this, and I tried to adjust my lifestyle to be as healthy as possible for the baby. My sex drive really dropped off because of the weight gain, and the sickness, and all of it, so Niece and Allie took care of each other’s needs while I was pregnant.

After a little getting used to it, it wasn’t so bad. Giving birth scared the ever living shit out of me, but at least I’d be with my two ladies. And I would be forever tied to the most beautiful girl I knew, which was a nice little blessing. There wasn’t a woman in the world I’d have rather been knocked up by, and Allie was very supportive of what I was going through.

It may not have been exactly what I signed up for, or what I thought I wanted, but it worked out for me perfectly in the end.


Free Use Fertile Futa Stepbrat

Chapter 1 - Kenna

When I was nineteen years old, I worked as a waitress at a local sports bar and had the genius idea to move out on my own. My stepdad James warned me that I wasn’t ready, and that I wasn’t making enough money to do it. He tried to convince me to at least wait until I could find a roommate, as it would cut my bills in half and make things manageable. But I didn’t listen.

As far as I was concerned, I was making great money and had a few grand in the bank, more than enough for the down payment and first month’s rent at an apartment just a few miles from our house. My mother and I had been at each other’s throats, and it made sense to me that it was time for me to spread my wings.

“You have to account for bills, food, insurance, gas, and rent Kenna. I suggest that you wait until you have an emergency fund that can cover you for 3 months in case anything happens, because it’s going to be way harder to save up once you’re living on your own.” he said. I paid attention to what he was saying, but I knew everything and made the decision to do it anyway.

James helped me pack everything into the moving truck and set things up, and even threw in some housewarming gifts and my first load of groceries. We were very close, and was the only person besides my mother and the guys I’d slept with who knew my secret that I was a futanari woman. Despite his warnings that I wasn’t prepared, he supported my decision. I’d always been a daddy’s girl, and I knew I was his favorite. It was one of those “daddy can’t say no to me” type of relationships, and he’d be there for me no matter what.

At first, things were amazing. Having total freedom for the first time was exhilarating, and I had nothing but fun. Most of my friends still lived with their parents, so my place became the go to party house in a lot of ways. There were always people coming in and out, even while I was at work, but I liked it that way. I was doing things differently.

And then, disaster struck. And it was all my fault. I was texting and driving like an idiot, which was also on the list of things James told me not to do that I did anyway. I rear ended a middle aged man’s pickup truck, which did very little damage to his truck but totalled my car. I only had liability, was at fault for the accident, and was lucky the cop didn’t realize I’d been texting when it happened.

I was forced to start  using Uber and occasionally bumming rides from friends or co-workers, and I could no longer even go to the grocery store. It was awful, I went from being on the top of the world to a screeching halt, just like that. The constant Ubers became a bill of their own, and seriously cut into my income. Instead of paying rent first, I paid my utilities and came up short on my first payment. I’d kept my accident a secret, but I came clean when I had to ask James to borrow money.

“This is why I told you to have an emergency fund.” he said, shaking his head.

“I know, you were right.” I said, bowing my head and accepting the $400 I needed to cover rent. Things slowed down at work, and I had kind of an off month as far as tips and ended up falling short again the following month. So I borrowed another $500 from him, and then another $1500 to purchase a used car. I couldn’t believe how quickly I’d racked up the debt, but at least I had a car and could get back on track.

But I couldn’t seem to catch up. Every month there was some unexpected expense, or I’d handle my finances improperly, and I’d either barely make it or have to borrow more money. It started stressing me out, and I missed living at home rent and bill free. Eventually, I hit a breaking point and reached out to James. I hadn’t paid him back a single cent, and I owed him almost three grand. I asked him to come over so we could talk.

Keep in mind that I hadn’t had sex since I moved out on my own, as almost all of my time was spent at work or dealing with the car wreck and the like. The freedom to date had been a large part of the reason I’d moved out, as my mother was super strict and wouldn’t let me bring boys home or stay over at their houses. Futanari women are sort of known for having high libidos, as we had to take care of pleasuring two separate genitalia.

“Hey you.” James said, giving me a big hug when I opened the door to greet him. It felt so comforting being back in his big strong arms, and I inhaled his masculine scent. I missed him.

“I’m so sorry, daddy. I’m trying to pay you back, I promise. It’s just so hard.” I said, feeling my eyes well up with tears.

“Baby, it’s okay. You live and you learn, I’m proud of you for working so hard. I don’t think you’re doing a bad job at all, just keep doing what you can.” he said. He was always so sweet, and it made me realize how lucky I was to have such a good man in my corner.

“I want to pay you back though. I’m supposed to be doing this on my own, but it’s costing you so much money.” I said. The idea of paying him back by offering him free use of my body had been on my mind for weeks, and it was all I could think about while I masurbated. The only problem was gathering the guts to actually bring it up, and of course, the possibility of facing rejection from the man of my dreams.

“Kenna, don’t worry about it. I hate seeing you sad.” he said, pulling me in for another hug. James kissed me on the forehead, and wiped my tears away. “I love you. I want you to be okay, and I don’t mind helping. This is a perfectly natural process, you’ll figure it out.”

“I guess.” I said.

“Have you thought about getting a roommate?” he asked.

“Yeah, I’ve been trying but I don’t know anyone who is trying to move out, and I don’t want to get some random stranger from the internet.” I said.

“Definitely don’t do that,” he said. We sat down on the couch, and discussed how my life had been going for the past couple of months. That quickly devolved into me ranting about how hard things were, how sorry I was for leaving, and how I wished that I would have listened to him. James was the best listener I knew, patient to a fault, and always gave the best advice. He had this way of making me feel better.

“Ugh, anyway, enough about me.” I said, finally getting a hold of myself and wiping away my own tears. “How have you been?”

“Well, honestly, not great. Your mother and I just aren’t getting along, haven’t been for quite some time.” he said. He wasn’t the type to complain, so I knew it was bad.

“Really? What’s been happening?” I asked.

“We can’t seem to enjoy each others company anymore, and, I shouldn’t even tell you this, but you’re an adult, we don’t have sex anymore. Almost never.” he said.

“Oh.” I said, unsure of how to respond. Simply hearing him utter the word sex perked me up though, and I could feel how horny I was as the blood rushed to my unsatisfied cock.

“Yeah. She’s never had much of a sex drive, but this is just ridiculous. I’m a man. I have needs, and she isn’t meeting them on any level. I’m not trying to put this on you Kenna.” He said, recognizing that this wasn’t the type of thing we normally talked about.

“I know, daddy, but you’re always my shoulder to cry on, I don’t see why I can’t be yours.” I said. The truth is, I’d had a massive crush on for so long, and it only grew stronger each time we spent time together. He was tall, handsome, funny, understanding, intelligent, pretty much the perfect man. I couldn’t for the life of me understand how my mom took him for granted so much. She’d never treated him the way he deserved.

James went into painstaking detail about their fights, about how she was a starfish in bed who was letting herself go physically because she wouldn’t join him in his fitness endeavors.

“All she does is eat, bitch, and complain. It’s fucking awful.” he said, rubbing his temples. He rarely cursed, and it kind of shocked me to hear him say the F word.

“You deserve better. So much better.” I said. Even though she was my mom, I was team daddy all day. She was the problem, she always had been. I know she had a tough childhood, but that didn’t excuse her behavior.

“I know. It’s not official, but I’ve been talking to a divorce lawyer. I’m this close.” he said. James was a direct person, and if he said something, he meant it.

“Oh my gosh. I’m so sorry.” I said, feeling my heart break for him. He was such a dedicated husband, and I knew that if he was talking that way, it was already over. He just hadn’t cut the cord yet. I scooted closer to him, and put my arm around him.

“It’s okay, sweetheart. At least I still have you.” he said. I laid my head on his shoulder, and we sat in silence for several minutes, enjoying each other’s presence. It was so nourishing being around him, and I couldn’t believe I’d let months go by without taking the time to hang out with him one on one.

“I love you so much.” I said.

“I love you too, baby.” he said, planting another kiss on my forehead. “Well, I should probably head out. I’m glad I finally got to see you.”

“You don’t have to leave if you don’t want to.” I said, realizing how much I wanted him to stay.

“Actually, I really don’t want to go home. Would you mind if I crashed here tonight?” he asked.

“Of course.” I said, “You pay half the rent here anyway. It’s practically your place.”

“Thank you. I can crash out on the couch.” he said.

“No way, I have a king sized bed.” I said.

“You don’t mind?”

“No, definitely not. I’m not gonna let you sleep on that uncomfortable couch.” I said.

“Your mom doesn’t seem to have a problem doing it.” he quipped. And just like that, we were having our first sleepover at my place. I hadn’t even thought about it, but it was kind of like my fantasy coming true. Not that anything inappropriate would happen…


Chapter 2 - James

Kenna had always been the apple of my eye. There was nothing about her that I didn’t love, and I was so happy that I got to be a part of her life. She was the type of girl who actually lit up any room she walked into, and it was extra adorable because she didn’t seem to be aware of it. As her stepdad, it always made me a bit jealous and overprotective when I saw the way that every man looked at her, but I couldn’t blame them.

Her physical beauty was undeniable, and something I couldn’t help admiring. It’s kind of messed up to say, but she was like a much hotter version of her mother, who was also easy on the eyes. Her father was an asshole and a loser, but he had great genetics and he certainly passed them onto her. Her eyes, lips, hair, ass, legs, even her toes were downright gorgeous.

Another aspect of her body that made her different from any woman I’d ever been with was that she was Futanari. Less than .001 percent of the population was considered Futa, and she was one of them. Knowing that my stepdaughter had both a penis and a vagina was something I found infinitely intriguing. There had been a few times that I’d spotted her bulge while she was wearing a bikini or sweatpants, but it’s not like I’d ever accidentally walked in on  her while she was naked or anything.

The thought of her alone in her room, jerking off and fingering herself at the same time was an intrusive thought that sometimes invaded my mind while I was horny. With the state of her mother and my relationship, me being horny had become a constant. Even though Kenna had moved out, naughty thoughts still brewed whenever I was inflamed. She was the only person who I would get down on my knees for, and I often toyed with the idea of going down on her.

If all that weren’t enough, she was also the life of the party in the best possible way. I could only imagine how many hearts she’d broken accidentally, just by being her. It was so easy to fall for her, so easy to want her. She had this way of making you feel like you were the only person in the world, and I think a lot of guys read too much into it because that’s just the way she was.

Kenna was funny, engaging, and intelligent. She was almost too good. Nothing intimidated her, and her personality was always on. I rarely saw her in a bad mood, and she elevated the energy of every room she was in. Men loved her, women loved her, her teachers loved her, she radiated joy and was perhaps the most vibrant person I’d ever met. Even though any guy would have loved to have her, I almost felt bad for anyone who ended up with her. She set such a high standard, and there were few men in the world who actually deserved her.

On top of that, she was very selective of who she let know about her true gender. By the time you got to know her, it was too late anyway. I can’t speak for others, but knowing she had both only made her sexier. She was truly one of a kind.

Because of my role in her life, I pushed any feelings resulting from her perfection out of my head and tried to be the best man I could for her. I wanted her to know that she had a rock, someone she could come to about anything, and someone who would love and support her no matter what.

I was as smitten as everyone else, but smart enough to know that it would be inappropriate to entertain acting on those fantasies. It wasn’t my place, and I was happy to have a role in her life at all, as she made me a better person. She was inspiring, and I always thought about her as the reason I worked so hard, and made so many sacrifices for my family.

Anyway, I had zero problems helping her out financially when she moved out, and keeping it a secret from my wife. We’d been on the fritz for some time, and things were coming to an end for us. That didn’t mean that I wouldn’t still be there for Kenna, as nothing would ever come between us. Her mother was very judgemental, and she would have told me to leave her high and dry to let her learn her lesson.

When I went over to her apartment to talk, I could tell that she was under a lot of stress. She put herself in a tough situation by getting her first apartment alone, and having to shoulder the burden of rent and bills for the first time without much of a safety net. I hated seeing her like that, as I wanted her life to consist of unicorns and rainbows exclusively, but of course, that’s not how things work.

It’s not that she was doing a bad job, she was just new to the world of adulting, as she liked to call it. There would be hurdles and obstacles, but I knew she would learn her lessons and get the hang of it. There was no chance I was going to let her tackle it alone.

It had been a while since we really hung out, as she kept herself very busy with friends and work. Once we were back in the same room together, it was like we were never apart. Sometimes it helps to spend some time away from the people you love, as it’s so much fun to catch up and experience their energy again after a break. I surprised myself with how much I was able to open up to her, as I’ve never been the type to really pour my heart out to anyone.

Our chemistry was undeniable, and it really put the strength of our relationship on full display. Kenna was the type of person I could laugh, cry, and become deeply immersed in conversations with. We’d spent time together every single day for years before she moved out, and stopping by made me see how much I’d missed her.

Her mother and I were in the midst of yet another multi-day long argument. It was more of a deep resentment than an actual specific issue. Whatever we once had was long dead and gone, and I was coming to terms with that. She’d banished me to the couch for the past week, which I found ironic considering that the house was in my name and she never paid a penny for it. But whatever, as long as I didn’t have to be in the same room as her, I was happy.

When Kenna offered to let me sleep over, it was a huge relief. Having one day away from that house would be priceless, as the constant tension was wearing on me. When she offered to let me sleep in her bed, I was a bit reluctant because it seemed borderline inappropriate. At the same time, it was a large bed and I would never do anything to make her uncomfortable. I was looking forward to getting a night’s rest on something other than a couch.

The rest of the night was incredible. I put my chef hat on and threw down in the kitchen, and we enjoyed a home cooked meal together for the first time in a long time. We’d both vented and ranted and raved leading up to that, but once we sat down at the dinner table to break bread, the whole vibe switched up and we were right back to laughing our asses off and talking about positive things. After dinner, we showered up and got ready to hit the hay.

“You didn’t bring clothes, did you?” she asked.

“No, I didn’t.” I said, wearing only a towel. “I can just wear my boxers from today.”

“Actually, I have a few pairs of boxer briefs. They’d probably fit you.” she said, and began rummaging through her drawers. “Here. Try these.” she tossed me a pair of white boxer briefs, and I checked the size immediately.

“Mediums.” I said. “I wear a large.”

“They’re stretchy.” she said. I stepped back into the bathroom to try them on, and the reality of the situation dawned on me. Kenna was wearing a pair of what equated to booty shorts and a sports bra. All of a sudden, it didn’t feel quite as innocent anymore, like maybe I should sleep on the couch instead. The briefs were a little tight, and revealing, but they would do for the night.

“They fit.” I said, stepping out of the bathroom and toward her bed.

“Yeah they do.” she said. Her eyes kind of lit up, and she smiled at me. “Are you tired?”

“Yeah, a little bit. I can fall asleep.” I said.

“I’m kind of wired for some reason, but I think I’ll get sleepy if I can just rest with you for a while.” she said. We climbed underneath the covers, and laid flat on our backs next to each other. Kenna turned off the light, but the room still had a warm glow emanating from her nightlight.

“You still use one of those?” I asked.

“You know I hate the dark, plus I live by myself now. It makes me feel safe. Like you.” she said.

“Awh, Kenna. You’re so sweet.” I said. As much as I was trying to block out how hot she was, I could still feel the blood flowing to my crotch. Being in bed with her cemented the fact that attraction is an impulse we can’t control.

“You know what else I am?” she asked. “Cold. Be my big spoon and warm me up.”

“Oh. Okay, yeah.” I said, as she backed herself up against me and pulled my arm over her before I knew what was happening.

“I like that.” she said. Her round little ass was pressed directly against my crotch, and I knew there was no chance she wasn’t going to notice it. The scent of her hair made me feel lust drunk, as did her soft skin and feminine figure. It didn’t help that I hadn’t been having sex, and that my body wanted her so badly. “Mmm…we haven’t cuddled like this in forever.” she said. I don’t think we’d ever cuddled, not like that. Not as adults wearing almost nothing.

“You fit so perfectly in my arms.” I said, squeezing her tight. It even surprised me how fast my cock turned hard, and I was still actively fighting my own arousal.

“Yeah. We’re good together. I really missed you.” she said.

“Baby…” I gave her a small kiss on the neck, right behind her ear, and it sent a chill up her spine that made her body curl up against me. The soft flesh of her ass felt so good, and I could feel the shape of her booty pressed up against my erection.

We laid there in silence for a few minutes, nestling up to each other. Kenna kept wiggling around, in exactly the right spot. She was doing it so much that it started to feel intentional, but I gave her the benefit of the doubt until it was undeniable. Her movements could only be described as grinding on me from behind. Kenna knew exactly what she was doing, and it was working.

My rational mind was completely offline, and the only thing I could think about was how badly I wanted to slide her shorts off and feel inside her. I didn’t possess the willpower to tell her no, and I truly felt like puddy in her hands. She’d always had me wrapped around her finger, and she was well aware of it.

“You feel so good to cuddle with. I could do this every night.” she said, continuing to wiggle her ass against me.

“It is nice, isn’t it?” I asked, giving her another light kiss on the neck.

“Daddy, can I ask you something?”

“Of course.”

“You know, there are other ways that I could pay you back besides using money.” she said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Well, I feel how hard you are, and I know that you and mom aren’t having sex anymore. Maybe I could give you free use of my body, you know, so you could do whatever you want to me. Maybe I could pay you back that way.”


Chapter 3 - Kenna

I’d been wanting to bring it up all night, but it finally came pouring out of my mouth once I was too horny to think straight. Feeling his hard cock pressed up against my ass made me so aroused that it lowered my inhibitions. Plus, I knew he was attracted to me. He wouldn’t be throbbing hard against my ass if he weren’t.

“Kenna, I don’t know about that.” he said. I heard the hesitance in his voice, I could feel how weak the answer was.

“Daddy, I want to. I hate owing you money, and it might be a long time before I can get it back to you.” I said.

“Baby, I’m not worried about how long it takes. There’s no due date.” he said.

“But I want to pay you back. Right now.” I said, turning my head to look into his eyes.

“Are you sure you want to do it like this?” he asked. I flipped all the way over so that I was facing him.

“I know it’s kind of naughty, but I can’t stop thinking about you.”

“Free use huh?” he asked.

“Well, it’s a lot of money, and I really wanna pay you back.” I said, getting flirty and playful as soon as I saw that he was considering it.

“Goodness. You can’t do this to me, baby. It’s not fair.” he said.

“But I want it, and you always give me what I want.” I said, leaning in closer to force his hand.

“Kenna.” he whispered, bringing his lips to within an inch of mine.

“We’re not breaking any rules by kissing. We’re allowed to touch.” I said.

“That’s true.” he said, planting his soft lips on mine. It was like I saw stars, and instantly we were going at it, making out like it was both of our first kisses.

“Mmm…” he moaned, allowing his hand to move up my side until he was groping my breast as his tongue slipped inside my mouth.

“And I don’t think we’d be doing anything wrong if we touched down here, right? It’s just another body part.” I said, reaching down between his legs and rubbing his cock from the outside of his boxer briefs.

“Yeah, I don’t see why that wouldn’t be allowed,” he said.

“Technically, I’m not even making skin to skin contact.” I said, grinning at our shared naughtiness. “You can touch mine too, if you want to.”

“Fuck.” he said, returning the favor. We continued kissing as we played with each other’s cocks in the single most erotic moment of my life. “That feels so good.” he said, closing his eyes to savor my touch. “But you did say free use, so I want you to take off all of your clothes for me.”

“Yes sir.” I said, quickly slipping out of my shorts and then my sports bra.

“Oh wow. Kenna. You have such gorgeous little tits.” he said, climbing on top of me and admiring my body. “I’ve pictured you naked so many times before, and you’re even more stunning than in my fantasies.” his eyes moved down between my legs, and he lifted my balls to inspect me further.

“Daddy…that’s so hot. I think about you too.” I said.

“Oh yeah? What do you think about?” he asked.

“I think about spreading my legs for you, and letting you take me over and over.” I said. He slipped his fingers inside his waistband, pulling it down until his cock flopped out. He was long and thick, and I could feel my mouth watering for him as he removed them fully.

“Oh my goodness, daddy. You’re really big.” I said, posting up on my elbows to have a good look at him. We’d always maintained an appropriateness to our relationship outside of occasional flirtation, despite the fact that the tension had been slowly eating away at our defenses for quite some time.

“Open your mouth. I want you to suck on it like it’s a yummy lollipop.”

“Ooh, okay. I love sucking on lollipops.” I said, batting my eyes and using my little girl voice. He scooted closer, and I climbed onto my hands and knees in front of him.

“Don’t use your hands. Just your mouth.” he said. I bit down on my lower lip and looked at how hard his cock was one more time, still coming to terms with the reality of what we were about to do.

“It’s so hard.” I said.

“Open up baby.” he said. I did as I was told, and he guided the tip into my waiting mouth. “Fuck.” he groaned, as I wrapped my lips around the tip and worshiped his big dick. He was larger than any of the guys I’d been with, and I was so eager to blow him that it felt like I might cum without him even touching me.

“Mmm…” I moaned, slurping at his flesh as he thrust his hips against my face.

“Good girl, don’t swallow your spit. Just drool on it.” he said, running his fingers through my hair and taking hold of a handful to use as a handle. “Fuck that’s good.”

“Mmm hmm…” I moaned, smiling around a mouthful of cock. I was there to please him, and I would have done anything he told me. The excess spit became viscous, and dribbled down until it was dripping from my chin.

“That’s so hot Kenna.” he said. “I can’t wait to fuck that tight little pussy of yours. Don’t forget my balls.”

“Yes, daddy.” I said. He lifted up his cock for me, and I buried my face in his testicles. It was still surreal, even though we were in the midst of committing the ultimate forbidden act. No one even knew we were together, and I was on my knees making popping sounds with my mouth while I sucked on my stepfather’s balls.

“Lay down. Spread your legs for me like you did when you used to think about me.” he said. I was literally living out a long held fantasy, and I flopped down on my back in front of him and spread my legs.

“I’m yours to use as you please, daddy.” I said, latching my arms under my legs to hold them wide.

“That’s my good girl. How have we not done this before?” he asked, looking over my body. “You’re so beautiful.”

“Thank you.” I said, unable to fight the smile from forming at my lips. He licked his fingers before touching my sex, playing with it and stroking my cock simultaneously.

“Baby…it’s so wet already,” he said.

“I know, daddy. Cuddling with you made me turn into a little slut for you. I can’t help myself.” she said.

“That’s okay Kenna. As long as you’re my slut and no one else’s.” he said, rubbing the tip of his cock against mine.

“Have you ever been with a Futa girl before?” I asked.

“No. I haven’t.” he said.

“Well I’ve never been with a real man before, so it’ll be a first for both of us.” I said. James spit on my dick, stroking it up and down and focusing on the head. His touch made me squirm, and I could feel the immense pressure building.                            

“Put your legs on my shoulders.”

“Yes sir.” I said. He raised my legs, placing them on either side of his head.

“I’ve wanted to do this for so long.” he said, pressing the tip inside of my pussy.

“Ugh!” I squealed as he entered. His girth stretched my walls and his length filled me in a way I’d never experienced. “Oh my God.” I stared into his eyes, allowing him to lay claim to me in the most primal way. Neither of us said a word about protection, and within seconds his heavy hips were slamming into mine. Each collision of his hips made my erection bounce around, and he couldn’t seem to take his eyes off it.

“Kenna, you have such a little pussy.” he said, driving himself deeper with each powerful thrust. I could feel his balls slapping rhythmically against my ass, and all I could do was hold on for dear life as he fucked me so hard that my eyes started rolling back into my head.

“Daddy!” I called out, over and over as he delivered the most satisfying sex of my life.

“Wrap your legs around me.”

“Yes sir.” I said, eager to adhere to his demands. It had always been a fantasy of mine for him to have free use of my body, and for me to completely submit to his deepest desires.


Chapter 4 - James

She was like nothing I’d ever experienced. Every second was thrilling, and I couldn’t stop staring at her bouncing tits and cock beneath my hips. Years of tension poured out as we gave into temptation in the most intimate way.

“I love you so much.” I whispered, kissing her neck relentlessly as our hips grinded together in a battle to take every ounce of pleasure we could from each other. It started as a deep wanting, but quickly I knew it was so much more. I needed her body, I needed what only she could give me.

“Daddy…I love you…I love you daddy.” hearing her feminine whimpers spurred me on in the worst way, and my mind spiraled with all of the things I planned on doing to her. Knowing I had free use of her was enough to drive me insane, and it wasn’t a privilege I could see myself giving up.

“It’s so good.” I said.

“I know, daddy. I love it.” she laced her ankles around my lower back, and I drove it deep inside her. With each thrust I was dragged closer towards climax, and my balls ached to be emptied inside her. Futanari women are capable of getting pregnant, as well as impregnating other women.

“You’re gonna make me cum.” I said, feeling her pelvic muscles tighten around me.

“I want it. Please daddy, show me how much you love me.” she said, whispering into my ear. I’ve never been able to tell her no, perhaps less so in that moment than in any that preceded it.

“Fuck. I’m gonna cum!” I called out, gripping her hips in my hands and pulling her against me as I thrust inside her. “Ugh!” I hadn’t even thought about the possibility of pulling out, and I left it in while I erupted inside her tightness.

“Daddy! Daddy…” she squealed, squirming beneath me. “I’m cumming!” she furiously stroked her cock as I emptied shot after shot of sticky cum into her. “Ugh!”

“Kenna…baby.” I exhaled, feeling my dick contract uncontrollably. My entire body flushed with pleasure, and I seized as the intensity of the orgasm washed over me.

“Ugh…” she sighed as her she cock erupted with cum, shooting off everywhere and landing on her tits and stomach. A smile spread across her beautiful face as we both finished.

“I love you so much.” I said, kissing her wet lips and running my fingers through her hair. We were impaled together, and our tight seal began leaking with the excess cum as I continued slowly working myself in and out of her.

“I love you too.” she said, hungrily kissing me back as her body absorbed my seed. I really couldn’t believe we’d gone so far, or that we’d taken so few precautions. It was a moment of weakness that we could never take back, nor did I think we would have even if it was a possibility.

“That was incredible.”

“There’s plenty more where that came from, if you want it. Free use, remember?” she asked.

“I certainly didn’t forget. So if you wake up in the middle of the night, and I’m inside you. That’s perfectly fine?” I asked.

“Yep.”

“And if we’re in the middle of breakfast tomorrow, and I want you to crawl under the table and give me a sloppy blowjob, that’s okay?” I asked.

“Free use, daddy. Anything you want, just take it. I’m your property.” she said. It’s hard to explain how much of a turn on it was, and how much I planned on taking advantage of it.


Chapter 5 - Kenna

When James showed up to my apartment earlier that day, I was fairly inexperienced sexually and had never done anything remotely kinky. By the time he left the following evening, I felt like a new woman entirely.

We had sex multiple times that night, every couple of hours James would wake up ready to go. The first time, I woke up to his cock rubbing against my lips. The next time, his cock inside me was what woke me up.

Each session grew more passionate and full of hunger, as we were finally able to express our forbidden love in a physical way. It didn’t bother me in the slightest that I was half his age, as he was exactly who I saw myself ending up with.

He ate my asshole in the shower while making me stroke myself until I was having the most intense orgasm of my life, and he made good on having me blow him under the table while he ate breakfast.

James gave me a full body nude massage with plenty of oil, and we sucked and licked whipped cream off each other's cocks. I rode him as hard as I could, cumming uncontrollably over and over again. He went down on me, and even though it was his first time giving a blowjob, it was the best I’d ever had. Something about his enthusiasm and greedy need to possess me made me feel like I really belonged to him. When he finished, he swallowed my cum. These were all firsts for me, and each intimate experience seemed to bond me to him even harder.

“Baby, you’re the best.” he said, giving me a hug before he headed out.

“I love you. I don’t want you to leave, I’m gonna miss you.” I said.

“Oh, I’ll be back. Don’t you worry. You know I can’t keep my hands off you now.”

“Promise?” I asked.

“Do I still have free use?” I asked.

“Of course, daddy.” and with that, I knew we would be inseparable forever. And less than a month later, when I found out that I was pregnant with his child, that became a reality.

I’d been super nervous to tell him, and even considered having an abortion without telling him. It felt like my fault for not telling him that I was no longer on birth control, as I couldn’t afford to pay for the pills once my finances got tight. But I decided that would be wrong, and I decided to face it head on.

James’ reaction was incredible, and he lifted me up in his arms and made love to me while telling me how excited he was for me to have his child.

“My fertile futa.” he joked, referencing the fact that I got pregnant after our very first night of unprotected sex.

“My body knows what it wants, and who it wants to have a baby with.” I said.

“My good girl. I haven’t been so excited for the future in years.” he said. It had always been my plan to be a mother, but I figured I would have to wait until later in life once I was more financially stable. James provided the stability and safety net I needed to feel perfectly at peace bringing a child into the world, and I couldn’t have been more thankful that he was the father. I already knew firsthand how great of a dad he would be.


His Fertile Futa Stepmilf

Chapter 1 - Lily

It was something I’d been thinking about for a long time, getting pregnant and having a child. I was getting to the age where I had to make a decision about whether or not I wanted to have a baby, and at the urging of my husband Phil, I decided that I was one hundred percent on board. There was a catch, though.

Phil was 10 years older than me, and had let himself go to the point where I was no longer physically attracted to him. I tried getting him to come to the gym with me, or make small changes to diet that would make a big difference over time, but he denied all of my requests.

“I’m really not worried about it.” he would say, stuffing his face while watching endless amounts of cartoons. We’d grown apart over time, and we both acknowledged that our relationship wasn’t what it once was. I tried talking to him about things, gave him pointers on what I was expecting out of our relationship, but he couldn’t hear it.

Phil never grew or Matured from the day we met, and I’d slowly fallen out of love with him over time. I think the worst part was the complete and total lack of effort on his part. It was like he just didn’t care, he peaked in high school and had zero intentions of making more of himself. It hurt that I didn’t have a partner, someone to learn and grow with. Instead, I had an overweight manchild who drank too much and didn’t have a sexual appetite.

“It’s just so tiring. Can’t we just take care of ourselves and leave it at that?” he asked, without a hint of irony. He didn’t have the energy or desire to have sex with me, yet somehow had the energy to watch porn multiple times a day.

At 37 years old, I didn’t want to get divorced and start over. I wanted to have a baby, and be a mother, but I couldn’t fathom having sex with my husband. It sounded awful. I’d given him plenty of chances, opportunities to better himself, or at least communicate with me and make an effort to strengthen our relationship in other ways. But he was checked out mentally, permanently retired and on vacation from life.

My pussy and cock ached for touch, to find someone suitable to have the mind blowing sex I so desperately craved as a Futanari woman. And my husband most certainly wasn’t it.

In order to cope with the embarrassment of having him as a partner, I worked out relentlessly and dove headfirst into a series of hobbies. I learned to sew, knit, juggle, and how to do calligraphy. After that I picked up indoor rock climbing, and then learned how to make sushi.

“It’s so good, baby. Good lord.” Phil said, chowing down on a spicy tuna roll I made myself.

“Thanks.” I said, internally shaking my head. How could he be so lethargic? He was excited to eat the fruits of my labor, but had zero interest in pitching in. A part of me had hoped that he would join in with some of my activities, or at least feel compelled to adopt one of his own. Instead, he was the foremost leading authority on Looney Tunes and Cartoon Network trivia. Repulsive.

I tried to simply leave him be, and do my own thing, but the more I did, the more his doing nothing pissed me off. It did more than that actually, it turned me off. All the while, his 19 year old son Mike continued impressing me.

Mike was my stepson, and I knew that it was wrong for me to look at him the way I did. I shouldn’t have been ogling him when he took his shirt off, or staring at his bulge when he was wearing athletic shorts, but there I was.

Proximity was a part of it, as I spent more time with him than I did with his father. But there was more to it than that. Mike was intelligent, charming, funny, and handsome. Phil’s first wife was very attractive, and I guess Mike took all of his genes from her side of the family because he didn’t even look related to my husband. Mike was tall, muscular, and manly. Phil was five inches shorter, and had a tiny penis that no longer functioned properly.

I’ll never forget trying to give him a blowjob for 10 minutes straight, while his dick remained completely limp the entire time. He admitted he’d been watching too much porn, and apologized profusely while tears streamed down his face. At that time I’d been forgiving and understanding, but I looked back on it as a humiliating experience.

Anyway, I’d developed feelings for his son over a period of time. The more I fell out of love with Phil, the more tempting Mike became. And it didn’t hurt that he clearly felt the same way, at least on some levels. There was an 18 year age gap between us, but that didn’t stop us from connecting emotionally. He always had me laughing, and he seemed to relish in it.

Because of the dynamic of our relationship, with him being my stepson and all of that, I made sure not to push it or make him uncomfortable in any way. I wanted to feel him out, to see if the feeling was mutual, so I did little things to test him. The last thing I wanted to do was be a creepy older woman who turned him off.

I dressed a little skimpier around the house, and watched his wandering eyes move up and down my body. He wasn’t aware that I was Futanari, and I figured that wearing tight little booty shorts that showcased my bulge might clue him in. I wondered if it was something he’d accept, or if me being a dick girl might be a deal breaker.

I joined him out back by the pool when he would lay out or go for a swim, and he eagerly offered to put lotion on my back. I flirted with him in subtle ways to see his reaction. He always lit up when I asked him if he’d been working out, or complimented his muscles. Not only that, he would throw compliments back at me.

“You’re so pretty Lily. Don’t take this the wrong way, but I’m surprised you and dad are together.” he said.

“How come?”

“You’re just…way out of his league.” he said.

“You’re the sweetest.”

Eventually, we became less subtle, and flirting became our go to means of communication. I would ask him about girls, and what he wanted in a relationship, and he would seize the opportunity to hint that he wanted me.

“Honestly, I think I’m going to look for an older woman.” he said. “And I’m open to all kinds of women, I wouldn’t mind something a little extra.” 

“How come?”

“I mean, I think I’m pretty Mature for my age. I’m not sure why, but I just find myself being a lot more attracted to women who are older than me.” he said.

“What older women do you know that you’re attracted to?” I asked.

“I don’t know, I was attracted to my Spanish teacher Mrs. Roberts.” he said.

“That’s one woman.” I said.

“Yeah, it’s more than that though,” he said.

“Who else?” I asked.

“I don’t wanna say. It’s inappropriate.”

“More inappropriate than being attracted to your married teacher?” I asked.

“I don’t mind the married thing, but yeah. I’m just gonna plead the fifth on this one.” he said. His eyes moved down to my bathing suit bottoms, and stayed there for several seconds before returning to mine. It wasn’t really a mystery by that point, especially because being around him made the blood flow between my legs which made it even more obvious that I was endowed with something other women didn’t have. I’d found that guys were either turned off by me being Futa, or incredibly turned on by it.

“Okay, okay. I won’t push you on it.” I said.

“What about you? I mean, if you weren’t married to my dad, would you ever date a younger guy?” he asked, his eyes wide like fifty cent pieces.

“It would depend on the guy. If he could make me laugh, and was Mature for his age, I would certainly consider it.” I said.

“So you are attracted to younger guys?” he asked.

“I could be.” I said, grinning. “But I don’t think I’m going to get divorced, I like having stability. So it would have to be a very naughty secret.”

“I wouldn’t tell on you.” he said. What was taking place between us felt very much understood, like we were speaking in code. Any question I would ask him about what he liked or was looking for in a partner, he would answer with something that applied to me directly.

We started finding ways and reasons to touch each other, little things like shoulder rubs and elongated hugs. Our eye contact lingered, and I could feel myself becoming more turned on with each passing day. My sexual satisfaction was entirely my own job, and whenever I stroked my cock or played with my clit, I thought about Mike.

I was dead set on having a child, and couldn’t think of a single man I’d rather have as the father. He had incredible genetics, and he was a great guy. I knew that he would step up to the plate if he got me pregnant, and more than that, I knew he was willing to grow as a person. The more I thought about it, the more tension I could feel brewing between us. I not only wanted to fuck and be fucked by my stepson, I wanted him to cum inside me so I could have his baby.


Chapter 2 - Mike

I’d had crushes on plenty of girls before, but this was bordering on an obsession. I didn’t care about the age difference, because to me, she was the most beautiful woman on the planet. I loved everything about her, inside and out. The problem? She was my stepmom.

My crush on Lily didn’t hit me out of nowhere like with other girls, it had a deeper and better foundation. We laughed so much together, and had a similar drive to learn new things. It seemed like every couple of weeks, she was learning to do something else and I felt like I had to try to keep pace. She pushed me to be a better version of myself without even trying.

Having someone around who was older and more mature than the girls my age made me realize what they were missing. It’s not that I didn’t get along with girls my age, it’s just that we were mostly at different points in our life as far as what we wanted. I had zero interest in partying, or spending all day hanging out and driving around wasting money. I wanted to get better, and progress in life.

She also had something that the rest of the girls I knew literally didn’t have. She’d never brought it up before, but I’d figured out that she was a futanari woman. I’d always heard of Futanari, but had never encountered one for real until I noticed the bulge in Lily’s sweatpants one day. At first, I thought that maybe her panties were bunched up or something and it was an optical illusion, but that was fully put to rest when I saw the distinct outline of her she-cock inside her bikini bottoms.

I didn’t know what to think about it when I first noticed, but I certainly knew how I felt about it. It wasn’t something I had any control over, but knowing that she had a big juicy dick dangling between her legs made her even more arousing and attractive to me, and fantasies of all the naughty things I would do to her pervaded my mind.

I felt bad for Lily in the sense that she was stuck with my dad, who had grown into a complete loser over the years. That in itself was sad, but seeing such a wonderful person thrown by the wayside was even worse. She deserved better, because she was better. I wanted to be the person who replaced him, who showed her how she actually deserved to be treated.

She wouldn’t talk too much about him, at least not in a negative light. But I knew how she felt, it was obvious and written all over her face when she looked at him. Lily was a beautiful, positive person, but whenever she looked at him, I saw a look of disgust and anguish. A look of regret.

I kept my feelings to myself because I didn’t feel like it was at all appropriate to tell her that I thought she was gorgeous and wanted her for myself. Despite not being able to imagine myself in a similar scenario, I understood the position she was in. So I kept it bottled up, which only lead to more tension and sexual frustration. She was the only thing I could think about sexually, I even watched porn with actresses who resembled her.

At first, I was convinced that I was weird or something, and that I was the only one feeling how I was feeling. Over time, as Lily and I grew closer, I began to suspect that the feeling was mutual. This only made things even harder, as it’s absolutely brutal to be in love with someone without being able to tell them.

She would grab my biceps, and give me little shoulder rubs, all the while complimenting me and staring into my eyes. I wondered if I was reading too far into things, and imagining it all, but the more days that passed, the more convinced I became that there was something bubbling right beneath the surface for her, in the same way that it was bubbling for me.

“I think I want to have a baby.” Lily said, completely out of the blue. We were sitting side by side on our loungers by the pool.

“Really? With dad?” I asked. Our poolside days were my absolute favorite. For one, I got to see her in a bikini which was the most aesthetically pleasing sight my brain and eyes could fathom. Her swimwear was always revealing, and left very little to the imagination. While she sunbathed with her eyes closed, I would look her up and down. I always took some extra time to admire her impressive flaccid bulge, and wished that I could pull her bottoms to the side and watch it flop out in front of my face.

It was also a good way to spend time together and have real conversations. I always wondered if she valued those conversations as much as I did, because for me they were something akin to nourishment.

“No.” she said.

“Okay. So how is that gonna work?” I asked.

“Well, Mike, I guess now is as good a time to tell you as ever.” she said.

“You’re getting a divorce?” I asked, already knowing the answer. It was plain as day that she was unhappy with him, and that the only solution was for her to move on.

“Not yet.” she said. “I don’t have years to get divorced, go through the dating scene, find another guy to settle down with, and have a child.”

“Why not?” I asked.

“Well, I do have that time, in every way except having a child. I’m 37 years old, my biological clock is ticking, so to speak. But I know that I want to have a child.” she said.

“So are you gonna use a sperm bank or something?” I asked, trying to guess where the story was heading.

“No way. Sex is way too much fun to skip out on when you’re trying to get pregnant.”

“Okay. I agree, but what’s the alternative? Cheating?” I asked.

“Yep.”

“Really? You don’t strike me as the type.” I said.

“I’m not, but this is a complicated Matter. If I was 30, I’d just divorce him and figure it out.” she said.

“So you’re just gonna find some random guy to cheat with and try to get pregnant?” I asked.

“No Mike, I’m not going to do that. Not with a random guy, at least.” she said. I felt my heart sink, and a sick feeling roll over my stomach. She already had someone in mind.

“Who is it?” I asked.

“Well, that’s why I came out here to talk to you. I wouldn’t force a baby on someone.” I said.

“Yeah, but who is it?” I asked again, feeling my face flush red with jealousy.

“You.” she said. My entire world stopped, and I wasn’t even sure I heard her right.

“Me what?” I asked.

“You don’t have to if you don’t want to, but I want you to be the father of my child.” she said. I felt an intense level of focus wash over me, something I’d never experienced before.

“Me?”

“Yes, Mike. You. I don’t mean to throw this on you, and if you don’t feel the same way then I’m sorry for bringing it up.”

“Hold on. You want me to be the father of your child, so like, me and you?” I asked, fumbling over my words. Something about my response made her giggle, and a wide smile formed across her face.

“Me and you. Doesn’t that sound amazing?”

“Yes. It does.” I said, locking eyes with her.

“So you do feel the same way as I do?” she asked.

“Yes. You’re the best. I just couldn’t tell you.”

“I know, baby.” she said, perking up.

“I’ll do it. I’ll do anything for you.” I said. We stood up, and within seconds we were in each other's arms.

“I know you will, baby. I wanted to tell you for so long.”

“Me too, you’re all I can think about.” I said, letting my hands move down past her lower back.

“I love you, Mike.” she said, pulling my sunglasses up so she could look directly into my eyes.

“I love you.” I said. It was so automatic, so easy to accept once we’d both put it out there. All of the tension that had been building for perhaps a year came rushing out in that moment, and all of a sudden, my lips were pressed against hers.

“Mmm…” she moaned, her wet lips exploring mine. There were literal fireworks going off in my head, and my fingers dug into her ass. It was everything I’d fantasized about for so long but thought of as an impossibility.

“Mmm hmm..” her tongue slipped inside my mouth, and I could feel the blood rushing to my cock. I’d spent so much time fantasizing about her, thinking about her, masturbating to her, that when it was finally happening it felt surreal.

Her hand moved down between my legs, grabbing hold of my dick from the outside of my swimming trunks. Her touch felt so good, and there wasn’t a single place I’d rather be in that moment.

“Oh, wow.” she said, taking hold of it and breaking our kiss. “This is gonna be fun.”

“I want you so bad, Lily. So bad.”

“I know, baby. It’s mutual.” she said. “But there’s one more thing I have to tell you.”

“What?” I asked.

“Well, maybe I should just show you.” she said, and pulled her waistband away from her stomach so that I could see down between her legs. “I’m Futanari.”

“I know.” I said, eyeing her cock for the first time.

“It doesn’t bother you?” she asked.

“Not at all. It turns me on.” I said.

“Why are you so perfect? We are going to do such dirty things together…”

“We shouldn’t.” I said.

“But we’re going to.”

“We are.” I said, letting my gaze drift from her toes all the way back up to her eyes. It felt incredible knowing that I wasn’t in a fantasy, that it was actually happening.

“We should go to your room.” she said. “I want to use my body to show you how I feel about you.”

“Let’s go.”


Chapter 3 - Lily

It’s near impossible to explain what I was feeling as we rushed inside and made our way into Mike’s room. It felt like the cork had been removed from something holding way too much pressure, like champagne. My rational brain completely shut off, and all I could think about was indulging physically with the man I’d had my sights on for quite some time.

I’d had my suspicions and then some in regards to how he felt about me, but actually hearing him say the words was both a relief and an aphrodisiac. It might have been hasty, or impulsive, but there was no stopping it.

As soon as the door closed and locked behind us, we were both in his bed with our tongues rolling around inside each other’s mouths. To put it bluntly, it was on.

“You’re such a good kisser.” I said, laying down beneath him as he climbed on top of me.

“I’ve wanted you for so long.” he whispered, letting his kisses stray down to my neck.

“You’re my good boy. I wish it had always been us.”

“I know, Lily. It’s over now. No more waiting.” he said, reaching his hands around my back to untie my top. He pulled it away, tossing it beside the bed as he took in an eyeful of my exposed breasts for the first time. “Goodness.”

“You like?” I asked, smiling.

“They’re perfect.” he said, groping and leaning forward to suck on my nipple.

“I want you.” I said.

“I want you too.”

“Give me it. I need it.” I said, reaching down to untie the string of his trunks. I laced my fingers in his waistband, and began pulling them down until his erection flopped out. “So hard. And so big.” I said, wrapping my fingers around it and stroking him.

“I’m going to cum so hard for you.” he said, removing my bottoms in one motion before stepping out of his shorts.

“God damn, Mike. I love your cock.” I said.

“I can say the same thing about you.” he said, dropping down so that his head was in my lap.

“Ugh!” I moaned as he wrapped his lips around the tip of my dick, shoving it down his throat. His father never went down on me, and certainly not like that.

“Mmm…” he moaned, swallowing with my dick still in his mouth. His mouth moved from my shaft to my balls, and his fingers slipped inside my soaking wet vagina. “So good.”

“I want you inside me.” I said.

“Show me.” he said, climbing back on top of me. I took hold of him by the base, lining him up with my ready and waiting sex. “You’re not on birth control?”

“I’m not.” I said, pressing the tip inside.

“Fuck.” he grunted. “It’s so wet already.”

“For you.”

“I want it. I want to be mine.” he said.

“All yours.” I moaned, feeling his big dick press further inside me. “It’s so good.”

“Mine.” he said, extending his hips and bottoming out inside of me. He was easily twice the size of his father, and pulsing hard.

“Oh my God.” I whimpered, as he grinded against me. “Oh my God.” My entire body was pulsing with arousal and pleasure, as it was the first time I’d had sex with another man in over 5 years.

“Lily, it’s so fucking good.” he said, grabbing my ankles and moving them up by my head as he drove his hard young cock deeper and deeper with each powerful thrust. My dick remained hard, and bounced around as his hips collided against mine.

“You feel so good.” I whimpered, reaching down between my legs to stroke myself while he pounded away.

“I’ve wanted you for such a long time.” he said, holding a fistful of my hair and raising my head so he could kiss my neck.

“Harder.” I begged, feeling myself swell up with pleasure. “Harder!” I called out, my hips pinned to his mattress as he thrust faster and faster. Our bodies slapped together, and I gave into the sensations he was giving me.

“Fuck! It’s so good.” he moaned, driving his hips down against mine.

“Mike, Mike you’re going to make me cum.” I said, furiously stroking as my climax approached like a freight train. There was nothing I could do to stop myself from squirting and cumming all over his cock.

“That’s my baby. You’re mine.” he said, fucking me into oblivion. I’d actually forgotten how hard I could cum, or how satisfying it could be to make love to someone you cared for so deeply. My dick swelled up and the pressure finally released, launching sticky cum from the tip all over my stomach and tits.

“Fuck.” I sighed, exhaling deeply. “I want you to cum in me.”

“Turn over,” he said. I did as I was told, and he got into position behind me. “You have such a perfect ass.”

“It’s all for you.” I said, squealing as he pressed himself inside me. My fingers dug into the sheets as he drove himself inside me without protection. Everything we were doing was wrong. He was my stepson, and I was on my hands and knees naked in front of him, loving every thrust of his hard dick inside my soaking wet tightness.

“Are you sure?” he asked.

“I’m so sure, baby. It’s only you.”

“I’m gonna cum mommy, I’m gonna cum for you.” there was a desperation in his tone, and his pace only increased.

“Harder.” I begged, wanting him to deposit his fertile seed as deep in my pussy as possible. I almost couldn’t believe how quickly things had progressed, or that we were crossing such forbidden lines with such ferocity.

“Lily…” he whimpered, hammering his pelvis against my ass. I could feel his heavy swinging balls slap against me with each forward thrust, and I continued begging for his cum.

“Please, please give it to me Mike. I need it.”

“I know, mommy. I have to breed you. I have to claim you.” his fingertips dug into my hips as he continued pounding away, and within seconds I was again finding my peak.

“Mike! Oh my God!” I exclaimed, feeling the pressure build up towards yet another powerful release of everything I’d been missing.

“Fuck!” he shoved his hips into me, depositing his fertile seed inside me. “Fuck!” I could feel him pulsing, shooting heavy ropes of hot sticky cum into me.

“Mmm…” I grunted, biting down on my lower lip and clenching down around his manhood.

“Mine.” he said, as the last couple twitches went off. His bareback flesh felt hot and hard, and I knew we’d done everything we could to ensure a baby. There was no way of knowing if I was pregnant, but as we collapsed onto the bed and began cuddling, I knew that it was all going to work out.

“Mike. You were incredible.” I said, closing my eyes and inhaling his scent with my head rested firmly on his chest.

“I love you, Lily. I don’t even think you understand.” he said. My eyes popped open, finding his.

“I think I do.” I said.


`Chapter 4 - Lily

Over the next several weeks, we descended into rabbits during Mating season. Every chance we had, we snuck off and fucked each other’s brains out. Not only was he an incredible lover, he was great at sucking dick, something I’d sorely missed over the years.

With each passing day, we became more and more of an obvious couple. Mike picked up a full time job at his best friend’s father’s warehouse, making a solid income and explained to me that he was going to take care of me.

Within a month, I hired a divorce attorney and put things in motion. Phil was completely unaware of the lust and debauchery being housed under his roof, and so it only continued. I had plenty of money in savings, and when me and Mike moved out at the same time, Phil didn’t bat an eye.

I was pregnant, a soon to be first time mother with a devoted and loving man who was obsessed with me. It was everything I’d been lacking, everything I truly craved. I was in love, and I was going to have a baby with the man of my dreams.


MPreg by Futa Stepmilf

Chapter 1 - Josh

It made zero sense to me, and it never ceased to amaze me that my dad somehow married my stepmom. She was a tall, gorgeous, dominant, successful woman. Everyone loved her, and she commanded respect. My father was a bit effeminate, small, and weak.

They didn’t look right together, and I wasn’t the only one who noticed it. All of my friends pointed it out, and talked about how my dad must have the biggest weiner around. It was kind of a running joke in my friend group, because we all thought my stepmom Allie was beautiful.

I tried making sense of it, of observing them together to see what made it work between them. Most of all, I tried looking for what she saw in him. I came up with nothing. The more I watched them, the more I noticed that they were complete opposites and she pretty much walked all over him and ran the show.

He came off as almost being afraid of her, and most certainly subservient to her. He often followed her around like a puppy dog, tending to her every need while she brushed him off like an annoying fly.

They weren’t affectionate, and I never saw them engaged in a deep conversation. She was the breadwinner of the family, working two jobs while he was a part time home chef who made boiled peanuts in comparison to her.

It didn’t even seem like he respected him, let alone found him attractive. I felt bad for him at one point, but that pity turned to apathy, and then disgust. He was embarrassing, and there was no way he was going to keep a woman of Allie’s caliber acting the way he was.

Her and I got along well, but she didn’t pay too much attention to me. She was an A type go getter, and she remained focused on getting things done. While she may not have noticed me, I certainly noticed her.

I was 18 at the time, and almost uncontrollably horny. Due in part to her immense beauty, and part to our constant close proximity, she became the object my fantasies revolved around. It seemed like I was at least a better fit for her than my father, and I day dreamed about her coming to that realization herself.

Allie was only 22 years older than me, I didn’t see why it was so impossible. At the end of the day, I found her more attractive than any of the girls my age. In fact, I found her more attractive than anyone. I thought it was a crush at first, but I couldn’t even masturbate without thinking about her. It was more than a harmless crush, I was outright obsessed with my stepmom.

It was only wishful thinking, a pipedream. No matter how much they appeared not to get along, or how far out of his league she was, they stayed together. It didn’t bother me outside of the fact that I found her so damn attractive. A part of me wished he was single or had an uglier wife so that I could concentrate more around the house.

Allie was a picturesque representation of desirability. It was like she was specifically sculpted to be own personal dream girl. I tried telling myself that it was because I was around her all the time, that it was perfectly normal for me to feel the way I was feeling. But it wouldn’t let up, and it wouldn’t go away. She captivated me.

I kept it to myself, as I saw no reason to out myself as a weirdo who was in love with his stepmother. Besides, she obviously wasn’t attracted to me and knew exactly what she was doing. If she wanted to have me, she already would have.


Chapter 2 - Allie

There was no way I could divorce my husband so quickly after getting married. He seemed like the sweetest guy when we first met, like a breath of fresh air. Brian didn’t have a temper, he didn’t drink, he wasn’t jealous, and he was completely loyal and committed to me.

Being worshiped and loved like that was intoxicating, and we got married a few short months after we started dating. It wasn’t until a few months after the wedding that I started recognizing his less than desirable personality traits. What began as a storybook romance, quickly became dead in the water.

The reason Brian was so different from other guys, is that he wasn’t much of a man. He didn’t take charge of anything, he lacked ambition, and he was overly sensitive. It started driving me crazy, and I felt like I was the man in the relationship. It actually made sense, as I had a much bigger dick than him.

This might be the right time to explain that I’m not a normal woman, I’m a Futanari, which means I was born as a biological woman with a penis. I can still get pregnant, I look like a woman, but I also have a penis. And testicles. And a vagina. All of it. On top of all that, I also have the ability to get a man pregnant by ejaculating into his anus. Most people don’t even know about Futanari, because we are so rare.

Anyway, Brian didn’t even hesitate when he found out that I had a penis, which I found endearing. He loved me for me, not for my genitalia. A few months into our relationship I realized the reason he was so okay with it was because he didn’t want to use his. It felt weird being in a relationship with a man who rarely wanted to fuck me. He always wanted to blow me, or have me fuck him. I do enjoy that, but sometimes I want to be fucked as well.

I had my own business as well as a full time job as a realtor, so I turned my attention to my career and kind of avoided the fact that I had a husband. It was too painful, admitting it to myself that I was married to a man that I wasn’t attracted to in the slightest. Being with him made me realize that I wanted a more dominant type of man, someone who wasn’t so weak and submissive.

If we ended up in an altercation that became physical, there was no doubt in my mind that Brian would cower behind me while I threw down fisticuffs. It was that level of femininity, and I can’t put into words how much it turned my vagina dry and my dick soft. No part of me wanted to be intimate with him, and I’m a very sexual person.

As much as I tried avoiding the issue, there was no getting around it. Brian simply didn’t have it in him to change, or man up in any traditional sense of the word. Eventually, I had to come clean to myself about what I was looking for, and admit to myself that it wasn’t Brian. I had to cut my losses, it wasn’t fair to him to stay with him for pure convenience, especially knowing that I would for sure leave him eventually.

My business took off and I was selling houses left and right. Brian and I didn’t have a prenuptial agreement, and I decided it was time that I filed for divorce before it was too late. I was making more money than I ever had in my life, and I was ready to be happy, and that wasn’t going to happen with him.

I’m not proud of it, but I started thinking like a single woman again. I flirted with eligible men, and didn’t bring up the fact that I was very much still married. It was around that time that I also started having inappropriate urges regarding my stepson Josh.

Josh was taller, more muscular, and more dominant than his father. The two were a complete juxtaposition. I knew he was less than half my age, but a growing part of me wanted to spread my legs for him, and make him spread his legs for me.

A part of it was the taboo, the pure fantasy of it. I knew it would never happen, but that didn’t stop the idea from turning me on. But I actually was attracted to him, there was no denying it. He was adorable, and I loved his personality. Especially in contrast to his father, he looked like a million dollars of deliciousness. The hornier I became once I stopped having sex with Brian, the more I thought about doing something very inappropriate with my stepson.


Chapter 3 - Josh

I noticed the tension between Allie and my father when I saw him sleeping on the couch. He did it without complaining, night after night. I tried to ignore it, but after a couple weeks it was obvious that he was no longer welcome in his own bed.

Still, he continued to try to please her, while only seeming to drive her off the wall. Her resentment was palpable, but he didn’t seem to notice. All that he knew was submission, and doing what he was told. There was no one in the world softer than my father.

As their problems started, Allie started paying more attention to me. She made extended eye contact, and asked me a lot more questions. It kind of made me feel bad because it almost felt like she was doing it to spite him in a way. The timing was obvious, as soon as they stopped getting along, her and I started bonding.

That didn’t stop me from leaning into it, as I loved every second of attention she gave me. Like I said, I was obsessed with her, and I mean that. I didn’t have enough willpower in my body to resist her for half a second. Everytime she looked at me, I felt like I was in another world.

“Hey Josh, what are you doing today?” she asked, out of the blue.

“Ugh, I’m off work. I was just going to play some Madden.” I said.

“Your dad has two clients today.”

“Really? That’s good.” I said. His business had been struggling, and it was growing rare for him to have one client in a day, let alone two. It usually took him 3 or 4 hours to cook for the families, and he usually stuck around for a meal afterwards.

“Yeah. I called off, I just need a lazy mental health day.” she said.

“Really? You never call off.” I said, taking a seat at the kitchen table beside her.

“Yeah. I’ve been thinking a lot lately, I need to relax and blow off some serious steam. Do you mind keeping me company?” she asked.

“Yeah, for sure. That’d be nice.” I said.

“That’s what I thought. We need some one-on-one bonding time.” she said.

“Cool. I’m down.”

“I’m going to go take a bath, do you want to go lay out back by the pool afterwards?” she asked.

“Yeah, definitely.” I said, agreeing to whatever she said without hesitation. I knew that if we were out by the pool, that she’d be in a bikini, a sight that I’d only encountered once. And it was magnificent.

I went to my room and found my favorite pair of swimming trunks and a beach towel, and took a shower myself. Even though she just wanted to hang out, I treated it like we were going out on our first date. My desire for her was continuing to grow, if that was even possible. She was the star of every single one of my fantasies, and her long legs were all I could think about.

Allie had everything one could want in a woman. Beautiful face, long thick hair, and a tiny waist with a big behind. She had thick thighs and tiny ankles, and little feminine feet that drove me wild. I would do anything for a chance to be with her.

I went out back to chill by the pool while she bathed, but grew impatient after a while and went upstairs to her room.

“Allie?” I asked, calling out her name as I entered her room and walked towards the bathroom. When she didn’t respond, I peeked inside. She had headphones in and her eyes closed, and was sitting on the edge of the tub completely naked.

She was even more gorgeous naked than I imagined, but there was something I wasn’t expecting. Allie had a huge flaccid penis hanging between her legs, with big balls. I stared at it for a few seconds, and I didn’t know what to think.

Her tits were large and perfect, and the sight of her made my cock turn hard in my pants instantly. I had no idea she had a penis, or what that meant. I only knew that it didn’t bother me one bit, and only seemed to add to her mystique.

I was too scared to stay there and risk being seen peeping on her, so I slipped out of her bathroom without her noticing. The image of her heavy cock hanging down was burned into my head, and for some reason it made me want her even more.

I wasn’t gay, but seeing her thick cock made my mouth water. I’d never wanted to stuff something into my mouth so badly, and I fantasized about getting down on my knees and sucking her balls. This made my cock painfully stiff, and I couldn’t push the thoughts out of my mind.

“Get yourself together, Josh.” I said, sitting out by the pool by myself and trying to distract myself from what I’d just seen enough to lose my erection. I was only wearing swim trunks, and it would be super obvious if I was walking around sporting wood. “Grandma’s dying, puppies dying, babies dying…” I repeated the mantra in my head until it wasn't hard anymore.

“Hey you!” she called out, stepping outside in a red two piece bikini. My eyes moved to hers immediately, and I felt the blood begin flowing between my legs again.

“Fuck.” I whispered, looking her up and down. I stared at her long shapely legs, and the way her hips sashayed as she made her way down to the pool. “Hey.”

“Have you been working out?” she asked, walking up beside me to grab a hold of my shoulders.

“Yeah, I started lifting last month.” I said, proud that she could see the results of my hard work.

“I can tell. Keep it up.” she said, laying her towel on one of our folding chairs.

“You look really good in a bathing suit.” I blurted, wanting to return her compliment. She smiled, and batted her eyes.

“Thank you sweetheart.” she said. I felt kind of dumb for saying it, but it was true. She was something to behold, and I found myself trying to spot the bulge in her bathing suit bottoms from behind the safety of my sunglasses. We laid out together beneath the sun, relaxing and enjoying each other’s company in silence. “Josh?” she asked.

“Yeah?”

“I forgot to put sunscreen on. Do you think you could get my backside?” she asked. I immediately felt myself perking up at the opportunity.

“Yeah, definitely.” I said, taking the lotion from her. She laid on her stomach, and I squeezed some lotion into my hands and rubbed it around before starting on her shoulders.

“You can untie my top.” she said. I applied the rest of the lotion and did just that. There was a small tanline beneath it from laying out all summer. “Here, let me get these out of the way.” she hiked up her ass, and slid her bottoms down to the creases behind her knees, leaving her rather exposed.

“Did you want me to get your butt?” I asked, unsure if that was a line I should cross.

“Of course. I don’t want my booty to get burned.” she said. Once again, my stepmom was making my dick hard. I squeezed some lotion directly onto her butt, and then dug in. Her ass was so luscious and soft, and I pulled her cheeks apart as I applied the lotion so I could look at her asshole.

“You have such a nice body.” I said, choosing another strange time to dole out compliments. She giggled softly.

“Thank you my love.” she said. I loved it when she called me baby, or love, or anything like that. It made me feel like she was flirting, and I couldn’t get enough of being around her.

“I’m going to put a little bit more on, just to make sure you don’t burn.” I said, applying more lotion to her ass. It was too perfect of a butt, and I wasn’t done playing with it. I didn’t even care that my cock was throbbing hard, it felt so good.

“That’s fine, baby.” she raised her ass slightly as I kneaded my way through her plump, round ass, my eyes transfixed on her asshole. I’d never felt such an urge to pull my dick out before, and as she raised her ass I caught a glimpse of her balls.

“Now for your legs.” I said, grabbing the lotion again.

“Here, we can just get rid of these.” she said, removing her bikini bottoms and depositing them on the floor beside her chair. “I want to even out my tan.”

“Yeah, you do have some tan lines on your butt.” I said, looking her up and down.

“You don’t like tan lines?” she asked, wiggling her ass back and forth and turning her head to look at me.

“No, I do. I think tan lines are sexy.” I said.

“What about mine? Do you think my tan lines are sexy?” she asked, biting her lip and staring into my eyes.

“Ugh, yeah. Very.” I said, unsure of how I should respond. All I knew was that I felt like I was going to cum in my pants, and I was very much enjoying the act of rubbing her down. Once I got both of her legs, I put my lotion on my hands and started rubbing her feet.

“Oh, wow. You can just keep doing that if you want.” she said.

“Yeah, I don’t mind.” I said, working my thumbs into the crevices of her arch.

“Oh my gosh, I needed this.” she moaned, still wiggling her bare ass. I couldn’t stop staring at her, I wanted to spread her cheeks apart with my hands and bury my face in her delicious ass. After I spent some time on both feet, I had to pull myself away so I could sit down. The pressure between my legs was growing unbearable.

“I’m gonna take a little break.” I said, quickly moving back to my chair and adjusting my boner as discreetly as possible on the way.

“Thank you so much.” she said. “I’m gonna go grab a mimosa.”

“Cool, will you grab me a glass of water?” I asked.

“Of course, baby. Anything for you.” She pulled her bikini bottoms up, but forgot to put her top back on before she stood up. “Oh! Whoops.” she squealed, noticing her mistake. I didn’t even make an attempt to look away, as I was far too turned on to exhibit rational self control. “I guess you already saw my ass, might as well see the boobs too.”

“I’m not complaining.” I said, and watched intently as she walked away toward the back door. “God damn.”


Chapter 4 - Allie

My plan couldn’t have been working better. I’d always thought that Josh found me attractive, which I found flattering, but I needed confirmation before seducing him. That’s why I put my headphones on in the bathtub, in hopes that he would come looking for me. And that’s the reason I ‘forgot’ to put on sunscreen.

I watched him from the window in the kitchen while I poured my mimosa and his glass of water. He kept messing with his cock, thinking that I wasn’t looking. He was adorable, and clearly quite taken with me. It had been a while since I’d had sex at all, let alone with someone new.

The age gap between us turned me on, as I’d never really had sex with a younger man. And technically, he was still my step son. I felt like a very naughty mommy, but I knew that he wanted it too.

I was fairly certain he’d seen my penis when he came into the bathroom, but I couldn’t really be sure about it. That was the last thing I was feeling anxious about. I didn’t want to freak him out or scare him away, I wanted to fuck him.

It was becoming difficult to tuck my dick away, as the blood flow had made it grow quite a bit larger since I’d initially sat down with him. I went back outside to join him at the pool, and to begin sipping on my drink.

“So, Josh, are you seeing anyone?” I asked, ready to get things moving.

“No, not right now.”

“Why not?”

“I don’t know, I haven't met anyone who excites me recently,” he said.

“Awh, I’m sorry baby. That’s kind of the same way I feel.” I said.

“What do you mean?”

“Well, I’m sure you’ve noticed that your father and I are no longer sleeping together, or getting along.” I said.

“Yeah, I noticed. What’s going on with that?”

“I’m no longer attracted to him.” I said. “He doesn’t excite me at all. I’m going to divorce him, it’s only a matter of when.”

“Wow. I mean, I understand. My dad is a boring guy. To be honest, I never thought you two looked right together.” he said.

“Really? I’ve gotten that a lot. What kind of a man do you see me with?” I asked.

“Well, not my dad. Someone better looking, more masculine.” he said.

“So you see me ending up with a man like you?” I asked.

“Uhm, I don’t know.”

“I was just kidding, but you are very manly for your age. I find that very attractive.” I said, noticing his eyes stray down to my feet. I wiggled my toes for him, and wondered if he was already hard for me.

“Thanks. I try.”

“I know, my love. I do wish that I hadn’t married your father so quickly, but the silver lining is that I got to meet his handsome son.” I said. I think he could sense my flirtation, but was hesitant to act on it. “Can I ask you a personal question?”

“Yeah, sure.” he said, leaning forward and giving me his full attention.

“Have you ever been with an older woman?” I asked, refusing to break eye contact.

“No.”

“Do you find older women attractive?”

“Yeah, I do.” he said.

“I find you attractive, and I’ve never been with a younger man either.” I said.

“Thanks Allie. Actually, I shouldn’t say this since you’re married to my dad, but I’ve always thought you were really beautiful.” he said.

“Awh, Josh. That’s so sweet. You really think so?” I asked, batting my eyes at him.

“Yeah. You’re gorgeous.” he said.

“You know what we should do? Since your dad isn’t home.”

“What?” he asked.

“We should go cuddle in my bed. I’m sick of sleeping in it alone, it’s making me lonely.” I said, giving him my best pouty face.

“Right now?” he asked.

“Why not? Come on.” I said, standing up and extending my hand.

“Ugh. Okay. Yeah.” he said. I tilted my head back and downed the rest of my mimosa, and then walked hand in hand back inside with my stepson. My room was upstairs, and he followed behind me as I led the way, making sure to sashay my hips in an almost exaggerated fashion since he was standing right behind me.

“Josh?” I asked, letting him inside and closing the door behind us.

“Yeah?”

“There’s one thing I have to tell you. About me.” I said.

“What is it?”

“Well, I’m not a normal girl.”

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“Promise you won’t freak out?”

“Yeah. I promise.”

“Well, I’m a Futanari. Do you know what that is?” I asked.

“I’ve heard of it, but I thought it was just like a tall tale,” he said.

“No. We’re rare, but we’re real.” I said. “Sit down, let me show you.”

“Alright.” he said, taking a seat at the edge of my bed. I slipped my fingers inside my waistband, and began slowly teasing it down.

“See?” I asked, letting my cock flop out from inside my swimsuit. “I have both.” I said, lifting my balls to show him my vagina.

“Wow. I didn’t even know that was a thing.” he said, staring at my cock with wide eyes.

“Yeah. So I understand if you think I’m weird now and don’t want to cuddle anymore.” I said, looking down at the floor.

“What? Allie, no. You’re not weird, you’re incredible.” he said, standing up to give me a hug.

“So you still think I’m pretty?” I asked.

“Allie, you’re the most attractive woman I know. I’ve had a crush on you for forever, I just didn’t want to say anything out of respect.” he said, running his hand through my hair. I looked into his eyes, and bit down on my lower lip.

“Show me.” I whispered, leaning in for our first kiss. As soon as our lips locked, it was on. As much as I was attracted to him, it almost felt like he was just as or even more into me. There was an instant passion that came pouring out as we collapsed onto the bed together, our tongues swirling around in each other’s mouths.


Chapter 5 - Josh

I couldn’t believe it was actually happening. It all escalated so quickly. One minute, I was struggling to hide my erection and play it cool, the next minute I was on top of her in her bed, kissing her like I’d dreamt about so many times before.

“Mmm…” she moaned, playfully nibbling on my bottom lip and reaching down between my legs. She slipped her hand into my shorts, and wrapped her fingers around my dick. “Ooh, wow. That’s very nice.”

“Allie, fuck that feels good.” I said, thrusting against her hand. Her lips were wet, and I couldn’t get enough of them. “Let me take this off.” I said, reaching around to untie her bikini top. It felt surreal, we were crossing every line imaginable in the name of lust.

“Okay, now let me take these off.” she said, sliding my trunks down my thighs. “Oh, yes. That’s what I need, baby.”

“Oh yeah?” I asked, turning onto my back as she climbed on top of me.

“I’ve been missing a good hard cock for so long.” she moaned, pulling her dick out the side of her bottoms. “You’re much larger than your father.” she said, lowering herself so she could get a closer look.

“You’re so sexy.” I said, watching as she brought the tip of my cock to her lips.

“Mmm…” she moaned, expertly throating my entire dick with ease.

“Fuck…” I groaned, horny beyond measure. Her mouth felt amazing as it moved up and down my length.

“Guck, guck, guck…” she was orally skilled, better than anything I’d ever experienced. “Here.” she said, taking my hand and placing it on the back of her head. “You can fuck my face.” no sooner had the words left her mouth, and she was plunging down for another deep dive. She slobbered all over me, sloppily sucking my cock with an enthusiasm I wasn’t used to.

“Oh Allie.” I said, holding her head down in my crotch. My penis began tingling with pressure, and I got scared that I was going to ejaculate too quickly. “My balls.” I said, pushing her head down lower to buy me some time. I took deep breaths, and tried not to think about what was happening. The last thing I wanted to do was explode too quickly, and turn her off of doing it again.

“Mommy loves your dick.” she said, letting the spit trickle out of her mouth onto it while she stroked with both hands.

“You’re gonna make me cum if you don’t slow down.” I said, warning her.

“Don’t you wanna cum, baby?” she asked.

“Not yet. I want to enjoy you.” I said.

“Good answer. Come here, show me how much you want to enjoy me.” she said, sitting up and holding her stiff cock by the base.

“I’ve never done this before.” I said, leaning in closer. Her cock was massive, and thick all the way from tip to base. Her balls looked swollen and full, like she hadn’t cum in days.

“It’s okay baby, just try.” she said. I began licking the head of her dick, and replaced her hand with mine. I’d spent years perfecting my own masturbation technique, so even though I’d never sucked a dick, I was certainly experienced with my hands.

“It’s so big.” I said, unable to pry my eyes away from it.

“And juicy. Wait until you taste the yummy she-cream that comes out of it.” she said, leaning back and watching me suck. “Here, stick your tongue out like a good boy.”

“Yes ma am.” I said. Allie began slapping her hard dick against my tongue and the side of my face, and then pressed my head down onto her testicles, grinding against my face the entire time.

“That’s what mommy needs, just like that. You’re gonna be my good boy from now on, aren’t you?” she asked. I moaned through a mouthful of balls, lifting them up and inserting my finger into her vagina.

“You’re already so wet.” I said, taking notice right away.

“I’m wet for your cock, my love. Don’t make me beg for it.” she said. I climbed on top of her, ready to finally lay claim to the woman of my dreams.

“I’ve wanted to do this for so long.” I said, looking down at her spectacular body.

“Here.” she said, lifting her heavy and cock and balls so that I could push my dick inside her. “Ugh!”

“Ohhh yes. God damn that is good.” I said, looking down between us and watching myself disappear inside her wetness. “Fuck.”

“Thank you so much Josh. I need this so bad, you have no idea.” she moaned, stroking her dick as I thrust against her. Her cock remained rock hard while I fucked her, and her perfect tits jiggled each time my hips collided with hers. “Kiss me.”

“Anytime.” I said, grabbing hold of her neck and slipping my tongue inside her mouth.

“Mmm…” she moaned, sucking my tongue and thrusting from the bottom. Her pussy was incredibly tight, and felt like it was actively squeezing my dick. “Harder baby.”

“It’s so tight, if I go harder I’m gonna cum.”

“That’s okay baby. I want it. I want your cum inside me.” she said, wrapping her legs around me and pulling me in tight. Her huge dick flopped around freely while I increased the pace, grinding as hard and deep as I could inside her.

“I love it.”

“I know, baby. You love fucking your mom’s tight little pussy don’t you?” she whispered into my ear, her hot breath sent chills up my spine. She began kissing my neck, and laced her ankles around my lower back. Her fingernails dug into my back, and the sound of our bodies slapping rhythmically together took over the room.

“So much.”

“I love your dick. I love it, Josh.” she whimpered, my balls slapping against her ass with each powerful thrust.

“Allie…Allie…I’m so close.” I said, struggling to last a few more seconds.

“Good boy. Give mommy all your sticky cum.” she whispered. My entire body tingled with sensation, like all of my nerves teamed up for one explosive orgasm.

“Ugh! Fuck!” I called out, emptying myself deep inside her.

“Good boy, give me all of it.” she pulled my face to hers, kissing me deeply as the last few drops of cum trickled out into her.

“Holy crap. That was even hotter than my fantasies.” I said, fondling her breasts and sucking on her nipples.

“I’ve thought about it too, more than I care to admit.” she said, grinning. “I still need to make my cock cum.”

“I see that.” I said, noticing that her cock was so hard that it had a pulse.

“Here.” she said, reaching down between her legs to scoop up some of my cum. She applied it to her dick, rubbing it up and down to spread it around. She reached back down between her legs, and scooped some more. “Bend over the bed.”

“Uhm, okay. What are you going to do?” I asked, feeling nervous. I’d never had anything up my ass before, and Allie’s cock was really big.

“Don’t worry baby, I know what I’m doing.” she said. I got into position, bent over the bed, and Allie approached me from behind. “Let’s get you nice and lubed up.” she said, pulling my cheeks apart and applying her cum as lube on my asshole.

“Oh…” I said, reacting to the unfamiliar sensation. Her fingertip drew circles around my hole, and then she slowly inserted the tip of her finger.

“Just relax baby.” she said, applying a liberal amount of her cum inside me. “Here, I’ll go real slow at first.”

“Okay.” I said, turning to watch. Allie held herself by the base, rubbing the soft tip of her cock against my hole.

“Nice and slow.” she said, inserting the tip. She had a bulbous mushroom head, and I could feel myself stretching to accommodate her.

“Ugh…damn.” my breath hitched, and I found myself digging into the sheets.

“Just relax, baby. This is your first time taking a girl-cock, isn’t it?” she asked.

“Yes.” I whimpered, feeling her slowly inch her way inside me. It wasn’t painful, but it was uncomfortable. Being bent over in front of my stepmother was quite a precarious situation, and I felt very vulnerable.


Chapter 6 - Allie

“Oh Josh, you have such a tight little hole for mommy. I love it.” I said, trying to be gentle with him even though I was ready to pound him into submission. His father and I stopped having sex months before, and all of the built up tension was throbbing inside my dick.

“Go slow.” he begged, slowly consuming inch after inch of my dick. I backed it in and out in short strokes, trying to make sure he was nice and lubed up.

“I know, baby. Mommy is gonna take care of you. Just try to relax, my love.” I said, stroking his hair as I pushed my cock back inside him. He had an adorable bubble butt, and I couldn’t wait until I got him properly broken in so I could pound away at him.

“Yes, mommy,” he said.

“Does mommy feel good in your ass?” I asked, squeezing his cheeks as I pushed it deeper. He nodded, and whimpered that it felt good. “That’s a good boy. Take your mommy’s hard dick.”

“I love your cock, mommy. I love it so much.”

“Do you want my cum? Do you want mommy’s cum in your asshole?” I asked, slowly increasing the pace of my strokes.

“Yes. Please cum for me.” I could tell he was enjoying himself, but that he wasn’t used to taking something inside him. It took a couple of minutes to work myself all of the way inside, but he eventually relaxed and opened up enough.

“Baby? Mommy needs to go faster to cum, okay?” I asked, reading to really fuck him. I was already dripping pre cum like crazy, and I knew my release would be substantial.

“Okay.” he grunted.

“It’s okay baby, it’s okay.” I said, bottoming out inside him. His tight whole clenched around my girth, and I felt a frenzied need to release. “It’s so tight, Josh.”

“Please cum, mommy. Please cum for me.” he begged, holding onto the sheets for dear life as I plundered away at his backside. My balls were heavy, and they swung back and forth as I reached a feverish pace. “Ugh!”

“Yeah, that’s my little cumslut.” I said, holding him by the hips and hammering him as hard as I could.

“Ugh! Ugh! Fuck…” he whimpered and squealed uncontrollably, which only spurred me on further. His cock turned stiff again, an involuntary reaction to what was happening.

“I’m getting close, baby.” I said, feeling myself swell with pressure. “Oh my God.”

“Me too!” he called out, as I grinded against his firm ass.

“Oh my God!” I repeated, feeling myself arrive at climax. “Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” I drove myself into him as pleasure rippled through me. I hadn’t cum that hard in years, and I was overwhelmed by the intensity.

“Mommy!” Josh’s cock began twitching, spurting out cum onto the mattress without even being touched. “Oh my God…” we collapsed together on the bed, panting for breath and smiling. It was the first time I’d made a man cum just by fucking him, and I knew that we had plenty more lust in the tank left over for future trysts.

“That was so fucking hot.” I said, crawling into his arms. “I can’t believe you came again.”

“I know, right? It just felt so good, I couldn’t control it.”

Josh and I spent the rest of the day together, chatting it up and being extra flirtatious. Now that it had finally happened, there was no more unspoken tensions, no more rules to abide by.

We were very affectionate with each other, and Josh couldn’t seem to keep his hands off of me.

“You’re so beautiful. I can’t believe this is really happening.” he said.


Chapter 7 - Josh

Before Allie told me, I didn’t know anything about Futanari women. She explained her sexuality to me, and of their history in the population. To me, it was like she was the supreme woman. She had a sexual appetite similar to mine, was absolutely stunning, and wanted to fuck me.

One thing I didn’t know about was the Futanari’s ability to impregnate men. Their cum was different from ours, and apparently it worked almost instantly.  When Allie told me, I could tell she felt bad about it.

“I should have pulled out, Josh. I wasn’t thinking. I was just really turned on, and it felt so good.” she said.

“Allie, Allie. It’s okay. I don’t care.” I said.

“I don’t think you understand. You’re pregnant now Josh.”

“I don’t think you understand, Allie. I’m fine with that. I want to be with you.” I said, laying all my cards on the table. There wasn’t a doubt in my mind that she was the best woman I could ever get, and I was prepared to commit to her.

“Baby, come here.” she wrapped me up in her arms, and gave me a big sloppy kiss.

She filed for divorce from my father two months later, and I gave birth to a Futanari baby three months after that. No one would have believed me, so I just kept it hidden and had a home birth.

Allie and I are like any other couple, except that we probably have a better sex life. Being a father has been incredibly rewarding, and much easier since I have Allie by my side.

Futa Hucow Stepmilf

Chapter 1 - Kylie

I’d read some news stories about the Hucow Virus, but I didn’t know too much about it. The only reason it was on my radar was because I was a food blogger, and the virus was transferred through certain contaminated foods.

I’ll never forget when I came down with it. It started during the night, and I woke up with cold chills and a fever. It made me toss and turn all night, and I could tell I wouldn’t be working the following day. My breasts ached, and I took the covers on and off.

Eventually, I was able to pass out. When I woke up, I no longer had a fever, but my boobs were massively swollen. It was more pressure than I’d ever experienced, and I had to take off my bra because it no longer fit, and my nipples were hypersensitive.

Oh no, I hope this isn’t what I think it is. I wasn’t even sure if it was real, but this sounds exactly like the Hucow Virus I heard about online. Look at my breasts, goodness gracious. They’re huge!

The pressure was so extreme that it almost hurt, and made it almost impossible for me to move around. It looked like I’d increased three or four cup sizes while I slept, and it all added up to be the Hucow Virus. Luckily, it wasn’t contagious or deadly, and once the fever wore off, all you had to do was get rid of the milk and you’d be fine.

What they didn’t mention in the articles was how sensitive it made your nipples, or how your breasts would swell up so much that it rode the line between an insatiable need to be touched and pain.

My husband was gone on business, and wouldn’t return home until the weekend. The only person in the house besides me was my stepson Mat. At first, I tried riding it out. Maybe I could simply tough it out, but the aching continued on. I needed help, and he was the only person available. I sent him a text message, and asked him if he would stop by my room.

Mat arrived shortly, wearing a look of concern.

“What’s wrong?” he asked.

“Look, don’t freak out, but I have the Hucow Virus.” I said.

“Oh, shit. What’s that?” he asked, stepping away and covering his mouth.

“Don’t worry, it’s not contagious.” I said.

“Oh, thank God.”

“Yeah.”

“So what does it do?”

“Well, it makes your breasts fill up with milk, and then you have to pump the milk, or have it nursed out of you.” I said.

“So, what do you want me to do? Do you need soup or something?” he asked.

“Not exactly. Try not to make a big deal out of this, but we don’t have a breast pump.” I said.

“Okay…”

“And the pressure is excruciating. We don’t have time to do it any other way. I need you to do it for me.” I said.

“Do it for you? What do you mean? Like milk you?” he asked, squinting his brows.

“Kind of.”

“Do you want me to get a bucket or something?” he asked.

“No. I need you to drink it.” I said.

“Why can’t I just use a bucket?” he asked.

“It’s kind of hard to explain, but I need to feel your mouth on my nipples. It’s the only way to relieve it.” I said.

“It’s not gonna make me sick?” he asked.

“No. It’s just regular breastmilk. It should be delicious. I need it all out, all of it.” I said, practically begging him with my eyes to assist me. He was the only one who could help me in my time of need.

“Uhm, I mean, I guess I could do that. I don’t want dad to find out though.” he said, reluctant to start sucking his stepmom’s tits.

“Of course, this stays between us. You’re helping me, Mat. You’re the only one who can help me.” I said, feeling my breasts practically pulse with pressure.

Chapter 2 - Mat

“Okay, I’ll do it. I’ll help you out mom.” I said, completely thrown off by what was happening. I’d never heard of the Hucow Virus, but I believed her.

“Let me show you what’s going on.” she said, slowly moving her comforter down until her breasts were exposed. I’d always thought that Kylie was a babe, and I couldn’t believe she was showing me her tits.

“Wow. They look huge.” I said, noticing that her breasts were substantially larger than they already were.

“I know, they’re so full of milk that I feel like they’re going to explode.” she said, looking down at them with me. The lighting in her room was dim, but her boobs were perfectly illuminated by the lamp beside her bed.

“Your nipples…are they always all puffy like that?” I asked, noticing that they looked very swollen.

“No, it’s because of the milk.” she said. “They’re very sensitive, so be gentle.”

“Okay, I’ll try to make it comfortable.” I said. I climbed into bed with her, and got between her legs. It was the way that made the most sense since she found it uncomfortable to move.

“You can touch them, baby. It’s okay.” she said. I reached out slowly, and lightly squeezed both of her breasts at the same time. Strands of milk shot out, and I was barely applying any pressure at all.

“So much milk.” I said, watching droplets of creamy white milk ooze down her breasts.

“It’s going to get all over my sheets, lick it up.” she said. It was weird having her permission to touch, lick, fondle, and suck on my stepmom’s boobs, especially since we were alone at the house. It felt wrong, but nothing would have stopped me from helping her.

“Okay.” I said, leaning in and licking each droplet up.

“So should I suck the milk straight from your nipple? Or should I squeeze them and just lick it up?” I asked.

“It would be less messy if you latch on.” she said.

“Right.” I said, bringing my lips to one of her breasts and wrapping them around her nipple. “Mmm…” I moaned unintentionally, as her soft puffy nipples tasted magnificent in my mouth. Almost as soon as I started to suckle, sweet milk poured into my gullet.

“Oh, Mat. Perfect. Just like that.” she closed her eyes, and a smirk appeared at the corner of her lips.

“Mmm…” I moaned again, pulling more milk directly from her breast into my waiting mouth. My cock started getting hard, and I tried not to graze against into her with it considering I was on top of her in the missionary position. Her breasts were so plump and full, I couldn’t help getting turned on.

“Ugh…right there…just like that. Good boy.” she cooed, taking great pleasure in the relief I was providing her. “That feels so good.”

“It’s really sweet. I like it.” I said, licking my lips before switching to the other nipple.

“Mat, that feels so good. Thank you. You have no idea how badly I needed this.” her vocal tone was becoming more and more sensual as I continued, and I could tell she was receiving pleasure in a way that wasn’t appropriate considering the dynamic of our relationship. But so was I, and I couldn’t stop myself.

“I like it too.” I said, squeezing her soft breasts and catching the milk on my tongue. “It just flows and flows.”

“I know, it’s insane. I didn’t know it was possible to produce this much milk.” she said.

“Not to be weird or anything, but you have gorgeous breasts.” I said, feeling stupid as soon as the words left my mouth. I was getting very horny, and testing my luck.

“That’s fine, baby. Thank you.” she said, running her fingers through my hair as I suckled from her teet. “It’s perfectly natural to find large boobs attractive, especially when you’re sucking on them.”

“Yeah, it’s not everyday you get to suck on your stepmom’s nipples.” I said, grinning.

“And no one is ever gonna find out about this, right young man?” she asked, giving me a stern look.

“It’s our secret.” I said, kissing her nipples and indulging a little.


Chapter 3 - Kylie

The longer he sucked on my nipples, the more aroused I became. It made me feel ashamed of myself, which only turned me on more. I knew that what we were doing was taboo, but I couldn’t seem to control my rational brain. As soon as his hungry mouth found my nipples, it was over for me.

They were so sensitive that I felt like my nipples were directly connected to my clitoris, and waves of pleasure rolled through me. It was unlike any pleasure I’d ever received, and I knew that I was soaking wet in my panties beneath the covers.

“Baby? Can we stop for a quick second, I’m getting hot under here.” I said.

“Of course.” Mat hopped up, and pulled my comforter down to the bottom of the bed. “Oh. I didn’t realize you were wearing lacy panties.” he said.

“Well, considering the circumstances, I don’t think it’s a big deal if you see me in them.” I said. His eyes moved down between my legs, as I knew they would. His father and I had decided not to tell him that I was a Futanari woman, but keeping it hidden was no longer possible.

“What is that?” he asked, staring at my bulge.

“Well, baby, that’s my mommy-cock.” I said.

“Uhm, a what?” he asked.

“I’m a Futanari, Mat.” I said, wondering if this might be too much for him.

“Oh. Wow. It’s really big.” he said.

“Yeah. Your mouth felt so good on my nipples, I couldn’t help becoming aroused. I’m sorry.” I said.

“No, it’s fine. I’ve just never met a real futa before.” he said.

“Do you want to see it?” I asked.

“Yeah.” he said, letting out a nervous chuckle. “Might as well.” I slipped my fingers inside my waistband, pulling them down just enough to let it flop out. I was surprised by how hard he was making me, but there was nothing I could do to make it go away.

“See?” I asked, holding it by the base and lifting up my heavy testicles to show him my vagina.

“Wow.” he said, staring at me like he was in some sort of a daze.

“You okay?” I asked.

“Yeah, yeah. I’m good. Do you think I could lay down while I do it?” he asked.

“Of course, baby. Whatever makes you the most comfortable. I really appreciate you doing this for me.” I said.

“No problem, I know you’d help me out if I was in a similar scenario,” he said.

“I don’t think the Hucow Virus affects men.” I said, giggling as Mat laid his head down in my lap. My dick stood straight up, right next to his head. “Alright, here we go.” I said, allowing my breasts to rest in his face. I still couldn’t believe how much they’d expanded over night, and I wondered what my cup size was. There was no way my bras were going to fit until they went back down.

“Mmm…” he sighed, latching onto a nipple and providing steady suction. It was then that I noticed it, the obvious bulge in his athletic shorts. That’s when I knew that I wasn’t the only one enjoying what was taking place, perhaps a little bit too much.

I couldn’t be mad at him, he was an 18 year old boy and I was making him suck on my nipples and grope my breasts. It wasn’t his fault, just like it wasn’t my fault that I was in that position in the first place. Mat’s eyes were closed as he squeezed milk into his mouth and gulped steadily, while I couldn’t pull my mine away from the outline of his hard cock.

My nipples had never been more sensitive or in need of touch, and his warm wet lips were turning me on past the point that I was comfortable with. But I needed it, so badly I needed it.

“Mmm…” Mat unabashedly explored my breasts, squeezing, licking, sucking, and even kissing my nipples. I couldn’t tell him to simply focus on drinking the milk, as I was the one who put him in that position in the first place. “They’re so nice.”

“Mat?” I asked.

“Yes?”

“This stays between us, but this is kind of making me very horny.” I said. There was no reason for us to lie to each other about how we were feeling, and I thought it was better to tackle it head on.

“Me too.” he said.

“Can I ask you a question?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you have an erection right now?” I asked.

“Yeah. I’m not trying to, but I can’t make it go away.” he said.

“It’s okay, baby. You’re not the only one feeling that way. Here, sit up.” I said. Mat did a situp out of my lap, and turned so he was facing me. “Give me your hand.” I said, taking his hand in mine and leading it down between my legs.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“I just want you to feel something.” I said, lifting my balls and placing his fingers on my sex. “Do you feel how wet I am?”

“Yeah.” he said, moving his fingers around inside me and sending a pleasure chill through my body. “You’re soaked.”

“I know, and look how stiff my penis is? It’s the same thing that’s happening to you. I’m not trying to be so aroused, but I can’t make it go away.” I said.

“What do you think we should do?” he asked.

“Well, since I’m making you milk me, and relieve all this pressure I’m feeling, I was thinking maybe I could do the same thing for you.” I said.

“You mean, like, milking my dick?” he asked. I nodded, smiling uncomfortably as blood rushed to my face. Maybe I shouldn’t have said anything.


Chapter 4 - Mat

“Well, it only seems fair.” she said.

“Okay, yeah. That would definitely help me out, I’ve had a boner this whole time and it’s just getting worse.” I said.

“I understand, baby. I know how it is. Here, take your shorts and underwear off.” she said. I raised an eyebrow, knowing we were about to cross a line that couldn’t be uncrossed. That said, I didn’t have the willpower to refuse such a beautiful woman.

“We can’t tell anyone about this.” I said.

“I know, baby. These are just strange circumstances, and it’s a one time thing.” she said.

“Okay.” I said, standing up beside her bed and slipping my fingers inside my waistband. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, baby. Take it out.”

“Alright.” I said, and pulled my pants and underwear down in one motion. When I looked back up, her eyes were wide and she was staring directly at it.

“Oh, wow. Well…okay.” she said, covering her mouth and smiling.

“What?” I asked.

“It’s just…it’s bigger than your father’s, that’s all.” she said.

“Oh. Is that good?” I asked.

“Yes, baby. Let’s just not talk about it anymore. Forget I said anything.” She said,  “You have a very nice cock though, we can just leave it at that.”

“Thank you.”

“I’m just going to take these off, they’re soaking wet anyway.” she said, sliding her panties off of her ankles and laying them on the bed beside her. If it was possible, my cock grew even harder at the sight of my stepmother laying in front of me completely naked, with her hardness raging right in front of me. I’d never felt a desire to suck dick before, but that changed the instant I saw her naked.

“How do you want to do this?” I asked, unsure of how to proceed.

“Well, I want you to keep sucking on my nipples so that all the milk can come out. So maybe we just do it in the missionary position.” she said.

“Do it? I thought you were going to like, give me a handjob.” I said.

“Well, baby. I’m really horny too, so I think it would be the most efficient way to relieve both of us if we did it this way.” she said.

“Okay, yeah. That makes sense.” I said, perfectly willing to accept her logic. “Should I go get a condom?”

“No, I’m on the pill. It’s fine.” she said. Honestly, I wasn’t the best with the ladies, and I’d only had sex a handful of times in my life. Kylie was a milf, and all of my friends talked about how hot she was, and how they wanted to seduce her. I couldn’t believe my good fortune.

I climbed on top of her as she spread her legs apart, displaying the size of her balls. She was the most gorgeous woman I’d seen naked in real life, and she made my dick so hard that it literally had a pulse.

“Okay, I’m gonna put it in.” I said, taking hold of myself by the base and placing the tip against her pussy opening.

“Mat? I’m going to let myself enjoy this, since we have to do it anyway.”

“Okay. Me too.” I said. She reached down between us, and put my dick inside her. “Ohhh…”

“Oh, fuck.” she said. Kylie was not only soaking wet, she was incredibly tight and I could feel her pelvic muscles squeezing me as I buried it inside of her.

“Oh my God. It feels so good.” I moaned, bottoming out inside of her.

“I know, baby. It feels amazing.” she said. “Don’t forget about my tits.” Kylie took hold of her cock, and began stroking it with me inside her.

“I won’t.” I said, thrusting against her and watching them bounce. Droplets of milk were forming at her nipples, and rolling down her breasts without being touched. I’d never thought of myself as someone who thought that lactation was sexy, but that had changed within seconds of watching her sweet cream leaking out of them.

I buried my face between her breasts, letting them bounce up and down while I fucked her tight little pussy. My tongue moved all over them, careful not to waste a drop of her milk. When I pinched them, milk shot out and I caught it in my mouth.

“You’re so pretty.” I said, moving my eyes to hers.

“Then kiss me.” she said. I leaned in and we locked lips. We’d given each other very small pecks on the lips a few times before, but nothing like this. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, and I felt like I might be falling in love with her. The way her breasts bounced, the way she stroked herself, I didn’t even know I could be so attracted to someone until I was slamming my hips into hers.

“It’s so good.”

“Can you do it harder, baby?” she asked.

“Yeah.” I took hold of her ankles, and looked at her pretty little toes as I adjusted my angle. I didn’t know how long I could last, but if harder was what she wanted, that’s what she was going to get. “I still can’t believe we’re doing this.”

“I know. This has turned into a wild day.”

“I’m not complaining though, I’m enjoying it. I never thought I’d get to see this side of you, to get to know you like this.” I said.

“It’s a pretty unconventional form of mother son bonding.” she laughed, showcasing her smile.

“It’s not weird though. It feels good to be able to tell you how beautiful you are. I’ve always thought you were stunning.” I said.

“You’re so sweet. I never had any clue that you were hiding such a big cock this whole time.” she said.

“I could say the same thing about you.” I said. We exchanged lustful smiles.

“Now fuck me with it.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, grinning as I started back up. She winced, and closed her eyes. My hips moved harder and faster, and I pressed my cock as deep inside of her as I could.

“Good boy, fuck your mommy. Fuck your mommy as hard as you can.” she whimpered, as I laid claim to her in the most primal way. We said it was only going to be a one time thing, but I couldn’t imagine that we were not going to do it again now that we knew how great it felt.

“I love your tits.” I said, holding her breasts in my hands. The sound of our bodies slapping rhythmically together filled the room, and I could feel my balls getting tight as she dragged me closer and closer to orgasm.

“I love your cock.” she called out, rubbing hers fast and hard. “Oh, fuck. Don’t stop. Please don’t stop.”

“I love your pussy, mommy. I love it.” I placed her legs on my shoulders, grinding against her with everything I had. “Mom?”

“Yes?”

“I’m gonna cum.” I said, without breaking the pace. I could feel it approaching, and I knew there was nothing I could do to stop it.

“Me too, baby. Harder!” she squirmed beneath me, moaning in agony and begging me to fuck her.

“Oh God. Oh my God, fuck. Oh fuck!” I moaned, leaving my unprotected bareback dick inside my mother as I climaxed.

“Mat! Mat, fuck.” she winced, her face twisted up with pleasure. Her dick began pulsing, sending heavy ropes of cum shooting up into the air and landing on her stomach and tits. I went as hard as I could, emptying myself inside her until I collapsed on top of her.

Moments later we were cuddled up with her head laying on my chest. I inhaled the scent of her hair, and kissed her forehead over and over while we whispered about how hot the sex was.

“You can play with it.” she said, noticing that I kept glancing down at her dick. I reached out, and wrapped my fingers around it, slowly rubbing up and down.


Chapter 5 - Kylie

My mind was spinning with post coital bliss, and I hadn’t felt so satisfied in quite some time. The pressure in my chest had subsided to a manageable level, although I knew there was still plenty of milk left to be drunk.

I felt ashamed that I had let what happened occur, but as I read more about the virus in the coming weeks I learned that it was perfectly natural. Women reported having much more sensitive nipples, and an increased libido while they had the virus.

A couple of hours passed with us napping next to each other, recovering from the vigorous activities we’d engaged in. Mat on top of me, thrusting away and stretching me out to accommodate his big dick looped in my mind. I replayed the moment we climaxed together, of feeling his hot flesh pulsing inside me while I came all over myself.

By the time we woke up, Mat was hungry and went right back to work at milking his stepmom. Attraction is an impulse we can’t control, and I realized I had a little crush on my son while he drank from my breasts. My nipples were hypersensitive, and even though I thought we’d gotten it out of our system, I began feeling aroused right away.

I forced myself to try to relax, to not engage myself and simply let him finish the process, but it was too strong for me to resist.

“Do you care if I masturbate? It’s making me horny again.”

“Well…” he said, looking down at himself in his boxer briefs. “Me too.”

“Okay. Just one more time.” I said. “Then we have to cut it out.”

“Deal.” he said. “Can I suck it for you?”

“Of course. Come here. Have you ever sucked a cock before?” I asked.

“No, you’re the first woman I’ve met who has one.” he said.

“Come here, lay down between my legs.” I laid flat and spread my legs for him, and he immediately took hold of my cock and sucked my balls while stroking it. “Oh, fuck. That’s good.”

“Mmm hmm…” he smiled with a mouthful of my balls, and fingered my pussy at the same time he worshiped my dick. He was so much more eager than his father, so much more enthusiastic. All I could do was lay back and enjoy it, as he got very into what he was doing.

“Good boy.” I moaned, feeling his viscous spit leaking down my length and onto my balls. He slurped and sucked it right back up, recycling it as lube. “I have to feel you in me.” I climbed on top of him because I badly wanted to ride him. He was every bit as hard as before, and rearing for another go at me.

“Keep drinking, okay. Remember that’s the only reason we’re doing this.” I said, as I took hold of his dick and lined the tip of it up with my opening.

“Okay.” he said, letting me sink down onto him. “Fuck. That feels really good.”

“Yeah, it does. I love how much you fill me up.” I said, grinding against him. Mat returned to my nipples, worshiping them and slurping down milk at an alarming rate. The flow was still steady, and my nipples were even more sensitive than before.

“You have a great ass. So soft and round.” he said, with two handfuls of booty. Mat pulled me down onto him while thrusting from the bottom, putting it so deep inside me that I knew I’d be cumming again in no time.

“Thank you, baby. Go ahead and have fun with it, it’s your last chance.”

“That makes me so sad. I want to do this all the time.” he said. “Oh fuck, I like that.” his response to my twerking on his big dick. He continued suckling, which drove me barreling towards my climax.

“Mat, fuck. That’s so good.” all of my nerves tingled, and it felt like the orgasm was emanating from my nipples. “Oh, God!”

“Yes, I’m gonna cum again.” he said.

“Ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” I rode him hard, bouncing up and down on him and hitting all the right spots as I came for him over and over. I learned later that many women who contracted the virus had nipple stimulation based orgasms.

“Fuck.” he grunted, his hard young cock spurting off inside of me, filling me up with warm sticky cum. “Fuck.” he sighed, and I could practically feel the energy drain out of him.

“Thank you so much. That was incredible.” I said, letting him continue to swallow mouthfuls of my milk.

It took another 45 minutes or so before I felt satisfied that he’d done his part in helping me recover from the virus, and he took another nap with a full belly.

“I love you, Kylie.” he said, snuggling up beneath the covers as he drifted off.

“I love you too, baby.” I said, stepping out of my room and going to the kitchen for a cup of coffee.

What a sweet boy, helping out his mother when she isn’t feeling well. I might just have to give him a naughty reward every once in a while, to repay him for all he’s done for me.

MPreg by Futanari Stepmilf

Chapter 1 - Noah

When my stepmom Tara called me into her room for “punishment”, I didn’t take it seriously. The way I saw it, if my dad couldn’t discipline me, then neither could she. At the same time, Tara was absolutely gorgeous and I did have a tendency to do whatever she told me to do.

“Hey.” I said, entering her room.

“Close the door.” she said.

“Alright.” I closed the door behind us, and turned around to face her with my arms crossed over my chest.

“I’m very disappointed in you.” she said, crossing her arms right back and giving me the stare. I smirked at her, and shook my head.

“It’s not a big deal. It’s just a speeding ticket.” I said.

“It’s your third speeding ticket this year. You aren’t learning your lesson.” she said.

“I like to go fast. Like Ricky Bobby.” I said, unflinching on the fact that I didn’t care. “I picked up an extra shift for Saturday, I’ll pay for it.”

“It’s not about paying for it, Noah. It’s about you respecting the law.” she said.

“Ugh, you sound like my dad.” I said.

“Your dad won’t do anything about your behavior, but I will.” she said, stepping right up to me.

“What are you gonna do, ground me?” I asked, letting out a chuckle.

“No. I’m going to teach you a lesson in obedience. I’m going to punish you, and then you’re going to learn what responsibility is.” she said. “Drop your pants.”

“Excuse me?” I asked, taking a step away from her.

“Drop your fucking pants. Now.” she said.

“Fine.” I said, and pulled down my shorts.

“Your boxers too. Bend over the bed.” she said.

“Are you serious? I’m too old for spankings.” I said.

“You aren’t acting like it. Pull down your boxers, and bend over.”

“Fine.” I said, slipping my fingers inside my waistband and looking into her eyes. I’d always fantasized about fucking her, and I figured some spankings were about as close as I’d get.

“Now.”

“Whatever.” I said, pulling them down. “Is this what you wanted to see?” I asked, shaking my dick from side to side.

“That’s cute. Bend over.” she said. I walked over to her bed, and placed both of my hands on the mattress.

“Is dad okay with us doing something this kinky?” I asked, wiggling my ass back and forth in an attempt to make her angry.

“I told him what I was going to do to you, and he was perfectly okay with it.” she said, approaching me from behind. “Look straight ahead, at the wall.”

“Yes mistress.” I said, straightening my gaze. It was one big joke as far as I was concerned. Honestly, what good was a spanking from a female going to do?

“Lay flat. Pull your cheeks apart.” she said.

“Uhm, how about no?” I asked, unwilling to do that.

Slap! Her hand collided hard against my bare ass. Slap, slap, slap, slap!

“Ouch. Jesus Tara.” I said, wincing in pain. Her spanks had more steam on them than I expected, but it was still not a big deal.

“Lay flat. Pull your cheeks apart.” she said.

“Why?” I asked, completely confused by what was happening.

“Because I said so, that’s why.”

“There.” I said, pulling my butt apart. I was starting to feel a little embarrassed, but also a little horny.

“You’ve never stuck anything up your ass before, have you?” she asked.

“Nope. I haven’t.” I said, staring straight ahead.

“Just remember, that you made me do this. This is your fault.” she said.

“Whatever.” I said. I turned my head to see what she was doing, and saw that she was removing her pants. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Eyes straight.” she said. I waited patiently while she did whatever she was doing, and then I felt her applying something to my cheeks. “Let me just spread this around.”

“What is that?”

“It’s called lubricant, Noah. You’re going to need it.” her hands spread the lube all over my backside, and then her finger made its way to my hole. I flinched as she inserted it in my ass.

“Woah! What are you doing?” I asked, turning my head again. This time, I saw something that shocked me. Tara was naked, and there was a massive cock dangling between her legs. “What the fuck?”

“Oh, you didn’t know? I’m a futanari.” she said.

“I don’t even know what that means.” I said, unable to pull my eyes away from her heavy hanging balls, and large, flaccid dick.

“Look.” she said, lifting up her cock and balls to showcase her vagina.

“What in the hell?”

“Futanari women have both sex organs. We can get pregnant, and we can impregnate.” she said.

“You’ve had a dick this entire time?” I asked. She smiled.

“I have. And now you’re going to take it up your ass.”

“There’s no way.” I said.

“Look straight ahead. Don’t make me tell you again.” she said. I shifted my gaze straight ahead, and felt a chill move up my spine. I’d never heard of a futanari woman before, but it was certainly a sight to see. “I’m going to give you a couple of minutes to relax your ass.”

Tara got down on her knees behind me, and began inserting her finger in and out of my ass. There was nothing I could do to prevent my dick from getting hard, and the only reason I didn’t leave the room was because I was intrigued and horny. It didn’t turn me off that she had a dick, in fact it kind of turned me on.

She was still beautiful, and I’d spent years fantasizing about her and admiring her beauty. It was a little weird, that she was a futanari or whatever, but it was also hot.

“Ugh…” my breath hitched as she inserted two fingers at once, and I tried to control my breathing while she fingered my virgin ass.

“Nice and tight. It’s going to feel so good when I stick my cock inside your little hole.” she said, increasing the pace of her fingering. I buried my face in a pillow, trying as hard as I could not to moan or whimper. “I’m sorry it had to come to this, but you have to be punished for being bad.”

“I understand.” I said, settling into the sensation of her fingers inside me.

“Alright. Now it’s time for your punishment.” she said. “Flip over. I want to see your face while I take your ass.”

“Are you sure about this?” I asked, slowly rolling over onto my back. As much as I wanted to have sex with her, this wasn’t exactly what I had in mind.

“It isn’t that I want to do it. I have to do it.” she said, grabbing me by the legs and pulling me closer to her. “Spread your legs like a good little slut.”

“It’s so big.” I said, staring at her hard cock. I watched as Tara applied lubrication all over her length.

“Thank you. Let’s see how you do with it.” she held herself at the base, and began rubbing the tip all over my asshole.

“Oh my God.” I grunted, clinching down as she penetrated me. “Oh my God.”

“Yeah, that’s a good slut. Take it all.” she said, working the first couple inches in and out.

“Fuck.” I moaned, surprised by how good it felt.

“You have such a tight ass. This is how your dad used to feel before I broke him in.” she said, wrapping her fingers around my neck and pinning me to the mattress. “Now it’s your turn to be a girl for me.”

“It hurts.” I said, feeling myself stretch further and further to accommodate her girth.

“I don’t care. This is for your own good.” she said, bottoming out inside my ass.

“Fuck.”

“Yeah, that’s a good girl. Look at you, taking mommy’s whole cock inside you.” her grip tightened around my throat, and she began thrusting harder. I made noises I didn’t know I could make, and they came out completely organically. “Do you like that?”

“Yes.” I winced, digging my hands into the sheets. My cock was throbbing hard, and I was struck with the fear that she was going to make me cum without even touching it.

“Look how hard you are. Such a naughty little slut. I knew you would end up liking this.” she said, pushing it deeper and making me squeal.

“Ugh! Oh, ugh! Fuck.” I furrowed my brow and closed my eyes, trying to hang on.

“Hold your legs. Watch your hole taking mommy’s cock.” she said. I looked down between us, and watched as her massive dick disappeared over and over again inside me. “You’re going to cum like a little slut, aren’t you?”

“I think so.” I said, my voice strained by how much pressure she was applying to my neck. It was a side of myself I didn’t know existed, and Tara was bringing it out with her big hard she-cock.

“Yeah. That’s all you are, is a submissive little fucktoy for mommy.” she leaned in close to me, whispering the dirtiest things I’ve ever heard while grinding against me.

“Ugh! Ugh! Fuck…”

“Yeah, you make such a good little girl.” she said, kissing my neck and licking my face. “Are you gonna take mommy’s cum in your little boy-pussy?”

“Yes mommy.” I whimpered.

“Holy fuck.” she said, her eyes growing wide. She pushed it all the way in, extending her hips and holding me down by my wrists as her cock began pulsing inside of me. It was so sexy knowing that I was making her cum, and I thrust back against her while she exploded with cum.

“It’s so warm.” I moaned, so turned on that I crossed my threshold for arousal and we climaxed simultaneously. “Ugh! Yes! Harder, fuck me.” I begged, cumming harder than I’d ever cum. I didn’t even touch myself, it was all prostate stimulation and it made my entire body shake with pleasure.

“Yeah? That’s mommy’s good boy.” she said, holding my face and slamming her cock into me. I could feel her heavy balls twitch as she emptied an enormous load into my ass. “Oh my God…” she sighed, taking a deep breath.

“Right?” I asked, my dick still pulsing here and there. I’d never experienced anything like it, and my chest and stomach were absolutely glazed with my cum.

In my post coital awareness, I realized that I’d just been fucked so hard by my stepmom that I came without being touched, and my anus was pumped full of her warm load.

Why was that so good? Like, it was so much better than any girl I’ve ever been with. The intensity of the orgasm was literally ten times more powerful.

“Noah.” she said, her cock still buried in my asshole while she laid on top of me. I’d laced my ankles around her lower back, and didn’t want her to take it out. “I hope you’ll think about how much you disappoint me when you get frivolous speeding tickets.”

“I’m sorry.” I said. “I need to do better.”

“You will. I just hope this punishment ends up teaching you responsibility. You could really be a spectacular man if you learned that lesson.” she said, giving me another wet kiss before pulling herself out from between my cheeks.

“I’m gonna try.” I said, feeling her warm excess cum dripping out onto her sheets.

“Go to your room.” she said.

“Yes ma am.” I said, gathering my clothes and quickly redressing even though the cum continued dribbling out of my ass.

“Please think about responsibility. Think about how people rely on you, and how much you can help them if you’re in service instead of thinking about yourself and running around all willy nilly.”  she said.

“I will. Thank you Tara.” I said, looking her earnestly in the eye before leaving her room.

When I made it back to my room, I was physically exhausted but my mind was racing. It didn’t make sense to me, what type of punishment was that? I learned nothing, other than I really enjoyed spreading my legs for her. If anything, I was more interested in fucking her some more.

There didn’t seem to be any lesson, or anything instilled through the pounding she gave me. It was the single most erotic experience of my life, and I just wanted to explore more with her. It didn’t make me feel bad or like I had messed up in any way, it made me feel like I wished she could be my woman.

Before I could fall asleep that night, I masturbated while replaying thoughts of what had taken place between us. My main motto that night, the one that played over and over in my head while I tried to fall asleep, was ‘God damn that was hot’.

The next morning, I felt like a new man. Maybe she was a genius, and being punished was easier than I thought. I was so full of energy that I got up early and went to get tacos for breakfast. On the way, I was speeding a little, and got pulled over again. Another speeding ticket. Whatever, put it on the tab. The tacos were delicious, and well worth it.

I elected not to tell anyone about that ticket, at least not that day. The following morning, I woke up in the middle of the night sick as a dog. I puked relentlessly, and I cursed those bunk tacos. I promised myself that I’d sue them for the food poisoning they’d clearly given me.

“What’s your schedule look like this week?” Tara asked, once I was passed the initial sickness.

“Monday, Wednesday, Sunday.” I said.

“I thought you were trying to get more hours.” she said.

“Eh, D for diploma baby.” I said, reiterating my general strategy for life. Do the bare minimum and enjoy the free time.

I was sick every morning for the next three days, and I started getting painfully hungry. All I could do was eat. Eat, puke in the morning, eat some more. By the end of the week, I could swear that I was getting fatter. My abs were disappearing, and my stomach was getting rounder and rounder.

I didn’t think much about it, but Tara asked me relentlessly about responsibility and turning my life around.

“Don’t go with the flow. You have to live your life with purpose.” she said, which made no sense to me. I just wanted to meet new people, travel, and live life. The world would be my oyster.

The main thing I learned from the punishment, was that I still really wanted to fuck my Futa stepmom. It was way better than my fantasies, and having it once only made my desire to experience her grow. I thought about the fact that she also had a vagina, and there wasn’t one that I was more motivated to be inside of.

I kept getting sick, and I was growing fatter by the day. It wasn’t even so much that I was getting fat, but my stomach was starting to look like a perfect orb. It kind of bothered me, and I started doing way more crunches and situps to re-establish my six pack.

I was able to pay off one of my tickets with my check, but it left me at almost zero with another hefty fine to pay. Instead of picking up shifts at work, I sold my laptop and paid it off. Too easy. Material possessions held no value to me, and I was happy to be back on track. I’d have to stay home and walk to work for the next two weeks, because I couldn’t afford gas or pay my insurance. A small price to pay to be living wild and free.

Chapter 2 - Tara

Noah was pregnant and didn’t know it. He didn’t drink or do anything that could harm the baby, and I needed him to learn the lesson in order to be the man he could be. His father had allowed him too much leash, and without any discipline to fall back on, Noah was doomed.

What he did have going for him, was that he was young, handsome, strong, and had a work ethic to him with no vices. He was becoming known by local police for the wrong reasons, and he gave them an attitude instead of showing grace. He was kind of a brat, but a reformable one. What he lacked was guidance and focus. Noah was too young to get it, which is why I felt perfectly comfortable stepping in.

Seeing the obvious path he was going down broke my heart, and I wanted to harden him immediately. His father Pat had ceased being attractive to me some time ago, a fact I voiced to him directly, and that he was fine with.

Pat understood that he wasn’t a virile man, and that I still craved a child of my own. Futanari women share biology with regular women. We’re most fertile at the same age, and eventually lose our ability to carry a healthy child. But, Futanari women are able to impregnate women and men at much later stages in life.

Perhaps because of our proximity, or the intimate dynamic of our relationship, I found myself increasingly attracted to Noah. He was a taller, younger, more masculine version of the man I married. Anyway, as Pat and I grew apart, Noah and I grew closer, eventually culminating in me inseminating him as punishment.

All he could create was damage on his own, but coupled with me and the responsibility of his child, he would learn and accept the way. He would grow up. And of what great use he could be to the collective, giving back in the ways for which he was suited. I loved him, and I rooted for him as a slight underdog. I believed in him, that he could do it.

“Hey Noah. My room. Now.” I said, putting inflection on my voice to let him know the seriousness of the context. It had been exactly one week since the punishment.

I waited for him for all of 30 seconds before he came into my room.

“What’s up?” he asked.

“Remember that day we made love?” I asked.

“Of course.”

“What did you think the punishment was?” I asked, straightening my posture.  I could see the gears turning in his head, trying to figure out what was going on.

“To show me how hard I could cum.” he said, not making eye contact and letting a giggle slip out.

“I’m serious, mister.” I said.

“Honestly Tara, I don’t know. I paid off my tickets, I’m working, and that night? That night was amazing. It was probably the best day of my life.” he said. He hadn’t put it together, he didn’t know about the Futanari, and he didn’t realize that he was pregnant, let alone what I was trying to teach him.

“Noah. You’re handsome, smart, and capable. But you cut corners, you half ass things and people think they’re good, but it’s half of your potential. If you don’t learn now, you’ll leave a wake of hurt and destruction.” I said.

“Hurt and destruction?” he asked.

“Yes. People rely on you, they want to, naturally, so that’s your responsibility. That’s your call to action.”

“What if I don’t want that?” he asked.

“You don’t know what you want.”

“I want you.” he said, raising up and staring into my eyes.

“I know, baby. I want you too. But I need you to be better. For yourself, for me, and for our child.” I said.

“Our child?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes. When a Futa woman finishes inside you, you become pregnant.”

“But I’m a guy.” he said, still not getting it.

“You’re pregnant Noah, haven’t you noticed?” I asked. “Futanari on male pregnancies are different, they occur instantly, and come to fruition in 4-6 weeks.”

“Wait, are you fucking serious? You got me pregnant?” he asked, raising his voice a little.

“Hey, don’t curse at me. You need to learn responsibility, and nothing will do that faster than having a child.” I said.

“But, I’m not ready.” he said.

“I know. You have three to five weeks to get your shit together.” I said.

“What about dad? Isn’t he going to be pissed?” he asked.

“I’ve already spoken to him about it, and he understands. He’s too old for me to impregnate, that’s why I chose you.” I said. “I want a child of my own, and I only want you as the father.”

“Are you sure that I’m pregnant?” he asked.

“Noah, look at your stomach. Why do you think you’ve been getting sick every morning?” I asked.

“Oh my God. How am I going to give birth? Through my ass?” he asked, eyes wide with fear.

“Don’t worry Noah, we’ll get through it together.” I said. “I’m really looking forward to seeing how you handle all of this.”

“Fuck. Okay. I’ll get my shit together.” he said.

For the next couple weeks, I saw a completely different Noah. He started working five or six days a week, as well as helping out his friend Mike who had a small landscaping business for extra money. He even drove more carefully, it was a complete 180. At the same time, his stomach grew larger and larger.

“Noah, I’m so proud of you. You’ve been working so hard, and it means the world to me that you’re preparing to be the father of our child.” I said. “But you’re three weeks pregnant now, I think it’s time that you stop working until after the baby is born.”

“I can’t. We need the money.” he said.

“Noah. No we don’t. We’re fine. Your father is going to help us financially, and help out with the baby. We have plenty of savings. I just wanted to see if you could handle it, and put your nose to the grindstone when you had something on the line. I wanted to test your manhood.” I said.

“And I passed your test?” he asked, causing a wide smile to form on my lips.

“Yes, baby. You did.” I said, stepping closer to him. “I think you’ve earned some rest.”

“Thank you.” he said.

“Go to your room, there’s something I want to do for you.” I said.

“Okay.” he said.

My plan had worked out perfectly. Not only was I going to have the child I’d been wanting for years, I was having it with a healthy, attractive, younger man who was completely dedicated to me. It was a dream come true. He’d stepped up to the plate and shown the type of man he was going to be for me and our child, and it turned me on beyond belief.

His father and I had lost the heat, there was no more passion or lust between us. I still loved him, but it wasn’t the same. We talked about it, and he completely understood. Robert was a lot less masculine and dominant than his son, and didn’t mind sharing his wife with him so long as it made me happy. I told him that I didn’t want to divorce, but I also no longer felt attracted to him sexually.

“We don’t have to have sex, Tara. I just want our family to be strong, and full of love.” he said. He was a sweet man, loyal and dedicated. He just didn’t do it for me anymore in that way, but he was willing to let me pursue someone who did. I couldn’t have been happier than in that moment, or hornier.


Futanari Beach - Dominant Group Futa on Male

I’d lived on the island of Futakiki my entire life, and heard all of the legends about the futanari girls. The elders spoke of beautiful women who had the reproductive parts of man and female at the same time. They spoke of their insatiable sexual appetites, ability to impregnate and become pregnant, as well as their ability to produce mass amounts of semen and orgasm over and over. It sounded like a myth to me, especially considering no one I knew had ever actually met one.

“If you ever meet one, your life will surely be changed, Nahko.” my grandfather had said.

“Did you meet one grandpa?” I asked. A warm smile spread over his face.

“Yes. A long time ago.”

“What happened?” I asked.

“You’re too young for such details, but let me assure you it was a most pleasurable experience.” he said.

Still, he was an old man with a penchant for tall tales and I never quite believed him.

One day, while I was exploring one of the island’s many cavernous tunnels, I found myself completely lost. Many men had died while exploring the tunnels, and after hours of wandering around with nothing but my lantern, I began to fear my fate would be similar to theirs. My mother always told me to avoid the caves, but I’d always found my way out of them eventually.

Once I was totally lost, all I could do was continue walking, making random turns and hoping for the best. I had a pocket full of Cruchaca berries, and I ate one every couple of minutes to give me the strength to continue on. Eventually, I reached into my pocket to find that I only had one remaining. I could only pray it wasn’t the last berry I’d ever consume.

Eventually, I saw light at the end of the tunnel, and I sprinted for it. Oftentimes, I would stumble across openings deep inside the caves that were impossible to climb out of. The only option was to go back from where I came from or choose another tunnel, but up until then it had always worked out.

“Please, please be an exit.” I muttered, fast approaching the light. As I arrived at the end of the tunnel, I saw the ocean and relief moved through me. I’d once again made it out of the tunnels. “Wow.” I whispered to myself, looking out over the beautiful beach. The island was large, with many beaches, and this particular one had escaped my travels.

I looked around as I descended the trail toward the beach, content to spend some time relaxing by the water before trying to find my way home. There was no one else in sight, a rarity. The people of Futakiki love the ocean, and spend much of their time walking, surfing, swimming, and enjoying them.

After jumping into the chilly water to cool off, I found a nice shaded spot under a tree and decided to take a nap. I wasn’t familiar with the area I was in, so I figured the trek home might be somewhat drawn out and arduous, and after hours of walking through random tunnels I was in need of some rest. When I woke back up, I felt much better outside of needing some water. I felt even better when I saw that there was a group of girls frollicking around in the water. They could at least point me in the right direction as far as getting back home.

As I made the walk toward the girls, I noticed that they were all very attractive and seemed to be having a great time. There were towels laid out on the beach beside a large cooler, and I hoped they had some extra water to spare.

“Hey there!” One of the girls shouted, spotting me as I neared the water.

“Hi.” I said with a smile, waving at the group. There were five girls in the water, and I felt lucky to have stumbled across them. “You don’t happen to have any extra water do you?”

“One sec.” the girl said, wading through the water toward me. The other four girls followed behind her, and I watched in awe as they made it to the edge of the water. They weren’t your run of the mill pretty girls, they were absolutely stunning. Two blondes, two brunettes, and a black girl with long braids that went to the middle of her back. “I’m sorry baby, what’d you say?” the girl asked.

“I got lost exploring the caves, and I’ve run out of water.” I said.

“Oh, yeah we gotchu. We have a bunch of water in the cooler.” the black girl said, pointing towards their little camp. “Take what you need.”

“Thank you so much.” I said, inadvertently gazing at her large breasts.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“I’m Nahko.”

“Nice to meet you Nahko. I’m Zara, this is Gia, Ari, Elsa, and Gabriella.” she said, introducing me to the whole crew. “I’m surprised you found this place, it’s kind of our own secret beach. It’s very difficult to get here unless you know the exact route through the caves.”

“Well, I just got lucky I guess. I was completely lost.” I said.

“Well, you haven’t got lucky just yet.” Elsa said, an adorable blonde wearing a very revealing bikini.

“We should reward him for his travels. He obviously has good luck.” Gabriella said, giggling and looking me up and down.

“Down girl, down.” Gia said, rolling her eyes. “Let’s at least get to know him.”

“Of course.” Gabriella said.

“Listen Nahko, we want to keep this place a secret. We’ll make sure you have a good time, but you have to promise not to tell a soul about the location of our beach.” Zara said.

“Okay, yeah that’s fine.” I said.

“But you can come back anytime you want.” Elsa said.

“I don’t think I could make it back if I tried, I was just kind of winging it and hoping for the best.” I said.

“We’ll take you back through the caves, so just pay attention and you can return whenever you want.” Ari said.

“Thank you. I appreciate that. It’s a really beautiful beach.” I said, looking up and down the small section of coastline. There was dense forest and cliffs surrounding the beach, and you would need a machete to have any hope of making it there without going through the caves.

“You’ll stay a while before you leave?” Elsa asked.

“Absolutely.”

“Good. We all want to get to know you.” Gabriella said, making eyes at Gia. I wanted to tell them how beautiful they were, but I felt myself getting shy around such a beautiful group of women. I would have gladly made any one of them my girlfriend, and been proud to be seen in their presence.

“I have an idea. Let’s play 3 on 3 beach volleyball.” Zara said. The rest of the girls were delighted by her idea, and they walked me over to their camp where I grabbed a bottle of water while they gathered the net and volleyball, and started setting it up.

“You’re down to play right?” Gia asked.

“Yeah, definitely.”

“Good boy. Take your shirt off, it’s not fair that we’re all in bikinis and you’re still wearing a t-shirt.” she said.

“Yes ma am.” I said, grinning at the realization that they were being playful and flirtatious with me.

“It’s been years since a boy showed up here. We’re all very excited to ravage you.” she said. I smiled, but didn’t know what to say. “In volleyball.” she turned and walked away, and I watched her perfect ass as she sashayed toward the rest of the girls. I took a couple massive gulps of water, wondering if I had a realistic chance with any of them. They were clearly out of my league, but none of them seemed to mind. I watched them finish setting up the net, and set boundaries in the sand with their toes.

“You any good?” Gia asked, waving me over.

“I’m alright.” I said, jogging over to the makeshift court.

“Me, you, and Elsa are going to be on the same team. Don’t mess this up for us.” she said, giving me a little wink. And just like that, we were lined up and ready to go.

“Play ball!” Zara shouted, tossing the ball into the air in front of her and delivering the first serve. Growing up in Futakiki, everyone played beach volleyball, and I wasn’t bad, but these girls were something else.

“Woo!” Zara screamed, high fiving her teammates once they were up 2 points. “Where you at Nahko? You’re gonna get beat by a bunch of girls.” she said. It took me a second to stop staring at their big bouncy tits and perfect lean bodies before I found my groove and really started to contribute.

I scored a point on a beautiful spike, tying the game 6-6 and looked straight at Zara and flexed.

“Oh okay, I see you. Nahko with the big serve.” she said. There was a lot of trash talk, and I became immersed in the competitiveness of the game. By the time the score was 14-12 in our favor, I was sweating profusely and could hear my own pulse. I took a deep breath, and put the ball into play. We ended up winning the first game 21-18, and we took a quick water break before starting the next game. It wasn’t until that moment that it hit me.

“You’re pretty good, keep it up and you might really score.” Gia said, slapping me on the ass as I sucked the bottom out of a bottle of water.

“Yes ma am.” I said, taking a deep breath and trying to control my breathing. As I looked around, ogling the beautiful girls I was playing volleyball with, I noticed a large bulge in Zara’s pants. My eyes instinctively swept around, staring at the crotch of each and every girl and realizing they weren’t your everyday girls. They were futanari, each and every one of them.

“You ready Nahko?” Gia asked, as the girls made their way back onto the court. I was stunned, speechless and shocked. The legends were true, my grandpa was telling the truth.

“Ugh, yeah. For sure.” I said, jogging back onto the court to join them. My performance suffered during the second game, as my eyes were on the balls and not the ball, so to speak. Once I started paying attention, I saw that their breasts weren’t the only things bouncing around while they ran around and jumped.

“Come on Nahko, pay attention.” Gia said, chastising me for letting an easy one hit the sand right in front of me.

“Let’s really distract him.” Zara said, removing her top and imploring her teammates to do the same.

“Oh my God.” I said, wide eyed and staring at the three perfect pairs of tits that were suddenly exposed.

“You got this Nahko, they’re just tits.” Elsa said. If only she knew, it wasn’t so much the breasts that were throwing me off. Gabriella’s cock had flopped out of her bikini bottom, and it was a sight to behold.

“Yeah, my bad.” I said, trying to focus on the game at hand. They got up 5-0, and I could feel the blood rushing to my penis as I admired the beauty I was surrounded with. I’d spent most of my life thinking that the legend of the Futanari of Futakiki was nothing more than a fabrication, yet there I was surrounded by well hung dickgirls who put the rest of the women in Futakiki to shame.

My team rebounded well, and soon the game was back to being competitive, but my mind was elsewhere. All I could think about was all of the naughty things I wanted to do with them. As a straight man, penises obviously weren’t my thing, but this was something else entirely. Any one of them could have made a cock sucker out of me, and my mouth watered at the prospect of getting down on my knees and serving them.

“Focus Nahko, we need you.” Elsa said, staring into my eyes. She was so beautiful, and I wanted nothing more than to impress her. Zara was the best player on the court, but our team played well enough despite me to come back and take the victory. After exchanging high fives with all five of them, we returned to the cooler.

“It’s so hot out here.” Gia said, sitting down on one of the towels and removing her top. My mind was conflicted, but also powerless against the arousal they inspired within me. They were the five most enticing women I’d ever seen in person, and their presence was overwhelming. “I hope you don’t mind if we turn this into a nude beach.” she said, sliding her bikini bottoms down her tanned thighs and off of her ankles. Her feet were dainty and delectable, and her flaccid cock was formidable.

“Not at all.” I said, feeling my own flaccidity disappear as all five of the futanari removed their bathing suits.

“You can join us if you’d like, we like full body tans around here.” Zara said, standing over me as pulled her bottoms to the floor, showcasing not only her long shapely legs, but her long girthy cock.

“I thought futanari were a myth.” I said, staring up at her juicy she cock and heavy hanging balls.

“Well, we’re not.” she said, moving her hips from side to side so her meaty dick swung back and forth a few feet in front of my face. The women circled up around me, grinning like devils and looking at me like I was a piece of meat.

“What do you think? You like?” Gabriella asked, holding herself by the base and swinging it in a circle to tease me.

“It’s so…sexy.” I managed, as I swallowed the saliva that was quickly pooling in my mouth. I’d never wanted to do something so depraved, and I knew that I was a willing little slut for all of them. I didn’t possess half the willpower required to resist them.

“Yeah, we thought you might like what you saw.” she said. Get on your knees like a good boy and beg.”

“Anything you say Gabriella.”

“Call me Gabby.” she said. “Or call me mommy.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, getting on my knees as the girls tightened the circle around me.

“Are you a good little cock sucker?” she asked.

“Yes mommy.”

“Show us what a good submissive boy does for his mommies.” she said.

“Yeah, let’s see how much you really want it.” Elsa said. My cock grew so hard that I felt like I might cum without even touching it, as five futanari women surrounded me with cocks in hand, stroking and teasing.

“Take your shorts off.” Zara said. I did as I was told, quickly removing them.

“Look how hard he is. He’s gonna be a good little futanari slut.” Ari said. “Don’t you dare touch yourself. Put your hands behind your back, and use your mouth to prove your worth to us.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, making it so as a side of myself I wasn’t aware of emerged. They were all so dominant and in control, so sexually open. All I could do was submit to them, and it turned me on beyond belief. Zara stood directly in front of me, commanding me to look her in the eyes while I sucked on her balls. “Yes mommy.” I said, eagerly slurping at her testicles. I could taste the sweat as I swirled them around my mouth.

The other futanari giggled as they watched me do exactly as I was told. Moments earlier I had considered myself their peer, a man without a submissive bone in my body. The truth was laid bare, plain and for all to see. I was nothing but a submissive boy, thirsty to suck and swallow.

“Bury your face in them. Sniff those big balls.” Gia said laughing, watching me humiliate myself as Zara slapped her cock against my face. “Say you love big cock.”

“I love big cock.” I whimpered, feeling my face turn red with embarrassment. I’d never been in a situation even slightly resembling the one I was in, nor had I ever felt such overwhelming arousal.

“Yeah you do.”

“Make him suck it. I want to see him gag.” Gia said.

“Open your mouth for my she cock.” Zara said, holding me by the back of the head and forcing my mouth down onto her length. I choked almost immediately, as she forcefully shoved it against my throat.

“You’ll get used to it.” Elsa said. “Keep your hands behind your back. No cheating.”

“Don’t swallow your spit, I want to see you be a sloppy little boy toy.” Ari said. The futanari took turns fucking my mouth, and viscous saliva dripped from my chin as they used me for their pleasure. “Here, turn around and bend over Elsa. I want to make him eat your asshole.”

“Say yes please.” Elsa said, grabbing me by the chin.

“Yes please.”

“Open your mouth slut.” she said, spitting into my mouth when I did. Elsa turned around and pulled her cheeks apart, while Ari shoved my face deep into her ass. I lapped away eagerly, savoring the taste of her sweaty hole. I could hear laughter and giggles all around me, but I couldn’t see anything as my face had practically disappeared between her cheeks.

“Good boy, my turn.” Gabriella said. Ari grabbed a handful of my hair, and switched my face to Gabriella’s ass next. They all took turns degrading me, forcing my face into their juicy asses one after another until I was panting for breath.

“I think he’s earned the right to use his hands.” Zara said, allowing me to stop holding them behind my back.

“You better fucking use them then.” Gia said. I reached out and grabbed her cock as well as Zara’s stroking them both while Elsa fucked my face.

“I love submissive boy toys.” Elsa moaned, as I slobbered all over her futanari dick. “I’m getting close, don’t even think about taking your mouth off of me until I’m finished, and you better not waste a drop. Say yes ma am.”

“Yes ma am.” I said.

“He loves it. Look how fucking hard his cock is.” Zara said, pointing out the fact that my dick was actually throbbing.

“Yeah he does. He’s gonna be our new little toy. I bet he comes back every day for more.” Ari said.

“Do your friends and family know how much you love sucking cock?” Elsa asked, holding the back of my head in both hands as she thrust against me. I couldn’t speak or breathe, so I shook my head no as tears streamed down my face.

“Look, the little cockslut is crying.” Zara said, getting audible laughs from the other futanaris.

“Here it comes. Oh my God! Fuck that feels good.” Elsa moaned, throwing her head back in ecstasy as I looked up at her from down on my knees.

“Are you ready for your first oral creampie?” Gabrielle asked, furiously stroking herself as Elsa called out in pleasure. Elsa’s dick swelled up in my mouth, and began spurting huge ropes of thick, creamy girl cum directly into my mouth.

“Guck, guck!” I kept my lips wrapped tightly around her cock as copious amounts of cum filled it up, careful not to allow a single drop to drip out. Right as she was finishing dumping her load down my throat, Gabrielle’s she cock exploded all over my face.

“Woo hoo!” Zara squealed in delight as Gabrielle painted my face with rope after rope of cum. I swallowed hard, taking what remained of Elsa’s massive load down the hatch in one gulp.

“He’s closing his eyes, he’s afraid!” Zara said, as I felt the glaze building all over my face.

“My turn. Come here slut, don’t move.” Ari said, joining in on the fun. I felt almost ashamed at how much I was enjoying receiving huge facials from big spurting dicks.

“That’s so much fucking cum.” Elsa said, admiring their handy work.

“I think he wants some more.” Zara said, stepping up in front of me. I could barely open my eyes because they were so caked in semen, but I managed to part them just enough to watch her big black dick bursting all over my face. “Open your mouth slut, I know you’re still hungry.”

“Yes mommy.” I moaned, wishing I had permission to touch myself. My penis had never ached so badly for touch.

“There you go, right on your tongue.” Zara said, squeezing the head of her cock to empty out the last couple sticky drops. “Don’t swallow yet, just hold it in there.” she said. Gia stepped up next, aiming the tip of her throbbing erection directly into my mouth and pulling the trigger. I kept my mouth open, letting it fill to the absolute brim.

“Fuck!” she grunted, as more cum than I knew was possible was emptied mostly into my mouth. “Oh my God, I needed that.” she said, looking down at me as she finished herself off.

“Gargle it.” Zara said, commanding me to further debase myself for their pure enjoyment. I didn’t hesitate to heed her command, and cum bubbles formed as I gargled their loads. My mouth was so full that excess cum dripped from the corners of my mouth, and long sticky strands of their semen dripped from my chin. “Good boy. Now swallow it.”

“Yes mommy. Thank you for all the cum.” I said after forcing it down.

“Now, I want you to use the cum from your face as a lube to stroke yourself off for us. Lay down on your back.” Zara said. I laid down on one of the towels, and scooped cum off of my face and transferred it to my dick. “Good boy.”

“Thank you for letting me touch myself.” I whimpered, twitching under my own touch. My arousal was such that I knew I wouldn’t last.

“I think we should let him have some pussy for being such a good little slut.” Elsa said, mounting me and lifting her ballsack to expose her tight little pink pussy. “Do you want that? Do you want me to bounce on your dick?”

“Yes please.” I said.

“He’s so polite.” Gia said, as Elsa placed my dick at her opening and sat down on it. She was soaking wet, and her tightness squeezed me in a way I’d never before experienced.

“How does my pussy feel?” she asked, grabbing my face and squeezing both cheeks together in one hand.

“It’s so fucking tight.” I called out, unable to stop myself from climaxing right then and there. “Fuck!” my penis contracted harder than ever, and pleasure rippled throughout my entire body. “Ugh!”

“Look how excited he is, he couldn’t even last one minute.” Gia said, sitting her ass down on my face while I came. “Lick my pussy and balls.” she said. I did what she told me to, and felt the energy drain out of my body.

Zara used her fingers to scoop the remaining cum off of my face, feeding it to me two fingerfulls at a time until I was completely clean.

“He needs more training, but I think we can turn him into a very good little cock serving whore.” Gia said, still rubbing her balls on my forehead.

“Yeah, he needs a lot of work, but we’ll make sure he learns his place.” Zara said.

After we’d finished, they told me that I had to come back every single day by 8 in the morning, or else I would no longer be allowed back. I had strict instructions not to tell anyone about what had happened, and to never bring visitors. Gia and Elsa guided me back through the caves, marking certain turns with red nail polish so I wouldn’t forget the way.

“We’re going to break you in so hard, but you’re going to love every second of it. We’re going to fuck your tight little boy pussy until it’s a gaping mess, and we’re going to facefuck the gag reflex right out of you.” Gia said. We reached my entry point, and I was free to go back to my regular life.

“It was nice meeting you Nahko, please come back tomorrow. We’re going to have so much fun together as long as you do what we tell you to.” Elsa said. She was so beautiful, and sweet despite her dominance.

“It was nice meeting you too. I’ll definitely be back.” I said. I watched them as they turned around and headed back down the tunnel, and reality started to set in about what had taken place. The futanari were real, and they had every intention of training me to be a proper fucktoy for them. Five gorgeous women, and they were all mine so long as I did as I was told.

I headed straight for the shower when I got home, and made sure not to speak a word of what had happened or where I’d been all day. I was exhausted from the day’s festivities, and went to bed nice and early so I could make it back on time the following day. It was quite an adventure, but I knew that my journey had only just begun.


Bent Over at Futanari Beach - Dominant Group Futa on Male

I woke up at six in the morning with more motivation than ever before. All I could think about as I rushed my way through a shower and a quick breakfast was what my group of dominant futanari girls might have in store for me. After packing a small travel bag with food and water, I set off to make the trip through the caves to the beach.

Everything went smoothly on the way there, and I jogged as much as I could to speed things up. I checked for the nail polish to make sure I was on the right path, but it wasn’t a route that I would ever forget. It was like a treasure map, except what waited for me at the other end was more valuable than any gold or silver.

My eyes lit up at the sight of the light at the end of the tunnel, I’d made it back. When I popped out of the tunnel and eyed the beach, I didn’t see anyone there waiting for me and I turned anxious. That’s when I checked my watch and realized I was a solid 40 minutes early, so I took a seat in front of the same tree as the day before and sipped on a bottle of water while waiting for the girls to arrive.

It was 7:55 when I spotted someone coming out of the woods, but I didn’t recognize her from the day before. She was a beautiful redhead, tall and curvaceous with big hips and even bigger boobs.

“I wonder if she’s futanari?” I asked myself, staring at her intently. Two more girls came soon after, Zara and Elsa, and I stood to go meet them. My heart was pounding, and I couldn’t take my eyes off them. How had I gotten so lucky? I could have just as easily died in the cave the day before, and perhaps I had. Perhaps I’d died and this is what heaven was.

“Nahko!” Elsa called out, running toward me as soon as she saw me.

“Hey you.” I said, catching her as she jumped into my arms.

“I missed you. I couldn’t stop thinking about you last night.” she said.

“I missed you too.” I said, right as she planted a big sloppy kiss on my lips.

“Elsa is smitten.” Zara said, approaching with the redhead not far behind Elsa. “Nahko, this is Laura.”

“Hi.” I said, still holding Elsa in my arms as we were introduced. Laura wore a wifebeater without a bra underneath, and short jean shorts that she cut so high that her asscheeks bulged out of them.

“Glad to see you made it on time. We like it when our boys are punctual.” Zara said. “Follow us, we’re going to take you to our camp.”

“Yes ma am.” I said. Elsa and I held hands, and walked behind Zara and Laura into the woods. My eyes alternated between their round asses until we came upon a clearing in the woods with tents and a firepit.

“Welcome.” Zara said, leading me into their camp. My jaw hit the floor, as there were beautiful futa women all over the place. Some were chatting it up in small circles, while others were doing chores or eating.

“How many of you are there?” I asked, my eyes darting from woman to woman and never once being disappointed.

“Our tribe consists of 20 women.” Zara said.

“Any men?” I asked.

“No. If there’s ever a man in our camp, he’s being used for the purposes of breeding or sex. Speaking of which, go wait inside that tent, it’s almost time for us to get started.” she said. I made my way to the tent, got inside, and waited excitedly for what would happen next.

Within a few minutes, I was joined by Zara, Laura, and a smoking hot blonde milf whose cock was so large that it laid vertical and parallel to her stomach, pinned there by the waistband of her tiny athletic shorts. I stood up as soon as they entered the tent.

“Faith, this is Nahko.” Zara said, “Nahko, this is Faith.”

“Nice to meet you.” I said.

“You as well. Have a seat.” she said. We all sat down inside the tent, and Faith began speaking. “You met some of the tribes’ members yesterday. It’s been quite some time since anyone has arrived at our beach, and I’m pleased to learn that you passed your initiation and returned for more training.”

“Thank you. The pleasure was all mine.” I said.

“Well, not all of it.” Zara said, smirking and looking into my eyes.

“As you know, we are the Futanari of the island of Futakiki. We are one of only two remaining tribes, and we stay hidden here from the rest of the island.” she said.

“Why? You’re all so beautiful.” I said, puzzled by their choice to stay hidden away.

“It is the tradition of our tribe. We live off the land in remote areas away from people, only rewarding the men and women brave and adventurous enough to find us for themselves.” she said.

“So it’s like a reward?” I asked.

“Like the pot of gold at the end of a rainbow.” Faith had an infectious smile, and her eyes were full of joy as she explained the history and traditions of her Futanari tribe.

“Honestly, I don’t think I found you because of bravery or out of a sense of adventure. I found you through pure luck.” I said.

“While that may be true in the sense that you didn’t know where you were going or what you were looking for, and there was both randomness and luck involved in you finding us, you were also taking a major risk by veering so far off the beaten path alone. You could have died, and many have while undertaking similar adventures as yourself.” she said.

“Right. So why exactly am I here? What is the purpose? What am I supposed to get out of this?” I asked.

“You’re overthinking this. It isn’t a vision quest.” her smile appeared again, and her eye contact was piercing. Her virile cock stood hard and at attention as we spoke, never softening in the least. It was difficult if not impossible to avert my eyes from drifting down between her legs.

“What is it then?” I asked.

“A temporary fuck fest.”

“Why?”

“There is no why. But since you asked, it’s fun for us to show the rest of the world how much pleasure we experience on a daily basis, to introduce them to a world of pure bliss. And after it’s all said and done, those people tend to be the ones who tell our story, and spread our legend to the rest of the island.” she said.

“So how long is this going to last?”

“It depends on a lot of things, but leave that to us. Just try to show up everyday with an open mind and a willing attitude. I promise you won’t be disappointed.” she said.

“Yes ma am.”

“I like your attitude, you’re the right person to have found our tribe. The girls you met yesterday had nothing but glowing reviews about you. We like our boys to be submissive and enthusiastic. And of course, open minded.” she said.

“Yes ma am.”

“You can call me mommy, I heard you liked that.” she said, releasing a confident snicker. “And I can’t help notice your hungry gaze moving all over my body, here in particular.” she said, taking hold of and slowly caressing her throbbing member.

“I’m sorry.” I said.

“Don’t be. It’s perfectly natural to find novel things arousing. Zara, Laura, please exit the tent. I’ll be with you shortly. I’d like to give our new boy toy a spin.” she said. Both Zara and Laura snapped to attention and rose to their feet, leaving the tent in unison. “Now that we’re alone.” Faith crossed her arms and grabbed the bottom of her shirt, hoisting it up and over her head.

“Wow.” I said, staring at two perfectly shaped and ample sized natural breasts.

“Tell me Nahko, have you ever been with an older woman?” she asked.

“No ma am, I haven’t.” I said, watching as she crawled toward me on her hands and knees.

“I said to call me mommy.”

“Oh yeah, sorry. Mommy.” I said, feeling a bead of sweat pour down the middle of my back.

“Stop apologizing, and I am going to punish you for not calling me mommy once I’d already asked.” she said. “I want you to loosen up. I’m not trying to intimidate you or make you nervous. I’m trying to fuck you, and have a good time doing so.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, reacting to her genuine warmth and attractiveness. I wasn’t used to women coming onto me so strongly, especially not women as gorgeous as the Futanari. Faith arrived in front of me, cupping my chin and peering deep into my eyes.

“I want you to kiss me. No lips, only tongue. I want as much spit involved as humanly possible.” she whispered, her soft feminine tone sent chills up and down my spine.

“Yes mommy.” I said.

“Say please.”

“Please mommy, please let me suck your tongue.” I said.

“Such a good boy. I can’t wait to feel your tight little throat on my cock.” she said, right before she licked my lips. “Stick your tongue out for me.” as soon as I stuck my tongue out, her lips enveloped it aggressively. “Mmm…”

“Mmm…” I moaned back in response, her sweet taste finishing off my already growing erection. Our tongues swirled together, and she let her saliva drip from her tongue onto mine. She took my hands in hers, placing them on her breasts as we drooled all over each other's tongues.

“Do you like mommy’s tits?” she asked, flashing doe eyes and looking down at her chest.

“I love your tits mommy.”

“Show me with your mouth.” she said, grabbing hold of my head and pressing it between her soft breasts. I alternated between her large areolas, slurping and suckling. “Listen Nahko, my girls are going to require that you do a lot of submissive things, things that are depraved and vile, perhaps things you might find humiliating or degrading.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, looking up at her while latching to her breast. Sweet milk trickled freely from them as I sucked, and I drank it down as it flowed into my waiting mouth.

“Remember that it’s all for titillation, it’s out of love. It’s what turns us on, as the Futanari are a very dominant gender, even more dominant than men.” she said. “We have the best of both worlds. I can become pregnant or impregnate a woman. I have a cyclical side of my sexuality like a woman, I’m also very visual like a man. I’m kinky, I’m horny all the time, and I can have multiple orgasms with both of my genitalia. Regular men and women think I’m insatiable, and they may be true.”

“You’re incredible. I just want to serve you.” I said.

“And you will. But love is a two way street, always take enjoyment from me, and never be afraid to tell me what you desire, no matter what it is.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, knowing that she could be trusted in the deepest way. What started as a nervousness, a pure intimidation factor that she emanated had quickly melted away to a great feeling of comfort. Nothing about my sexuality would be judged in her presence, it would only be engaged and amplified.

“Tell me Nahko, right now, what do you want to do to me? And what do you want me to do to you?” she asked.

“First, I want you to get naked and lay down so I can worship every inch of your body.” I said, feeling sexually empowered like never before.

“I like that you said first, implying that there will be more. Good boy.” she said, sliding off her shorts as she laid down onto her back. I stared in shock at her massive rod, and couldn’t believe the size of her balls. “I haven’t cum in two days, that’s why they’re so swollen and full.”

“I’ll drain you mommy.” I said, instantly lowering myself between her legs for a better look.

“Rub your face against my balls.” she said. My mouth naturally opened, making a popping sound as I went back and forth between suctioning them.

“Does that turn you on?”

“So much.” I whispered, motorboating her testicles. They were so large that I could hide my face in them, and I doubted a larger pair existed on the planet.

“You’re a little Futanari cock slut aren’t you?”

“Yes mommy, I am. I can’t help it.” I said, wrapping both hands around her girth. “My hand doesn’t even fit around it.”

“I bet your mouth will.” she said. I opened as wide as I could, forcing the tip into my mouth. It was so big that I couldn’t fit it much further than that, so I used both hands and my mouth simultaneously and still couldn’t handle it all. “Oh my God. I am going to cum so fucking hard for you.”

“Guck, guck, guck…” my throat made funny sounds as I struggled to take it in. I swallowed around it, as my mouth was overflowing with saliva. “Can I suck on your toes?”

“Of course. You don’t have to ask, just take what you want.” she said. I grabbed her by the ankles and pulled her closer to me, examining her perfect milf toes and her extreme arches.

“You have the prettiest feet I’ve ever seen.” I said, shoving three of her toes into my mouth at once.

“You like older women don’t you?” she asked. I nodded, my mouth too busy to respond. “Do you watch milf porn?” she asked, while I again nodded. “I haven’t had my feet worshiped by a man in many years.”

“You’re like my dream woman.” I said, unable to tear my eyes from her soft, feminine feet. “I want to see you with anklets and toe rings, how are they so perfect?”

“I’ve been told I have pretty feet before.” she giggled. “You’re really making me feel gorgeous right now.” I licked her entire sole on both feet, and then pressed her feet together against the outside of my dick and began stroking off with them.

“Is it possible to fall in love with someone this fast?” I asked.

“You’re just the sweetest. Look into my eyes and tell me that you love me while I give you a footjob.” she said.

“I love you, I love you, I love you so much.” I said, watching her feet slide up and down the length of my dick.

“I love you too.”

“I love you.” I whimpered, feeling myself quickly nearing completion.

“Not yet, baby. Show some discipline, you said you were going to worship every inch of me, and I’m going to hold you to that.” she said.

“Yes mommy.” I said, returning my lips and tongue to her feet, slowly moving up both legs with as many kisses as I could. Under her supervision, I was able to prevent myself from cumming but my cock was still shockingly hard. Over the next several minutes, my tongue literally explored every inch of her tantalizing body.

“Mommy wants to cum, will you help me?” she asked.

“Yes.” I said. Faith got on her hands and knees, shaking her ass right in front of my face.

“This is what I want you to do. Bury your face between my cheeks and eat my ass. Use one hand to finger my pussy, and the other to stroke my dick.” she said.

“Yes mommy.” all of my inhibitions were gone, and I slipped two fingers inside her while tonguing her ass and giving her a reach around. It wasn’t the easiest thing to coordinate, but she reacted with such enthusiasm that I couldn’t stop. I wanted to make her cum so badly, I wanted to impress her, I needed her approval.

“That’s what I like, don’t stop baby.” she said, pressing her ass against my face. Her asshole was gaping so I could shove my entire tongue inside it, and I could feel her enormous cock growing puffy as she neared orgasm. “It’s been so long since someone did this for me. I’m going to cum for you Nahko.”

“Mmm…” I moaned, stroking faster and pushing my tongue deep inside her asshole.

“Good boy, make your mommy cum.” she said. “Here it comes baby, faster.” she begged, a request I took heed to reflexively. “Right there, perfect.” her breath hitched, and I could feel her penis convulsing in my hand as she called out in agony. “Fuck me Nahko, harder!”

“Mmm…” when I pulled my head out from between her cheeks, I saw a thick sticky trail of cum dotting the entire floor of the tent, and more dripping from the wall.

“Thank you so much. I needed that more than you can imagine.” Faith said, turning to face me and laying back down in front of me. “Put my ankles behind my head, and fuck me as hard as you can until you cum inside me.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, resting her legs on my shoulders and pressing them easily behind her head. “You’re so flexible.”

“I keep myself limber so I can be fucked like a whore.” she said. I lifted her heavy balls to locate her pussy, and pressed myself inside. She was soaking wet already, and I knew my task would feel amazing but wouldn’t take long. “Good boy. As hard as you can.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, staring into her eyes as I started thrusting.

“Good boy, harder. Fuck me harder. I want your cum.”

“I’m going to cum for you, I love you so much.” I said, as the sound of our bodies slapping together filled the tent. The sound of her feminine whimpers was almost too sexy for me to handle, and her doe eyes were like the call of a siren. “I’m gonna cum.”

“Good boy.” she cooed, stroking herself as I pounded away. She was still hard, and as I approached orgasm, so did she. “Good boy.” she repeated, as I pumped inside of her until I was throbbing and filling her up.

“Fuck!” I grunted, as immense waves of pleasure shook my entire body. I was cumming inside of the most beautiful futanari milf, and I knew no regular woman would ever satisfy me in such a way.

“Oh shit.” she squealed as her massive cock exploded once again. She held herself by the base, aiming it at her face and shooting her own cum into her mouth. All I could do is watch, and witness the single most erotic sight I’d ever seen. “Now kiss me.” she said, her mouth full of her own load. We kissed passionately, swapping her cum back and forth in post coital bliss.

“That was incredible.” I said.

“So were you. I can’t wait to train your asspussy to take my cock.” she said. “I’m going to have some of the girls get started on that right now actually.”

“Right now?” I asked, fully drained and exhausted.

“Right now. Come with me.” she said. I put my shorts back on, while Faith elected to walk back out into the camp in the nude. I followed behind her, and all of the Futanari were outside looking at us as we emerged from the tent. “Lilly, Alicia, come here.” she said. An asian girl and busty blonde emerged, walking right up to us.

“Is this Nahko?” the blonde asked.

“It is. Nahko, this is Lilly, and this is Alicia.”

“Nice to meet you both.” I said, looking them over.

“I want you to take him to your tent, and bend him over. We need to break in his tight little asshole.” Faith said.

“Sounds good.” Alicia said, taking me by the hand and guiding me towards their tent. My head was still spinning from my time with Faith, but I refused to tap out. I was committed to doing whatever they required from me. I stepped inside the tent with the two girls I’d just met, and Lilly pulled my shorts down from behind without saying a word.

“Get down on your hands and knees.” Lilly said. I felt a tinge of apprehension, but got into position anyway. I’d never stuck anything in my ass before, and I was terrified of what was about to happen to me. Alicia went over to her sleeping bag, and grabbed a bottle of lube and tossed it to Lilly.

“What are you going to do?” I asked.

“Well, we’re both going to get naked first.” Lilly said, making it so. Much like every futanari girl I’d met, they were both stunning. “And now, we’re going to take turns stretching you out.”

“I don’t think it’s going to fit.” I said, looking at her long flaccid dick.

“You’re silly. We’re going to start with our fingers and tongues, and teach you how to relax with something in your ass before we fuck you.” she said.

“He’s cute.” Alicia said. “Keep your eyes straight ahead, and try to control your breathing. We’re not going to hurt you, or force anything inside you. We’re going to slowly work our way in.”

“Okay.”

“This might be a little cold.” Alicia said, squeezing lube onto my backside and spreading it all over my butt.

“I can’t wait to fuck him.” Lilly said, giggling with her friend. I kept my eyes straight ahead, and tried to relax myself by taking deep, controlled breaths.

“I’m nervous.” I said.

“That’s okay. We’re here to help you, you’re going to love it once you’re finally ready.” Lilly said. I exhaled as one of the girls pulled my cheeks apart, and the other’s finger began circling my asshole. “Try flexing your hole.”

“Like that?” I asked.

“Yeah.” Alicia giggled, clapping her hands at the sight of my asshole tightening and relaxing. “That’s so hot.”

“I’ve never done this before.” I said.

“That’s okay, there’s a first time for everything. And a second, and a third.” Alicia said, slowly working the tip of her dainty little finger inside. “See? That’s not so bad.”

“No, it feels kind of weird but it doesn’t hurt.”

“You have no idea how much harder you’re going to cum once we stretch you out a little.” she said.

“Yeah, I’ve heard that before. The prostate or whatever.” I said, carrying on a casual conversation while down on my hands and knees in the most vulnerable position I could think of.

“It’s the boy G-spot.” Lilly said. They were both very young, probably 18 or 19. I liked their youthful vigor and playfulness, and I felt my dick getting hard as Alicia worked her finger a little deeper.

“That does feel kind of good.” I admitted.

“Keep taking deep breaths, nice and slow. Once we get your anus to relax, we can really start to stretch you out.” she said. Over the next half hour, I alternated positions, and let the two girls play with my asshole. It was somewhat pleasurable at times, often uncomfortable, but it was working. Eventually, Alicia was able to get two fingers all the way in my ass.

“I’m starting to like it.” I said, my cock was hard and the discomfort was going away.

“Here, I’m going to put some numbing cream in there.” Alicia said, getting into her purse and pulling some out. “This will help.”

“Grab him a buttplug too, he needs to have one in at all times when he isn’t here.” Lilly said.

“Good call.” Alicia said, rummaging through her bag and pulling out a small purple butt plug.

“Do you care if I eat your ass and jerk off? This is making me really horny.” Lilly said.

“Me too, let’s take a little break so we can all cum.” Alicia chimed in.

“Yeah, definitely.”

“Okay, lay flat and pull your butt apart for me.” Lilly said. As soon as I did, she dove right in and began anxiously slurping away, rimming and forcing her tongue into my ass.

“Ugh! Oh my God.” I whimpered, completely enthralled by the sensation of her warm wet tongue exploring my ass. “That is amazing.”

“Mmm…” she moaned, stroking her cock and feasting on my backside. Alicia sat down in front of me, and pushed my head down onto her cock. I opened wide and made eye contact with her, excited to show off my ability to pleasure her girlcock.

“Fuck…That’s what I need. Just like that.” Alicia said, thrusting her hips against my face. Being in the presence of the Futanari girls kept me in a state of arousal that made me do things I never would have even considered under other circumstances, their sexuality was like a new drug that I was instantly addicted to. “Look at me while you choke on my dick.”

“Guck, guck, guck.” I ran my tongue along the bottom of her shaft, testing my limits and pushing deeper with each bob of my head. The puffy soft tip of her mushroom head bumped against the back of my throat, causing my mouth to produce tons of viscous saliva.

“That’s a good little slut, I love sloppy blowjobs.” Alicia said, fucking my face like there was no tomorrow. I slurped my own saliva from the tip of her cock, using it as lube and spitting it back onto her dick. “Fuck, I’m going to cum. Open your mouth.” she said, taking herself by the base and stroking it as fast as she could. I stuck out my tongue in anticipation of her cum explosion.

“Me too, I’m right there.” Lilly said, walking around to the front of me. I got on my knees in front of them, mouth wide open as they simultaneously climaxed all over my face and into my mouth.

“Ugh! Fuck yes.”

“Fuck!” they moaned in unison as globs of cum streaked my forehead all the way down to my chin and everywhere in between. The pure amount of semen they released with each orgasm was mind blowing, and turned me on like never before.

“Let’s make out for him and cum swap so he has something hot to jerk off to.” Alicia said, grabbing me by the face and licking off the cum. Once she had a solid mouthful, she spit it into Lilly’s mouth while I used the leftovers to lube myself up. I’d never had two girls put on a show for me like that, and they were both so damn aesthetically pleasing. There was no doubt that futanari women were my ultimate weakness, and within seconds I was cumming again.

“God damn.” I exhaled, shooting my load onto their tits as they continued exchanging cum and swirling their tongues together.

“Get a little distracted you two?” her voice startled all three of us. It was Faith, and she was standing in the opening of the tent with her arms crossed.

“Sorry.” Alicia said, “We got really horny.”

“It’s fine.” Faith said with a smile. “But we need to send him home for the night, it’s getting late.”

“Yes ma am.” Lilly said, scrambling to put on her clothes.

“I’ll see you tomorrow at 8 Nahko. Wear your buttplug while you sleep, I’m looking forward to fucking you very soon.” she said.

“Yes ma am.” I said, cum dripping from my chin.

The girls walked me back to the cave, and we all kissed before I set off back home. Once again, all I could think about were the past two days. And once again, I went straight to the shower and then to bed. My phone had missed calls and texts, but I didn’t bother to answer them. The only thing I was focused on was serving the Futanari, and exploring my newfound sexuality. There was no time for anything else, nor desire. I had to get my rest, because I planned to be there early once again the following morning. The buttplug wasn’t that big, and it slid inside my hole easily. My asshole felt like it had already stretched a little, and I was proud to have made it through my second day with the Futanari of Futakiki.


Finally Taken at Futanari Beach - Futanari Milf on Male

Chapter 1

I woke up early in the morning.. I was sore in more ways than one, but it was easy making the trek back through the Futakiki tunnels to Futanari Beach. Elsa was there waiting for me.

“Hi.” she said, standing before me with awkward body language.

“Hey you.” I said, unable to stop smiling at her. Elsa was my favorite of the Futanari I’d met, and of all the girls I’d met in my lifetime. She was my favorite.

“Faith has requested you for the day.” she said.

“Okay. What does that mean?” I asked.

“She wants to take you first.” Elsa said, without looking up.

“Take me?””

“Your ass Nahko. She wants to be the first one to fuck you.” she said.

“Okay. What’s wrong with that?” I asked, excited by the proposition.

“Well, nothing. I know you can’t resist.” she said. “I just hope you’ll take me after.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, growing concerned at her downbeat demeanor.

“I like you, Nahko. A lot. I want you to be mine.” she said. I felt myself melt before her, as I wanted nothing more than to please her. Elsa was the only thing I thought about at night before I made the trek back through the tunnels to the beach.

“I like you too, Elsa.” I said.

“Today she will fuck you, and bring you into manhood by the standards of the Futanari of Wakiki.” she said. “I’m okay with this, I only hope that you will consider me as your partner once she’s had her way with you.”

“I will, Elsa. I promise I will.” I said, holding her hands and staring into her eyes. She was so innocent looking, so pretty and sweet. There was nothing I wanted more than her.

“Promise?” she asked.

“I promise.” I said.

“Good. Follow me.” she said. I followed behind her, until we were once again at their camp. Faith stood waiting, wearing a white flowing dress and a serious expression. She smirked the moment we made eye contact.

“There she is.” I said.

“I’ll take you to her.” Elsa said, leading the way. We went to her tent, where Faith lay waiting on the floor. “Here is Nahko.”

“Thank you Elsa. You may leave us.” Faith said. Elsa left the tent at once, zipping it up behind her. It was just the two of us.

“Hi.” I said.

“Hello Nahko.” Faith said, motioning for me to come lay down with her. I made my way over to her, and joined her on the floor. “I’ve been dreaming of you…of your masculine bubble butt, and of all the dirty things my tongue and cock are going to do to it.”

“I’ve dreamed of you Faith, of your beauty, and of the things you’ve already done for me.” I said, instantly pulled into her frame. She stroked my hair, and looked into my eyes.

“I want to bend you over, to make you squeal like you’ve never squealed, to take you as a prize.” she said. “I know that you will choose Elsa, but only after you’ve had me.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, eager to learn what she had to teach. Elsa was my suitable partner, the one who made the most sense, and I would be proud to have her as mine. But in the meantime, I had every intention of doing exactly what Faith told me to do. Faith pulled me in close, slipping her tongue inside my mouth.

“Good boy.” she whispered. “Take off your pants for me.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, slipping my shorts and underwear off.

“Such a nice cock, I can’t wait to see it flopping around while you ride mine.” she said. “Turn over. Lay on your stomach.”

“Anything you say Faith.” I removed my shirt and rolled over onto my belly. Faith got into position behind me, and began pulling my cheeks apart and spitting on my asshole. I could feel myself turning hard instantly, knowing full well what was about to take place.

“Look at that bubble butt. I’m going to fill your hole with so much cum.” she used her finger to spread the saliva around, slipping it inside to warm me up.

“Are you sure it’s going to fit?” I asked. Faith chuckled, and shoved two of her fingers inside me.

“I’ll make it fit.” she said. “Tell me, Nahko, are you going to be a good little anal slut for mommy’s cock?” she asked.

“Yes mommy.” I said, nervous as hell but at the same time turned on. I’d never had a dick in my ass before, and Faith’s cock was absolutely massive.

“Don’t move.” she said, grabbing herself by the base and rubbing it against my anus. “It’s so juicy.” she began inserting herself slowly, and I squirmed beneath her as the tip alone was stretching my ass.

“Ugh…”

“You’re a slut for Futanari cock aren’t you?” she asked, working it in and out in short strokes, getting me used to her girth.

“Yes mommy, I’m a cockslut.”

“Good boy. You’re gonna be a girl for me for a little while, is that okay?” she asked.

“Anything for you Faith.” I said, feeling my hole stretching more to accommodate her.

“That’s my good girl, take mommy’s big hard dick.” she said. “How does it feel having a cock in your asshole?”

“It hurts a little, but it feels so good.” I moaned, biting down on my lip as she shoved her entire length inside me. “Oh my God!”

“Good girl, whimper for mommy like a good little cockslut.” she said, pressing my head down into the pillow as she stroked from behind.

“It’s so big.”

“You like it don’t you? You like taking my big she cock.” she grunted, increasing her pace. I couldn’t even respond, all I could do was hang on for dear life as she pounded me. It was difficult

“Ughhhh!” I squealed uncontrollably, pinned beneath her while her hips violently laid claim to me. “Oooh…fuck.” I was so aroused that it felt like her cock was going to make me cum without even touching my dick.

“Good girl, take that hard cock in your tight little hole.” she said. “Get on your hands and knees. I’m ready to really fuck you.” I climbed into position, unsure if I could take anymore of a pounding than she was already giving me. My hole felt like it had doubled in size, but it was still a tight squeeze for her thick she-dick.

“Oooh, ugh, fuck, ugh.” I dug my fingers into the sleeping bag, and looked down at my own throbbing dick. I knew that if I touched it at all, I was going to orgasm. I’d only discovered how good something in my asshole could feel the day before, but this was way more pleasurable. Feeling her hard flesh inside me, plundering my hole freely as I whimpered like a little whore.

“Turn to face me. On your knees.” Faith said, pulling it out and standing up. No sooner had I turned around, she was cumming all over my face and chest. “Oh my God, open your mouth slut.” she moaned, eyes closed and stroking relentlessly. Rope after rope of sticky cum launched out of the tip of her dick, landing everywhere and leaving me soaked.

“I’ve never seen that much cum before.” I said, my face drenched and dripping.

“Lick it up.” she said, using her finger to scoop a huge glob off of my face and feeding it to me. “Look at me while you slurp up my cum. Good girl.”

“Mmm…” I said, sucking it off her finger and swallowing it.

“There ya go, have some more.” she said, shoving her cum covered fingers down my throat.

“I want to cum.” I said, swirling my tongue around the tip of her finger.

“Oh yeah? Get on top of me. Ride mommy’s dick and I’ll make you cum.” she said, laying down on her back. I climbed one leg over her.

“Are you going to be able to keep fucking?” I asked, referencing the fact that she’d just orgasmed more cum than I knew someone could produce.

“I can go again for you, Nahko. Sit down on it like a good girl. Show me how much you want to cum.” she said. “You’re so hard, baby.”

“You’re the sexiest woman I’ve ever been with, by far. I can’t help it.” I said, wiping more cum from my chest and using it to further lube my anus before lining the head of her dick between my cheeks.

“I’m not a woman, Nahko. I’m Futanari.” she gripped my hips with both hands, forcing me down onto her.

“Oh fuck.” I moaned, bouncing up and down on her. It felt strange being on top for the first time, riding a big cock instead of using mine.

“Good girl, mommy loves when you sit on it.” she said, giving my ass a slap. “Look at your cock flopping around on top of me. You really are a good little cockslut.” she pulled my face to hers, passionately kissing me while I grinded on her. She was so deep inside of me, and my cock was tingling with pleasure. Small droplets of precum were oozing out.

“It feels so good.”

“Are you ready to cum baby?” she asked.

“Yes, mommy.” I groaned. Faith scooped up some more of her excess cum, and began spreading it around my cock. “Oh fuck, I’m so close.”

“I can tell. Go ahead and cum for your mommy.” she said, looking into my eyes and stroking my cock with her soft, feminine hands.

“Oh my God! Oh my God!” I could feel the energy building instantly, as I barreled towards climax. “Mommy…fuck…”

“Good girl.” she said, bringing me right to the edge and then way past it. My entire body seized, convulsing with the most extreme orgasm I’d experienced. “Good girl, cum on mommy’s big cock.” she thrusted from the bottom, which made it feel like the tip of her dick was inside my stomach.

“Ugh!” I began cumming, and nearly passed out from the agonizing pleasure that her cock was sending through me in waves.

“Yeah? Me too baby, I’m gonna cum inside your ass.” she said. I was way too lost in the moment to realize what was happening, but I could feel her hot flesh pulsing inside me once again. I have no idea how she was able to cum so much, so easily, over and over, but I loved it. I was dripping with sweat, filled with cum, and swept by the most overwhelming sense of tiredness once we’d finished.

“Wow.” I whispered, collapsing on the sleeping back beside her. She let out a soft chuckle.

“You’re adorable. You’ll make a great partner for Elsa. But for now, baby, just sleep.” she said, leaning over me and placing a kiss on my forehead. “Sweet dreams.” I heard her exiting the tent, zipping it up, and that’s the last thing I remember before passing out. It was an exhausting session, and a massive step on my journey of sexual discovery with the Futanari of Futakiki Island.

Chapter 2

When I finally woke up, it was dark outside, and I was alone in the tent with a sleeping Faith in the little spoon position. A part of me considered sneaking out, and making the trek home, but I didn’t even know what time it was, or if I could complete the journey in the dark, so I gently nudged her until she woke up.

“Hey, I’m sorry I slept so long. I need to go home.” I said.

“It’s alright, honey. Just spend the night, it’s too late. Everyone is already asleep.” she said.

“But I was supposed to go home. My parents are going to freak out.” I said.

“Nahko, be a man and sleep over with your lover. You can return home tomorrow.” she said.

“What am I supposed to tell them?” I asked, feeling myself grow nervous. My parents were already growing a bit suspicious, and I had no intentions of telling them my secret.

“Tell them you took an older lover, and that she satisfied you in ways you didn’t know were possible.” she said.

“I can’t tell them that.” I said.

“I’m kidding Nahko. Tell them whatever you want, but don’t worry about that now.” she said. She pulled my ass against her crotch, and I could feel her morning hardness. “For now, you need to worry about what you’re going to do about my erection. It’s calling out for you.” she said.

“I can feel it.” I said, backing up against her.

“Take your shorts off.” she said, doing the same thing herself. “Suck on mommy’s fingers.” she slipped two of her fingers inside my mouth, forcefully shoving them against my throat until I gagged. “Good girl.”

“Guck, guck, guck.” my throat made sucking sounds as she continued, extracting my saliva to use as lube for her throbbing meat.

“There we go.” she said, spreading it around her cock. “I think your asshole needs more cum inside it.” she wedged it between my cheeks vertically, sliding it back and forth between my cheeks. “Tell mommy how much you love her cock. Tell me how much you want it.” she whispered into my ear.

“I love it so much, mommy. It’s so big and hard, and full of cum.”

“Good girl.”

“I need your dick mommy, I want it in my ass pussy.” I said, feeling myself grow hard along with her. I could feel myself not only getting used to being fucked, but getting addicted to it. Feeling her hot flesh pumping inside me hit all the right buttons for me, and made my dick throb with pleasure.

“You love feeling that cock slide in and out, such a good little slut.”

“Yes, mommy.”

“Sit back against it, take it as deep as you can.” Faith whispered, her breath sending hot chills down my spine. I began almost bouncing on it, while Faith reached around  and began stroking me.

“Ugh!” I could feel the tip of her cock hitting deep inside me.

“You’re gonna cum with this dick in your ass. You’re gonna cum for it aren’t you?” she asked, slamming her pelvis into my ass.

“Yes!” I squealed, as cum began spurting from the tip of my cock. I couldn’t stop it, it was beyond my control. “Ugh! Yes, mommy, fuck.”

“That’s my good girl, cum for this big cock.” she grunted, pumping harder. She’d stopped touching my dick, but it no longer mattered. I was cumming uncontrollably as Faith began doing the same. She had so much more cum than me, and I could feel it shooting into my hole as her monster cock twitched and spasmed inside my asshole.

“Fuck…” I sighed, feeling both of our energies subside simultaneously.  Faith wrapped her arm around, her soft tits pressing into my back.

“You’ve been such a good boy for me. You made mommy very happy.” she said. “Rest now, baby. In the morning, I’ll let you see Elsa before you head back home. I think you’ve earned a day off.”

“Anything you say, Faith.” I said, closing my eyes while still impaled to her cock. It felt good wedged in my hole, and I reached down between my legs to play with her balls as I drifted back off to sleep.


Chapter 3

Faith shook me gently awake the following morning, and told me to take my time getting up. I was physically sore from our sessions the day before, and felt like a shower was in order. The next thing I knew, there was a wonderful odor in the air. Someone was making breakfast.

And by someone, I mean most of the tribe. Everyone seemed to be in charge of a different aspect of breakfast, and by the smell of things, it was coming along just fine.

“There you are.” Zara said, mixing a bowl of rice and giving me a wink.

“Hey.” I said.

“Have fun with Faith last night?” she asked. A smile spread across my face organically, and I nodded my head.

“I did.”

“Well, I’m sure you two worked up an appetite. We’re making eggs, rice, beans, fish, and potatoes.” she said. “We’ve got tortillas, or you can make a bowl.”

“Right on.” I said, looking around and admiring how well they worked together. A part of me wanted to stay there forever, to become a part of their camp and screw all day and night until my heart was content. I knew I needed to get home after breakfast though, to show some face at home so no one suspected what was really going on.

Elsa sat with me while I ate, but we were mostly quiet. She wore a white dress with nothing underneath it, and I could see her pert nipples and the distinct outline of her cock beneath it.

“Faith will only do that once.” Elsa said.

“How come?” I asked.

“Unless she decided to take you. But if she did that, we wouldn’t have seen you for days.” she said.

“I don’t think I understand.” I said.

“As the leader of the tribe, she gets to be the first one who enters any man who discovers our camp with her phallus. If she chooses to become pregnant by the man, she will let him enter her.

Afterwards, the man is turned over to the tribe, where we make our own decision as to who will take him. That is, of course, if the man passes the entire initiation process.”

“Interesting. What happens if one of the men gets a Futanari pregnant?” I asked.

“Nothing. They finish the process, same as always, and then the tribe raises the baby.” she said. “We don’t give birth to boys or girls, we only give birth to Futanari.”

“So the dad doesn’t even get to see their daughter?” I asked.

“Well, sometimes. But you’ll find out about that some other time.” she said.

“The food is really good.”

“It always is. Hurry up, I need to walk you home.” she said. “I’m gonna go get a refill of lemonade, I’ll be right back.” I watched as she walked away. There was something a little off about her, and I wondered if some part of her was jealous of what I’d done with Faith. Or if, perhaps, she took it as a sort of betrayal.

Not that the tribe put off that kind of vibe at all, as I’d done nothing but hookup with Futanari after Futanari since I’d arrived so fatefully a few days before. But Elsa was acting differently, and it all seemed centered around my spending the night with Faith.

“You ready?” she asked, returning with a full water bottle of lemonade.

“Let’s do it.” I said, stuffing the last big bite of my burrito into my mouth, and standing up to make the trek alongside her.

“Such a pig. Come on.” she said, leading the way.

“Bye Nahko!” Laura said, giving me a wave. In those few short days, I’d really fallen in love with the whole tribe. I mean, what guy wouldn’t? I was surrounded by beautiful women who were welcoming, horny, and even made me breakfast before they kicked me out in the morning.

“Bye. I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“You better be coming to see me.” Elsa said.

“You know I am.” I said. “Is something bothering you?”

“You know what it is. I didn’t mind it at first, you hooking up with the rest of the girls from the tribe. That’s how we are, and I want you to experience as much pleasure as we do with each other.” she said. “But I plan on being the one who takes you, and receives your child.”

“Whoa, hey now. I think that’s moving a little fast.” I said.

“No, Nahko. This is how we do it. And it happens rarely. You’re the first person to discover us in a while.” she said.

“Well, I know where you are now. I can always swing by.”

“It doesn’t work like that.” she said, her eyes growing sad. “You don’t have much time with us. If you let yourself get too caught up in it, it’ll be over before you know it.”

“When will I know? How much time I have left with you?” I asked.

“You’ll be told a few days before, but it could happen at any time. My guess is that Faith wants the girls to have some more fun, so probably another week or two. Who knows?” she asked.  My head was swirling, and I had a lot to process. What started as a no strings attached good time had quickly changed into something else altogether.

“That’s it? Another week or two?” I asked.

“It’s always different. Legend says some men were lucky enough to stay for months, others only a few days. It’s all up to the tribe leader, but once she has her way with the man, it’s only a matter of time before she pulls the plug and puts things back to the way they were. Just  Futanari, living together.” she said.

“Hmm…I’ll have to think about all this and talk to you tomorrow.” I said. Elsa threw herself on me, kissing me hard and letting her hand move down the front of my pants.

“That’s fine, baby, but I have to suck your cock before you leave.” she said, dropping down to her knees right there on the trail and pulling my dick out. “Knowing you were in there with Faith turned me on so much, it was the biggest tease ever, I wanted to come in there and play with you two so badly.”

“I wish you could have. That would have been amazing.” I said, looking down at her while she worshiped my cock. Her tongue swirled around it, and she moaned while slurping on my balls. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her gorgeous face, as she maintained intense eye contact while forcing my length down her throat.

“Guck, guck, guck…” her throat made rhythmic squishing sounds as she swallowed me with enthusiasm. “Ughhh…” she sighed, gasping for a breath before diving back in for more.

“That feels so good.” I moaned, holding her by the back of the head and shoving her deeper onto me. “So good.”

“I want you to cum in my mouth.” she said, reaching into her pants and stroking herself while pleasuring me.

“Anything for you, baby.” I said, taken over by arousal. I had a feeling at that moment that I wouldn’t have a choice in the matter of her having my child. I didn’t possess the willpower to resist her. “Oh, fuck.” she brought me over the edge almost at will, and opened wide to receive the cum spurting from the tip of my cock while I writhed in agony.

“Mmm hmm…” she cooed, letting every drop drip into her mouth, even licking the last drop from the tip. She stuck out her tongue to show me what a good girl she was, and then swallowed it in one gulp. “Ahhhh..”

“Wow. I don’t know if I’m gonna have the energy to make the walk back. You sucked the soul out of me.” I joked.

“I think you’ll make it.” she said, giving me a final hug before we parted ways. By this point, the route itself was becoming routine. I no longer needed any markers, and I could let my mind wander while I made the trip.

I thought about everything that had already happened between myself and the Futanari, and of what would lie in the future. I thought of Elsa’s warning, not to get so caught up in it that it slips right by. I told myself  to immerse myself in the moment, to enjoy the here and now, every step of the way.

It was around ten o’clock when I made it back home, and everyone had already left for work. I sent a couple of texts to my parents and friends, and then thought about what I wanted to do that day. Nothing sounded better than spending the day with the Futanari, but I knew I had the day off. My mom and dad asked me where I’d been the night before, and I played it off by saying I left my phone at home and slept at my friend Jared’s house. Worked like a charm.

I spent most of the day recovering and playing video games, and then had dinner with the parents. They made spaghetti and meatballs with garlic bread, which I figured was a good carb loading meal for the walk in the morning.

“What do you have planned for tomorrow, Nahko?” my mom asked.

“I think Jared and I are going to go surfing at Wataco Beach. I’ll probably be out all day.” I said.

“Enjoy it while you can son, someday you’re going to have responsibilities.” dad said. “I remember my all day surfing excursions with your Uncle Ted.”

“Yeah, I’m stoked.” I said, my mind elsewhere. All I could think about was the real excursion I’d be undergoing the following day.


MPreg by His Girlfriend’s Futanari Milf

Chapter 1 - Jeff

I’d been dating Tia for a couple months, but I couldn’t convince her to have sex with me. We’d make out, and fondle each other, and she would even start giving me a handjob but would always stop midway.

“I’m sorry, it’s just making me feel really horny and uncomfortable.” she said.

“That’s normal, baby.”

“I know. Can we just do it another time?” she asked, her sweet face too innocent and beautiful to deny.

“Yeah, sure. That’s fine.” I said, zipping up my pants and hoping I didn’t get blue balls. Tia was a virgin, and by far the hottest girl I’d even been with. Being her first was all I could think about, but I had to be patient.

She was a 19 year old freshman, and we met in one of my classes. When my 20th birthday rolled around, I convinced her to promise me something special, her virginity.

“Okay. I think that’s a good idea.” she said, even though her body language didn’t quite match. I hadn’t had sex in almost a year, and I figured I could at least make it happen on my birthday.

Tia seemed distant in the days leading up, and told me that she was tired and went to sleep early after ignoring my calls. We usually hung out every night, and slept over at each other’s places regularly so it was a bit disheartening.

Jeff: Is this about us having sex? I wasn’t trying to push you away from me, I just want you.

Tia: It’s not that, well, it kinda was. But I’ve been thinking, and I think I’m ready to do it. Would you mind meeting my stepmom Kristin before we do it though?

Jeff: Uhm, sure. Why?

Tia: I just trust her, and would rather introduce you to her before we get really serious by having sex.

Tia: She got a hotel right by the campus for Friday, she wants me to bring you by.

Jeff: That’s my birthday.

Tia: Yeah, she wants to wish you a happy birthday. She said she has a special present for you.

Jeff: Ugh. Fine.

Tia: You’ll love her. She’s really tall and pretty.

Jeff: Anything for you baby.

Tia: Thank you so much. You’re the best.

Jeff: So we’re still on for my place Friday night right?

Tia: Of course. I can’t wait. There’s one thing I should tell you about Kristin.

Jeff: What’s that?

Tia: She’s futanari.

Jeff: Seriously?

Tia: Yes. And she’s very protective of me.

Jeff: Does that mean she has both? Like, a penis and a vagina?

Tia: Yeah. She’s really cool.

Jeff: That’s fine. I’m looking forward to it.

Having Tia was so close I could practically taste it. Kind of a bummer that I had to meet her stepmom on my birthday, but it wasn’t the worst thing in the world. Futanari women were almost a legend, as there were so few of them in the world. I’d heard they were beautiful, insatiable, and mesmerizing. If meeting her futa stepmom got me what I wanted, I’d do whatever it took.


Chapter 2 - Kristin

I knew as soon as she started texting and calling me that I was going to have to step in and take control of the situation. Tia was too sweet and naive to make major decisions for herself, so it was my job to protect her and make sure she was making the right choice.

It also didn’t hurt that the boy was tall and handsome, muscular, and struck me as the type who could be walked over by the right personality type. I only say that because he hadn’t already taken her virginity. Tia was a pushover, and if she was the one calling the shots in their relationship, then so was he.

That worried me. I’d always pictured her with an alpha type of go getter, someone who was assertive and would give her directives to keep her on track. Jeff was only turning 20, so I couldn’t expect him to be a fully developed man, but I knew the signs to look out for when it comes to betting on someone’s future.

After booking the hotel, I told my cuckold husband that I was going to be staying alone in a hotel room, and meeting Tia’s boyfriend.

“Oh, she’s dating someone?”

“Yeah, his name is Jeff and I think she’s thinking about having sex with him.” I said.

“Oh, boy. I’ll let you handle that one.” he said. “Have fun.”

“Oh I will.” I said silently, before heading out to check into my room. I’d already set it up so they would meet me there, where I’d have a sausage breakfast waiting.

“Hey Tia.” I said, answering her phone call.

“Hey mom, Jeff and I are on the way. We’ll be there in ten minutes.” she said.

“Perfect timing, breakfast just arrived.” I said. “See you soon.”

If only they both knew that they were walking into a surprise party. My cock was already jutting out, half hard in anticipation of meeting him. Try as I might, I couldn’t seem to keep it hidden beneath my skirt. 


Chapter 3 - Tia

I was wearing my favorite floral pattern dress with white open toed shoes, and very excited for Jeff to meet my stepmom. She was always a hit with guys my age, as she was gorgeous and sexy and loved to show it off and flirt.

“Hi!” she said, opening her arms to give me a big hug when we arrived. “This must be Jeff.”

“Nice to meet you.” he said, extending his hand.

“Happy birthday, I’m Kristin. You didn’t tell me he was so handsome.” she said, giving me a look. “And muscular.” she grabbed his bicep before inviting us inside.

We sat around and ate, making small talk as they got to know each other. It all seemed very normal, and of course, she charmed harm easily. I’d grown used to guys fawning over her, as it was a theme of my life ever since she married my father.

Kristin was the life of the party, and took control of every room she entered. All eyes were always on her, and I was perfectly happy with that. I’d always admired her for her take charge nature and self confidence. After we finished our food, she cleaned up the trash before turning serious.

“Jeff, Tia, could you two have a seat on the bed?” she asked. We both did as we were told. “I know that you’re both young, and that tonight is your birthday, but I don’t know if I’m comfortable with you sleeping with my stepdaughter. I barely know you.” Jeff’s eyes darted over to mine, and fear filled his eyes.

“Uhm, I mean, I had the third highest GPA in my graduating class.” he stammered, trying to come up with something to say.

“That’s not what I mean. I just don’t know if I can truly trust you. Don’t take it personally, it’s just that you two barely know each other.” she said, inching closer and closer to him.

“We’ve been dating for two months.” he said, his pitch getting higher.

“That’s not very long.” she said. “Look, I need to know I can trust you, that’s all. The best way to build trust with me, in regards to my stepdaughter, is to not expect her to do anything you aren’t willing to do yourself. Understand?” she asked, taking his hand and placing it on her skirt.

“Ugh, yeah. I think so.”

“So if you expect her to give you her virginity, then I need you to offer something of equal value.” she said, crawling up into his lap. I didn’t know what to make of what was happening, but I trusted her judgment.

“Like what?” he asked, looking over at me as if to say that he wasn’t the aggressor. Kristin was straddling him, and pushed him down onto his back. It was weird, but seeing her on top of my boyfriend was very arousing for me, and I crossed my legs as that familiar feeling of pounding pressure swept over me.

“Well, an eye for an eye as they say.” she said, reaching into her skirt and stroking herself. “Your virginity for hers.”

“But I’m not a virgin.”

“Oh, yes you are. If you want to be with my stepdaughter, and defile her for your own personal pleasure, then you’ll have to let me do the same to you.” she said.

“Babe, are you okay with this?” he asked. I bit down on my lip, nodding. I was okay with whatever they were going to do, and I definitely wasn’t going to defy Kristin.

“What do you say?” she asked, grabbing him by the chin and forcing him to look at her instead of me.

“Fine. Jesus.” he said, casting a glare in my direction.

“Good boy. Tia, there are restraints  attached to the bed. Tell him to strip down, and lay face down on the mattress. I want you to strap both of his wrists, and both of his ankles while I go to the bathroom to freshen up.” she said.

“Yes ma am.” I said, popping up to look for the restraints. As soon as she disappeared into the bathroom, Jeff started whisper yelling at me.

“Tia, are you crazy? What is this?” he asked.

“That’s just how she is, always taking things to the extreme.” I said, giggling. “Take off your clothes, she’ll be mad if she catches you goofing around.”

“What the fuck, Tia? You’re really gonna let your stepmom fuck me?” he asked.

“Yeah, why not? Don’t you think she’s pretty? You can be honest.” I said.

“Yeah, she’s very pretty. That’s not what I mean.” he said, his face turning red.

“What’s the problem? Most guys would love to do this with their girlfriend’s hot stepmom.” I said, cocking my head sideways in confusion. I didn’t expect Kristin to go that route either, but I was more surprised by his chickening out when he was the one always pressuring me to have sex.

“Okay. As long as you’re okay with this.” he said, pulling off his shirt and stepping out of his pants.

“Your boxers too. Take them off.” I said.

“Seriously? I’m not even hard.”

“That’s what she said. I would listen to her.” I said, excited to see what she had in store for him.

“I can’t believe this. On my fucking birthday.” he said, sliding his fingers into his waistband and getting fully naked. “Alright, here I go.” he said, laying down flat on his face. Once he was strapped in, I had a seat at the desk and waited for her to emerge from the bathroom.


Chapter 4 - Jeff

Everything happened so fast that my head was actually spinning. One minute I was having a very nice breakfast with my girlfriend’s stepmom, talking about my high school accolades and my major, the next I was butt naked and strapped to a hotel bed.

“Oh, boy. I’m going to have a lot of fun with you.” Kristin said. I turned my head to see her stepping out of the bathroom in lingerie, her enormous cock swaying as she walked.

“Woah, wait a minute.” I said, tugging at my straps but seeing that they were snug and not going anywhere. She had the biggest dick I’d ever seen, and I couldn’t imagine walking right if she were to force it inside me.

“Don’t worry baby, I brought lube.” she said. “Tell him Tia, he’s got nothing to worry about.”

“Yeah, baby. It’s fine. Just relax.”

“Have you two done this before?” I asked, screeching and squirming.

“No, silly. I’ve never given my virginity to anyone else.” Tia said, oddly okay with what was taking place.

“Look, I didn’t know that this was what you meant.” I said, as Kristin laid a dildo on the bed, and then walked slowly over to the end table drawer and removed a bottle of lubricant.

“I already know what you plan on doing to my stepdaughter. You’re going to fuck her virgin pussy, and I assume, try to get her to suck your dick. So I need you to do both of those same things for me, so I know I can trust you.” she said, speaking slowly and deliberately.

“Please, Jeff? It’s just one time, to prove your commitment to me.” Tia said, taking hold of my hand and looking into my eyes. “I’ll be right here.”

“Okay. Just this once.” I said, unable to pry my eyes away from the monster dangling between Kristin’s legs. It was so thick that I didn’t think my hand would fit all the way around it, and she had the balls to match.

“Of course.” Tia said, smiling. “It’s really nice, isn’t it?” she asked, openly admiring her stepmom’s she-cock.

“It’s so big.”

“And veiny.” she said.

“Tia, be a dear and spread his butt apart for mommy,” Kristin said. The reality of the situation hit me, and I realized that I had no clue what I was in store for, or if I could even take it. A part of me was curious, especially because Kristin was hot as fuck. The other part was scared to death, as I just knew my asshole was the virgin target she had in mind.

“Like this?”

“Perfect, baby. Thank you so much.” Kristin said, squeezing a liberal amount directly onto my exposed anus. The lube was cold, and sent a chill through me.

“Oh, wow. It’s all shiny.” Tia said, watching as Kristin used the tip of her dick to spread it around my ass. “Do you think it’s gonna fit?”

“Oh, I’ll make it fit. Don’t you worry, baby.” Kristin said, giving my ass a hard slap so hard that it made me tense up. “Good boy. A real man can take anything you throw at him and roll with the punches, let’s see what kind of man you are.”

“Be strong, baby.” Tia whispered, squeezing my hand and placing a soft kiss on my sweaty forehead. My cock was half erect from being naked with two women at the same time, but I felt vulnerable and terrified.

“Let’s start him off with a finger. Pull them further apart.” Kristin said, spitting directly onto my asshole and rubbing circles around my rim with the pad of her pointer finger.

“Ugh.” the sound left my body involuntarily as she forced the first knuckle into my ass, and then further. “Ugh.” it didn’t hurt like I thought it would, but it was still a novel sensation that I wasn’t sure about.

I’d slept with a couple of girls, but never anything like this. I wasn’t even sure I considered it sex so much as a strange ritual between a family with serious codependency issues. That didn’t stop me from slowly getting into it, as Kristin knew precisely what she was doing.

Her finger moving in and out, going deeper and deeper and making squishing sounds because of the excess lube. The more I relaxed into it, the better it felt and the harder my erection became.

“It’s okay, babe. You’re doing great.” Tia whispered, perhaps not realizing how much I was enjoying it.

“Good little slut for mommy, take that finger in your asshole. Good boy. You want a big cock in your ass, don’t you?” Kristin asked, rolling her tongue around my hole. It felt amazing, and my cock twitched as her warm tongue lapped away at my ass.

“Oh, wow.” I moaned, pressing my weight back against her face. She exhaled, switching over to two fingers.

“I asked you a question. You want my hard dick inside your asshole, don’t you?”

“Yes mommy.” I whimpered, embarrassed I’d let the words slip from my mouth in front of Tia. The arousal was so intense that I found it overwhelming. I was embarrassed, ashamed, humiliated, and at the same time throbbing hard to the point I thought I might ejaculate spontaneously without my penis even being touched directly. Tia held my hand, watching patiently as if what was taking place was perfectly routine.

“Did you hear that, Tia? I’m his mommy now.” Kristin laughed, her voice booming. “He might be a good boy after all. Take off his ankle straps, I want him on his knees so he can put his ass up in the air while his mommy fucks him.”

“Fuck.” I sighed, watching as my virgin girlfriend did everything her stepmother told her. I wished I commanded that type of respect, but instead I was bent over in front of Kristin, my asshole leaking lubricant and about to take her horse-like member up my ass just so I could have sex with my own girlfriend.

I couldn’t take my eyes off of Kristin. She was so sexy, such a woman, and the way she ordered us around was intoxicating. There was no question of who was in control of the situation, and I eagerly awaited anything she could dole out.


Chapter 5 - Tia

It was admittedly odd, watching my stepmother mount my boyfriend. At the same time, actually being in that situation helped me come to terms with the realities of sex. I’d always gotten too nervous once I started getting turned on, but watching them allowed me to relax into the sensation.

My only worry was that she might split him in half. I’d always known she was large down there, because even her flaccid penis was impossible to hide no matter what she wore. It was bigger than I could have imagined, and seeing it shined up with lube filled with forbidden feelings.

No, don’t let yourself think about that. She’s your stepmother. I tried talking myself out of the intrusive thoughts, but they wouldn’t go away. She had the most delectable cock I’d ever seen, and every fiber of my being wanted to be down on my knees in front of her, sucking it.

“Wiggle your ass back and forth, good boy. Look at those balls, you need to drain them, don’t you?” she asked, slapping her hard girldick against his ass while looking him over.

“Yes.”

“Yes, what?” she asked.

“Yes mommy.” he said, looking over at me with eyes full of shame.

“Do you want mommy’s cock, or not?” she asked, more forceful this time.

“Yes mommy.” he said, his tone getting higher. Kristin grinned at me, and handed me the dildo.

“Feed him this. Don’t let him stop sucking it.” she said.

“Yes mommy.” I said, gleefully accepting my job.

“Did you hear that, Jeff? If you don’t worship that cock like a proper little slut, then I’m not going to let her give you oral.”

“Yes mommy.”

“Good boy. Open that mouth of yours, show mommy what a good little slut for cock you are.” Kristin said. I’d never heard such dirty things, or been witness to anything so kinky. Jeff wouldn’t make eye contact with me, but he sucked that dildo like his life depended on it.

“Guck, guck, guck!” his throat made squishing sounds as I pressed it deeper down, enjoying the feeling of power it gave me. My pussy was so wet that tears of arousal were leaking down my inner thighs, ruining my panties.

“He likes it. Let’s see how he likes this.” Kristin said, rubbing more lubrication all over her dick and balls, spreading it around with both hands. She lined up her bulbous mushroom tip with his opening. “Press your weight back onto it, nice and slow.”

“Ughhh ohhh.” he sighed, wincing as she pressed himself back against her bareback erection.

“Keep sucking.” I said, slipping the dildo back into his mouth. He made muffled sounds, whimpering around a mouthful of cock as his tight asshole tried swallowing her tip.

“Look at how tight your little hole is.” she said, holding his hips and thrusting against him.

“Oh!” he hitched, his eyes welling up with tears. I’d never seen this side of him, and it became more and more obvious that he was enjoying every second of it.

“Beg for it slut!”

“Please! Please fuck my ass mommy.” he said, completely unhinged. I could see the guilt and shame on his face, but he continued to take the brutal pounding that Kristin was dishing out. Somehow, his hole stretched enough to accommodate her girth, and most of her length.

“Pull your underwear down, Tia. Make him eat your ass.” Kristin said, ordering me to remove my panties.

“Uhm, yes ma am.” I said, removing them but unsure of how to proceed. She sighed, and shook her head at me.

“Get on all fours, facing away from him. Just put your ass in his face for God’s sake.” she said, returning her attention to impaling my boyfriend.

“Okay. Are you ready?” I asked, getting into position and pulling up my dress to expose my butt. He nodded, unwilling to make eye contact with me. I backed myself up until it was right in his face, and he dove in like he was bobbing for apples.

“Mmmm…” he moaned, rolling his tongue around my hole and lapping away. No one had ever touched me there at all, let alone licked it.

“Oh! Oh, wow. Oh, fuck. Ugh!” I grabbed hold of the headboard with both hands, sensitive to the new sensation.

“Look at what a little slut he is, Tia. He can’t help himself, he loves being told what to do.” she said. “Don’t you? You little whore.”

“Yes, mommy. I love eating asshole and being fucked.” he said, before pressing his nose back into my ass. I bit down on my lip, relaxing into pleasure I didn’t know existed.

Chapter 6 - Kristin

I expected him to turn and run, which would have been fine by me. I had no problem keeping my sweet little stepdaughter a virgin, making her hold out for someone else. Taking his submission was even sweeter, and told me everything I needed to know about him. He could be controlled, and I would always have the upper hand in the relationship.

“Squeeze your ass around mommy’s dick.” I said, spanking him and making him squeal at the end of every thrust. I loved nothing more than watching a man’s masculinity break down as he became so overwhelmed with pleasure that he couldn’t control himself.

“Ugh!” he whimpered, his hard cock flopping around as I powerfully laid claim to him. I wondered what Tia was feeling, if she was turned on or off by the display. I wondered if she’d ever seen him reduced like that, giving up his power completely while bouncing on a massive cock.

She was probably way too lost in having her asshole worshiped and tongued to think about any of that. Tia looked so sweet, trembling and moaning in soft tones as his tongue relentlessly lapped at her hole.

“Unstrap him.” I said, ready to turn him over and make him lay beneath me while learning how to power-bottom. They were like puppets, and I pulled their strings and moved them around exactly as I pleased. “Take off your dress, Tia.”

“Okay.” she said, flinging it off in one motion. I made Jeff lay down on his back, and got into the missionary position while directing her to sit on his face while I fucked him.

I spread some lube onto his cock, and began stroking him as my stepdaughter grinded her weight onto his face, knowing full well that he was putty in my hands and couldn’t last. His cock literally throbbed in my hand, and I jerked him as fast as I could, focusing entirely on the head until he was exploding in my hand, bucking against me as his cum shot off errantly.

“Oh my God!” he groaned, convulsing as he finished.

“Good boy.” I said, scooping up a heavy glob of his sticky cum on my fingers. “Move Tia.”

“Okay.” she sighed, collapsing next to him as I fed him his own semen. He didn’t say a word in protest, electing instead to lick it from the tip of my fingers while looking into my eyes.

“Tia dear, mommy didn’t finish. Would you come over here and help me with that?” I asked. The young couple looked at each other, and Jeff shrugged.

“Can I please?” she asked, lacing her fingers and begging. It was more than satisfying watching him give his girlfriend permission to blow me, something she hadn’t even done for him.

“Come here, baby.” I said, watching her nervously drop to her knees in front of me. She was instantly cock drunk, and took hold of it with both hands and began kissing up and down my shaft as Jeff watched with wide eyes.

“It’s so big.” she said.

“Yeah. Once you suck on mine, you’ll easily be able to handle Jeff.” I said.

“That’s true.”

“Do you like it?” I asked, watching her facial expression turn dim and lustful. She nodded, her fingertips gliding up and down my lube and spit soaked futa-cock.

“It’s amazing. I’ve never seen one like this.” she said, glancing over again at Jeff, who sat naked and soft cocked, watching her worship my superior dick.

“Here, lift up my balls.” I said.

“Ooh, can I kiss that too?” she asked, seeing my freshly shaved vagina.

“Go ahead, baby.”

“I mean, if that’s okay with you Jeff.” she said, looking over at him for approval.

“Can I join?” he asked. I smiled, and waved him over. He was already reminding me of my husband, just as easy to turn into a cuck. Jeff sucked my balls while Tia’s mouth found my clit.

“Oh my God.” I moaned, watching their inhibitions take a vacation while they licked and slurped at my cock, balls, pussy, and ass. We ended up back in bed, with me laying on my back and relaxing as they enthusiastically shared me.

“She’s so hot.” Jeff moaned, inhaling my scent as he took my testicles into his mouth. I’m not sure which of them was turning me on more, but I savored it like a personal massage. Being shared with a submissive couple was something I’d never considered, and I knew I’d found a new kink right away.

“I’m getting so close.” I said, bucking my hips against Tia’s little face, forcing the tip to slip down her throat. “Jeff. Sit on it.”

“Okay.” he said, climbing into my lap.

“Put it in!” I called out, feeling my balls tighten as I approached release. His ass was very well lubricated, and again swallowed my entire cock. “Bounce on it.”

“Yes, mommy. I want your cum.” he said.

“Yeah, that’s a good boy. I’m gonna give it to you. I’m gonna fill you up with my hot sticky cum.” I grunted, kissing him as I pulled his hips down onto me and bucked like a bronco.

“Oh fuck. I can feel it.” he said. “It’s swelling up.”

“Ugh!” I moaned, thrusting my hips into the air and pulling him down onto me. It felt so good, erupting inside of his virgin boy pussy. “Ugh…my God.”

“It’s so much. It keeps going.” he moaned, grinding against me as I finished. My dick continued flexing, depositing the last of my long built up cum.

“I needed that so badly.” I said, a smile spreading across my face. What a great first meeting with my stepdaughter’s new boyfriend. He slowly stepped off of it, letting the excess dribble out onto a white hotel towel.

“Mom! That’s so much.” Tia said, wiping it away as it continued pouring out.

“Yeah. It’s been a couple days. I probably shouldn’t have done that.” I said, feeling guilty for finishing inside of him.

“Why not?” she asked.

“No reason. Don’t worry about it. You two need to get going, I’m sure you have plenty of birthday plans.” I said.Everyone put their clothes back on after we’d finished, and it was almost like it didn’t happen at all.

“It was so nice meeting you, Jeff. Happy birthday again, and be safe tonight you two.” I said, giving them each a hug before sending them on their way. It was mission accomplished as far as I was concerned.


Chapter 7 - Jeff

I was in a very strange headspace when we got back into my car to drive away. It was all a blur, like a quick, intense dream. It was sunny out, and besides the three of us, no one knew what had taken place in that hotel room. If it weren’t for the slow steady trickle of semen leaking from my ass, I might not have even believed it happened.

“Did you know that was going to happen?” I asked, eliciting giggles from Tia.

“Of course not, baby.” she said.

“That was a lot.” I said, still processing what had happened.

“Did you like it? You seemed like you did.” she said.

“Ugh, yeah. It was alright. Just kind of weird, I definitely didn’t see it coming.”

“That’s just Kristin. She’s pretty intense, and likes to be in control.” she said.

“I see that.”

“Isn’t she pretty?” Tia asked. She was so perky and upbeat, like what had happened wasn’t that big of a deal.

“Yeah. She’s gorgeous. Her body is incredible” I said, making a right turn. Her name and face flashed in my head, as I replayed her spanking and demeaning me while filling me full of hot flesh.

“You like being told what to do, don’t you Jeff?” Kristin had barked, slamming her hips against my ass. I’ll never forget how exposed and vulnerable I felt, being fucked  by a futanari woman in front of my girlfriend, with my raging hard on signaling how much I was actually enjoying it.

I kept getting random erections for the next couple hours, craving badly to be back in that hotel room with both of them. It felt like a tease, even though I’d had an amazing orgasm it still left me wanting more and it was all I could think about. After all the time I’d spent lusting for Tia, dreaming about taking her virginity, I was suddenly obsessed with fucking another woman. And it was her futa stepmom.

We met up with some of my friends a little while later, and the rest of the day went on completely normal. I was kind of distant, unable to stop thinking about Kristin and the things she’d done to me. It was confusing, because I'd never have thought in a million years that I would be into that, bending over for a beautiful futanari milf and taking her cock, but it was the hottest thing I’d ever experienced. And it wasn’t even close.

I wanted it to happen again, but I also wanted to fuck Kristin. I wanted to lay her down and do the same things she did to me, and make her squirm, and beg, and cum for my dick. Not that I didn’t wanna do the same things to Tia, I did. It was just confusing because Kristin was at the forefront of my memory.

The night wound down, and I drove Tia and I home to enjoy ourselves. By then I’d shifted my focus back to having birthday sex with my virgin girlfriend, and she looked so delicious in her dress that I was chomping at the bit. She was finally going to be mine all mine. 


Chapter 8 - Tia

Jeff and I started making out, and his hand moved down between my legs. As soon as he started playing with me down there, I got the same familiar feeling of panic as before despite what had happened earlier with us and my stepmom.

“Jeff…stop.” I said, feeling my heart rate skyrocket.

“What?” he asked.

“Just for a minute. I’m sorry.” I said, placing my hand on my chest to feel my pounding heart. I’m not sure what it was, but actually getting naked and having sex with someone seemed too intimate, and it scared me.

“Are you alright?”

“I don’t know. Could we maybe do it another night?” I asked, trying my usual tactic of backing out at the last minute.

“Tia, really? I just got fucked and creampied by your stepmom, and you’re still not going to do it?” he asked, raising his voice in frustration.

“I’m sorry. Let me just go to the bathroom, maybe it’ll make me feel better.” I said, grabbing my phone as I scurried off to the bathroom. I locked the door behind me and immediately texted Kristin. She was right down the road, and I knew I couldn’t go through with it alone.

Tia: We’re trying to do it, but I’m still too scared. Could we maybe come over and do it there?

Kristin: Baby, of course. I’d actually prefer it if you did. Do you need me to come get you?

Tia: If you don’t mind, that’d be great. He’s been driving us around all day.

Kristin: I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.

Tia: You’re the best. Thank you so much.

That was taken care of, which only left me with the awkward task of telling my boyfriend that I wanted to be in the same room with my stepmom while we did it for the first time. I let a couple of minutes pass, and then gathered up the courage to go and face him with my offer.

“Baby?” I asked, tip toeing into the room.

“Yeah?”

“Kristin is on her way to pick us up. She’d prefer it if we did it at her place.” I said. He kind of cocked his head, and squinted his eyes.

“She’s not just gonna take over and fuck me again, or fuck you instead of me doing it, is she?”

“No, I promise. It’s just going to be us having sex. She might join in, I don’t know, but I promise I won’t let her take my virginity.” I said, pleading my case as best as I could. 

“Fine. She’s picking us up?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

“Alright. I’ll get ready.”

She arrived right on time, and we got into the back seat of her SUV and drove back to her hotel under the concealment of darkness. I was just happy that he wasn’t mad, because I knew I was putting him through an awful lot just to have sex. We arrived back at her room, and went inside together. I instantly felt better with it being the three of us. Trying to lose my virginity really made me realize how much I depended on her in life in general.

Chapter 9 - Jeff

It might have been a maddening course of events had it not been for Kristin. I couldn’t deny it to myself how badly I wanted her there too, even if it was only to watch.

Once we were back inside her hotel room, Kristin couldn’t help herself and took over right away, telling us to get into our underwear and climb into bed together. I wasn’t going to fight her on it, and had no problem with her coaching Tia along.

I was supposed to be the one with more experience with her being the virgin and all, but I’d only had sex a handful of times in my life.

“Here, let me help.” Kristin said, slipping her fingers into my waistband and sliding my underwear all the way off. “Lay down between his legs, like that. Lick and suck on his balls, and stroke him while you do it. Then switch to sucking his cock, okay baby?”

“Okay mommy.” Tia said, following her instructions perfectly. I wasn’t sure why she was so free and open with Kristin there and not while we were alone, but at that moment I didn’t care.

“Ohhhh…” I moaned, as Tia sucked in a mouthful of my balls and took hold of my erection while Kristin unclasped her bra and removed her underwear.

“See, baby? He likes that.” Kristin said, slowly stripping down while watching us beside the bed.

“Yeah.” she giggled, again taking my testicle into her mouth.

“Oh my God, baby. That’s so good.” I said, finally experiencing her touch.

“Do you wanna share with mommy?” Kristin asked, removing her bra and crawling over to me.

“Sure. Is that okay with you babe?” Tia asked. I smiled, and nodded.

“Of course it’s okay with him.” Kristin said, parting her lips and pushing her throat deep onto my cock.

“Uhhhhhh.” I sighed, staring down between my legs as two gorgeous women took terms sucking my cock. It was easily the greatest birthday gift of my life, and I felt like the star of my very own porno.

“I’m so proud of you baby, try going deeper.” Kristin said, holding Tia’s hair and pushing down on her head to assist her until she was gagging. “That’s okay, stay down there. It’ll make your spit turn viscous, which makes great lube.”

“Ahhh!” Tia gasped for air when Kristin finally pulled her head back, only to press it back down for more.

“Swallow around his cock, breathe through your nose.” she said. All I could do was lay back and savor the moment, watching as the two women I most desired shared in the act of worshiping my cock.

“You’re gonna make me cum.”

“Yeah, he’s right, baby. Having two girls throating your cock is a lot to handle.” Kristin said, “Are you ready?”

“I think so.” Tia said, wiping the spit from the corners of her lips. Kristin laid her down, caressing her breasts and kissing her cheeks and whispering sweet nothings as I got on top of her. I took deep breaths, trying to get some stamina back before entering her.

“You’re so beautiful.” I said, looking down at her clean shaven virgin pussy.

“I’m ready to give myself to you.” she whispered, prompting me to kiss her. Kristin crept up behind me, reaching around to take hold of my cock and guide it to Tia’s opening.

“I want to be the one to put it in.” she said, teasing her with the tip. I lurched forward, pressing hard against her but struggling to fit inside.

“Do you think she’s too tight?” I asked, looking over to Kristin for guidance.

“No, baby. She is a virgin though, so you might have to be a little rougher than normal to get it inside.” she said. I nodded, taking hold of myself by the base and jamming it against her.

“Ouch.” Tia winced, squirming as I tried getting my dick into her tiny little cunt.

“It’s so tight.”

“Yeah, that’s what a virgin feels like. She’s never had a big manly cock in her before.” Kristin said, rubbing my chest from behind and licking my ear.

“Oh my God.” I moaned, breaking partially through and feeling the tightness of her squeeze.

“Back it out just a little and work it back in.” Kristin said, rubbing her cock against my ass cheeks. “Watching this is turning me on.”

“I can feel that.” I said, looking down at Tia’s virgin teen pussy, as it struggled to receive me.

“Here, let mommy help.” Kristin said, grabbing my cock and thrusting against me from behind. She brought her hips all the way back, and then rammed them against me, forcing my cock deeper with each thrust. “This would be more fun if I was inside you.”

“Ugh!” Tia’s eyes were shut tight, biting down on her lip as I bottomed out inside her with Kristin’ assistance. “It’s so big.”

“Baby, you feel so good.” I said, feeling her wetness and incredible grip. I began grinding against her, forcing it deeper. It was well worth the wait, as nothing could have been better than being inside my baby. 

“How is it, sweetheart?” Kristin asked. Tia nodded. 

“It kind of hurts, but it feels good. I think it’s too big.” she said. Kristin had her hands on my ass, and was continuing to add pressure from behind, making me fuck Tia harder and harder.

“Baby, you’re so fucking tight.” I said, fondling her breasts as I slammed my hips against her. I could feel Kristin’s hard cock resting hotdog style between my cheeks.

“Ugh…oh…fuck…oh…ugh…” Tia looked so beautiful, her face twisting with a combination of pleasure and pain.

“Are you okay?” I asked, slowing my pace.

“Just keep going. Finish.” she said, closing her eyes tightly.

“Harder. She wants to be fucked.” Kristin said. It turned me on being her first cock, filling her up without protection and breaking her in. Tia gripped the sheets, occasionally looking into my eyes and whimpering. My bloody cock slipped in and out, bottoming out harshly like a fast firing piston.

“Ugh! Oh my God…I’m cumming!” her face and chest flushed red, and she began making strange noises and thrashing beneath me. I continued driving myself inside her, fucking her with all of my might.

“Yes! Make her cum all over your hard cock. Make her crave you, and need you.” Kristin said, kissing my neck as her stepdaughter climaxed. Tia purred, and her eyes drooped.

“I love you, Jeff.” she said. I was still inside her, pulsing and close to orgasm.

“I love you too.” I said. “Can I finish?”

“Yeah. I’m pretty tired though.” she said. As soon as I resumed thrusting, it was obvious she was too sensitive to continue. The adrenaline was wearing off, and she was sore and happy.

“Do you mind if mommy takes over from here?” Kristin asked, brushing Tia’s hair out of her face. Tia grinned contently, and nodded.

“Of course.”

“That’s okay?” I asked, making sure I wasn’t going to get in trouble for it later.

“Yes, baby. I just want you to be happy.” Tia said.

“Thank you, baby. Best birthday ever.”

“I bet.” she laughed. “Okay birthday boy, go fuck my stepmom.” she said, a  request I couldn’t deny.


Chapter 10 - Kristin

Poor little Tia, fucked silly for her very first time. She was a lucky girl, as Jeff’s stamina surprised me. I hoped that his orgasm from earlier had assisted in extending it.

“How do you want me?” I asked, gazing into his eyes.

“Flat on your back, strapped to the bed. Just like you did to me.” he said.

“Yes sir.” I said. Jeff fastened the straps himself, as Tia was in a state of semi consciousness. He rolled her to the edge of the bed, and then crawled into bed with me.

“You have such a nice ass, Kristin.” he said, pulling my butt apart and leaning forward to kiss and lick my hole. “And such a pretty little asshole. Where’s that lube?”

“Jeff, what are you doing?” I asked.

“Well, like you said, I won’t be able to trust your commitment unless you’re willing to do the same things you did to me.” he said, snagging the bottle of lube and then dumping it all over my ass.

“You’re naughtier than I thought.” I said, realizing he was going to do more than simply finish with me, he was going to take his revenge. “But it’s fine. I love anal.”

“God you’re sexy.” he said, pressing his finger into my ass. “That’s going to feel so good wrapped around my cock.”

“You better give it to me. I want every drop of your hot sticky cum inside my ass.”

“Whatever you say, mommy.” he said, grabbing his dick and pushing it inside almost without warning.

“Oh, yes. I like that.” I said, clenching around his bare flesh.

“Fuck that’s hot.” he said, pinning my lower back to the bed and thrusting away. He had a great cock, and I could feel him pulsing inside me as he claimed his revenge.

“Harder, baby. Fuck your mommy’s asshole, make mommy cum like your little slut.” I cried out, throwing my weight back against his thrusts. “That’s what I need, baby. Fuck the shit out of me.” I wanted to stroke myself while he fucked me, but my arms were attached to the bed.

“Oh my God!”

“Give me one free hand, please. I want to touch myself.” I said, begging. He slapped my ass, but gave me what I wanted. “Don’t stop.”

“I’m not gonna stop. I’m never gonna stop fucking you.” he grunted. His dick ramming my asshole combined with playing with jerking myself brought me quickly to the edge, knowing that my stepdaughter’s boyfriend was going to cum for me instead of her during their very first time made me impossibly aroused, and I felt like I might actually explode when it finally hit.

“Fuck!” he said, reaching his peak at the same time I did. It felt like time dilated, and every nerve in my body was stimulated like never before. I’m not sure if I remembered to breathe or not, but my head was spinning and euphoria washed over me as his raw dick pumped hot sticky cum into my asshole.

“That’s so good.” I hummed, drooling onto the sheets as my she-cock erupted with rope after rope of viscous cum. 

“Holy fuck.” Jeff said, pulling himself out of me and collapsing at the foot of the bed. It was over, we’d done it. A threesome for Tia’s first time, complete with anal. It was quite a day of exploration, and I knew that our sex lives would be inexorably linked from that day forward.


Chapter 11 - Jeff

Tia came around to sex after that first time, and we were able to do it by ourselves. Kristin didn’t live far away though, and I think we both liked the idea of keeping her involved. I felt like a king, with two amazing women in my small harem.

I admitted to Tia how much I thought about her stepmom, and how I craved her cock.

“I feel the same way. I really like watching you two together.” she said. We began roleplaying, and Tia even gave me Kristin’s phone number and we started a group text. Kristin would ask for video clips of us having sex, and we were constantly planning our next group rendezvous.

About a month or so had passed since our first time, and I started feeling funny. I assumed it was the flu because I kept throwing up in the morning, but soon I was getting worried because it wasn’t going away.

Tia was always texting or talking on the phone with Kristin. They were very close, and I didn’t think too much of it because it was definitely working out for me. After about a week of feeling off, I decided to schedule a doctor’s appointment. Tia seemed worried, and told me to hold off until I talked to Kristin.

“What is Kristin going to do to make me feel better?” I asked. It was the easiest thing in the world to see when Tia was anxious.

“I’m sorry. I should have told you. I was just hoping you weren’t.” she said.

“Weren’t what?”

“I think you’re pregnant.” she said, her face filled with sorrow. I started laughing, unsure of what she was trying to pull.

“Yeah, you’re right. For sure, it’s that.” I said, shaking my head.

“No, really. Futanari women can get men pregnant by ejaculating inside their asses.” she said. “And Kristin told me afterwards that she was in heat.”

“Wait, you’re kidding.”

“Nope.”

I freaked out, and got even sicker, and then freaked out some more. I called Kristin and she took over the conversation and made me feel a lot better about it, but she thought I was pregnant too.

Before that, I didn’t know it was even possible. But it was too late. I was a month pregnant in a three month process. Like it or not, I was going to be a father. Lucky for me, I had a great support system with Tia and Kristin, who were both ecstatic at the news and excited to see it through.

MPreg at Futa Island

Chapter 1 - The Journal

When my grandfather Nahko passed away, I was the one who took care of all the funeral arrangements. We’d been living together for the past couple years, and while I was going through his things I stumbled across something, an old dusty journal.

I wasn’t typically one to snoop, but it was my grandpa and he just passed away. As I leafed through the pages, quickly scanning some of his writing, I realized that it was all detailing sexual experiences.

“Goodness grandpa. Golly!” I said, as each sentence was more gratuitous than the last. “Her big futa cock? What the hell is he talking about?”

After dusting off the notebook, I took it into the dining room and sat down with my coffee to see what the old pervert was rambling on about. As I flipped through the book, I saw hand drawn maps, including sketches of what appeared to be a camp of tents.

I decided to start at the very beginning, and read my way through it. By the time I reached the second page, I was completely entranced. It sounded like a tall tale or a fantasy, but it was written as if it were real.

He spoke of Futanari women, a common local myth, and how he’d stumbled onto their camp after getting lost in the tunnels. He went into extreme detail in describing the women themselves, who he described as beautiful, busty, and hung like horses. According to him, they not only had male and female genitalia, but they were capable of making a man pregnant.

Page after page, I read about his exploits, and his lover Elsa, who he would visit whenever he could. He said they had two kids. The maps were of the path to their camp. My mind was ablaze with possibilities, what if they were still there? I had to find out.

The way he described them made me lust for them, and in one section of the journal he talked about their mating cycles, explaining how they go into heat at the same time and become absolutely feral and out of control. While in heat, futanari women lactate constantly from their breasts and cocks, as they’re producing so much semen that it literally drips out.

The Futanari in heat are insatiable, dominant lovers who take what they want. Their cocks remain hard even though they cum over and over. Sometimes they descend into such a craze that they no longer appear sane, like animals with only function.

During this period, they have orgies and search the island relentlessly for people to breed. Their cycles can last up to a month.

I read with wide eyes, dead set on at least trying to follow his maps. The entire notebook was full of notes and stories, and I read them all with a growing wanderlust. They were the buried treasure of the island, and I had to find them.

My main concern was that they’d moved on to another place, as Grandpa Nahko was an old man and I assumed hadn’t visited them in decades. I learned that the cycles of the Futanari women followed the seasons, and they would enter heat at the beginning of each season. It was June the third, so my timing was near perfect. I’d have just enough time to figure out my journey, to test out the tunnels and find the way to my destination.

Over the next few days, I read the journal over again and again, making my own notes and planning my own trip. We lived on Futakiki Island, and the entrance to the tunnels he spoke of was about a mile from my house.

I spent three hundred dollars at the Army Navy store, obtaining a rucksack, and the gear I assumed would come in handy for my journey. Grandpa said it only took a few hours, but I’d be doing a lot of guesswork at first, and expected it to take a few days to find my way through to the other side.

Grandpa claimed to have left lots of markers within the tunnels, but I wasn’t sure if they’d still be intact. I hoped for the best but prepared for the worst. We had the funeral, and I was filled with even more gumption to go out and find his treasure. He couldn’t be the last one to know of their existence and whereabouts.

I wondered if the women would be as beautiful as Grandpa Nahko said, or I’d find a group of senior citizens, long past their primes. I shook the thought out of my head, no, it couldn’t be. Either way, I’d find out.

My classes were the only thing I had to work around, as I was enrolled in university. Grandpa put the house in my name, so I only had the utilities to pay which I could do from the money he left me. Everything was going well for me academically, so I decided to use the excuse of my grandpa passing away to get me out of a week’s worth of classes.

The next morning, I set out. My ruck weighed about 30 pounds, but it was worth the stability it gave me. There was enough food for 3 days, 5 if I stretched it, and a gallon of water along with a filtration straw that allowed me to drink from any water source.

The map was rough, and more built to help him remember his path than setting it for another to follow. I did what I could with it, and for hours I wandered around trying to make sense of it. Finally, I found the first tunnel. Or so I hoped.

The map became clearer once I was inside, but I had no sense of distance. How long would I be walking before I moved to another tunnel? I used chalk to mark my path, and looked for grandpa’s clues. I had no way of measuring the distance I’d traveled, but after a mile or so the tunnel opened up to a clearing with tons more openings. I had to make the right choice, or I’d be doomed. At least doomed to not find what I was looking for.


Chapter 2 - The Map

Grandpa’s map showed all of the tunnel openings, with a red ‘x’ over each one and a green circle over the correct entrypoint. It was easy to read, but I took extra time looking it over to make sure.

“Here goes nothin’.” I said. The opening was so small that I had to remove my rucksack, and shove it in front of me. This went on for ten or so feet, and then the tunnel began widening. The whole thing was pitch black and full of cobwebs, I could see why no one thought to go traversing it.

I’d been crawling for a few hundred yards at least when I could finally stand up and put my rucksack back on. My headlamp lit the way as I plowed forward, using my hand to bat away the webs. There were multiple points where the tunnel split off in two or three directions, but grandpa’s map made it clear which way to go.

Sweat dripped down my forehead as I walked, and the feint sound of dripping water echoed through the tunnel.

“Echo!” I’d yell occasionally, whenever I started to get freaked out. The tunnels were long and winding, and exploring them was heavily discouraged by the island. Every year, 10 to 15 people would go missing in the tunnels, many of them tourists. I tried to push the ghost stories I’d heard growing up out of my head, about those lost souls who travel the tunnels endlessly, searching for their way out.

If it weren’t for the potential of beautiful futanari women, I’d have turned and ran. I’d have gone home, sat on the couch, and played video games from the safety of my own home. But the possibility…what if? What if I could be the man who discovered them once more? The thing many young boys growing up on the island of Futakiki dreamed of.

I remember my own mother discouraging my father from telling me the stories.

“That’s the reason all these boys go missing in the tunnels.” she said.

“Maybe they all found the futanari, and decided to never come back.” he laughed.

“Oh, Mike. You know that isn’t true.”

I stopped on several occasions, to have a rest and munch of some trailmix. The pack was growing heavier as the day wore on, but I felt like I was on the right track.

That suspicion was confirmed when I saw an old red bandana tied to a stick laying in the tunnel.

“Holy shit.” I whispered, knowing I was close. I pulled out the map again, and saw that the red banana stick was very close to the end of the final tunnel. I was already there, I just had to keep walking.

I froze for a moment, wiping away the excess cobwebs that had formed on my shirt. If I was about to meet a bunch of women, I needed to look somewhat presentable.

The light invaded the tunnel as I came around a turn. A few hundred more feet, and I was there. I looked all around, it was a wooded area. The map said the beach was right on the other side, and that their camp wasn’t far off.

Once I reached the woodline, I could see the beautiful white beach. It was completely private, wihout a soul in sight. And then I saw it, far out in the ocean, past where any buoy would have been. I saw two heads, bobbing up and down.

“Please be them.” I said, dropping my ruck onto the sand and removing my shirt. Luckily, I’d brought a pair of binoculars. Once I found them, I put them up to my eyes and began searching for them.

Two girls, out swimming and frollicking. All I could see were their heads, but they looked pretty. I took a seat on the beach beside my rucksack, drinking water and keeping my eye on them.

What am I going to say to them? Hi, I’m Ace, I think my grandpa used to come here and get banged by your tribe?

It took me a moment to notice, but the girls were swimming in. I wondered if they saw me, or were simply finished exercising. I stood up, brushed off my shirts, and sucked in my stomach as they began emerging from the water.

Chapter 3 - The Girls

As their torsos emerged from the water, my jaw nearly hit the sand. They were topless, each with large, bouncy breasts. They continued towards me, the waterline going to their navels.

My eyes naturally moved down between their legs as massive, glistening cocks became exposed. I’d never seen anything like them. They were gorgeous, with cartoonish proportions. I stood frozen, staring at them, openly admiring their beauty. I was stunned.

“Hey there.” one of them said, a tall brunette.

“Hi.”

“What’s your name?” asked the other, a blond

“Ugh, I’m Ace.” I said. They both giggled as they approached me, looking me up and down.

“How’d you get here?” asked the blonde.

“I came through the tunnels.” I said.

“No way. You?” she asked.

“Yeah. Me.” I said, peering into her eyes.

“I’m Sierra. This is Megan.” she said, motioning toward the brunette.

“Nice to meet you.” I said.

“Do you know about Futanari women?” Megan asked. They were standing on either side of me, with no sense of personal space or boundaries.

“I do.” I said, softly. Sierra ran her finger down my back, tracing my lats.

“He’s kinda cute.” Sierra said, making eyes at Megan and talking about me like I wasn’t standing right there.

“Thanks.”

“Hush. I was talking to Megan.” she said, grabbing a firm handful of my buttocks and giving it a squeeze.

“Yeah. I wonder what he sounds like when he squeals.” she said. They both let out a cackle.

“That’s exactly what I was thinking.” Sierra said. “So, Ace. You just randomly went trekking through the tunnels, and you ended up here?”

“That’s right.” I said. They exchanged a glance, and shrugged.

“You don’t mind us being nude, do you?” Megan asked, swaying her hips from side to side causing her monster girlcock to swing.

“I don’t think he does.” said Sierra, taking note of my sudden cock trance. “You’re getting hard.”

“I can’t help it, I’m almost in heat.” Megan said. I glanced down at her, and saw that she was becoming erect. It made me feel sort of strange, inadequate even, standing next to two girls with dicks two or three times the size of mine.

“Let’s take him to the tribe.” Sierra said.

“You don’t wanna have fun with him first?”

“I kinda do, I just don’t wanna get in trouble. You know mother Maya will want us to share him.” Sierra said.

“It’s just a finder’s fee. They can share him once we’re done.” Megan said.

“Hey you, do you wanna fuck us?” Sierra asked, point blank.

“Ugh, yeah. Sure.” I said.

“Let’s go over in the shade by that tree.” she said, pointing. We walked hand in hand over to the tree, and I thanked my grandfather inside my head. It was everything he’d said and more.

There was no conversation, no need to communicate what we all wanted. Megan and Sierra pulled down my shorts, and immediately began worshiping my cock like no one had before.

“Oh my God.” I moaned, as Sierra looked up at me with her clear blue eyes and a mouthful of my balls, while Megan maintained the same fierce eye contact while throating my dick. “Oh my God.”

“Good boy.” Sierra said. They squatted before me, stroking their futa cocks while slobbering all over mine. It was the first time I’d ever been sucked off by two women at the same time, and it was so overwhelming I nearly shot my load right then and there.


Chapter 4 - The Submissive

“Now it’s our turn.” Sierra said, standing up in front of me and grabbing me for a forceful kiss. Her lips and tongue were warm from sucking me, and her spit was viscous. Megan stood up as well, and they pushed me down to my knees in front of them.

“Suck it.” Megan said, holding her cock in hand and slapping it across my face as Sierra did the same. I wasn’t sure what to do, as I’d never been in a position like that before.

“Good boy.” Sierra groaned, pushing the back of my head down onto her. Sierra’s hot flesh pushed down my throat, and I gagged all over it. Megan grabbed my head, and pulled me over to her cock. Back and forth they passed me, and I coated their massive cocks with my flowing saliva.

“Ugh!” I gasped, as I was forced from one hard cock to another. My jaw ached from opening so wide, and their heavy balls slapped against my spit soaked chin with each forward thrust they fed me.

I never knew until that moment how hot I found futanari women. I had an idea, but actually having the soft spongy tip of a bulbous futa cock shoved down my throat removed any question.

“Good little slut.” Sierra grunted, holding my head in place and fucking my throat. I was on all fours, with saliva dripping from my chin and tears pouring down my face. I’d never felt such astonishing arousal, and my cock throbbed with pressure as I debased myself for their pleasure.

“I needed this so badly.” Megan moaned as she buried my face in her enormous squishy ball sack. I chomped away eagerly, slurping at her balls and cleaning her sack with my tongue.

“You know what I need?” Sierra asked. “Some boy pussy.”

“You think he’s ready?” Megan asked.

“I’ll use pre cum to lube him up.” Sierra walked around behind me, and I felt a chill move up my spine as I realized what was happening. I was about to be spitroasted. Sierra was going to lube me up and fuck me from behind, and likely cum inside me.

There was no form of birth control men could take to avoid becoming pregnant by a futanari woman. Men are always fertile when it comes to Futa women, and a futanari in heat is going to get you pregnant.

“I’m so glad we found him.” Megan said, resting her heavy cock on my face while I swallowed her testicles. Sierra pulled my cheek apart with one hand, and rubbed her sticky warm cum all over my asshole.

“Ugh…” I sighed, grunting as she pressed her delicate fingers inside me.

“Wow. Megan, he’s so fucking tight. I can feel it squeezing on my pointer finger.” she said, laughing playfully.

“Imagine how tight it’s gonna feel around your cock.” Megan said. I had a mouthful of balls and couldn’t speak, nor would I.

“There ya go, slut. Open it up, mommy’s gonna feed you a gallon of fertile she-cum.” Sierra said, talking to me like I was a baby.

“Yes.” I whimpered, struggling to take two fingers at once. I could feel my ass stretching to accommodate her fingers, but I knew they were nothing in comparison to her incredible length and girth. I couldn’t even picture her cock fitting inside me, there was no way.

“You’re such a good boy. I love the way you suck it, such a little cockwhore.” Megan said, raising my chin and looking into my eyes. I’d never been with such a gorgeous woman, and I felt almost intimidated to maintain eye contact. I instinctively looked down at the floor, while Sierra worked her fingers in and out, faster and harder.

“Ugh! Fuck.” it was uncomfortable bordering on painful, but it also felt amazing. I’d never had anything in my ass before, let alone a woman’s fingers. “Oh my God…” I whispered, clenching up.

“Try to relax, it’ll feel better.” Megan said. “Suck on the tip of my cock.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, doing as I was told. It struck me that the girls had to be around my age, despite how developed their bodies were.

“Ugh!” I called out, as Sierra added a third finger and went to town.

“Help me hold him down.”

“Okay.” Megan said, shoving my head down into the sand.

“Put your ass in the air, slut.” Sierra grunted, sounding almost angry.

“Yes.” I said, inhaling a mouthful of sand.

“Good boy. It’s time to take mommy’s big cock.” she said, mounting me. Megan began blowing Sierra, getting extra sloppy and spreading her sticky spit all over Sierra’s throbbing girl dick.

“The slut says please.” Megan said.

“Please.” I said without hesitation.

“The slut pulls his ass apart, and begs for cock.” Megan said. I made it so, completely blind to what was happening behind me. I felt the soft tip of Sierra’s cock press against my hole, applying pressure until it slipped inside.

“Ugh! Please, Please fuck my ass.” I said, spitting sand between every other word. I was laid flat, with Megan’s knee pinning my neck to the ground as Sierra struggled to fit inside.

“It’s so tiny. Such a sweet little virgin girl.” Sierra said, giving my ass a hard slap. The tip was inside me, but I couldn’t take her size. “It’s so close.”

“Just force it in.” Megan said. “You know he’s gonna like it.”

“I’m trying.” Sierra said. I practically screamed into my sand pillow as my ass was stretched beyond its capacity. Sharp pains moved through me, but for some reason I reached orgasm the moment she bottomed out inside me.

“Is he cumming?”

“Ugh!”

“Holy fuck. I’ve never seen that before. He loves cock so much it made him cum.” Megan said, laughing at my expense. “We found a good little slut.”

“It’s so fucking tight.” Sierra hissed, pounding away at me. I could feel her heavy balls slapping against mine as my asshole swallowed the entirety of her hard flesh. “Turn him over.”

“Lay on your back slut, I want you to watch that big cock enter your little boy hole.” Megan said, assisting in rolling me over. I was gasping for air, in a complete daze of pure arousal and cock drunkenness.

“Anything.” I said, lifting my legs as she approached me. She grabbed the back of my head, lifting it so I had to watch her stuff her cock back inside me.

“Ugh…oh God. Oh my God…” I moaned, as again my insides were stuffed full. It was a novel sensation, one that quickly brought my limp cock back to full attention. 

“I’m going to sit on his face.” Megan said, standing directly over my head and taking a squat. “Lick my pussy, and my balls, and my asshole.”

“Yes Megan.” I said. Her vagina was located on her taint, and was already soaking wet when I took it into my mouth.

“Say I’m a little slut who loves cleaning asshole with my tongue.” Megan said. I repeated the line, completely unhinged and turned on. I didn’t even care.

“You’re so mean.” Sierra said, as her cock hit spots inside me that I was previously unaware existed.

“I’m just having fun.” she said, sinking her weight down onto my face and grinding back and forth. My tongue zeroed in on her asshole, slurping away. I was completely unhinged and smitten with both girls. I would gladly be their little fuck toy and sex slave.

Megan used both hands to stroke her massive cock, and I was happy to rim her sweet asshole while she did it.

“I’m gonna cum, baby. I’m gonna cum in your ass and make you pregnant.” Sierra shoved Megan off of me, and grabbed me by the throat. Her stare was deadly serious, and she aimed it through my eyes and into my soul as I struggled for breath. I squirmed helplessly beneath her hard, violent strokes.

“Fill his little fuckhole. Breed him like the slut that he is.” Megan said, walking around to watch the show.

“Oh fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she thrust forward, pushing it as deep inside me as possible as she erupted inside me.

“Ughhhhh….guuuhhhhdd….fuuuhhhhhccckkk.” I had no control of the sounds I made as she emptied her enormous she-load inside me, rope after rope of warm sticky cum. Again I climaxed without touch, shooting a pathetic in comparison load onto my own stomach as she slammed her pelvis against me, finishing off.

“Look at him, he can’t stop cumming for Futa cock.” Megan said.

“God damn.” Sierra said, slowly backing her length out of my asshole. When her head finally popped loose, excess cum poured out onto the sand.

“My turn.” Megan said, laying down on her back. “Come here. I want you to ride it.”

“Okay.”

“Say yes Megan.” she snapped.

“Yes Megan.” I said, trying to catch my breath as I crawled over to her.

“Who do you belong to?” she asked, as I climbed my leg over her hip.

“I belong to you Megan.” I said.

“That’s right, and to anyone else I tell you to serve.”

“Yes Megan.”

“Good boy. Put my cock in your asshole, show me what a good little slut you are.” she said. After two orgasms, I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. My head was spinning, and I felt like my brain was short circuiting.

“It’s gonna feel so good now that I came inside him.” Sierra said, standing off to the side. I glanced over at her, and noticed that her cock was somehow still completely stiff, so hard that I could see it pulsing.

“I know, I love that. My little cum filled boyslut.” she said, turning her attention back over to me. I took hold of her cock, and lined it up with my entrance. It was so surreal, I didn’t have time to process that it was actually happening. I was shoving a second cock up my ass, practically begging to be bred.

I knew they would get me pregnant, and there was nothing I could do at that point. Maybe showing up while they were in heat wasn’t the greatest of ideas, but I was too turned on to think rationally. My inner submissive had emerged, and every part of my being wanted only to serve and pleasure them.

“Sit on it.”

“Yes Megan.” I said, allowing my weight to sink down onto her. My ass was already stretched out and sore, but her massive bareback futa-cock sliding inside still felt amazing and sent shivers throughout my entire body.

“Oh, yeah. I like that.” she said, grabbing my ass with both hands and pulling my down onto her.

“Ughk!” it felt like she might literally split me in half, I didn’t even know cocks like theirs existed, and I found myself completely servile to their superiority.

Sierra walked over to us, turned around, and bent over in my face, spreading her cheeks apart with both hands.

“Lick it. Show mommy how much you like eating asshole.” she said.

“Yes mommy.” I bounced up and down, swallowing every inch of Megan fat cock and riding it like my life depended on it while my face was smashed between Sierra’s monstrous cheeks.

“Good boy. Fuck mommy’s ass with your tongue.” I couldn’t tell which of them was more dominant, but I absolutely loved it. No woman had ever been so aggressive with me, so forward and in control.

It filled me with shame how much I was enjoying it. Big sweaty balls and asshole in my face, taking big raw cock without protection, risking pregnancy to serve my dominant futa succubi.

We only knew two things about each other, our names, and that we wanted to fuck. It was like a fantasy come true, with so many added surprises that I felt like I was in heaven. Sierra twerked her fat ass in my face, and I worshiped her uncontrollably while Megan thrust hard and fast from the bottom, sliding in and out of my cum lubed asshole.

Having such unadulterated access to a big perfect ass made my cock hard again, and Megan’s constant rhythmic pounding of my g-spot sent me over the edge.

“Megan!” I called out her name, squirting small ropes everywhere as my cock flopped around aimlessly.

“Good boy. Tell me you love me.” Megan said, pulling my face to hers and fucking the ever living shit out of me from bottom.

“I love you.”

“Don’t stop saying it.”

“I love you Megan. I love you so much. I love my Megan so much.” I whimpered.

“Ugh!” her chest and face flushed red as she let loose, exploding with jizz in my plundered asshole.

“I love you.” I sighed, kissing her passionately as we settled back to reality.

We laid on the beach in silence, cuddling and enjoying the post coital bliss.

Chapter 5 - The Secret

We made small talk and shared my trail mix. Sierra thought it was the most delicious thing ever, and wanted more.

“You can get me that?” she asked, wide eyed.

“Yeah, and I can get you better stuff than this.” I said. The girls exchanged a knowing look, unable to hide their grins.

“What’s it like in the city?” she asked, cuddling up to me and looking at me with doe eyes.

“I mean, there’s restaurants and grocery stores. And a movie theater.” I said.

“Damn, that sounds amazing. I would love to go to a grocery store.” Megan said. I realized that they’d spent their entire lives there, eating God knows what. They didn’t know about candy, or probably even bread.

“How old are you?” I asked, realizing it was a sort of rude question too late.

“I’m 19.” Megan said.

“20.” Sierra said. “How about you?”

“I’m 24.” I said.

“Oh, wow. A real man from the city.” Megan said.

“Have you never been to the city?” I asked. Futakiki was a small island, 30 miles of area and mostly unsettled. There was only one city, named Futakiki. The population hovered right around 2,500. It was a small town unless you’d never seen a town before, and I knew they probably thought of it the way I thought of New York City.

“We went once.” Megan said, looking sheepishly over at Sierra.

“Yeah, we wore regular clothes and kind of walked around a little. But we were like 15, we got scared and ran home.” Sierra said.

“We’re not allowed to go to the city. Only on very rare occasions, and usually even then it’s just a couple of the elders.” said Megan. They were both so damn pretty, I couldn’t get over it.

“Am I the first man you’ve ever seen?” I asked. They both giggled.

“No.” Megan said.

“But you’re the first man we’ve ever had sex with.” Sierra said.

“Yeah, a couple of the elders have partners who stop by occasionally, but they’re older.”

“Have you ever met a man named Nahko?” I asked. Both of their eyes went wide.

“Yes.” Sierra said, her face turning white. “How do you know him?”

“He’s my grandpa. Was. He passed away a couple weeks ago.” I said. Sierra turned to Megan, and gave her a hug.

“What? You knew him?” I asked. Megan nodded, as Sierra sobbed into her shoulder.

“Nahko was the love of her aunt Elsa’s life.” she said, which immediately rang a bell. The first part of his journal was all about these threesomes and having sex with the leader of the tribe, but the rest was all about a Futanari woman named Elsa.

“He used to visit us all the time when I was little. I called him grandpa even though he wasn’t my grandpa, he always brought me goodies and toys from the city.” she said, sobbing. “I’m sorry, I haven’t seen him in a long time but I always missed him. He was so nice to me.”

“I’m sorry. I loved him a lot too, we lived together up until he passed. He was one of my best friends.” I said, feeling emotions well up inside me. “He’s the reason I’m here. I found his old diary, it had a map of how to get here.”

“Really?” Megan asked.

“Yeah. I found it under his mattress.”

“I’ll have to tell my mom so she can tell Elsa.” Sierra said, before looking over to me. “Is there anything you could bring us? Like a sweater, or a letter, or anything that was his. Something for her to hold onto? She’s in her 80’s. This is going to break her heart.”

“Of course. I’ll bring something back.” I said.

“Do you really wanna tell her? Isn’t it better if she just thinks he’s back at home?” Megan asked. They told me that he hadn’t been back to their camp in over a decade, and that he told Elsa he was getting too old to make the trek. He promised her his undying love, and made the final trek home. Despite their love, they had different lives. She had to stay with her tribe, and he had to return to his family.

“I’d like to meet her.” I said.

“Yeah. We’ll set that up.” Sierra said, shooting a snot rocket from her nose. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine.” I said. The whole mood had shifted, and I thought about my grandpa. What a young stud he must have been, trail blazing the tunnels and discovering a tribe of Futanari women. He was the man.

“Listen, Ace. Our whole tribe is in heat right now, and if we bring you to them, they’re going to descend on you.” Sierra said, giving me a stern look. “If you think we have big dicks, wait until you see some of the other women in the tribe.”

“I think it’s best that you go home, and meet us here again tomorrow.” Megan said.

“Yeah. We have to keep you a secret, at least for now.” Sierra said.

“How come?”

“There are 25 women in our tribe, 3 are older, the other 22 are going to attack you like animals, pin you down and fuck the ever living shit out of you.” she said. “Unless you’re already pregnant, then they won’t be as out of control around you.”

“Pregnant?” I asked reflexively.

“Oh no. Please tell me you know about Futanari on male pregnancies.”

“Yeah, is that true?” I asked.

“Yeah. We’re both in heat right now, it’s possible you’re already pregnant.” she said.

“It’s more than possible, it’s likely. Futanari women have much higher sperm counts than regular men, it’s very easy for us to get a man pregnant.” Megan added.

“Jesus. Alright. That’s fine, we can keep it a secret for now. But how are you going to explain the news of Nahko’s passing without telling them about me?”

“It’s not a forever secret.” Sierra said. “Just for now. We’ll tell them in a few days, once you’re for sure pregnant.”

“Oh boy.” I said, sighing. I felt a little sick to my stomach and lightheaded. Even though I was fully aware of the pregnancy risk of having unprotected sex with Futanari women, I’d gotten so caught up in the moment that I didn’t think it all the way through. “Okay. Fair enough.”

“We’ll help you get home, and mark the way back so you don’t get lost. Come back tomorrow. And bring something for Elsa, please.”

“I will.” I said.

We made our way back to the tunnels, and I put on my headlamp.

“That’s really cool.” Megan said. I hadn’t been to their camp so I didn’t know how primitive they actually were, but I could only assume they weren’t accustomed to running water, electricity, or climate controlled environments.

“Here, I have chalk.” I said, handing them each a stick. “It shows up really well on the tunnel walls as long as they’re dry.”

The girls knew the tunnels like the back of their hands, and were both in incredible shape. They walked much faster than I could with the thirty pound pack, never slowing or growing winded. It showed in their lean bodies, only laden with fat in the most desirable areas.

“So you’re both single?” I asked. It wasn’t something I could ignore, how badly I wanted them to be my girls. I’d have taken either or, they were both that gorgeous and down to Earth. They chuckled at my question.

“Yeah.” they said, almost in unison.

“Nice.”

“What time should I come back tomorrow?”

“Ugh, in the morning. Come back when the sun rises.” Megan said.

“So, like, 7?” I asked. They looked at each other and shrugged. “I’ll come early and wait at the tunnels. Come find me.”

“Okay.”

Once we’d made our way close to the city, I decided to press my luck.

“Do you wanna come hang out at my place?” I asked.

“We can’t.” Megan said.

“Yeah, they’re probably looking for us already. Just come see us tomorrow.” Sierra said, pulling me close for a kiss. As soon as she finished, Megan was right behind her. I knew it was a longshot, they were both completely naked anyway, I’d have had to go and get them some clothes.

“Promise you’ll come?” Megan asked.

“Yeah, do you promise?” Sierra asked.

“Of course. I promise.”

“I love you.” Megan said.

“I love you, Megan.” I said. They headed back towards through the tunnels, and I slowly lumbered back home replaying the day’s events in my head. It was five o’clock but I felt like I’d been gone for much longer.

I collapsed down onto my bed when I got home, and stared at the ceiling in disbelief. I’d gone from a 6 month dry spell to having two of the most beautiful girls I’d ever met pining over me.

The weirdest part was that I kind of meant it when I said I love you to Megan. She obviously found that very hot, as she brought it up right as she was about to climax. I barely knew her, but the level of attraction was on fire. I could have said the same thing to Sierra, but I don’t think she’d have appreciated it.

Two girls at the same time. I gave myself a high five, and threw a pizza in the oven. I needed to get to bed at a reasonable hour so I was well rested to make the trek again in the morning, but I had so much to think about.

I had to pick out a few of Grandpa Nahko’s things to give to Elsa, and choose some gifts for my new girls. They’d be easily impressed by anything, I figured I could bring them food as well as supplies that served a purpose. Lighters, pen and paper, maybe even a gun or fishing pole, as I assumed they hunted for their food.

The fantasies of what might happen the following day, as well as replays of what had already happened ran through my head on repeat until I was drifting off. My life had completely changed in one day, to the point that I was going to sleep without knowing if I was pregnant or not.

MPreg Filled From Behind (MPreg at Futa Island Volume 2)

Chapter 1 - Highly Motivated

To say I woke up with a pep in my step would be an understatement. My muscles were sore, my asshole was sore, and my underwear were stuck to my body because so much cum had leaked out throughout the night.

None of that was enough to slow me down. I took a shower, ate a hearty breakfast, and then went to Grandpa Nahko’s room. I still had to decide what I’d be bringing for Elsa.

My plan was to get started on the hike right away, but I kept getting sidetracked. I really wanted to impress Megan and Sierra, so I went by the grocery store and stocked up on snacks I knew they’d never seen or tasted. The basics like pizza lunchables, cheese wiz, peanut butter cups, and soda. It’d be shaken up by the time I got there, but they’d still want it.

As for Elsa, I ripped out a couple of journal entries where he spoke highly of her, and tucked it inside his favorite sweater. I grabbed a couple photos of him, and his old pocket watch. I figured that would be a good start. Even though I was going back for the sole purpose of the girls, I was looking forward to meeting the woman my grandpa was in love with and kept secret for so long.

I always wondered why he didn’t date. Grandpa Nahko was a very smooth talker, something he said he developed over time. All the older women seemed drawn to him, but he always remained single, never went on a single date that I could remember. It all made sense knowing about Elsa.

By the time I set out, I was thirty minutes behind. Luckily, I didn’t have to labor over choosing tunnels, it was much easier the second time around. I wore ear buds but could still hear my own labored breathing as I pushed the pace. Sweat poured down my face and back, but I wasn’t going to be late.

It’s kind of crazy how motivating women can be. Knowing there were two waiting for me filled with an energy like no other. I was so focused that I didn’t even make a single stop, and I felt it when I finally reached the end of the tunnel.

“Damn.” I said, dropping my rucksack to the floor behind me and stretching out my shoulders. My shirt was soaked, so I took it off and drank some water. My eyes scanned the horizon, but I didn’t see my girls.

I was only 15 minutes late, so I assumed they’d show up any minute. That didn’t turn out to be the case. At first, I was so tired from the walk that I just sat there resting. After 20 minutes, I decided to walk out towards the beach for a better view.

Still no girls.

“Fuck.” It was a strange feeling. Should I wait there or go looking for them? I knew that if I went looking for them, they’d show up right after. So I planted myself against a tree, and relaxed. If I didn’t see them in a little while, I’d go looking for their camp.

My eyes had relaxed, and a cool breeze floated over me. That’s when I saw movement in the distance, two girls heading my direction from way down the beach. It had to be them.

“Finally.” I hoisted my ruck onto my back, and walked toward them. I waved and they waved back. As I got closer, I could make out their faces. It was them. An excitement grew in my stomach, and my mind raced to dirty thoughts of what they might do to me.

“Hey!” I said, as we reached each other. Neither of them seemed excited to see me.

“I’m sorry.” Megan said.

“Me too.” said Sierra.

“Huh?” I asked. They looked behind them, pointing out that they were being followed by about ten other women who were carrying spears and didn’t look happy. “What did you tell them?”

“I’m sorry. Just tell them the truth.” Sierra said, as the women surrounded me and separated me from Megan and Sierra.

“What is your name?” a woman asked, holding a spear a mere three feet away from my face.

“I’m Ace.”

“We’re told that you are the grandson of Nahko. Is this true?” she asked.

“Yes. It is.” I said.

“And that’s how you found us? With a map he made?”

“Yeah.”

“Do you have the map?” she asked.

“It’s in my pocket.” I said, pulling it out slowly. I wasn’t sure what was going on, or if I would make it out alive.

“Give me it.” she said. The woman ripped it up into little pieces, and threw it on the floor. “You didn’t copy the map did you?”

“No ma'am. That was the only one.”

“Good. Come with us. Elsa would like to speak with you.” she said. I looked over at Sierra and Megan, who flashed wide eyes and followed the group. They were taking me to their camp, and I was going to speak to my grandpa Nahko’s lover. I was hoping for some sex first, and preferred our meeting didn’t involve spears, but I had to go along for the ride.


Chapter 2 - Futa Don’t Crack

I was delivered to a small hut, and a beautiful older woman answered the door with a warm smile.

“Hi. You must be Ace.” she said. “I’ve heard so much about you.”

“Hi Elsa.” I said, accepting her hug.

“Is it true? That Nahko passed away?” she asked. I nodded, and opened my bag.

“I’m sorry. I brought you some of his things.” I handed over the sweater, the rest of the gifts were wrapped up inside it. Tears welled up in her eyes as she accepted it.

“Thank you so much. This means a lot to me.” she said. I couldn’t help noticing how attractive she was, and how young she looked.

“Of course. I thought you were going to be older.”

“I am older, I turn 75 next month.” she said.

“Oh, wow. You look great.” I said. I’d never been so attracted to a 75 year old in my life, but out of respect for Gramps I tried not to look at her that way. Good for him though, I could certainly see why he was so taken with her.

We spoke for a little while, exchanging memories of Nahko. She told me the story of how he arrived at their camp much in the same way I did, except without the use of a map.

“He was very open to Futanari women, and we had a lot of fun in those days.” she said. I learned that they had a child together, a Futanari girl named Ashley who was around my age. “If you stick around, I’m sure you’ll meet her.”

“I’m looking forward to it.”

“Well, I don’t want to keep you. If you’re anything like your grandpa, I know you have plenty of mingling to do.” she said, grinning.

“Yes ma am. It was really nice meeting you.” We shook hands, and I left her hut. There were various women milling about, doing chores and tending to the fire pit. As soon as I stepped out of her hut, it felt like all of their eyes were on me. Megan walked up beside me.

“I’m sorry. Mother Maya realized that we were gone all day, and she sat us down and confronted us about what we were doing.”

“It’s fine.” I said. “Is it just me, or is everyone staring at me?”

“We don’t see a lot of men here, and the whole tribe is in heat.” she said.

“In heat?”

“Yeah, like, really horny and wanting to breed.” she said.

“Oh.” as we spoke, multiple women began approaching us.

“Hey Megan, who is this?” a woman asked.

“I’m Ace.” I said, extending my hand. She was stunning, and I instantly wanted to get to know her.

“I’m Isha.”

“You’re really pretty.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically. She smiled.

“Thanks.”

“I’m Michelle.” another woman said, coming out of nowhere.

“Ace.” I said. Suddenly, I was surrounded by women, introducing myself and shaking hands.

“Are you from the city?” a girl asked, looking at me with wide eyes.

“I am.” I said proudly, realizing I was in high demand with these women. It was so different than life back home, I wasn’t used to be thoroughly outnumbered by gorgeous girls who wanted to fuck me. I wasn’t used to being looked at like some sort of an exotic delicacy.

The next hour consisted of a large group talk, almost like a question and answer session where various girls would ask me things about myself, or life in the city, and I would give them the best answer I could. The session was interrupted by Sierra, who came up behind me and whispered into my ear.

“Come with me. Some of the girls and I want to fuck.” she said, the perfect magic words.

“Ladies, it was nice meeting you all, but I have some business to attend to.” I said, projecting my voice and taking a bow. There was an audible groan, but I couldn’t say no to Sierra’s offer. She took my hand in hers, leading me away from the group and toward a large tent.

Chapter 3 - Gangbanged by Virile Futas

“I’m so fucking horny.” she said, unzipping the tent and stepping inside.

“Me too.” I said, following her into the tent. There were three girls already waiting, one being Megan.

“Hey.” I said, giving her a nod.

“Hey.” she said. The girls wore micro bikinis, tiny little revealing outfits that left little to the imagination, and certainly didn’t hide their massive bulges. “This is Aidra, and this is Jasmine.”

“Hi. I’m Ace.” I said, making eye contact with each of them as I shook their hands. Aidra was short and tan, with ample breasts and a perfect ass. Jasmine had a darker complexion, and stood about 6 feet tall. Her legs were long, and her body curvaceous beyond belief. Despite tucking it away, I could see her massive she-cock bulging through the crotch of her bikini bottoms.

“He’s cute. Can he take dick though?” Jasmine asked, scanning me up and down like a piece of meat.

“Get down on your knees Ace. Show her what a good boy you are for Futanari cock.” Sierra said, quickly establishing her dominance.

“Yes ma am.” I said, dropping down right where I stood. The girls gathered around me, and I knew that I was about to be force fed a bunch of hard girl-cock.

“See how submissive he is?” Sierra asked.

“I have to fuck his tight little ass.” Jasmine said, pulling her bottoms down until her cock flopped out dramatically. Aidra and Megan did the same, all crowding around me and pointing their juicy dicks right at my face and stroking.

“Take your clothes off, bitch.” Aidra said, reaching down to tear off my sweat soaked t-shirt. I stepped happily out of my bottoms, already turning hard, and got down on my knees. All I had to do was reach out with both hands and open wide, and my gang of uncontrollably horny futanari girls did the rest.

“Gluck, gluck, gluck…” Jasmine fucked my throat like a fleshlight, forcing her big black cock to slide down my throat until I was gagging up viscous spit all over her massive endowment.

“Good girl, suck on my balls too.” Jasmine said. I shoved my face into her sack, gobbling away like I was bobbing for apples. The other girls seemed content to watch her use my mouth, while cheering her on and telling me what a slut I was.

“Look at him, he can’t help himself. He loves big futa cock, don’t you?” Aidra asked, slapping her dick across my forehead while I looked up at Jasmine while cleaning her balls with my tongue.

“Yes. I love it so much.”

“Say, I’m a whore for big cock.” Aidra said, stepping in and telling me what to do.

“I’m a whore for big cock.” I said, gasping for air before plunging down onto Aidra’s dick.

“I love it. I’ve been needing a slut like you to help me relieve all this tension.” she said, holding my head with both hands and using it as a handle to impale me on. I stroked two random cocks, both large enough that my hands couldn’t fit all the way around.

I can’t explain the feelings that swept over me, the pure arousal of not being the one in control. Being down on my knees, gagging on she-cock and being ordered around like a useless whore suited me, and filled with arousal far beyond anything I’d ever experienced.

I descended into a state of near hysteria. Everywhere I turned, another cock was being shoved in my face. I looked up at the beautiful women surrounding me, all lost in a crazed state of ecstasy. Their nipples dripped tears of milk that streaked down their breasts and onto their stomachs.

“Lick that precum. Just like that, put that tongue right in my slit and slurp it up.” Sierra said. It tasted sweet, and made me crave more. My cock was throbbing so hard it was painful, and I knew there was nothing I could do to prevent myself from climaxing spontaneously without it even being touched. It was a level of arousal that literally overwhelmed me.

“Ugh!” I grunted, feeling my privates swell with pressure, and explode organically.

“Oh my God!” Jasmine said, pointing and laughing at what was happening. The other girls took notice, giggling and enjoying the spectacle of me orgasming all over myself without the slightest bit of physical stimulation.

“He might be the ultimate cock slut. He loves it so much that he ejaculated before all of us, and we didn’t even touch him.” Aidra and Jasmine seemed to think it was especially funny, but it still felt amazing.

“My turn.” Megan said, stepping in front of me and stroking herself with both hands. She tossed back her head, and I opened wide to receive her nectar. “Oh my God, here it comes…” her face twisted up with pleasure, and I could see her powerful PC muscle visibly contracted as cum shot out over me, streaking my face with heavy globs of hot sticky cum.

“Mmm…” I moaned, scooping it off my face and licking it from my fingertips. It was the most delicious thing I’d ever tasted, and it continued to pump out onto my face at 2 second intervals.

“Oh my God, girl. You just came yesterday.” Sierra said, clapping for her friend. It was an impossible amount of semen, and apparently seeing her finish on me brought Aidra to the edge as well, because no sooner had she finished, another massive wave of ropes splashed against my cum covered face.

“Fuck.” she grunted, holding the tip right in front of my mouth, emptying herself into my gullet. “Don’t swallow yet, hold it in there.” I did as I was told, letting it collect until it was literally overflowing down the sides of my face. “Ohh, shit. Okay, now swallow it.”

I tried closing my mouth, and excess cum dribbled from between my lips as I split the mouthful into three hard gulps. I couldn’t tell if it actually tasted good, or if I was just so turned on that I didn’t care what they made me do.

“Bend over.” Jasmine said. I hadn’t even had a chance to clean up, so I grabbed my shorts and rubbed it over my face before bending over at the waist and sticking my butt out in front of her. Jasmine was so hung that she made Megan and Sierra appear average sized. I was terrified, but also exhilarated beyond belief. Her cock inspired a lust inside me that left me depraved, needing only her bare flesh inside me, splitting me in half and making feminine whimpers come out of me.

And that’s exactly what she did.

The other girls held me in place while Jasmine crammed herself inside me, filling me so completely that she nearly lifted me in the air with each forward thrust. Instead, I was brought to my tippy toes and treated like an sex toy.

“Fuck yes, I love that little boy hole.” she grunted, her fingertips digging into my soft flesh as she pounded away mercilessly.

“Your balls…”

“Yeah, you like those big swinging balls slapping against you, don’t you?” she asked, bouncing me on her pole effortlessly. My cock stood at full attention, her spongy head slamming deep and quickly bringing me towards another uncontrollable orgasm.

“Here, baby. Suck on these.” Megan said, cupping my head and holding her nipple right in front of my lips. It was difficult to latch on at first, as Jasmine’s hips kept knocking me off balance. As soon as my lips wrapped around her puffy, swollen nipple, the milk began to flow.

“Mmm…Mmm….”

“I’m gonna cum inside you’re asshole. I’m gonna get you pregnant on this big dick.” Jasmine said, gripping my hips and pulling me into her thrusts. My balls were tightening, and I was ready to receive her load. All I truly wanted to serve them, to pleasure them and make them cum over and over. I’d have happily given up my freedom to be their sex slave, and I had no problem being used as a cum dumpster for breeding.

The moment I felt her pulsing flesh inside me, her hot jizz squirting and warming my insides, I began ejaculating.

“Good girl.” she grunted into my ear, holding me by the chin as she finished bareback inside my butt. As soon as she finished, Jasmine shoved me off of her and onto the ground. I was so worn out I pretty much collapsed anyway, lying on the ground in a ball, leaking cum at a steady rate onto the tent floor.

“Look at him. That’s a happy little slut right there.” Sierra said, laying down behind me and scooting her crotch up to my ass. “I love when it’s all slippery like this.” she rubbed the tip of her cock around my hole, slowly inserting it. There was so much cum that it made squishing sounds as she pushed herself into me. “I missed you.”

“I missed you too.” I said.

“Listen, I don’t mind sharing you with the other girls. I like seeing you cock crazed and fucked stupid, but make no mistake, you’re mine.” she whispered, bottoming out. It was hard to believe how quickly I’d been trained into being a slut for them. Nothing else mattered, and I wanted to disappear with them forever.

“I’m yours.”

“Yes, you are. You’re my property.” she thrust harder, picking up the pace and settling into a steady rhythm. “These girls think they’re going to get you pregnant, but they don’t know what we know, do they?”

“No. They don’t know.”

“They don’t know you’re already pregnant, and it’s mine.” Sierra said, climbing on top of me and spreading my legs apart. “I like it when you’re beneath me.”

“Me too. It’s where I belong.”

“Good boy.” she said. I loved feeling her enter me, her length laying claim to inch after inch until I was reduced to nothing but an addict for Futa cock. I felt almost disassociated as she pinned me to the floor and took what she wanted. I stared off into space, drooling, focused only on the pleasurable sensation of her veiny futa-cock going in and out.

I’d already accepted the humiliation of constantly ejaculating prematurely, my body’s natural response to being fucked so hard while in the state of mania like arousal they induced in me. Sierra was my favorite, and I truly hoped that if I was pregnant, that it was hers.

We climaxed simultaneously, with Sierra stroking my cock and adding a whole extra level of sensation to what were already the most Earth shattering cums of my life.

“Sierra!” I whimpered her name as she stroked me as fast as she could, even past the point of comfort once I’d finished. I couldn’t stop cumming, and I was so sensitive to touch that my body jerked and tears streamed down my cheeks. I didn’t even care, I was so lost in what was happening.

“I think I’m gonna keep you.” she said, smiling and giving my ass a firm slap before pulling herself out of me. Aidra threw a towel on me and left, out as soon as the show was over. I wasn’t used to getting laid at all, let alone being used for quickies and one night stands.

My leg muscles burned and ached, and my ass felt almost raw. The cum worked well as a lotion, but I couldn’t put my shorts back on because it kept pouring out. It was honestly unbelievable how much these women could cum.

I hung out in the tent with Sierra and Megan, and they told me all about what had happened after I left. I guess they were supposed to be collecting berries and checking fish nets, but they ended up pounding me out instead so they were questioned about their whereabouts.

That led to meeting Cara and then getting gangbanged by the four hottest girls I’d ever hooked up with, so it didn’t bother me any.

“Do you think I could stay here? Just for the night?” I asked, not looking forward to the long walk home.

“Of course, baby. You’re a part of the tribe as long as you’re pregnant.” Sierra said. “And longer if I choose to keep you.”

“Seriously? How will I know if I’m pregnant?” I asked. Sierra laughed and gave Megan a look.

“I’m in heat. We produce so much semen while we’re in heat that it’s difficult to not get pregnant.” she said.

“So, like, I’m for sure pregnant? Especially after what we just did.” I said.

“What I’m saying is you were already pregnant when you came here today. It’s instant. In four to six weeks you’ll start showing, but you’ll probably get morning sickness way before that. Trust me, it won’t take long, and you’ll know.” she said.

“Damn.” I said. We’d had so much fun in our short time together, but we’d spent as much time fucking as we had talking. It was kind of a harsh reality knowing that I might actually be pregnant, and that I didn’t know a thing about it.

At the same time, I found myself oddly cool with it. I didn’t want to leave and go back home to my boring old life, I wanted to be the king of a Futanari tribe. A harem of gorgeous women with super high sex drives and a willingness to share? How could I pass that up.

I decided to spend the night, and to live a day in the life of someone in their tribe. I wanted to see how things worked, to ponder if I could really see myself being with Sierra long term. I wasn’t even sure how that worked, if they were monogamous or what? It all seemed promising, and so that’s what I focused on.

After Sierra and Megan put me through another rigorous session, we all cuddled up in the same tent and went to sleep. It felt too good to be true, how had I gotten so damn lucky? I couldn’t wait to see what the future held.

MPreg by Best Friend’s Futa Milf

Chapter 1 - Bryce

My stepmom was always being flirty with my friends, wearing revealing bikinis and showing off her curvaceous figure. I guess what bothered me most is that I knew she was willing to go through with it, so I mostly kept my friends the hell away from her.

It had always been a thing, the other guys talking about how pretty Tyra was. And they weren’t wrong, she was quite a sight to behold, especially when she was dressed to impress. And she was always dressed to impress. That’s just how she was. Tyra knew full well the power her beauty held, and had no problem making people deal with it.

She was tall, pretty and sexy at the same time, with amazing hips, legs, ass, and tits. There was no denying that she was the total package physically, which was a lot less convenient for me than it was for everyone else.

Her and my dad had a strange relationship. I didn’t know the details, and preferred to keep it that way, but he definitely knew that she was messing around on him whenever the mood struck her. We lived in a small enough town that the rumors always made their way back to me, and for the most part, I assumed they were true.

On top of all that, Tyra was Futanari. She came from the Futanari tribe of Futakiki island. Her mother had gotten a male and female couple pregnant, and then moved off the island to raise her family. It was uncommon, but she was the type who couldn’t be controlled by anyone.

The thing about Tyra, was that she was always flirtatious and forward, almost to the point of coming off as aggressive. Let’s just say there were a lot of wives who knew to keep their sons and husbands away from her. But it was tenfold when she was in heat, which happened about twice a year and lasted for weeks.

She never let us know that it was happening, but it wasn’t a hard thing to figure out. Whenever I knew that she was in heat, I took every possible precaution to keep her away from my friends, especially the ones brave enough to flirt back with her, or the ones I already knew she fancied.

Most of the times she cheated were during heat, and my father had given up on trying to satiate her. He would even take planned vacations while she was in heat, and I guess hope for the best. Up until that point, she hadn’t gotten pregnant or impregnated anyone, but she was in her early forties and had started talking nonstop about wanting another baby.

Said all that to say this, Tyra went into heat and my dad boarded a plane for California by himself. I hated being alone with her during her breeding periods, because she got kind of creepy and I would catch her staring at me.

I think it was understood that I was the one line in their relationship. He wasn’t going to tolerate her sleeping with his son, and she respected him just enough to allow it. I didn’t want to be involved anyway, she was hot and all, but I was good. Especially after overhearing the rumors of how well endowed she was. Apparently, she had a monster cock. I didn’t care, and was just waiting for the day it was over and she went back to normal.

The only one of my friends that I trusted Tyra around was Michael. And it wasn’t even necessarily that I trusted her, I trusted him. He was a virgin, kind of a shy guy who was cool around the guys, but completely shut down around women.

I think Tyra enjoyed kind of teasing him, and would always get extra handsy around him and stare into his eyes, and wear low cut shirts and all of it. His reaction was always the same, he would get nervous and clam up. He never talked about her like my other friends. I didn’t think he was gay, but he didn’t seem interested in her.

Michael was your typical nice guy, kind of a pushover, and nonthreatening. I liked him because he was smart, and a loyal friend who always had your back. I knew he got overlooked sometimes because of his demeanor, but I tried to always keep up with him and give him his props.

I didn’t think twice to invite him over to play some Madden. He was the only friend that would be coming over to my house for a couple of weeks, and he never had anything to do, so it was a no brainer.


Chapter 2 - Tyra

I’d been going through heat for my entire life, and to be honest, I enjoyed the hell out of it. It amplified everything, all of my senses, and desires, I just wanted to fuck and be fucked non stop, over and over until I passed out. And I wanted to do it again when I woke back up.

It was like make up sex but better, everytime. My body ached for touch, and I was aroused even while doing mundane tasks. This time was different, at least in that I wasn’t enjoying it.

Typically, I’d destroy my husband until he tapped out, then masturbate until I couldn’t take it anymore and then find a lucky man to try me until he broke, and then I’d find another. It usually wore off after about two weeks, and then I was back to normal.

But this time was different. It wasn’t just a simple thing of trying to relieve it, and wanting to fuck all day until it passed me over. This time, I wanted to breed. I wanted a younger man, preferably a virgin, or at least with a virgin ass, that I could bend over and put a baby inside of.

I’d been thinking about it for a while, about having a child of my own. I was too old to carry a child myself, and was more of the dominant type who preferred to let a younger man shoulder that burden anyway.

It turned me on beyond belief, the idea of a 19 or 20 year old man being so overwhelmed with arousal while I fucked him that he signed up to be the father of my child. I’d always been a bit of a cougar anyway, I liked younger men, I couldn’t help it. It was something I mostly didn’t indulge, despite my extreme capability for it.

There wasn’t a single one of my stepson Bryce’s friends who wouldn’t have let me fuck them. They’d have all humiliated themselves for me if given the chance, and they all knew that I was a futanari woman. Men are weak at the level of their eyes, and I was Kryptonite.

I couldn’t help it, I was a true unicorn in a sea of regular girls. My tribe consisted of 186 Futanari women when I left, and I’m pretty sure we were the last of our kind remaining in the world.

Men melted for me since I could remember. Futanari women are tall, beautiful, intelligent, and extremely sexual. We aren’t like regular females who prefer to be pursued, we adapt to the individual. We also have cycles like women, but they’re different, and in the meantime, we’re horny all the time, at the strike of a match, just like a dude. Hence the gift and curse of having both genitalia and sex drives.

And we’re rare, very rare, but novel and fetishized to an extreme. That’s okay, I’m an extroverted A-type personality who likes to engage, and pursue, and conversate, and dominate. The attention I received from men and women alike was not only appreciated, I thrived on it.

This particular heat would end up being significant, and it worked out flawlessly beyond my wildest of dreams. My stepson Bryce and I had an interesting relationship. To put it simply, he was the only man in the world who didn’t really care for me, and preferred me not being around.

At the same time, we gave each other a level of respect that always went unspoken. I didn’t mess with him or rub things that bothered him in his face, and he kind of just did his own thing. I liked that about him. He wasn’t the right personality type for me at all, sexually, plus the whole dynamic of me being his stepmom. But anyway, even though we didn’t want each other, I did happen to want a number of his friends, something he was well aware of.

Bryce was smart enough to keep his friends away from me. He had his own car, and always chose to meet people out instead of having them come by the house. No one ever came to the house, except for Michael.

The reason Bryce felt comfortable having him around is because Bryce was able to fight the urge to talk non stop about how much he wanted to fuck me. The rest of his friends were unable to do this. If only he knew that I had my sights set on Michael, and had for some time.


Chapter 3 - Michael

Bryce had become my best friend, and we had an incredibly competitive Madden series going. When I walked in the door, I was up 64 wins against 62 losses. You never knew who would hold the heads up title by the time we finished.

“Hi Michael.” Tyra said, freezing me in my tracks with her piercing stare. She was wearing a flowy, summer dress that was see through enough to make out the curves of her body.

“Hi Mrs. Turner.” I said, forcing myself to make eye contact with her for a split second before walking past her toward Bryce’s room.

“Bryce, honey. Before you go off to play with Bryce, could you be a dear and help me with something?” she asked.

“Ugh, yeah. Sure.”

“Thanks. It’s the type of job I really need a big, strong man for.” she said, lacing her voice with sensuality and running her fingertips across my chest before grabbing hold of my biceps. “Have you been working out?”

“No, Mrs. Turner, I still haven’t started working out.” I said. I loved when she touched me like that, but she asked me almost every time if I’d been working out. I thought about saying I had, but lying didn’t sit well with me. She took my hand in hers, and led me straight into her bedroom and shut the door behind us.

“This is so silly, but I’ve been trying to change out of this dress for almost an hour now, but the zipper is stuck.” she said, turning around to show me.

“You want me to try and unzip it?” I asked.

“No, it’s stuck stuck. I need you to help me take my dress off.” she said.

“Like, how?”

“I think if you grab it from the bottom, you can pull it up over my head.” she said.

“Yeah, but, couldn’t you just do that yourself?” I asked, confused as to why she needed my help.

“Michael.” she sighed, pinching the bridge of her nose. “If I ask you a couple of questions, do you promise to be truthful with me?”

“Yeah, one hundred percent.” I said, looking into her beautiful eyes. Mrs. Turner was easily the hottest of any of my friends' moms, or perhaps the hottest out of all the mothers. I was in love with her, had been since the first time I laid my eyes on her. I wasn’t alone, and knew I had no chance, but I couldn’t help it.

“Are you a virgin?” she asked. I felt my eyes bulge and my face turn red. I started to shake my head no, but thought better of it.

“Yes. I am.” I said.

“Would you like to have sex?”

“Yeah, when the time comes.” I said.

“Okay. Do you think I’m attractive?”

“What?” I asked, giggling nervously.

“Do you think I’m pretty?” she asked, narrowing her gaze.

“Yes, very. I think you’re the prettiest mom, of all the moms.” I said, feeling hard regret as the words fumbled out of my mouth. Still, I held my head up high and feigned confidence.

“Thank you Michael, I’ll mention that to all the moms at our next meeting.” she said, letting out a chuckle at my expense. “Okay, last question.”

“Alright.” I said, staring back at her.

“If I wanted to have sex with you, right now, would you do it?” she asked, removing her dress in one motion and letting it fall to the floor beside her. She was completely naked beneath it, and was easily the most breathtaking creature on the planet. “Do you want to?”

“Yeah, but, won’t Bryce and Mr. Turner be mad?”

“Neither of them has to know about it. It’ll be our little secret.” she said. My phone buzzed in my pocket. I pulled it out, it was a text from Bryce.

BRYCE: You almost here?

MICHAEL: I’m a little caught up at the moment, I’ll let you know when I’m on my way.

As I returned my eyes to Tyra, she was stepping closer, her monster she-dick swinging with each step.

“I know you want to. Get down on your knees, like a good boy.” she said.

“Yes ma am.” I said, dropping down in front of her.

“Do you want it?” she asked, taking hold of her cock with both hands. I stared directly at it, admiring her long, veiny shaft. I’d never seen anything like it, not even in porn.

“So much.” I said. I was completely stiff in my pants, and my ultimate fantasy was suddenly coming true.

“Call me mommy.” she said.

“What?” I asked, looking up at her.

“Instead of calling me ma am, or Mrs. Turner, call me mommy. It turns me on.” she said, smiling down at me. Her tits were something else, perfectly round and full. I’d never felt so aroused in my life, and I didn’t know what to do with myself other than exactly as I was told.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, looking up at her. “Can I please suck it?”

“Can you please suck it, what?” she asked, making her voice stern.

“Can I please suck it mommy?” I asked.

“Go ahead baby. Show mommy what a good little cocksucker you are.”

“Mmm…” it tasted so good. I’d fantasized about sucking Mrs. Turner’s big futa cock many, many times before, but actually doing it was even more spectacular than I’d imagined.

“Fuck, that’s good. I need this so badly, Michael. Thank you for helping me.” she said, gently extending her hips against my mouth. Her bare flesh, hard and pulsing, was in my mouth. Talk about going from zero to hero, I went from being a complete and total virgin, to hooking up with the hottest girl in the entire city.


Chapter 4 - Tyra

I’d been throbbing for hours when he finally put it in his mouth. Michael was a complete and total dork, and loyal, and hardworking, and actually adorable. He was the type who would end up making a great husband and father. At the moment though, his throat made for a great cock sleeve.

“Deeper.” I ordered, getting hornier by the second. Michael eagerly submitted, and gave a spirited effort at pleasuring my cock. He used both hands, and choked himself over and over until his slobber had covered my dick and balls, and was dripping from each.

“Guck, guck, guck.” his throat squished as I forced it deeper, too enthralled with my own pleasure to care about his comfort.

“I can’t wait to feel your asshole squeezing my cock.” I said, holding his head with both hands and thrusting myself into him. As good as it felt being swallowed, I craved something more. I wanted to bury my cock inside his tight little virgin ass, and pound away until I erupted inside him. I wanted to breed him.

“Oh my God.” he said, pulling his mouth away for the first time and just staring at it. “I love it.”

“Oh, wow. I like that.” I said, after he buried his face in my balls, sucking frantically while continuing to stroke me. It felt so good, and I pressed his head lower until he was eating my asshole. “That’s my good boy.”

“I’ll do anything for you, Tyra.” he grunted, alternating between worshiping my balls and anus. Pleasure rang through my body as his warm tongue circled my hole, and my cock swelled with pressure.

“Come here. I want you to sit in my lap.” I said, dropping down onto the mattress and patting my thigh. Michael climbed to his feet and up into my lap. I grabbed hold of his ass with both hands, pulling him against me for a kiss.

“Mmm…”

“Tongue. I want your tongue.” I said, forcing mine inside his mouth. “Take off your shirt. And your jeans. I want to see that cock of yours.”

“Yes ma am. Mommy, I mean.” he said, stuttering as he promptly removed his shirt, undid the front of his pants, and stepped out of them.

“The boxers too.” I said, motioning for him to remove them. He was a little hesitant, which I found endearing.

“Mine isn’t as big as yours.” he said, pausing.

“That’s fine, baby. I just want you naked sitting in my lap.” I said, motioning for him to continue. He lowered his boxers until his erection was freed, and then climbed back onto my hips. “I like it.”

“Oh my God. That feels so good.” he said, as I began lightly rubbing his cock as we kissed.

“I’ve wanted you for so long.” I whispered, rubbing our cocks together.

“Really? I’ve always had a crush on you.”

“I know, baby. You’re easily my favorite of Bryce’s friends.” I said, running my fingers through his hair. “We’ve always had a special connection, haven’t we?”

“You’re so beautiful.”

“Yeah? Thank you baby. You’re so sweet. How about you try to sit on it?” I asked.

“I can try,” he said, with fear in his eyes.

“Then we can really be together. I want to feel inside you so badly, to make us one.” I said, easily seducing him to ride my cock. He reached down and took hold of it, rubbing the tip against his hole.

“I want it, too.” he said, wincing as he tried sitting down on it.

“Nice and slow, baby.” I said. There was so much precum dribbling out of my cock that we didn’t need lube. “Just take your time, let your fertile asshole swallow it.” I played with his cock while he worked it in, watching him become a deranged, cock crazed little boyslut.

“Fuck.” he grunted, taking the tip.

“Such a good boy. You’re gonna take mommy’s cum, and give her a baby, aren’t you?” I asked, gripping his face in my hand as I pulled him down onto me. “Oh my God. It’s so tight, baby. I love virgin asshole.”

“Yes.” he whimpered, squealing as I shoved it all the way in. “Yes mommy.”

“Yeah, that’s a good boy. Take that mommy dick.”

“I love it.”

“I know you do, baby. Shhh…just cum for mommy’s big dick.” I said, rocking him up and down in my lap. “Come here, sweetheart.” I said, wrapping my arms around him.

“It feels so good.” he said, wiping away tears from his eyes.

“It’s okay, baby. Don’t be ashamed. It’s perfectly natural to feel emotional during your first time with your mate.” I said, grabbing his ass and pulling him down as I thrust into him.

“Ugh! Fuck…It’s so big.”

“I’m gonna fill you with so much cum, you’re gonna love it.” I whispered, kissing his neck. He trembled uncontrollably, whimpering for his first futa dick. I felt myself pulsing inside him, throbbing with arousal and oozing precum.

“Yes, mommy. Please give it to me.” he whispered, his eyes closed and cock flopping around as I fucked him silly. It was so cute seeing a younger man so enamored by me that he was willing to risk pregnancy.

“Are you my good boy?” I asked. He bit down on his lip, nodding. “So you’re okay with being my new boyfriend?”

“Really? Yes, mommy. I’d love to be yours.”

“That’s what I like to hear, such a good little cockslut. You’re gonna be my new man, and I’m gonna parade you around as your belly gets bigger and bigger.” I said, fucking him harder.

“Ugh!”

“I’m gonna fill you with so much cum that it’s leaking from your ears.” I grunted, feeling myself getting close.

“Yes mommy! Harder!” he called out, riding my dick with all his might.

“That’s my boypussy.”

“Yes, it’s yours.”

“Mine.” I grunted, erupting inside his virgin ass with explosive ropes of hot sticky cum. “Oh my God, Michael. That’s so good.”

“I can feel it pumping.” he said, taking hold of his own cock and stroking. “Ugh!” he exploded instantly after touching himself, shooting off errantly across my tits as I continued stimulating his spot.

“Oh, Michael. We’re very naughty.” I said, feeling a wave of relaxation and post coital bliss wash over me. It was too late to take it back, and I felt quite confident in my decision for a partner. My husband would just have to come to terms with it, with sharing his wife with a younger man and helping to raise my child.

We cuddled and kissed, and talked about how nice it was for us to be together. I loved hearing about how many times he’d masturbated while thinking about me, and how obsessed he actually was. Little did he know, he was about to go through the most intense three month period of his life, and would be forever mated with me.


Chapter 5 - Bryce

It wasn’t like Michael not to show up for a Madden session. If only I knew, I could have stepped in and prevented it from happening. Instead, Tyra waited by the door, opening it before he had a chance to knock.

I’m not sure of all the details, but she coaxed him into her room and seduced him. I had trouble getting a hold of him for the next couple weeks, and Tyra always seemed to be sneaking off or locking herself in her room. By the time I figured it out, it was too late.

They were ‘dating’, whatever that meant, and Michael was MPreg. I couldn’t believe it, that I’d been so stupid and set him up for it in a way. Truth be told, he’d never been happier. I truly believe he was in love with her, and I couldn’t be mad at the guy.

They now have a child. Half stepmom, half my best friend. His name’s Bryant, and he’s kind of like my little bro now.


Taboo MPreg - Futanari Stepmom Breeding

Chapter 1 - Tyler

When my father started dating again, I really didn’t expect him to end up with a gorgeous woman. Her name was Alicia, and after a couple dates, he decided to bring her home to meet me after asking her to be his girlfriend.

The moment I saw her, I was mesmerized by her beauty. My dad was in his fifties, but she had to be ten or fifteen years younger than him. She was also tall and leggy, a feature showcased by the short floral pattern dress she was wearing.

“Tyler, this is my girlfriend Alicia,” he said, introducing us.

“Hey, nice to meet you.” I said, taking her slender hand in mine and looking into her eyes.

“You too. Philbert, you didn’t tell me your son was so handsome.” she said, staring right back into my eyes. It was kind of an awkward moment, but I was so helplessly attracted to her that I couldn’t stop staring at her.

They just didn’t look right together. She was taller than he was, and physically just way out of his league. I would see her from time to time when she would come by the house, and each time she looked more beautiful than the last.

I found her social media through my father’s page, and began perusing. It wasn’t my proudest moment, but I pulled my cock out and started stroking while looking through her pictures. Everything about her was so damn sexy, and my fascination with her was quickly growing out of control.

Alicia started spending the night, and then I started seeing her shit left over in the main bathroom. I knew what was happening, but I lived at home so I had no real say in the matter. Not that I minded it, not at all. The more time she spent around the house, the more acquainted we became.

Besides being so hot that it was impossible not to gawk at her, she was also quite charming and had a flirtatious disposition that always left me hard in my pants. She spoke slowly, in the most endearing feminine tone, and she had the body language of a supermodel.

My infatuation grew into an undeniable crush, and I tried my best to keep it to myself. And then it happened, she officially moved in. And then they were engaged, and quickly married. The whole thing took a total of six months, from first date to officially married.

“Son, I want to talk to you about Alicia.” dad said. It was a couple days after the wedding, and we were alone in the study. I sat down in the lounge chair across from him.

“Okay.” I said.

“I don’t want to make a big deal out of this, but we decided that we would let you know. Alicia is a Futanari woman.”

“Oh.” I said, recalling the legend of Futanari women. It was a real phenomenon, but they mostly lived on islands in tribes, and you hardly ever heard of it in real life. “That’s cool.”

“Thank you, son. I just wanted you to know.” he said.

After that, I could only lust for her more. Once he told me her secret, it became very obvious. Alicia preferred wearing practically nothing around the house, and made no effort to conceal her massive bulge.

I was at best a deer in the headlights, completely overwhelmed by my growing need to worship my own stepmother. I told myself that it was all in my head, but I was starting to think that she was well aware of my feelings and enjoyed exploiting them.

Her and dad went through a little spell of fighting, after which he was banished to the couch. This made things a bit tense around the house, as they would walk coldly past each other and refuse to speak. My father looked like a sad, broken man, while Alicia looked like a heartless bitch. Once she was angry at him, he couldn’t seem to return to her good graces.

I hate to say it, but I was enjoying myself immensely. Alicia went out of her way to talk to me, and remained very nice to me while refusing to speak to dad. Knowing he was on the couch made me fantasize about going into her room, and having sex with Alicia.

Little did I know, Futanari women have cycles like regular women, except it’s very different. Their cycles are much longer, and they ‘enter heat’ every 4-6 months and it lasts about two weeks. During this period, Futanari women have extremely powerful libidos, and will masturbate over and over again or mate with their partners.


Chapter 2 - Alicia

I should have listened to my friends when they told me to wait longer before marrying Philbert, as I noticed our compatibility issues right away once we started living together.

Outside of all the little things, we were no longer matching up sexually. Philbert had always been submissive to me, and let me do whatever I wanted to him. A couple weeks into our marriage and he told me that he no longer wanted me inside him, because it was uncomfortable.

That’s pretty much a hard no from me. There’s no way I would ever agree to be in a relationship with a man who won’t bottom for me, I don’t care if he wants to suck my dick 24/7, that’s not happening.

It felt almost like betrayal, and angered me to no end. All he did was bend over for me while we were dating, squealing like a little whore while announcing how much he loved my cock inside him. Two weeks after marriage, he was trying to change the dynamic of our sex life, and I wasn’t having it.

Once the fight got intense, Philbert turned docile and weak, yet another massive turn off. I told him to get the fuck out of our room, and he literally dropped his head, grabbed a pillow, and left. He didn’t protest, or stand up for himself, or even bring it back up again for almost a week.

It’s hard to explain, but my attraction to him died in an instant, like the flame of a candle going out. And the timing couldn’t have been worse, as I was fast approaching my cycle of heat, and was feeling myself become more and more attracted to Philbert’s son Tyler.

Philbert was too old to carry my child, and I couldn’t carry one of my own. That left Tyler, with a perfectly ripe and fertile boy hole that was practically begging me to jam my cock inside of.

It was very easy when it came to Tyler, because he was so obviously smitten with me. He tried playing it cool, but his eyes and nervous body language gave him away. Whenever I saw him sitting on the couch, I’d go sit down next to him with a low cut shirt and booty shorts, and talk to him while watching him squirm.

Once Philbert accepted his position on the couch, I decided that I needed to fill his spot in our bedroom. And who better than the 19 year old boy who lived right down the hallway from me?

Philbert knew when we got married that he couldn’t keep up with me sexually, and I had full permission to sleep with other men. While I didn’t necessarily expect to be going into hall pass mode so quickly, I was very excited about the proposition of sleeping with a younger man, and even more turned on by the idea of MPregnating him.

My sex life had always been wild, as men were constantly throwing themselves at me and I had my pick of the bunch. I’d always had a very strong appetite, like most Futa women, but I always had a strong preference towards submissive men, guys who would get down on their knees and give me eye contact while swallowing my Futa-dick and worshiping my balls. The type who would pull their butt apart and beg for me to put it in.

Being married left me with less options, as I didn’t feel like going out or trying to reconnect with old flames. At the same time, Tyler looked more and more delectable with each passing day, and I knew that when the time came, I wouldn’t be able to control myself around him.

Chapter 3 - Tyler

I wasn’t sure what was going on between dad and Alicia, but I got the feeling it was bad when she sat down in my lap right in front of him and he didn’t say a word about it.

“I’m sorry, I’ve just been wanting to do this so badly.” she said, looking into my eyes as she ran her fingers through her hair. I could feel my peripherals straining to see if he noticed, and he did, but he simply left the room.

“Ugh, okay. How come?”

“I just love the feeling of sitting on a strong man’s lap, it makes me feel good.” she said, “And you’re getting bigger and stronger everyday.”

“I don’t know about that.”

“I do.” she said, wrapping her arm around me and nestling her forehead against mine. “We could have so much fun together, you know?” she asked. I could feel myself getting hard, and then my dad re-entered the room.

“Ahem.” he said, fake coughing so we both looked over at him. I was kind of caught in the middle, and wasn’t sure if I was in the wrong.

“Can you see that your son and I are talking?” she asked, her tone turning mean. “You’re so rude, Philbert.”

“I’m sorry. I’ll go to the other room.” he said, doing exactly that. Alicia’s angry stare lingered on him until he was gone, then her warm smile returned.

“Where were we?” she asked, rubbing my arms and leaning in closer. I thought she was going to kiss me, and I was more than ready. She whispered into my air, softly, “There’s an empty spot in my bed. You should come cuddle with me tonight.”

“Alicia, I don’t know.”

“Yes you do. You want me too, don’t deny it.” she said.

“Okay. Yeah, I think you’re gorgeous, and fun to be around, but it doesn’t feel right.”

“Awh, Tyler. That’s so sweet of you to say. I like being around you too. You know what I’ve realized as I’ve gotten older?”

“What’s that?” I asked, completely hard and lingering on her every word. Feeling her soft skin against mine was exhilarating, and I never wanted her to get off of me.

“That sometimes, you should just follow your natural urges, and give into temptation. It’s always the sweetest thing.” she whispered, tickling my inner with the tip of her tongue. “Try it, give mommy a little kiss.” she used her fingers to lift my chin, grinning and daring me to do it.

“Alright.” I said, straightening my posture. I took a final scan of the room to make sure he wasn’t there, and then I kissed my stepmother for the first time and fireworks went off in my head. Her lips were soft and sweet, and she was a horny, aggressive kisser.

“Mmm…” she moaned, sliding her wet tongue into my mouth, swirling it around. My hands naturally moved to her breasts, cupping them as we made out on the family sofa. “See? Feels good, doesn’t it?”

“So good.”

“Come to my room tonight, and lock the door behind you. Mommy wants to teach you about all the naughty pleasures of giving into your deepest desires. I want to make you feel so good.” she said, standing up suddenly and adjusting herself in her shorts.

I saw it as she walked away, the outline of her erection. I already knew it was big, but it was like a python stuffed into tiny shorts. I was left feeling horny, and ready for the challenge, but also terrified of what might take place, and of the potential consequences.


Chapter 4 - Alicia

I made sure that the rest of the day was painful for him, and that he wouldn’t chicken out. Philbert went out to a local bar to have a drink and get out of the house, and I decided to take a bath, and then come prancing through the house wearing only my see through, mid thigh length robe. It wasn’t even long enough to conceal my cock.

Tyler was in the living room, watching TV when I walked in front of it and smiled.

“Hey.” I said.

“Hi.” he said, a boyish grin forming across his lips.

“What do you think?” I asked, flaunting my body as I spun around, pausing to pop my hips and let him take a good look.

“You’re so sexy.” he said, his gaze drifting up and down. I waited until he went to the bathroom, and followed him inside.

“Mind if I watch?” I asked, posting up beside him. I wanted to mess with him a little, tease him and see how he responded.

“Uhm, no. That’s fine.” he said, hesitating before pulling it out.

“Oh, wow. Mommy likes.” I said, admiring his manhood. It was a nice looking dick, thicker than his father’s and I could only assume longer when erect. “Here, let me hold it for you.” I said, pressing my crotch against his ass and reaching around to take hold of it.

“You’re gonna make it hard.” he chuckled, taking it better than I thought. If he was like his father, he would have turned anxious and probably pissed all over himself.

“I can’t wait for it to be hard. Especially if I get to play with it.” I whispered, watching his stream die off and his penis turn hard as I gave him a very thorough shake. “Ooh, it’s getting bigger.” I said, stroking him from behind and kissing his neck.

“Oh my God, that feels good,” he said.

“You don’t want me to stop, do you baby?” I asked.

“No, mommy.” he whimpered, “Please keep going. It feels incredible.”

“I want you to save your cum for me, for tonight, okay baby?” I asked, gently releasing my fingers from his erection.

“I will.”

“In case you were wondering, your cock is larger than your father’s.” I said, walking out of the bathroom and leaving him standing there alone with an erection. I smiled, knowing it was a bit cruel, but I wanted to edge him all day and make him cum with my dick inside him. I wanted him to be extra sensitive to what I had in store.

I found ways to make him aroused throughout the day, but it was having the side effect of making me feel the same way. I sat down beside him wearing my schoolgirl uniform, and slipped my panties off until they were dangling from one of my ankles.

“Tyler, will you get this for me?” I asked, wagging my foot directly in front of his face.

“Sure.”

“Wait. Not until you suck on every one of my toes.” I said.

“Seriously?”

“What? Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about it before.” I said. He smiled and shrugged, and then grabbed hold of my ankles with both hands and started going to town on my tootsies. “Oh, wow. Good boy.”

“Mmm…they’re so nice, Alicia. I’ve always admired your perfect toes, and wrinkled soles.”

“I like that, good footsluts always make good cocksluts.” I said, grinning as I watched him devour my foot. He licked all the way from my heel to my big toe, forcing multiple toes into his mouth at once and getting them all spit covered.

“Mmm…”

“I just said you had to suck each toe, one time.” I said.

“I know.” he grinned, grabbing my other foot and alternating between them. My feet are kind of sensitive, and I started giggling as I became erect. I placed my feet on his crotch, and told him to take it out.

“Give yourself a footjob.” I said.

“Really?” he asked, pressing my arches around his dick and moving my feet up and down. “Oh my God.”

“You really like that, don’t you?” I asked.

“So much.”

“Maybe we can do some more later, then.” I said, snatching my feet and panties away in one motion.

“Alicia!” he whined. “I feel like I’m going to explode.”

“Good. I like that.” I said. “How does 8:30 sound?”

“It’s only 7, I can’t take it.” he said.

“Don’t you dare cum. I’ll know.” I said, pointing at him sternly.


Chapter 5 - Tyler

Dad rarely ever drank, but he arrived home in an Uber and I had to help him to the couch. He was murmuring something, but was too drunk to function. I threw a blanket on him, and thanked my lucky stars that he chose that night to get drunk. Something must have been bothering him.

It was ten after eight when I headed upstairs, and he was dead to the world. Alicia had been intentionally driving me crazy all day, she even made me a little ice cream sundae, and then made me get on my knees in front of her and suck whipped cream and a cherry off the tip of her cock.

My balls felt swollen, and were already sore from all the build up. The only reason I didn’t make myself cum was because I couldn’t blow the chance to be with her. She’d become my ultimate fantasy, and I would have done anything to be with her. It was so surreal that I thought I’d wake up in my bed at any moment, but she texted me at 821 to make sure I was still coming.

ALICIA: I don’t mind if you’re a little early, baby. Hurry, mommy needs you.

TYLER: I’ll be right there.

I could feel my pulse in my ears as I slowly walked down the hallway to her and my father’s bedroom. Slowly, I opened the door and peeked inside. Alicia was sitting on the middle of the mattress wearing only her robe, and her cock was standing straight up, completely hard.

“Baby, I need your help.” she said, making a pained expression. I rushed over to her.

“What is it?”

“Look, baby. It’s all hard, and it won’t go away. I need a good boy to sit on it for me.” she said. “Please, baby? I need it so much.” I looked down between her legs, ogling its insane girth and upward curve.

“I don’t think I can fit that in me.” I said, not really having considered actually taking her.

“You don’t want it?” she asked, flashing her doe eyes and biting her lip.

“No, I do. I want it so bad.”

“Start by kissing it, I need you to make it really wet and slippery so it’ll fit in your butt.” she said.

“Okay.” I said, completely in the moment and eager to please.

“Get naked, first.” she said.

“Oh, okay.” I said. I removed my clothes and she let her robe fall off her shoulders, exposing her naturally large tits and perfect puffy nipples. “What’s on your nipple?”

“It’s milk, silly. I’m in heat. Come here, try it.” she said. I crawled into the bed with her, my dick already at full attention as I licked the milky tears from her nipple.

“It’s good.” I said, applying suction and squeezing her breast until the milk was spraying into my mouth.

“Oh my God, Tyler. You’re turning me on, please suck it.” she said, pushing my head down between her legs. And just like that, I was blowing my stepmom’s big futa dick. It was so massive that I couldn’t swallow it all, and she stroked herself with both hands while I tried. Her balls bounced as she jerked it, so big and full of warm sticky goo.

“Mmm…” I moaned, slobbering all over it and trying to give her attention everywhere. “Your balls.” I said, inhaling her scent as I sucked on each one.

“Look underneath.” she said. I lifted her heavy sac, and immediately dove tongue first into her sweaty, soaking wet pussy. It seemed impossible that one woman had so much to desire, and I gave myself completely over to my darkest feelings of lust.

“Gluck, gluck, gluck.” I forced her down my throat, gaggling and spitting up viscous saliva all over her.

“Good boy. Tell me you love your mommy’s dick, say it.” she said, holding my head down onto her.

“I love my mommy’s cock.” I gasped, before plunging back down for more. Her cock produced an immense amount of precum, and it continuously trickled out from her slit.

“Say it again.”

“I love your cock, mommy.” I said, spit dripping from my face as her heavy balls slapped rhythmically against my chin.

“Then sit on it. Show me that you’re a good boy. Show me how much you love me.” she said, pulling me up into her lap. I’d never put anything back there, but it was obvious I was going to try. “There you go, line it up with your fertile little virgin boy hole.”

“It’s so big, mommy.” I said, pressing my weight down onto the tip. I used her cock like a paintbrush, lubing up my asshole by stroking it all around my hole and slowly forcing it inside.

“Good…you’re doing so good, baby. Look at me.” she said, stroking my face with her hand as I dealt with getting it to fit.

“Oh my God.” I said, wincing as I sank down onto her length. “Oh my God!”

“Good boy…that’s what I like. You’re gonna make mommy so happy.” she said, pulling my hips down onto her.

“Ugh!” I squealed, calling out as I became impaled on the largest cock I’d ever seen. It filled me completely in a way that was so foreign, and so pleasurable.

“You’re so tight.” she said, gripping my ass and forcing it deeper. I could feel myself being stretched as she grinded against me, spread wide to accommodate her size. I could feel everything, every pulse of her hard cock, every thick bulging vein as it slipped in and out, hitting spots that felt like they were directly attached to my cock.

“Ughh…oh, fuck. Fuck…” it was so good, and made my cock perhaps harder than it had ever been. I had no clue that being fucked would stimulate me in such a powerful way, and my cock felt like it was being pumped it was so full of pressure.

“Don’t touch yourself, just keep riding.” she said, swatting my hand away when I tried grabbing my dick. “You’re gonna cum without any direct stimulation, hands free. Only for your mommy.”

“Yes, mommy. I will.” I said. It wouldn’t have seemed possible if not for the clear and impending sensations of spontaneous orgasm as my hard dick flopped around. Once she’d bottomed out inside me, I rode her like a little cock hungry whore, begging her to thrust harder.

“Tyler, I’m gonna cum.” she said, jackhammering me from the bottom. My asshole was dripping with her precum, and I held on for dear life as she reached an absolute peak of vigor.

“Ahhhhh!” I hummed reflexively as my cock swelled towards climax, as her big dick pounded at my hole until it was flexing, and shooting off cum errantly.

“Good boy…” she groaned, tossing back her head as she reached her climax inside me. I knew of the risks associated with letting a Futanari woman cum inside me, especially while in heat, but I couldn’t stop myself from taking her hot sticky load, and loving every thick rope.


Chapter 6 - Philbert

I can’t say it came as a big surprise when Alicia sat me down and told me that she was fucking my son, and that he was pregnant.

“Look, Philbert. I care for him deeply, and I’m going to raise our child with him. You have two options, we can either divorce and leave us be, or you can stay, and accept that your son has claimed your wife and is now the bull.”

“Okay. I’ll think about it.” I said. It made me feel kind of sick to my stomach, the thought of them making love, but I couldn’t be mad at him. Alicia was beautiful, and an absolute handful in the sack.

At the end of the day, I knew I would never be able to keep up with her, and that whatever I got was whatever I signed up for. I couldn’t get another woman like her, not in a million years, and I planned to honor my vows no matter what she put me through.

It took a little getting used to, seeing Tyler pregnant, and hearing their nightly moans behind the closed door of what used to be my bedroom. She would occasionally let me jerk off while looking at her, but that was as far as things ever got between us sexually after that. Still, I was glad to be able to be in her presence and help raise my grandson when he finally came.


MPreg by the Futa Next Door

Chapter 1 - Eric

I’ll never forget the first time I saw her. The house next door had been for sale for the better part of a year, until she showed up in a moving truck and plucked the sign out of the yard.

“Oh, wow.” I said, peeking out from behind the blinds. She was stunning, and her jean shorts showed off her long, shapely legs. I didn’t waste a second, and ran outside to offer her some help.

“That’s so sweet of you. I’m Faith.” she said, extending her hand. She was the same height as me, with beautiful eyes and enormous tits.

“I’m Eric.” I said.

“Seriously, thank you. I thought I was going to have to move all of this stuff myself.” she said, placing her hands on her chest.

“No problem. We’re neighbors now.” I said, unable to pry my eyes off of her. I hadn’t considered the possibility that a gorgeous woman might move in next door, and I couldn’t have been more excited about it.

For the next several hours, we worked non-stop. Faith had her headphones in, so we worked mostly in silence. I made sure to stay right behind her, ogling her body every chance I got.

I was 21 at the time, and renting the house I grew up in from my parents. She had to be 35 or so, but I didn’t mind the age gap one bit. Even while we were moving furniture together, I was already fantasizing about making her mine.

Being single wasn’t going particularly well for me. My ex and I broke up about six months prior, after she told me that she’d never find anyone better than her. It may have been petty, but I couldn’t help imagining the look on her face if she saw me with Faith.

It was a hot summer day, and I ended up taking off my shirt because I was sweating so much.

“Look at you. I have a hunk for a neighbor.” Faith said, pulling out one of her earphones and taking a firm hold of my biceps. “I like that.”

“Yeah, yeah. You’re the real prize, I bet every guy in the neighborhood is watching you from behind their blinds.” I said.

“Is that how you spotted me?” she asked.

“Exactly.” I said. We took a quick water break, and I watched a bead of sweat roll down her well defined stomach, wishing I could lick it off of her.

“How old are you Eric?” she asked.

“22.” I said, adding a year to make myself seem a tad older.

“Ooh.” she cooed. “I turn 37 in November. Are you single?”

“Ugh, yeah. I am.” I said. Her eyebrows lifted, and a smirk appeared at the corner of her mouth.

“Hmm, well that’s good to know.” she said, maintaining eye contact while taking a sip of her water. “I’m single too. In case you were wondering.”

“Good to know.” I said, feeling blood rush between my legs. She was so fucking hot that I couldn’t believe it, and she seemed to be flirting with me.

We continued moving boxes, and tables, and chairs, taking occasional breaks and making small talk. I couldn’t remember the last time I had such a visceral reaction to someone, and she was immediately at the top of the list of women I had to find a way to seduce.


Chapter 2 - Faith

I continued prodding, trying to find out more about him. Eric was very much my type, and I’d been looking for something serious with a younger man.

“Do you live alone?” I asked, tossing a couple of pillows onto my mattress.

“Yeah. I actually grew up here, my parents own the place. I’m renting it from them.” he said.

“Oh, that’s awesome.”

“Yeah, I only pay $500 a month so it’s really helped me out with saving money,” he said.

“Do you work?”

“I bartend on Friday and Saturday nights down the street, at The Wing,” he said. “I’m a full time student.”

“Very impressive. And you still find time to workout?” I asked, becoming more enamored with each word that left his mouth.

“Yeah, I have a workout room inside,” he said.

“You’re very handsome.” I blurted, unable to control myself. I was already in heat, and he was unintentionally becoming the target for all of my breeding urges.

“Thanks.” he said, rubbing his neck and looking away.

“You’re very pretty,” he said. I stepped closer, fighting the urge to tackle him onto my bed and take him right then and there. I knew that I wasn’t thinking rationally, and that I had a tendency of becoming very aggressive while I was in heat.

“What do you think about older women? About dating them, I mean.” I said, dragging my fingertip across his chest.

“I’ve never really thought about it, but if you’re talking about you, then I’m very interested,” he said, staring into my eyes. I wanted to kiss him so badly, and I could feel my dick getting harder from the intensity of standing so close to him.

“There’s something I have to tell you about myself. Before we act on our obvious attraction.” I said, nestling my head against his neck and shoulder. Touching him felt so right, and made me violently horny.

“What is it, baby?” he asked. Hearing him call me that turned me on, and made me wish that he was already bent over in front of me.

“It’d probably be better if I showed you.” I said, losing the battle of self control and pressing my lips against his. He kissed me back, and it quickly devolved into a hardcore makeout session with a feverish amount of passionate kissing.

“You taste so good.” he said, nibbling my bottom lip and climbing on top of me.

“I’m not like other girls.” I said, needing to tell him my secret.

“I can see that.” he smiled, running his fingers through my hair and admiring me.

“No. That’s not what I mean.” I said, sitting up. There was no way around it if we were going to have sex, but it wasn’t something that I normally told people about after knowing them for one day.

“You can tell me.” he said, wrapping his arm around me.

“How about we just wait until later, okay?” I asked.

“That’s fine, baby. Whatever you want.”

“Thank you. You’re so sweet.” I said, hoping he didn’t notice my massive bulge. I hopped out of bed and disappeared into the bathroom before he saw it.

Holy fuck I’m horny. I want to fuck his tight little hole so badly, but what if I scare him away? There’s got to be some way to ease him into it. I splashed water on my face, and tried taking deep breaths to redirect my energy away from my pulsing cock.

I was a very sexual person normally, but it was insane while I was in heat. Just looking at Eric made me aroused, and my hands were shaking because I wanted it so much.

“I’m gonna go grab those last two boxes. I’ll be right back.” he said, speaking through the door.

“Okay. Thank you.” I said.

Chapter 3 - Eric

After we got everything moved in, Faith gave me a long hug and her phone number. I was ecstatic to have her as a neighbor, but it felt kind of anti-climactic heading home so early. We were so close!

There was no way I could get her off my mind. Faith was pretty much my ultimate fantasy, a gorgeous milf with incredible curves. She had it all, from her long flowing hair to her perfect ass, tits, and legs.

I fought hard against the urge to masturbate, and began plotting an excuse to have to go back over there. Eventually, I decided to text her.

Eric: It was nice meeting you today, Faith. You’re really fun to hang around with.

Faith: The pleasure was all mine. I really appreciate your help, I owe you.

Eric: You’re an incredible kisser.

Faith: So are you. I didn’t want to stop, I wanted to get naked and do the nasty lol. I haven’t had sex in almost a month.

Eric: I’m right next door, and I volunteer my services anytime you want them.

Faith: Lol. You’re funny.

Eric: Why’d you stop? I was enjoying myself.

Faith: I panicked. Remember when I told you there was something I needed to tell you?

Eric: Yeah.

Faith: Well, I guess I’m just gonna come right out and tell you. I’m Futanari.

Eric: No way. You’re messing with me.

Faith: I swear.

Eric: That’s so cool.

Faith: That doesn’t bother you?

Eric: Is that what you were worried about? I don’t care at all, that’s super hot.

Faith: Oh, really?

Eric: Fuck yeah. You’re like the ultimate woman. I’ve always fantasized about it.

Faith: That is adorable and I love it. I don’t think I even deserve you.

Eric: When can I see you?

Faith: Can we video chat? I want to find out a little more about you before we meet up, because I think we both know what’s going to happen once we’re in the same room together.

Eric: Of course.

I made sure to quickly remove my shirt and lay back on the couch before answering.

“Hey you.” I said, seeing her gorgeous face pop up on my screen.

“Hi.” she grinned, and blew me a kiss.

“Why are you so pretty? It’s not fair.”

“You’re such a charmer. How long have you been single?”

“For about 6 months.”

“Oh, pretty new. How long was the relationship?” she asked.

“A year and a half.” I said.

“What happened?” she asked.

“Ugh, she broke up with me. I think she might have been seeing someone else, but she pretty much said I didn’t make enough money.” I said, recalling our breakup conversation.

“But you’re a student.”

“I know. And I make anywhere from 500-700 dollars a night bartending. I have my own car, my own place, I don’t get it. I think she wants a rich guy.” I said.

“Doesn’t everyone? Sounds like she took it a little too far. Her loss is my gain.” she said.

“She would hate you.” I said.

“Why?”

“Because you’re so much hotter than her.” I said.

“You’re bad.”

“You’re blushing.” I said, calling out her sudden change of color.

“I’m also getting hard.” she said, raising her phone to change the angle. She’d changed into a form fitting, see through black mid thigh length dress, and she scanned up and down her body, all the way from her tits down to her delectable red toes. “Do you wanna see it?”

“Oh. Absolutely.” I said, as the angle settled between her legs. Faith began rubbing herself on the outside of her dress, grinding against her own hand before taking hold of it. “Oh my God.” I mouthed the words silently, staring at the massive python between her legs. I couldn’t believe it, how was such a gorgeous milf also hung like a fucking horse?

“Do you like it?” she asked. I nodded, unable to pry my eyes away from my screen.

“It’s so big.”

“Yeah, I’m in heat right now so it’s even bigger than usual.” she said, slowly hiking up her skirt. “Would you play with it for me? And wrap your lips around it and worship my balls?”

“I would do anything you wanted, Faith. Anything.” I said, staring as she teased me through the screen. Knowing she was right next door was driving me crazy.

“Anything?” she asked.

“Anything.”

“What if I wanted something serious and committed? What if I told you I was ready to find my person and settle down?” she asked, massaging the outline of her she-dick and making my mouth water.

“I’d love it if you were mine.” I said, reaching into my pants to join in.

“This is so sexy.”

“Can I come over?” I asked.

“Not yet. I want to tease you a little first.” she said.

“I can’t take it. I want you so badly.”

“Are you going to do exactly as you’re told?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“I’m gonna be in full control, and you’re going to learn how to bottom.” she said, choosing that exact moment to lift her skirt up even further, allowing her cock to flop out dramatically.

“Holy shit.” I said, feeling suddenly inadequate. She had the longest, thickest, most perfect cock I’d ever laid my eyes on.

“Do you like my big she-cock?” she asked, modeling it for me and showcasing her heavy hanging balls. Her vagina was freshly shaven, and she began fingering herself while her cock had little spasms.

“Such a gorgeous dick.” I said, completely lost in arousal. I’d never thought that I’d meet a futanari woman, and especially not under such intense circumstances.

“Good boy, you want it don’t you?”

“So much.” I said, moving my camera down so she could see me stroking my erection.

“Oh, baby. You’re making mommy so horny.” she said, slapping her cock against her open palm. It was so meaty, and I couldn’t help feeling empty without it in my mouth.

“I want to suck your cock, mommy. Please.” I begged, so hard that I could cum at any moment.

“Come over. The door is unlocked. My big cock will be waiting for you to come suck on it.” she said.

“Okay. I’m on my way.”

“See you soon, love.” she said, ending the call. I pulled up my pants as fast as I could, practically sprinting next door and going inside.

“Faith?” I asked, walking back towards her room.

“In here.” she said. As I entered her room, she was completely naked and laying on her back, holding her massive futanari cock by the base. “I need your mouth, Eric. I need it.”

“Yes mommy.” I whispered, my eyes locked on the biggest cock I’d ever seen. I crawled into bed with her, watching as droplets of pre-cum leaked from her tip. “Oh my God, it’s fucking huge.”

“Good boy.” she sighed, looking into my eyes as I wrapped my fingers around it. “Make mommy feel good.”

“Mmm…” I said, kissing her soft mushroom head several times, rolling my tongue around it and licking up her pre-cum.

“My balls need to be drained.” she moaned, tossing back her head as I wrapped my lips around her shaft.

“I see that.” I said, massaging them while worshiping her length. It was so large that I couldn’t believe it was real, 12+ inches of hot, pulsing flesh.

“Suck on them, please. Suck your mommy’s swollen testicles.” she said, pressing my head down into her lap. I did as I was told, eagerly swallowing and alternating her balls inside my mouth. “Good boy.”

“I love sucking my mommy’s cock.” I said, surprising myself with my reaction to her.

“You’re very good at it. Look up here.” she said, pressing my head down against her. Her dick was too big for me to swallow entirely, so I worked it vigorously with both hands and my throat at the same time. “Good boy, that’s mommy’s little cock slut.”

“Guck, guck, guck, gluck, gluck, pftoo…” she fucked my throat like a boner sleeve, and I slobbered and drooled like her little bitch, using my excess saliva as lubricant. Before long, there was spit dripping from her balls and my chin, but I didn’t care.

“Hold it. Look at me. I want to see your eyes.” she said. I could feel tears streaming down the sides of my face, and I was so aroused that I was scared to touch my cock because I thought it would erupt with even the slightest bit of stimulation.

“Ahhh!” I gasped for air as she finally pulled it out, only to plunge it back in for more. My jaw was sore, and felt like the girl in a violent face fuck video. Faith climbed on top of me, thrusting her cock deep into my throat while I laid on my back. She triggered my gag reflex over and over, but it only seemed to turn her on and make her turn rougher.

“That’s my little throat whore.” she grunted, bouncing my head up and down on her throbbing dick. Faith had enormous testicles, and they swung freely as she thrust against my mouth, slapping against my chin rhythmically as I held my breath.

“Mmmm…”

“Are you ready to feel mommy inside you?” she asked. I nodded without hesitation, and found myself climbing into her lap and rubbing the tip against my hole.

“It’s so big.” I whimpered, using her immense precum to lube me up. As soon as the head of her monster dick ripped through my opening, my cock began filling with pressure like never before.

“It’s so tiny and tight. Mommy loves fucking your asshole.” she said, holding my hips and pulling me down onto her cock. The sensations moving through me were overwhelming, and a new source of pleasure I didn’t know existed.

Faith hit spots inside me that made me squeal and hum, and make all sorts of strange grunting noises. The harder and deeper she fucked me, the better it felt. I clenched my ass around her, squeezing until my dick couldn’t take it anymore.

“Mommy!” I called out, looking down at her as I felt myself crossing the point of no return. “Mommy, I’m cumming!”

“Good boy.” she said, bouncing me up and down on her big dick as my cum squirted off onto her stomach and tits. “Yes…it’s okay, baby. You can cum for mommy.”

“Oh my God.” I sighed, biting down on my lip as the most powerful orgasm of my life washed over me. I didn’t even have to touch myself, I came solely for her big hard futa cock.

“Eric.” she said, suddenly frantic. “Harder. Ride me!”

“Yes.” I said, grabbing the headboard and grinding on her as she exploded inside me without protection. Her cock was like a hose, blasting me full of warm sticky cum.

“Fuck. Fuck, baby. That’s my good boy. Take it. Take mommy’s cum.”


Chapter 4 - Faith

I dug my nails into his back, pulling him down onto me until I bottomed out in his tight virgin asshole, allowing my cum to shoot as deep as possible.

I’d been waiting so long for someone like him to come into my life, and the speed at which it all happened was surreal. When Eric climbed off of my cock, he was leaking everywhere. Even a towel couldn’t do it, he had to take a shower.

“That was so good.” he said, climbing back into bed with me after he’d finished. “I didn’t know I could cum like that.”

“Agreed. It was so hot.” I said. Eric crawled into my arms, and we laid there enjoying the post coital bliss.

“What are you doing tomorrow?” he asked.

“Nothing. I’m free.”

“We should go out to dinner.” he said.

“Yeah. I’d like that.” I said.

The next couple days were complete bliss, and we bonded over and over and over again. Once Eric grew accustomed to the sex, he craved it and would tease me by walking by and wagging his sexy little ass.

We talked about everything, and it became more and more apparent that we were going to end up in a serious arrangement. I’ll never forget when he asked me to be his girlfriend, while we were cuddling and watching some murder type of documentary.

“Of course, Eric.” I said. We proceeded to fuck each other’s brains out, with the predictable ending of another anal creampie. I was surprised when I asked him later if he thought he was already pregnant, as he didn’t seem to know what I was talking about.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, we haven’t used protection once, and I finish inside you everytime.” I said.

“Yeah, so?”

“So you might be pregnant, that’s all I’m saying.” I said. He gave me a look, and started laughing.

“You’re fucking with me right? I’m a guy.”

“Yeah, and I’m Futanari. I’m very capable of getting you pregnant, Eric.” I said.

“What?”

“Futanari women can get women and men pregnant. You didn’t know that?” I asked.

“What? No. That isn’t possible. I think I’m gonna get sick.” he said, standing up and turning white. “I’ll be right back.”

“Oh, no.” I said, covering my mouth with my hand. I’d thought all along that he knew, and that he wanted me to put a baby in him as badly as I wanted to. I’d even incorporated it into our dirty talk, asking him if he liked it when mommy bred his fertile little boyhole. For the record, it was an emphatic yes.

If he really didn’t know, then maybe I was misreading our whole relationship. Maybe he wasn’t as interested in me as I thought, or at least not as serious about us being together long term.

Eric didn’t emerge from the bathroom for almost an hour, and admitted he’d been studying the realities of MPreg on the internet.

“Well, I guess I’m probably pregnant.” he said, taking a seat.

“Yeah, you probably are.” I said, trying to gauge his reaction. He stared off for a moment, and then shrugged.

“At least it’s with you.” he said, smiling and going back to his coffee.

“Really? You’re okay with it?” I asked.

“Yeah. You’d make a great mom, I’d love to have a family with you.” he said. It was the single hottest thing I’d ever heard him say, and I found myself magnetically pulled to him. I crawled under the table and pulled out his cock, treating it as my sausage breakfast.

“Mmm…” I groaned, shoving him down my throat and making it as sloppy as possible.

“Oh my God.” he moaned, bucking against me in his chair.

“I love you, Eric. I love your perfect cock.’

“I love you too, Faith. I love it when you suck on it.” he said, scooting his chair back to enjoy the view.

“I know you do, baby. I know what else you like, too.” I said, getting back to my feet and straddling him in the chair. “Do you want to fuck your mommy’s pussy?” I asked, whispering into his ear as I moved my panties to the side and sank down onto his cock.

“Always.” he sighed, gripping my ass with both hands and burying his face in my chest. He was typically the bottom, but an occasion like this called for him to be rewarded. I freed my erection, letting it flop around a little before taking hold of it.

“That feels so good, baby.” I said, noticing how wet I was by the squishing sounds. “Fuck.”

“I love you, mommy.” he said, sucking my nipple as I rode him into oblivion. I was still capable of becoming pregnant, but we weren’t the type of couple who took precautions. I had to feel his hard cock flexing inside me, giving me his cum.

“I love you, baby. I love it when you fuck me.” I stroked my cock with one hand, using the other to play with my clit until I was on the verge of tears. “Fuck your mommy, fuck mommy’s pussy, baby, make me cum for your cock.”

“I’m cumming, fuck.” he called out. We climaxed together, kissing deeply and savoring each other’s presence. My boyfriend was pregnant, and fully committed to me. My dreams were coming true, and I couldn’t have been happier.


Cucked by Futa Stepmilf

Chapter 1 - Lust & Hope

My stepmom and dad weren’t getting along. I couldn’t even keep track of how many nights in a row that he’d spent on the couch, and they couldn’t even be civil for short periods of time. They completely ignored each other’s existence unless they were yelling at each other,  which made the vibe at home very awkward.

I had no clue what they were fighting about, and was content to let them sort things out. They’d been married for almost 3 years, and I could never really get as comfortable with Nina the way I wanted to. It was just difficult to view someone as your stepmom when all you wanted to do was bend her over and fuck her.

She was out of my dad’s league, in my opinion. She was only 42 years old, and still looked incredible. Nina was the ultimate hot older woman, and was the stuff my fantasies were made of. From the time she married my father, I couldn’t even masturbate unless I was thinking about her. My obsession was that intense.

That’s why I hated it when my friends would talk about how pretty she was, and how much they wanted to fuck her. They spoke of her like she was an object, and critiqued every part of her perfect body. It’s not that I didn’t agree, I was just jealous and very protective of her. I didn’t even like having my friends come over, because they would get to spend time with her.

There was one thing about Nina that made her different from other women. I only knew about it because of an accident, and it was something I’d never been able to stop thinking about. It was complete luck and happenstance, but I happened to walk by her room one day while she was getting dressed. The door was open, and when I spotted her, I dipped behind the wall and took a peek. What I saw was something I never would have expected, and it turned me on beyond belief.

Nina was fresh out of the shower, and wearing a towel. As she removed it, a massive cock flopped out from behind it. My stepmom was a futanari!

Oh my God. No fucking way, that’s so hot. Jesus, look at how big it is. It’s as big around as my forearm. I wonder if I could fit it in my mouth…or in my ass?

All I could do was stare in awe, mouth watering uncontrollably as she finished drying off. She grabbed a pair of lacy underwear, and as she slid them up her thighs, her dick went vertical, way too large to be properly hidden by her panties. Her heavy balls hung out as well, as there was no way the underwear could contain her.

It was so juicy and mesmerizing that I almost forgot to check out the rest of her body. Head to toe, Nina was absolutely stunning. Big, natural, bouncy tits, a peach for an ass, and a fat cock that was made to be sucked. My own cock turned hard in my pants, and I finally tip-toed back down the hallway to make sure that she didn’t hear me.

The lust I felt towards her skyrocketed after that day. It was such a beautiful image, watching my nude futa stepmom busting out of her panties without my knowledge. She was all I could think about after that, and the object of my desire.

I’d always held out a false hope that someday, somehow, her and I would hook up. Maybe we’d get drunk at a party, or she’d be extra horny one day while it was only the two of us at the house. I didn’t know how it would happen, but it was something I prayed for on a near daily basis.

When Nina and my father got into a prolonged battle of hatred and resentment, she started being nicer to me. Way nicer. Like, almost flirtatiously nice. She started making me breakfast right in front of my dad, and giving me little shoulder rubs. Nina even started laughing at my jokes, and I felt a surge of hope and confidence that my fantasy would come true. She was going to use me as revenge on my dad, in some kind of hate fuck type of situation. I just knew it.

I didn’t care if she was the one bent over, or if it was me. I’d gladly have gotten down on my knees and been her servile little cockslut, without a doubt.

I started working out, and making sure that I looked my best at all times. My cologne was in full effect, and I tried growing out the hairs on my chin to appear older and manlier. It was about this time that we got a new kid at school. His name was Kelvin, and he lived two doors down and was in my grade.

The first time I saw him, he gave me a head nod and then jogged over to introduce himself. He was tall, handsome, and very confident. Seemed like a cool guy.

“Do you drive?” he asked.

“Nah, I’m saving up for a car.” I said.

“Word. I’ll pick you up in the morning, tomorrow is my first day.” he said.

“Cool. What time?”

“I’ll snag you at 7:45.” he said. And just like that, I no longer had to ride the bus. Kelvin always had extra money, and he’d buy me McDonald’s breakfast every morning on the way to school. He was immediately super popular with everyone. The teachers liked him, the girls loved him, and the rest of the guys liked him too.

It turns out, he was an absolute stud of a football and basketball player, and already had offers to play division one in college. He moved because his parents split up. For some reason, he took a liking to me and kind of adopted me into the groups of cool kids who had always mostly ignored me. I was his boy, so they accepted me without hesitation. My entire status at school changed overnight because I was friends with him.

We had each other’s numbers, and he would even hit me up to come hang out on the weekends. It was incredibly good luck, as I figured there was no way we’d be hanging out if he didn’t live two houses down from me. As a result of his friendship, I got in with a bunch of pretty girls I’d always been too scared to approach or talk to.

It was an ideal scenario, and I couldn’t be happier. Everything had fallen into place, and it was all thanks to a bit of luck.


Chapter 2 - The Top of The World

Everything was right in the world, and nothing could knock me off my pedestal. Nina was flirting with me all the time, and I could sense that we were getting closer. I was suddenly popular, and had girls reaching out to me instead of the other way around.

It was a Saturday morning, and I was sleeping way too late. I’d stayed up all night playing video games, and I didn’t have any concrete plans for the day. At around noon, Nina burst into my room.

“Wake up sleepy head. I just ran into your friend Kelvin, he’s going to come over to swim in a few minutes. Get up. I hope you’re hungry, because I’m making burgers.” she said.

“Yes ma am.” I said, opening my eyes and forcing myself up. I’d really just been laying there anyway, too lazy to move. “Did you say Kelvin is coming over?” I asked.

“Yep. He seems like a nice boy, and so handsome.” she said. “I invited him to come hang out. Your dad had to go to work today, thank God.”

“Oh, really? Why?” I asked.

“Don’t know, don’t care. Just glad to have him out of my hair for the rest of the day.” she said. It must have been some type of emergency meeting or something, he was pretty high up in the company and constantly got called in for long weekend shifts.

“Alright, I’ll be down in a second.” I said.

“Wear your swimming trunks, I’ve already got towels outside.” she said. That’s when it hit me, we were going to be having a cookout by the pool, which meant that Nina would be wearing one of her trademark skimpy bikinis. I lived to see her body in a micro bikini, and I could always spot her bulge.  She was a very confident futanari woman, and loved to flaunt her curves.

A part of me wished Kelvin wasn’t coming. It would have been the perfect opportunity for Nina and I to bond, flirt, and hang out alone. But, I owed Kelvin a lot so I couldn’t be too upset. Besides, he was a fun guy to be around and he seemed to bring out a more confident side of me.

I took a long shower to wake up, and masturbated to ensure that I would have stamina if today happened to be the fateful day that I finally hooked up with my stepmom. By the time I made my way out back to the pool, Kelvin and Nina were already chatting it up, laughing and standing way too close to each other for comfort.

“Hey yo!” Kelvin called out, running over to dap me up as soon as he saw me. “What’s up bro? Are you ready for a little cookout action?”

“For sure.” I said, mustering a smile. It was the first time I’d seen him without a shirt on, and he was absolutely shredded. I actually kept a picture of my goal body on my mirror as motivation, and Kelvin was more muscular and lean than the fitness model I’d selected.

“I absolutely love your friend, Jeff. He’s so funny.” Nina said, putting her hands on his shoulders from behind.

“Thank you, Nina.” he said, turning to make eye contact with her. I felt a tinge of jealousy and anger swell up inside me, hearing her compliment him and say how funny he was. Kelvin definitely brought out some of my insecurities, especially seeing how smoothly he flirted with Nina.

The next several hours were a complete nightmare for me. For one, she asked him to put lotion on her back, which he did without hesitation. They giggled and flirted like I wasn’t even there. Watching him rub lotion on her made me sweat with anger. I wanted him gone.

Next, we ate burgers and Kelvin stole the show by eating two triple cheeseburgers and a heap of french fries. Nina thought this was incredible, and wouldn’t stop talking about what an appetite he had.

“No wonder you have such big manly muscles, if you eat like that all the time.” she said, sitting directly next to him at the table, with me on the other side. It was undeniable that she was attracted to him, and she had no problem squeezing his arms and gawking at him.

“Here, feel this.” he said, flexing his bicep so she could feel its hardness.

“I’m gonna go inside.” I said, standing up in a huff.

“Are you alright?” Nina asked, noticing my attitude.

“I’m fine.” I said, storming off. All of the attention that I wanted her to give me was going to Kelvin, and he was eating it up like an asshole. Sure, he was taller, and more athletic, and even more handsome, but what did he have that I didn’t? I went inside and started playing video games, that would show them to exclude me from their stupid little date.

I was too mad to concentrate, and I kept getting frustrated with the game. Eventually, I turned it off and snuck to the kitchen to see what was going on by the pool. Nina was laying out on one of our folding chairs, with her feet in Kelvin’s lap. The level of jealousy that moved through me when I saw him massaging her delicate feet is indescribable, and I nearly started crying from frustration.

Nina had the most beautiful, feminine feet and I always stared at them when she walked around the house barefoot. Some of my deepest desires involved sucking on her toes, and licking her perfect feet. Kelvin just met her, and had somehow convinced her to let him give her a foot rub. My dick turned hard watching them, which only filled me with more shame and anger. I decided to go back out there, to try to ruin their good times.

“There he is.” Nina said, smiling wide. “Did you know that your friend is studying to be a masseuse?” she asked.

“Nope.” I said, crossing my arms as I made my way towards them.

“Yeah, dude. It’s not that expensive, and it’s easy. She’s gonna sign off for one of my hours.” he said, somehow getting credit for putting his paws all over my stepmom. He was starting to piss me off with his ‘I’m so fucking perfect’ act.

“Do you think dad would be okay with this?” I asked, trying my best to fire a missile.

“Do you think I give a fuck?” she asked, lowering her glasses and giving me a glare. “I don’t know what your problem is, but you need to drop the attitude.”

“I don’t have an attitude.” I said, feeling my face turn red.

“Yes you do. Drop it!” she said, treating me like a child in front of my friend. I decided to jump into the water to cool off, and go for a little swim. Everytime I looked over at them, he was still rubbing her feet with lotion, and she had her eyes closed with the most pleasurable look on her face. She was enjoying herself a little too much for my liking.

You didn’t need to go to massage school to give someone a foot rub. I’d been right there at her disposal all this time, and she’d never once let me rub her feet. What did he have that I didn’t? That’s all I could think about. Once the hour was up, Kelvin jumped into the pool with me.

“What up dude?” he asked. “I heard Trisha was trying to get with you, you gonna hit or what?”

“I don’t know.” I said.

“I’ve been trying to get with Alissa, maybe we could do a double date later this week.” he said.

“I’m broke, dude.”

“It’s all good. I gotchu.” he said.

“Alright. You set it up, and I’m down.” I said, warming back up to him.

“Bro, no disrespect, but your mom is fucking sexy.” he said.

“She’s my stepmom.” I said.

“Whatever, she’s super hot.” he said.

“Eh, she’s alright. You probably won’t believe this, but she has a cock.” I said, in an attempt to thwart him.

“No way? She’s Futanari? That’s so hot.” he said, looking back over at her with lust in his eyes. “Yo, watch this.” he said, and swam off to the edge of the pool and climbed out. Nina was laying directly across the pool from him, with her torso perched up enough that she was practically sitting. I squinted my eyes, wondering what immature thing he was about to do. Probably a cannonball, I thought. There was no way she was going to do anything with him.

“What are you about to do mister?” she asked, addressing him directly as he took a couple steps back away from the water.

“Check out this dive.” he said, giving her a wink before taking off running and leaping into the air. Kelvin could jump super high, and he executed a perfect dive into the pool. If he really thought showing off was going to work, he had another thing coming.

“Bravo, very good.” she said, giving him a small round of applause as he swam to her side of the pool. Right as he was about to lift himself out of the water, I spotted his swimming trunks floating to the top. What happened next was my biggest fear and ultimate insecurity realized at the same time.

“Pretty good, huh?” he asked, hands on hips and standing directly in front of her. All I could see was his ass, a little bit of his enormous cock, and my mother’s ‘wow’ face as she took in an eyeful. “Oh, shit. I’m sorry.”

“It’s okay, baby. It was an accident.” she said, covering her mouth, unable to hide her look of astonishment. I watched frozen, in silence, as he turned around and reached in to grab his floating swim trunks. His flaccid cock was nearly double the size of my erect penis, and it finally hit me. Kelvin really did have something I didn’t.

“I’m really sorry.” he said again, smiling with pride as he left it hanging out while he slowly put his trunks back on. I’d never seen a cock that large outside of Nina’s, and the jealousy I’d been feeling before more than quadrupled. How? How did one person have all the luck? He was tall, handsome, athletic, smart, funny, AND he just so happened to be hung like a fucking horse? I hated him. I hated him with all of my heart and then some.

“It’s okay, just put that big thing away.” she giggled, unabashedly staring between his legs as he pulled up his trunks. I felt a little sick to my stomach, and I was completely convinced that nothing would ever happen between my stepmom and I.

“My trunks are a little too big.” he said.

“I don’t think they are.” she said, still laughing and wearing a grin that made her seem drunk even though she hadn’t consumed any alcohol. She kept giggling, and looking at him in a different way than she’d ever looked at me before. “Wow. Anyone still hungry? There’s one more burger.”

“I’ll eat it.” Kelvin said, stepping right up to demolish yet another burger. I had to get away from them, so I offered to take the dishes in and clean up.

“Thank you, Jeff. You’re so sweet.” she said, gathering up the dishes for me while Kelvin chowed away. It was only a couple of plates, and a spatula, but I needed a minute to get my head together.


Chapter 3 - Absolute Nightmare

The entire day had turned from a dream into a nightmare, and I almost wished I’d just stayed in bed. It took no more than five minutes for me to wash up the dishes, but when I returned to the backyard, Kelvin and Nina were nowhere to be found.

I took a seat by the edge of the pool, and looked through my text messages. Trisha had texted and asked if I maybe wanted to hang out on Friday, so I responded that I had plans with Jason if she wanted to bring a friend. I even suggested she bring Alissa.

After a couple minutes, I stood up and walked around. Where did they go? What were they doing? I tried to calm myself down with a couple of laps, but I was so paranoid about Nina wanting to try out Kelvin’s monster penis that I couldn’t remain patient. I got out of the pool, dried off, and went inside to figure out where they were.

I told myself that it was nothing, that I was overthinking things. I told myself that the reason Nina and I hadn’t hooked up was because she wasn’t into younger guys, or else we would have already done something. They weren’t in the kitchen, or the living room. Neither of them was in the downstairs bathroom, so I ventured upstairs.

“Where did they go?” I asked myself, sneaking quietly up the stairs. There were three bedrooms, mine, Nina and my father’s, and then there was my father’s work office. The doors to my room and the office were wide open, and there was no one inside. That’s when I heard something, a sound emanating from Nina’s bedroom. Her door was ajar, like it had been slightly pushed closed.

I took a couple of small, sneaky steps toward her door. As I drew closer, I heard the sound again. It was a whimper, and it sounded like a woman.

“Ugh, good boy. Holy fuck.” I heard, clear as day. It was Nina, and she was moaning. My body froze, and a bead of sweat rolled down my forehead. There was no way, there was no fucking way. I inched closer, until I was right behind her door.

“It’s so tight” Kelvin grunted, followed by the sounds of rhythmic slapping. All of the hairs on my arm stood up, and the realization set in. My mother was cheating on my father with my friend from down the street.

“Your cock is so big.” she whimpered, which sent another chill of sickness straight to my stomach. I’d spent years fantasizing about her, building up a scenario in my head that I was so sure would happen. I was dumb enough to think that she’d been flirting with me so she could seduce me.

“Why are you so hot?” he asked.

“I’ll be your little slut anytime, Kelvin. I love the way you fuck me.” her words were clear as day, and I couldn’t do anything but sit on the other side of the door, completely helpless. “Harder, baby. Fuck my little pussy.” I pictured her big dick flopping around as he entered her vagina.

“Yes, mommy.” he said.

“I love when you call me that.” she said. I was sweating profusely at this point, and my cock had shriveled up into a little vienna sausage. For some reason, I lost control of myself and pushed the door open slightly. They were so immersed in what they were doing that no one saw me sneak in.

“I love older women. And I’ve always had a Futa kink.” he said, with her legs on his shoulders as he drove himself deep inside her. There was a look of pure agony on her face, and knowing it wasn’t me who put it there made me feel pathetic and weak. Kelvin only needed one day, and she was laying naked beneath him, submitting to his desires.

“You’re so much bigger than my husband.” she said, staring into his eyes with an intensity I hadn’t seen in her before. I couldn’t move, I just stood there transfixed, watching as my friend plowed my step mom. “Oh fuck!”

“You’re going to make me cum.” he grunted.

“Cum in my mouth. I want to taste it.” she begged. They were locked into a stare, and I watched as he brought her foot to his mouth and began sucking on her red painted toes. I wasn’t sure if I was going to cum in my pants or throw up, as either seemed like a legitimate possibility. It was the first time I’d seen her naked since that fateful day, and her body was glorious. Her dick was completely erect, and even bigger than I’d imagined it could grow.

“Turn over. I want to hit it from behind.” he said, pulling his cock out of her. That was the first time I saw him hard, and the pure size of it filled me with insecurity.

“Yes sir!” she said playfully. It was at that moment that she spotted me, and my world stopped spinning. “What the fuck Jeff?” she screamed, turning all of the attention on me.

“I’m sorry, I was just checking on you.” I said, eyes wide with fear.

“You’ve been nothing but a jealous little prick all day!” she screamed, her voice laced with anger. “Over there. Sit in the corner and watch!”

“What? I can just go.” I said, turning completely submissive. I’d messed up big time, and invoked her wrath.

“I said sit in the fucking corner!” she said again, pointing to the corner of her mattress. “Right here, Jeff. You wanna sneak into my room like some sort of pervert, you’re going to fucking watch.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, making eye contact with the floor as I slowly approached the corner of the bed and sat down. I was way too embarrassed to look up at Kelvin, who tried to play the big brother role and calm me down.

“It’s all good, man. Just watch.” he said, perfectly okay with being on display. I accidentally looked directly at his cock, which was rock hard and standing tall. Not only was it incredibly long and veiny, it was also thick. He’d won the genetic lottery, and I’d never been more ashamed of the size of my penis than right there in that moment. “You’re not mad, are you?” he asked, genuinely concerned.

“Nah, man. It’s all good.” I said, biting my tongue instead of speaking my mind. Obviously, I was processing a lot of emotions, and none of them were good. I just couldn’t stand up to him, or her, as they felt so superior to me.

“Come here, baby. Fuck mommy’s pussy from behind.” she said, adding insult to injury by letting him call her mommy. I glanced over at Nina on her hands and knees, wishing that I could switch bodies with Kelvin.

“Yes, mommy.” he said, grinning and approaching her from behind. I looked down at my thumbs while twiddling them, only to have my angry stepmother scold me further.

“I said watch. Look at it. Watch what your friend is doing to your step mom.” she said, her eyes piercing right through me. 

“I’m sorry.” I said, looking up to watch what was happening. From my vantage point, my angle was pretty much Kelvin’s ass thrusting into her. I could see his heavy balls swinging with each thrust, slapping against hers while she moaned in ecstasy. He was holding her waist with both hands, fucking her harder and better than I ever could have.

I wished I could see her face, or her beautiful breasts bouncing as his pelvis collided against her ass, but all I could see was his pale white ass, fucking the shit out of the woman of my dreams while I sat there with a semi hard cock.

“Get off the bed. You don’t deserve to sit. Stand at the edge of the bed and watch.” she commanded, while Kelvin never stopped pounding away. I did as I was told, standing there awkwardly in the same room as my friend and stepmom going at it. “Say yes ma am.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, struggling to maintain eye contact with her. She’d never been so mean or mad at me, and I found it kind of sexy.

“Take off your trunks, and come over here to watch. I want you to really see it.” she said. I was in a completely submissive state, and I stripped off my trunks without hesitation. “Look at that, just like I thought. Just like your father.” she said.

“What do you mean?” I asked, trying to cover myself with my hands.

“Tiny, useless, little cock.” she said, rolling her eyes. Kelvin continued to fuck her, while she dug into the sheets and held on for dear life. “Good boy Kelvin, fuck mommy’s tight little hole with that big manly dick of yours.”

“Yes, mommy.” he said, bouncing her on his cock using her hips as handles.

“Do you like watching mommy get fucked by a real cock?” she asked. “Look at how much bigger he is than you.”

“Yes, mommy. I like it.” I said.

“Don’t call me that. Call me ma am.” she said.

“Yes ma am.”

“Come here. Suck mommy’s dick.” she said. I was nearly frozen with fear, but I did what she told me to do. My mouth began watering as I got closer.

“Grab it, I’m gonna make you choke on it.” she said. Nina raised up her torso, her long hard dick sticking straight out in front of me. I’d thought about blowing her so many times, and it was finally happening.

“Yes ma am.” I said, opening wide to receive her. As soon as the tip of her she-cock was in my mouth, mine started getting hard.

“Look at him, he likes it. Do you like sucking your mother’s dick?” she asked.

“Yes ma am.” I said, too scared to call her mommy. Kelvin slowed down his pace, holding her in place by the back of her arms.

“Lay down Kelvin, I want to sit on it.” she said. “Get behind us Jeff, I want your nose in my asshole while I ride him.” she grabbed me by the hair, and pulled me closer as she climbed onto him. “Put it in.” she said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Grab his big cock, and put it inside my pussy.” she said. Again, I was on full submissive autopilot and I reached out for his dick, holding it upright and lifting her balls out of the way  as she sank down onto it.

“Oh my God that feels good.” he said, fondling her breasts and kissing her while she sank down onto his lap. “So good.”

“That’s my good boy. You’re gonna be in charge of giving mommy orgasms from now on.” she said, twerking her ass on his girth. “I said I want your nose in my asshole you little shit.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, leaning in closer. My cock had grown completely erect, and I felt like I might ejaculate just from watching them. As she rode his cock, his heavy balls bounced up and down mere inches from my face.

“Oh fuck, I’m going to cum Kelvin. I’m gonna cum for your big fat cock.” she reached down between her legs, stroking herself as her breasts bounced up and down. I would have done anything to switch places with him, to be desired by her in such a primal way.

“I’m so close.” he whimpered, thrusting hard and fast from the bottom. His balls actually hit me in the face multiple times, but I didn’t dare move.

“Good boy, cum inside mommy.” she moaned. Her bubble butt rippled each time he raised his hips, pressing himself deep inside her.

“Fuck!” he called out, and I could literally see his balls twitching as he pumped his load inside of her. It was my ultimate fantasy, and my friend was living it a few inches from my face. I wanted to run away, to jerk off and cry from shame, but I was too scared to disobey her.

“Ugh! Fuck!” she screamed for his cock, climaxing at the same time as him. Her dick pulsed hard, launching strands of thick cum everywhere. They were playing a two person game, and I was the odd man out. I’ve never felt more awkward as a third wheel than watching excess cum dribble out from between the tight suction between her lips and his bulging dick.

“Jesus.” he said, panting. They finished at the same time, and I could smell the sweat and semen leaking out from their seal. Nina produced an incredible amount of cum, and it was all over his stomach and hers.

“We’re gonna have so much fun together.” she said, kissing him passionately before stepping off of his cock. There was so much cum, all over his dick and balls, on the sheets, and leaking out from between her legs.

“Can I go?” I asked, finally mustering the courage to speak.

“No. You’re not done you little pervert, you’re lucky I don’t call the cops on you for sneaking into my room while I’m doing adult things.” she said.

“I’m sorry. I just want to leave. It won’t happen again.” I said.

“Damn right, it won’t happen again. Because you’re going to learn your lesson right now.” she said, spreading her legs and laying down.

“I’m gonna go grab some water.” Kelvin said, stepping back into his trunks.

“Okay, baby. Thank you. Mommy hasn’t cum like that in years.” she said, giving him a wink as he left the room. “Now for you.” she said, shaking her head.

“Nina, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have snuck into your room.” I said, pleading with her to simply let me go.

“Why did you come in here?” she asked.

“I didn’t know where you were.” I said.

“Then you came upstairs, and heard what was happening. And you still came in here. Why?” she asked.

“I don’t know.” I said, feeling my eyes well up with tears. I was glad that Kelvin wasn’t there to see me break down, but I was completely overwhelmed.

“Because you’re a little pervert, and you think about mommy while you masturbate, don’t you?” she asked.

“No.”

“Don’t fucking lie to me.” she said, grabbing me by the chin.

“Sometimes.” I said.

“Well, here’s your chance. Lick all of Kelvin’s cum out of mommy’s pussy, and lick up all of my cum to  show me that you’ve learned your lesson.” she said.

“I can’t.” I said, sniffling.

“Do it.” She grabbed me by the hair, and pressed my face down between her legs. I didn’t even care that she was dripping with Kelvin’s cum, I was finally right where I wanted to be. “Good. Stroke that little boy cock of yours, you need to orgasm and get it out of your system.”

“Mmm hmm…” I said, reaching down between my legs to stroke myself while I licked her pussy. Kelvin’s cum had a very distinct taste, and it mixed with the sweat that had formed between them. Still, I lapped away at her without shame. I knew it was the only chance I was ever going to get at tasting her.

“Good boy, lick it all up.” she said, holding my head in her lap and pressing her pussy against me. I focused on her clit, and tried ignoring the taste of cum inside her while I rubbed my own dick.

“Mmm…” I moaned, practically in heaven. I could still taste the sweetness of her flesh, and all of the feelings I’d harbored for her over the years came pouring out as I quickly reached orgasm.

“Fuck…” she said, her body writhing beneath me. I sucked and licked her clit like my life depended on it, switching occasionally over to her balls which were also dripping with semen.

“Ugh!” I whimpered as I reached climax, spilling cum all over my hand and wrist.

“Don’t stop.” she whimpered, getting off on my humiliation.

“Mmm…” I moaned, unwilling to stop licking her even though I’d finished cumming.

“Good boy.” she sighed, and I watched her toes flex and curl as she arrived at another orgasm. She looked absolutely gorgeous beneath me, her naked body shaking beneath my hungry mouth. “Ughhh….”

“Here, let me clean this up.” I said, grabbing my trunks and wiping up my spilled cum.

“Get the fuck out of here.” she said, pulling her blanket over herself and pointing to the door. “And if you see Kelvin, tell him to come say goodbye before he leaves.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, leaving the room while enshrouded in a cloud of shame.


Chapter 4 - The Silver Lining

Kelvin and I brushed over what had happened, and our friendship continued without a hitch. We went on that double date with Trisha and Alissa, and I got my dick sucked for the first time.

He continued showing up to have sex with Nina, and I often heard them going at it in her room while my dad wasn’t home. After a while, I grew used to it and accepted that I’d never get to hookup with my stepmom.

The silver lining was that I did get to go down on her and make her orgasm, and even though we never talked about that, it was something no one could take away from me. When I look back on the experience, it remains one of the most erotic moments of my life.


His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 1

Chapter 1 - Harris

At 23, I finally felt like I’d found my place in the world. I had my own studio apartment, and a salaried job playing video games, doing a podcast, and running a social media page. Life was grand.

My work day started at 10 am, when I met up at the “office” with my other two coworkers. From there, we’d have coffee and shoot the shit, and eventually log on and start streaming and playing at around 10:45. From there it was a marathon gaming session, where the three of us took turns playing and creating content for the site.

The pay was $36,500 annually, and I couldn’t believe that I was getting paid to do what I loved. Jon and Brian were the other two members of the team, and we worked for a large gaming content conglomerate called I-game-U-game, that allowed for guys like us to make a decent living for indulging our gaming lifestyles.

Before IGUG, I was couch surfing and barely surviving on my telemarketing job, and before that I was failing out of college. It was a huge turnaround for myself, and it felt good being able to afford my own place. It was the first time I found myself truly motivated, and excited to go into work each morning. We all shared the same job title, but I was kind of the unofficial leader of the group.

My apartment was two miles down the road from IGUG, so I rode my bike there in the mornings. It was a cool spring morning, a Friday, just like any other day on the job. I beat Jon and Brian there, and checked in at the front desk before heading for the office down the hallway.

The guys showed up, and we talked about our weekend plans. Everything was normal until 10:30, when a gorgeous woman strode into our office. All three of us perked up at the sight of her, and froze in our tracks.

She was tall, wearing nylon tights and high heels that accentuated her curves and long, flowing figure. There hadn’t been a female in the office since we started, and certainly not a woman as stunning as what stood before us.

“Hi boys.” she said, her voice confident and booming. “What are we up to this morning?” she asked, staring back at us and waiting for a response. A smile spread across her face and she crossed her arms.

“Uhm, just working.” I said, my voice sounding weak because of my dry mouth. She was so fucking gorgeous that I felt paralyzed, and I think Jon and Brian were suffering an even worse case of paralysis than me.

“Doesn’t look like it. What are you actually doing?” she asked, raising her voice even though her facial expression remained the same. I guess by speaking up, I’d become the group spokesperson because she was staring directly at me.

“I’m getting a social media post ready, Jon is playing Bonzai Warfare 6 on the live stream, and Brian is doing video editing.” I said, standing up from the couch to put myself on even footing with her, even though all it did was further showcase the massive height difference between us.

“Getting a social media post ready? What does that even mean?” she asked, furrowing her brow and snorting out a condescending laugh. “Is that what we pay you for? To get a social media post ready?”

“It’s part of the job, yes.” I said, feeling myself well up with anger. I didn’t even know who this woman was, and already she was coming after me for no reason.

“I personally allocate two…maybe three minutes max on a social media post. I have too much to do to waste time on such trivial matters. Just wrap it up, and get on to something more productive, will you sweetie?” she asked, softening her tone but intensifying her gaze.

“Yeah. I’ll get it done.” I said, looking down as I couldn’t bear her stare.

“And then what?” she asked. I looked up at her, unsure of what to say. “Then you’ll get onto something more productive, yes?” she asked, speaking slowly and nodding her head.

“Yeah.”

“Okay, good. I’m glad we had this talk. Are all three of you salary?” she asked, looking around at us.

“Do you mind telling us who you are?” I asked. I could feel the beads of sweat rolling down my armpits, and I knew my face was beet red.

“I’m Angelina Velessio, the new CFO of I-game U-game.” she said, without a hint of irony. “And you guys, are one of our lowest viewed content creators.”

“That’s because we just started. Our growth rate is on par with industry standards.” I said, suddenly trying to justify my position to the CFO of IGUG.

“Be that as it may, I’m of the belief that IGUG vastly over invested in, and overestimated the value of, niche content creators like yourself.” she said.

“We aren’t niche content creators. We’re part of the IGUG brand, we connect the company to everyday gamers with a real personal connection.” I said, looking around at the guys for support. They at least managed nodding, with their asses still glued to their couches.

“You guys play Bonzai Warfare, Ancient War Machine, and Dynasty Destruction. You’re niche.” she said, grinning. I could see that she didn’t take us seriously, and I didn’t think it was fair for her to just come in and rain on our parade like that.

“All of those games have good communities.” I said.

“Well kum ba yah! All three of those games are on my chopping block. We spend way too much money developing those types of niche games, when what we really need to be doing is going all in on our most successful franchises.” she said, looking down at me. I felt so much indignation, I wanted to swear at her and tell her to shove it up her ass, but she was the CFO.

“I think that would be a mistake, alienating your hardcore fan base that have been playing these games since they were kids.” I said, pleading not only for my job, but for the games I loved to play.

“Look, I’m gonna shoot it to you three straight. I’m not saying you’re fired, because I’m gonna go back to my office and take another look at you guys’ numbers before I finalize my decision. But, I will be making that decision by the end of the day, and I think it would be best if you guys shut down the stream in the meantime, and packed up your things just in case.” she said, having a casual glance around the room, shaking her head in disgust before storming out.

“That woman is the antichrist.”  I said, finally exhaling.

“That’s Angelina Velessio, dude. I’ve jerked off to her.” Jon said, smiling wide eyed, and no longer mute.

“Sick, dude.” I said, in lieu of slapping him across the face. “Dude, we’re fired. We don’t have jobs anymore.”

“I dunno, she said she was gonna take a final look at the numbers.” Brian said, no longer made of stone.

“Where were you guys? No one said a word.”

“I dunno, dude. I’ve jerked off to her.” Jon said.

“Great. This is great. We’re all getting canned and neither of you give a shit.” I said, realizing my doom. I couldn’t have gotten off to a worse start with Angelina, and her mind seemed made up already, before the fact. I didn’t like my chances.

Without anything to do, we sat and waited. Jon and Brian grabbed boxes and began packing their things, reticently accepting their fates instantly and without any sign of a fight.

“How are you guys okay with this? You know how hard we work.” I said, finally breaking the tension filled silence.

“I dunno, man. Do we really work that hard?” Jon asked, shrugging. “I knew this job was a scam, that’s why I took it. It’s a slacker’s paradise. We do a couple social media posts and play video games. The hardest part of the job is the video editing, which isn’t that bad, and we split it three ways. This job is cake, one person could do it by themselves, easily.” he said. It was the single smartest thing he’d ever said, and the first time I’d seen him string sentences together so seamlessly.

“I’m fucked.” I said. While Angelina was in her office, making us sweat, all I could think about was how it was back to life surfing couches, this time with an eviction looming over my head. Good times.

The day passed by impossibly slow, and I became a nervous wreck as I pictured my impending descent into homelessness. Life giveth, and she taketh away.

“Harris. You’re wanted in Ms. Velessio’s office.” said Derek, the guy at the front desk.

“Me? Okay.” I looked over at the guys, who didn’t seem at all concerned, content with sitting around to collect a final day’s paycheck. I followed Derek, and he pointed me to the massive office upstairs, which had been vacant and stuffed with boxes since I’d arrived. I could see as I approached that it had all been cleared out, and was decorated with her things.

I wasn’t sure what she wanted, but I reserved a small bit of hope that she might put us on some sort of trial period where she could keep an eye on us and see what we bring to the table. Her door was closed, and I wasn’t sure whether to knock or just go in, so I went on the safe side and rapped my knuckles against the door.

“Come in!” she screeched. As soon as I entered the room, she was berating me. “Why do people do that? I specifically asked for you to come see me in my office, do you really think I’m going to be surprised when you show up 30 seconds later? Just open the Goddamn door and come in.”

“Alright. Noted.” I said, instantly on guard. She was a gorgeous yet terrifying woman, and I had no idea what to expect. She sat in a large swiveling office chair, while I was across the desk, with the little wooden one.

“So I’ve crunched the numbers, and your little division definitely isn’t necessary.” she said, opening the conversation. “Sit down, Harris. I don’t need you looking down at me.”

“Okay. So…we’re fired?” I asked, resigned to my fate.

“Yes. But, I’ve decided not to ax the franchises. So I’m going to put a lot more on your plate, you’re going to have to play and cover other games. All of what we’re going to call the “classic” division of IGUG.” she said.

“So I’m getting promoted?” I asked.

“No, Harris. Don’t be ridiculous.” she said, snickering earnestly. Her eyes sparkled and her glare cast a spell over me. “You’re going to take a very slight pay cut, and you’re going to have to actually work, but you get to keep your job. If you want it.”

“A pay cut? I only make thirty six five!” I said, unsure how more work equated to less pay.

“It’s a very minor cut, Harris. Don’t get your panties in a bunch. You’ll be making thirty five four now. You won’t even notice it.” she said.

“Ms. Velessio, with all due respect, that’s not acceptable. I’ll keep the same pay, or I’ll take a raise, but I’m not taking a pay cut so I can do more.” I said, pulling back my shoulders and forcing myself to look into her eyes.

“Okay, Harris. Clear out your things. Tell the rest of the boys they’re fired as well.” she said, putting on her glasses and turning her attention quickly to her notebook.

“That’s it? Take a pay cut or I’m fired?” I asked.

“Listen, Harris. I’m the CFO of the company, and I don’t have time to deal with the drama of mid-wits. Let me try to explain this like you’re five, so that maybe you have a chance of comprehending it.

Your division has been removed. I’ve created a new division of IGUG called “Classics”, which includes all of the mediocre selling games that you enjoy. Because you’ve already been with the company and seem reasonably competent, I was offering you this new position, which does happen to come with more responsibilities and a slightly lower entry level of pay than your previous position.”

“Okay, I understand, and I don’t want to lose my position here at IGUG. I love it here, it’s given me purpose, and-”

“I don’t care, Harris. Look, you’re getting on my last nerve. Close that door, and pull the shades.” she said, her face deadly serious.

“What?”

“Don’t play dumb. You heard what I said. Close the door. Pull the shades.”

“Okay.” I said, slowly standing before completing her tasks.

“Lock the door.”

“Okay.” I said, turning both locks before sitting back down. I was getting a strange feeling, like something bad was about to happen.

“I’m Angelina Velessio. I’m the CFO of this company, I’m a model, an influencer, and a multi-millionaire. I own 6 properties in prime locations across the United States.” she said, placing her elbows on the desk, and her fingertips together as she leaned forward and spoke. “I’m not here to negotiate with a booger picking virgin who makes thirty five thousand a year.”

“I’m not a “booger picking virgin”, I’m a valuable member of IGUG.”

“No, Harris. You’re an ant. You’re nothing. I am a valuable member of IGUG. You aren’t getting this.” she said, sliding back her chair and standing up. I watched as she came out from behind her desk, and couldn’t help admiring her thighs and perfect bubble butt as she went to the window and peeked out.

“Ms. Velessio. I need this job. It’s how I pay my bills.”

“I’ve had enough of your insolence. You’re too big for your own britches around here, I don’t think you’re a good fit for the company. I have a zero tolerance policy for even micro acts of insubordination, and your tone just doesn’t sit well with me. You can go.” she said.

“Ms. Velessio, please reconsider.” I said, feeling my heart rate skyrocket. It was really happening, I was about to lose my dream job. It wasn’t worth it, losing everything for such a small amount of money.

“No. Leave now, Harris, or I’ll be forced to call security.” she said. I felt my entire life slip away, and thoughts of doing hard manual labor for even less pay flashed in my mind. I’d never been fired before, and the uncertainty made me start shaking with emotion. It wasn’t fair, it wasn’t right. She shouldn’t be able to ruin my life so callous and casually.

“Please. I can’t lose my apartment, IGUG means everything to me.” I said, clasping my hands together and begging. I instantly regretted not accepting her offer, and wished I could go back to that moment in time.

“Harris, get on your hands and knees.” she said.

“What?”

“Get down on your hands and knees in front of me. I want you to kiss my feet.” she said. Her tone changed, and she sat down at the edge of her desk. “If you show me that you can be a good boy, accept your role as my inferior, and change your attitude from being entitled to serving Angelina Velessio, and making sure that Angelina Velessio is taken care of and pleased, then I think you’ll have a much better time here as an employee of I-game U-game.” she said. I became mesmerized by her beauty, and found myself instinctively lowering myself before her.

“Yes Ms. Velessio.”

“You will no longer refer to me as that. You will call me mistress, goddess, master, or mommy.”

“Yes mistress.” I said, keeping my head down. I hadn’t even processed what was happening, but I became very aroused in my pants, and the urge to submit to her welled up inside me.

“Good boy. Maybe you can learn to be mommy’s little bitch.” she said, removing one of her shoes, and dangling her nylon covered, perfectly arched foot directly in front of my face. “Kiss, suck, and lick. That’s what a good boy does for his goddess. To show his devotion.”

“Yes Goddess.” I said, so turned on that I couldn’t think rationally. I did as I was told, and began soaking her nylons with my wet mouth, sucking on her toes and debasing myself before her.

“Good boy. Show mommy how much you love her. Look up here. Show me those submissive eyes.” she said. When I looked up, I received the shock of a lifetime. Angelina had pulled up her skirt, exposing her absolutely massive cock.

“What is…?” I asked, my voice trailing off as I stared in awe at the thick, veiny, python of a cock that hung between her legs.

“It’s a she-cock, sweetie. I’m futanari.”

“Oh.” I said, unable to stop staring at it. It was so huge, so big and juicy that it called out for me to obey, to do whatever was necessary to make her cum. Angelina took hold of it by the base with both hands, swinging it back and forth in front of my face.

“You like it, don’t you?” she asked. I nodded in a trance, my mouth watering for a taste. I admired her large, swollen balls, perfectly hairless and plump, clearly in need of release.

“Yes mistress.”

“You want to serve this superior cock, don’t you baby boy?”

“So much.” I said, almost whimpering. My cock was so hard that it had a pulse, but I felt so inferior to her that I didn’t want her to see it.

“Keep worshiping your master’s feet, and maybe if you’re good enough, I’ll let you gag on it.” she said, content to torment me with arousal, teasing as my hard dick became so full of pressure that it felt like I might cum in my pants. I wanted more, but it was all she would give me so I ate it up, sniffing and licking all over her soles and toes. I couldn’t help watching her stroke play with herself, stroking her incredible cock faster and faster while staring down into my eyes.

“I love it, mistress. You’re so beautiful.” I said.

“Look at you. So pathetic. One minute, you’re mouthing off and standing up for yourself, the next, on your knees in front of a woman, sucking.” she said. I nodded, unwilling to remove her toes from deep in my mouth. I ran my tongue around this, sucking from the spit soaked fabric as saliva dribbled down my chin.

“I’ll do anything you tell me to, mistress.”

“Yeah you will.” she said. “Put your hands behind your back.” she said, hopping down off the desk and making her cock swing dramatically. She went around her desk, and retrieved a pair of shiny silver handcuffs.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, unsure of why I so easily allowed myself to trust this woman I’d just met. It was like she had a power over me, a dominant nature that naturally made me bend to its will.

“I need to see that you have restraint, and can control yourself.” she said, clicking the cuffs into place, and then clicking them extra tight.

“Ow.” I said, unintentionally letting out a yip.

“Are they too tight?”

“Yes mistress.”

“Good. Then they’re just right.” she said, grabbing hold of me by the cuffs and dragging me behind her desk so that no one could see me. She then went to the front of the office, and opened up the blinds and unlocked the door, before returning to her desk.

“What are we doing?”

“Don’t ask questions. Just be patient and obey. And be quiet.”

“Yes mistress.” I whispered. Angelina removed both of her shoes, placing them beside her chair while I laid on the ground under her desk, on my side and facing her. She dangled her feet in front of my face, making me tend to them with my mouth for several minutes before paging her secretary, Derek.

“Derek, send in Jon and Brian. At the same time please, they’re being let go.”

“Yes ma am.” he said, responding from his line. There was nothing I could do, except lay hidden in handcuffs while she rubbed both of her feet all over my face. With the handcuffs on, I had no chance to provide any stimulation to myself, even though she was forcing me to stay aroused the entire time.

I heard the boys entering her office a moment later, opening the door without even knocking.

“Jon, Brian. Have a seat.” she said, pointing them to the little brown chairs. “As you know, I’ve been taking a look at your numbers, and unfortunately, it isn’t looking too good for you guys.” she said, pausing to look down at me. She placed one of her feet on my crotch, and the other in my mouth, forcing me to swallow it deeper by shoving it down my throat.

“Well, that’s too bad.” said Brian.

“But it was really nice meeting you. I’m a big fan.” Jon said, unbothered by the news of being canned.

“Thanks.” said Angelina, giggling softly. Her foot began moving back and forth on my cock, over the outside of my pants. It felt so good, but I was too busy trying to control my breathing and not make any noise to enjoy it. “What about me are you a fan of? My work as CFO?”

“Ugh. Uhm, you know. Kind of, like, the stuff you did online. Like, the modeling type stuff.” he said, stammering through every word. I wasn’t sure what was more painful, listening to him or being gagged by Angelina’s big toe.

“Jon. Are you saying that you think I’m pretty?” she asked.

“Yeah.” he said, bashful and intimidated.

“Well you can just come out and say it, I don’t mind a compliment.” she said, being extra peppy and cheerful. “Anyway, just go ahead and clear out your desks. On behalf of everyone at IGUG, we wish you luck in your future endeavors.”

“Thank you.” Jon said, standing up.

“Thank you for the opportunity.” Brian said, extending his hand over the desk for a handshake, which Angelina politely declined. “Oh, yeah. Sorry.” he said, filing out of her office behind Jon and closing the door.

“Well, your little friends are gone. I guess it’s just you and me now.” she said, pulling up her skirt and again exposing herself. “I wonder what we should do.” she said, musing. I sat up against the wall, looking up her skirt and squirming, desperately in need of touch. She was easily the most beautiful futanari woman I’d ever seen, and it felt like I was so close to getting her.

“I only want to serve you, mistress.”

“Stand up. I want you to lay down on my desk. On your stomach.” she said, reaching down to grab hold of my hair, pulling it hard to assist me to my feet. She held on as she put me into position, sliding my head to the edge of the desk.

“Yes mistress.” I said, watching as she stood directly in front of me, and turned around. She wore no underwear, and lowered her ass down to my face, draping her skirt over it as she planted her asshole directly against my mouth.

“Good boy.” she said, reaching back and pushing the back of my head into her ass, bending over and shaking it back and forth as I hungrily lapped away. It was pure instinct, and the moment her flesh entered my mouth, all bets were off.

No one had ever treated me like that before, but I’d also never been with a woman so beautiful. There was nothing I wouldn’t do to be with her. “Eat it. Use your tongue. Make out with it. Stick your tongue all the way in there, show me what a slut you are for your master.” she said, her voice booming. I glanced over to see that we were on full display, luckily no one had noticed what was going on in the office of the new CFO.

“Mmm…” I moaned, burying my face so far in her fat bubble that my face disappeared.

“Good slut. Just like that. Serve your goddess.” she said, her voice laced with lust. “Tell me how much you like it. Tell me how perfect I am.”

“Yes Goddess. You are above me, my superior in every way.”

“Don’t stop.” she said, my nose pressed against her buttcrack as the tip of my tongue flicked against her anus.

“I’m obsessed with you. I’m powerless to you. You make me weak.” I said the words without shame, too horny to think straight. Laying on the hard desktop was uncomfortable, and forced my erection at a weird angle, but I didn’t dare mention my grievance. I was too immersed in what was happening. It had been years since I’d been with a woman, and she was absolutely entrancing.

“Come here. Back down on your knees.” she said, again grabbing me by the hair and forcing me down. She pulled me across the floor, banging my knees as I struggled to keep up as she again pulled the curtains, and locked the door.

“What can I do, mistress?” I asked, as she held my head up to look at her. She grabbed hold of my jaw, and spit in my face.

“Make me cum.” she said, standing up in front of me, pitching the largest tent I’d ever seen in her skirt.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, ducking my head under her skirt and bobbing until my lips were wrapped around one of her balls.

“Good boy. Show mommy’s balls some love.”

“Mmm…” I gobbled away with my hands aching behind my back, eagerly doing as I was told. There was no time to stop and think, as my mind was fully in the mode to serve. All I wanted was to make her happy, to become her faithful servant and do anything she asked of me. I wanted to keep her, to make her mine. Or the other way around. I didn’t care so long as I could have her. Angelina pulled her skirt away from my face, taking hold of herself by the cock and wagging it back and forth.

“Open wide. Stick out your tongue.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, making it so. I sat obediently in front of her as she slapped her cock against my tongue, waiting patiently for her permission.

“Such a good little slut. I can’t bury it in your tight little asshole, but you haven’t earned that yet.” she said, stroking herself while bouncing it off of my dripping tongue.

“I love your cock, master.”

“Do you worship it?”

“Yes master.” I said, staring at her bulbous mushroom cockhead, opening wide to receive it.

“Show me.” she said. Angelina’s dominant nature came out in everything she did, and I had no hands to hang on with as she impaled me with her throbbing she-dick. It filled my mouth to the brim, activating my gag reflex over and over, which had no effect on Angelina whatsoever.

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” I coughed and choked, spilling viscous spit all over the place as she used my mouth for pleasure. She began thrusting so fast and rhythmically that her swinging balls clapped against my chin. I felt ashamed by how much I liked it, and how continuously hard I’d stayed the entire time that she treated me like an object.

“Throat it. Deeper. Show me that you deserve this opportunity.” she said, her spit soaked cock slipping all the way down my throat. I couldn’t breathe, but I was learning to receive it. As she flossed it up and down my throat, I felt myself cross the threshold of arousal that I could handle, and I began spasming in place as it happened. The build up took several seconds, but there was no denying it. I was cumming in my pants without stimulation, making a mess without ever being touched.

“Ugh! Fuck. Oh my God.” I grunted, moaning in pleasure and embarrassment. Angelina laughed, noticing the wet spot in my pants and figuring out what had happened.

“Oh, wow. You came in your pants, you pathetic virgin.” she said, shaking her head as post nut clarity kicked in. “You’re so inferior, I can’t believe I’m wasting my time on you. You better swallow my cum, and show me that you’re dedicated. Without pure, blind dedication to me, you will never be anything.”

“Guck!” I gagged, struggling for air as her fat girth began pulsing inside my throat, choking me as it erupted with hot sticky goo. Angelina held my head in place, unwilling to release me until she’d fully drained herself directly into my stomach.

“Yes! Fuck. Yes, baby. That’s it, that’s what you have to do to be worthy. Good boy.” she grunted, blasting rope after rope down my gullet until finally it was extinguished.

I immediately began coughing, and cum shot out of my nose and mouth. There was so much, and I tried in vain to wipe it from my face. The front of my shirt was completely soaked, and I sat there dripping before her, waiting for instructions.

“I needed that.” she said, tossing me a hand towel as she tucked her cock away and sat back down at her chair. “I’ll definitely keep you, at least for another day.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” I said, still bowing before her.

“You’re released for the day. Be here at 7:45 tomorrow, meet in my office.” she said. “Go.”

“Uhm, Mistress? My handcuffs?” I asked. She smirked, and motioned for me to approach her. I turned around, and she let me loose. “Thank you, Goddess.” I said, scurrying off. As I walked down the hall, I noticed Brian and Jon leaving our office, and walking straight for me with boxes in hand.

“Did you get canned too?” Brian asked, as we came closer together.

“Ugh, yeah. I might have another opportunity, but as of now, yeah.” I said, lying nervously.

“What’s all over you? Did you just come from Valentina’s office?” Jon asked, looking at me funny.

“Ugh, fuckin’ donuts. I fell on some freshly glazed donuts.” I said, the only thing I could think of that would make sense in that scenario.

“Right on, I love donuts.” Jon said, scooping up a glob and shoving it into his mouth before I could stop him. There was a pause, and he looked at me for several seconds. “Tastes weird. Not like donuts.”

“Yeah, I dunno. Didn’t get the chance to try them.” I said, walking right past them in a mad dash to get out of there before I saw anyone else I knew. It was a crazy day, and my mind was spinning as I rode back to my apartment.

I took a shower and threw my clothes in the shower, replaying my encounter with Angelina over and over. She was so fucking hot, and I wondered if my new job would consist mostly of being her personal sex slave, because if so, I was happy to take the pay cut.

When I fell asleep that night, I was full of excitement for the following day.


His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 2

Chapter 1 - Harris

Instead of riding my bike to work, I decided to leave extra early and walk. It was a bit of an adjustment, getting up so much earlier than usual, but I knew that I had to do everything Angelina said down to a T.

Being so close to losing my job made me realize how lazy and unskilled I really was, as the mere thought of having to do real work was almost paralyzing. I’d spent my entire life in pursuit of my job at IGUG, and I would have to fight like hell if I wanted to keep it.

It was impossible not to think about her after what had happened. Our encounter was the single most erotic moment of my life, and it awakened things inside of me that I didn’t know existed.

She effortlessly brought out my inner desire to submit to a powerful woman, and her presence alone was enough to make me feel inferior. Angelina was probably six inches taller than me, with massive breasts, a perfectly round and obscenely thick ass, and a cock that made mine look like a vienna sausage.

I wondered what she’d be wearing at work as I replayed being handcuffed on her floor, worshiping one nylon covered foot while the other teased my cock. She put a spell on me, and I couldn’t wait to be laying beneath her again, making out with her toes while she handled real business.

It was the first time I’d dealt with a penis, and I guess it didn’t seem as jarring because of the absolute goddess it was attached to. Beneath her heavy hangers was a pretty little pink vagina, and I prayed to the heavens that she’d eventually let me use it.

My anxiety kicked in as I approached the building. Angelina had a bossy meanness to her that I found unpredictable. As someone who hates conflict, my plan was simply to acquiesce to her every demand, and do my very best to stay on her good side.

There was a beautiful Aston Martin SUV in the parking lot when I arrived, and it stood out like a sore thumb. It had to be Angelina’s, as we were the only two people scheduled to arrive so early. The rest of the employees weren’t set to get there until between nine and ten.

“What is this?” I asked, looking at the new steel door with a camera pointing in my face. I pressed the only button, and Angelina’s face appeared on the screen beside it, running on a treadmill with earbuds in.

“Good, you’re here. I’m in the basement, working out. Come down here.” she said, without breaking her stride. Even though the camera was centered on her face, I could see her massive breasts bouncing in her sports bra with each step.

“Yes ma am.” I said, right as she hung up. There was a buzzing sound, and the door popped open. I stepped inside. There had always been a gym in the basement, but none of us ever used it. It took me a moment to figure out how to get there, and when I stepped inside, Angelina was dripping with sweat.

“I just finished my run. Put your stuff down, you’re going to help stretch me out.” she said.

“Oh. Okay, yeah.” I said, putting down my bag and doing a couple of quick shoulder stretches. Angelina sat down on the mat, controlling her breath and waiting for me to approach.

“Get over here, Harris.” she said, snapping me to attention. “Take off my shoes and socks.”

“Okay.” I said, getting right to work on untying her shoes.

“Excuse me? Okay what? Okay, asshole? Okay, fuckface?” she asked, her face turning red with anger.

“Okay Goddess. I apologize, I’m sorry.” I said, untying her shoes.

“It’s real simple Harris.”

“I know, mistress. I’m sorry.”

“Stop over apologizing. It makes you sound weak.” she said.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, removing her shoes.

“Smell.” she said, laughing sadistically as she rubbed her foot in my face. “How is it?”

“It’s amazing, your highness.”

“Ooh, your highness. I like that one. Be a good boy and take my socks off with your mouth.” she said.

“Yes master.” I said, leaning in and trying to figure out how to do it. Angelina was wearing black yoga pants, and my eyes traced the distinct outline of her enormous cock and balls, bulging out noticeably as I tried to remove her no-show socks with my teeth.

“Oh, Harris. You’re so pathetic. I love it.” she said, teasingly pulling her foot away so I had to crawl on my hands and knees to retrieve it. I finally got a hold of the ankle, and pulled the sweat soaked sock off of her foot.

“Thank you, mistress.” I said, repeating the same process on the other foot.

“Stand up, Harris. Pull your pants down so I can see your cock.” she said, still sitting in front of me.

“Yes mistress.” I said, scrambling to my feet. I dreaded the moment, Angelina seeing my much smaller, inferior penis, but at least I was hard. As soon as I pulled it out, her laughter was reflexive.

“I knew it. You love this, don’t you? Being dominated by a powerful woman.” she looked up at me grinning, and I realized that she wasn’t laughing at my penis. She was laughing that being treated like her little bitch was turning me on.

“There is a part of me that definitely enjoys it, mistress. You’re so beautiful.”

“I know, I’m traditionally way out of your league. You’d be way too embarrassing for me to date publicly, I couldn’t be seen with such a weak man, but you are exactly what I’ve been seeking.

Our relationship will remain strictly dom-sub at all times, and it will remain completely out of the public sphere. You are my assistant, but behind closed doors, you’re nothing but my pathetic little bitch. Follow me to the showers.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, tucking my erection behind my waistband and following close behind her. Her walk resembled that of a runway supermodel, and her peach swayed with each exaggerated pop of the hips. Angelina led me into the shower room, and promptly removed her sports bra while facing away from me. I stood watching in awe, mesmerized as she pulled her leggings all the way down, exposing herself completely as she wasn’t wearing anything underneath.

“I don’t want to get the showers dirty. Clean me with your tongue, lick every inch of me. Wash my balls with your mouth.” she said, without turning.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, so turned on that I was almost euphoric. I couldn’t believe what was happening, the most beautiful futanari woman I’d ever encountered stood naked, commanding me to worship her body with my tongue.

“Start with my ass. It’s especially dirty this morning.” she said, pulling apart her perfect cheeks. I admired her tightly puckered hole, and quickly gave over to my lust.

“Mmmm….”

“Just like that. Clean mommy’s asshole with your tongue. Good slut.” she said, shaking her ass in my face as I tongued her anus. My cock became painfully hard, begging me to stroke it while I indulged in her flesh.

“It’s so good, mommy.” I moaned, letting my hand stray.

“Don’t even think about it. How selfish are you? This is about showing your commitment to me, and worshiping your goddess.” she said, turning her head to look down at me.

“Yes, your majesty.” I said, returning to the task at hand. I dragged my tongue along the backs of her thighs, and all over her cheeks, slurping up every salty drop of sweat from her body that I could find.

“Here. Don’t forget.” she said, planting her balls on my face, holding me by the hair and using my head like a mop, guiding where my attention traveled.

“I love cleaning my goddess.”

“Come on, get everything.” she said, forcing my face into her armpits. I licked the soles of her feet last, and then she stepped into the shower, instructing me to watch her, but not to touch myself.

She was perfection incarnate, aesthetically pleasing in a way that was almost overwhelming. I watched as she lathered up her tits, glancing over at me and enjoying the tease as she played with them. It was quite a show, and my mouth watered as she worked her massive futa-cock with both hands, her balls swinging with each stroke. The suds ran between her asscheeks as the water rinsed her soft skin, and I handed her a towel as she stepped out.

“You’re hard, aren’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, master.” I said, looking down at the bulge in my pants.

“Go do your social media post. There’s a folder on your desk with your expectations for the day. Meet in my office at 10.” she said, slapping my ass as I turned to go.

My balls were still tingling when I sat down, aching for stimulation. I slid the folder in front of me, but had trouble switching my mind over from intense arousal to work focus. It would have helped me if she would at least let me cum and release all of the tension she was causing.

“Social media posts for each of the following accounts… Jesus. That’s like 10 posts.” I said, glancing over the top sheet of paper. I flipped to the next page, and it was a list of videos that needed editing. There were three that had priority, but the list went much longer than that and I was instructed to get to them as quickly as possible.

The next page was filled with assistant type tasks, with times beside them. 12:30, drop off her dry cleaning, 1 pm, pick up her lunch, 2 pm, turn in completed video files, 5 pm, protein shake.

“How am I supposed to run all these fucking errands, do all these social media posts, and then somehow still have time to finish all of this video editing?” I asked, feeling my anxiety flare right back up. “Such a bitch.” I whispered, looking around to make sure that no one heard me.

As hot, and powerful, and mind-blowingly sexy as Angelina was, she wasn’t easy to please. I got started right away on social media posts. As the new head of the IGUG Classics division, the entire burden of social media for all of the included franchises became my sole responsibility. 

It was a lot more work than I was used to, but I put my head down and churned away. I wasn’t even halfway done when Angelina stormed into my office, screeching at the top of her lungs.

“When I say 10, I fucking mean 10!” she screamed.

“Oh, shit. I’m sorry, I lost track of time.”

“Earth to Harris, it’s called an alarm. You’re my personal assistant, I am your number one priority.”

“Yes, mistress. I was working on social media, and-”

“I don’t care, Harris. You’re late. Here, this is my Starbuck’s order. I need you to pick it up.” she said, handing me a piece of paper.

“Starbuck’s? That’s all the way across town.”

“It’s a ten minute drive.”

“I don’t have a car.” I said. The disgust and disappointment on her face was evident, and she pinched the bridge of her nose, closing her eyes and letting out a long sigh.

“Of course you don’t. Why would you need a car? You don’t need a car to pick your boogers, and you don’t need a car in order to not get laid, so why would you have one of those?” she asked, turning her anger towards me.

“I can ride my bike. It’s not a problem, mistress. I’d love to do that for you.”

“I’d love to get my coffee while it’s still fucking hot! God dammit, Harris. You’re going to pay for this. I’ll get it myself, but you better get yourself a car, fast. Without reliable transportation, you won’t be able to properly perform the duties of being my assistant, and I’ll have to let you go.”

“Yes Goddess.” I said, exhaling when she left the room. Working for her was so much pressure, it put a constant level of stress and tension on me. No matter what I did, she seemed unimpressed and let down.

The rest of the day was a constant blur of motion. I peddled all over time, doing this and that, trying to keep up. She said that I wasn’t responsible enough, or she’d have let me drive her Aston Martin. That was disappointing, especially because the alternative involved me wearing myself out.

Somehow, I made it through the day without fucking up too bad. Even though it was tough, I did find it very rewarding working in that type of environment. The last thing on my itinerary for the day was “protein shake” at 5 pm, and I reported to Angelina’s office feeling pretty good about myself. The door was unlocked, so I stepped inside to see what she needed.

“What are you doing? Don’t just walk into my office. You’re my assistant, you knock on the door, then wait for me to tell you to come in, then you come in. Those are the steps, got it?” she asked, standing up at her desk.

“I thought you said to just walk in if you were expecting me.”

“You can just walk in if I call for you directly, don’t just barge in here because you have an appointment.” she said.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, averting my gaze. “My schedule said something about a protein shake at five.”

“Yes. I noticed how frail you are, you don’t lift weights do you?” she asked.

“Ugh, no. I do pushups, and bodyweight stuff sometimes.”

“Don’t lie to me. I need you to start getting here early to workout, or get a gym membership, and start lifting at least 3 times a week.” she said.

“I’m not really the fitness type.”

“I can see that, which is why you need to train more than anyone. It reflects poorly on me, you being so scrawny and pale. You don’t want to make me look bad, do you?” she asked.

“No, your majesty.”

“Good. At the end of your workday, you are to report to me for your protein shake. It’ll help you put on muscle.” she said.

“Yes Goddess.” I said, staring back at her blankly.

“Come and earn it. It’s waiting for you to milk it out.” she said, pointing at the door. I went over and locked it, and then pulled the blinds. I understood that it was time for me to worship her she-cock, to relieve her massive balls of the day’s tension. My protein would be derived from the explosion of cum that she would deliver straight down my throat.

“Thank you, Goddess. I won’t waste a drop.” I said, instinctively dropping to my knees in front of her. Angelina again wore nylons, this time white with her black skirt and white button up top.

“Here. You put them on this time.” she said, retrieving the handcuffs and handing them over to me.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, putting them on behind my back, and squeezing them extra tight in case she checked behind me. Angelina stood momentarily, unzipping the back of her skirt before letting it fall to the floor and stepping out of it in her black heels.

“Open up. I want you to focus entirely on making me cum. Show me your servitude, show me what a weak and pathetic little cockslut you are.” she said, holding herself at the base, steadying her enormous python in front of my face.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, parting my lips and attempting to swallow her bulbous mushroom head. It was so soft, and almost as soon as it slipped past my lips, I was gagging on her girth.

“Oh, yes. That’s what mommy needs.” she said, leaning back in her chair and placing her hand on top of my head. “Milk that she-cock. Get all of that yummy, sticky cream.”

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” I impaled myself on the monster, struggling to take it and coughing viscous spit all over it.

“Good slut. Slurp it up. You’re right where you belong now, baby, down on your knees, servicing superior cock.” she said, thrusting against my throat so it slid even deeper.

“Guck!” I coughed, my eyes welling with tears as I was forced to plunge back down on it. Her warm flesh invaded my throat, and tears streamed down my cheeks as I submitted entirely to the servicing of her pleasure.

“Such a good little whore. You know exactly what I like, just give yourself over to it.”

“Mmm…mmm…mmm…” I used the spit as lubricant, trying my best to make her erupt with protein cream. She fucked my face like a fleshlight, masturbating with my throat for several minutes. The entire time, my desire to please her grew and grew, and I fought the urge to relieve my own throbbing erection.

“Keep going, don’t stop. Swallow it, bitch. There you go.” she said, standing over me and cutting off all of my air as she thrust against my throat. “Fuck! Yes, baby. Good girl, here it comes. Take mommy’s cum. Take it.” she grunted, holding me in place as she pulsed in my throat, making another rough deposit of copious amounts of hot sticky cum.

I was left panting for air, and coughing up cum on the floor. Angelina sat back down on her chair, put her feet up, and closed her eyes while I tried my best to clean up the excess cum that was all over the floor, and all over my shirt. It was the second day in a row I would be sent home completely covered and dripping with Angelina’s cum.

“I get here at 6:45 to work out. Don’t be late.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, out of breath sucking her dick. I couldn’t imagine keeping pace with her. She was a fitness machine, with well defined legs and bigger arms than me.

“Oh, yeah. Don’t you dare ejaculate between now and then. Got it? No masturbating, no porn. No nothing.” she said. I nodded in agreement, noticing that she left out the part about no girls because she knew that wasn’t going to happen.

I had no choice in the matter, and I knew it perfectly well. It was a massive change in the way I was living, but it was addicting. I didn’t want to leave IGUG, or Angelina. It felt good belonging to a woman, being her subservient piece of property. She may not have let me cum or touch me down there, but at least it was something. The opportunity to view her naked, and to touch and worship her body was enough to keep me happy.

That night, I learned the hard way that blue balls are real. No one had ever gotten me so aroused before, and I noticed the discomfort before I got in the shower.

“Oh, shit. What is that?” I asked, looking down at my own weirdly swollen balls. They were sore to the touch, and looked very odd. I knew right away that it was blue balls, and that the only way to make it go away would be to cum.

Angelina didn’t give me her contact information, and I was too scared to make an executive decision to relieve myself. It was a torturous night, tossing and turning with sore testicles and uncontrollable fantasies about my new goddess.

“Fuck, Angelina. I wish you were here.” I said, my brow sweating as I stared up at the ceiling. The hours ticked by, and the fantasies were non stop. At some point in the night, I managed to fall asleep without indulging my severe urge to ejaculate.

I forgot to set an alarm. Luckily for me, my aching balls went off just in time for me to limp around the house and get ready. Riding my bike was uncomfortable at an all time high, and I had to pedal standing to avoid resting my balls on the seat. Angelina let me in, and I saw me hobbling across the floor as I entered the gym.

“Don’t even start making excuses on day one, Harris. You are not injured.” she said, cutting off the treadmill and stepping off.

“I’m not injured. I have blue balls.” I said, wincing. Angelina was again wearing a sports bra and yoga pants, this time all-white to match her sneakers. Instead of snapping at me, she grinned.

“Show me.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, desperate to relieve them. “I wanted to cum last night, but I didn’t want to disobey you.” I said, pulling down my pants and exposing myself to her. She looked down at my misshapen, swollen nuts and burst out laughing. My face turned red while she openly laughed at me, covering her open mouth with her hand and shaking her head.

“I would have let you cum if I knew you had blue balls. You’re definitely obedient.” she said. “Go to the shower and jerk yourself off. I’ll let you skip your workout today.”

“Thank you, mistress.” I said, not wasting any time and sneaking off to the shower. I’d hoped that Angelina would offer to make me cum, but I was happy to just to

get relief. I thought about jerking off in front of her, and even though it was a little uncomfortable, it all went away after I spilled my seed down the drain.

It was another busy day of running errands, doing social media, and being drowned by video editing projects. She continued firing employees, downsizing until there were only 6 people left in the entire building. Derek kept his job, and the official IGUG channel was filmed and edited in our building by a four man team. That was it, all that remained over the original 24 man team I’d spent the previous year of my life with.

Once again, I was exhausted and overwhelmed by the time the clock struck five, and I made my way to Angelina’s office for another protein shake. It was kind of like my snack at the end of the day, the dessert I earned by slaving away all day for IGUG. Angelina was turning off the light and locking up when I arrived.

“I have a meeting across town at 5:30.” she said, tossing her bag over her shoulder and handing me a plastic bottle. “Drink it now. I want to see you polish it off.”

“What is it?” I asked, looking down at the half full shaker. I popped open the lid and knew immediately what it was.

“It’s your protein shake. I rubbed one out right before you got here.” she said.

“Do I have to?” I asked, much less into the idea of drinking her cum out of a shaker than straight from the source.

“Do it Harris. I don’t have time for this.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, taking another look into the glass. It was insane how much semen her body produced with every orgasm, and I decided not to hesitate and just go for it.

“There you go. Like a proper cumslut.” she said, clapping as I finished off the last gulp. “Good job. You might be cut out for this after all.”

“Thank you, mistress.” I said, trying to hold it down. It was still warm, but I couldn’t deny there was something about it that I liked. Angelina got into her Aston Martin, and ripped out of the parking lot like a hellcat without offering me a ride.

It was a strange situation, but I couldn’t complain. Angelina was the most exciting thing to happen to my life since I could remember, and I had a feeling that it was going to lead to pleasures that I couldn’t even imagine, just so long as I remained obedient to a fault, and fully dedicated to serving her desires.


His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 3

Chapter 1 - Valentina Alessio

There was a lot on my plate, and I was glad to have found such a naturally subservient bitch to take out my frustrations on. I’d moved on from dating powerful men, making them fall in love with me until I inevitably broke their hearts and watched them crumble.

I was ready for something more stable. At the end of the day, I knew exactly what I wanted, a weak, pliable man who was trainable and capable of bending to my will.

It was easy for me to pick him out, to see that he was a simple man without ambition. All he wanted was to be left alone to play video games, and he was just awkward and broke enough that I knew he had no real dating prospects.

My first couple of days as CFO went well, and I established a baseline of what I expected from him. I knew that he was mine when he enthusiastically chugged down my massive load of freshly discharged semen.

There were only two reasons for him to be there, and I believed they both applied. One, he was so comfortable in his current position that he would do anything to avoid change, even if it was for his benefit. And two, he was hopelessly addicted to me, unwilling and unable to pry himself from my clutches because he was holding out hope that maybe I would take pity on him, and give him the best experience of his life.

There was a certain eagerness about him, a deep desire to serve me based on his mistaken belief that it would somehow make me respect him, and give myself to him. Harris’ very disposition was agreeable and weak, and it was in his nature to submit to a woman like myself.

He knew full well that I was above him, that the value of my physical beauty alone was far above anything he could ever hope to offer, and that my personality and intelligence also overshadowed his. Some men would take this as a challenge to compete with me, and some would avoid me in lieu of a weaker, more conquerable woman, but not Harris.

His response was far better, to pledge his loyalty on the romantic hope that he could slowly prove himself worthy over time out of pure obedience and faithfulness. There was nothing he wouldn’t do for me, without any expectation of anything in return, and I had every intention of putting that hypothesis to the test.

When Harris arrived in the morning to work out, he had no idea what was in store for him. His gray sweat shorts and mesh tank top made him look like the last kid picked in gym class, and I couldn’t help snickering at the sight of him.

“Good morning, mistress. I’m ready to lift some weights.” he said, awkwardly pumping his fist.

“Yeah, that’s not exactly what I had in mind for you.” I said, stepping over to my gym bag to retrieve his workout gear.

“Or cardio, I’m down for whatever.”

“Take this, and this.” I said, handing him a suction cup dildo, and a small bottle of lubricant.

“I thought you wanted me to workout, mistress.”

“I do. I want you to workout that little asshole of yours so I don’t rip it in half.” I said, handing him a camera and small tripod. “Video tape yourself riding it. I want you to do five sets of five minutes, bouncing and riding the whole time. Rest for two minutes, then go onto the next set. I want you to really focus on stretching out your ass, and getting comfortable having something up there. Look into the camera, and talk to me as if I were watching. I’ll go back and watch the tape to make sure you weren’t slacking.”

“You aren’t going to show this to anyone, are you?”

“Of course not, Harris. I’m very discreet, and I would never use it against you unless you really pissed me off.” I said.

“So if I do this, does it mean we’re eventually going to have sex?” he asked, looking up with dumb eager eyes, holding the dildo and lube in his hands.

“Not necessarily, you certainly haven’t earned that.”

“Yes mistress.” he said, bowing his head.

“I do plan on eventually fucking you, if you can develop into being a proper submissive. Now go, your asshole isn’t getting any looser with you standing here catching flies in your mouth.” I said, motioning him away so I could return to my workout.

“Let me just grab this.” he said, squatting down to grab the tripod before disappearing off into the showers. It gave me a little burst of joy, knowing he was doing as he was told.

Harris wasn’t the type of man who I was outwardly attracted to. The type of men that I let fuck me were usually tall, handsome, muscular, and the alpha type of masculine. The problem with those types of men was that it wasn’t in their nature to fully submit. They might enjoy taking my dick up their ass, but they still tried to have a say in everything, and thought of themselves as equal to me. That’s why I kept things strictly physical with that type, and turned my sights on men like Harris.

He was a non player character as far as I was concerned, pathetically drifting through life without any real drive for anything. All he wanted was to do the bare minimum, and play video games. Deep down, I knew that he lived in fear and uncertainty, and was wrought with insecurities about his competency.

I wanted to own him, to break him down and squash him like a little bug, and then help him recover and step on him again. Although he served little to no value to society at large, there was one thing that he could be good for. If I trained him to completely submit to me, to do exactly as he was told, and face the punishments for his mistakes, then I could build him into someone who could at least serve me as a personal bitch. 

After my last set of barbell squats, I felt a little horny so I snuck into the showers to see what he was up to. It was quite a sight to see, Harris down on his knees, the 6 inch dildo sliding in and out of his lubed up anus.

“Ugh, fuck.” he whimpered, facing the camera and away from me. I walked slowly up the shower entrance, admiring his soft round cheeks, imagining how tight his little hole would feel clamped around my cock.

“Good girl.” I said, surprising him so bad he fell off the dildo.

“You scared me.” he said, re-suctioning the dildo to the shower floor and climbing back on top. “I have two minutes left.” he said, grabbing it by the base and forcing the tip inside himself. It was the first time he’d done anything that impressed me, and I felt myself getting hard.

“This is your last set?” I asked.

“Yes mistress.” he said, grimacing as he sat down on it all the way.

“Good girl. I’m very impressed.” I said, rubbing my cock from over top of my yoga pants. I walked around to the front of him, and outright chuckled at the sight of his hard little dick. “Look at you, you’re enjoying yourself aren’t you?”

“Yes, mistress. It actually feels really good.” he said, grinding like a little slut.

“Don’t touch yourself. You can only receive pleasure from cock.” I said, pulling mine out and stroking it right in front of his face. He looked up at me with doe eyes, silently begging me to let him suck it.

“I know, mistress. I only cum for you.”

“That’s right. And only when I tell you.”

“Yes master.”

“Harder. There’s only 20 seconds left. Try to make that little cock of yours cum just by riding it.” I said, enjoying having such control over him.

“Yes mistress.” he said, surprisingly good at riding. Watching him humiliate himself on the off chance I eventually fucked him spiked my libido, and I couldn’t resist taking out the tension on him.

“Open.” I said, holding the tip right in front of his mouth. He didn’t hesitate, parting his lips and wrapping them around my cock immediately.

“Mmm…”

“Yeah, that’s what a real cock looks like. That’s what you serve. Say it.” I said, slapping the side of his face to get his attention.

“I serve your cock, mommy.”

“Tell me how much better mine is. I want to hear you say it.”

“Yes, mommy. Your cock is perfect, massive and thick. Mine is tiny and weak.’ he said, whimpering as he dove down to lick and suck my balls.

“Good girl. You shouldn’t even call what you have a cock. It’s a clit. A pathetic little girl clit.” I said, unsatisfied with his effort. I grabbed hold of his head with both hands, and forced myself down his throat. That little whore was going to learn how I liked it, one way or another.

“Gluuhhhck…Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!”

“Yes. Swallow it you little bitch.” I grunted, holding his head in my lap, with my cock shoved deep in his throat. I held him there until he started gagging, and then rubbed his face in my cock and balls, in his own saliva.

“Yes, mommy. I’m pathetic.”

“Why are you so hard? You’re a little cock lover aren’t you?” I asked. Harris continued coughing, and I noticed tears in his eyes as he looked up at me, the dildo still sticking out of his ass.

“Yes, mommy. I can’t help it, I’m so turned on that I feel like I’m going to cum.” he said.

“That’s good, baby. Use that feeling and make me cum. Don’t be selfish with your desires.” I said, slapping my cock across his face and resting my balls on his nose.

“Yes mistress. I only want your cum. It’s all I want.”

“Good boy. Are you going to eat it?”

“Yes, mommy.”

“All of it. Every last drop.”

“Yes, mommy.” he said, using both hands and trying his best to swallow it.

“Faster. Keep going.” I said, thrusting my hips in rhythm with his hands. It felt so good, like a wave welling up inside of me.

“Mmm…”

“Oh, fuck. Harris, let me do it.” I said, taking over and stroking myself with both hands. Right as I was about to erupt, I pointed my cock at the floor beside him, letting rope after sticky rope land on the wet tile. “Oh my God.”

“So sexy. Ugh, fuck.” he said, looking down at his erection. “Oh God.” he moaned, putting up his hands to show me that he hadn’t touched himself. His little cock twitched, spurting off uselessly as cum dribbled from the tip. It was the second time I’d seen him cum in his own pants, and I had to laugh at him.

“Lick it up.” I said, looking down at him with a strand of cum dripping from the tip of my cock.

“Off the ground?” he asked, his eyes flashing with horror.

“Yes, bitch. Don’t waste my cum. Who do you think you are?” I asked, feeling my anger flare up at his insolence. “Eat yours too.”

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” he said, lowering himself at once. It was a massive load, extra sticky and viscous so it stuck together in clumps. Harris slurped it up, gagging several times but swallowing it all.

“Finish cleaning this up and then get to work. I don’t want any slacking today.” I said, tucking myself back into my pants and leaving for my private shower. It was a great start to the day, as it always felt good to cum at the expense of someone like Harris. Although his stupidity annoyed me to no end, he was becoming more and more servile with each passing day. If he kept it up, I might be forced to make him my official bitch after all.

Chapter 2 - Harris

I went through my workday in a haze, still coming to terms with what I’d done before work. There was nothing she could tell me to do that I wouldn’t do, but those limits were kind of shocking to me. Before I met Angelina, I could never have seen myself drinking cum off of a dirty shower floor.

She made me feel so inferior, but it turned me on being bossed around by someone so capable. I knew that she had my best interests at heart, and only wanted to see me become the best version of myself, but it was still hard.

Blue balls were becoming a regular occurrence, and I got so used to it that I developed a habitual limp to limit the amount of movement down there while I walked. No one had ever turned me on so much, constantly teasing and bringing me to the brink without allowing me to cum.

Finishing without being touched was embarrassing, and after the second time I wondered if she could ever be attracted to me enough to let me fuck her after seeing that. It was the type of humiliating thing that popped into my head randomly, that I had to shake away and pretend didn’t happen.

Angelina left me in a constant state of frustrated arousal, like a dog chasing a treat that he’ll never actually get. It was painful, but I couldn’t seem to pry myself away from her. She had something magical about her, something majestic and untamable. I knew that I could never possess her, but I thought that perhaps, she might want to possess me.

I was called into her office at three o’clock, where she handed me a buttplug and instructed me to insert it right then and there, and to wear it all night without letting it slip out once.

“Yes mistress.” I said, standing up to go close the door.

“Do you have a listening problem, Harris?”

“What?”

“I said to put the butt plug in your ass, not to go close the door. You need to start listening to my instructions, because it’s starting to piss me off.” she said, standing up with her fingertips on the desktop.

“Oh. Yes, mistress.” I said, a bit uneasy about pulling down my pants with the door wide open. Her office was upstairs, with a big window overlooking the rest of the building. Anyone passing by could have looked up, and saw what I was doing.

“There you go. See? Isn’t it better when you just do exactly what you’re told?” she asked, watching me struggle to insert the butt plug into my dry asshole.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, wedging it in nice and tight and then quickly pulling up my pants and making sure no one was looking.

“Now beat it. I want your video editing done by five.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, repeating the phrase even though there was no way I’d finish in time. It was probably better to tell her, but I decided to just wait until the end of the day to receive my punishment. I really was trying to make her happy, but she was intimidating and I always turned into a klutz when she was around.

I put on my headphones, and popped one of my prescription Adderrals. It might not have been possible to finish it all in time, but I was going to come as close as I possibly could. It was hard at first to concentrate, because I couldn’t stop thinking about the rubber plug shoved up my ass, but eventually I immersed myself in the work and forgot about it.  My slight discomfort shouldn’t be something that got in the way of my pleasing Angelina, especially considering it was for the long term good.

If I could just stay on her good side, and show her what a good boy I could be for her, then eventually I’d be ready to be fucked by her, which became my ultimate goal and the driving force behind my motivation. I disappeared into a wormhole of focus, and somehow finished all of my editing just in time.

“Damn. That shit works.” I said, looking up at the clock. The day had mostly flown by, and I got to return to Angelina’s office feeling proud of myself for accomplishing so much in a few short hours.

I froze at the door, always forgetting if I was supposed to knock or not. It was something that always got me into trouble, and I tried thinking back to what the rules were. Before I could figure out what to do, her office door swung open, and a large, handsome black man stepped out, sweaty and buttoning up his shirt.

“Hey little guy.” he said, walking right past me and then down the stairs. I felt a lump in my throat, and then Angelina appeared, her breathing quickened and her hair disheveled.

“Come inside.” she said. I followed behind her, and she closed the door behind me.

“Who was that?” I asked, suddenly very paranoid that she was cheating on me.

“That was Jamarco.” she said, sitting down at her desk. “I bring him around from time to time, when I need a really deep stroking. His cock is amazing.”

“Oh.” I squeaked, feeling about a centimeter tall. Jamarco was tall and athletically built, and I realized I had no chance against him.

“It’s just physical with him. Does it bother you that I just got dicked down by another man?” she asked, grinning. I opened my mouth to speak, but wasn’t sure what to say. Maybe I had it all wrong, maybe it was fine for her to have sex with someone else.

“A little.”

“I think it’s time I should explain things a little more. I can see you’re really struggling with things, you’ve never engaged in a BDSM relationship before, have you Harris?” she asked, placing her fingertips together and looking down at me in my little brown chair.

“No, mistress. I haven’t.” I said.

“But you do want to learn, correct?”

“Yes, mistress. Just tell me how I can best serve you.” I said, trying not to set her off with my insolence.

“First, you have to fully understand the dom-sub dynamic. You have to understand why this is the right way, and the only way for us to interact with each other. Do you understand?”

“No, mistress. Please help me get it.” I said.

“Okay. First, tell me what you don’t understand. Explain to me what aspects of our relationship that you haven’t enjoyed. You can speak candidly.” she said. Something about the very way she spoke made me aroused, and it was difficult to think and articulate myself in front of her.

“Uhm, I mean, I don’t understand why I don’t get to have sex with you, but like, Jamarco for example, does.” I said, looking to her for guidance.

“Well, I want you to understand that the master and the slave live under vastly different rule sets. That makes sense, right?” she asked.

“Yes, mistress.”

“Very good. The first thing you need to understand, is that I am the dom for a reason, and you are the sub for a reason. The reason is that I’m better than you in all facets of life, and it’s an act of compassion on my part to lower myself by associating with you. Would you agree with that?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“You aren’t worthy of me, but I’m willing to grace you with my presence so long as you are willing to completely forfeit yourself to me, replacing your own selfish desires with serving mine. It’s the only way a wretch like you can be redeemed, and the only way that you’ll receive the blessing of being with a woman like me.”

“Yes, mistress. Thank you.”

“That’s good. You should always be thankful, and looking for ways to show the limitlessness of your devotion to me. You should hold me above yourself, and completely dedicate yourself to my whims.” she said, pursing her lips and standing from her desk.

“Yes, mistress. I finished all of my video editing today like you asked.” I said, eager for her to see the fruits of my labor.

“That’s fine, Harris. It’s your job, and it’s what is expected of you.” she said, overlooking what I thought was a pretty cool thing. “This is where you’re coming up short, and it’s why I’m struggling not to lose my temper because it’s so disrespectful, and it’s really making me angry.”

“I’m sorry, mistress. Please tell me what it is so I can fix it.”

“Instead of being proud of yourself for doing the absolute bare minimum at work, why don’t you get your priorities straight and try doing something for me for a change?

I know how much money you make, Harris. I’m really hurt by the fact that you haven’t bought me flowers, or shoes, or even offered to take me out. It makes me feel undesired, and that’s why I called Jamarco. He never neglects me like that.” she said, having a seat on her desk and crossing her legs in front of me.

“I’m so sorry, mistress. I’m trying to be better, I really want to make you happy.” I said.

“I know, Harris. That’s why I cheated instead of breaking up with you. I know that your heart is in the right place. You just need a lot more instruction than most guys would. How about this? You apologize for making me cheat on you with Jamarco’s perfect black cock, and we’ll wipe the slate clean for the day.”

“Yes, mistress. Thank you. Uhm, I’m sorry that I neglected you, and made you feel unwanted, that was never my intention.” I said, putting my palms together and bowing my head.

“Apologize for making me worship his big black dick. Apologize for me having to cum so many times on it.” she said, giving me a queasy feeling in my stomach. Even though we hadn’t made love or hung out outside of the workplace, I really cared about her, and it did hurt that she made a casual booty call while I was right there in the building.

“I’m sorry, mistress, for making you fuck a BBC.” I said, unable to lift my eyes to meet hers. She was right, I hadn’t taken the opportunity of serving her as seriously as I should, and my mistake led to her infidelity.  All that I could do was try to do better next time, to try and prevent her from having to do something like that again.

“Good. Here, show me how sorry you are by cleaning my heels with your tongue.” she said, dangling her shoe from her foot, right in front of my face. Every part of me wanted to kiss her, to cuddle, and make love in a normal way, but I had to do as I was told.

“Thank you, mistress. Thank you for letting me worship your shoes.”

“Good. I want both of them completely wiped down. There’s something else I wanted to explain to you about me being futanari. I obviously have a penis and a vagina, and they’re both attracted to different things.

My vagina is attracted to big, strong, alpha males. Guys like Jamarco and his friends. You’re not that type of guy, you’re more of a docile beta, the type of guy that makes my cock horny.” she said, as I swirled my tongue around the heel of her shoe.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, accepting my position without resistance.

“So even though I’ll always let you suck and be fucked by my cock, you can never put that tiny little penis inside me. And from time to time, I’m going to have to fuck someone like Jamarco just to get it out of my system. The vagina side.” she said.

“Okay. I understand.” I said.

“Good. Now get out of my office, and try coming to work with a better attitude tomorrow. I expect nothing but praise and adoration. Make me feel special.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, taking my cue to leave. “Mistress. You look absolutely stunning today, I meant to tell you that. You look so good in a skirt, it should be illegal.” I said, forcing myself to project my voice in her direction.

“Thank you, Harris.” she said, smiling. “You know what? Come here. That was such a sweet compliment, baby. I think you deserve a yummy treat. I’m gonna let you eat my pussy.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, unable to fight the wide smile from spreading across my face as I turned back around. It felt like I’d finally done something right, and I wanted so badly to kiss all over her gorgeous pussy. Angelina pulled up her skirt, and wasn’t wearing any underwear.

“Good boy. Eat that cum out of mommy’s pussy.” she said, triggering my realization that Jamarco had just fucked her, and probably came inside her. It made me freeze in my tracks, and seriously question what I was getting myself into.

“Did he really cum in you?” I asked, almost scared for the answer.

“He did. And his big black cock shot it up there real deep, so if you don’t want your girl getting pregnant, you better lick it all up and make sure there’s not a drop of his cum left behind.” she said, lifting up her balls so that I had direct access to her sticky pussy.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, leaning in slowly. I could smell their sweat and sex juices, and I stuck my tongue out for a small sample.

“Don’t act like it’s disgusting, Harris. Eat my fucking pussy. I want you to make out with it like it’s your first girlfriend. God dammit, Harris. This is why I need guys like Jamarco.” she said, practically barking. I dove in head first, unwilling to face her wrath. It was salty at first, but I quickly got used to it as I swirled my tongue around inside her.

“Mmm..” I moaned, getting more into it as I became aroused. I could have done without his leftover cum, but I loved the taste of Angelina’s flesh and I cherished it like nothing else.

“Lick it up, slut. That’s a real man’s cum, and it’s your fault that I had to fuck him.” she said, her tone turning almost cruel as she forced my head down into her lap, with her balls resting on my forehead as I lapped away.

“Yes, mistress. I’m sorry.” I said, continuing to lick rhythmically. I wanted so badly to impress her, to at least be good at one thing that she might be able to respect me for, even if it was eating her pussy after another man creampied her.

“Oh, fuck. Just like that, don’t stop.” she said, pushing my head deep into her pussy so that my face was wet with her arousal and the leftover cum, and I struggled for breath as she called out in pleasure. “I’m cumming! Oh fuck, Harris. Good boy.”

Angelina pushed me away with her heel as soon as she finished, and pointed to the door.

“Yes, mistress. Thank you.” I said, scurrying out of there with a wet and sticky face. I tried wiping it away, but it also had a smell so I went into the bathroom to wash it off. That’s when I saw myself in the mirror, and realized that she was turning me into someone else.

I’d never done anything like that before, but it was also oddly satisfying. My cock was again throbbing, and that constant frustration of not being allowed to cum was getting to me, but I knew that she would eventually let me feel pleasure of my own. She just wanted me to prove myself first, to show her my dedication. And that’s exactly what I planned on doing.
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Chapter 1 - Harris

My mind was all over the place when I got home. It felt like I was going to have blue balls again, and I wanted to jack off more than anything but I just knew that she would know it if I did. After our talk, the last thing I wanted was to defy her.

It was such a mindfuck being in a dom-sub relationship with her, the cognitive dissonance was killing me. My instincts were giving conflicting signals, and I wasn’t sure what to do with myself. I absolutely adored her, and thought of her as an incredible woman who I was lucky to even associate myself with. At the same time, I’d never been treated so poorly before and it was bringing up a lot of insecurities.

Was it really okay for her to have sex at the office with another man, while I wasn’t even allowed to cum? It was all so new to me, and I tried trusting her with that aspect of our relationship. It seemed like a hypocritical double standard to me, but I was so painfully attracted to her that she could kind of treat me however she wanted, and I was going to take it. It’s not like I had any other rich beautiful models knocking down my door.

It still bothered me, but I didn’t want to bring it up and risk coming off as being disobedient. I didn’t mind that she got off on humiliating me, and a part of me was even becoming turned on by it, but having to eat that dude’s cum out of her was too far.

I paced around my house, replaying what had happened. I could still picture Jamarco perfectly, and vivid images of him bending over my Angelina and pounding her with his big black dick flashed in my mind. I felt a mixture of anger and physical sickness, but it still made me hard. Not being able to cum made myself difficult to regulate, and everything made me think of sex.

It was maddening being at home without her, with no way to contact her. I’d asked for her phone number, but she laughed at me and said she’d prefer it if we didn’t have contact outside of the office. That bothered me because it felt like she was just playing around with me, and using me as an office toy to use and abuse, and then washing her hands of me when the workday ended. I was making a lot of sacrifices to be with her, and tailoring my entire life around being dominated sexually. If our relationship was going to continue, I wanted her to invest more in it. The whole thing wasn’t worth it to me if it wasn’t real.

I kept thinking about what she might be doing, and my paranoia only brought on the worst possible scenarios. Angelina was a drop dead beauty, and could easily have any man she wanted simply by batting her eyes and motioning for them to approach her. She didn’t even have the decency to hide it from me, using her office like a fucking hotel room to hook up in during the middle of the workday. I could only imagine how she behaved when I wasn’t around.

My natural desire to want to be with her made it difficult to see things clearly, and I easily found ways to justify her behavior. She was a spectacular woman, maybe these were just the sorts of things one had to deal with in order to be with someone as high class as Angelina.

It was worth it, too, if things worked out. It was the only scenario where I could end up with a woman like her, and I wanted to be with her more than anything else in the world. Being with her would provide so much status, people would naturally assume that I was a badass, because how else would I be the man with Angelina Velessio?

Being hurt by her felt inevitable. Ultimately, I couldn’t think of any legitimate reasons that she would want to be with me in the first place. Women like her had never noticed that I was alive, let alone talked to me or shown the slightest bit of interest. The chance to be partners with Angelina was my version of hitting the lottery, and I would do anything to make it work.

I laid in bed throbbing hard, unable to stop myself from fantasizing about her even though I knew it was only self torture, because I wasn’t allowed to ejaculate. I kept thinking about laying with her naked, of finally being able to make love to her without any rules.

It made me thankful to be her submissive, to have someone so wealthy and capable overseeing me and telling me what to do. I did want to worship her, and cherished every opportunity to suck her toes, or worship her cock and balls. I was lucky to be with her, and I knew that I needed to start being more grateful for what she did for me.

It was still surreal, and I thought about her long legs, bubble butt, and perfectly arched feet. I thought about her gorgeous, massive she-cock and how hard it got, and how much it came for me. I wanted to serve it more than anything, but I had to move my thoughts elsewhere or I was going to lose control.

I did start touching myself a little, giving my cock a few strokes, but I immediately felt guilty. My only chance was to completely commit, and I couldn’t be breaking rules. I knew she was serious about it, because she told me that she considered it infidelity if I masturbated to other girls, watched pornography, or came when she wasn’t there.

It was a part of herself as a dominatrix, that she liked to be in complete and total control of when I came. It was a little bit impractical because we only saw each other at work, but I was a loving and dedicated sub, and I knew that my Angelina was worth every bit of suffering that I had to endure in order to be with her.

She brought up how I needed to shower her with gifts and be more openly expressive of my infatuation with her, but I was struggling financially. It didn’t make sense for a woman who had millions of dollars to be shaking me down, when I’d just taken a pay cut in order to stay at IGUG. I checked my bank account, and knew that I had just enough to get me to my next paycheck, without a dollar to spare. As much as I’d have loved to shower her with splendid gifts, it wasn’t in my budget. I hoped that she would understand, and accept me for the things that I did bring to the table.

Chapter 2 - Angelina Velessio

Everything in my life was going so perfect that it was almost unbelievable. It felt like winning was all that I could do, and I don’t if it was consistent dumb luck or supreme competency, but everything I touched seemed to turn into 24 karat gold. Everything except for Harris, who seemed content to remain as shit no matter what.

I couldn’t have made things any simpler for him if I tried, and believe me, I did. There were certain things he simply didn’t seem to understand, and it was undermining my ability to retain any level of respect for him as a man. All he did was fuck everything up, and he couldn’t seem to read even the most simple of hints. The only thing that Harris was going for was washing the bottom of my feet with his tongue.

“Did you get anything for me?” I asked, full of excitement for the gift I pretty much had to beg him to get me.

“Just my love, mistress.” he said. My anger spiked, and I saw an image of me slapping him hard across the face flash in my mind, and decided to get out of the office for a moment in order to avoid a blowup.

“Wow. Nothing? I see what I’m worth to you, Harris.” I said, walking past him on my way towards the door. He followed behind me, making lame excuses for why he was deliberately punishing me by not getting me a gift like I’d asked.

“Angelina, wait. I’m sorry, I’ll get you something nice the next time I get paid, I promise.” he said. I turned and gave him a look of disgust, shaking my head at the man I chose to allow to be my submissive. There were a few flashes where I thought he might shape up, and things could work out for us, but it was becoming obvious that he wasn’t up to the task.

“Fuck off, Harris. You’ve shown me everything I’ll ever need to know about you, and how you feel about me. I’m stepping out, don’t follow me.” I said, throwing on my sunglasses and striding across the parking lot to my Aston Martin.

Whenever I get angry, I need sex right away. Jamarco was still in time, so I called him right away. He was at his apartment and wasn’t doing anything, so I went over to see him. Before I got there, a naughty lightbulb went off in my head. I called the office right away, and Derek answered the phone.

“Tell Harris to go to my office in 30 minutes. I won’t be there, tell him to go inside and close the door. I’m going to video call my computer from my phone, tell him to answer it. Tell him I want to talk to him.” I said.

“Yes Ms. Velessio.” he said.

“Thank you.” I said, hanging up the phone as I pulled into Jamarco’s apartment complex. We met through a prison penmate service, and when he got out I got him an apartment on the condition he provided me with his mind blowing dick whenever I wanted it, and he happily obliged.

Men like Harris made me want to be dominant, to ruthlessly punish them for their lack of manliness and try to slowly rehabilitate them. It brought out my nurturing side, but only in the form of tough love, because that’s all they deserved and needed.

Men like Jamarco made me want to get on my hands and knees, and be fucked almost violently. I wanted to lay beneath them, to give them control and let them do what they were born and built to do, fuck me into oblivion and fill me with cum.

Worlds sometimes collide when pleasure and punishment come together. Harris needed to know first hand what was going to happen when he fucked up, which is exactly what he did by showing up to work empty handed. It was supposed to be a special moment, where I could see how thoughtful and giving he could be. Instead, he again chose to drive me into the arms of another man. There’s really nothing I could do about it, except use the experience as a teaching moment for Harris, who needed to be shown the consequences for his mistakes if he ever wanted a better life for himself.

“Hey baby. You don’t usually come through during office hours.” Jamarco said, opening the door shirtless before my knuckles even rapped against the door.

“Stressful day. I need to blow off some steam.” I said, stepping inside and into his powerful arms for a passionate kiss. I loved the way he made me feel, like I could forget it all and enter a world of pure pleasure. “Hey. You don’t mind if I video chat that guy I was telling you about, do you?”

“That little white dude?” he asked, having a hearty laugh. “Nah. I don’t mind.”

“Good. Let me get you nice and hard first.” I said, dropping to my knees beside his living room couch, and yanking at his pants and underwear until it flopped out.

“God I love our arrangement.” he said, smiling down at me as I wrapped my lips around the tip of his BBC.

Chapter 3 - Harris

When Derek told me that Angelina wanted to talk, it was like a breath of fresh air. I told myself to be humble, to make an attempt at a fresh start with her. I wanted nothing more than to spoil her, to get to know her and buy her things that mattered, but I just wasn’t in that position.

Still, I wanted to let her know that my love for her was pure. I wanted to see her pretty face, and to do anything I could to make her smile. It was strange, walking into her office alone. I’d never been in there without her, and it made me feel powerful yet out of place sitting in her chair.

I showed up about five minutes early, as Angelina wasn’t there to keep an eye on the small handful of employees milling about the office. The whole vibe had definitely changed since she arrived, as she was stickler for constant hard work and production, while the culture before had been much more relaxed. We were all gamers, and she came from a completely different world than us.

Instead of waiting for her call, I found myself snooping through her desk drawers. There were all sorts of dildos, a bottle of whiskey, handcuffs, brass knuckles, rope, duct tape, lube, empty pill bottles, and even a loaded gun. I decided to just close the doors and mind my own business.

A phone call came through, and I saw the icon appear in the middle of the screen. I straightened my posture, took a deep breath, and reminded myself to remain cool, calm, and collected. The most important thing was being submissive, and that’s what I told myself right before I pressed the accept call button.

“Hi Angelina.” I said, smiling wide as she answered the call. As soon as the camera focused, I saw Angelina down on her knees taking a mouthful of cock. I stared frozen at her for several seconds, my mouth wide as I watched her practically unhinge her jaw in order to receive his enormous black dick.

“Hey.” she said flatly, lifting his cock and burying her face in his balls, slurping away like a depraved, cock-starved whore. My stomach dropped, but the blood still flowed to my cock.

“What’s happening?” I asked, welling up with emotion as she looked up at him with a mouthful of testicles. She finally stopped, turning her head to look into her phone, which I assumed was being held by the man attached to the python she was throating.

“Harris, all I wanted was a gift. It didn’t have to be something expensive, just anything. Just a sign that you actually gave a fuck. Instead, you deliberately disrespected me, and now I have to drown my sorrows in this big black cock. I hope that you’re happy.” she said, immediately going back to the task of blowing him while I stared back in awe, too shocked to have a response.

It made no sense to me. Sure, I didn’t get her a gift, but I’d tried my very best to adhere to all of her demands. I’d have purchased her something nice if I could afford it, but she cut my pay down to the bare bones.

“I’m sorry, baby. This isn’t what I wanted.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically. “I won’t do it again, I promise.”

“Thank you, Harris. That actually means a lot.” she said, pulling her mouth off of his penis to speak. There was saliva dripping from her chin, and she seemed almost drunk off of her arousal. “Maybe we can do something to salvage this misunderstanding?”

“Anything, mistress.” I said, willing to do anything to make her stop sucking his cock.

“I think I’m going to reward you, and let you cum.” she said, smiling wide and standing up in front of the camera. She was wearing a white button up that was fully unbuttoned, and her tits were bursting out of her pushup bra. “Pull your pants down. I want to see that little cock of yours.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, making it so. I was so aroused that I would have done anything she told me, and I was shamefully already hard from seeing her with another man.

“Oh, wow. I forgot how ugly and small it is.” she said, her facial expression turning to disgust. “You have to look at this, Jamarco.”

“What?” I asked, right as Jamarco’s face appeared in front of the camera, and he burst out laughing when he saw it.

“Damn. You did say he was small.” he said, turning the camera back on Angelina, who had pulled down her skirt, exposing her thong and formidable cock.

“It’s okay, Harris. You can’t help it, baby.” she said, climbing up into his lap. The camera work was shaky at best, but I could see what they were doing. He removed her bra, and she sat down on his cock, bouncing up and down.

“Angelina, why are you doing this?” I asked, my voice quaking with emotion. It seemed that no matter what I did, she was intent on making me feel inferior as a man.

“It’s so good, Harris. I’m sorry, I can’t help it that I love big cock.” she said, riding him so hard that I could hear their flesh slapping together. “Please stroke it for me, Harris. I want to share this pleasure with you.”

“Angelina, fuck. I don’t want to.” I said, still letting my fingers wrap around my erection. There was so much built up tension, and even though I wished it was me, at least I was getting to watch her have sex. She looked amazing, and as soon as I started stroking it, my arousal took over.

“Your cock is so big, Jamarco. I love it. I’ll cheat on Harris with you anytime, you’re so much better than him.” she said, talking dirty and taking his cock. I think he placed the phone on the armrest, because it became steady with a perfect side view of her grinding in his lap.

“You look so gorgeous, mistress. No one is as beautiful as you.” I said, spitting on my cock and stroking faster.

“Oh, fuck. I’m gonna cum, daddy. Do it. Harder!” she called out, clearly driven to the extent of ecstasy on his superior manhood. Watching her cum also brought me to the edge, and I felt the wave building as I was finally able to release all of the built up tension Angelina had caused.

“Mommy, fuck!” I said, my cock twitching in my hand. I felt regret before I even finished cumming, listening to my woman whimper and moan for another man’s seed.

“Please, daddy. Cum in me. I want it so much.”

“Good girl. Take that black dick.” he said, grabbing her ass with both hands and guiding her up and down, thrusting so hard from the bottom that she bounced on his thickness. “Oh fuck, baby. Daddy’s gonna cum.”

“Yes! Fuck yes! Do it, daddy!”

“Oh, baby.” he said, pulling her against him as he released his cum inside her. My dick had gone limp in my hand, and I had stepped away from the camera to clean myself up. It was a moment of clarity, that all of this was too much for me and I wanted it to stop. Instead of facing her like a man, I ended the call and went back to work in silence, replaying what had happened over and over in my head.

I was ashamed by how much it turned me on, and how a part of me didn’t even care that she’d cheated once again with the same man. Even though I wanted to fuck her, what was the point knowing that I could never do it half as good as the man before me? It made me question my own worth, and I focused hard on my work in an attempt to block it out.

“Fuck that bitch. I’m gonna break up with her.” I said under my breath, as softly as I could just in case she had cameras with sensitive microphones set up in my office. I knew that it wasn’t true, that I could never bring myself to end it with her no matter how she treated me. At the end of the day, she was the ultimate prize and I would chase her to the edge of the universe and back before accepting defeat. If there was only one way I could show her my strength, it would be in that. I would never let her question my undying devotion.

The work day wrapped up and she still hadn’t arrived back at the office. I waited a few minutes past five, and then went outside and hopped on my bike. Right before I put my headphones in and headed home, I saw her car pulling in. She rolled up right beside me, and lowered her passenger window.

“Hop in. I think you and I should have a sleepover.” she said, her sparkling eyes peering at me over her sunglasses.

“Okay. Let me lock my bike up.” I said, scurrying back to the rack. Even though she’d cheated on me again, I wanted the chance to make it up to her. We hadn’t been together very long, and I knew we were only going through a little rough patch. Things were going to get better, and she wouldn’t have invited me over if she didn’t want to make things work.

It was intoxicating, getting into such an amazing car with an even more impressive woman, knowing full well that your plans for the day just became a million times more interesting.

We sped off down the road, and I put my seatbelt on. I could only imagine how incredible her house would be, and my heart was racing as she got on the highway and put her foot on the gas.

His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 5

Chapter 1 - Angelina Velessio

Something about the way he was acting made me suspicious, so I decided to bring him home with me. I didn’t want him having freedom after work, to run around aimlessly and do as he pleased. My suspicion was that him living on his own without rules was one of the main causes for him being so poorly behaved.

Cohabitation was usually a no-no for me, but in his case I made an exception because he so badly needed training. The only way I could ensure that he was always doing the right thing was to move him in with me, and it was the only way to instill the proper discipline in him.

It made me excited, knowing I would fully own him and be able to control everything about his life. It was going to take a lot of work on my end, but as long as he remained loyal and dedicated then I would see it through. There wasn’t much to work with, because there wasn’t a single area where Harris excelled. He dressed like a poor person, his hair was terrible, he wasn’t particularly socially adept, and he was far too meek for a man.

As soon as we got to my place, he started fan-girling out about how nice my house was. There’s nothing more unattractive than an overly excitable man, as there’s no surer sign that he’s nothing but an overgrown child.

“Holy crap, how many acres is this?” he asked, bouncing around like a puppy.

“It sits on 9 acres.” I said, unamused. The only reason he was so impressed, is because he was so pathetic that he’d never amounted to anything, without amassing so much as a single property.

“This is literally the nicest house I’ve ever seen.” he said, brimming with excitement.

“Only the best for a goddess such as myself.” I said, walking a few steps ahead of him as I approached the front door.

“Yes, goddess.”

“Take off all of your clothes outside, leave them in a pile. I need you to take a shower before I can let you touch any of my things.” I said.

“Oh, I showered this morning, after we worked out.” he said.

“Dammit, Harris. Don’t start your shit with me. You’re dirty and you’re poor, I won’t have you soiling my house. Take a fucking shower, and don’t talk back to me.” I said, raising my voice. This wasn’t work, this was my home and my place of mental peace. It was the last place I’d allow him to disrespect me.

“Yes, mistress. I’m sorry.” he said.

“Take off all your clothes, Harris. Put them in a pile.” I said, forced to repeat myself because he just stood there catching flies.

“Oh, yes mistress.” he said.

“Gross.” I said, looking at his pile of rags. “Follow me, and don’t touch anything.”

“Yes, mistress.” he said, bowing his head and covering up his little pee pee. I took him to the shower, and got it started for him so that he didn’t have to put his hands on anything.

“Use this. And Harris, shave your body hair. It’s unsightly.” I said, handing him a brand new razor.

“You mean my chest hair?” he asked. There might have been a grand total of seven hairs on his chest, and I rolled my eyes.

“All of it, Harris. Shave your nasty arms, your legs, shave around that little pecker, and shave your ass if it has hair on it too.” I said, retrieving the shaving gel.

“Okay. If that’s what you like.”

“I like not being disgusted, Harris. So yes, that’s what I like.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“And Harris, clean the shower after you’re done. If you leave one piece of hair behind, I swear to God.” I said, making a fist. I wished that he simply knew to have already done these things, but instead, I had to give him step by step instructions like an infant.

I couldn’t wait to punish him, and watch him squirm in my house. It felt good knowing how easily I could destroy him, how weak he was in comparison to all of the other men I’d dated. When I was younger, I wanted strong partners, but as I became more successful, I realized that isn’t what I actually desired.

I wanted someone like Harris, someone who would change who he was entirely just to suit my whims. I wanted someone less than, someone beneath me that I could use to explore my dominant side.

After putting his clothes and shoes into a trash bag and tossing them in my fire pit, I realized that I didn’t have any men’s clothing in my house.

“Oh well.” I said, squeezing the bottle of lighter fluid and applying a liberal amount to his things. I tossed the match and went inside, plotting which women’s attire I would make him adorn.

Even though I was much taller than him, he’d have to wear some of my clothes or go completely naked. A warm feeling grew inside me as I opened my drawer, and chose a very slutty thong with a little heart on the crotch, and a simple white crop top. After about an hour, I went to check on him and give him the clothes.

“Harris, what the hell is taking you so long?” I asked, seeing that he was still in the process of shaving himself.

“I’m sorry, baby. I mean mistress. I’ve never shaved my legs before.”

“Well hurry it up, I didn’t bring you here to use all of my hot water.” I said, stepping over and turning it all the way cold. “Finish this up, because you have a huge nasty mess to clean up.”

“Fuck, that’s cold.” he said, cowering in the corner like a little crybaby.

“Oh, for Christ’s sake, Harris. Man up. A little cold water never killed anyone, maybe it’ll wake you up and get your head working.” I said, placing his clothes on the counter.

“Are those for me?” he asked, his body only about two thirds of the way shaved so that he looked even more ridiculous than usual.

“Yeah, I burned your clothes and shoes because I didn’t want to get bed bugs or lice, or whatever. This is the best I have for now.” I said, eager to see what a bitch he was going to look like in his little white thong.

“Okay. Yes, mistress. I’ll try to hurry up.”

“Jesus, I didn’t think you could still get shrinkage when your dick is already so small.” I said, noticing that the cold water had shrunk him down to pinky size.

“Oh, yeah. It’s really cold.”

“Keep telling yourself that, Harris.” I said, snickering as I left him alone to finish up shaving. He was such a mess, and had no idea what I had in store for him.

Chapter 2 - Harris

I felt like the nitwit character in a disaster movie, as no amount of anything I did seemed able to lift all the hair from her textured shower floor. It didn’t help that she offered no supplies, so I was trying to do it by hand with toilet paper. Each fresh piece picked up more hair, but they were so small and they were everywhere.

Even though I’d just finished showering, I started sweating because it was such hard work trying in vain to get all the hair. Everywhere I looked, there was another piece. The idea of her seeing my hair in her shower was terrifying, and I was determined to get every last piece.

“God dammit, Harris! Are you almost finished?” she asked, banging so hard on the door that it made me jump out of my skin.

“Yes, mistress. I’m just finishing up.” I said, trying to avoid her wrath.

“It’s been an hour and a half. Only you could take such a simple task, and turn it into fucking rocket science.”

“Yes, mistress. I’m sorry, I’m trying to rectify it.” I said, flushing the toilet for the sixth or seventh time to get rid of the toilet paper.

“What is that? What are you doing?” she asked, opening the door and stepping inside to find me down on my knees with a roll of toilet paper.  “Wow. The idiot police should come and beat you with their billy clubs. Get up.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, suddenly embarrassed by my cleaning strategy.

“An hour and a half, Harris. 90 minutes and counting. Do you realize that an actual 5th grader could have finished this by now?” she asked, her temper flaring.

“Yes, mistress. I’m nothing, I’m so stupid.”

“Yeah you are. I have a swiffer, just go over it a few times, and then use the toilet paper to get the excess pieces.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said. Angelina retrieved the mop, and threw it down on the floor.

“Please, Harris, for the love of God, don’t somehow turn this into an ordeal. Just mop up the hair, and get it clean.” she said.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, praying for her to leave.

“You really should go see a doctor about your penis, I don’t think it’s normal for an adult sized penis to be that shriveled and small.”

“Yes, mistress. I’ll make an appointment.” I said, looking down at it. It wasn’t my proudest moment, and I just wanted her to leave so I could get back to working. The swiffer was very effective, but I still kept finding little hairs. It took another 30 minutes, and when I finally finished, I put on some of her deodorant and put on the clothes she’d given me.

I couldn’t even look at myself in the mirror, it felt so strange and unnatural having shaved arms, armpits, legs, and buttocks. I’d never even shaved my pubes before, and I felt very naked. The thong and shirt made me feel like the lowest of the low, and I couldn’t believe what I was putting up with for the chance to be with her.

“Look at you, pretty little whore.” Angelina said, before grabbing a hold of my ass and giving it a hard squeeze.

“Thank you, mistress.”

“You’re welcome. I think I like this. Feminine doesn’t look great on you, but it’s way better than you trying to be masculine.” she said, looking me up and down. It just felt weird, like I was an object just to ogle and use for sex. “Follow me, even though you didn’t pay me homage by buying me a gift like I requested, I got a couple of gifts for you.”

“Thank you, mistress. I’m so grateful.” I said, following her down a long hallway and then up a spiral staircase. Her house looked like it was prepared for a magazine photo shoot, and everything she owned looked expensive. I couldn’t even imagine having money like her.

Angelina welcomed me inside her bedroom, and I looked around in awe. It was spectacular, her master bedroom was bigger than my entire apartment, and had a balcony that overlooked her pool, and the city.

“This is amazing.” I said, walking up to the window and peering out at all of the buildings off in the distance.

“Focus!” she yelled, jolting me away from the view.

“I’m sorry. Yes, mistress.”

“I feel like you’re forgetting that I am the most important thing, and that all of your focus should be directed at serving me.” she said, stepping closer and standing over me.

“Yes, mistress. You’re right. I do love you, and cherish you.”

“Good boy. I like hearing you talk like that.” she said, raising my chin and looking into my eyes. I sometimes forgot how beautiful she actually was, and how unbearable her gaze could be. “Now, let me show you your gifts.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said.

“This is your bed.” she said, pointing to a dog bed on the floor beside her four post California King.

“Oh.” I said, looking at it. It wasn’t a bad dog bed, but I was really hoping that we could sleep together.

“And this is your collar, so everyone knows who you belong to.” she said, pulling a leather collar out of a bag and tossing it to me. “Put it on. Don’t take it off, ever. Even in the shower or at work. Wear it proudly, as a sign of your loyalty and respect for your owner.”

“Yes, mistress. I love it.” I said, unsure of what I actually thought about it. I liked belonging to Angelina, but it would be kind of embarrassing having to explain it to strangers.

“Now sit.” she said, pointing to the bed on the floor. I did as I was told, and sat down on the cushy bed before her. “I wanted to talk to you about a couple of things.”

“Yes, mistress.” I said, watching as she sat down at the edge of her mattress in front of me, flipping off her heels and letting her panty hose laden feet dangle, causing the blood to instantly flow to my cock. She had a way of putting me in my place, or giving me just enough stimulation to get my full attention.

“I’ve noticed something that’s really been bothering me lately, and making me feel unloved.” she said, speaking slowly.

“I’m sorry, mistress. I need to do better at expressing my love and devotion.”

“Yes you do, but don’t interrupt. I’ve noticed that whenever you refer to me, you do so by mistress. Sometimes, you call me master, but rarely mommy. That really hurts my feelings, because I feel like I’ve been so loving and nurturing to you. Haven’t I been good to you?”

“Yes, mommy.”

“See? Doesn’t that feel good? To call me mommy?” she asked, lifting her foot and bringing her big toe to my mouth.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, parting my lips slightly to kiss her toe.

“Good boy. Do you love your mommy?” she asked, looking down at me as I began worshiping her feet.

“Yes. I love my mommy so much.”

“Good boy. That’s what mommy loves to hear.”

“I’m sorry, mommy. I’ll always call you that from now on.” I said, feeling a level of arousal that I can’t even explain. She awakened my inner submissive like no one ever had before, and as pure arousal took over, I soaked her panty hose with spit from sucking.

“Look at that little cock, it’s so pretty. It looks much better shaved.” she said, watching me defile myself for her.

“Thank you, mommy. I agree.”

“It really showcases how feminine and dainty it is, like a little clit.” she said, pulling her cock out to serve as the contrast to my inadequate manhood.

“I love your dick, mommy. It’s so perfect.” I said, feeling my mouth water for a taste. It was so big and veiny, and her swollen balls were clearly in need of a release.

“Guess what, baby? Mommy is going to give you a reward for working on your behavior.” she said, unbuttoning her blouse so slowly that it was painful. I watched in awe, completely mesmerized by her physical perfection.

“Yes, mommy. Please.” I said, practically moaning because she had me so turned on that just looking at her was physically pleasurable. It was all starting to make sense, why she was a sacred goddess, and why the only purpose for my existence was to serve her.

“I want you to jerk your little dick for mommy, can you do that?” she asked, letting her white button up shirt part as she unbuttoned the last button. Her cleavage was almost majestic, showcasing her ample, perfectly round breasts.

“Yes, mommy. I can touch myself?” I asked, making sure it wasn’t too good to be true.

“Yes, baby. I want you to cum for your mommy, and shoot that little nut all over your tummy for me.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, taking hold of myself at the base. “Can I spit on it?”

“Of course, baby. Just make sure that you’re completely focused on me while you cum, okay?” she asked. It was so comforting to see that side of her, and she slowly removed her shirt as I spit on my cock and began stroking. “Here, baby. Look at my mommy’s tits, that should help you cum harder.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, shocked by how quickly I was about to cum. I stopped stroking and removed my hand, and my cock pulsed and a little bit of precum dribbled out from the tip.

“It’s okay, baby. Mommy doesn’t care that you ejaculate prematurely. Just cum for me, baby, as a tribute to my flawless beauty.” she said, stroking herself harder and with both hands. I looked up at her, watching her enormous balls bounce up and down in rhythm with her stroking.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, putting my hand back on my dick. Just lightly touching myself was enough, and I was climaxing within seconds, staring at her bouncing tits, massive cock, and aesthetically perfect, panty hose covered feet as my body pulsed with pleasure.

“Good boy! Look at that little dick, so adorable.” she said, stroking faster and talking dirty.

“Oh my God, that felt amazing.”

“Open your mouth, Harris. I’m gonna cum. Oh fuck.” she said, pointing the tip directly into my mouth as the geyser began flowing. Rope after rope, each somehow bigger than the last squirting into my mouth. I sat still on my knees as she filled my mouth, with certain errant streams painting my face. “Oh my God, that’s good.”

I looked up at her with expectant eyes, awaiting instruction. My mouth was so full that cum was spilling from the corners of my mouth.

“Gargle it. I want to see you make cum bubbles before you swallow it.” she said. I began to gargle her thick, viscous load until there literally were large cum bubbles. Angelina giggled, and turned me to swallow. It was salty, and so thick that it almost turned my stomach, but I did it. “That’s my good boy.” she said, holding the sole of her foot in front of my face so I could lick it.

“You have the most gorgeous feet, mommy. They’re immaculate.” I said, sniffing and licking. I felt like I was completely worthless in comparison to her, and couldn’t get over how lucky I was that she let me lick her feet.

“They are, aren’t they?” she asked, admiring her own feet and pressing them against the sides of my face. “I want you to scoop the cum off of your stomach, and I want you to eat it off of your own fingers.”

“Yes, mommy. Anything for you.”

“Call me mistress when I’m showing you how useless and pathetic you are, like making you eat your own cum because you’re nothing but a slave to your own uncontrollable lust toward me. Only call me mommy when the mood is more loving.” she said, as I scooped up my own cum and looked at it.

“Yes, mistress.” I said, reminded again of my own inferiority. I brought my fingertips to my lips, and hesitantly licked it up. Knowing it was mine made it disgusting, not at all the same as when she let me eat her delicious mommy-goo.

“That’s a good little slut, I’m glad you understand the only things you’re good for are obeying and serving your superior female master.”

“Yes, master. I live only for your pleasure.”

“Tonight, you’ll spend the night. Tomorrow, I want you to pack all of the things from your apartment, and take them to the dump. You’re going to live with me.” she said, stepping out of her clothes until she was completely naked. “Avert your eyes. You aren’t worthy of looking at me, it’ll only make you cum yourself.”

“Yes, mistress. Your perfection is beyond me, beyond words.”

“Yes, I know. It is. Once you move in, you’ll be expected to be my on-call servant, 24 hours a day and 365 days a year.” she said, walking over to her closet and pulling out a thin, satin robe and slipping into it. I tried to avoid gazing at her, but her flesh was like a magnet for my eyes.

“Yes, master.”

“And you will be expected to offer your entire salary as a tithe to my greatness, offering it willingly and with enthusiasm.” she said, standing directly over me, her heavy futa-cock swinging dramatically as she moved.

“Yes, master.”

“You will also be replacing my maid, and will be expected to keep my castle spotless and clean, to mirror myself.” she said.

“Yes, master.” It felt increasingly natural to  trust her completely, to give the entirety of myself to her knowing she was far more capable of running my life than I was.

“I’m dropping one of your work days, so you’ll only be going into the office four days a week. You’ll need the extra time to keep up with the gardening, and the lawn, and all of the cleaning. So your  salary will be decreasing accordingly, but it’s all coming to me anyway so that actually shouldn’t affect you.” she said.

That night, I went to sleep on the dog bed on the floor, shivering without a blanket because she liked it ice cold, but said that a dog like me should be able to keep itself warm.

There were aspects of the way she treated me that I didn’t care for, but I was so grateful that she let me cum that I simply let her have her way. I knew it was for the best, and speaking up would only be taken as insubordination. I slept clenching a buttplug, in hopes that eventually she’d let me take her cock.

It was a lot to swallow, the changes she was enforcing in my life, but I knew it could be for the better. Being with a woman as rich and powerful as Angelina would completely alter the trajectory of my life, and I’d never have to worry about finding a couch to surf on, or being evicted again. All I had to do was continuously do my best for her, and try to make myself into the version of myself she wanted me to be.

I kept thinking about how she didn’t have to be faithful to me, and how it was starting to make sense. Angelina required submission from her partner, but wasn’t the type who could be contained. She was too dominant, and it was the thing I loved most about her so I had to accept the good with the bad. Sure, I’d have rather she allowed me to at least try to satisfy her, but her standards for men were much higher than what I was capable of meeting.

Angelina was a real life goddess, and her presence in my life was something I had to look at with reverence. If she ever left me, I’d have to go back to my old life, as a loser who garnered zero attention from women, struggling and living paycheck to paycheck with no real prospects. My old mistress was video games, and they didn’t even compare in any way to my almighty goddess.


His Futanari Dominatrix 6

Chapter 1 - Angelina Velessio

Living with Harris was a lot of extra work, as pretty much everything I asked him to do, he did incorrectly. The stress he caused killed my sex drive, and I made him sleep in a chastity cage to make sure he wasn’t relieving himself without my permission. Work was crazy, and I decided it was time for a little personal vacation.

I’m admittedly a workaholic, but I’ve been known to treat myself to 3 or 4 day vacations from time to time. It felt like I was raising a child in Harris, and I just needed some alone time to decompress. I told Harris that he could go to work while I was gone, but that he must stay inside the house at all other times.

His collar had a GPS, and my house had state of the art cameras set up in every room, so I could go on vacation without having to worry about him. Harris didn’t need to have access to money, especially while I was out of the house, so I let him go grocery shopping and buy whatever he wanted to enjoy when I was away.

“You haven’t decided where you’re going yet?” he asked, seemingly excited for me. If only he knew what I considered blowing off steam, he wouldn’t have been quite so chipper.

“I’m not one hundred percent sure, I was thinking Venice. I could fly in, stay at a hotel in the city, and enjoy myself for a few days before flying back. My main concern is you burning down the dang house.” I said, smiling playfully. The idea of getting away from him for a few days made me genuinely happy, and I was looking forward to it.

“That’s so cool. I’ve never left the country, I’d love to travel someday.” he said, starry eyed and dreamy.

“That doesn’t surprise me, you don’t strike me as being cultured. It’s too bad, that’s a quality I find very attractive in a man.” I said, wondering how poor of a family he came from, but not interested enough to ask.

“No, not really. I’m just a nerd from the city.”

“Harris, that’s gross. Don’t out yourself like that, or people will figure out what type of person you are.”

“Yes, mistress.” he said, instantly defeated as always.

“Let me just go over the ground rules for when I’m gone, one more time so you don’t have any memory or lapses in judgment.” I said, pointing at the floor as an indication to sit. We were talking in the kitchen, but he still sat down on the tile floor in front of me. I hated when he stood up while I was talking, as it felt like an attempt to put himself near my level, and make it so I wasn’t looking down on him in such an extreme way.

“Yes, mistress.”

“I’m leaving Thursday night, so I want you to go to work Friday, and come straight home after. No side trips or socializing, straight home. Got it?”

“Yes, mistress.”

“And I’m going to check the cameras, and the GPS on your collar, so you better be acting right.”

“Yes, mistress.”

“Are you wearing your chastity cage right now?” I asked, testing him.

“Yes, mistress.” he said, pulling his waistband away from his stomach so I could see.

“Good. You will wear it at all times while I’m gone. If the cage is unlocked at any time, I’ll get a notification on my phone. I don’t want you watching pornography, or jerking off, or anything like that. I don’t mind if you fantasize about me, but it will be painful if you become aroused while wearing the cage. I don’t mind you associating me with pain, but I don’t want you thinking about any other women.” I said, raising my voice to emphasize the point. I made sure there were no other females working in the office, which worked out perfectly because he’d have had to stay home while I was on vacation otherwise.

“Yes, mistress. I would never. You’re the perfect goddess, and the only woman for me.” he said, raising his eyes momentarily to meet mine.

“As for the house, you can have free reign of everything except for my bed, and the pool. I don’t want you going outside. But, it will remain spotless at all times. If I check the cameras, and there’s even one thing out of place, you’ll have hell to pay.

“Yes, mistress. I understand, and I won’t disappoint you.”

“Don’t say that, Harris. You always disappoint me. You’re a perpetual disappointment. That’s what you are, that’s why you’re at this point in your life, down on your knees wearing a dog collar and a chastity belt, while your dom is going to Italy to get the brains fucked out of her. Actions speak louder than words, Harris.

It’s easy to say what you’re going to do, as any idiot with a voice box can make false promises. You need to learn to be a man of your word, Harris, so I’m going to hold you to it. If you disappoint me, then I’ll keep adding days onto when you’re allowed to cum again.” I said, eager to see how far I could push him.

“Yes, mistress. I’ll try being less frivolous with my words.”

“Okay. We’ll see. Go do some chores or something, get out of my sight. I have things to do.” I said, motioning him away so I could focus on booking my flight and hotel. That’s something that he should have been in charge of, but wasn’t competent enough to be trusted with. It was typical Harris, and I wondered if it would be possible for him to make any type of improvement over time, or if I would simply be stuck with an absolute dud of a sub.

Chapter 2 - Harris

It was hard to tell if I was getting the hang of being her submissive, or if I was in a constant state of failing. My main fear was screwing up so many times that she eventually lost hope in me, and kicked me to the curb.

There was no denying that she cared for me on some level, as I couldn’t think of another reason that she would pay the fine for breaking my lease so that I didn’t have any financial repercussions for moving out without notice. It was a big jump, moving in with her, but it felt like the best decision of my life.

The house was so incredible that it was ridiculous, like living in a scene from a movie. I wanted to have a couple friends over and relax by the pool, and show off how cool my new lifestyle was but she wasn’t having it. It was her house, so I had to respect her rules. I guess I really wanted to show her off, to be seen with her as a partner so that people could see that I was really making moves in my life.

When Angelina bought her ticket for Venice, it made me feel a bit paranoid. I hated thinking that way about her, but I just knew that once I was out of sight, I was out of mind, and she would do whatever she wanted to do with whoever she wanted to do it with.

We’d bonded so much in that first week that I moved in, and it was beginning to feel almost like a real relationship. It was unfortunate that any form of sex, even teasing, was pretty much cut off the moment I moved in, but I figured she was under a lot of stress and it was my job to support her. It wasn’t realistic to expect her to want sex as much as me, because there was no chance she found me as attractive as I found her. There’s a reason she was the goddess and I was her aspiring bottom bitch.

At the same time, there was an element of me that was under so much pressure with her. A few days alone without every little action being scrutinized was exactly what my soul needed, and I planned on eating shitty food, sleeping the days away, and trying not to make a mess. Even though Angelina wouldn’t allow a video game console inside of her home, I could still play on my phone or her computer as long as I didn’t let her catch me. I knew that she would check in on me, but I figured that once she was in Italy, I’d be the furthest thing from her mind.

I sometimes wished that she wasn’t so demanding. Being constantly berated and criticized was taking a toll on me, which is why I was looking forward to a few days without her where I could just be myself. I hoped for maybe something sexual to happen between us Wednesday night before she left, but was left with self induced blue balls, freezing cold on the dog bed instead.

Angelina didn’t allow me to use covers while I slept, so I waited until she fell asleep and used one of her jackets that I would slide under the bed before she woke up in the morning. I knew she’d flip out if she found out what I was doing, but it was so damn cold. She kept the thermostat at 65 during the nights, and she made me sleep in a thong and a low cut, women’s t-shirt.

Wearing women’s clothing made me feel nothing but embarrassment and shame, but after a couple days I hardly noticed. It’s not like I was allowed to hang out with anyone, and no one came to see her so she was the only one who knew. Luckily, she was merciful enough to let me wear normal clothing to work. She purchased for me two pairs of work pants, a pack of white t-shirts, a pack of white socks, and a pair of gym shoes so that I didn’t have to humiliate myself at the office.

“I don’t treat you like this to hurt you, I do it because I love you, and I want better for you.” she said, explaining her actions as my dominant. “You are deeply broken, and the only way to fix you is through extreme behavior modification. That’s why I point out everything you do wrong, because it’s a lot, and someone needed to take an interest in you to help rehabilitate you, or else you would have never even had a chance of being good enough.”

“That’s so beautiful. Thank you, mommy. I love you so much.”

“Yes, that’s my good boy. You understand why it has to be like this.” she said, purring into my ear and placing soft kisses on my neck and behind my ear before pulling away. It was Thursday, and we’d been off of work for about an hour.

“Yes, mommy. I do. Thank you so much for rescuing me.”

“You’re welcome, sweetheart.” she said, kissing my forehead before getting up to leave. “Alright, I’m headed for Venice. Hold down the fort.”

“Yes, mommy. I will.” I said, feeling very good about how things were between us when she left. It had been a while since she’d shown me any affection, and it really did make everything feel alright when she finally gave it to me right before taking off. It let my anxiety rest, and it felt like a million pounds lifted off my shoulders as she drove off into the night for the airport.

Angelina had control of the house’s locks and alarm system from her phone, and I heard them both click into place. She left me plenty of food and snacks to get by, and I walked around the house admiring it, finally there alone by myself and able to enjoy it.

She was so rich. I looked the house up online, and couldn’t believe how much she spent on it. It was more money than I could dream of making in my lifetime, and she spent it on one of her many homes. It made me feel proud to be her submissive, to serve some role in her impressive life.

I took a few photos of myself chilling in the crib like I owned the place, but hesitated when I went to send them to my dad. Angelina had ordered me to sign several NDA’s, and there was something in there about not taking any photos of her, with her, or of her property. I wasn’t supposed to speak publicly about our relationship at all, with family members or otherwise. It was kind of weird, but I decided not to send the photos. There was no reason to risk my suddenly lavish and cushy lifestyle. It was too good to be true, and I wasn’t going to waste it.

That first day was amazing, and the new cellphone she got me didn’t go off once after she told me that she’d arrived safely. I ate bowl after bowl of cereal while playing Def Con Tomb Raiders on my phone for hours and hours. It had been such a long time since I had a moment to myself, and time to just do what I enjoyed doing without being ridiculed for it.

I turned off all the lights so Angelina couldn’t see that I was using a blanket, and I’d never been more thankful for having warmth in my life than that night. I moved the thermostat up to 69, and fell into a deep slumber.

In the morning, I started cleaning and ate a healthy breakfast. I sent a text to Angelina, telling her that I hoped she was having the time of her life and that I loved her, but I received no response even though she was 7 hours ahead of me.

Finally, she called me at 8 pm, but when I answered the video call I couldn’t hear anything over all the background noise. She was at a nightclub, and clearly wasted.

“Fuck you, Harris! You won’t even, fucking talk to me like a man.” she said. It was the only thing I could make out, as the rest of her drunken rambling was drowned out by the crowd and music.

“Yes, mistress. You’re above me, and I love you.” I said, slyly moving my finger to the end call button. She called right back, again and again while I questioned whether I should answer it. Surely, I’d be punished for ignoring her, but she was blackout drunk and angry.

I went to her liquor cabinet, and poured myself a tall glass of whiskey and then went back to my phone on the table in front of the most comfortable leather couch in the world. As I sank into it, she started calling again. I took a big swig of whiskey, and then placed the glass back on the table and answered her call.

“You fucking left me, you piece of shit. You’re nothing but a pathetic fucking, lying piece of shit. That’s what you are.” she said, no longer in the club but walking outside.

“Baby, where are you? What’s going on?” I asked, concerned for her safety. Angelina was a ten out of ten in any city in the world, and she was drunk, alone, and vulnerable.

“I can’t find any fucking coke. This is fucking bullshit!” she screamed, repeating the word bullshit several times before ending the call.

“Jesus Christ. And I’m the one that’s pathetic?” I asked myself, shaking my head. She was always one second from lashing out, but she was absolutely terrifying as a drunk. I took another sip of whiskey, and felt the warmth emanating from my stomach as the endorphins kicked in. I took a deep breath, and then my phone started going off again. I inhaled once more, and answered.

“You’re in my fucking house. I hope you’re ready, bitch. The cops are fucking coming! And they’re gonna fuck you up, bitch.” she said, slurring and pointing at her phone. She was dressed like an absolute skank, and her makeup was all over her face.

“Angelina, no. I’m sorry, but you need to pull yourself together.”

“Oh yeah? Is that what I need to do? What about you, fucking mister in your high tower. You’re nothing but a little bitch, I made almost five million dollars last year. How much did you make? Oh yeah, 36 fucking thousand dollars! Because I’m your boss, bitch! That’s how I fucking know.” she said, speaking so fast that she was running out of breath.

“Yes, baby. You’re right. You’re so amazing, and successful, and gorgeous. You’re perfect. I just want you to be safe, baby. Where are you?” I asked, trying to get through to her.

“Oh. You wanna know where I’m safe right now because of how I am? Because you’re fucking cheating on me right now, you little mother fucker. That’s what you are, a little mother fucker.” she said, spit flying from her mouth and landing on her camera lens so that I couldn’t even see her anymore. I took that as my cue to hang up on the phone call. Of course, she called right back.

“She’s not even going to remember this in the morning.” I said, choosing to leave it alone. There was no getting through to her, and she wasn’t even making sense. I took off my chastity cage, went into her bathroom and grabbed a bottle of lotion, and then laid right in her bed and jerked off while watching a porno on my phone where a guy and a girl just had normal sex, with him on top and actually being allowed to fuck her.

It was a powerful orgasm, and I fell asleep in her bed with my stomach still covered in jizz.

Chapter 3 - Angelina Velessio

I woke up with a splitting headache, and immediately administered my portable IV. It was the ultimate hangover cure, and mine was so bad that I needed two bags of saline to get right.

After that, I was painfully hungry and went for a couple slices at the first pizzeria I came across. I hadn’t even looked at myself in the mirror, but I felt like I looked like hell. Small flashes of the night before came and went, but it was mostly a blur.

“I need to fuck.” I said, chomping down on my authentic Italian pizza, which was so much more simple and less gluttonous than America’s take on the pie. My friend Sherry lived in Venice, and was supposed to be my hook for cocaine but she ghosted me.

My plan was to get shit faced and do a couple lines, and then get more shitfaced and do some more lines. I planned to go all night, but my plans got cut short when she didn’t come through. I woke to texts from her, apologizing profusely and promising that I could come by and get some tonight.

Anyway, I downed shots like I was rehydrating on Gatorade, and ended up completely blacking out and losing my shit. Luckily, I had a couple thousand euros on me and somehow found a cab and got back to the hotel.

A part of me was relieved when I woke up and there wasn’t a strange man in bed with me. I’d been reckless and lucky nothing happened to me. The other part of me was disappointed, with a strong resolve to rectify that issue once nighttime rolled around again.

In the meantime, I was trying to piece together what had happened the night before. I remembered going into the Crazy Bull, and taking shots, but I couldn’t remember anything after that.

I saw that I’d called Harris a bunch of times, and I immediately felt sick to my stomach. My plan was to only contact him while I was gone to complain about his behavior, and to tell him to clean more. There were several times he answered, and I looked at the call times and felt a level of embarrassment that isn’t explainable.

“God fucking dammit. Why the fuck did he answer?” I asked, feeling my embarrassment turn to seething rage. It was his fault that I had to come to Italy in the first place, and risk my own safety by drinking to excess with no protection to speak of.

I hated the idea of him knowing something I didn’t, but I couldn’t for the life of me remember what had occurred on those phone calls. I had no memory of it whatsoever. Naturally, I assumed that I dominated him and did nothing to threaten my role as his dom, but I hated not knowing what I’d said or done.

I spent the next several hours going over the surveillance footage from my house, tracking his every move and seeing how he acted while I wasn’t around. Everything went well at first, until I saw him drinking my liquor and ignoring my calls.

There was no missing the cameras, but he had no idea how sophisticated they were. Once I knew that he was being a piece of shit while I was away, I decided to dedicate my day to figuring out all the ways he screwed up.

The hangover passed quickly between the IV and pizza, but I still felt a general fatigue and irritability.  If Harris was simply a more trustworthy man, then I wouldn’t have all of the stresses associated with him imposed on me. It angered me that even in Venice Italy, he was still managing to piss me off.

He almost got lucky, and got off with a small punishment for drinking my liquor without asking, and ignoring my calls which was a direct form of insubordination. I’m not sure why, but a few hours into my deep dive, I decided to check the night vision to see if he was up to no good after hours.

“Oh my God. No fucking way. I got you, you little shit. You thought you could disrespect me like that? Fuck him. He’s gonna pay.”

Chapter 4 - Harris

When I didn’t hear from Angelina, I assumed she didn’t remember what happened and our slates were clean. It actually made me feel good, that the chaos was simply a blip in time that could be easily forgotten.

I still loved her deeply despite her flaws, and went to work cleaning the house in order to show her my devotion. It was almost six o’clock when she finally called, and I answered on the couch wearing a thong and sports bra to show her my submission.

“Hey Harris. What are you doing?” she asked, laying on a hotel bed and holding her phone at an odd angle.

“Hi, mommy. I just finished cleaning the house, thinking about you.” I said, straightening my posture and trying to start the call on a better first note than the night before.

“You know what I’m thinking about? The Italian sausage filling my pussy.” she said, turning the angle of the phone so that I could see a man on top of her, drilling her from behind in her hotel room.

“Oh. That’s good, baby. I just want you to be happy.” I said, sighing. It wasn’t the first time she’d taken another lover over me, and it still hurt, but I was becoming more and more numb to it.

“It’s so big, daddy. Drill that pussy like a man. Show me what a useless little whore I am.” she said, about as convincing as an everyday pornstar. I knew it was late there, and assumed she’d met the man at a club or something.

“Who’s pussy is this?” he asked, speaking with a thick accent and really drilling her. His cock was very thick, and I watched it slide in and out of my Angelina’s creamy pussy.

“It’s yours daddy. It’s your pussy. Only yours.” she said, holding the phone over her shoulder so I could see her driving his hips against her fat ass, making it jiggle with each hard thrust.

“I want to impregnate you, Angelina. It’s so good.” he said, grunting like an animal as he bottomed out inside her. It was easy to see that I could never fuck her like that, even on the off chance she ever let me try. I’m not sure why I didn’t hang up, but I couldn’t seem to look away.

It made me so aroused that it was shameful, and as my cock filled with blood it ached from being squeezed by my cage. I wanted to take it off and touch myself, jerking off to a video of my woman being ravaged by a random man in another country.

“Do it daddy. Give me that nut. I love your cock so much, I want your babies.” she said, dirty talking and throwing her ass back against him. She turned the camera to her face, making me watch her bite down on her lip as he drove his fat cock inside her pussy.

“Oh fuck! Angelina, baby. Oh my God.” I could tell by the change in his breathing and speech that he was cumming, of course without a condom and inside my dom.

I was trying not to be turned on, to not care and treat it like no big deal, but I couldn’t help it. It hurt me, and I wanted to have that type of intimate experience with her for myself. And I didn’t want to have to share her with any man who happened to tickle her impulsive fancy. My cock still rushed with blood, pressing against the steel cage that hugged it tight.

Angelina ended the call without warning, leaving me to sit with thoughts of them together, being romantic and doing all the things I wished I could do with her. I began masturbating myself with my cage still on, taking what little pleasure I could along with the pain. Eventually it hurt too much, and I was forced to stop knowing that I’d probably end up with another case of blue balls.

She texted me later, with night vision footage of me sleeping in her bed, masturbating, and drinking her liquor. I literally broke out in sweats, pacing around the house uncontrollably gripped with anxiety.

“Fuck, fuck, fuck. Why did I defy her?” I asked myself, realizing that I might be completely screwed. I lived with her, worked under her, and had nowhere to go if things went south between us. I got down on my knees and prayed to God, promising that I would change my ways and fully submit to her. I didn’t want the uncertainty anymore, the lack of stability. I just wanted to live with Angelina, and do whatever she told me to do.

I didn’t even care if she fucked other guys, or didn’t let me have sex with her. I just wanted the safety net she provided. I wanted to stay her little bitch forever, no matter how she treated me or what she did.

Futanari Stepmilf - Forbidden Bottom

Chapter 1 - Kyra

It was like a switch went off in his head, and he was no longer the same person I married. My husband Steve became a born again Christian overnight, and was making all sorts of changes in the way we lived.

We started going to church, which wasn’t bad, but Steve acted like he was some sort of holier than thou saint out of nowhere. It wasn’t him, he was being nothing but phony and I could only assume he was going through a midlife crisis. I tried supporting him up until he refused to go down on me because it “didn’t feel right with the Lord”.

As a futanari woman, I have a plethora of sexual needs that the average woman might not be able to relate to. The simplest way for me to put it is that I have two sex drives, a feminine one, and a masculine one. My cock is very dominant, and knows exactly what it wants when it gets hard. My pussy is different, and prefers only to be fucked by dominant, masculine men.

Even in those cases, I still like to watch an alpha male break under my feminine charm, so aroused that he can’t control himself or think rationally. Getting masculine down on their knees, sucking my cock, and worshiping my balls while begging me to fuck them has always been a kink of mine.

Anyway, after being nothing but a submissive, eager cock sucker the entire time we’d been together, he started outright refusing to give my cock or my pussy any attention with his mouth.

Of course, like all hypocrites, he still wanted me to blow him. He said it wasn’t unnatural for a woman to perform oral sex on her husband, because it was a submissive act, but it was immoral for a man to put his mouth on a cock or even his wife’s vagina.

And all butt stuff was out, no more eating ass for Christian Steve. Oh, but it was still okay for me to insert a finger up his hole while I jerked him off because “It isn’t sodomy for a wife to digitally penetrate her husband”, and because it’s a womanly act of service to intensify her husband’s orgasms.

The whole thing was baffling, and I felt like I’d completely lost my husband. Sex became monotonous, and fully committed to the missionary position. Steve said we weren’t meant to have sex in positions where the man is behind his wife, because it could lead to temptation towards anal sex. Keep in mind, he hadn’t fucked me once for the first six months we dated. All that he wanted was my gorgeous, perfect futa-cock shoved up his ass at all times. He rode me like a cowgirl.

Speaking of which, the cowgirl position was out too, because the man couldn’t lay beneath his wife. I found his bible based obsession with sex off putting, along with his entire new persona. He started acting like a pastor, and going out of his way to be overly polite to everyone. It was grotesque and made me allergically unattracted to him.

A couple months of this left me near insanity. I was no longer in any way drawn to my own husband, even though I was suddenly hornier than I’d been in years, to the point that I couldn’t stop checking out and flirting with my stepson Josh.

He was put off by his father’s change as well, and we spoke about it several times. It baffled us equally, and we promised to have each other’s backs if he completely lost his mind.

It was the three of us living together, and I started to depend on Josh more and more while my husband spent all day reading the bible, praying, and ranting about sinners. He seemed particularly incensed by those who were tempted by the flesh, constantly hammering in points about sexual impurity.

I had to make sure that Steve was out of the house when I wanted to masturbate, and I hid my toys in a fire safe to ensure he didn’t stumble onto them. Steve’s sex drive diminished almost daily, until he eventually went celibate in an attempt to purify himself sexually.

Josh stepped up around the house, taking over the responsibilities that used to be Steve’s. He cooked, cleaned, and pitched in with bills. He was handy as hell, and also fixed whatever broke around the house. I couldn’t help becoming attracted to him, even though he was half my age and technically my stepson.

The less we had sex, the more I wanted it, and the more obvious it became that I’d settled for the inferior man in the family. When Josh walked around the house with his shirt off, it was enough to drive me crazy. Being around made me remember how intense my sexuality could be, as something about him made the blood flow to my cock and pussy at the same time.

Whenever I cleaned his room, I’d come across so many crusted over tissues that he’d obviously used to clean himself up after jacking off. It killed me knowing that he was wasting all of that youthful vigor.

Josh was 19, and overflowing with excess sexual energy. He was also very muscular, as he was continuously lifting weights and eating like a mad man. It made me wish that we had an arrangement where we satiated each other’s needs, it would make perfect sense considering his father no longer wanted to handle mine.

I knew things were getting out of control once I started actively fantasizing about my stepson, and of all the things I wanted to do to him, and to let him do to me. I hadn’t been fucked in months, and even before that my husband wasn’t going down on me. I needed it badly, and I knew that Josh could give me exactly what I was craving.

 The only problem I came to was that I didn’t know how to go about it. He was still my stepson after all, and the last thing I wanted was to make him feel uncomfortable. I couldn’t risk our relationship. He was just so manly and attractive for his age, and I needed someone to be intimate with. I wanted it to be him, and it was gnawing away at me at a primal level.

My balls ached constantly for him, and I wondered if he was sending me into heat. There was no mistaking my breeding instincts, of wanting to fuck him senseless and then let him cum inside me. Every time that I masturbated, he was the one I thought about. It became almost maddening, and in the most positively torturous way.

I decided to wear skimpier clothes around him, to forego underwear and let my bulge hang out. I found reasons to be close with him, to touch him, and to try to let him know that I really appreciated him. If his father was going to neglect me for Jesus, then I would find a way to satiate my hungry desires without him.


Chapter 2 - Josh

Kyra wore a crop top without a bra, and I was struggling to stay focused on our conversation. Her tits were so perfect that they ruined my mind. We were talking about the sexual abstinence pamphlet my dad authored, printed up, and was planning to pass out downtown, but all I saw were my stepmother’s erect nipples poking out from her shirt.

“I can’t believe he really wants me to go downtown with him to pass these out. It’s so embarrassing.” she said, looking over the pamphlet while I gazed at her perfect breasts.

“Yeah, I know.” I said. Things had been different with her as of late, and I suspected it had to do with my father’s plan to purify himself through an abstinence cleanse. He’d been going for months, getting crazier and more ragged with each passing day.

“Listen to this, Masturbation is ungodly, and those who commit such devious acts only stoke the flames of their sinful lust.” she said, reading an excerpt from his newest creation.

“Oh, no. Watch out Kyra, I stoked the flames of my sinful lust earlier in the shower.” I said, getting a quick chuckle from her before she continued complaining. It was beyond obvious that they weren’t working out, and that she was starting to break down.

“So he can’t eat my pussy, suck my dick, and can’t lick my ass. He can’t fuck me in any position except missionary, but not at all right now because he’s abstinent, and I’m not allowed to pleasure myself in the meantime?” she asked, throwing up her hands in frustration.

“Wait, is that true? He can’t go down on you?” I asked. It was weird talking like that to her, but she’s the one who brought it up.

“Yeah, he said it’s not right because the man and the woman, I don’t even know, some psycho babble bullshit that he misinterpreted from the bible.” she said, shaking her head. She’d been wearing less and less clothing around the house, and I was pretty sure she’d been openly flirting with me.

“Hey Josh, did you wanna take a ride downtown to help me pass these out?” dad asked, popping in from out of nowhere, holding a stack of his pamphlets.

“Oh, no. I’m sorry, I would, I just need to stay home and…pray.” I said, going with the excuse he was most likely to accept.

“That’s good. Kyra? Are you sure you don’t wanna come out and help spread the word?” he asked, looking over at her with hopeful eyes.

“No, Steve. I’m gonna stay home and pray too. Josh and I might even pray together.” she said, her voice thick with a mean sarcasm that went right over his head.

“Alright, great. I love that. My family, coming together in Christ.” he said. “Welp, I gotta head out.”

“Bye dad.” I said, smiling at Kyra as he headed out. She was so damn pretty, and knowing that she was deprived of sex made me want her even more. Ever since they started dating, and I found out that his gorgeous girlfriend was futanari, I thought and fantasized endlessly about her.

It brought out a side of myself I hadn’t explored, a side that wanted to submit and worship cock. A side that wanted to bend over, to pull my cheeks apart and let her have at me.

I thought about getting on my knees for her, and trying to prove my worth by pleasuring her enthusiastically, and submitting myself for her use at any and all times.

“Can you believe that? What kind of man won’t go down on his wife? Not to be too crass, but I have a gorgeous cock.” she said, going right back to our previous conversation.

“I don’t know, it’s crazy. Especially with you.” I said, the words slipping out as my eyes drifted down between her legs.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean, you know. You’re so pretty, who wouldn’t want to go down on you?” I asked, burying myself deeper. Kyra was so hot that sometimes I got nervous around her, especially when she wasn’t wearing a bra and had her tits on full display.

“Your dad, apparently. Would you do that for me? I mean, if we didn’t know each other and I wasn’t your stepmom.” she asked, grinning at my awkward fumble.

“Absolutely. If you weren’t my stepmom, I totally would. Or even if you guys broke up.” I said, feeling the pressure building in my face as I stumbled once more. I needed a mulligan, or a pause button so I could get it together.

“You’re adorable. I’m starting to wish you weren’t my stepson.” she said, having a nice little laugh at my expense. Her chuckle was hearty, and her feminine vocal tone sent a chill straight to my balls.

“Oh, wow.” I said, touching my face and feeling anxious because of how hard my cock was getting.

“Would you really? If you weren’t my stepson, I mean.” she asked, pressing her chest forward and nibbling at her lip while gazing into my eyes.

“It’s kind of hard to think about you not being my stepmom. You’re absolutely gorgeous, but it’s kind of wrong, you know?”

“Try to think about it. If we were just hanging out right now, and I pulled my panties down around my ankles, would you get on your knees for me and suck my dick?” she asked, her gaze alone enough to seduce me.

“Yes. I would.” I said, sucked into her stare. We both knew that what I said was true.

“I like that.” she said, biting her bottom lip and fanning herself with her hand. It was so hard that it had a pulse, and I couldn’t stop admiring her. The more I looked at her, the prettier she became. “I like it, but it’s naughty and a little bit too tempting. We shouldn’t talk like that.” Kyra said, standing up to walk away, but not before casting a final seductive glare in my direction.

“God damn, she’s hot.” I whispered to myself, using the opportunity to adjust my erection. I’d always found her attractive, from the very first moment I laid my eyes on her. For the most part, I was able to push it out of my head and ignore it, but her open flirtation made it real, and kicked my fantasies into overdrive.

Kyra found ways of arousing me, especially when my dad was gone. She’d almost immediately strip down to practically nothing whenever he left the house, and start doing random sexy yoga, or engaging in provocative dance. She always looked over at me, watching me watch her.

It drove me insane in the best imaginable way. I looked forward to being teased, to being made so hard that my cock literally had a pulse. Whenever I talked to dad, I made sure to let him know that I admired what he was doing in regards to abstinence, and to keep it up, knowing full well it would drive her into my arms eventually.

“I just want to be an example,” he said, always keen on taking the opportunity to pay homage to himself.

“We need more men like you, sacrificing for the community.” I said. It wasn’t long before Kyra was openly talking about sex with me, constantly, about how much she missed it, and how much to fuck a tight young ass and drain her balls. How she wanted her pussy kissed, and fucked.

“God, I just wish he would at least eat my pussy. Finger me. Something. I feel like I can’t even masturbate anymore, like I have to be sneaky so he doesn’t catch me.” she said. I was really starting to feel bad for her, because it was obviously turning her into a mess that I was perfectly capable and eagerly willing to rectify.

It wasn’t right what he was doing, putting someone he supposedly loved through such a sudden change without even being there for her. Kyra didn’t know what to feel, she just knew that her husband suddenly wasn’t interested in being intimate with her, and that her needs were no longer being taken care of. I knew that in large part my own desires were spurred from the root of lust, but I let his careless behavior be the justification.

Living with dad wasn’t easy, because all he talked about was the bible, mostly complaining about how no one lived by it. Kyra and I both loved it when he left the house, because we could finally put our feet up and relax.

Kyra felt abandoned and I didn’t blame her, and this went on long enough that she confessed to me that she was no longer attracted to him, and that she’d started having fantasies about another man.

I couldn’t help falling in love with her, and wanting to be the man she replaced my dad with. I always glanced down at her bulge, and wondered endlessly how gorgeous her perfect python would appear when laid bare before me.

As wrong as it was, I thought she was worth it. Kyra was only in her mid thirties,a full ten years younger than dad. She was the most stunning woman I knew, and living in such close quarters led to me falling hard. If I had the opportunity, I would gladly give my life for her. She was that amazing. 

Kyra leaned on me emotionally, flirting while we talked endlessly about how much she needed sex. It kept me constantly horny on a deep level, like nothing I’d ever experienced. She became all I could think about, and she graduated from being my infatuation to a pure obsession.

Chapter 3 - Kyra

I finally reached a complete snapping point. I’d had enough of laying in bed next to my husband, unable to fall asleep because I was so horny that all I could think about was getting railed by his son.

This was his fault. He’s the one who didn’t want to please me, so I decided to find someone who would. And he just so happened to live right down the hall.

Josh and I had grown very close since Steve decided to go full on Christian crusader. We kind of had the same feeling about it, we were both Christians but thought that he was taking everything way too far.

Steve became physically and emotionally absent, forcing Josh and I to pick things up and keep the household running smoothly. I had to rely on Josh emotionally, as a friend, and as a partner. The only thing we didn’t do is have sex, but we were flirting more and more with that temptation.

I’d picked up yoga as a hobby, almost entirely to entice and arouse my stepson. It was interesting to see how much the lack of sex was affecting me, as I was literally picking up new hobbies to distract myself, and to win my new lover.

I hate to say it, but I saw it coming way before it ever happened. There was a void that wasn’t being filled, and the longer he left it unsatiated, the more untamed it became. I tried fighting it, ignoring my urges and waiting, but I knew that if Steve didn’t snap out of it, I was going to cheat on him with his own son.

Josh was an impressive young man, on top being much taller and more muscular than his father. A lot of it was physical with him, what attracted me to him at first. The idea of being with such a strong man turned me on, especially a younger man with an endless appetite for sex. Seeing them next to each other really made Josh stand out, and Steve pale in comparison.

There was something about the energy of a virile young man, and it made me feel young again seeing him lust after me. I convinced him to assist in my stretching, and he placed his pelvis directly against mine, pressing his weight down to extend my leg. It had been months since I’d had sex, and weeks since I’d given myself an orgasm.

He certainly made the blood flow. Feeling the warmth of his muscular body against me, his strength as he stretched me out made me want to stick my cock in him. I felt his erection pressing against mine,  and it made my arousal so intense that my pussy left a wet spot on my leggings.

Somehow, I mustered the self control to not jump him after we finished  stretching, even though every fiber in my being was screaming at me to escalate things further. My feelings for him grew to the point of being unhealthy, and he turned me on so much that I couldn’t separate the line between the platonic love that I was supposed to feel for him, and the raw sexual desire he inspired within me.  

There was a point where I no longer cared, where it felt like I was already a single woman. I knew that I had to divorce him, and figure a lot of things out, but I wanted terribly to start the process by taking out all of my pent up sexual frustrations on Josh’s virgin asshole.

Steve worked 25 hours a week, and spent the rest of his time reading the bible, and doing research about conspiracy theories involving a secret cabal. Once I decided there was no stopping it, and that my husband was out to pasture for good, my impulses took over and I made a move.

I waited until Steve had left for the day, and then walked down the hallway and entered Josh’s room wearing nothing but a bra and panties.

“Oh, hey.” he said, perking up and letting his eyes scan me up and down. Our coy flirtation had gone on long enough, and we both knew exactly what was going on.

“Remember when I asked you if you would go down on me if I wasn’t your stepmother? And you said yes?”

“Yeah, I remember.” he said, sitting up in bed and tossing his phone down onto the floor.

“Well, now that your dad is celibate, I really need someone to be intimate with.” I said, having a seat at the edge of his mattress. Josh’s eyes went wide, and a smile spread across his face.

“Oh yeah?” he asked, scooting a little closer.

“I want it to be you.” I said, embarrassed to admit the truth. “You make me feel incredible, like I’m still pretty and desirable.”

“You’re beautiful, Kyra. I’ve wanted you for so long, since the moment I saw you.” he said, leaning in so his lips lingered in front of mine.

“I’m so sorry for making you wait.” I whispered.

As soon as our lips touched together, things spiraled out of control. Our hands got started groping, and our tongues rolled around together. What little clothes we were wearing started coming off, forming messy piles on either side of the bed. You could literally feel the tension between us, as there was a rushed and passionate overtone in the way we touched.

“They’re so perfect.” he said, bringing his face to my breasts and exploring them with his mouth. He nibbled at my nipples just right, latching on and suckling in a way that tickled every nerve ending, sending a chill of pleasure straight to my aching cock.

“Josh. This is so wrong.” I said, closing my eyes and savoring the taste of his lips.

“I know, but we can’t help it. My cock doesn’t care that you’re my stepmom.” he said, kissing up my chest until he found my neck, biting aggressively enough to send more chills down my spine.

I grabbed his face and wrapped my legs around him, grinding desperately as our tongues fought for position. Our cocks rubbed together, and I was happy at how much larger he was than his father.

There was hunger in the way we attacked each other, ravishing and stroking each other's cocks . The heat  emanating between us spoke of long building tension, and inappropriate desires coming to fruition.

The next thing that I knew, Josh was opening wide with his face buried in my crotch. 

“Oh my God.” I said,  incredibly sensitive to his touch. It had been such a long time, and what we were doing was so wrong. His mouth couldn’t have felt more satisfying, and he sucked like a good little whore had been cock starved for far too long.

“Mmm…Mmm…Hmmm…” he hummed as his tongue circled around my cockhead, sending jolts of pure pleasure radiating through me as he slurped and sucked eagerly.

“Josh!” I called out his name, shocked by the intensity of the feelings his mouth was giving me. “Oh, wow, baby. You’re really good at that.”

“It’s so big, Kyra. I love it.” he said, pausing only long enough for the words to leave his mouth.

“I’m so turned on, Josh. I want your asshole so much.”

“How do you taste so good? It’s so hot.” he said, hooking his arms under my legs and alternating between tonguing my pussy and giving my balls a proper tongue wash. He was like a starving man, and submissive in all the ways I hoped he would be.

“Josh. Don’t stop!” I squealed, pulling down on his head and forcing him to swallow my cock. It felt so good, like a freight train worth of pressure with no breaks.

“Mmm…” he moaned, swallowing around my girth, forcing himself deeper and stroking with both hands, forcing me past the point of no return.

“Oh, fuck. I’m gonna cum, Josh. I’m gonna fucking cum!” I grabbed his hair with both hands, pressing his face down until my length slipped down into his throat, grinding hard against his soft throat. It was a thunderous explosion that made my body shake and quiver, and I felt the hot sticky cum from my pulsing she-cock jetting down his gullet.

Going from zero stimulation for months to having a new partner rhythmically throat fucking my hard dick until I came into his stomach was intense, and I was seeing stars and panting for breath when he took a final hard swallow, and then gasped for air.

“Get on all fours.” I said, forcing him into position. It all unfolded so organically, because our sexual kinks lined up so well together. The reality of what we were doing set in, and I hate to admit that it turned me on knowing that I was disrespecting my marriage in the ultimate way.

“I can’t believe we’re really doing this.” he said, spitting on his fingers and spreading it around his anus.

“You’re such a good boy, Josh. I need this like you wouldn’t believe.”

“Me too, mommy. Please give it to me. Submitting to you is all I’ve been able to think about.” he said, mindlessly blurting his inner desires.

“Good boy. Tell me what you want.” I said, spitting on my cock and spreading it around as I took aim. His virgin boy pussy was about to be destroyed, and I planned on fucking him so hard that his mind melted.

“I want you mommy. I want your cock.” he said, whimpering like the submissive little bitch he revealed himself to be. I instantly wished I’d met him instead of his father, as it became readily apparent that we were better suited for each other.

“Oh my God Josh. It’s so tiny, it’s squeezing my dick.” I said, shoving it in so hard that I bottomed out inside him.

“Ahhh!” he squealed, wincing in pain as I started to lay into him. It was so tight and perfect, I couldn’t fight my urge to pulverize him. I loved hearing him whimper in pain, impaled to my cock and loving every second of it.  I shuddered with pleasure, flexing my cock inside his virgin ass. His father would have fainted if he saw his son stuck to his wife, screaming in agonizing pleasure as I hit spots inside him he didn’t know existed.

“Yeah. You like that mommy-dick, don’t you baby?” I asked, holding him by the hips and punishing his ass with every hard thrust.

“It’s so big. I want your cum.” he said, thrusting back against me. Despite his tightness and lack of experience, his pure enthusiasm and lack of inhibitions made him lose himself for my cock.

“Josh, baby. You’re such a good little cockslut.” I said, feeling myself cross over my threshold for arousal. I wasn’t using protection, and I had zero intentions of pulling out of him.

“Mommy…I can’t stop. Fuck. I can’t stop…” he said, growing frantic as I pounded his g-spot for the first time. It felt so good, finally giving into my ultimate temptation and seizing my stepson’s first time fuckhole.

“Josh! Oh God!” I called out, fucking him harder until I was releasing inside his asshole.

“Your cock…” he said, his voice cracking as I finished inside him, pumping him full of futa-cum and feeling all of the tension leave my body.  “I’m cumming!” he said, randomly squealing as his cock erupted, spurting off everywhere purely from anal stimulation. I felt his cock contracting, because it made his butthole tighten around my dick. 

Words can’t describe how much he satisfied me, or how bonded I felt to him immediately afterwards. It was like he replaced his father that quickly, in one carnal act of pure depravity.

Chapter 4 - Josh

I heard the front door. It had to be my dad, home early for some reason and with the worst timing imaginable. Kyra had just finished fucking my brains out, and we were both still stuck together in the nude.

We were in my room, so Kyra grabbed her clothes and sprinted out of there. I wasn’t sure what to do, so I put my shorts back on, sprayed some cologne, and hoped for the best. I was sitting on my bed, pretending to play video games when he popped his head in.

“Have you seen my megaphone?” he asked. “I totally forgot it.”

“Oh, uhm, no dad. Haven’t seen it.” I said. He went about his business, and I saw his car pulling out of the driveway about ten minutes later. I ran to Kyra’s room, where she let out a hearty laugh.

“I just jumped in the shower, I had to. I smelled like sex.” she said.

“Crisis averted, I guess.” I said. “That was amazing, by the way.”

“Yeah it was. I didn’t realize you were so good in the bedroom.”

“We’re just getting started. That was only round 1.” I said.

It turned out that I wasn’t wrong, and we entered into a non-stop, passion filled fuck-fest of an affair. While dad was out trying to convince other people to give up sex, we were naked in his bed, covered in sweat and doing the nasty. She brought out the worst in me, and I shocked myself with the lengths I was willing to go in order to please her massive futanari cock.

I’d only been with a handful of girls before, and she blew them all away with ease. She knew exactly what she wanted, and I gave it to her with enthusiasm. Dad’s shameful attitude towards sex made me want to be nasty for her, to submit fully and offer her my ass without hesitation.

We did it all, and seemed to fall further  for each other with each passing day. In the bathroom, the laundry room, my bed, hers, no room in the house was off limits. She let me eat her ass, suck her toes, and worship her cock and balls whenever I pleased. She even gave me her pussy, letting me cum inside her freely whenever we went that route.  I couldn’t help falling in love with her, but she kept trying to keep things casual and secret.

After months of constant, passion fueled sex, she told me that she was pregnant. I’d been saving up money for years, and offered to get us an apartment so we could get out of the house.

It must have been the ticket she was waiting for, because we were moving out and into our own new place within the month. Dad was blindsided, and convinced himself that the baby arrived via immaculate conception.

We’re expecting in a few months, and have settled into our new relationship. Dad eventually came to terms with everything, and begged Kyra not to divorce him. She’s going to wait until after the baby is born to go through with it, so he’ll at least get to still be her cuckold for a little while longer.


Futas in Heat - Futanari on Male Breeding Menage

Chapter 1 - The Text

It was a Friday night, and I was trying to figure out if I should pop open my only 40 ouncer of beer, or save it for the following night. I looked out my bedroom window, out at the random people walking the street and popping in and out of the dive bars that littered my neighborhood.

Normally, I’d be out there myself, getting drunk and failing to get laid. I didn’t get paid until Monday, and had gone a little hard at the strip club earlier in the week. Video games would get me through, and maybe the forty.

My phone buzzed. It was a text from my buddy Ryan, who was kind of an enigma who only popped up from time to time, always with trouble on his mind.

RYAN: Waddup cuz?

CRAIG: Not shit. Playing 2k.

RYAN: Word? On a Friday night?

CRAIG: Low on funds.

RYAN: Shit, I have a couple hotel rooms and some baddies if you wanna come through.

CRAIG: For real?

RYAN: The Econo-Inn off of 53. Room 43. Get your ass here. Hurry though, these girls are fit to be tied.

CRAIG: You the man. Let me freshen up, I’ll be there in fifteen minutes.

You never really knew what Ryan would be up to. He sold drugs and promoted for a bunch of raves and DJ’s, so he always had access to cash, girls, and illegal substances. The Econo-Inn was known for being a cheap shithole, so I wasn’t exactly sure what he was doing up there, but beggars can’t be choosers. I was in the midst of a multi-month dry spell, and had no real prospects in the female department.

After a quick shower, I hopped on my bicycle and hit the road. The hotel was three miles away, a quick and easy stroll on a perfectly cool night. I could feel myself waking up as I peddled, spurred by thoughts of beautiful women and easy sex. If anyone could get me out of my funk, it was going to be Ryan.

My legs burned, making me happy I hadn’t consumed that forty ouncer. I pulled up to the hotel, and shot Ryan a text as I started looking for his room. There were all sorts of delinquents milling about, and I felt out of place.

“You lookin’ for boy?” he asked. The man was tall and hardened, with a worn out, sunken in face and a ketchup stained wife beater.

“Ugh, nah. No thanks, man.” I said, walking quickly past him and noting that his room number was 24. “Come on, Ryan.”

I called his phone, but he didn’t answer, so I locked up my bike and went upstairs to find his room. The door was ajar, and I knocked lightly, checking my surroundings to make sure I was safe.

“Yo.” Ryan answered with a big smile, giving me a hug and pulling me inside the room. It was a standard room, two beds and one bathroom, filled with people and smoke. The music was at a loud but reasonable volume, and Ryan spoke over it to introduce me to a tall, gorgeous brunette in a form fitting black dress that hugged her magnificent curves. “This is Allison. Allison, this is my buddy Craig.”

“Hi Craig.” she said, leaning in for a hug. Her scent was intoxicating, and her huge breasts pressed against my chest.

“Hey, come here.” Craig said, wrapping his arm around me and pulling me into the bathroom. We’d originally met at a music festival, and even though we only hung out a couple times a year, he always treated me like I was his best friend. He pushed the door closed, blocking out the noise and again showcasing what a colossal piece of crap room we were in.

“Is that mold?” I asked, looking up at the ceiling.

“Who cares? Dude, tonight is your lucky night.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, lighting up because I could see the excitement in his face.

“Allison has two friends, both gorgeous blondes. They’re in fucking heat, dude. Literally in heat right now. They’re in the room next door.” he said.

“Okay. What does that mean?” I asked, beginning to worry that he might be on some sort of hallucinogen. His pupils were dilated, and he was sweating around the eyes.

“They’re trying to get fucked. Like breeding and shit.”

“What?” I asked, laughing as I struggled to wrap my head around what he was saying.

“They’re futanari.”

“Dude. You know that’s not real.” I said, shaking my head. A tinge of disappointment moved through me, as it was seeming less and less like I was going to get laid.

Futanari women are an old wives’ tale, likely perpetuated by perverts, about beautiful female beings with both male and female genitalia, and insatiable sex drives. We’d all heard the stories, but no one I knew had ever actually met a so-called futanari woman.

“Oh, it’s not real? It’s not real?” he asked, getting hyped up and opening the bathroom door. He called Allison in, and he closed the door behind her, leaving the three of us quite cramped in the tiny bathroom.

“What’s up?” she asked, taller than both of us, with her ample cleavage laid out right in front of my face.

“Craig doesn’t think futanari women are real. He doesn’t believe.” Ryan said, crossing his arms and raising his eyebrows.

“Oh, really? Then what am I?” she asked, shifting her gaze to mine, and blasting me with overwhelming eye contact.

“A woman.” I said, looking away nervously. She was so beautiful, and intimidating, there was just something about her that felt different than anything I’d ever experienced.

“Yes. But not just a woman…a futanari woman.” she said, popping her hip and smiling, still peering into my eyes.

“Close your eyes, Craig.” Ryan said, bumping me on the shoulder.

“Why?”

“Just do it.”

“Yeah. Do it.” she said, putting her hand over my eyes.

“Keep them closed.” Ryan said. I heard them shuffling about, and kept my eyes closed, completely unsure of what I was about to see.

“Okay, one second. Alright, I’m ready. Open your eyes.” she said. When I opened my eyes, Allison was standing on the side of the tub, with her dress pulled up and the biggest flaccid cock that I’d ever seen hanging between her legs, right in front of my face.

“Told you.” Ryan said.

“Oh.” I said, my eyes bulging as she took herself by the base, lifting her cock and balls to show off a perfectly clean-shaved, pretty little pink pussy right beneath them. I felt myself getting warm, and blood rushing between my legs.

“Now do you believe me?”

“Yes.” I said, mesmerized and unable to pry my eyes away. My heart started pounding, and she pulled her dress down and hopped back down off of the side of the tub.

“You can go, baby. I’ll be right out.” Ryan said, giving her bubble butt a playful slap as she exited. I was in a state of shock, and had no words after he closed the door behind her. I sat down on the toilet, processing what I’d just experienced. “Dude, I’m telling you, I found these chicks at a rave out in the desert, and there’s nothing like them. All they wanna do is fuck.”

“God damn. Her cock was huge.”

“They’re pretty much all like that. So listen, there’s two girls next door right now that are in heat. That’s why I hit you up.”

“You keep saying that, in heat. I don’t get it.”

“Like a cat in heat, dude. It’s mating season, and they’re fucking itching for it. Wait until you see them, they look deranged, like they need cock to regain their souls or something.” he said.

“I thought you said they were gorgeous?” I asked, conjuring images of meth’d out crackwhores.

“They are. I just mean, they’re so aroused. You’ll see.” he said. “Their names are Lily and Nikki, but I doubt they’ll be in the mood for conversation.”

“So are you gonna introduce me?” I asked.

“Here’s their room key. Just tell them Ryan sent you.” he said, handing over a magnetic card.

“No way, dude. I can’t do that, I’ve never even met them.” I said. My palms were sweating like crazy, and I was starting to want some liquid courage. Approaching women wasn’t my thing, especially two hot blondes at a hotel room.

“Fine. I’ll send Allison over there with you. You want any pre-game?” he asked, reaching into his pockets and pulling out all sorts of pills and powders.

“I’ll take these.” I said, reaching for the airplane bottles of Crown apple.

“Word. There’s more in the mini-fridge.”

“I think five is enough.” I said, smiling as I stuffed my pockets and stood up. We exited the bathroom and re-entered the party, just long enough for him to summon Allison and the four of us to step outside.

“So you wanna meet my girls, huh?” Allison asked, lighting up a cigarette on the patio.

“Yeah, I think I’d like that.” I said, trying to feign confidence.

“Are you sure you can handle them?” she asked, taking a hard drag and blowing it in my direction.

“I guess we’ll find out.” I said, cracking the top on one of the airplane bottles and sending it down the hatch. “You’re making me nervous, I feel like I’m gonna get murdered.”

“Oh, honey. Even if they murder you, I promise you’ll die happy.” she said, casting a knowing look at Ryan. We stepped over to the room next door, and I slid the key card and stepped out of the way for Allison and Ryan.

I followed behind them, and the first thing I saw was the hottest blonde I’d ever seen, strapped to the bed with a ball gag in her mouth, writhing and thrashing as another, equally gorgeous blonde sucked her balls and stroked her, torturing her with pleasure. Their eyes moved in our direction, like sex vampires with hunger in their eyes.

“Nikki, Lily, this is Craig. Do you mind if we leave him behind to hang out with you?” Allison asked.

“Not at all. You’re perfectly welcome to join us, Craig.” the girl without the ball gag said, motioning for me to approach the bed. I looked over at Ryan, who was smiling wide.

“That’s Lily. Nikki is wearing the ball-gag.” he said, giving me a quick bro-hug.

“Good to know.” I said, turning completely hard in my pants.

“Don’t have too much fun, you three.” Allison said, winking as she led Ryan out of the room, closing the door behind them and leaving me all alone with two futanari women in heat.


Chapter 2 - The Heat

Lily got up from the bed and approached me immediately, smirking and grabbing me by the belt and pulling me close to her.

“Hi, daddy.” she said, looking into my eyes and nestling up against me.

“Hi, Lily.” I said, trying my best to repeat their names in my head so that I wouldn’t forget.

“I think you’re exactly what the doctor ordered.” she said, her voice laced with sensuality as she dropped down to her knees in front of me and started undoing my belt and the front of my pants.

“Oh yeah?” I asked, shocked by her raw aggression. No girl had ever been on her knees for me within thirty seconds of meeting, and I didn’t even have time to really come to terms with what was going down before she pulled out my cock, and started slapping it against her tongue and face and looking up at me with the very same deranged look that Ryan had warned me about.

“Oh my God.” I moaned, as I looked down at her sparkling eyes, admiring her technique as she swallowed my cock like it was nothing, shoving it so deep down her throat that her nose was pressing against my stomach. It was zero to one hundred degrees, and all I could do was go with the flow.

“We need your daddy juice.” she said, practically barking as she swallowed around my cock. “Guck! Guck! Guck!”

“Ugh…you’re gonna get it quick if you don’t slow down.” I said, pushing her head away and taking a deep breath. My head was spinning with arousal, and the last thing I wanted was to give her a  premature facial. She giggled and fought past my defenses, burying her face in my balls and slurping away like the hungry whore that she was.

“Nikki wants some too, don’t you Nikki?” she asked, glancing over at her friend on the bed, who was thrashing around like she was demon possessed and in need of an exorcism.

“Enhhh! Mmmm!” she moaned through her gag, with slobber dripping from her chin and her pupils so dilated that I could barely see them. The term “in-heat” was starting to make more and more sense, as I’d never in my life witnessed a woman in her state before. Not even in pornos.

Lily led me to the bed, helping me remove my shirt as I climbed on top of Lily and looked down at her perfect body. They were both wearing leather straps, none of which covered their cocks, pussies, asses, or breasts.

“Play with it. She loves it.” Lily said, approaching me from behind and putting her hands on my hips. I reached out slowly, a bit nervous to touch my first cock but so turned on that I was without inhibitions. My fingers wrapped around her thick, hard, she-pole, and my mouth started watering as I stroked it up and down. Her shaft glistened and made squishing sounds as I rubbed up and down her length, already well lubricated from whatever they were doing before my arrival.

“It’s gorgeous.” I said, absolutely amazed by her perfection. I didn’t even know that cocks could be that big, or somehow pretty. Her balls kept tensing up, and I could feel each hard pulse in my hand.

“Ugh!” she grunted, grinning and thrusting against my hands as I wrapped them both around her she-cock.

“Good boy. We’re gonna have so much fun with you.” Lily said, kissing my neck and rubbing her dick between my cheeks. I didn’t think I could ever fit either of them inside me, but I was open and curious about everything else. “Lay flat. Let’s share.”

“Okay.” I said, laying on my stomach next to Lily between Nikki’s legs. She stared down at us, watching as we alternated sucking her cock and worshiping her swollen balls,  exchanging saliva as we slobbered all over her enormous futanari dick.

“Kiss me. Let’s do a triple kiss with her mushroom.” Lily said, smiling and looking into my eyes. They were easily the most beautiful and seductive women I’d ever met, and she leaned in and pressed her soft lips against Nikki’s soft, bulbous head, parting them slightly to lure me in.

“Mmm hmm.” I moaned, leaning in and swirling my tongue around the tip in conjunction with Lily. Our tongues met over and over, and I savored the sweet taste of her tongue and the spit soaked cockhead we were sharing.

“I have an idea. You take care of her cock, and I’ll go down on her pussy.” she said, pressing my head down on it. “Let’s give this little whore what she really wants.” I did as I was told, eagerly slurping away while she buried her face beneath Nikki’s testicles. She was like a starved feign, going at it like it was her first meal in months.

Nikki somehow managed freeing her hand, and immediately released her other hand and removed her gag. I looked over at Lily, who hadn’t noticed, right before Nikki grabbed me with both hands and pulled my mouth to hers, forcing her tongue deep into my throat.

“Uh oh. She got loose.” Lily said, popping up with a big horny smile. “I guess we need to hold her down and fuck her.”

“Yes! I need it.” Nikki said, begging as Lily pounced on her, forcefully pinning her wrists to the mattress and shoving her dick into Nikki’s mouth. I froze, watching as Nikki practically unhinged her jaw, swallowing her so deep that I saw the bulge in her throat.

“Don’t just stand there, breed her!” Lily said, struggling to her Nikki down.

“Please, daddy! I need it. Please fuck me.” Nikki said, her eyes spacing out as she reached down and started violently stroking her own cock with the hand she wriggled free. I grabbed her by the thighs and climbed on top, pulling her in close.

It was quite a bit different than I was used to, trying to find the hole when there was a massive, throbbing hard cock blocking the entrance.

“Oh, my, God!” I said, feeling the immense pressure as I slid inside her. If futanari women had massive cocks, they had equally tiny vaginas. It was the tightest, warmest, most overwhelmingly juicy pussy I’d ever felt, and I saw fireworks immediately.

“Good boy. Hold on.” Lily said, releasing Nikki and backing to the edge of the mattress.

“Whaa?” I squealed, as Nikki wrapped her arms and legs around me, kissing me deeply as she took full control from the bottom, thrusting her pussy hard against my cock. “Fuck.”

“Yes! Harder! Breed me, daddy!” she said, calling out and moaning with increasing pleasure. Her cock flopped dramatically, bouncing as she thrashed against me, groaning and making noises I hadn’t heard a woman make before.

“It’s so wet.” I said, practically whimpering as her pelvis muscles systematically flexed around my cock, bringing me further and further under her spell. It felt like she was continuously squirting, and there was an obscenely large wet spot forming on the sheets beneath it.

“I love you! I love you, daddy.” she said, begging and pulling me deeper, telling me fuck her and not to pull out. My eyes were squeezed shut, and I was trying my best to control my breath and think about something else, but the building wave of pleasure growing from inside me was getting too powerful for me to control.

“Ugh!”I squealed as I felt Lily’s hands pulling my ass cheeks apart, and shoving her tongue into my ass. If there was ever any hope at all that I could last longer, her swirling tongue making out with my asshole removed it with finality.

“Yes! Cum in me. Please, daddy. I’ll be such a good girl for you, daddy. I promise.” she said, staring into my eyes with an intensity that was beyond deranged. There wasn’t a doubt in my mind that she believed every word she was saying, as the pure depravity of being in heat had more than made itself clear by the time I erupted inside of her.

“Nikki!” I grunted, holding her hips and thrusting inside of her tightness as my cock pulsed, shooting her full of sticky cum. “Oh my God.”

“Yes, daddy. I love you so much. Thank you.” she said, whimpering and holding on for dear life. Her ankles were laced around my lower back, and her nails were dug so deep into my upper back that she drew blood. Lily never stopped rimming, continuing even after I had fully emptied my balls in her friend.


Chapter 3 - More Cum Please, Daddy

Nikki kept kissing me, forcing me to look into her eyes as we kissed. She was so gorgeous that I almost couldn’t believe it, so aesthetically pleasing that I could look at her for hours at a time as a hobby.

“I love you.” she whispered, practically purring as she continued grinding against my soft cock.

“You’re so sweet.” I said, unable to drop the L-bomb, but perfectly willing to continue basking in her attention. Lily was still prying my cheeks apart, and licking my asshole so vigorously that I could feel her saliva dripping down my inner thighs.

“I love you too.” Lily said, giggling out of control without pulling away. I tried backing out of Nikki a couple times, but even though I was half soft, she wasn’t letting go.

“Don’t pull out, daddy. Leave it in. I want to make a baby.” Nikki said, kissing my neck as I tried turning back to look at Lily.

“I think we’ve already done what’s required for that.” I said, groping her large, natural breasts. It wasn’t long before I was growing hard again, stimulated by a tongue in my ass and a soaking wet futanari pussy in heat.

The next thing I knew, I was laying on my back, and being tied to the mattress by both girls.

“We want more cum, daddy. We’re gonna milk you all night.” Nikki said, flashing a devilish grin at Lily while they strapped me in. I’d never been tied up before, and I wasn’t sure how much I trusted it. Being completely bound up would leave me very vulnerable, and completely under their control. Considering the state of mind they seemed to be occupying, that wasn’t the most comforting thought. At the same time, they were the hottest girls I’d ever encountered in real life, and they easily short circuited my ability to think rationally.

As they strapped my ankles to the restraints, I gave a little tug and pull with all of my limbs, realizing that I was absolutely trapped. The only way I was getting loose, was if they decided to let me out. Nikki and Lily started making out on the bed in front of me, fondling their breasts, and stroking each other’s hard cocks as they sloppily rubbed their tongues together.

“I love him.” Nikki said, looking into Lily’s eyes.

“I know, baby.”

“I want you to love him too.” Nikki said.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yes, baby. I want us to be mommies together.” she said, her tone desperate.

“Okay, then. I’ll ride his cock, you ride his face.” Lily said, smiling playfully. There was something downright devilish about her, and I knew that she was about to be the most fun dick rider I’d ever encountered.

“Yes, ma am. You hear that daddy?” Nikki asked, glancing excitedly over at me with bright eyes and a warm smile. I was falling more and more under her spell, and was beginning to think that I too was in love.

“I did. Come and get it.” I said, again feigning confidence when I was actually a bit frightened at what was about to happen. Two stunning sirens of perfection, in heat, and simultaneously climbing onto my naked body.

“Have you ever been tied up before, daddy?” Nikki asked, stepping over my head with one leg and sitting down onto my face.

“No.” I managed, before getting a faceful of ass, balls, and pussy.

“That’s so sad. Don’t worry, daddy, we’re gonna take care of you.” she said.

“Yes we will.” Lily said, lining up my cock with her opening before sinking down onto it. Nikki’s scent was intoxicating, like she was releasing some pheromone I’d never encountered that made me wild. “Ooh!”

“Oh, daddy. I love that. I love the way you lick my ass.” Nikki said, grinding faster and faster against my face. All I could do was lie there helplessly, hanging on for dear life as Lily rode me like a stallion, and Nikki took full liberties when it came to using my face as a sex toy.

“Fuck!” Lily started bouncing up and down, harder and harder, squealing with pleasure in the most delectable tone. I struggled to breathe, letting Lily alternate between face fucking me, and making me eat her ass and pussy.

“Put your tongue in it. Put it in my pussy.” Nikki grunted, holding my head between her thighs and vigorously rubbing it against my tongue. I had no control of what was happening, and was increasingly in awe of how erotic the situation was.

Despite the horrible room, our chemistry was pure magic. They descended into an animal-like state, and I fully immersed in what was easily the most fulfilling sexual experience of my entire life.

Lily and Nikki took turns on my cock, riding it, stroking it, and sucking it. They treated my dick like it was a holy object, something to be revered beyond life itself. Never had I felt so desired, so needed for my sperm.

“I want it.” Nikki said, whining playfully as they argued over who would get my cum.

“You already got some. I want to get pregnant, too.” Lily said, snapping back as they stared into each other’s eyes on top of me. My cock was pulsing hard, and becoming more and more sensitive as they dragged me well beyond my threshold for arousal.

“Fine.” Nikki said, riding my face in reverse cowgirl. She relieved her weight slightly, and looked down at me while Lily bounced up and down on my dick, her bouncy tits flopping and jiggling as she rode it. “Will you cum in Lily for me, daddy?” she asked.

“Yes!” I called out, already fast approaching an unstoppable explosion. Her words and Lily’s tightly gripped lips were enough to send me over the edge, shaking and convulsing as I made sounds I didn’t know I could make, and stars filled my vision.

“Oh my God!” Lily said, screaming with pleasure as her pussy greedily gulped at my pulsing cock, milking me of every last drop of baby making seed.

“Oh….” I sighed, my head spinning as Lily slid my cock out from between her legs, and fell back onto her back. She lifted both legs, holding them up, being careful not to spill a drop. I was still strapped to the bed, and watched with wide eyes as Nikki climbed down between her legs, and started scooping cum out from between Lily’s legs and fingering herself with it.

It didn’t stop there, as they passionately attacked each other in a battle for cum. They went back and forth, slurping it out of each other’s cunts and spitting it back into the other, exchanging it over and over. A feeling of euphoria washed over me, and I was happy to admire their greedy display of lust over my cum.

As I watched Nikki get down on her hands and knees, and Lily start pounding her from behind with her massive cock, I couldn’t help thinking about the potential consequences of our night of debauchery. When Ryan texted me, I was intrigued by the idea of ending my dry spell and hooking up with some rave girls.

“Harder. Punish me.” Nikki whimpered, digging her fingers into the sheets as she called out. Lily held her by the hips, rhythmically bouncing Nikki on her dick.

I thought about what Ryan had said about the girls being in heat, and having confirmed it with my own eyes and cock, I thought about what being in heat was ultimately about. It was about breeding, and getting pregnant. That’s why they were so intent on both getting me to cum inside of them, and why they were so vocal about it. They both knew what we were doing, but I didn’t really put it together until the moment that Lily pulled her cock out of Nikki, and erupted like a geyser all over her face.

“Yes! Give me that cum.” Nikki said, sticking her tongue out and closing her eyes as her face was absolutely painted thick with cum. Rope after rope, it was unbelievable. Nikki continued stroking herself, while rolling her tongue around her lips and getting as much as she could.

“God damn. I fucking needed that.” Lily said, giggling like a slap happy slut after emptying her gallon sized load across Nikki’s tits and face.

“Fuck! It’s my turn. Oh God…Yes!” Nikki’s breathing became labored, and she pointed her she-rod right at my face and opened fire. “Ugh!”

“Oh, shit.” I said quietly, right as the first salty squirt splayed across my face. I closed my eyes, and opened my mouth obediently as she pointed it directly into my gullet, emptying herself to the point where I was taking full swallows, gulping down her hot sticky futa-juice one pump at a time.

“Wow.” she said, smiling as she exhaled. We were all finally drained, and they released me from the restraints so that we could properly cuddle.


Chapter 4 - Aftermath

After an hour or so of passionate cuddling, Nikki and Lily passed out. I laid in between them, serving as the big  spoon for two gorgeous blonde heads laying on both sides of my chest.

“I love my life.” I whispered, mouthing the words softly as I stared up at the ceiling. After a little while, I slowly and gently snuck out from between them, put my clothes on, and went outside. I hadn’t even realized how long we’d been fucking, but Ryan’s lights were out and there was no sign of anyone, so I knew it had to be late.

I accidentally locked myself out of the room, and instead of waking my sleeping angels, I hopped on my bike and headed home to process the night’s events. I was only home long enough to smoke a bowl before I too entered the land of slumber.

The next day, I tried hitting up Ryan to see if I could get a hold of the girls. I figured it was nothing but a one time thing, but still, it was worth shooting a shot. He didn’t respond, and although I replayed the night over and over again in my mind over the next several weeks, and was left with a hangover from them that I couldn’t quite get over, I went about my life.

It wasn’t until several months later, when Ryan texted me again out of the blue. This time, it was a Saturday night.

RYAN: Waddup dude? My bad, I meant to get back to you. Nikki and Lily are both pregnant, and they’ve been asking about you.

CRAIG: Oh shit, what’d you tell them?

RYAN: They don’t want child support or anything, they aren’t hunting you down. Futanari women just bond really hard, they keep saying how in love with you they are, and how they want to see you.

CRAIG: Give them my number. I’d love to see them.

RYAN: How was it? Were they amazing?

CRAIG: Dude, there aren’t fucking words. They’re like the female equivalent of heroin. I don’t think I’ll ever be the same if I don’t have them.

RYAN: They seem to feel the same way about you. I’ll shoot them both your digits, but be ready, they’re obsessed with you.

CRAIG: I’m down with that.

They reached out to me within minutes, singing my praises, saying I love you, and telling me how badly they missed me. It made me feel alive, especially texting back and forth with both of them simultaneously, knowing that it was perfectly cool for us all to be engaged in the conversation.

We decided to take things seriously, as a throuple. I’d never even considered that type of a relationship outside of fantasizing, but it was a pipe dream at best, yet there I was, telling the girls that yes, I was willing to let them share me.

Things moved quickly from there, as I found out that they were both rather wealthy in comparison to me. They already rented a house and lived together, and told me to quit my job and move in with them.

And that, boys, is exactly what I did. The babies are due in a few months, and I’m living my best life on the easiest street in the world. All that’s really expected of me is that I perform in the bedroom, and do what’s asked of me while they handle the rest.

I’m constantly surrounded by not only my perfect angels, but their extensive group of gorgeous, futanari friends, many of whom are quite vocal about wanting to use me next as a sperm donor and daddy, once my girls give birth. As territorial as Lily and Nikki can be with me at times, they’re both very open to adding to our harem, and building our family.              

Stall Girl - Futanari Hucow

Chapter 1- Captain Michaels

As the Hucow Petting Farm & Zoo grew and developed, myself and the members realized our unique opportunity to give back, while at the same time helping to grow the quality and quantity of the breastmilk we sent abroad by creating a feeder organization.

When we created The Farm, it was largely inspired by our desire to attract beautiful women willing to partake in our fetish, which largely centered around lactation and breastfeeding. Once we started, and we realized the demand and quality of members we were attracting, we focused on the fact that we could solve the problem of starving infants worldwide if we did it right.

So we created The Hucow Feeder Farms system, which we almost treated as a combination of a minor league team and a milk production unit. We saw that we could pump millions of dollars back into communities and the economy by paying girls to give us their milk. It also gave us tons of new prospects to serve as interns at The Hucow Petting Farm & Zoo.

All of the members loved the idea, and would often frequent the feeders to find girls they were interested in. I reminded all of our members to tip your servers, especially at our smaller locations.

While I knew that we were pumping money into poor communities, I didn’t realize the full impact until we actually implemented a series of feeder farms. They filled up, and girls from all around came to donate milk in order to help their families. It was wonderful.

What follows is the story of a futanari girl’s journey as a milk cow. She was from an underprivileged area, and she stepped up and became one of the many success stories from our feeder system. She eventually obtained an internship, and passed with flying colors. She’s now married to one of our prized members.

Her name is Kylie, and I think you’ll appreciate her rags to riches story as she transformed from a poor futanari girl into a human dairy cow who could support her whole family and fill any man’s appetite for milk.

Chapter 2 - Kylie

We’d all heard about the farms and what went on there. It was just a fact of life. There was so much poverty all around, and spending single days, or weeks at the farm could result in enough money to feed a family for a month where I’m from.

It was pretty simple, you went to the farm, signed the rights to your body over to the farm for a specified number of days, and they would pump you full of lactation inducing hormones, milk you, and put you on the menu as a hucow that is ready for milking, breeding, or whatever else the clientele was after.

People were attracted to the farm because of the quick and relatively easy pay. Many fathers even sent their daughters willingly to the farm to be milked, but it was seen as shameful for a father to offer his daughter up for breeding.

The men who went to the farms for breeding were wealthy, successful businessmen. They were called breeders, and they took pride in reproducing with young attractive girls from the broken down cities. Even though a lot of people looked down on it, I thought it made sense on some level.

You made triple the amount of money for each day you spent on the menu for breeding, even if no one purchased you. Plus, if you were impregnated, your owner would usually either move you in with them, or pay you a monthly stipend that would be more than enough to feed your family. With the way things were, that didn’t sound half bad.

My father worked two jobs and my mom worked during the night as a cleaning woman to help put food on the table, but it wasn’t easy. Between bills, food, and gas, we were barely surviving. But that was par for the course, as no one seemed able to get ahead. The rich remained rich, and we stayed poor.

Dad was vehemently against sending me to the farms, but my mother urged him to at least let me be milked. If I went in for daily milkings, I could be the breadwinner of the house. I think that idea bothered him, and he strictly forbade it.

You had to be a female between the ages of 18-25 to be eligible for the farms. I was 18, but also Futanari. I wasn’t sure if they would let me in or not, but it was definitely something I considered, as access to any cash at all was a luxury. It would help my family, increase our standard of living, and all I had to do was take a supplement that made my boobs bigger, and let a pumping machine milk me.

Although, we all knew that the clientele there had a thing for drinking the product straight from the source, and were notorious for giving fat tips to girls who would let them breastfeed. Going to the farms was pretty commonplace. I’d say half the girls I went to school with did it at least occasionally. Some girls were open about it, and some kept it hush.

My friend Sarah didn’t see the shame in it at all. She didn’t mind having bigger boobs, or being milked for cash. I asked her all sorts of questions about it, and honestly, it didn’t sound as bad as some people made it out to be. And she always had a little extra money, enough to grab a meal, or buy new clothes. She’d even put herself on the menu for a day at a time, hoping to slip by and grab the daily pay. It had worked out for her up until that point.

“You should come with me.” she said.

“I don’t know, I can’t. My dad would kill me.” I said.

“You’re 18 now.” she said.

“It doesn’t matter how old I am, he can still murder me.” I said, half joking.

“Come on. Just do a little milking.”

“I can’t.” I said. Sarah pressured me to go with her all the time, I suspect because she’d feel more comfortable not going alone. She had to walk almost a mile each way, and she often didn’t finish up until early in the morning.

My father worked as a mechanic, and smashed his hand up pretty badly at work. As a result, he had to take almost two weeks off of both jobs. We were already barely surviving, and it wasn’t long before our already small portions of food were cut in half.

My immediate thought was milking. I had to at least step up and help out when my family was in need. My father worked as hard as anyone I knew, and always kept our heads above water. It was my turn to repay him.

“Mom, I have to.” I said, pulling her aside for a walk after dinner. “I’m hungry. Maddy is hungry.”

“I know, but we’ll get through it.” she said.

“Of course we will, but we don’t have to starve for pride to do it.”

“Look Kylie, I get it. If I was eligible, I would go to the farms too. It’s the best money around here, and you’re the only one who can do it. But you have to talk to your father. He’s going to know either way.” she said.

“How? Why does he have to know?” I asked.

“He’ll know because your boobs will double in size, and so will our meals.” she said. “We don’t lie in this family.”

“He’s just gonna say no.” I said.

“Probably so. At least try.” she said.

I thought about it for a while, and it seemed like the wrong move. I’d made my mind up I was going to do it either way, we needed the milk money. Honestly, I wanted to put myself on the menu and leave myself there until I was pregnant. By then, mom wouldn’t even have to work anymore. I understood that the farms could be a rough place for girls my age, and I would be objectified, but that was something I was more than willing to subject myself to to help out.

If I told him, I already knew he would say no. Then it would be more obvious when I was sneaking around trying to work shifts at the farm. At the same time, I understood my mother’s point and wasn’t keen to disobey both of my parents in one fell swoop. So I decided to give it my best try, and then wait a few days before I tried to sneak shifts in.

It was easier to tell myself to have a talk with my dad than it was to actually have it. He sat on the couch most of the day, icing his hand and trying to rest it to the best of his ability while watching TV. Dad loved television, but he never had any time to watch it. His hand injury was his perfect opportunity to binge, and he was taking full advantage of it.

“Hey dad?” I asked, waiting for a commercial to try interrupting him.

“Yes?”

“I was thinking, since you can’t work until your hand gets better, maybe I could-”

“Nope. You’re not going to the farms.” he said, cutting me off.

“Why not?”

“Because it’s no place for an 18 year old girl, that’s why. It’s practically a strip club, or worse, a whore house!” he said.

“It is not. Sarah works there all the time.” I said.

“I know, and I’m honestly surprised she isn’t pregnant by now,” he said.

“She doesn’t put herself on the menu.” I said, lying on her behalf.

“I’ve heard she does.” he said, matter of factly.

“Whatever. I’m not trying to be on the menu, I just want to do a couple days of milking so that we have food to eat.” I said, trying to remain calm.

“We have food.” he said.

“Dad, last night I ate a piece of bread with peanut butter on it, a piece of bread with butter on it, and a glass of milk.” I said, recalling my exact meal.

“And you’re alive and kicking, good for you. Maybe you should be thankful that you have a mother and father who are willing to work themselves raw to make sure that you have something to eat every single day.” he said, getting a little worked up.

“Daddy.” I said, softening my tone. “I do appreciate you, and mom. I know how hard you work, but I’m 18 now. This is my chance to help out.” I said.

“I’m sorry Kylie, I can’t send you to the farms. I can’t.”

“Okay, dad. I wasn’t trying to make you mad. I just want to help.” I said, defeated.

“I’m not mad, sweetheart. Look, it’s good money, and I know it’s appealing to young girls, but it’s just an excuse for those rich perverts to lure pretty girls away from their families so they can get them pregnant and do weird lactation fetish shit.” he said.

“Sarah said that doesn’t happen as much as people say, and that you can decline.” I said.

“I don’t know, Kylie. I’ve never been there, but I know people who have. And I’ve heard the stories. And I don’t like it for you.” he said. “On top of that, with you being Futanari, you’ll be in even higher demand. I just don’t like it.”

After that, I tried letting it go. I tried going to sleep hungry, and I watched my little sister cry for the same reason. This was a brass tax, and there was no way around it. My family didn’t have enough food, it’s that simple. It didn’t matter what my parents said, I had to do.

I met up with Sarah and told her that I was ready.

“You have to go sign up during the day, take the pills and stuff. Come back the next day, and you can start pumping and making milk money.” she said.

“What is it at right now?” I asked.

“It’s like thirty dollars a day right now, it’s pretty solid.” she said. Milking sessions were only two hours long, and thirty five dollars would feed us for three days easily.

“Awesome. Can you take me?” I asked. We walked the three quarter mile trip during the middle of the day, and I filled out all the forms.

“Are Futanari women eligible for the farm?” I asked the lady at the front desk.

“Of course, there’s actually a small bonus for working the stalls if you’re Futanari.” she said.  After that, I received my medication. The pills were powerful, and usually saw results within 12-18 hours. I’d already seen it myself, we all had. Girls would routinely jump three or four cup sizes in a couple of days, a telltale sign they had signed up to work at the farms.

By the following day at noon, I was a walking billboard for the medication’s effectiveness.

“Oh my God.” I said, gawking at my new pair of massive tits in the bathroom mirror. “He’s gonna know.” I decided to go with a very baggy sweatshirt that day, and did my best to avoid my father’s glances.

I was ready to be milked, and could feel the pressure in my chest like a pulse. My nipples remained wet, and were so sensitive that my shirt rubbing against them as I walked turned me on.

“God damn, I’m so horny.” I whispered, playing with my tits in the mirror. They were so round and soft, and absolutely enormous. I didn’t know what to do with myself, because all I wanted to do was masturbate or fuck, and be milked relentlessly until all of the tension was gone.


Chapter 3 - Kylie, First Time Milking

Sarah and I planned to go together the following day for our milking shift. It was pretty simple, go to the waiting room, and wait until your name is called. You’re then taken to the back, to a milking stall, and an orderly will instruct you to strip down topless or completely nude, then they’ll attach the pumps and begin the process.

While you’re being milked, club donors may be walking around and inspecting the girls that are there that day. They may fondle your breasts, or simply watch you pump. They might strike up a conversation, or offer you money under the table for a first hand sample. They might proposition you to put yourself on the menu, if they’re interested in breeding you.

Sarah assured me that for the most part, it was in and out. You went in, pumped, and left. Some of the guys might talk to you, but it wasn’t all that common for men to proposition the girls there. I heard that for ugly girls, it was the best place to work because the guys left you alone and you still got paid. But for pretty girls, I heard that the men could be relentless. For that simple reason I chose not to wear makeup that night when Sarah picked me up.

“I’m so glad you’re finally doing this. You’re gonna love it.” she said.

“Why?” I asked.

“The money, for one.” she said, “You’ll see. It’s really easy, it feels so good, and it’s kind of glamorous in a way.”

“Alright, we’ll see.” I said, struggling to keep pace with her. Sarah was gangly and tall, with super long strides. I wondered why she thought it was glamorous, as I’d heard that it was literally a warehouse type facility with girls in stalls, and men walking around observing them while commercial milking machines extracted milk from them.

When we arrived, we signed in and made our way into the waiting room. There were probably ten other girls in the room with us.

“There’s usually more people than this. This shouldn’t take long. You picked a good night.” she said. A few of the girls got their names called, and went to the back with what appeared to be doctors. A few more girls entered the waiting room.

It was pretty standard, with disorienting overhead lighting and a dreary vibe. There were outdated magazines on the tables, but no one was reading them. Most of the girls had large breasts, abnormally large. Farm large.

“Sarah Thompson?” the male doctor asked, smiling when she stood up. “Right this way.” Sarah turned back and waved to me, leaving me all alone in the room with the other girls. I thought of my father, of what he’d think if he knew what I was doing.

The Farm incentivized getting new girls by offering $20 dollars to take your first dose of the pill, and an additional $5 to whatever the night’s milk rate was for your first deposit. The catch was that you couldn’t get the initial twenty until you made a deposit, and you didn’t get paid again to take a second dose of the pill if you waited too long to donate.

So I would be making $20, plus the night’s rate, plus $5. My plan was to buy snacks and food, and make sure that Maddy, my little brother Mikey, myself, and my mom all ate well throughout the day while dad was resting on the couch. I had to keep it a secret, as it would be way too obvious. Especially with my tits, which I couldn’t really explain my way around.

“Kylie Miller?” the doctor asked, popping his head through the door.

“Right here.” I said, grabbing my purse and following him into the back. It was a long white hallway, and he led me inside a little room.

“You’re going to be in stall number 67 tonight. Go ahead and strip down in here, walk to your stall, and make sure to come back here to pick up your clothes.” he said, handing me a piece of paper with my stall number as well as a key to my cubby hole of a room. Sarah had mentioned that they were sometimes doing that when it wasn’t as crowded, giving you a room and making you strip down before you went to your stall.

“Topless, or fully nude?” I asked. The doctor looked down at my sheet.

“I see that you’re Futanari.”

“Yes.”

“Fully nude then. We don’t have many Futanari at this location, so don’t be surprised if your tits aren’t the only thing that gets milked tonight.” he said, grinning as he left the room.

“Well, here goes nothing.” I said, ripping off my clothes and then folding them into a neat pile. It was chilly back there, enough to make my nipples turn hard and erect. It was crazy to me that I was already lactating, as a day earlier I’d been a small B cup.

Sarah let me borrow two of her DDD sports bras, and I’d mostly been able to keep them pinned down and hidden. Not once my clothes were off, they had a little hang to them and appeared stretched to their limits. Sarah called them ‘engorged’ when I first showed them to her.

“This is weird.” I told myself, cupping my chest in my arm and heading out the door toward the stalls. “Stall 67…stall 67…” I said to myself, trying to focus on my stall number instead of the many eyes that shifted to me when I entered, or from the girls hooked to milking pumps and tubes who were occupying the other stalls.

The facility was massive, and I had no idea how many stalls were there. Easily hundreds. And there were men standing all around, wearing suits and drinking out of straws. I spotted stall 77, and followed it until I was approaching my stall.

I didn’t see any other Futanari girls at all, and it made me feel self conscious as my cock swung back and forth while I walked.

“67?” asked the man waiting inside the stall.

“Yes.” I said, still covering my nipples as I stepped forward. I’d never been naked in front of strangers before, and had never felt so vulnerable in my life.

“First day?” he asked, taking the pumps and tubes out of the plastic.

“Yeah. How’d you know?” I asked.

“Most girls cover their breasts on their first day, even their second. Once they’ve been here a while, they get used to being naked.” he said.

“Oh.”

“Yeah, anyway, step inside the square, there ya go, put your hands up.” he said. I did as I was told, and he secured my wrists inside of two black leather straps above my head. Sarah told me about the bondage, but I mentally skipped that part over when imagining what my first day would entail.

I looked all around for Sarah but didn’t see her anywhere. The facility looked like it went on for infinity. The man placed two straps around my bust, one above and one below my breasts before applying the suction cups.

“It’s going to run for two hours, just try to relax. Me, or someone else will be around to set you loose once the time is up.” he said, connecting the tubes to the large milking machine with two vats for collecting milk.

“Does it hurt?” I asked, which drew laughter from the man.

“How the fuck would I know? I don’t strap myself up to the machines, I strap up human cows like you.” he said, flipping the switch to the machine. The motor began whirring, and I could hear it faintly despite the machine being inside of a clear, mostly soundproof encasing.

“Oh wow.” I said, looking around to make sure no eyes were on me. The pumps on my nipples provided immediate suction, and the sensation was more than I’d expected. It tickled in the most peculiar way, and I found myself liking it and savoring it right away. “Ughhhh….”

“Check you out, didn’t realize you had that hanging there.” the man said, noticing my cock as it filled with blood. He stepped closer, and reached out to grab hold of it. “Yummy. You’re going to be very sought after here.” he said, stroking it up and down until it was completely hard in his hand. “How does that feel?”

“So good.” I moaned, watching milk stream from my nipples and overtaken by the pleasure of the man stroking my cock.

“I might end up having to waste some of my paycheck on you.” he said, giving me a wink before moving on to the next girl.

There were men standing around, but none were closer than 50 yards or so. I looked down at my breasts, and watched as small droplets of milk dripped from my nipple, only to be whisked away down the tube by the powerful machine. There was a timer on my stall, counting down from two hours.

Two hours had sounded so easy, especially for the money. Actually being there, standing naked on cold concrete with a machine sucking milk from your breasts made it feel like a real shift. I was going to earn my money, one droplet of milk at a time.

I’d never thought of my nipples as being particularly sensitive, but being hooked up to that milking machine changed that opinion right away. It felt so good, so foreign yet so pleasurable that I couldn’t deny it. It made my legs shake, and I could feel the pressure and wetness forming between my legs. My cock remained hard, and it was torturous not being able to stimulate myself.  

The flow of my milk really kicked in, and I stared down at my breasts leaking milk like crazy. A group of two men who were down the aisle took notice of my sensitivity, and began walking down the aisle in my direction.

“Ugh!” I squealed uncontrollably, shocked by the powerful waves of pleasure rippling through me.

“She’s cute as fuck.” I heard one of the men say as they approached. My heart was pounding. There was nowhere I could go, no way that I could dip off and disappear as the men stopped to watch in front of my stall.

“Oh, fuck.” I whimpered, struggling to hold myself upright as arousal radiated through me. I knew that I was naked in front of them, but I didn’t care. I wanted to be touched, to be fucked and sucked on.

“What’s your name?” one of the men asked. He wore a backwards cap and appeared young, but I knew that all of the guests were wealthy or had a wealthy father.

“Kylie.” I said, ignoring Sarah’s advice to choose a faux name.

“You’re really fucking sexy. I might ask for you for Christmas. Are you on the menu?” he asked.

“No, I’m not.” I said, struggling through the words as the intensity of the pumping machine was a lot to handle.

“Does that feel good? Being milked like that?” he asked.

“Yes. It feels very good.” I whimpered, watching as my flow increased.

“I’m Jason.” he said, sipping his drink and looking me up and down. It’s hard to say how I would have handled being objectified like that if it weren’t for the immense and overwhelming pleasure I was experiencing. “So pretty. I love your cock.”

“Thank you.” I said, raising my eyes momentarily. “Oh my God.”

“This is making me really horny. You put on a much better show than some of these girls.” he said, continuing to make small talk while his buddy stared at me in silence. There was no show, my reaction was entirely organic. Sarah told me it felt good, but she didn’t mention that the machine might just make me cum right there in front of everyone as juices of arousal spilled down my inner thighs.

“I’m gonna go grab another drink, you want one?” Jason’s friend asked.

“No, I’m good.” he said, staying put right in front of my stall.

“I’m serious. If you want to put yourself on the menu, I’ll buy you.” he said.

“Uhm, no thanks.” I said, too preoccupied to even consider it.

“How about milking? I’ll throw you $25 for 10 minutes.” he offered.

“It’s my first day.” I said, my legs trembling and my dick throbbing. I could feel tears of my own wetness running down my thighs, and I had no ability to wipe it away or hide it. Being so obviously aroused in front of a guy around my age, completely naked, was terrifying and embarrassing at the same time.

“Oh, really? Nice. Well, if you want to make some extra money, I’d love to get a taste of your milk.” he said. I nodded my head, unable to turn him down.

“Yeah. I could do that.” I said.

“Here, is it cool if I come inside?” he asked.

“I don’t know if you’re allowed.” I said.

“It’s all good, we’re allowed to enter the stalls. I was just making sure it was okay with you.” he said.

“It’s fine.”

“You’re so hot. Your tits are perfectly, and you have the most suckable nipples.” he said, removing one of the suction cups from my breast.

“Thanks.” I said, looking around at the other stalls as he began fondling my breasts. It felt so wide open, and it felt like I was doing something wrong by having one of the customers step into my stall.

“Do you live around here?” he asked.

“Yeah.”

“We should hang out sometime. I’d really like that.” he said, letting one of his hands move down between my legs. “You’re wet. And very hard.”

“I know.” I said, looking into his eyes helplessly. His fingers felt amazing slipping inside me, and it was a new thing for me to be experiencing so much pleasure without being in control of it.

“God damn, you’re soaked.” he said, working two fingers in and out of my pussy. “I think I wanna taste this too.” he said, dropping down onto his knees in front of me. “Flex it.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Your cock. Make it jump for me.” he said. No one had ever talked to me in such a forward way before, and I did as I was told without hesitation. “Gorgeous. I want to make it cum so badly.”

“Please.” I begged, as he parted his lips and began worshiping the tip of my cock  and fingering me at the same time. It was like an explosion of pleasure, and I found myself crying as he tortured me in the best possible way. His mouth was warm and eager, and only the second pair of lips to have wrapped itself around my young futanari she cock.

“Mmm…” he moaned, slurping his own spit off of my bulbous, swollen mushroom head. “Now I want to taste your milk.” he said, and removed his fingers from inside me.

“Will you rub my clit while you do it?” I asked, the words leaving my mouth without any forethought. The tension was too much, and I found myself becoming so horny that I couldn’t think straight.

“Of course, baby, but only if you kiss me.” he said, using the pads of his fingers to play with my clit as he leaned in for an aggressive, deep,  sloppy kiss.

“Mmm…” I squealed, as waves of bliss moved through me.

“Let me try some.” He switched his attention to my breasts, removing the second suction cup and placing them both on top of the machine. “Wow. They don’t make many like you.” he grabbed my tits with both hands, leaning in and alternating between my nipples.

“That feels so good.” I whispered, gripping the chains of my straps as the stranger passionately suckled from my tits. He squeezed and sucked, licked and nibbled, all for a taste of the creamy goodness that was leaking from the tips of my nipples.

“You fucking perv, I should have known.” his voice startled us both. Jason’s friend had returned with a new drink, and wore a grin as he shook his head at what we were doing.

“You know I’m a sucker for perfect tits.” Jason said, burying his face between my breasts.

“And Futa cock.” he blurted. “They are nice. Big and milky.”

“I know, right. You want to get a taste?” he asked, looking over to his friend, who politely declined.

“All you, big dog.” he said.

“Suit yourself.” Jason said, licking my nipple and squeezing at the same time so that little strands of milk shot out into his waiting mouth. “Are you sure dude? It tastes fucking amazing.”

“Fuck it. I’ll try a little.” he said, stepping into my stall. I hadn’t expected so much attention, not on my first night. Before I knew it, I had one mouth attached to each nipple, kneading my breasts and taking heavy gulps of my flowing milk.

“Can one of you play with my clit? This is making me so horny.” I said.

“I got you, baby. I like the way you taste down there, too.” Jason said, dropping to his knees in front of me. I wasn’t expecting him to go down on me, but right there in the open stalls, that’s exactly what he did.

“I didn’t realize breastmilk could taste so good.” said Jason’s friend, who continued feeding while Jason sucked on my clit and fondled my balls.

“Fuck…” I sighed, finally feeling a sense of relief. I’d have never thought in a million years that I’d be willingly submitting to two guys I’d just met at a milking farm, but I also didn’t realize just how pleasurable being milked was actually going to be.

“Mmm…” Jason moaned, really getting into it. He treated me like a dessert, eagerly and enthusiastically lapping away at my wetness and balls.

“Don’t stop.” I moaned, pressing my hips against his face. He was very talented orally, and quickly dragged me along towards an unstoppable orgasm. His friend began pinching my nipples, and milk sprayed out uncontrollably.

“That’s so hot.” he said, licking up the excess milk that formed on my breasts.

“Oh, fuck. Oh, my God.” I called out, my climax arriving like a freight train of pure bliss. I nearly collapsed, and hung from my wrist straps in a complete state of agony. “Ohh…yes.” I grinded against his warm mouth, savoring every pleasure wave that rolled over me as I erupted with huge ropes of hot sticky cum. 

“Good girl, cum for your new daddy.” he said, looking up at my face from down on his knees while allowing a massive load of cum to pool up in his mouth. All of the energy in my body felt like it left during my orgasm, and I barely had the strength to stand up. “How was that?” Jason asked, whispering into my ear while he gave me a hug and held me upright.

“So good. Where’d you learn to do that?” I asked.

“The internet, I swear to God.” he said, chuckling.

“Seriously?” I asked.

“I went down on this girl, and I guess it was terrible. She told all of her friends, and it was this big embarrassing thing. So I hit the interwebs, and figured that shit out.” he said, letting his fingers settle into a handful of my bare ass.

“That’s awesome. Well, you’re very good at it now.” I said.

“I know you probably get this a lot, but you’re so pretty. And you seem really cool. I’d really like to hang out with you, outside of here.” he said.

“Yeah, we could do that.” I said, still panting and in a state of confused yet satisfied bliss. Jason was very good looking, and there was something about him I liked. It could have just been a post coital crush, but I was definitely attracted to him.

“Awesome. I’m going to write my number on the back of this 20.” he said, pulling out a pen and writing out his name and phone number on my tip before placing it on top of the machine. “Text me tonight when you get off.” He and his friend put my milking cups back on, and gathered their drinks.

“I think I got off a minute ago.” I said, smirking.

“It was very nice to meet you Kylie. I look forward to seeing you again.”

“You too.” I said, watching him and his buddy walk away.

There was still an hour left on the clock, I was halfway through my first shift and I’d already had an orgasm and made an extra twenty five dollars. Holding your arms above your head for that long is quite uncomfortable, and I just tried to stay relaxed and not think about for the next hour until my shift finally came to a close.

Customers passed by here and there, some would stop and look at me for a minute, and then move on. Outside of Jason and his friend, it was a pretty simple day. The same man who originally strapped me in showed up right on time, and let me loose.

“How was it?” he asked.

“It went really well.” I said, rubbing my wrists.

“See? You already stopped hiding your tits.” he said.

“Oh, yeah. You’re right.” I said, having a laugh at my own expense. I guess it didn’t take long to get used to being naked. I collected my extra cash, and then went back to my dressing room and put my clothes back on.

When it was all said and done, I made 91 dollars in two hours. I counted the bills over and over again, was it really that easy? It wasn’t like I had to make a career out of it, but there was no way I wasn’t going back.


Chapter 4 Captain Michaels, Kylie’s Happy Ending

You’re probably wondering what happened to Kylie after her first time milking. Well, she spent most of the money on food over the following week, sneaking it to the rest of her family members behind her father’s back.

She came clean to her mother, and promised she wasn’t going to make a habit out of it. Her mother warned her of the risks, and told her that her dad was bound to find out. She also thanked Kylie for doing it, for making that sacrifice for her family. Kylie went back a few days later, and made another $32. That was about the time her father’s hand healed up enough to go back into work.

When Kylie texted Jason, he was adamant on taking her out on a date. He picked her up in his own car, and they went to an expensive restaurant. It was the first time she’d been out to eat in years. They were of similar age and interests, and got along famously. It was the type of chemistry she’d always dreamed of, and they talked for hours, closing the restaurant down and then going for a walk to continue their conversation.

Jason played professional soccer, and his father was a rich businessman and investor. He asked her to be his girlfriend a few days later, and insisted that their families meet right away. By this time, Kylie had gotten off the medication long enough so that her boobs were mostly back to normal size.

They had a meal at Jason's father’s house, a massive mansion. Kylie’s father was impressed, and asked them how they met.

“We played a pickup soccer game together, and she was really good. So I asked her out.” Jason said, without missing a beat.

“And you play professionally?” he asked.

“I do, for the Pioneers.” Kylie’s father was a huge fan of soccer, and had been the one to teach Kylie when she was younger. Needless to say, he was very impressed.

Once the family was acquainted, things moved quickly. Kylie spent a lot of her time with Jason’s family, and worked nights at the farm without her father figuring it out. He assumed the money came from Jason, and he loved that his daughter had such a talented and ambitious young man courting his daughter.

Kylie only did private milking shifts after that, a favor she received thanks to Jason’s pull at the farm. She made enough to support her family, and her mother eventually stopped working. Kylie and Jason were married a year later, and she was pregnant within three months of the wedding.

Her father is now retired, and lives with his wife in a small house on the same property as Kylie and Jason. She’s also retired, as Jason made it to the highest levels of professional soccer and signed a multi million dollar contract.


Rescued From His Girlfriend - Age Gap Futa on Male

Chapter 1 - Athena

It was almost shocking the first time I met Michael, as he was tall, handsome, and had the kindest eyes.

“It’s nice to meet you Mrs. Anderson.” he said, briefly making eye contact before looking away.

“Oh, sweetheart. It’s actually miss, but you can call me Athena.” I said, feeling my hand disappear inside of his as my body flushed with heat.

“Yes ma am.” he said, glancing over at my granddaughter Emily, his girlfriend, who looked dashing in her tiny little purple bikini.

“You did good with this one, Em. He’s so muscular and handsome.” I said, happy to see she’d finally picked a presentable young man. She was 21, and had grown into quite the entitled little brat over the years, and her choice of men before Michael was concerning.

“Thanks, grammie.” she said, playing up her good girl image for her new boyfriend. She typically came off as disinterested and curt. I was visiting because her birthday was the following day, but she couldn’t see me then because she had “big plans”.

The four of us were out back by the pool, Emily and Michael, myself, and my daughter Caroline. I was coming up on fifty years old, but that didn’t stop me from ogling Michael’s lean physique as he dove into the pool. I didn’t spend a lot of time around hot young shirtless men, and I felt my cock reacting as I undressed him with my eyes.

“He’s shy.” Emily said, oiling herself excessively and watching him from behind her dark sunglasses.

“What does he do?” I asked.

“Grease monkey. He barely makes enough to pay for my hair and nails.” she said, back to her old self the moment he was out of ear’s reach.

“Emily! Don’t talk about him like that. He’s nice.” said Caroline, calling her out on her nastiness for once.

“Yeah, he’s nice. I’m just saying, I wished he picked a career that would bring in more money.” she said.

“He’s young. He’ll figure things out.”

“I’m here for a good time, not a long time.” Emily said, cackling obnoxiously. “It’s not serious anyway, I’m more into Bryan. Michael just makes a good summer boyfriend because he can’t tell me no.”

“Who is Brian?” Caroline asked, drawing a wry smile from Emily.

“He’s a bouncer at the strip club I’m going to for my birthday. He’s so hot.”

“Emily, that’s terrible.” I said, wishing I hadn’t even come over.

“What can I say? I like older guys with tattoos.”

“Are you being serious? That’s why Michael can’t go with you tomorrow?” Caroline asked. It was all news to me, and I listened intently.

“No, of course not.” Emily said, having enough with the conversation and standing up. “Catch me, baby!” I watched as she skipped to the edge of the pool, her bulge flopping in her bottoms as she jumped into his strong arms, barely making a splash when she hit the water.

“She’s out of control.” Caroline said, rubbing her forehead.

“That poor boy.” I said, watching how happy he looked spinning her around in the water.

“Oh, you have no idea. He’s seriously the sweetest, and Emily walks all over him.” she said.

“That’s sad. He seems like a good one.” I said, feeling a certain sadness for him. At that age, running into a girl like Emily could destroy him.

“She’s going to ruin him. He has no idea. Like tomorrow, she’s going to the strip club for her birthday, and she told him he can’t come because it’s girl’s night, but I know she’s only keeping him away so she can cheat on him.” she said, exasperated.

“But he’s so handsome.” I said, baffled by what I was hearing. Maybe it was the wisdom that came with being older, but I wanted to steal him and treat him right.

“I agree, he’s built like a God, but she doesn’t care. He’s too agreeable, all he wants to do is serve her and make her happy, and all she wants to do is chase guys who treat her like garbage.” Caroline said, shaking her head.

“She’s going to look back and regret the way she treated him.” I said, watching them frolic around in the water and wishing I could trade places with her.

“You know what’s especially awful about it? They’ve been together for almost two months now, and they haven’t slept together.”

“Oh, no. Why not?”

“She told him she’s a virgin. Meanwhile, she’s been sneaking around with some guy. I’m assuming it’s that bouncer she just brought up.” she said. It was all disappointing for me to hear, as Emily had been such a nice girl when she was younger.

“I wonder if he likes older women.” I said, unable to pry my mind from taking over for her, and rewarding him for his goodness. She may have been in her bad boy phase, but I was far past it. Caroline snickered, and shrugged.

“Well, he certainly likes futanari women. If he ever finds out what she’s been out doing, I’m sure he’d be down for a little romp with an older woman.” she said. “I can’t say that I haven’t thought about it myself.”

“You’re married!” I gasped. 

“I know, that’s why I’ve only thought about it.” she said. “I’m going to go inside and bake the cake.” she said, giving me a knowing look before disappearing. It was a lot to process, and not at all what I anticipated when I came over.

“Okay, sweetheart. Let me know if you need help.” I said. She was already gone, and my mind immediately shifted back to the horny feeling that was pulsing through my veins. I’d been single for years, and mostly tried ignoring the reality of sex because I wasn’t interested in entering the dating pool at my age.

I watched as Michael emerged from, water running down his chiseled physique and making his trunks stick to his body, giving me a quick glimpse of his cock.

He left Emily tanning on her Flamingo float as he walked over towards the table, flashing his million dollar smile when we made eye contact. My heart was racing, and I bit my lip as he grabbed a towel from the back of his chair.

Chapter 2 - Michael

Emily was getting on my nerves, and I was glad when she decided to lay out on her raft because it gave me a chance to sneak away from her and get further acquainted with her sexy ass grandmother. I knew full well that Fuanari is a dominant gene, and that it ran in her family. Everytime I looked at her, it was all I could think about.

“It’s Athena, right?” I asked, sitting down across the table.

“It is. And you’re Michael.”

“Right.” I said, wishing I had a pair of sunglasses so I could openly stare at her massive, perfect tits.

“Caroline says you treat Emily very well.” she said, looking back at me with her sparkling blue eyes. I felt the blood rushing between my legs immediately, as she scratched my older woman kink in a major way.

“I do my best.” I said.

“We all do, but it isn’t always reciprocated.” she said.

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I really shouldn’t say anything, but I’ve always been on the side of truth.” she said, straightening her posture and looking directly into my eyes.

“Okay.”

“Emily isn’t a virgin, that’s a lie. And I don’t want you to make a scene or get into specifics right now, but I have it on good word that she hasn’t been faithful to you.”

“I know.” I said, grinning. “She’s a little liar, she does it all the time.”

“Oh. I’m sorry. I wouldn’t have said anything if-”

“No, it’s fine. I appreciate it. You’re the first person to speak up, but I figured it out yesterday. The whole strip club thing, the other guys. I know.” I said. It was the last thing I expected her to say, but I didn’t mind her knowing.

“Oh. Uhm, if you don’t mind my asking, why haven’t you confronted her?” she asked.

“Like I said, I just found out about it, and it’s pretty much over as far as I’m concerned.” I said, unsure of what else to say.

“But…?”

“Honestly, but I haven’t had sex with her, and I’m in a dry spell, and I figured if I held out a little longer-”

“Oh, baby. The only reason you’re with her is to get sex?” she asked, her face lighting up. She was so beautiful, and I hoped that Emily would fall asleep on her float. I let out a nervous chuckle, pawing the back of my neck and trying to figure out a non clumsy way of saying it.

“Yeah.”

“You’re too good looking, and too sweet to stay with a girl who isn’t treating you right just so you can fuck.” she said, adjusting her shoulders straps and lifting her breasts. They were augmented, and it took more self control than I possessed to stop my wandering eyes from glancing over them.

“Thanks, but that doesn’t really solve my problem.” I said. Athena laced her fingers together, leaning forward over the table and casting her gaze quickly in Emily’s direction.

“I know that I’m a little older than you, but I would love to take care of it for you.” she said.

“What do you mean?” I asked, praying to God that I was picking up on her innuendo. She snickered, shaking her head at me.

“Well, if you could adhere to certain conditions, I’d love to be the one to end your little dry spell.” she said. My eyes probably bulged out of their sockets, but in my mind I kept my cool perfectly.

“Oh, really?” I asked, noticing that Emily was starting to float towards our side of the pool.

“Seriously.” she whispered, sliding her phone across the table so I could give her my number.

“Uhm, okay. I’d love that.” I said, trying to remember the digits of my phone number as my mind went completely haywire. I felt my neck burning red, nervous about Emily seeing what we were doing because she was an absolute head case with serious anger issues. I typed in my digits, watching as Emily’s float bounced off the edge of the pool.

“I’d love it too.” she said, taking her phone as I slid it back across the table. “Don’t you want to hear about the conditions?”

“Oh, yeah. For sure. I’m sorry, she’s right there.” I said, nodding my head in Emily’s direction.

“I’ll be quiet. I think you’re a very sweet boy, and I think that good boys should be rewarded. I’d like to pay you back and thank you for all the nice things you’ve done for my granddaughter, even if she doesn’t deserve it.” she said, speaking in a comforting whisper.

“Okay, I’m on board so far.” I said, speaking softly and nodding in agreement.

“But I like submissive boys, boys who do as they’re told.”

“Okay?” I asked, unsure of what she meant.

“If you agree to be my good little submissive boy toy, and call me mommy while you suck my cock, and worship my balls, then I’ll gladly blow your mind and take care of all your fantasies and desires.” she said, staring into my soul and filling me with an arousal that made my pulse radiate throughout my entire body. It felt surreal.

“Yes. That’s perfect.” I said, having entered a trance and completely forgotten about my floating girlfriend nearby. Athena smiled, and stood up from her chair, finally letting me see the rest of her luscious body. She wore a see through cover up, but I could still see her thick outline.

“Don’t forget to call me mommy.” she said, shaking her pointer finger.

“Oh yeah. Yes mommy.” I said, feeling self conscious but still hard as a brick. Athena wore a white, see through bathing suit cover up that left little to the imagination. Her body was so curvy and well developed, such a woman in comparison to my stick skinny girlfriend.

The furthest I’d gotten with Emily was making out, and once she let me give her half of a handjob, which left me so hard that I ended up with blue balls. Knowing she’d been with other girls during the time we were together made me want revenge, and Athena moved to the top of my wish list.

“Cake’s ready!” Caroline called out, letting us all know that it was time to come inside. I wasn’t in the mood, and would have much rather stayed outside and continued my conversation with Athena, but when she stood up, I happily followed her, which didn’t sit well with Emily.

“Why didn’t you wait for me?” she asked, running to catch up and screeching.

“My bad.”

“Michael, what the fuck?” she asked, her first words once we were all indoors, I couldn’t believe who I’d gotten myself involved with, but it was paying major dividends now that I’d met her gorgeous grandmother.

“Make a wish.” Athena said, talking to Emily but reaching under the table with her foot and granting mine. She used her toes to play with my cock right in front of Emily, squeezing my dick between her toes and stroking it, without Emily ever knowing. We locked eyes momentarily, right as Emily grabbed my hand.

“What should I wish for?” she asked, smiling and pausing to think.

“Ugh, you know, whatever you want.” I said, fireworks going off inside my head as she gripped my erection between her toes, rubbing it up and down.

“You should make a wish that something really special happens for Michael, something with a big finish.” Athena said, stroking faster and staring straight into me.

“What? I’m not wasting my wish on him.” Emily said, shaking her head and taking a deep breath. If only she knew the pleasures I was receiving under the table.

“Go ahead and blow.” Athena said, enjoying the torture she was putting me through. I hadn’t really thought much about our agreement, but I figured my new mommy enjoyed teasing.

“Yay!” Emily said, clapping her hands together and putting on a show. Athena pulled her foot away, leaving me even more full of tension and with a boner under the table. Caroline cut the cake, and we ate before Athena announced her departure.

“Happy birthday Emily, I hope it’s unforgettable.” she said, leaning forward to give her a hug. “It was so nice meeting you, Michael. Hopefully I’ll see you soon.”

“You too, Athena.” I said. We locked eyes a final time, exchanged a knowing look, and then she was on her way, carrying her plastic wrapped piece of birthday cake with her to the car.

“Can you believe she didn’t even bring a gift?” Emily asked, waiting until immediately after Athena’s car pulled out of the driveway to start gossiping. It made me wonder what she said about me after I left her house.

“I didn’t even notice.” I said,

“You probably didn’t, you barely paid attention to me.” she said. All of a sudden, her annoying vocal tone faded into the background, as I could pretend to give a fuck no longer.

“Yeah, your grandma’s really hot. I couldn’t stop staring at her tits.” I said, looking back at her blankly. Emily made a face, and stormed away. I used the opportunity to high tail it out of there, as I wanted no part of what a princess she was going to act like on the day before her birthday, especially knowing what she was doing behind my back.

My loyalties had shifted, as suddenly as the wind that made her blow a random bouncer. I liked where my priorities were, as Athena was like a walking dream come true to me. I’d always had a preference for older women, and it was one of those fantasies I never thought could happen. It felt so easy between us, such a natural connection and chemistry. Why wouldn’t I choose to go with the fine wine over the much cheaper, generic alternative?

Still, I hoped our chemistry transferred outside of that first meeting. I barely knew anything about her, I mostly just knew that I wanted her. Once she appeared, and was within my grasp, losing her would be devastating, and I couldn’t imagine a better gift than banging Athena on Emily’s birthday.

Chapter 3 - Athena

It didn’t take long after I returned home to start thinking about my new little boy. Being a younger man’s mommy domme, and introducing him to a world of pleasure beyond his imagination had always been a bucket list fantasy of mine, but it didn’t seem feasible in real life. I mean, what was I going to do, seduce my granddaughter’s boyfriend or something?

I wasn’t normally the type to take initiative like that, but as soon as the context of our relationship was agreed upon, it felt like a role I was born to play, and my immediate instincts were to take control of him.

My first thought was how tight was her grip, and how hard of a whip did Emily crack with him? I'd been alive plenty long enough to know cheaters were always suspicious, because they know what they’re doing behind your back, and they’re always the most controlling, because they know they can’t control themselves.

Michael: Hey mommy.

Athena: Awh, you remembered. Such a sweet boy. I knew you and I were perfect for each other.

Michael: Is it weird if I already miss you?

Athena: Of course not. It’s perfectly natural for a little boy to miss his mommy. I was just thinking about you.

Michael: Emily got mad when I mentioned how pretty you were, and she stormed up the stairs. I got out of there as soon as I could.

Athena: Good boy. She doesn’t deserve you. I don’t want you out running around with girls who are nothing but a bad influence.

Michael: I only want you.

Athena: I don’t have any plans, but I could use a full body massage if you want to come over.

Michael: Only if you’re naked. ;)

Athena: Don’t talk to me like that. I’ll be the one who decides what clothes are, or are not worn. But I do happen to prefer my massage the same way I like my masseuse, in the nude.

Michael: Yes, mommy. I’d love to be naked with you.

Athena: I’ll send you my address. Are you hungry?

Michael: A little.

Athena: Good. I’m fresh out of the shower, so you’ll have something to eat when you get here.

The sexual tension between us was such that it couldn’t be hidden, or overlooked in any way. It was what we saw when we looked at each other, and the way we made each other feel. He was younger and wanted sex, and I wanted a younger, obedient man. Thinking about him made my body flush with heat, and wetness formed between my legs as I realized what was about to happen.

Michael would be over in less than half an hour, at which point he’d be completely at my service. I couldn’t sit down, as I was filled with the anxiety of anticipation. It was exhilarating, and I tried to remember another similar time in my life.

There’s no turning back now, Athena. You’re more than twice his age, good grief. I hope he’s as attracted to me as he thinks he is. I mean, fuck, he’s 20. He doesn’t give a shit, especially after being treated like that. If I give him a handjob, he’ll probably be in love with me.

This is amazing. A hot young stud as my personal sex slave, free of charge. What did I do to deserve such good fortune?

I went into my bedroom, and changed into black lingerie, covering it up with a silky black robe that didn’t even cover my thighs. It was a bit risque, but so was the occasion. After pulling my curtains to make the room as dark as possible in the middle of the day, I heard knocking at my front door.

“Oh. That was quick. I’m coming!” I said, running into the bathroom for a quick final look at myself in the mirror. It was completely surreal, a 21 year old man, my grand daughter’s boyfriend to be exact, was at my house. There was no turning back.


Chapter 4 - Michael

I kept wiping my palms on my shorts, trying to keep them dry despite knowing it was no use. Meeting up with Athena like that was nerve racking, but I couldn’t pass up the opportunity. When her door opened, she looked gorgeous.

“Hi, mommy.” I said, bowing my head as she let me inside.

“Give mommy a hug.” she said, opening her arms. She pressed my head into her chest, and I squeezed her tightly, smashing my face into her massive tits.

“Please.” I whispered, filled with the ultimate desire as I inhaled her womanly scent. She held my face in place, letting my head rest on her soft flesh.

“Let me get you something to drink.” she said, releasing our embrace and leaving me with yet another erection as she walked to the kitchen. I followed closely behind, eyeing her swaying cheeks as they peeked out from behind her short robe.

“You look gorgeous. So sexy.” I said, unable to hold my tongue. Complimenting her felt proper, like the natural thing to do in the presence of such a goddess.

“Thank you, my love. I’ll let you explore your adoration for my body with your hands first, when we go to the bedroom for my massage.” she said, pouring me a glass of orange juice. “Come. Follow mommy.”

“Thanks.” I said, grabbing the glass and taking a gulp to wet my dry throat. As we walked down the hallway, I adjusted myself in my pants and realized that my heart was already pounding. There was a thick layer of sex in the air, and it was something I’d never experienced before.

“Strip down to your underwear, at least.” she said, removing her robe and displaying her mature figure in the sexiest black lace.

“I like your lingerie. It suits you.” I said, staring at her ass as she crawled onto the bed, laying face down.

“Thank you. Now come to take it off of me.” she said. I removed my clothes as quickly as possible, electing to leave my boxer briefs on for the time being.

“The bra?” I asked.

“Yes. And then the panties.” she said. I leaned forward, reaching for the back of her bra and struggling with the contraption. I’d only done it a couple of times, and had always struggled. Athena chuckled playfully, turning slightly to look back at me.

“Sorry. I don’t really know how.” I said.

“Keep trying. By the time I’m finished with you, you’ll be a pro.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, still feeling kind of awkward about calling her that. I somehow managed to unclasp her bra, exposing her tan lines and bare back. “Your body is incredible.”

“My sweetheart. Now take off mommy’s underwear, but do it slowly.” she said, her voice calm and clear. My breath hitched, but I did as I was told. My cock had taken on a pulse of its own, and an intense pressure radiated through me as I laced my fingers in her waistband, sliding her panties down and staring directly at her opening as they slipped down her ass.

“I love it, mommy. It’s so pretty.” I said, looking at her tight little brown asshole, and her heavy hanging, completely hairless balls. 

“Yes. Mommy knew you would like that. How does looking at mommy’s special place make you feel?” she asked, reaching back and pulling her cheeks apart, wiggling her booty from side to side as I ogled her. I could see her cock wagging back and forth as she moved her hips.

“It makes me feel so horny.” I said, removing her panties from around her ankles.

“Does looking at mommy’s cock make you hard?” she asked.

“Yes, mommy.”

“Show me.” she said, flipping over and sitting up in front of me. “Show mommy your cock.”

“Are you sure?” I asked, hesitating for some reason despite it already being on full display. There was no hiding the tent I’d pitched, and she was staring right at it. Athena was so impressive below that it made me feel a bit on the inadequate side.

“Of course, baby boy. Look how big and hard it is.” she said, reaching out and touching it with her pointer finger. “Is it hard from looking at mommy?” she asked.

“Yes, mommy.” I said, mesmerized by her breasts. She was so attractive that I found it overwhelming.

“I’m only going to say this one more time, or I’m going to have to bend you over and spank you. Show mommy your cock.” she said.

“Oh, yeah.” I said, snapped back to reality. I was in a state of hyperarousal, and I removed my boxer briefs without a conscious thought, my attention already back on Athena’s gorgeous tits, and thick futa-cock.

“Oh, wow. Bring it here.” she said, covering her mouth with one hand. The way her eyes lit up reminded me of why I liked her in the first place, there was something so present and grounded about her.

“Ugh!” I squealed, an embarrassing sound that I’d never heard leave my mouth before. “Oh my God.”

“Mmm!” she moaned, diving down onto my cock without warning and swallowing it deeper with each bob of her head.

“Ohhh….” I groaned, sitting with my legs spread as Athena swirled her tongue around my shaft, gulping around it as pleasure rang through my body. She finally popped up for a gasp of air, smiling as saliva dripped down to her chin.

“Mommy loves your cock, baby.” she said, staring into my eyes and continuing to stroke it up and down.

“You’re gonna make me cum.” I said, warning her of what was impending.

“Oh, yeah? Are you gonna cum for your mommy?” she asked, cupping my balls and stroking faster.

“Yes, mommy.”

“Where do you want to cum? Tell me.”

“On your tits.” I said, straining to hold on. Athena released my cock, falling onto her back and scooting near me.

“Get on top. I want you to fuck mommy’s tits until you cum.” she said, grabbing the lube from the mattress and squeezing all over her chest. I did as I was told, wedging my dick between her tits, thrusting towards eruption as she pressed them together against it.

“Oh my God.” I said, thrusting faster and tingling with sensation as I looked down at her doe eyes looking up at me.

“Cum for mommy. Show me how much you love my tits.” she said. The moment she completed her sentence, I was seizing on top of her, shooting thick streams of hot sticky cum across her face. “Ooh!”

“It’s so good.” I said, sighing as the last of my semen emptied out onto her perky tits. A smile spread across my face and relaxation swept over me.

“You’re such a good boy. Lay down, let mommy tuck you in.” she said. “That’s exactly what you deserve. Was that fun?”

“It was incredible.” I whispered, eyes heavy as I slipped beneath her sheets and let her cover me up.

“I’m going to clean myself up. You still owe me a massage.”

“Yes, mommy. Thank you.” I said, before promptly drifting off into slumber.


Chapter 5 - Athena

Michael slept like a baby, but I held him to his word on the massage. He was still half out of it when he started, pouring oil onto my back and rubbing it in.

“Your body is incredible,” he said, waking up quickly. He worked his strong hands down my back, grabbing the bottle and squeezing more onto my backside.

“Oh yeah? You want to rub mommy’s ass?” I asked, chuckling at his youthful vigor.

“So much.” he said, his voice full of longing as he dug in, pulling my cheeks apart and squeezing. “My goodness. You’re making me hard again.”

“That’s okay, sweetheart. Just control your breathing, and be patient.”

“I’m trying, it’s just…God damn. I want to eat it.”

“Eat what?” I asked, turning to see the look on his face.

“Your ass. Your balls. Your cock. I want it all.” he said, breaking eye contact. It wasn’t something I was used to having done to me, but with him, it felt appropriate. I let out a nervous chuckle.

“Ten more more minutes of massage, and then I’ll let you start sucking.” I said, closing my eyes and returning my focus to enjoying his strong hands. It had been so long since I’d been intimate, and the feeling of having a new submissive partner was exhilarating beyond words.

“Yes, mommy.” he said, focusing on my ass for several minutes before moving down to my hamstrings and calves. The anticipation continued building, and my cock grew hard from the stimulation.

“That feels so good. I love it.” I whispered, fully immersed in what was happening.

“Can I kiss you while I do this?” he asked, bringing my attention to his virile appetite.

“Of course. You can always kiss mommy.” I cooed, enjoying every second. I knew that it wouldn’t be long before he couldn’t contain himself, before his face was buried between my cheeks, hungrily lapping away like the good boy that he was.

“Thank you, so much.” he said, lifting my foot to his face. His soft lips pressed against the sole of my foot, kissing along my arch and heel. “Even your feet are beautiful.”

“Are you still hungry?”

“Can I?” he asked, raising his eyebrows so his eyes were wide.

“Of course, baby, but do me a favor first, run to the fridge and grab me that piece of birthday cake from earlier.” I said, grinning to see if he caught on. Michael was out of the room in seconds, his erection flopping as he darted away. He returned with a smile, and the cake.

“I like where this is going.” he said, carrying it to the bed.

“Here.” I said, swiping the frosting with my finger, and then wiping it on my asshole. He couldn’t fight the smile from forming on his face, and lowered himself into position behind me. “More?”

“Let me get this first.” he said, giving me no time to brace myself for his tongue.

“Ooh!” I squealed, shocked by the electric sensation. Michael hid his face in my cheeks, cleaning me up with his tongue.

“More.” he said, grabbing the whole piece of cake and smashing it into my ass. It was way colder than I anticipated, and sent a chill of laughter through me. “My bad.”

“No, baby. It’s fine. Just make sure you clean it all up.” I said, as he spread it all over my cock and balls with both hands.

“God, that’s hot.” he said, looking down at his feast and licking his chops. I shook my ass for him, making it bounce as best as I could. It was like a siren to him, and he returned to his duties as my little boy, his job being to clean all of the cake off of my body with his mouth.

“Good boy. Don’t stop.” I moaned, instinctively pressing my ass into the air, against his face.

“It’s so sweet.” he said, slurping and making puckering sounds as he greedily consumed the cake from my bare flesh. I hadn’t expected the entire piece to be shoved up my ass, but I couldn’t have accounted for how depraved of a little boy he turned out to be.

“Yes. Oh, yes. Baby, right there. Like that. Don’t stop.” I moaned, as he began licking my nuts from behind me.

“Mmm…” he moaned, both hands full of my ass as he buried his tongue in and out, circling and slobbering while he ate like it was his last meal. “I love sucking mommy’s balls.”

“Good boy, lick it up. Lick it all up.” I said, my face smashed into my pillow.

“Happy birthday, Emily.” he said, reaching under my legs and taking hold of my cock, stroking it up and down while he slurped at my balls, sucking the icing off.

“Happy birthday to me.” I squealed, turning over as he laid between my legs, rubbing his face in my nuts as he stroked.

“It’s so big, mommy.” he said, looking up at me with a mouthful of balls, cleaning them as he moved his hands up and down my length, faster and faster.

“Oh my God. That’s so good.” I said, seeing stars as he pleasured me. I’d forgotten how intense intimacy could be, as so long had passed since the last time I was with a man. He brought his warm mouth to the tip of my cock, pressing his wet lips against my mushroom and kissing it over and over.

“I’ll worship your cock anytime you tell me to, mommy.”

“Good boy. Mommy loves when you lick it.” I said, running my fingers through his hair as he opened wider, swallowing past the tip and forcing his throat down my length.

“Ahh!” he said, inhaling as he pulled his mouth away. “It’s so sweet.”

“Yes, that’s right, baby. Show mommy what an eager little cocksucker you are.” I said, pushing the back of his head down, forcing him to swallow deeper.

“Mmm…” he moaned, pulling away again for breath, smiling as strands of his own viscous saliva connected his lips to my dick.

“Yes, you know how mommy likes it. Deep and sloppy, good boy.” I said, holding his head and assisting his rhythm. It felt so good that I thought about simply letting go, and fucking his throat until I was emptying my nuts directly into his mouth, but I wanted him in me.

“Oh, I love it.” he said, holding the base and dragging his lips up and down my length. I watched as he slapped it against his tongue, going cross eyed from staring at it while he sucked.

“I want you to fuck me, Michael.” I said, looking down at him and wanting his hard dick so badly that I was shaking for it.

“Of course.” he said, climbing on top of me without hesitation.

“It’s right here.” I said, reaching down to lift my balls out of the way. My pussy was so wet for him, and as soon as he pressed it inside, I could feel his length stimulating my cock.

“Oh, fuck, baby. Just like that.” I whimpered, squeezing his cock as he began thrusting. It felt so good inside me, his hot hard flesh filling me up.

“You’re gorgeous.” he said, grabbing my tits and mashing his face into them.

“Yeah? Do you like mommy’s pussy?” I asked, bracing myself against the headboard as he laid claim to me. He was so big and strong, and taking him was more than I’d anticipated in every way.

“I love it. I love mommy’s pussy.” he said, impaling me on his manhood without mercy.

“Yes! Make mommy cum. I want to cum for your cock, baby.”

“Please, mommy. Please cum for me.” he grunted, thrusting harder so our flesh slapped rhythmically together. The headboard slammed against the wall, but I was too in the moment to think of anything other than my own growing pleasure.

“That’s mommy’s spot, right there. Do it hard.” I begged, needing more of exactly what his hard flesh gave to me. I could feel him pulsing inside me, forcing my walls apart as he invaded my insides over and over. My cock flopped beneath his powerful strokes, until he took hold of it, jerking it and grinding against me.

“I’m so close…” he warned, staying on rhythm as my entire body flooded with ecstasy.

“Your balls.” I said, drifting off as he continued to pound. I’d forgotten the potential intensity of being fucked into oblivion, and it completely overwhelmed me. I called out unintelligibly, grunting like a seizing animal as he delivered me to a powerful climax. My cock erupted at the same time my vaginal climax arrived, creating a euphoria like tidal wave of agonizing release.

“I’m cumming!” he grunted, pressed deep and holding me in place as he emptied his considerable load. I felt every pulsation, and the flood of hot seed accompanying it as my cock shot off like a geyser.

“Ugh!”

“Oh my God.” he said, his muscles finally relaxing as his cock slid out from between my legs. A huge puddle of cum had formed on my stomach, and he collapsed next to me wearing that familiar grin of satisfaction.

It was our first night together, and already I was hooked. I couldn’t believe I’d let myself go so long without real intimacy, that physical release and post coital bliss.

He spent the night, and the following day at my house. We celebrated Emily’s birthday together, he even cooked for me.

“From now on, it’s all about you. All the things I’d be doing for her, I do for you.” he said, setting down a plate of pre-cut, perfectly cooked steak with red beans and rice, and mashed potatoes.

“What did I ever do to deserve you?” I asked, pleasantly surprised by what a gentleman he was. Michael was nothing but sugar and spice, and was endlessly submissive and generous.

He sent her a text while she was at the strip club, letting her know that they were through, and not to contact him again for any reason. Her phone number was blocked before she had the chance to respond.

That was months ago, and now he practically lives at my house. He comes straight home every night after work, and transitions from working on cars to worshiping his loving mommy domme. And after all that, I always make sure to give him the reward he deserves.

MPreg by His Futa Stepmilf - Reverse Harem Feminization

Chapter 1 - Phillip

Things had reached a breaking point for me, and I knew that I couldn’t take it any longer. I knew that my stepmom Melany was sleeping with at least two of my friends, and I can’t put into words the anger and frustration this caused me.

I wasn’t sure who I was going to talk to about it, Melany or my dad. A part of me wanted to confront her, to tell her that I knew her secret and the jig was up. I wanted to blackmail her, to make her do the same things with me that she did with them. Or at the very least, I wanted their escapades to stop.

Truth be told, I’d been insanely attracted to her for as long as I could remember. As a 19 year old young man, I just knew that I could please her sexually, and I couldn’t think of anything I’d rather do than make love to her.

Melany had it all; a pretty face, big boobs, a nice ass, and gorgeous feet. I couldn’t shake the constant fantasies from running through my head. It was all I could think about, and the only thing I masturbated to.

It all started when I saw my friend Mat leaving out of the backyard. I called him, and he said that he was at home and I must have been mistaken. It happened again with my friend Adin, I got home from the gym right as he was pulling out. When I asked Melany about it, she simply laughed and brushed it off.

“We had a few things to talk about.” she said.

“Like what?” I asked.

“It was adult stuff, and none of your business.” she said.

“I’m an adult.” I said. Her eyes met me, and a smile spread across her lips.

“Sure you are.” she said, and then turned to walk away. Adin was actually a few months younger than me, and it infuriated me that she saw him as a man and not me. Sure, he was taller, more muscular, and had more facial hair, but who cares? That has nothing to do with being manly. Besides, I was in the gym everyday. It wouldn’t be long before I caught up to my jock friends.

It wasn’t unusual for my friends to talk about her openly in front of me, complimenting her body and lusting after her like horny wolves. I played along, brushed it off like it was no big deal, but I hated it. The guy’s would tease me about it too, about how much it must suck being her stepson when secretly all I wanted to do was ‘fuck your own mommy’.

“Shut up, dude. She’s nowhere near as hot as you guys make her out to be.” I said, rolling my eyes. I only said that to get the heat off me, it felt weird knowing that they knew. We all wanted to fuck her, every last one of us.

Right about the time I started noticing odd things around the house, like my friends sneaking in and out, I received a text from a number I didn’t know with a link in it. I clicked it, and was absolutely shocked by what I saw.

It was Melany. She was a pornstar, and she was a futanari woman with the largest penis I’d ever seen in my life. It almost didn’t look real, it was impossibly thick, long, and veiny.

Gulp. I immediately noticed my dick getting hard as I scrolled through the thumbnails of her videos, and felt my stomach turning as I read the titles.

They were things like; Futanari Milf Takes Creampie From Younger Cock, and Futanari Milf Fucked By Stepson’s Best Friend.

“Oh no.” I whimpered, gripping my belly. “No, no, no. This can’t be happening.” The videos were more than clickbait titles, they were true. The one about fucking her stepson’s best friend was very clearly her and Adin, despite his face being blurred out.

“Harder baby, I need that young dick. I need it so bad.” Melany moaned, her tits and cock flopping up and down as she rode him. That’s when it hit me, the familiar setting. They were in my fucking room.

When I clicked the X on the video, I was simultaneously shaking with anger and throbbing with arousal. Melany was even hotter than I’d imagined, and finally seeing her body on full display made me horny like never before. It also angered me, and I felt a deep level of betrayal. I went to the bathroom, and looked at myself in the mirror.

My neck and face were flushed with blood, and my mouth was as dry as my dick was hard. I could hear my pulse in my ears, and without thinking it over, I decided to confront Melany about it right then and there. She’d gone too far, and there would be hell for her to pay.

Cheating on my dad and sleeping with my friends was awful enough, doing it in my bed without asking was a whole added layer of messed up. It was too much, the time had arrived for me to stand up and speak for myself. Melany was going to get a piece of my mind, and I felt high and mighty strolling into her room without even knocking.

“Melany, you and I need to have a little talk.” I said, puffing out my chest and crossing my arms. As soon as she looked into my eyes, I felt myself losing my nerve. Maybe this wasn’t my best idea.

Chapter 2 - Melany

“Excuse me? Don’t come in here with that tone.” I said, staring him down. He came in a little hot for my liking, and I had no problem putting him in his place.

“Okay, sorry. Yeah.” he said, stammering.

“What do we need to talk about?” I asked, mimicking his body language and crossing my arms right back at him. Unlike his friends, I was taller than him, and considering his frail musculature, I probably weighed more than him too.

“I know your secret,” he said. I chuckled, and shrugged.

“Okay. Which one?” I asked. His little routine was doing nothing to intimidate me.

“I know that you’ve cheated on my dad,” he said.

“Oh, honey. Don’t be so naive. Your father is a cuck, I haven’t slept with him for years. I have his full permission to have sex with whoever I’d like.” I said.

“Oh, well, that still doesn’t excuse your behavior.”

“Excuse me? Since when do you have any say in the way I choose to live my life?” I asked, feeling myself get flustered. I stepped closer to him, and his shoulders slumped. He couldn’t even look me in the eye.

“I mean, I don’t. I just…”

“You just what, Phillip?” I asked, raising my voice.

“Why’d you have to have sex with my friends? Couldn’t you find someone else?” he asked.

“Oh, boy. Trust me, I’m showing your friends the best time of their lives. You have nothing to worry about, I’m not going to run off with any of them.” I said. Phil looked like he might start crying at any moment, and was struggling to contain his emotions.

“That’s not what I’m saying…it’s just…what about me?” he asked, looking up at me with sad eyes. I tried not to, but I burst out laughing.

“What do you mean, what about you?”

“I could do it. Be in one of your videos.”

“Oh no. Baby, no.” I said, shaking my head at the realization of what was going on.

“Seriously. I can fuck.” he said. I couldn’t even take him seriously saying that, and continued to snicker uncontrollably.

“Phillip, no. You’re not really what I’m looking for.” I said.

“Younger guys. I’m the same age as Adin and Mat.” he said, pleading.

“Look, Phillip, I’m sorry. They’re both very manly, with insatiable libidos and too much testosterone to know what to do with. They make me feel a certain way, and I just don’t feel that way about you.” I said, trying to explain it in the simplest way possible.

“You think Adin and Mat are more manly than me?” he asked, his voice cracking mid sentence.

“I do.” I said, realizing I’d picked my words improperly. Either way, it was never going to happen.

“I feel like you at least owe me one chance.” he said, standing his ground.

“And why is that?” I asked.

“Because you used my bed without asking,” he said. I rolled my eyes, wondering if he was serious. It was kind of cute, but no part of me wanted to spread my legs for him. I wasn’t attracted to him like that. If anything, he reminded me of his dad.

“Okay? Look, you don’t want to sleep with your own stepmother just because a couple of your friends did. Trust me, you’re just confused.” I said, placing my hand on his shoulder. I was actually starting to feel bad for him.

“No I’m not. You don’t know me, you don’t know how I feel. I’ve always felt this attraction to you, but I kept it to myself to be respectful. And I don’t care that you’re Futanari, I think it’s sexy.” he said.

“Listen, Phillip. You’re not the type of guy I let fuck me. If you want to be in one of my videos, you’re going to have to let me fuck you.” I said, thinking for sure that the prospect and having my cock shoved up his ass would be enough to thwart him.

“Okay.” he said, almost without hesitation.

“Look, Phillip. I don’t think you want this.” I said.

“Yes, I do. Give me a chance.”

“I have plenty of virile young men lining up to fuck me, but I don’t currently have any pretty girls on my roster.” I said, thinking about another way to scare him off. “You’d have to wear a wig, makeup, and women’s lingerie.”

“What? No way, I’m not doing that.” he said.

“Too bad. I don’t think I have any openings then.” I said, thinking it would be a shut and closed case.

“Whatever. This is bullshit.” he said, and stormed out of my room. I remember smiling to myself, having a little chuckle at my stepson thinking that he somehow got to have sex with me just because I hooked up with a few of his friends. I assumed he would never hear about it again.


Chapter 3 - Phillip

That was the first time in my life that I felt truly humiliated, and it was all my fault. I should have just shut the hell up and minded my own business. I walked in there thinking that I was about to lay down the law, and that seeing me put my foot down would convince her that I’d be a perfect on screen partner.

I’d actually fantasized about how the conversation would go, and how she’d admit that she’d always been attracted to me as well, and how the only reason she didn’t come to me in the first place was because she didn’t want to risk our relationship. I actually thought about her telling me that she only fucked my friends because she fantasized that they were me while it happened. Nothing could have been further from the truth.

Melany looked down at me, and thought of me as lesser of a man than my own friends. She also thought of my father as less than them, which is their business and another matter entirely. I kept replaying the way she cackled at me, how she laughed off the very idea of me as a lover despite having taken on my friends for the same role. It hurt, and made me feel ashamed and confused.

I wished I hadn’t brought it up. Now she knew everything. She knew that I found her attractive, and wanted to have sex with her, and all of it. It was so easy for her to reject me, and I couldn’t face it. Over the next couple days, I hid in my room unless I knew she wasn’t home, avoiding her at all costs.

On top of that, I found myself thinking about it. No longer was I turned on by the fantasy of fucking her, because she’d ruined even the hope of a possibility that it would happen. It simply didn’t make sense anymore, and I went limp in my own hand trying to imagine it. But that didn’t stop me from wanting her, or thinking about her endlessly.

It was difficult to accept, especially at first, but I was perhaps even more turned on by the idea of being bent over and punished by her. Once I allowed myself to consider it, and play with the idea, it was an impossibly powerful turn on.

The feelings were new, of wanting to submit and do anything for her approval. I wanted to make her cum, and show her that I could still give her pleasure even though I wasn’t her type. I still craved her, deep in my soul.

Like always, she was the only thing I could think about. I spent so much time in my room, with the door locked and music blaring, the entire time stroking myself while lost in thoughts about doing the unthinkable. I wanted to be her little bitch, her girl, or whatever it was she required from me. I still wanted to be with her, to have my chance.

I kept returning to her channel, watching the videos where she fucked my friends. I imagined myself being in her position, with her behind me thrusting away. When she sucked their cocks, I imagined myself sucking hers. It became an outright obsession, and I found it so shameful that I didn’t know what to do with myself.

For days, I used lubricant and my fingers to explore my ass, doing everything I could to stretch it out in preparation. Melany had an enormous cock, with enough girth that it was scary. Still, it was my object of temptation and fascination, something I’d never experienced. My stepmom had a big, fat, She-Cock and I wanted a taste.

I found myself spiraling, turning into someone I didn’t recognize. On the rare occasions I ran into Melany, I made sure to be very feminine and speak in a higher voice. I wasn’t sure if she noticed or not, but I was trying to show her that I was interested. There was nothing that I wouldn’t do for her.

It was difficult enough to admit to myself, but I knew that I had to tell her. I had to tell my stepmom that I wanted to worship her cock, to choke myself and slobber all over it. I wanted her to take my ass for the first time, and I didn’t even care if she used protection. In fact, I wanted it bareback. I wanted to feel her hot flesh pulsing inside me, I wanted to feel her hot cum spurting off into my anus. I wanted the risk, the risk of getting MPreg with my stepmother’s baby. It might be the only way that I could guarantee she’d stick around once I moved out.

My friends stopped hanging out with me after I lost touch, but they didn’t stop coming over. I thought she was only sleeping with Adin and Mat, but she also had more of my friends over at random times, sometimes in groups. Whenever I wondered what they were up to, all I had to do was check her Fans Only and her channel, and I would surely be privy to graphic details.

My jealousy swelled inside me, watching them all take their turns pounding away at her tight little pussy. She let them cum wherever they wanted, and let them plunder any hole without restrictions. She fucked and sucked like there was no tomorrow, and left absolutely zero doubt that she was organically enjoying the hell out of it.

And when she came, it was unlike anything I’d ever witnessed. Her loads were thick, and her orgasms lasted much longer than men’s. In one video, Adin fucked her so hard from doggy that she erupted as he came inside her. It had to be twenty ropes of thick, viscous cum. Watching her have sex with my well hung friends made me feel so inadequate, and I slowly accepted my role as the girl when it came to sexual desirability.

I wished that I could be them, but I knew it would never be so. My best bet was to learn how to do makeup, lose weight and tone up, and bend over so I could at least be on the receiving end of good cock. 


Chapter 4 - Melany

The change was immediate, and it sort of made me worry. I’d simply been trying to get rid of him, and let him down easy. Instead, he ordered a dildo online thinking he wasn’t still logged in to all of his accounts on my laptop.

I watched with interest as he slowly bought more and more items online, quickly retrieving them and stashing them in his room. He ordered string bikinis and thongs, women’s lingerie in his size, stockings, makeup, toe rings, and wigs.

That wasn’t all. He started watching futanari on male porn, and lots of it. He seemed to have a particular interest in worshiping big cocks. He was also looking into the process of male to female transition, and in no small order. Phillip was doing his research.

He started acting differently, and changed the tone of his voice. His posture straightened out, and he started giggling more and wearing tighter, more effeminate clothing.

“Hey mommy.” he said, sounding almost like a little girl as he passed me in the hallway. I turned and watched him walk away, popping his hips with every step. I raised an eyebrow, and felt something stirring in my pants.

When I told him that he would have to be the girl in my porno in order for me to have him, I didn’t know he was going to take it seriously. All I wanted was to get rid of him, yet there I was, checking out his ass as he walked away, knowing that he had a tight little virgin hole.

“Oh, come on.” I said to myself, trying to fight my arousal. Generally speaking, I liked tall, masculine, alpha men. But I also enjoyed sexual variety, and the idea of an otherwise straight man going through a feminization process, and possibly even discovering his true gender identity, all spurred by his desire to fuck me…that was something I could make room for.

And it was. I was spending so much time being fucked by Phillip’s friends and other alpha men from the neighborhood and online that I wasn’t doing much fucking. Not that some of the guys didn’t play with it, or even give me head, but I wanted to push myself inside of a younger man’s squeeze tunnel. I wanted to fuck my stepson, I wanted to be his first.

Every time I saw him, Phillip became more feminine. I saw him going for jogs in short shorts and t-shirts, eating salads, and noticed he was wearing eye-liner. This went on for a month or so, at which point Phillip’s father brought it up to me.

“Have you noticed anything strange about Phillip lately?” he asked.

“What do you mean?” I asked, feigning dumb.

“I dunno, he just carries himself differently. I saw him in a pair of shorts yesterday, and it looks like he shaved his legs.” he said.

“Oh, really?” I asked. Phillip had taken to hiding away in his room most of the day, so I hadn’t noticed.

“Yeah. Wait until you see him, he’s got this whole feminine walk that he does, and he has kind of a girly tone and lisp now.”

“I did notice that.” I said, oddly turned on by hearing about his continued feminization. Since the day he’d confronted me, we’d hardly spoken. I was under the impression that he was hiding from me, but maybe he was simply discovering himself behind closed doors. Hearing that he’d gone as far as shaving his legs only made me want him more. I couldn’t wait to bend him over, and split him in half with a real She-cock. I wanted to make him my good little girl, my submissive slut who would never say no to anything.

“Maybe you should talk to him, because I can’t figure it out.” Mikey said, rubbing his temples.

“I think you’re right, baby. Maybe I should.”


Chapter 5 - Phillip

At first, I was scared of embracing a new side of myself. It was difficult for me to accept that what everyone thought I was supposed to be wasn’t what I was, and that some people seemed to know about it before I did.

Maybe she did actually see me and care about me. When Melany told me that she didn’t see me in that way, I was offended. And when she told me that I could only be a girl for her, I felt the same way. Only after reflection, and realizing how naturally I settled into that role, did I know that she was right. And that it was okay.

Melany had an unintentionally intimidating presence. For one, she was so gorgeous that it wasn’t even fair. And she was tall, around six feet. All eyes were always on her, and she naturally commanded any room she was in. She seemed to fear nothing, and was confident to a fault but also charming and fun. Everyone loved her.

It was strange for me, especially because my father was such a pushover. I was bigger, younger, and more athletic than him, and we both knew what would happen if we ever came to blows. It was different with Melany, in more ways than one.

I didn’t know if she thought about it, but she had always treated me like a girl. And I knew that she saw my dad as sexually inferior, as she turned him into her cuck. And she no longer fucked him. No wonder she saw me, his offspring, much in the same way, especially when my friends were bigger dudes, with bigger muscles, bigger cocks, and bigger libidos.

She must have craved alpha men, and as time wore on, so did I. I wanted to be put in my place, down on my knees and sucking my stepmom’s juicy meat rod. I’d do anything she told me, and I began hoping that if I let her finish inside me that I’d get pregnant. I knew I could never possess her any other way.

My initial fear of interacting with Melany wore off quickly, as I became more of what she wanted me to be. Still, I continued avoiding her because I wanted to impress her. I wanted to go into my cocoon, and emerge as a beautiful feminine butterfly before her very eyes.

It shocked me to no end how arousing I found the feminine role. I loved putting on a slutty costume, and becoming a naughty whore in preparation for what I knew was coming for me. It was only a matter of time before Melany and I were finally together, the way it was supposed to be.

For weeks and weeks I planned my coming out party for her. It wouldn’t go like the last time, this time she wouldn’t reject me. She would take me as what I presented, exactly as she’d asked. And she would find that it’s who I truly was, and I really hoped she would love me the way I loved her.

I planned my speech over and over, the things I would say to her. But I found reasons to avoid it, as things could always be better and more prepared. I kept dieting, working out, learning about makeup and seeing what type of clothing made me feel the most sexy. It was all so new to me, and I worked so hard because of how badly I wanted to receive my step-mommy’s bareback Futa-cock. That’s why I was so shocked when she was the one who initiated the conversation.


Chapter 6 - Melany

“Hi Phil.” I said, grinning mischievously. We were at the dining room table, the three of us eating breakfast. It was the first time in a while that he’d joined us.

“Hey mom.” he said, grinning back but staring into his eggs. I was wearing literally nothing under my tiny silk robe, something neither of them knew just yet.

“You look very pretty today.”

“Thanks.” he said, looking up to make eye contact. I heard his father sigh, unsure of what was happening but happy to leave.

“I’m gonna take my food upstairs, I’ve been meaning to catch up on the new season of Hotrods.” he said, grabbing his bowl and orange juice before giving me a knowing nod and scurrying off. Typical.

“I’m glad it’s just the two of us. I’ve been meaning to talk with you.” I said, allowing my cleavage to appear as soon as my husband was out of the room.

“Yeah, me too.” he said. “I wanted to apologize. The way I came onto you was inappropriate, and I’m so sorry.”

“Awh, beebs. It’s okay.” I said.

“I just…didn’t mean to come off that way. It was very presumptuous and unbecoming.”

“No. It was cute, and I’ve loved watching the girl you’ve become.” I said. Phillip’s cheeks burned red, and he smiled.

“Thank you, mommy.”

“I bet you’re such a good girl.” I said, feeling myself becoming aroused. I’d been thinking about this moment for what felt like way too long.

“I am.” he said, patting his lip with his napkin. “Remember when you said that I could be the girl in one of your videos? Well, I’d really like that if the offer still stands.”

“Oh, baby. I’d love that so much.” I said. He looked so adorable, with his eyeliner and light blush, and the way he carried himself. He may not have turned me on in the way his friends did, but they also didn’t turn me on like he did.

“Really?” he asked, lighting up.

“Really.”

“You don’t think dad will be mad, do you?” he asked.

“No. I already explained this to you.”

“Okay, okay.” he said, smiling wide. “When?”

“What do you say about right now?” I asked, fully hard and struggling with impulse control. I kept imagining diving over the table and taking him right there on the floor.

“Well, yes. I’d like that, but I’d prefer some time to get ready.”

“Deal. Go upstairs, get ready for your stepmom’s cock.”

“Oh my goodness, this is gonna be so much fun!” he said. “Just remember, once you get upstairs, I’m a girl.”

“Of course, angel.” I said. Phillip gathered his plates and took them to the sink, and then skipped down the hall and into his room. I continued picking away at my breakfast, but my appetite had shifted course.


Chapter 7 - Phillip

My heart fluttered and I took a deep breath. As easy as it would have been to become overwhelmed with the moment, I just thought back to what I’d been preparing for. Day after day, I’d studied makeup tutorials and watched porn, practiced oral on dildos and stretched my ass to receive my futanari stepmom’s thickness.

There was no reason to panic. This was exactly what I’d wanted all along, and obviously Melany was into it. I hopped into the bath and shaved my legs and pubic region. Luckily, I’d been getting waxed so everything was already mostly smoothe.

I slipped into my favorite thong and bikini top, and then put on my blonde pigtail wig. After that it was makeup, including bright red lipstick and dark eye liner. I looked like and felt like a complete whore, and I couldn’t wait to give myself over to her. I thought about how rough she would be with me, and of the things she might make me do.

Melany had been on my mind for longer than I cared to admit, and I looked forward to hearing her whimpers, groans, grunts, and moans. I wanted to feel her inside me, to take her finale and possibly win the lottery by becoming MPreg.

Actually being pregnant, and having a baby was a scary thought, but I was willing to go as far as I needed to win her. She had to be mine. Being bred by my Futa stepmom was something that looped endlessly in my depraved thoughts. Like I said, I was willing to do anything she asked of me, and in fact, the more depraved things she asked of me, the more I was on board.

Once I was fully ready, I snapped a selfie because I’d never felt more gorgeous. Melany knocked lightly at my door a few moments later, and then walked in and closed the door.

“You look so pretty, angel.” she said.

“Thank you mommy.” I said, having a giggle and sprawling out on my bed. It felt nice to have my ass up in the air in front of her, finally able to show her my true self.

“What should I call you?” she asked, having a seat at the edge of the bed.

“Good girl.” I said without thinking. “Or slut.”

“Okay, baby. I like that.” she said, scooting closer. “I love your ass in that thong. So cute.”

“Thank you.” I said, shaking it back and forth and basking in the attention.

“So cute.” she said, untying the knot in her robe and tossing the belt on the floor beside my bed. “You’re making me hard, slut.”

“Oh am I?” I asked, sliding my thong down to the middle of my ass to tease her. Blood flowed rapidly to my cock, and my inner submissive was coming out and on full display.

“You wanna see?”

“Yes please.” I said, biting my bottom lip. Even though I’d seen her on video so many times, I needed to see her in real life. I had to see that her beautiful, perfect cock was real.

“Take that top off, and I’ll show you.” she said, laying back with a smile.

“Yes mommy.” I said, reaching behind my back to untie it.

“Show me those pretty little nipples. You know I’m gonna suck those while you ride my cock, right?” she asked, slowly parting her robe and exposing herself.

“Oh my Gosh…” I said, my jaw nearly hitting the floor at the sight of it. “Wow.”

“You like that, baby? You like mommy’s big dick?”

“I love it.” I said, feeling all giddy inside. It was right about that moment, that I completely lost control of myself. My cock was throbbing, and my ultimate fantasy was coming true.


Chapter 8 - Melany

“I love it.” she said, crawling over to me with a completely glossed over look of obsession. She stared at my cock like it was the most magnificent artifact on the planet, and opened wide to taste it.

“Baby.” I said, reaching out to stop her. “Not yet.”

“Please?” she begged. “I want it so badly.”

“I know, baby girl. But you don’t get to start with my cock.” I said.

“Why not?”

“Because mommy really wants you to suck on her balls. And then lick her asshole and pussy. And then, maybe I’ll let you suck it.” I said, using every ounce of self control in my possession to hold her off. Her lips were bright red with freshly applied lipstick, and wet with anticipation. It was my job to teach her that it was worth the tease, and the foreplay, and the wait.

“Okay.” she said, biting her lip.

“You’re so pretty.” I said, cupping her face before pressing it down into my balls.

“Mmm…”

“Good girl. That’s mommy’s little slut, just like that.” I moaned, grinding against her eager mouth. She enthusiastically moaned while slurping at my balls like there was no tomorrow.

“They’re so big and squishy.” she said, giggling dimly as her tongue explored my testicles.

“Such a good girl for mommy.” I said, completely shocked by what a little slut she’d turned into so quickly.

“Mmm….I love it. I love your balls, mommy.” he said, diving back in for more.

“Don’t forget to breathe, baby.” I chuckled, enjoying seeing her reduced to such a state. I laid back, and raised my legs so she could access my asshole, and access it she did.

“Mmm…”

“Oh, fuck.” I squirmed beneath her skillful tongue as she lapped away like a hungry animal.

“Mmm hmm…it’s so good mommy. I’ve wanted to eat your asshole for so long.” she gasped for air before shoving her tongue back into my hole.

“Yes…just like that baby. You’re doing so good. That’s how you worship your mommy’s ass.”

“Mmm….” she continued moaning. I gripped her by a handful of her blonde pigtails, using them as handles to pull her down into me.

“On your knees.” I said. She didn’t question me for a moment, and immediately dropped down onto her knees beside the bed. “Open up. Stick out your tongue.” I said, taking my cock in hand.

“Yes mommy.” she said, doing as she was told. I began slapping it against her tongue, and across her pretty little face.

“Do you like that? Do you like big cock in your face?”

“Yes, mommy. It’s so big and juicy, I want to suck on it.”

“I know you do, you little slut. You can barely control yourself, look how hard you are.” I said, noticing his erection popping out from behind the front of his thong. He looked down at it and smiled.

“I’m sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry, baby. It’s adorable. Here, stand up. Show mommy your little girl cock.” I offered her my hand, and she stood up in front of me. “Take it out.”

“Okay.” she said, pulling her thong to the floor and stepping out of it. Her cock was pretty average, 4 or 5 inches maybe.

“It’s so little, and girly.” I said, reaching out to touch it.

“Not like yours. Yours is so big, and veiny.” she said, seemingly mesmerized by it. Her eyes were wide, and they followed my cock as I shook my hips from side to side to show off my size.

“Hold it up next to mine, let’s see who’s bigger.” I said, grinning.

“Well it’s obviously you.” she said, holding her tiny pecker up for a comparison. “You have to be three or four times bigger than me.”

“Yeah. It’s okay, sweetheart. I don’t mind your tiny girlcock. I think it’s dainty, and cute.” I said, pushing him back down onto his knees. “What do you do when you see a superior cock?”

“Suck it?” she asked.

“Good girl.” I grabbed hold of her pigtails once more, as I was beyond turned on and ready to fuck her mouth.

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” I forced it deeper with each thrust, watching the bulge disappear and reappear in her tiny throat. She coughed and gagged, but I continued thrusting until a viscous layer of spit was dripping from her chin onto the floor.

“Slurp up that spit, whore.” I said, pushing her face down onto the hardwood.

“Yes, mommy. I’m sorry for spilling.”

“Just slop it all up, slut. Good slut. Keep going. You know I’m gonna have to punish you now, right?” I asked.

“Yes, mommy. I’m sorry for being so careless.”

“Use your fingers to gag yourself. I want you to lube up your asshole with your own spit, and then bend over the edge of the bed.” I said, so ready to impale her on my throbbing Futa-dick.

“Yes mommy…”


Chapter 9 - Phillip

“Uhck! Ack!” I forced my fingers deep into my throat, gathering my sticky saliva and shoving it into my hole while Melany watched and stroked herself.

“Good girl, get it nice and lubed up.” she said, stepping up behind me. I’d never felt more vulnerable than in that moment, bent over the edge of my own bed with my virgin ass dripping spit and in the air with a bullseye on it.

“Please, mommy. I want it.” I begged, even though I was terrified. The time had finally arrived, I was finally going to have sex with my stepmom.

“Pull your ass apart, there ya go. This might be a little uncomfortable at first.” she said, slapping her cock against my bare ass before guiding the tip to my opening.

“Oh my God.” I whispered, as her hot flesh slowly invaded my anus. “Oh my God!” I called out, this time much louder. “Oh fuck!”

“Yeah, squeal for mommy’s dick like a good girl.” Melany grunted, pushing it deeper and deeper. I could feel myself stretching to accommodate her massive girth, and all that I could do was dig my fingers into the sheets and bite down on my lip.

“Ugh!”

“Take that cock.” she said, pulling my pigtails and bottoming out inside me. Tears streamed uncontrollably down my cheeks, and I cried out for her to continue. I’d never experienced anything like her bare flesh sliding in and out, taking me harder and harder until I was drooling, and crying, and whimpering.

“Mommy…please…fuck…”

“Such a tight little ass. You’re gonna be mommy’s new fuck slut, aren’t you?” she asked, picking up the pace.

“Yes.”

“Say it!”

“I’m mommy’s fuck slut.” I whimpered. She was so deep inside me, and I began shoving myself back against her to take it even harder. “Only mommy’s.”

“That’s right. That’s mommy’s ass, no one else’s.” she said.

“You’re gonna make me cum.” I said, feeling my dick jump with excitement. Her cock was hitting a spot inside me that I didn’t know existed, and even though she wasn’t stimulating my penis directly, I could tell that I was simply going to erupt beyond any control of my own.

“I want you to cum on my cock. That’s what good girls do.”

“Yes, mommy.”

“Come here, come sit on it.” she said, pulling herself out from my hole and laying down on my bed. She patted her thighs, and I climbed up into her lap as I was told. Melany held her cock in place as I got into position, slowly sinking down onto it until we clicked together like puzzle pieces.

“It’s so big.” I said, struggling to take it.

“Bounce on it.” she whispered, leaning in to suck on my nipples. “Show mommy how you ride cock.”

“Yes, mommy.” I said, wiping the tears away from my face as I grinded on her thickness.

“Shhh…it’s okay, baby. You’re with me now, mommy will always take care of you and make you cum from now on.” she said, kissing me deeply and gripping my asscheeks.

“Ugh!” I whimpered, as she pulled me down against her. My cock was impossibly hard, and every thrust was somehow better than the last. I rode the fine line of pain and pleasure like I rode her fat futanari cock, as hard and fast as I could handle it.

“There ya go.” she said, bouncing me up and down in her lap. I felt so tiny, and feminine, I loved being with her.

“Mommy…I’m gonna cum.”

“Good girl. Cum all over that mommy dick.” she grunted, thrusting hard and fast from the bottom so that her enormous balls slapped rhythmically against me.

“I love you, mommy. I love you so much.” I said, losing myself completely as I reached climax. “I love you.”

“Good girl. Mommy loves when you cum for her cock. Fuck, baby. Fuck!” she pulled me face to hers, shoving her tongue deep into my mouth and we climaxed simultaneously. My cum shot errantly off, landing across her stomach and tits, while hers erupted inside me.

“Oh my God.” It felt so powerful, so different than any orgasm I’d ever had. I nearly blacked out from the pure intensity of the pleasure.

“It’s so tight. It’s so little, baby.” she sighed, shooting off the last couple ropes of hot sticky cum into my anus.

“Wow.” I said, pulling her out of me and collapsing next to her on the bed.

“We are going to have so much fun together.” she said, pulling me in for cuddles. My head was spinning, and I couldn’t have been happier.

Chapter 10 - Melany

It was an absolutely mind blowing experience, and I was a little surprised at how much I enjoyed fucking my new stepdaughter. I made it my personal duty to take things further, to fuck her in every position, and subject her to the dirtiest things I could think of.

When I woke up in the morning, her tight little ass was the first thing on my mind. So every morning, I would sneak into her room, spread her cheeks, and pump her full of cum. She loved it as much as I did, and we absolutely couldn’t get enough of each other.

It was like an entirely new relationship, and we got along famously. She was so submissive, such a dirty little slut who was open to anything. We made videos that were very successful, and she started going by Phyllis. Her friends found it strange, but eventually I convinced them to put her in the middle of a blowbang, and by the end of it, they didn’t seem to mind that their old friend Phillip was now a girl.

She was pregnant within a few weeks, the result of us not taking any precautions whatsoever. By that time, she was already taking hormones and had started her transition. I couldn’t have been happier to have been the one to breed my new little cumslut of a stepdaughter, and three months later she gave birth to a baby boy.


Getting Mpreg by Futa Milf - Taboo Futanari on Male Breeding

Chapter 1 - Cara

As I got older, my sex drive increased in what seemed to be exactly as much as my husband’s sex drive decreased. He was ten years older than me, and the fire between us in the bedroom seemed long over. Mike was a wet match, he couldn’t even get hard for me without taking a blue pill.

It wasn’t that bad at first, but the more time that passed, the more my desire to express myself sexually grew. I wasn’t used to walking around being horny at all hours of the day, with no one to relieve it with.

“Mike, we need to talk about our sex life.” I said, finally deciding to address it head on.

“Yeah, I know. I’ve been meaning to say something to you about it.” he said, which kind of surprised me.

“Oh yeah?”

“Yeah. Look, baby, I’m getting older. I don’t mind having sex every once in a while, but it’s just not that high on my list of priorities these days.” he said.

“What about kids? You promised me a baby.” I said, not at all satisfied with his answer or attitude. Mike let out a long sigh, and buried his face in his hands.

“You know that I’m not in good enough shape to carry a child,” he said.

“Yeah, I do. And the doctor said that if you would eat healthier and exercise, you could be. But all you do is sit on your ass.”

“Oh, is that all I do Cara? Is that all I fucking do?” he asked, getting angry and snapping at me.

“I don’t know what all you do, Mike. I just know what you aren’t doing. You aren’t pleasing me, you aren’t fucking me, and you damn sure aren’t going to get pregnant for me. You don’t even blow me anymore” I said, pounding my hand on the kitchen table.

“What do you want from me?”

“I want you to want to fuck me. I want to have a fulfilling sex life.” I said, expressing my growing frustration.

“Okay, how about we start setting a day each week where we have sex?”

“Set aside a day each week to have sex? Wow, Mike. That sounds so hot.” I said, rolling my eyes. “Just forget it. I’ll buy a vibrator and a fucking fleshlight.”

“Yeah, yeah. Fuck off.”

Our first attempt at communication didn’t go well. The problem was simple, our libidos were completely mismatched and he wasn’t the least bit interested in making any changes to rectify the situation. Something had to give.

While we were sorting it out, my mind started being invaded by naughty thoughts that had never crossed my mind before. Mike’s son Paul had been lifting weights for a couple of months, and the results were starting to show. I think it was a matter of proximity, at least at first. I was always around him, so he kind of became the person I started feeling attracted to and fantasizing about.

Paul was 19, full of energy and raging hormones. I couldn’t help wondering how high his sex drive was, or how hard fucking hard his cock got while masturbating. It didn’t seem fair that my stepson had all this excess sexual energy that was wasted on his hand and some Jergens, and I had the same surplus of energy waiting to be expressed.

The solution seemed so obvious, but it wasn’t realistic. That didn’t stop me from considering it, or cumming over and over again on my vibrator while stroking my hard dick thinking about it. The whole scenario turned me on, even just thinking about it. It was so arousing that I didn’t know what to do with myself, and the more I fantasized about it, the more I wanted to make it a reality.

We’d never told him outright, but I suspected he knew that I was a futanari woman. For the most part, I made sure to dress appropriately around him to keep it hidden, but I’d caught him looking at my crotch several times while I was in shorts, or a bathing suit.

It turned me on knowing that he knew, and that he probably thought about it. It also didn’t seem to stop him from being interested in me, as he couldn’t help himself.


Chapter 2 - Mike

It wasn’t an easy thing to come to terms with, no longer being able to satisfy my wife sexually. Cara was way too gorgeous to be stuck in a dead bedroom, and I knew it. There were plenty of other men who were capable and willing, and she deserved to get the pleasure she craved. I knew it when I married her that futanari women can be quite dominating sexually.

Letting her sleep with other men wasn’t something I’d ever considered, but it seemed like the only answer. I didn’t have the sex drive I used to have, plus I was so out of shape that having vigorous sex made me feel like I was going to suffer a massive heart attack. I didn’t have the discipline or motivation to get into shape, and I kind of transitioned over to watching porn to handle my own needs.

I started watching clips of cuckolding, and cheating wives. It shocked me how much it turned me on, and it helped me come to grips with my reality. The reason I enjoyed it is because of how much pleasure the women seemed to receive from their new partner. I enjoyed it because deep down I was a cuck, and preferred to have a superior bull satiate the needs of my partner because I wasn’t any good at sex myself.

Watching a fantasy scenario on a tiny screen is different than experiencing it in real life, and I thought about the feelings of jealousy and shame I might encounter knowing my wife was being fucking or being fucked by an alpha type of man. It wasn’t easy to admit to myself, but proved even harder to bring up to Cara in real life.

It was getting obvious how much she needed sex. She started dressing sexier, and doing yoga around the house to try and relieve the stress. Eventually, I knew that she would find another man to please her. It made more sense for me to at least give her permission, so I retained some small level of control.

After failing to bring it up for what felt like the millionth time, I finally decided to write her a letter explaining the way I felt. Writing out the words felt shameful, especially considering I was too much of a wimp to say it to her face. She’d been my wife for almost ten years, and I was still too much of a coward to tell her how I felt.

I explained everything, from my inability to maintain an erection to how difficult it was becoming for me to exert myself physically. I told her that she was beautiful, and I wanted her to experience all the pleasure she could handle. I also confessed that I’d been fantasizing about her being fucked by another man, and her getting someone else pregnant. It turned me on, and I didn’t hold back. I admitted that I was a cuckold and a coward, and that I’d never be able to please her sexually. After signing my name, I placed the letter in an envelope and put it on her pillow.

When I returned home from work that day, Cara was holding the letter in her hand and waiting for me.

“I got your letter.” she said, staring at me with cold eyes.

“Yeah? What do you think?”

“Well, I definitely need to have sex, and if you don’t wanna do it, this is the only answer.” she said.

“Yeah, that’s exactly what I thought.”

“I see that. I’m gonna be honest with you, Mike, I’m fully on board with this, but it’s kind of disappointing and a major turn off. After reading that letter, I don’t think I could ever be attracted to you sexually again.” she said.

“Oh.”

“Yeah, oh.” she said. “Is that fine with you? Knowing that your wife doesn’t want to fuck you again, ever?”

“I mean, it’s not fine. But I understand.” I said. She rolled her eyes, and looked at me with a look of disgust I’d never seen her display before. “I could help you out with finding a bull.”

“I don’t need help. I already have someone in mind.” she said, walking out of the room. I followed behind her, feeling like I was in trouble or had done something wrong.

“You already know who you want your bull to be?” I asked. She stopped walking away, crossed her arms, and turned to face me.

“Yes. I want a younger man, someone with a surplus of sexual energy and a hard dick.”

“Okay, cool. I’m okay with that.”

“I want someone who is around all the time, so I can get fucked whenever I want.” she said.

“Uhm, okay. Who did you have in mind?” I asked.

“First off, I don’t want you to ask me about the details, and I’m not going to let you watch or any of that weird cuck stuff.”

“Okay baby, that’s fine.” I said, desperately trying to appease her. All I wanted was for her to be happy, and to have the pressure of performing sexually taken off of my shoulders.

“And I want my bull to be Paul.”

“My son Paul?”

“I don’t know any other Pauls.” she said. A weird sick feeling struck me, and I felt my face going white.

“Oh. I’m pretty sure he’s a virgin.” I said, nervously trying to change her mind. “Wouldn’t you rather have someone with some experience?”

“No. I want Paul.”

“Oh. Isn’t that kind of inappropriate?”

“It’ll be fine. You’ve seen the way he looks at me, we’ll have a blast together.”

“Cara, I don’t know about this.” I said, trying to veto the whole thing.

“Look, this is about me, and what I want, correct?”

“Yeah.”

“I want Paul’s hard young cock inside me, and I want to take his tight virgin asshole and pump it full of cum over and over until he’s pregnant.” she said. Cara stared directly into my eyes, and I could see there was no changing her mind. Any respect she once had for me was gone. My wife was going to sleep with my son, and there was nothing I could do about it.

“Okay.” I said, thoroughly defeated. That was that, her mind was made up. I was going to be a cuckold, and my son was going to take over for me in the bedroom.


Chapter 3 - Cara

It was the latest in a long display of pathetic moments from Mike. He was no longer the man I married, life had gotten the better of him and he’d literally turned into a cuckold. Not wanting to fuck your own wife is the sign of a truly broken man. The icing on the cake was that he couldn’t even speak for himself, he had to write me a letter.

Reading his sexual letter of resignation flipped a switch inside me. I’d spent the past few months practically begging him to fuck me, and he wasn’t even willing to try. Seeing that side of him turned me off completely, while at the same time empowered me in a serious way.

It was my life, and my pleasure. I desired a partner who wanted to be intimate, and that’s what I was going to get. As much as I toyed with the fantasy of sleeping with my stepson, that’s all it was, a hot fantasy. The taboo of it turned me on to no end. It wasn’t until I read the letter that I decided to go through with it.

I knew it wouldn’t be a difficult proposition, convincing a 19 year old who found me attractive to sleep with me in his own house. He’d always had eyes for me, and despite trying his best to keep it under wraps, it was obvious. I’d even noticed my dirty underwear disappearing from the hamper and then mysteriously reappearing a few hours later. I never brought it up, as I found it kind of sexy in a dirty way. It was endearing.

As soon as I made the decision to take my sex life into my own hands, I decided to put the pressure on him right away to see how he handled it. The idea of flirting with someone new, seducing a younger man and teaching him how to fuck was exhilarating, and I flushed with excitement.

The first order of business was casting Mike out of the bedroom. If he didn’t want to have sex with me, he could sleep on the couch by himself. He didn’t even fight me on it, and moved his pillow and blanket to the living room right away. Next up was dressing in the skimpiest clothes I owned, and flaunting myself a little bit for my potential bull.

I really can’t believe I’m going to do this. It’s so naughty. God I hope this goes well, it’ll be so much fun if he’s receptive. I wonder if his father will hear us? A million thoughts ran through my head while I slipped into a tiny pair of form fitting yoga shorts that didn’t cover my entire ass, paired with a white tank top. No bra. This should get his attention.

Paul was upstairs in his room, probably playing video games. I wanted to start making it obvious that I was available, and so horny that I was practically in heat. He needed to get used to seeing my body, and looking at me in that way. He had to know that I wanted him.

“Hey love.” I said, appearing in his door feeling next to naked. He was wearing gaming headphones, but his eyes went wide at the sight of me as a smile spread across his face.

“What’s up?”

“Not much, I was just thinking about you.” I said, giggling. “Did you need me to do any laundry? Are you hungry? I could make you a sandwich.”

“Oh, uhm, yeah sure.” he said, his gaze drifting up and down my body.

“Which one?”

“Both.” he said, staring at the clear outline of my cock in my shorts.

“You’re too cute. I’ll be right back.” I said, bending over at the waist to pick up his laundry, before walking slowly out of his room to give him time to check me out. I went into the living room and dropped the hamper on the floor. “Start this laundry before you go to work.” I told Mike.

“Okay honey.” he said. I ignored him, and went to work in the kitchen. I toasted the bread, and added fresh sliced tomatoes, spinach, and red onions to spice it up a bit.

“Are you hungry?” I asked, calling out.

“Ugh, yeah.”

“Okay, I’ll leave the sandwich stuff out.” I walked right past Mike on the couch, carrying a sandwich I made for his son.

“Thanks,” he said.

Over the next couple days, I made myself very available to Paul. I started spending more and more time in his room, watching him play video games and hanging out. He ate it up, and he lit up whenever I was around.

“You’re getting so manly and strong.” I said, shamelessly complimenting him as an excuse to touch his arms and shoulders.

“Thanks, I’m working really hard to put on muscle.”

“I can see that.” I said. “You’re so driven, I love it. I think a lot of girls will like that about you.”

“Well, go ahead and tell them that.” he said, laughing.

“I think I’ll keep it a secret.” I said, scooting closer to him until our legs were touching. There was no doubt he was attracted to me, but I could tell he was still uncomfortable with my sudden outburst of affection. He seemed almost nervous, and I realized it was because he didn’t want his dad to see us and take it the wrong way. So I started closing and locking the door behind me.

“Are you talking to any cute girls?” I asked, having ordered a pizza and brought it into his room.

“Not really. I was trying to get with this girl Sierra, but she started dating a 25 year old.” he said.

“Awh, I’m sorry. You should hook up with an older woman to get back at her.”

“Cara, if I had the ability to hook up with some hot older woman, I wouldn’t be sitting here playing video games right now,” he said.

“What if I told you that you did have the ability to hook up with an older woman?” I asked, letting my hands graze over his thigh.

“What do you mean? How?”

“I know a certain older woman that’s definitely interested in you.” I said. “And her husband gave her permission to take another lover.”

“That sounds intimidating. Honestly, I’m a virgin.”

“Well, don’t you want to learn how to have sex and please a woman?” I asked.

“Of course. But I don’t wanna go to some woman’s house, and her husband is there, or whatever. That’s just kind of awkward.” he said, laughing at the thought.

“But you would hook up with an older woman?”

“Definitely. I love older women, I just don’t even know how to go about talking to them. I feel like we wouldn’t have anything in common, and they just wouldn’t be into someone my age.” he said.

“Well, I’m older than you and we always have great conversations.”

“True.”

“And I happen to know that some older women are turned on by the idea of sleeping with a younger man.” I said.

“Please introduce me to these women,” he said. Paul had a good sense of humor, and a healthy sense of himself despite his age. “Why do you think that older women want to sleep with younger men? Because I know that I want to sleep with older women too, but I don’t understand why.”

“There’s lots of reasons. There’s kind of a naughty element to the age gap, and to maybe teaching a younger man or him learning about sex through you.” I said.

“Yeah, I think part of it for me is just like, older women seem like they’d have more experience and would already know what they want.”

“Do you think that would be comforting? An older woman guiding you through the process?” I asked.

“Yeah, for sure. I mean, ideally.”

“I’ve really enjoyed hanging out with you these past few days. I didn’t realize we had such good chemistry.”

“Yeah. It has been fun.”

“I’m gonna go take a hot bath, did you notice that your father is sleeping on the couch now?” I asked.

“Yeah, what’s up with that? Are you two fighting or something?” he asked.

“No, it’s just our new agreement. We aren’t going to be sleeping together anymore, and he gave me permission to find a new lover.” I said, on my way out the door. I smirked to myself, wondering what thoughts were brewing inside Paul’s mind after I left.


Chapter 4 - Paul

My head was practically spinning as I replayed our conversation over and over again. My cock was throbbing hard in my pants just from thinking about the possibility of losing my virginity to my stepmom.

I’d always tried catching a glimpse of her futanari cock, but that was easily the clearest I’d ever seen it. I heard that Futa women could have large penises, but my goodness. It was so long and thick, and it wasn’t even hard. My mouth watered at the thought of getting on my knees in front of her, opening wide and letting her fuck my mouth until she covered my face with sticky cum.

“There’s no way that’s what she meant.” I told myself, unable to comprehend what had taken place. I paced around my room, hoping and praying that she was talking about herself when she said she knew an older woman who was interested in me. 

I’d had a secret crush on Cara from the moment I laid my eyes on her. She seemed out of his league to me, but I loved that he married her because it meant I got to spend time with her and always be around a gorgeous woman. Everything about her was sexy to me, from her perfect little toes to her round ass and perfect tits to her stunning smile. She was a goddess as far as I was concerned, and I couldn’t even count how many times I’d jerked off fantasizing about her.

That would be so amazing, to be able to fuck Cara. Good lord, I can’t even imagine. I bet it feels so good to be inside her pussy, watching that big dick flop around while you thrust into her. Fuck that’s hot. I would literally do anything to be with her. I bet she is amazing in bed, she’s so outgoing and fun. It would be so perfect, and we could do it all the time. I can’t think of anyone I’d rather fuck for my first time. And I don’t know if I could take it, but I’d let her stick that thing inside of me anytime.

I couldn’t get my erection to go down, and my thoughts kept drifting to a naked Cara relaxing in the bathtub, with her heavy balls and rod floating at the top. She was right down the hall. She wasn’t going to fuck my dad anymore, and she wanted a new lover. It had to be me. I had to convince her.

She’d been extra flirtatious around me for days, and had taken to wearing the sluttiest clothes imaginable. Seeing her dressed like that drove me wild, and filled me with a building tension that could only be relieved temporarily in the shower. Why did I have to have such a hot futanari stepmom? It was a blessing and a curse.

My phone buzzed. It was a text from Cara, with a picture of her toes poking out of the water, followed by a message.

Cara: Just finished my bath, come lay down with me?

Paul: I’ll be right there.

After I pressed send, an anxious energy moved through me and I walked down the hallway towards her room on complete autopilot. When I entered the room, she was laying on her bed wearing only a white towel.

“Close the door behind you.” she said. I did as I was told, and walked over to the bed and had a seat. “So, we’re in quite the predicament here.”

“How so?”

“Well, I’m looking for a younger man to take over as my lover, and to take my cum and carry my child. And you’re looking for an experienced older woman to show you the ropes. If only there were some sort of an obvious solution to our conundrum.” she said, letting her hand move up my thigh.

“What are you doing?” I asked, as her hand moved to my crotch.

“Oh, nothing. Just looking for something to play with.” she said, grabbing my dick from the outside of my sweatpants. “Oh, wow. I think I found it.”

“That feels so good.” I said, as her hand stroked up and down.

“I know, baby. Here, give me your hand.” she said, guiding it to her crotch.

“Oh my gosh.” I said, letting my fingers sink into her girthy flesh.

“Let’s take them out and play with each other. Maybe I could kiss on yours?” she asked.

“Yes.” I said, completely unable to resist her.

“Here, let me take this off.” Cara unclasped her towel, allowing it to fall to the bed. “What do you think?” she asked, pressing her breasts together with her arms and shaking them back and forth.

“They’re gorgeous.” I said, staring at her perfect chest. I’d wanted to see her naked for so long, and it was even better than I could have ever imagined.

“Good boy. What about this?” she asked, taking her cock in her hand and swinging it back and forth. She was becoming erect, and it was the biggest cock I’d ever laid my eyes on. I didn’t even respond, I instinctively leaned forward. “That’s a good boy.”

“Mmm…” I moaned, kissing and licking all over her big stick.

“Yeah, you like that, don’t you?” she asked. I looked up at her smiling, unable to hide my approval. 

“I love it.” I said. “It’s so thick and juicy.” I slapped her cock against my tongue several times, maintaining eye contact while I did it. I’d never given a blowjob before, but I’d watched plenty of Futanari porn while fantasizing that I was sucking on Cara’s she-dick.

“Call me mommy.” she said, pulling my face against hers for a sloppy kiss. Her tongue swirled around inside my mouth, and I felt like I might climax in my pants. It was surreal, and I couldn’t believe it was happening. Her fingers slipped inside my waistband, pulling my sweats down until my cock flopped out.  “Oh, wow. Look how hard it is.”

“Oh my God.” I said, watching as my naked stepmother lowered herself to her knees beside the bed.

“Do you want mommy to kiss it for you?” she asked.

“Please.”

“Say it.”

“Please mommy.” I said, feeling embarrassed but too horny to refuse her.

“Has a girl ever sucked on it before?” she asked.

“No.” I said, staring back in awe of her beauty. She was so much more desirable than any other woman I knew, and she was holding my cock in her hands.

“Let mommy show you how good it feels.” she said, parting her lips and placing soft kisses on the tip. She caressed my balls and licked my shaft.

“Oh my gosh.” I said, feeling the pulse throb through my erection.

“I love how hard you are for me. Your cock is so much nicer than your fathers.” she said, wrapping her lips around the tip, and flicking her tongue against it.

“Ugh…” I sighed, unable to pry my eyes from her face. She had never looked more beautiful than down on her knees, kissing all over my dick.

“That’s mommy’s good boy.” she said, opening her mouth and swallowing deeper.

“Ugh…fuck.”

“Guck, guck, guck.” her throat made squishing sounds as she forced her throat down onto me.

“Cara…” I said her name, over and over as she enthusiastically worshiped my cock. Before that moment, I didn’t know that such pleasure existed. After years of fantasizing about her, it was finally happening. My stepmom was slobbering all over my cock, and there was no way I could last much longer without exploding.

“Ahhh…” she gasped for breath, smiling as saliva dripped from her chin. “I haven’t had a hard cock in my mouth in ages.”

“Cara, I’m going to cum if you don’t stop.” I said.

“I know, baby. I want it. I want you to cum for me, and I want to swallow it.” she said.

“Okay.”

“I love your balls.” she said, stroking my dick as she buried her face in them.

“Fuck.” her mouth provided suction to my testicles, making popping sounds as she alternated back and forth between them while stroking herself.

“They’re so swollen and full. Don’t worry baby, mommy will drain them for you.” she said.

“Yes, mommy. Please make me cum.” I said, practically whimpering. She had me so close to the edge that it was almost painful.

“I only drink your cum now, Paul. Only yours.” she said, spitting on my cock and then slurping it off. “I love your cock so much.”

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum, Cara. I’m gonna cum.” my cock flushed with pressure, and pleasure built up inside me.

“Mmm…mmm…mmm…” she moaned while sucking and stroking in unison, sloppily stimulating me to orgasm.

“Oh, fuck.” I gripped her by the hair, seizing repeatedly as I erupted inside her mouth.

“Mmm!” she squealed with delight as it flexed in her mouth, spitting hot cum.

“Oh my God.” I arched against her, forcing my cock almost down her throat as I peaked. I saw stars, and my toes flexed and curled uncontrollably. It was the greatest moment of my life.

Cara slid her mouth off of my cock without spilling the cum, tilting her head back and gurgling. I watched her little show, until she took a hard gulp and swallowed it all down before letting out a feminine giggle.

“I haven’t done that in a while.” she said.

“I’ve never done that.”

“How was it?” she asked, grinning and crawling into bed with me.

“Amazing.” I said, dropping down into position between her legs. I’d never felt such a pull to have something in my mouth. I wanted to stroke it and suck it, to debase myself for her personal pleasure as a tribute to her perfection.

“I want to cum inside you.”

“Why are you so sexy?” I asked, peering into her eyes as I tried taking her fat cock in my mouth.

“You’re the sexy one.” she said, placing her hand on the back of my head. “I can’t wait  to fuck you.”

“Ughck.” the soft tip of her mushroom head triggered my gag reflex, but she continued shoving it in and out of my mouth. My eyes watered while her dick bumped into the back of my throat over and over, and viscous spit dripped everywhere.

“Good boy, slobber all over mommy’s big dick. You’re a good little cock slut for mommy, aren’t you?” she asked. I smiled around a mouthful of futa cock, nodding my head as I continued trying to swallow her. Even though I’d just cum, sucking her massive perfect cock brought it eagerly back to life.

“Oh wow, already?” she asked, grinning. “I’m not used to this.” Cara made me climb up into her lap, and reached between her legs to take hold of her cock and bring it to my hole. “Mommy is so horny.” 

“It’s so big.” I said, as she rubbed the head back and forth against my virgin hole.

“Spit on your fingers, and lube up your asshole for me.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, again doing as I was told. The idea of taking her inside me without lubrication was terrifying, so I shoved my sloppy fingers into my anus, forcing them as deep in and out as I could. Not only was her cock enormous, it was impressively hard. I could actually see the veins in her shaft pulsing.

“Sit down onto it.” she said, lining the tip up with my hole.

“Ugh.” I grunted as the tip of a cock entered me for the first time, without protection. Her warm flesh stretched my ass like nothing ever had before, somehow forcing me to swallow it entirely. “Oh my God.”

“How is it, baby?” she asked.

“It’s the best thing I’ve ever felt.”

“Good boy, you like taking mommy’s cock?” she asked.

“I do.” I said, growing more aroused by her dirty talking the more she did it.

“Good boy, take mommy’s dick. Take your mommy’s big dick and make her cum in your tight little ass.”

“Cara, it’s so good. It’s so fucking good.” I said, squeezing my ass around her and watching her bouncing breasts as she thrust against me. She moaned and squealed, rocking the bed while bouncing me on her lap and making me ride her. I was way too immersed in what was happening to consider the potential ramifications of what we were doing, all I cared about was being bred by my stepmom like a little fuck slut.


Chapter 5 - Cara

It’d been so long since I’d felt the exhilaration of a new partner, and his young cock stayed so hard for me while I claimed his boy pussy.

“It’s so tight.” I moaned. His ass felt so much better than his father’s, and I knew that I was going to blast a massive load of cum into his butt.

“It feels so good.” he said, his hands gripping firm handfuls of my tits, pulling himself down onto me.

“I’m gonna cum, Paul. Mommy’s gonna cum.” I called out, crossing the point of no return. My cock had been waiting so long for this, and it couldn’t hold out any longer.

“Fuck, me too.”

“Good boy, cum for your mommy. Cum for my cock.” I shouted, unconcerned if my husband could hear us or not. “Fuck!”

“I’m so close, I can’t stop it.” he whined, his penis starting to swell up without being stimulated. I was hitting his g-spot so hard that it didn’t matter.

“Ugh!” I felt myself climaxing inside him, my cock flexing and shooting ropes of sticky cum into his asshole.

“Cara….” he said my name, whimpering as his dick spit errant cum all over the place.

“That’s so good.” I sighed, focusing on the sensation of his tight asshole milking my dick as I finished.

“Holy shit.”

“We’re gonna have so much fun together. Why haven’t we done this before?” I asked, closing my eyes with my dick still buried in his butt.

“I’ve fantasized about it before. So many times” he said.

“I know. You used my dirty panties to help make you cum.” I said, grinning. He let out a gasp of laughter, and covered up his face with his hands.

“I did. All the time. While we’re at it, I’ve masturbated while looking at your bikini pics on Insta too.” he said.

“That’s so adorable. I love it.” I said, pulling myself out of him. “Oh my goodness, Paul. It’s so much.”

“Yeah, that is a lot.” he said, watching as huge globs of excess cum dribbled onto my sheets.

“That’s so hot.” I said, scurrying off to find a towel. My body tingled and I felt euphoric. This was exactly what I was missing.

Over the next few days, we rarely left the bedroom except to grab our delivery food. My passion was completely reignited by him, and I became more addicted to his touch with each passing day. He made me feel young again, and playful.

I gave him every first I could think of. He licked my asshole, sucked on my toes, and ate my pussy and worshiped my balls. We came in every position I could think of, and engaged in all sorts of kinky dirty talk. Our main kink was not wasting any cum, as every drop was deposited directly in his boy hole.

Naturally, we settled into the new dynamic and became very affectionate whether we were making love or not. For all intents and purposes, we were a couple, and he was the new man of the house.

Paul of course became pregnant a short while later, and we decided we would tell everyone that Mike was the father of the child. Accepting defeat as always, and too cowardly to face the shame of his existence, Mike accepted these terms without hesitation. In his mind, it was a win. People would think I’d gotten him pregnant, and that he was a healthy man, instead of the truth, that he was impotent and unable to carry a child, and being cucked by his own son, in his own house.

MPreg - Claimed by Futa Milf - Futanari on Male Breeding

Chapter 1 - Cassie

My husband Steve was very supportive of my decision to have a child. We’d been married for 15 years, and were both too old to carry a child ourselves, so I turned my attention to my stepson Matt.

“And you’re sure that you’re okay with that?” I asked, wanting to make sure that he wasn’t simply trying to appease me. I would be sleeping with his son, after all.

“Baby, I knew what I was getting into when I married a futanari woman. I would never try standing in your way.” he said, smiling with his kind eyes.

“Thank you so much, it really means the world to me. A lot of men wouldn’t be okay with it, I just wanted to make sure.” I said, giving him a kiss. It was a tradition in my tribe of Futanari for older women to take younger male lovers for the purpose of procreation, and it wasn’t uncommon for that person to be their stepson.

Matt was tall and handsome, and I suspected that he harbored a fair share of attraction towards me. He was always respectful, but I could tell because I would catch him checking me out from time to time. Truth be told, once I noticed his gaze, I’d often dress provocatively to get a rise out of him. Being desired turns me on, and I couldn’t help occasionally fantasizing about feeding him his first cock.

He knew that I was futanari, but it wasn’t really something we discussed often. I did stumble upon a fair share of futanari porn on his browser history once, so I knew that he was into futa women.

Once I made the decision that I wanted to impregnate him, the matter turned to getting him on board. It wasn’t exactly easy to convince a man to carry a baby, especially a younger man. They all seem so afraid of it, even though it only takes 3 months for a futanari induced male pregnancy.

There was also the issue of the dynamic of our relationship. He’d always seen me as his father’s wife, and as his stepmom, and it isn’t everyday that you make love to your stepmother. I needed him to understand that this was very natural for Futa women, and that my choosing to take him as a lover was a serious decision on my end. Put simply, I needed to make him stop looking at me like I was completely off limits, I needed him to notice me as a real woman.

I wanted to speak to him about it directly, even though it might be a little awkward to explain. We’d always maintained a straight forward relationship, and I wanted that to continue. It wasn’t something I brought up right away, as I instead decided to think about how to best approach it for a couple of days.

That period became almost torturous, as I so badly wanted to breed him right then and there without saying a word. My body was going into heat, and I knew I had to talk to him soon, before I lost the ability to control myself and pounced on him out of nowhere.

“What’s going on babe?” Steve asked, noticing that I was fully erect while watching TV.

“Oh, that. I’m starting to go into heat.” I said.

“Really? It’s been a while since you’ve gone into heat.”

“Yeah. I think this whole situation with Matt spurred it on. I’ve been feeling a lot of lust towards him recently.” I said.

“Have you talked to him about it?” he asked, surprisingly open about the issue.

“Not yet. I’m going to soon.” I said, struggling to sit still because I was so aroused.

“Are you gonna try to walk that off, or do you want me to do something about it?” he asked, pointing to my throbbing bulge.

“I want to do something about it inside your son’s ass, but I’m gonna try to walk it off.” I said, getting up to leave the room. I could hear Steve chuckling behind me, as he found my misery entertaining.

I’d almost forgotten how intense the horniness could be, and the more I thought about it the stronger it became. The thoughts were becoming intrusive, and increasingly hardcore. It had to happen, and I couldn’t wait much longer. I wanted to spread his cheeks apart, and lick his virgin asshole before I forced my girth inside him and made him whimper like a good little breeding slut.

“Fuck.” I whispered as I walked down the hallway, my cock fully hard, and my pussy dripping wet. It isn’t always easy being a Futanari woman. I tried to think of other things, to literally walk it off, but the thought couldn’t be erased.

Finally, I snapped. There was no reason for me to be driving myself crazy, putting off communication, and walking around so horny that I was losing my mind. It was time to have a little talk with my stepson, and to tell him how I felt. I decided for the band aid approach. When I returned from my walk I was going to bring it up.

Chapter 2 - Steve

I’d known for some time that Cassie was going to eventually want to have a child, and that she’d want the man to carry it. It’s just the way she was. It made sense that she opted against it earlier in our lives, as we were less stable and Cassie always thinks ahead and makes good decisions.

The idea of getting pregnant by Cassie and carrying her child had always terrified me, and I was glad to pass the burden down to my son. He was younger, and would bounce back from it easily if he chose to go through with it. And I couldn’t imagine that he wouldn’t want to do it. He was 19, and his DNA was made up of 98% horniness.

Cassie was a stunning beauty, a woman to be admired and worshiped. She had impossible curves and proportions, the tightest pussy on the planet, and the biggest cock I’d ever seen. She was the total package. There was no way Matt would say no to her.

That’s where I had to step in. I knew that Cassie was nervous about bringing it up, and felt vulnerable to possible rejection about breeding him. It was a big deal to her, and it would really hurt her if he said no. But I knew that he wouldn’t refuse, unless he did it out of respect for me.

While she went for a walk, I decided to go to Matt’s room and let him know about what was going on. I figured it would make it easier on Cassie, and easier on him.

“Knock knock.” I said, popping my head inside the door. He was sitting on his bed listening to music, and pulled out his airpods when he spotted me.

“What’s up?”

“You have a minute? I wanted to talk to you about something.”

“Yeah, for sure. I’m not in trouble, am I?” he asked.

“No, nothing like that. It’s about you and your mom. Cassie.” I said, taking a seat at his computer desk across from him.

“What about us?” he asked.

“You know how Futanari women are able to impregnate men?” I asked.

“Yeah.”

“Well, your mother, I mean Cassie, has decided that she wants to have a baby. But I’m too old to carry.” I said, trying to choose the right words to explain what was happening. “It’s typical for Futa women to choose the man they breed, and it’s also sort of a custom for stepmothers to choose their stepsons to impregnate.”

“Is that what her tribe does?”

“Yes. Cassie is very impressed by you. She thinks you’re a good person, she finds you attractive, and she’d like for you to carry her child.” I said.

“Wow, I don’t know about that.”

“I know it’s a lot of responsibility, but we’ll care for the child.”

“It’s not just that. She’s your wife.” he said.

“Look, son, this is a very big deal for Futa women. Choosing their partner to breed with. You don’t have to do it, but please understand that I’m perfectly okay with it.” I said.

“But we’ll have to sleep together.”

“I know. Try to understand, we’re much older than you are. Cassie is going to choose someone either way, I’d much rather it be you than another man.”

“Are you sure? I don’t want to cause any hard feelings.”

“Matt, it isn’t like that. I want her to enjoy herself with you, and for you two to experience that type of intimate bond. It’ll be good for all of us.” I said, placing my hand on his shoulder. Matt nodded silently, deep in thought. “She’s an incredible lover, but it’s up to you.”

“I’ll do it.” he said, speaking up as I walked toward the door.

“Great. She’ll be happy to hear that.” I said, giving him a nod. It was exactly as I suspected, Matt’s only reservation was driving a wedge between him and I. As soon as I explained that I was okay with it, he took only seconds to make up his mind. And I couldn’t blame him, Cassie was going to blow his mind.


Chapter 3 - Cassie

What started as a walk quickly turned into a jog, and by the time I returned home I was dripping with sweat. Vigorous exercise was the only thing that had a chance of redirecting my sexual energy.

“Dang, baby. Looks like you got a good run in.” Steve said, handing me a bottle of water.

“Yeah, I just needed to blow off some steam.” I said.

“Speaking of which, I talked to Matt. He said he’ll do it.” he said, nonchalantly looking through the refrigerator.

“Wait, what?”

“While you were running, I had a talk with Matt. I explained the whole situation to him.” I said.

“Really? What did he say?” I asked, my interest piqued. I’d been planning to talk to him after I took a shower.

“He seemed kind of concerned about it affecting his relationship with me, but I told him that I was fully supportive of your decision, and he said he would do it.” he said.

“Oh, boy.” I said, realizing it was for real now. “Well thank you, I was having trouble bringing it up.”

“I know, baby. I thought it’d be easier if I got the ball rolling on things.”

“You’re the best. Where is he now?” I asked.

“I think he’s still in his bedroom.”

“This is crazy, why am I so nervous to go talk to him?” I asked. My heart rate had already increased, and I could feel my face turning red.

“Because you have a crush on him, and it’s new, and exciting, and you’re going into heat.” he said.

“Can’t forget that.” I said. “I guess I’m just going to go talk to him.” I said.

“Yeah. It’s Matt, it’ll be fine.”

“Okay, yeah. You’re right.” I said, taking a final swig of water before heading that way. I told myself to relax, and controlled my breathing as I approached his bedroom.

I can’t believe this is really happening. Fuck. He said yes! What does that mean though? How is this going to work? Who is going to make the first move?

“Hey.” I said, peeking my head around the door. His eyes lit up when he saw me, and a smile spread across his face.

“Hi.”

“I heard you talked to your dad.” I said, stepping inside. The whole thing had me so flustered that I completely forgot to shower, and stood in front of him in a sweaty t-shirt and short jogging shorts.

“Yeah.” he said, his eyes drifting down between my legs.

“Oh, yeah. Sorry.” I said, realizing my bulge was fully visible. As soon as we were in the same room, my body started reacting and I could feel myself becoming aroused.

“It’s fine,” he said.

“Do you mind if I close this door?” I asked. He shook his head, and I pressed it shut. “So you’re really okay with this? I know it’s a lot to ask.”

“I’m honestly flattered.” he said, shrugging. “You’re so beautiful, you could have anyone.”

“I don’t want anyone, Matt. I want you.” I said, taking a seat on his mattress. “Oh, I’m sorry, I’m all gross and sweaty and I’m sitting on your bed.”

“It’s fine.”

“No, I’m sorry. Here, let me just take this off.” I said, removing my shirt and tossing it in his laundry hamper so I was only wearing a sports bra. “That’s better.”

“Yeah it is.” he said, looking me up and down with a hungry grin.

“Naughty boy.” I said, enjoying his attention. I’d been craving for him to look at me like that for longer than I cared to admit.

“I can’t help it that you’re so gorgeous.”

“Look at you, Matt. I love your confidence.” I said.

“I’ve always wanted you, it’s just, you know. That would be disrespectful. But now.”

“But now I’m all yours.” I said, feeling the urge to finally give in and go crazy on each other flaming up something fierce.

“Yeah.” he said, watching intently as I removed my sports bra. “Wow. They’re even nicer than I expected.”

“You like?” I asked, pressing my breasts together with my arms and checking them out for myself. “You can touch them. If you want.”

“Yes please.” he said, sliding closer to me and reaching out with both hands. He caressed them softly, staring into them like crystal balls.

“This is making me very horny.” I said, feeling the pulse in my erection return.

“Me too.”

“Let’s take out our cocks, and play with each other a little.” I said. Matt glanced again at my bulge.

“Okay, but I’m not as big as you.” he said, showing his nervousness.

“Oh, baby. That’s okay. It’s not a competition.” I said. “Do you wanna see it?”

“I really do. I’ve always wondered about it.”

“Do you wanna take it out?” I asked, biting my bottom lip and trying to tease him. He nodded, and let his hands move from my chest down to the waistband on my shorts. “I can’t wait to feel your mouth on it.” Matt’s fingers slipped inside the waistband, and he lowered my shorts until it flopped out dramatically.

“Oh my God.” he said, unable to pry his eyes off it. “I’ve never seen such a big dick.”

“Touch it.” I said. It was so hard and ready for stimulation, I needed his touch.

“Wow.” he said, wrapping his fingers around it. “I have to use both hands.”

“Both hands and your mouth.” I said, watching him stroke softly up and down. “That feels so good. I love when you touch me.”

“I’ve never done this before.” he said, looking into my eyes.

“That’s okay. You can use me to learn on.”

“How am I ever going to take this?” he asked, admiring my lady dick.

“We’ll make it work, baby. Don’t worry. Just try and relax.”


Chapter 4 - Matt

It felt like I was in the middle of an amazing wet dream, and I struggled to process that it was really happening.

“Here.” she said, leaning over and allowing her spit to dribble onto her cock. “That should help.”

“It’s so big.” I said, spreading her saliva around her meaty shaft. I applied more spit, and began to fondle her swollen balls.

“Oh Matt, I love that. You can kiss on them too.”

“Your balls?”

“Yeah, if you want to. I really like that.” she said. Cassie had been the star of my fantasies for way too long, and seeing her naked and hard was the most arousing thing I’d ever seen. I hadn’t even taken my cock out, but I already felt like I was going to cum.

I dropped down to my knees beside the bed, while she parted her legs and let me tend her monstrous Futa cock. She pretty much required two hands at all times, so I buried my face in her balls and began licking away eagerly.

“Mmm…” I moaned, tasting her sweat and flesh.

“Good boy…” she placed her hands on the back of my head, forcing my face into her nuts. Cassie brought out a different side of me, and I found myself taking pleasure in submitting to her will. Pleasing her and worshiping her were the only things on my mind. “That’s so good. Make out with my asshole. I want to see how dirty you will be for me.”

“Yes mommy.” I said, the words leaving my mouth automatically as my swirling tongue transitioned from her balls to her sweaty covered asshole. Cassie laid down on her back, lifting up her legs for better access. Her balls draped over her vagina and ass, resting on my face as I kissed her brown hole. 

“Moan while you eat mommy’s asshole. Show me what a dirty boy you are.”

“Mmm…Mmmm…” I moaned, lapping away and feasting on her anus. There was nothing she could tell me to do that I wouldn’t do. I forced the tip of my tongue into her butt, making it firm and pressing it in and out. “It’s so good.”

“I like you.” she said, giggling. “Take your shorts off and bend over the bed. I think you deserve a reward.”

“Uhm, okay.” I said, struck with the sudden fear that she was about to impale me with her donkey-like she-cock.

“Is that the first time you’ve licked an asshole?” she asked, wearing an evil grin.

“Yeah.”

“Has anyone ever eaten yours?”

“No.”

“Good. I’ll be your first. ” she said. I removed my bottoms, and my hard cock sprang out. “Oh, hey. You’re so hard! Look at that.”

“Yeah, you really turn me on.”

“You really turn me on, too.” she said, motioning for me to approach her. “It’s so nice. It’s bigger than your father’s, and I love your balls.”

“Thanks.” I said, as she fondled my cock and balls. “Fuck.”

“Feels good, huh?”

“So good.”

“Bend over for me. I want to taste your little virgin asshole.” she said, tightening her grip around my balls and bringing me to the edge of the bed and bending me over.

“Yes mommy.” I said, hearing my submissive side emerge yet again. Cassie pulled my cheeks apart and went to town, sending chills of pleasure rippling through me that made me squirm, whimper, and squeal. It felt so good that it was overwhelming, and I made strange sounds that were beyond my own control. “Oh my God.”

“Good boy.” she said, letting out a chuckle as she flicked the tip of her tongue against my hole. “So yummy. I can’t wait to fuck your tight little boyhole and fill you up with cum.”

“But you’re so big.” I said, pleading with her.

“You’re gonna love it. I’m going to turn you into such a good little cock slut for mommy.” she said, inserting the tip of her finger and working it in and out. “Deep breaths, baby.”

“I’m so horny.” I said, almost crying with pleasure as her finger slipped in and out of my ass.

“I know, baby. Mommy is going to make you feel so good, and when I tell you that you’re allowed, I’m going to make you cum harder than you’ve ever cum in your life.” she said, licking and fingering simultaneously. I wasn’t accustomed to anything going on back there, but I was so turned on that I was becoming more receptive by the second.

“I want you to fuck me, mommy. You’re just so big.”

“Shh...just relax baby. Don’t worry about it, trust me. I know how to get my good boy pregnant.”


Chapter 5 - Cassie

I was caught up in the heat of the moment that I didn’t even consider that my husband was still in the house. The sight of Matt’s fertile little virgin asshole, practically calling out to be impregnated was the only thing on my mind.

My dick was fighting to overpower my mind, wanting inside at any cost. I knew that Matt needed prep, time to let himself relax before he could possibly take me. The only way I could satiate myself in the meantime was by savoring his asshole with my tongue, reaching around to play with his erection.

“I love how little and tight it is.” I said, posturing up to begin the tease. I knew that I couldn’t simply force it in, but I was going to enjoy the slow process. Matt turned to look back at me with fear in his eyes, but I simply smiled and stroked his hair. “I’m just going to rub the tip against it.”

“Okay, mommy.” he said, fully settled into his role. He was looking to me for guidance, reassurance as I laid claim to what was rightfully mine. I rubbed my puffy mushroom head in circles surrounding his entrance, readying him with my ample pre cum.

Futa women in heat produce a slimy substance that leaks from our tips, and it is incredibly adept at providing not only lubrication, but relaxation to the male anus. I watched it dribble from my pisshole, spilling onto his ass.

“Deep breaths. I’m just gonna push it in a tiny bit.” I said, applying forward pressure with my hips. His body resisted slightly, so I continued drawing circles around the target.

“I’m sorry. I’m trying.” he said, reaching back with both hands to pull himself apart. “I want it.”

“I know, baby. You’re so sweet. I don’t need you to do anything except relax, and enjoy it. Mommy’s gonna take such good care of you.” I said, slowing down my cadence and letting him know that it was all okay. “Try squeezing it, make it little for me then relax it.”

“Okay.” he said, doing as he was told. Watching his tiny hole flexing made me want to force it inside him, to make him take what was coming to him either way.

“Good little slut. You want mommy’s big dick in your asshole, don’t you?” I asked, pinning his head to the mattress with my hand.

“Yes mommy.”

“Open up your asshole for me, there you go. Try to swallow mommy’s big tip.” I said, again applying firm pressure. As he became more and more lubricated, I could feel it finally beginning to enter. “How’s that?”

“It feels good.” he said.

“Pull your cheeks apart for me.” I said, guiding the tip to his ass and pressing it against him until it slipped inside a little more. “There ya go, good boy. You’re gonna swallow all of mommy’s cum with your butt.

“Yes.”

“Oh, that’s good. So tight.” I said. He was opening up, and I could tell my precum was working. “Look how hard your cock is while I fuck you? Such a good boy.”

“Yes mommy.” he said, his fingers digging into the sheets as I began feeding him my shaft.

“Ugh!” he winced, and I could feel his ass clamp down around me.

“It’s okay…shhh…” I worked it out before thrusting harder against him.

“Ugh!” he began squealing, but he was taking it. “Ugh…ugh…”

“That’s it. God damn Matt, I’m not going to be able to last with your little virgin boypussy. You’ve never had a big cock in you, have you?” I asked.

“I’ve never had anything in me.” he said, a tear streaming down his cheek as I lay claim to him. All he could do was lay there, and receive my long strokes as I rearranged his insides.

“It’s so good.” I called out, grabbing and slapping his ass as I began to pound away at him.

“Oh my God!” Matt got onto his hands and knees, and his cock flopped around helplessly as I drove mine into him. He’d never been stimulated like that before, and I could feel him nearing orgasm.

“Get ready baby, I’m gonna cum. I’m gonna get you pregnant.” I said, grunting as I slammed my hips against his ass. He posted on the bed, arching against me as I fed him every inch of my futanari she-cock.

“Please…” he begged, his cock spurting off, climaxing without even being stimulated. There’s no way that his father couldn’t hear his son’s squealing desparation as he came all over his stepmother’s cock.

“Fuck.” My entire body tingled as I erupted inside him. Rope after sticky rope, my cock flexed over and over, spilling cum into his fertile boyhole. “Ugh!” I gripped his hips and thrust into him, pulsating without protection.

“Ohhh…” he sighed, collapsing face first onto the bed the moment I finished. I left it inside him, working it slowly in and out as the final small pulses went off.

“I love being inside you.” I said, cuddling up in the big spoon position.

“I’ve never cum like that. I didn’t even know sex could feel that good.” he said, nestling his ass against me.

“Squeeze it.” I whispered, licking his inner ear and grinding against him. My arousal was so high that I maintained my erection, and still wanted more.

“Are you still hard?”

“Mommy wants to feed your hungry little asshole so much cum.” I said, posturing up and rolling him over on his back. “Spread your legs. I want to look into your eyes while I fuck you.”

“Okay.” he said, looking back at me with such an innocent look. It was easy to forget how young and inexperienced he was, and how this was very first time being fucked.

“Do you like it? Do you like your mommy’s cock?” I asked, whispering into his ear, kissing him and ravaging him. It’d been such a long time since I’d had a new lover, and I wanted to show him how serious I was about getting him pregnant.

“I love it. I love you.” he said, his eyes rolling back as I began fucking him senseless. My cum covered cock slipped in and out of his squeezing hole, until I was again approaching a powerful release.

“Say you want it. Beg for mommy’s cum.” I said, putting my hands around his throat and thrusting relentlessly.

“Please…please cum in me. I want it.”

“What do you want?”

“I want mommy’s cum.” he was reduced to a cum filled mess, bouncing up and down on his stepmom’s bareback futa cock, begging for cum.

“That’s a good boy.” I said, forcing my fingers into his mouth while I pumped him full of futa cum.

“Ughhhh…” he sighed, struggling for breath as I stared down at my cock entering him. In and out, his asshole swallowed every inch and every drop of cum.

“I love you too baby.” I said, kissing him on the mouth before removing my dick.

“Jesus.” he said, watching his gaping hole spill out with semen. “That’s so much cum.”

“Flex your hole.” I said, standing at the edge of the bed and directing a little cum show. “Good boy. Will you eat some cum for mommy?”

“Yes.” he said, scooping a heavy glob directly from his ass and plunging it into his mouth. “Mmm…” he moaned, swallowing it down and going back for more.


Chapter 6 - Steve

The two of them went at it non stop for days. Cassie was insatiable while in heat, and her cock would stay hard no matter how many times she came. I remember when we were younger, having sex for five or six hours a day for weeks. I missed it, but there was no way I could keep up with her.

Admittedly, it did make me jealous. I walked around the house, doing chores and relaxing while the walls shook. I could hear him whimpering over the rhthymic sounds of their flash slapping together. And I knew they were doing more than simply having sex for the sole purpose of procreation. The walls are thin, and I often overheard their dirty talking.

“Yeah, you like eating mommy’s ass and pussy, don’t you?” she asked. It gave me kind of a sick feeling, but I got used to it quickly. By the time she was out of heat, my son was already showing the first signs of being pregnant.

There was morning sickness, increased appetite, he started sleeping more. We didn’t even get a test, it was that obvious. That was six months ago, and things are mostly back to normal around here, outside of the new baby of course.

I couldn’t be happier for Cassie, as I know that she’ll make an amazing mother.  

MPreg - Feminized by Futa Stepmilf

Chapter 1 - Mat

I was living the dream at 19, with a fully furnished basement apartment at my dad’s house, with no job and no rent. Life was good.

Until he married Ella, and she started getting on my case about getting a job and moving out. My dad hadn’t brought it up a single time ever, but as soon as she moved in it was a whole thing.

“Son, I’m sorry. I need you to get a job, and take steps towards getting your own place.” he said.

“Yeah, okay. It’s cool.” I said, playing it off like it was no big deal.

“Thanks. She’s just…you know how women are.” he said. I nodded, and he went back upstairs while I returned to my video games. I had zero intentions of applying for a job, let alone obtaining one. He was a pushover, and knew I could stretch it out for possibly years before I actually had to make a move.

The thing is, I loved gaming, and playing basketball, and driving around with no particular destination in mind. I didn’t like schedules, or keeping to them, and I could only see a job interfering with that and the lifestyle I was trying to lead.

Something about Ella rubbed me the wrong way. My dad never got any dates, so when he showed up with this tall, beautiful woman with huge tits and a fat ass, I was suspicious. It certainly didn’t surprise me that he wanted to be with her, what concerned me was that it made no sense for her to want to be with him.

That was all well and good, and I figured that even if she was using him, as long as he got to bang her, he was  getting a good deal. But now that she was trying to claim my turf, something had to give. I wasn’t sure exactly what that was, but it was going to have to give.

“Mat? Did you apply for any jobs today?” she asked. We were having a rare family dinner, and I was trying to quickly plow through my portion of hamburger helper before returning to my abode.

“Ugh, yeah. Matter of fact, I did.” I said, shoveling a large amount of food into my mouth to give me time to think of a lie for the follow up question.

“Where did you apply?” she asked. Ella was wearing a low cut red dress, and looked stunning. Something about seeing her in red, with perfect posture, peering at me, it was intimidating. I chewed away at my food, trying to think of the names of local restaurants.

“Rob Evans, Hamburger King, and I put in an application for a warehouse as well.” I said, thinking I’d put an end to her line of questioning.

“That’s all?”

“Yeah.” I said. “I was busy.”

“Mat. Go on Indeed, upload your resume, and you can apply to thirty jobs in fifteen minutes.” she said.

“I don’t believe in that.” I said, brushing her off.

“In what? Indeed?”

“Yeah. I like to do things the old fashioned way, you know? Put in the application, call to check on it in a few days, then show up and ask to speak to the hiring manager if I haven’t already secured an interview.” I said, shaking my head knowingly. I was beginning to think she might be easier to get over on than I’d initially expected.

“Is that what you usually do?”

“Yep.”

“Your father told me earlier that you’ve never had a job.” she said, folding her hands and deadening her gaze. I saw a flicker of anger in her facial expression, and it made the hair on the back of my neck rise to attention.

“Well, I’ve never had what you might call traditional employment, but I like to think I’ve acquired my fair share of street smarts.”

“From where? Down in the basement?” she asked. Her eyes were wide, staring into me.

“Ugh, yeah, the internet, and I watch a lot of the Doctor Phillip Show.” I said. Ella burst out laughing, and her eyes moved over to my father’s. I could feel my face turning red, it was the first time I’d been humiliated like that verbally in my own home.

“Wow. You’re funnier than I gave you credit for, Mat.” she said. “But seriously, get a job. And get it fast.”


Chapter 2 - Ella

It was a complete and total mess of a situation, and I almost couldn’t believe I’d gotten myself into it. I was one of four Futanari women from my tribe who were trying to integrate into regular society.

Dating was difficult. Most people thought Futanari women were a myth, so it was kind of a delicate thing to bring up. Besides, my main mission was establishing myself and becoming successful. I had all the fake documents, and secured a job leasing apartments in a small city.

Still, I wanted to date, and find a partner. I met Christian through a dating app, and we went out for drinks. He was very polite, and sweet. He was kind of shy, not overly charismatic but still charming in his own way. It went well.

He kept calling, asking me out for a second date, and eventually I wilted. We went out once a week for a couple of months, and became what I considered good friends. I liked that he wasn’t overly sexually aggressive, and allowed me to take things very slow with him.

I got to know him better, and found myself liking him more and more. He wasn’t my type, and I didn’t find him all that attractive, but I was too scared of men finding out that I was futanari to date the kind of guys I wanted to date. He felt safe.

Eventually, despite us never having even kissed, he asked me to be his girlfriend. I said yes. Honestly, I was lonely, and his companionship meant a lot to me. He was ten years older than me at 51, and told me that he preferred to wait for marriage before pursuing a physical relationship.

We dated for six months. It wasn’t the most exciting relationship, but we worked well as a team and had similar life goals. I think he wanted companionship more than anything.

Anyway, still without having shared our first kiss, he asked me to be his wife. Or as he put it, life partner. He told me that he would sign the house over to me if I would take his hand in marriage, and I agreed.

The whole thing snuck up on me, and by the time we were getting eloped, I felt too bad to pull the rug out from underneath him. I loved Christian a great deal, but I wasn’t and would never be in love with him. The way I saw it, marrying Christian was the perfect way to establish myself permanently in society.

Once we moved in together, I realized how much of a mistake I’d made. Seeing someone once a week, twice at most, over a one year period is a whole lot different than living under the same roof. He instantly drove me crazy, and I realized I was going to have to put my foot down and run the household myself if I was ever going to create a liveable environment for myself.

Christian had a million annoying habits and idiosyncrasies, and I wasn’t sure how I didn’t notice them before. The way he picked at his teeth with a toothpick, the way he drank water from a glass, his choice to wear tight white underwear with faded pee stains and blown out waistbands, or the way his fat gut hung over said frilly waistbands.

And don’t get me started on the sex, which we had twice. After that I said enough, no more. We went back to the way things were before, and I made sure he contacted his lawyer the next day to ensure that the papers on the house were being moved along at the fastest possible pace. He farted while he slept.

After informing Christian that he would be sleeping on the couch indefinitely, and that sex was off of the table, I turned my sights on his basement dwelling,19 year old leech of a son Mat. It wasn’t even Matthew, his legal name was Mat. Fucking Christ…

I mean, what do you even say to sum up that piece of work? Lazy, entitled, delusional, possibly a neanderthal. Mat was a little taller than his dad, and more handsome, but he didn’t possess a single quality that might signify a man.

His muscles were soft and undeveloped, because he never worked out. The only reason he was still skinny and relatively lean was because of his youth, which he was wasting on video games, and I could only assume massive loads of pornography. He wasn’t getting laid on his own, that much is for certain.

It was enough to drive me insane, explaining to Christian why he was enabling his loser son and what needed to take place to move things along. Not to harp on this, but when we finally laid down in our marital bed to have sex that first time…he was wearing a pair of his patented pee pee pants and looked ridiculous. But I didn’t care, because I hadn’t had sex in so long that it didn’t matter to me.

It’s hard to explain what was there when he pulled his pants down. If it wasn’t a micropenis, he missed the cutoff by mere hundredths of a centimeter. The room was dimly lit, but I got a good look at it as he crawled on top of me.

“Do you want me to help you get it hard?” I asked, still confused by what I’d seen. He lifted my cock and balls to expose my vagina, and brought himself to my opening.

“No, baby. It’s already throbbing hard.” he said.

“Oh my God.” I said, monotone and flat as I stared at the ceiling. His fat belly was somehow simultaneously very sweaty, and very cold. He thrashed his hips on top of me, moaning away like we were in the midst of the hottest sex ever while I felt my cock going completely limp. I preferred to be the one doing the fucking, and if I was going to submit to a man, it would have to be much better than what he was doing.

“Yeah, you like that?” he grunted, making strange noises as he slammed his hips against mine. I honestly couldn’t feel anything. It was as if nothing was inside me at all, but he loved it.

“Yeah, baby. Oh my gosh.” I said, closing my eyes and pretending I was a butterfly and could fly far away from where I was.

“Oh shit. Oh shit. Oh fucking shit!” he grabbed my breasts with both hands, squeezing clumsily as cum dribbled out onto my vagina. He collapsed next to me, smiling ear to ear with his eyes closed.

“I’m gonna go to the bathroom.” I said, running inside and closing the door behind me. I washed my vagina, praying that none of his useless semen got inside me.

Out of pure and morbid curiosity, I let him try again later. I made him try anal, but he couldn’t get it in. I tried getting on top, and it was impossible. It was sitting on a ring pop, except that would have likely provided more physical pleasure. I grinded against the nub until it leaked sperm again, and then swore to myself that was it.

Anyway, his son was a real loser and I wanted him out of my house. The more I brought it up, the more dodgy and weird he got about it. There wasn’t a whole lot that I could do about it, but it was only a matter of time. As soon as the house was in my name, he would be in checkmate.


Chapter 3 - Mat

“Let me see. Show me.” she said.

“No. Why can’t you just take my word for it?” I asked. I hated it when people invaded my private kingdom, especially when it was Ella.

“Because it’s been two weeks and you haven’t even lined up an interview.” she said, her voice screeching. I couldn’t help noticing how beautiful she was, and how hot it was when she was angry.

“It’s all in motion. I’ve got a plan, and I’m following the steps, and if I trust the process, it will all come to fruition with a job.” I said, nailing every word and impressing myself with my cool calm and collected delivery.

“What is this, some half rate, quarter assed self help bullshit?” she asked, raising her voice even more. “Everywhere is hiring. The only reason you don’t have a job is because you haven’t done a damn thing.” she said. There was a moment of silence, and I considered my options.

“I’m actually writing a self help book as we speak. I’m going to try and get it published. I was going to ask you and dad if maybe you could give me an advance while I work on it.” I said. Ella started laughing, but it wasn’t a happy laugh.

“What’s it called?” she asked, her voice seething with anger and her face turning red. “The self help book you’re writing, what’s it called?”

“Ugh, Believe, Achieve….”

“Deceive? You little fucking liar.”

“No, it’s conceive. Believe, Achieve, Conceive.”

“Listen you little fucker, if you don’t have a job in three days you’re gonna be out on your fucking ass.” she said, getting all up in my grill and pointing.

“I mean, it’s a working title.”

“Three days.” she said, turning to walk away. She was wearing leggings that showcased her perfect apple bubble butt, and I felt my mouth begin watering. I couldn’t let her have the last laugh, I had to let her know that if it came down to a battle of wits, that I was gonna win it.

“They say only two things are certain in this life…that I’ll never leave this house, and I’ll never get a damn job either.” I said, crossing my arms with confidence. I felt like an alpha lone wolf who was the leader of his pack, just staring her down with full knowledge that she couldn’t possibly fuck with me. Not even if she wanted to.

“Mat.” she said, regaining her composure as she turned to look at me. Ella was gorgeous, and I wondered how she might feel looking at a powerful young wolf such as myself under the moonlight of a full moon for the very first time. “Your dad signed the house over to me. I signed the papers, they were notarized, and in 72 hours it will be official. You’re fucking out.”

“Ella, please. No. This basement is my fortress, it’s my kingdom. And it’s all I’ve got.” I said, bowing my head in surrender. I need mercy, and another chance.

“Of course it is. You’re 19 and you don’t work. It’s your dad’s house, not yours. And now it’s my house, and I don’t want you here.” she said.

“How much for rent?” I blurted, desperately seeking an alternative that allowed me to maintain my life as I knew it.

“Rent?”

“If I get a job, and start working. How much would it cost me to stay here?”

“You’re serious?”

“Yes. I don’t wanna go. And judging by the fact that dad sleeps on the couch, I doubt you want me to go as much as you’re acting like.” I said.

“Well, that’s true. But you’re a financial burden Mat. $200 a week, and you can stay.” she said.

“$800 a month? Good Lord.”

“It’s a fully furnished basement with a bathroom, a kitchenette, and in your case, a full sized refrigerator and two vintage arcade games, all owned by your father. Good luck finding something like that for any cheaper.”

“Fuck. I’ve never met 800 bucks in a year, let alone in a month.” I said. Her stipulations were outrageous and unachievable. There was simply no way in hell that I could afford that. That would require practically a full time job, and I couldn’t balance that with all the things I had going on in my life.

“There might be another way.” she said. I perked up, fully open for anything she threw at me.

“Your father and I, we don’t have sex.” she said.

“I’m listening.”

“And, well, I’m a very sensual woman, with needs.” she said. Her entire demeanor changed. It reminded me of how sexy she was, and how much I would give for a shot at her.

“Of course.” I said, pursing my lips and flashing her my trademarked look of seduction. “I think I’ve got what you need right here.”

“Yeah, you do. I’ve been admiring your figure ever since I moved in.” she said, moving closer and running her fingertip over my shoulders.

“Really?” I asked, raising my shoulders a little and sucking in.

“Yes. Do you mind if we sit down and speak for a moment?” she asked. She transformed into pure femininity, and her voice became soft and flirtatious.

“Of course. You’re my stepmom after all, I really think we got off on the wrong foot.” I said. We sat down on the couch in front of my mounted gaming monitor, and she placed her hand in mind and looked into my eyes.

“You’re right. I want us to have a very close, and tender, and loving, and affectionate relationship.”

“Me too. That’s all I want.”

“Good boy. You can call me mommy, if you want.” she said. I was lost in her stare, like she hypnotized me with her beauty.

“Yes mommy.”

“Good boy. Now like I was saying, you can either get a job and pay $200 a week for rent, food, and bills. Or, you can take over for your father in the bedroom, and do the things he doesn’t do for me.”

“I really like the second option.” I said, fighting back a smile.

“Me too. I didn’t realize your father and I would be so incompatible sexually, but I just have to be honest with myself about my desires. I know what I want, and he can’t give it to me. He’s too old, and too fat.” she said. I felt kind of bad for him, but at the same time, you know, who better to handle the needs of his wife than me?

“I understand. He is a bit weathered, and past his prime.” I said.

“Exactly. There’s no way he could handle the intensity of bending over in front of me, I’d split him in half.”

“Yeah. What do you mean?” I asked.

“Oh nothing.” she said, placing her hand on my thigh. “So you think you’re up for this?”

“Absolutely. I’m built for it.” I said. I couldn’t believe what was taking place, and as her hand crept closer and closer to my crotch, I felt myself becoming simultaneously aroused and uncomfortable. I was a virgin and had only gotten a handjob, and a beautiful 40 year old woman who was way out of my league was aggressively coming onto me.

“Can I tell you what I’m into?” she whispered directly into my ear. Her tongue grazed lightly in a circular motion, sending chills through my spine. I swallowed hard, and nodded my head. “I like to be dominant, and in control. And I like my good boy to submit completely to my will.”

“I like that. A woman in charge. Sexy.” I said, trying to act cool even though I was fighting the strong urge to spontaneously ejaculate in my pants.

“Yeah, I think you’ll make a good little sissy.”

“Ugh, okay.” I said.

“Can I tell you a secret?”

“Of course.” I said. Her hand rubbed against my erection, caressing it softly over the fabric of my pants. “Ugh…”

“Do you know what a Futanari woman is?” she asked, wrapping her fingers around my member and rubbing it up and down.

“I dunno. I think I’ve heard of it.” I said. I writhed beneath her touch. It felt incredible and I didn’t want it to stop, but it was creating so much pressure down there that I felt like I might explode.

“That’s what I am. Maybe it’s better if I show you. Do you wanna see mommy naked?” she asked.

“Yes.” I said, wide eyed. Nothing like this had ever happened to me, and I wanted nothing more than to see her naked, suck her nipples, and fuck her as hard as I could.

“Good. Take your cock out for me. I want to watch you play with it while I strip down.” she said, removing her hand and standing up in front of the couch.

“Uhm, are you sure?” I said. I felt like a coward as the words left my mouth. I didn’t want to stop, I was just nervous about a woman like her seeing my penis.

“Yes, baby. It turns me on. I think it’s hot when a man strokes himself for me.” she said, reaching down and pulling off her t-shirt in one motion.

“Okay, yeah.” I said, staring at the cleavage spilling out of her lacy white bra. My shorts and underwear went down together, and she smiled when she saw it.

“Oh, wow. You’re larger than your father.” she said, letting out a little giggle.

“Yeah, I’m one of the bigger guys in the locker room.” I said, shrugging off her compliment. It wasn’t true, but as long as she thought it was big, then I was cool. I watched in a manic state of arousal as she unclipped her bra, and exposed the most perfect set of natural breasts I’d ever laid my eyes on.

“What do you think?” she asked, playfully shaking them from side to side. It was the single hottest thing I’d ever experienced in my life, and all I could do was smile, continue stroking myself, and nod. “You’re so cute. Are you ready for the rest?”

“Yes please.” I said, slowing down my pace because I was teetering on the edge of orgasm. She smiled again, and laced her thumbs inside of her leggings. She turned around before pulling them all the way down. She wore a black thong that split her round, beautiful cheeks, and I watched in delight as she stepped out of the leggings and began teasing the removal of her thong while alternating between popping each hip.

“Last piece.” she said, sliding the garment halfway down her buttocks.

“You have the most perfect ass I’ve ever seen.” I said, astonished like I was viewing the holy grail itself.

“Thank you baby. You’re so sweet. Maybe I’ll let you eat it sometime.” she let the thong fall down to her ankles, and stepped out of it. “Are you ready for the frontal?”

“Oh yeah.” I said. I’d stopped masturbating, but my cock still pulsed rhythmically without any stimulation at all.


Chapter 4 - Ella

I’ll never forget the look on his face when I turned around. I’d become rather aroused during my little striptease, and it swung freely as I spun around for him.

“Oh my God.” he said, his eyes locked right between my legs. I stood tall, smiled, and then made it jump by flexing. “You’re a….what is it?”

“Futanari.” I said, putting one of my feet up on the armrest and lifting my balls to show him my anatomy.

“You have both?” he asked.

“I do.”

“Oh.” he said. He didn’t seem quite as open or confident anymore.

“What’s wrong? You don’t like it?”

“No, it’s not that. You’re just…really big. It makes me feel inadequate.” he said, grabbing a small pillow to cover himself. I sat down next to him, and wrapped my arm around his shoulders.

“Baby, you don’t need to feel insecure about things that don’t matter. Besides, I don’t need you to have a big cock, or be some alpha bull in the bedroom. I need you to submit to me, and let me use your asshole however I want so that I can be fulfilled sexually.” I said, trying to calm him.

“You mean, I don’t get to fuck you?” he asked, looking at me with sadness in his eyes. I let out a little snort while trying to suppress laughter, and shook my head.

“No, Mat. Why would you get to fuck me? I need someone for my needs. You’re going to service my cock however I tell you to, whether that’s dropping on your knees and worshiping my cock in the kitchen, or bending over the couch and letting fuck you silly and drain my balls inside you. It could even be eating my ass in my bed while I watch a movie. Whatever I want.” I said. Mat stared blankly ahead, glancing over at my body on occasion.

“I don’t know,” he said.

“Talk to me. What is it?”

“So I’m gonna be like, your sex slave pretty much?” he asked.

“To some extent, yes. But you don’t have to. I need a willing submissive.” I said.

“And you’re gonna let me suck on your titties, and eat your pussy, and your asshole?” he asked.

“Yes. And my cock. And my balls. And my toes.”

“But I never get to have sex with you?”

“Yes, all the time. But no, Mat, you’re not putting your penis inside me.” I said.

“Why not?”

“Because I’m the top, and you’re gonna be the girl in the relationship.” I said.

“But why?”

“Because I said so. Look at how disobedient you’re already being, you need to be put in your place, and kept in line. And that’s what I’ll provide you.” I said. “Speaking of which, I’m going to need you to start shaving all of your body hair, and I mean all of it. And no more wearing men’s underwear.”

“What?”

“You’re the girl in the relationship. Did you not hear me? I’ll get you some wigs and lipstick.”

“I didn’t know you meant it like that.” he said, protesting.

“I want a pretty, obedient, agreeable, good girl. That’s the deal. You’re either in or you’re out.” I said. He looked me up and down, and then returned his gaze to my cock.

“Okay, fine. I’m in.”

“Good girl. I expect you to be hairless by the morning.” I said.

“Can I finish jerking off?” he asked.

“Sure, but not with me. I’m not touching you until you’re pretty enough to be worthy of my attention.” I said.

“But what about just now? You were saying how nice my figure was, and how I have a nice cock.”

“Yeah, you have a feminine figure that I can appreciate. And a cute little girly dick.” I said. “Please be a good girl for mommy, and shave before the morning.”

“Yes ma am.” he said, and stared at my ass while stroking his limp dick in his hand as I walked away. Maybe living with Mat wouldn’t be so bad after all.

Christian and I settled into a more tolerable living situation once he learned my preferences for things. He spent much of his time at home cleaning, trying to keep the house in tip top shape to keep me happy. While this was happening, Mat was undergoing his change and embracing it more with each passing day.

Once he shaved his body, I told him that his toes still had hair on them and that his feet needed serious attention. I scheduled him for a pedicure, manicure, and facial. I let him wear men’s clothing, but he had to wear a micro thong underneath.

With each task, he came expecting to be rewarded sexually. Each time, he was denied. I made him watch me masturbate, and would even lay my cock or balls on and across his face while doing it and making him suffer. His cock would get and stay hard, but I never let him touch it or offered the slightest stimulation.

I gave him dildos of various sizes, and told him that he had to train his anus to stretch before I would be willing to fuck him. That’s the only way I let him cum, is if he had something deep in his asshole. After a few days, he admitted how much he liked it.

He would fight back a little bit at each step, but would cave knowing that it was the only way that he would finally get what he wanted. He had so much pent up energy that he started jogging and working out, and I made him change his diet to be much cleaner. It took almost two months, but he was actually turning into an attractive little sissy girl. I decided the torture should be over for both of us, and I gave him a blonde pig tailed wig and told him to be on his bed waiting for me in my favorite pair of slutty lingerie.

It had been so long since I’d had fulfilling sex, and I was salivating at the chance to bend him over and take out all that built up tension on his tight virgin asshole.


Chapter 5 - Mat

At first I was ashamed, of wearing girl’s clothing and submitting to be my futanari stepmom’s little sissy bitch. At first it made me mad, that I had to go to such ridiculous lengths for sex and I wouldn’t even be the one on the giving end. My biggest fear was being found out, of my dad or friends finding out about our little agreement.

It wasn’t like I was some super manly man to start off with, but I liked to think of myself as a rather alpha dude before I started crossdressing and using dildos to stretch my ass for Ella’s fat futa cock. I thought about quitting at first, until it started turning me on.

Seeing her gorgeous, massive cock resting on my forehead filled me with cravings and desires I couldn’t have possibly fathomed before Ella. My mouth watered for the chance to finally get down on my knees in front of her, and let her use my mouth as a fleshlight.

I admitted it to myself, that this was the only way I’d ever get a woman like Ella. And I couldn’t stop thinking about it, especially because she never let me cum or touch myself while she teased me. It built up to the point of being physically painful, and my thoughts became a non stop onslaught of devious fantasies.

It surprised me, the intensity of my arousal and the ease at which I fell into the role of Ella’s female fucktoy. I spoke in a higher voice, and even had a different posture while I was “Maddy”, as Ella liked to call me.

It was nice being looked at like a piece of candy, complimented on my pretty toes and my cute little clitty dick. I was no longer embarrassed about the size, and I no longer felt inadequate. I knew that my tight little asshole would be enough to please her, and that I would willingly give it to her whenever she wanted it.

Ella desired me, and that was all that mattered. Even if I had to be someone else, I would do it just for her. I practiced blowjobs regularly, but had never done it in real life and couldn’t wait to try it out on Ella. I’d been in plenty of locker rooms with naked men, and I had never seen a monster like the one that hung between her legs.

It became my obsession, and all I could think about was pleasing and serving her cock. It had to be eleven or twelve inches long, and as big around as a petite girl’s forearm. And her balls, my goodness, don’t get me started. They felt so soft resting on my face, and the thought of using my tongue to lick them completely clean drove me wild.

I was so excited for the night it finally happened, and I did exactly as I was told in getting ready. Pigtails and lacy pink lingerie, just like mommy wanted. She told me to finger my asshole while I waited, and to make sure that I was nice and lubed up for her arrival, so that’s exactly what I did.

“Oh my God. I can’t believe this is really happening.” I said to myself, slipping my lubed up fingers in and out of my asshole and trying to get it properly stretched. I loved the sensation of cumming with a toy or finger in my anus, and I couldn’t imagine the intensity of finally taking the hot flesh of Ella’s massive futanari she-cock.

I heard the door to the basement open, and footsteps coming down the stairs. I hopped off the bed, and got down on my knees.

“Hi there, baby.” Ella said, approaching me slowly.

“Hi mommy.”

“Such a good girl, look how pretty your little pigtails are.” she said, playfully tussling my hair. “I think you deserve a yummy treat for getting all dolled up for mommy. What do you say?”

“Yes please.” I said, lighting up at the prospect of what laid ahead. Ella opened her robe, and let it fall to the floor. She was completely naked, and her cock hung heavy and flaccid in front of my face.

“Do you like whipped cream?” she asked, shaking a can and looking down at me. I nodded, and watched as she lined the entire top half of her shaft with the puffy white topping. “Do you wanna suck whipped cream off of mommy’s cock?”

“I want to so badly.”

“Open your mouth, there ya go.” she said, taking hold of my pigtails and guiding me towards her dick. I opened wide and stuck out my tongue as she shoved it into my mouth.

“Guck! Guck!” my eyes bulged and my throat made squishing sounds as she fed me dessert with her enormous monster cock. I could barely handle a few inches because it was so thick, and I gasped for air every chance she gave me.

“Good girl. Look up at mommy while you suck it.”

“Mmmm….” I moaned, frantically blowing her. I’d waited for so long, and her thick cock was finally inside my mouth. I swirled my tongue around it, using the messy cream as lube. The whipped cream turned me spit viscous and sweet, and I spit it up onto her cock and slurped it back off as she instructed me to do.

“Mommy didn’t know her little girl was such a slut for cock.” she said, forcing me down deeper with each dive. Her cock grew impossibly hard, and I dragged my tongue along the fleshy bottom of her shaft as she repeatedly impaled my throat.

“Ughhh!” I gasped as she pulled it back, slobber dripping from my chin onto my chest.

“Don’t forget the balls.” she said, right as she shoved my face into them. My cock throbbed with a pounding pulse, and I found myself in a state of cock crazed mania as I alternated between worshiping her balls and cock. “Yeah, look how hard your little clitty is from sucking that mommy dick. You’re a little whore for mommy’s cock, aren’t you Maddy?”

“Yes, mommy. I just want to be your cumslut. I want you to fill my tight little virgin ass and shoot your load deep in my hole.” I said, begging for more. I no longer cared if it was feminine, or weird, or gay, or whatever. I wanted her cock inside of me.

Chapter 6 - Ella

The transformation from Mat to Maddy was so extreme that he became her. No one had ever given me such an enthusiastic blowjob, slobbering and gagging, choking and giggling while mascara tears streamed down her pretty little face.

I face fucked her throat as hard and deep as I could, causing the middle to bulge. I used my fingers to gag her for more spit, and then sat on her face and made her go from eating my pussy, to licking my asshole, and then to my cock. I couldn’t get enough of her slutty inner nature, and seeing how unhinged and unleashed she became turned me on more than I could have expected.

“Take them off.” I said, snapping the waistband of her thong lingerie. “Then get on all fours facing the wall.”

“Yes mommy.” he whimpered, removing his bottoms and crawling into bed. I followed close behind, my hard cock feening for his young asshole. “Please fuck me bareback. I want to feel it in me.”

“Good girl. Beg for mommy’s cock.”

“Please, mommy. Please fuck my hole with your perfect cock.” he said, remaining in position while looking back at me. The tension between us had been building for months, and it was finally time for me to lay claim to his flesh.

“Is that what you want?” I asked, slapping my cock across his ass.

“Yes, mommy.” he pleaded, flattening out and pulling his cheeks apart. I could see the tan lines of his slutty feminine underwear as he pulled them apart. I placed the tip at her opening, and forced it inside with one hard thrust. “Ughh!” she squealed, whimpering like a good little slut for cock as I bottomed out over and over.

“You like mommy’s dick inside you?” I grunted, pinning his lower back to the mattress with one hand and pulling her hair with the other.

“It’s so big!” she cried out, tears continuing to stream down her cheeks. I bounced her on my cock, and savored her tight muscles contracting around my pulsing erection.

“Yeah, you like big, superior, mommy cock. That’s what you need. You need to be a good girl and serve hard mommy dick.” I lost myself in the moment, and flipped her over on her back and lifted her ankles up by her head.

“I love your cock, mommy.”

“I know you do, baby. It’s okay. Just let yourself be overtaken with pleasure, focus on the way mommy’s hard cock feels when it slides in and out of your tight little hole.” I said, licking her soles and sucking her toes. I loved the way she grinded back against me from the bottom, eager for every hard inch.

“I didn’t know that I was a cock slut, mommy. I didn’t know until you showed me.”

“I know, baby. You’re doing so good.”

“Do you think I’m pretty?” she asked.

“You’re gorgeous.” I said. We kissed passionately as I fucked her into oblivion. She even made an adorable little ahegao face as I reached climax, and her semi soft sissy cock started twitching, and a little stream of sissy cum dripped helplessly onto her stomach.

“Oh! Fuck, oh my God mommy. I’m cumming. I’m cumming on your cock mommy.”

“Good girl.” I whispered, kissing her neck and pumping her full of sticky cum. “I love you.”

“I love you too, mommy.” she said. I could tell by the loving and satisfied look on her face, that she meant it.


Chapter 7 - Maddy

I was instantly smitten and head over heels in love. There were butterflies in my stomach whenever I saw her, and eagerly awaited our secret naughty times. I became a pro at sucking cock, and took great pride in always swallowing every drop of her sticky seed, whether that was with my mouth, or my asshole, I didn’t really care.

My entire identity changed, and I no longer identified as Mat. I was Maddy, the sissy slut stepdaughter for my mommy master Ella. Her desires were my only purpose for living, and most of my duties were centered around pleasing her massive futanari cock.

It wasn’t something I thought about, even though I knew it was a possibility. I think a part of me wanted it to happen, but was still surprised when it did.

“You’re gonna be such a good mommy.” Ella said, running her fingers through my hair. By the time I became Mpreg, she had already told my dad about what was happening. There was no avoiding it, especially when I came to dinner wearing a miniskirt and bright red lipstick with my blonde pigtails.

He didn’t seem to mind, as being a cuck was very much in his nature. As my body grew, and I went through months of Mpregnancy, I realized how much I preferred my new life to my old one. I got to have sex all the time, and nothing made me cum harder than Ella’s she-cock. She hit spots inside me that would make me spontaneously cum, and squeal out like the feminine little whore that I’d become.

The house runs smoothly now, with dad and I doing most of the chores, cooking, and taking care of little Hector. Ella is our mommy master, and I know I’m in good hands as long as I’m doing whatever she tells me to do.

Taken for MPreg By Futa in Heat - Futanari on Male Breeding

Chapter 1 - Getting Unlucky

I was listening to hardcore gangster rap as I trekked through the woods with my machete. It was my first time on the island, and I was trying to get a feel for it. There were plenty of trails, but a lot of them were overgrown.

Sweat rolled down my back as I hacked away at the vines and weeds. Trailblazing and hiking on the random islands had become my favorite hobby, and the way I got my workout. It was nice to just go out for a long stroll, swinging a machete and exploring.

I’d been there for almost an hour when I came to a clearing, and saw an untouched private beach a few hundred yards away.

“I could use a quick cool off.” I said, taking a swig from my canteen. The water was at room temperature, but I knew that I had to keep drinking in order to stay hydrated out in the sun. There wasn’t a cloud in the sky, and it had to be 95 degrees. Thank God for the ocean. The music was still blaring as I walked toward the beach.

Cause them motherfuckers know their blood gon’ spill,

Ever since I was a kid growin’ up in the bottom

I beat a niggas ass, if I didn’t I shot him

Never gave a fuck about his family cryin’

Bottom line, better his than mine

It was at that very moment, I was tackled to the ground by a group of women who had snuck up behind me. Luckily, I didn’t fall on my machete, but they quickly wrestled it away and pinned me down.

“Who are you? And why are you on the island?” A woman said, pointing her speer at my face.

“Ugh, I’m Ryan. And I’m hiking.” I said, realizing that I was severely outnumbered.

“Tie his hands. He’s coming with us.” she said, a command that was quickly executed by her friends.

“Hey, hello? What are you doing?” I asked, feeling an element of danger set in. Just because it was a group of very attractive women didn’t mean that they weren’t going to kill me.

“You’re being transported to Mother Aiyana.”

“I don’t know who that is.” I said, my hands were bound and speers were at my back. The women lead me back toward the woods.

“She’s the leader of our tribe.”

“Can I just leave? I didn’t do anything wrong.” I said, pleading for release.

“You must first speak with Mother Aiyana. She’s been in search of a male for breeding.” she said.

“Oh. Breeding huh?” I said.

“Yes. She’s in heat.” the girl said. She was a pretty younger woman, with a very serious demeanor.

“And you need me to breed her? What does she look like?” I asked, thinking this might be a sweeter deal than I’d realized.

“No. She needs you for breeding.”

“What? How does that work?” I asked.

“You’ll see. Try to just shut up until we deliver you to her.” she said, poking my back gently with the tip of her speer.

“Fine, but I’m not getting some random woman pregnant.”

“Discuss it with her.” she said, applying more pressure to the speer. The other girls didn’t speak.

“Okay, okay. Fine. I’ll shut up.” I said, choosing to walk in silence for the rest of the way. We eventually arrived at a large clearing in the woods, complete with tents and a firepit.


Chapter 2 - Getting Lucky

“This way.” she said, pulling me away from the group and leading me to a large tent. “Mother Aiyana. We’ve brought you a male trespasser.” she yelled into the tent before looking back at me. Several seconds passed, and then a woman appeared at the entrance.

The moment I saw her, I knew I wanted her. She was stunning, and wore gold body jewelry with a beautiful traditional looking dress. Her hair was long and thick, her eyes piercing.

“Hi there.” she said, looking into my eyes.

“Hi.” I said, admiring her beauty.

“I am Aiyana.”

“Ryan.”

Please, step inside.” she said, bowing slightly. I stepped inside of her tent, and she entered behind me. “Welcome.”

“Thank you.” I said. There were rugs on the floor, and candles burning. It was a cozy little setup.

“Please, sit.” she said. As I went to sit down, I looked her up and down. That’s when I saw it, dangling between her legs and visible through her thin dress. The beautiful woman before me had a massive cock. “Oh, yes.” she said, taking notice of my gaze. “I’m futanari.”

“I don’t know what that means.” I said, unable to pry my eyes from her impossibly huge dick.

“Well, it means that I have both male and female genitalia.” she said, moving her hips rhythmically back and forth, allowing it to swing back and forth.

“Oh.” I said, still in awe of what I was seeing.

“Here, I’ll show you.” she said, parting her dress and lifting her cock and balls with both hands. “See?” she asked. There it was, a pretty little pink vagina right beneath her sack.

“I don’t know what to say.”

“You don’t need to say anything, love. I did have you brought to me for a reason though.” she said. Her voice was laced with sensuality, and there was something about her energy that made me want to sit and stare at her all day.

“Okay. What is it?” I asked.

“I’m currently in heat, which makes it very difficult for me to control myself sexually. I’m incredibly horny, and my breeding urges are out of control.” she said. I looked up at her from my sitting position, taking her in. “And I need a man to help me relieve those urges.”

“You want me to have sex with you?” I asked.

“Well, kind of. Yes. I want you to give me your hole, and let me breed you.” she said.

“What does that mean? I’m a guy. I can’t get pregnant.” I said, becoming confused.

“That isn’t true, actually. Men can become pregnant, but only when they’re bred by a Futanari woman in heat.” she said, lifting her dress and exposing her cock to me. She stood directly in front of me, swinging it back and forth like a pendulum.

“Oh. I didn’t know that.”

“Yes, it’s a three month pregnancy. What do you think? Would you like to help me out?” she asked. It was almost as if her cock hypnotized me, because I nodded my head in agreement while licking my lips. I’ve never felt that level of arousal, and my cock was throbbing so hard in my shorts that it had a pulse.

“I’ll try.” I said, instinctively getting onto my knees. Aiyana grabbed herself by the base, and held it right in front of my face.

“Kiss it for me baby. Make me feel good.” she said, her soft feminine voice wasn’t something I could resist. I did what she told me to do, and began kissing all over her mushroom head and veiny shaft. “Good boy, use your tongue. Suck on it.”

“Yes Aiyana.” I said, licking her girl balls and opening my mouth for her dick. I managed to wrap my lips around the head, but could hardly take it any deeper.

“Oh, baby. Yes, just like that. That’s what I need.” she said, placing her hand on the back of my head and thrusting against me.

“Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!” my eyes went wide as she forced it deeper, grinding against my throat and using it as a fucktoy. I gagged repeatedly, but she wouldn’t pull it out. My spit turned viscous, and dribbled down her shaft.

“Oh my God.” I could feel her spongy tip sliding down my throat, and with my hands tied behind my back I couldn’t even brace against her. “Good little cockslut. Look at the tears streaming down your face, you love it.”

“Mmm…” I moaned.

“My balls. Worship them.” she forced my face into her sack, and I licked and sucked and inhaled her scent. There was spit dripping from my chin, and she stroked her saliva soaked cock with both hands as I tried to swallow her balls. “I can’t wait to feel your virgin asshole gripping my cock.”

“Mmm…”

“Stand up.” she said, helping me to my feet. Aiyana grinned, allowing her hand to move between my legs and play with my cock from the outside of my shorts before leaning in to kiss me. Her lips were soft and delicious, and her tongue swirled around the inside of my mouth. She pulled my shorts down to the floor, instructing me to step out of them.

“Can you untie my hands?” I asked.

“Don’t worry, you won’t be needing them.” Aiyana stayed on her knees, and looked up at me with the most tempting doe eyes as she took my cock into her mouth, massaging my balls as expertly throated me.

“Ugh…fuck.” I moaned. Aiyana smiled around a mouthful of cock, flicking her tongue against the tip. She was a skilled lover, and could have brought me to orgasm swifty and beyond my control.

“Gluck, gluck, gluck.” she swallowed me easily, pressing her nose into my stomach to consume more.

“Oh my God.”

“You like when I suck your cock?” she asked.

“I love it.”

“Let me put my mouth on something else.” she said. “Let me make out with your asshole.”

“Uhm, okay. I was pretty sweaty before I got here.” I said, trying to reason with her as she turned me around and pulled apart my cheeks. Before I could convince her it wasn’t the best idea, her tongue found the spot and my brain short circuited with immense pleasure.

“Mmm…” she moaned, tonguing my ass like there was no tomorrow. She squeezed two handfuls of cheeks, spreading them so she could dive in deeper. “Mmm…” I nearly fell flat on my face, as sharp jolts of pleasure rippled through me. Her warm tongue in my ass made me whimper uncontrollably.

“Ugh….ehh…oh…”

“Get on your knees.” she said. As I dropped down, she pushed me forward onto my stomach and sat on my legs. “It tastes so good.” she again buried her face in my ass, munching and sliding her tongue inside.

“Ohhh shit.” I squealed, squirming around beneath her as she introduced me to sensations I didn’t know existed. My cock stayed remained painfully stiff as she spit and slobbered all over my hole.

“You like it, don’t you slut?” she asked, pinning my head against the ground and inserting her pointer finger in my anus.

“Ugh!” I squealed and my breath hitched, but I was so aroused that I laid there and let her do it. One finger became two, and finally three as she finger blasted my tight hole.

“I’ll get it nice and lubed up for you.” she said, holding my cheeks apart and letting large globs of saliva to drip from her lips into my waiting hole. Her fingers spread it around, and before long I was lost in ecstasy.

“It’s so good.” I moaned, nearly in tears.

“You haven’t even taken my cock yet.” she whispered into my ear.


Chapter 3 - Getting MPreg

Aiyana pulled my hips back up, placing me on all fours as she got into position behind me.

“I’ve been looking for a good little slut for girlcock. A tight virgin breeding hole for mommy.”

I took a deep breath as she laid the tip against my hole. She gripped my hips and pulled me against her, impaling me in one hard stroke. The feminine whimper leaving my mouth was a foreign sound, as was the feeling of hot hard flesh entering my backside.

“Oh my God.” I called out, feeling filled in an unexplainable wya.

“It’s okay, baby. It’ll be over soon.” she said, again pinning my head to the ground. My ass stuck straight up in the air, somehow devouring the deep strokes of her enormous dick. “Holy fuck, Ryan. It’s so tight.” she drove it deeper with each powerful thrust, intent on exploding inside of me and putting a baby in my belly.

Only a short while before this was happening, and I had no idea that it was even possible for a man to become pregnant. And there I was, with an ass full of bareback cock, whimpering like a slut as she fucked me towards oblivion. Her heavy balls swung as she thrust , slapping rhythmically against me.

“You’re so big.”

“You like Futa cock, don’t you baby? You like being my little good boy?” she asked, grunting.

“I do. I can’t help it, I love it so much.” I whimpered, being physically dominated and fucked completely senseless. “Ughhh!”

“Good boy. Your asshole is gonna gobble up all of my cum. I’m gonna fill your little hole with cum and make you pregnant.” she said. My entire body was tingling, and it felt like I was going to cum even though my cock wasn’t being stimulated.

“Oh fuck. I’m gonna cum, you’re gonna make me cum Aiyana!”

“Me too, baby.” I could hear the tension in her voice, and feel it in the violent way she fed me her cock. We climaxed at the same time. Somehow, she stimulated my g-spot so hard that my cock couldn’t take it, and I shot errant cum onto the rugs as she pumped hers inside me.

“Oh, wow.” I moaned, shocked by the pure intensity of my orgasm. Her big dick flexed inside me, spilling hot cum, and I came all over her monster cock.

“Shit.” she said, taking deep breaths as she pulled herself slowly out of my asshole. “So much cum.”

“That felt incredible.” I said, also panting on the floor. I could feel the cum leaking out of my asshole, spilling everywhere.

“Here, let me cut this loose.” she said, strolling across the tent to grab a pair of scissors to cut my hands free.

“Thanks.” I said. Aiyana told me to lay down and be her little spoon. I could feel her dick still pulsing while it rested against my ass, and her soft kisses and whispers in my ear sent chills up my spine.

“I’m gonna breed that little hole over and over again.” she said, licking my inner ear. A part of me still wasn’t convinced that I could get pregnant, but I certainly had no problem being her lover. It surprised me how much I enjoyed submitting to her, to worshiping and taking her cock. It didn’t take long before I drifted off to sleep in her arms.


Chapter 4 - Getting Acquainted

By the time I woke up, the sun had set and it was pitch black inside the tent. I felt around for Aiyana, but she wasn’t there. I crawled around on my hands and knees until I found my shorts, and then went outside.

There was a large fire, and a group of girls standing around it. I approached the fire, but couldn’t seem to find Aiyana.

“Hey!” one of the girls yelled out when she saw me, and the rest of the girls’ heads turned in my direction. It was at that moment I felt a streak of cum leaking from my asshole. “It’s our newest tribe mom!” the girls smiled and clapped, and I felt my face turning red. “It’s okay, that’s just what we call the men who become MPreg with members of our tribe.”

“Oh, okay. But I don’t think I’m pregnant.” I said, noticing how pretty she was. The girls snickered and made eyes at one another.

“Aiyana finished inside your ass, right?” she asked.

“Ugh, yeah.”

“Then you’re pregnant.” The girls introduced themselves, and I couldn’t help noticing that they were all super hot. Everywhere I looked were more hot babes with heavy swinging dicks.

“Lina?” I asked, getting a bit nervous about the whole MPreg thing. “How does it work? MPreg, or whatever.”

“Well, you’ve already taken care of the first step. A Futanari woman in heat has to ejaculate inside your anus, and then you’ll pretty much become instantly pregnant.” she said, shrugging.

“Yeah, I get that part. I mean, the actual pregnancy. I heard it was only 3 months.”

“Yeah, about 12 weeks typically. It’s pretty similar to a regular pregnancy, you’ll have pains and discomforts, it’ll mess with your appetite, you’ll definitely get morning sickness, and you’ll end up with a baby bump after about a month.” she said. My hand naturally moved to my stomach, and I looked down at it with a growing fear.

“Damn. Is there any chance I’m not pregnant?” I asked.

“Not really, but even if there were, she’s going to get you.” she said.

“Oh.” I said. I sat by the fire with the other members of the Futa tribe, shooting the shit and getting to know them. I knew that my friends were probably going to start worrying about me, but I was kind of intent on spending the night.

As the girls danced and cooked, all I could do was sit and watch with wide eyes. Such gorgeous, perfect female bodies, and such beautiful cocks waiting to be worshiped. It was difficult being around them, as I kept getting erections. Eventually, Aiyana emerged, and motioned for me to come with her.

“Have fun.” Lina said, giggling as I scurried off to follow Aiyana back to her tent.


Chapter 5 - Getting Pounded

There was no lighting at all in the tent, but that didn’t prevent Aiyana from quickly isolating my hole with her dick. She laid me down on my back, and held me by the ankles while she took out her sexual energy on my asshole.

I could feel myself stretching to accommodate her, and my ass made squishing sounds as she displaced the cum that was still inside me.

“That’s my little fuckhole. It’s mine.” she said, gripping me by the face and kissing me passionately. “Say it.”

“It’s yours. It’s your little fuckhole.”

“Good boy.” she said, pressing my ankles up by my head and thrusting so hard that I thought she might split me right in half. My cock rose to full attention, throbbing with pressure that needed relief. I knew that it didn’t matter if she touched it or not, her big dick would force me to orgasm well beyond my own control.

“I love it.”

“I can tell. I’m gonna make your little cock erupt again, aren’t I?” she asked.

“Yes.” I whimpered, feeling her balls collide against me. They were so squishy, so much larger than mine. If she didn’t make me feel like such a good little slut, it would have made me feel insecure that she was so superior to me, but I understood my role.

“I’m gonna fuck the shit out of you. You’re gonna know who owns you after this.” she said, whispering into my ear.

“Yes Aiyana, my breeding hole is only for you. It’s your property.” I said. All of a sudden, Aiyana hoisted me up into the air, still impaled to her monster of a she-cock. “Oh, fuck.”

“Yeah, that’s what a good little slut needs. Beg for my cum.” she said, in full control of the encounter. I couldn’t believe how strong she was, as she bounced me up and down on her cock.

“Please…please Aiyana. Breed me like a little fuckslut.” She reduced me to nothing but a whimpering depraved slave for Futa-dick and cum. It was all I wanted, and my mind was completely blank outside of the pleasure she gave me. I was hers, however she wanted me. I didn’t know that she was capable of handling me like that, of treating me like a petite spinner in a porno.

“I’m gonna cum, Ryan. I’m gonna flood your fertile little boyhole with so much fucking cum.’ I could hear the desperation in her voice, and in the urgent way she fucked me.

“Aiyana…ugh…” I cried, helplessly suspended in the air and full of throbbing bareback dick. It was almost shameful how easily I came for cock, without mine even being touched. Again I reached climax, wasting every drop of my useless cum while my asshole was pumped full.

“Baby…” Aiyana held me by the throat, pinning me to the ground as she emptied herself inside me. It felt like a firehose inside me, blasting me full of more cum than I thought was humanly possible. “Good boy.” she said, again sliding herself out of my hole.

“Do you have a towel or something?” I whispered.

“No. Lay in it.” she said. It took me a while to fall back asleep. My senses were heightened and what had happened played itself over in my head again and again. I squirmed around, laying in a mess of Aiyana’s sticky semen. 

It was the best sex I’d ever had. No one could make me cum like that, and she’d hardly touched me. It was addicting, and I couldn’t imagine going back to a time before knowing Futanari women.


Chapter 6 - Getting Home

I woke up to a faceful of balls. Aiyana was on her knees beside me, stroking herself and resting them on my face.

“Oh Hi.” she said, as I opened my eyes. I smiled, and opened wide without saying a word. I continued sucking her testicles and stroking myself while she jerked off. We timed it up so we could cum together, which illustrated just how much cum she could actually produce. It was almost comical, and she covered my face in such a way that my eyes were glazed shut.

Once I got cleaned up, I was greeted with breakfast. I explained to Aiyana that I needed to be getting home, but that I wanted to come back to see her.

“Of course, baby. Go. You’re welcome back anytime.” she said, wrapping me up in her arms. We talked about the timeline, and I promised I’d return at least once every two weeks, and that I would have the baby under their supervision.

We agreed that she would keep and raise the baby, but that I would be a major part of its life. The Futanari were their own tribe, so we wouldn’t have to worry about child support or visitation rights.

A few of my friends had noticed I was gone, but most hadn’t. I didn’t look different when I returned, but I felt like a whole new man. For one, I was supposedly pregnant. And secondly, I had a major crush on my baby mama. Aiyana became the object of my obsession for the next couple days, and I couldn’t stop thinking about her and missing her touch. I wondered if anyone was taking care of her needs while I was gone, which filled me with jealousy.

I went back to see her every week, and would usually spend the night. Each time we were back together, the fireworks returned. I fell harder for her each time I saw her. By the fourth week, I was showing. My friends noticed, and asked me about it. None of them believed me.

I decided to go back to the island for a while, to stay there until I had the baby. That’s what I ended up doing, and Aiyana was there to hold my hand as I pushed out a baby boy named Ian. That was a while ago, and now I live full time with the tribe, helping to raise my son and caring for Aiyana.


Accidentally MPreg - Futa on Male Harem

Chapter 1 - Sampson

When I first matched with Katie, I didn’t believe it was a real profile. She was a perfect ten, tall with enormous tits and a gorgeous face. Then she messaged me right away, with the line ‘hey cutie’, and I knew for a fact she was fake.

Still, she was so damn hot that I responded anyway, and we started chatting. Thinking there was a good chance that I was talking to a fat old man, I told her that I was suspicious and didn’t believe that she was real. I asked her some basic questions, like what city she lived in, and everything checked out.

KATIE: How about I give you my phone number, and we can video chat? I’d like to do that before we meet up anyway.

SAMPSON: Bet.

She sent me her number, I video called her, and much to my surprise, she was real.

“Hi daddy.” she said, giggling as she answered the phone. “Sorry, my hair is a freakin’ mess.”

“It looks great.” I said, looking down the front of her tank top as she adjusted her hair. Blood began flowing to my penis instantly, and I kind of fumbled through the first bit of the conversation.

“So what are you looking for? On Tender.” she asked, pursing her lips and continuing to check herself out.

“You know, friends, dating, whatever.” I said, trying to play it cool. Girls always asked me what I was looking for on Tender, as if the obvious answer wasn’t to find girls who I might be able to convince to sleep with me.

“Oh. Would you say you’re looking more for something casual, or something serious?”

“I’d say casual, honestly, but if someone really impressed me I’d be open to something serious.” I said, making sure to cover both sides of the fence. I was looking for whatever she was looking for.

“Hmm.”

“What about you?” I asked.

“I’m gonna be honest, I just got out of a year long relationship. I really just need a masculine guy who wants to have guilt free sex with a girl on the rebound.” she said, the words leaving her mouth like they were no big deal.

“Well, shit.” I said, unable to stop the wide smile from forming on my face. “I didn’t mention it, but I’m a certified rebound guy.”

“You don’t say?” she asked, putting down her makeup and looking into my eyes.

“That’s what they call me.”

“Okay, rebound guy. I think I like you.”

“You’re really hot. Just wanted to throw that in there.” I said.

“Thanks. What are you doing tonight?” she asked.

“Tonight? Uhm, I don’t have any plans.”

“Good boy. Wanna meet at my place for some food and drinks?”

“For sure.”

“Okay. It’s just gonna be me and my roommates, I live with three other girls.” she said.

“Sounds good.”

“How does 7 sound? I’ll text you the address.”

“Perfect. I guess I’ll see you later then.” I said.

“Okay, daddy. Don’t let me down.”

“I won’t. It was nice meeting you.” I said, eliciting a giggle from Katie.

“You too. Bye.”

“Bye Katie.” I said, waiting for her to end the call. “No way.”

I’d been on Tender for months, and outside of a few awful dates and one very questionable hookup, it had been a massive waste of my time. It didn’t even seem real, why would a girl that fucking hot even be on a dating app in the first place? A part of me felt like I was being set up to be robbed, but that was a fate I would face eagerly.

Chapter 2 - Katie

I felt kind of bad lying to him about having a recent breakup, but I did want to fuck him, and if I didn’t, my friends would, so I figured that he wouldn’t mind.

The apartment we all lived in was in someone else’s name, an older married man who was having an affair with Lizzie. He bought the apartment so we had a safe place to stay, and so that he had a safe place to spend time with Lizzie. It worked out perfectly, and he seemed to love having all of us sharing the space with her.

There was Lizzie, Amber, Megan, and me. All four of us had decided to leave the island we grew up on together, and go try to live normal modern lives in the United States. It was an arduous journey, but once we all arrived in the U.S., things became much easier.

For the first month or so, we were homeless and built ourselves a little camp outside of an abandoned warehouse. We were used to living outside and surviving, as that was the way we lived with our Futanari tribe our entire lives. People who saw us would give us food and money, and offer to help us.

It didn’t take long before we realized that men were our biggest allys, as they all seemed so eager to help us out with anything we needed. A guy named Alex got us all fake IDs, and we started working, and getting used to our new way of life. That was about the time when Lizzie started sleeping with Michael, and soon after we had our very own apartment, rent free.

Being suddenly surrounded by men after living a life without them was almost dizzying, and I hardly knew what to do with myself. Still, I couldn’t exactly go throwing myself at just anyone, as the four of us still had a secret to keep. Technically, we weren’t even allowed to be living or working in the US.

That’s why we collectively agreed to start a Tender account, but only one. I’m not sure how they chose me to be the face of the profile, but that’s what happened. I’d never been on any sort of social media before, and I wasn’t prepared for the huge influx of matches that came pouring in. It was overwhelming, and a bit off putting.

GUY: Hey sugar tits, wanna let daddy bury his face in your asscheeks?

GUY: You have those dick sucking lips, baby.

GUY: What’s your Fans Only?

GUY: I’ll pay you $200 for a ten second video of your feet.

There were hundreds of messages like this, and I’d only had the app for a couple weeks. I rarely if ever responded to the messages, but as I felt myself getting closer and closer to going into heat, I knew that I wanted to have a guy around to help me get through it.

I opened up the app, and my first swipe was a match, so I checked out his profile. His name was Sampson, and he was a good looking guy with a nice smile. He was fit and looked normal, so I figured I’d reach out to him. We had a video chat and a date set up almost instantly, and I had a feeling I was going to have sex with my first American guy that night.

Obviously, I told the girls, and asked them if they wanted to hunt down some more guys from the app to invite over. We agreed it had too much potential of getting loud or out of control, so we decided to see if we could turn Sampson into our little playtoy.

“I don’t see why he wouldn’t be into it.” Lizzie said.

“Yeah, four girls who don’t mind sharing, that’s like, every guy’s dream.” Amanda said, twirling her hair in her finger and giggling.

I was as excited as I was horny, and we all took turns teasing him and sending him lewd photos.

SAMPSON: Jesus, those are your roommates?

KATIE: Yep, those are my girls.

SAMPSON: How do you all know each other?

KATIE: We grew up together, I’ve known them my whole life.

SAMPSON: That’s so cool.

KATIE: Yeah, we kind of share everything. ;)

SAMPSON: Is that so?

KATIE: Like for example, you’re going to be the only guy here tonight…so…

SAMPSON: So?

KATIE: So I dunno, maybe that’ll really work out for you. Who knows?

SAMPSON: Yeah. Who knows?

KATIE: You think they’re pretty?

SAMPSON: Yeah.

KATIE: Who do you think is the prettiest?

SAMPSON: Impossible to decide. You’re all four absolutely gorgeous though, honestly it’s insane. I’ve never seen such a beautiful group of best friends.

KATIE: That is so sweet. Amanda wants to send you a pic of her boobs as a thank you.

SAMPSON: I accept all forms of nude gratitude.

KATIE: I forgot to tell you, we all just broke up with our boyfriends.

SAMPSON: Seriously? How did that happen?

KATIE: It didn’t, but that’s kind of our group mindset.

SAMPSON: I dig it.

KATIE: Do you think you can handle all four of us?

SAMPSON: I think I’ll be fine.

KATIE: Ooh, big confident man. I like that.

SAMPSON: God damn those are nice. Why haven’t I seen yours yet?

KATIE: It’ll be better if you wait to see them in person, that way you can play with them too. ;)

SAMPSON: You’re killing me. I was supposed to get things done today, now I’m just pacing around my place with an erection waiting for the time to pass.

KATIE: That’s hot. Do you like feet?

SAMPSON: Sure. Why?

KATIE: We just took a group foot pic.

SAMPSON: SEND IT!

KATIE: Sent!

SAMPSON: I need all those toes in my mouth.

KATIE: You’ll get your chance.

SAMPSON: I can’t wait to see you.

By the time five o’ clock rolled around, the girls had decided to open the first bottle of wine. Their energy was very high, and I could tell they were excited for the naughty escapades that surely laid ahead of us.

We were still on our first glass when we all decided to change into our skimpiest cocktail dresses, and invite Sampson over early. We were on our second glass of wine when we realized that we hadn’t told him about us being Futanari.

“Oh, shit.” Amber said. “We should probably tell him.”

“What should I say? He’s about to leave now.” I said, holding my phone but unsure of what to text him.

“I say we send him another group pic, that way you don’t have to say anything.” Lizzie said, smirking.

“Okay. I’m down.” I said. Megan pulled out her extending selfie stick, and we all hiked up our skirts until our cocks were exposed and snapped a couple of photos.

“I’m sending these to you.” Megan said.

“Okay.” I said, before sending them over to Sampson with my fingers crossed.


Chapter 3 - Sampson 

I was horned up to an almost animal-like level by the time they told me to head over. It felt like the opportunity of a lifetime, and if I played my cards right, I had a chance to turn it into the single greatest night of my life.

All three of her roommates were model level beauties, and would be the hottest girls I knew as soon as we were introduced. It felt like God had written a special chapter in my life, something just for me. It made no sense otherwise, how did I go from struggling to get girls to respond to my messages to having four absolute babes sending me unsolicited foot pics?

I had my favorite shirt on, my nicest pair of jeans, and a pair of Timbs. After a final look in the mirror, I was ready to go. My phone buzzed, it was another photo message and a smile spread across my face.

“What do we have here?” I asked myself, opening the photo and receiving the shock of a lifetime. My heart nearly stopped when I saw it. They were standing side by side, and wearing slutty little dresses that put the ‘cock’ in cocktail.

KATIE: We’re Futanari. I should have told you earlier. I hope that doesn’t bother you.

“Oh my God.” I whispered, taking a seat on my couch along with a deep breath. My heart was racing, and I zoomed in on the pic.

Why is that so hot? Holy fuck, look at those things. They’re all bigger than me.

SAMPSON: Not at all. I’m not sure why, but I think I’m even more turned on now. That pic by the way, my God. Is that what yall are wearing tonight?

KATIE: You’ll have to wait and see…

KATIE: Also, yes. That’s what we’re wearing lol.

SAMPSON: I’m heading out now.

KATIE: Kisses.

All I could do was fantasize and play scenarios out in my head on the way over. Again, this was so surreal that I felt almost like I was out of body. Their place wasn’t far, and I was pulling into their apartment complex in no time.

“Unit 2234…Unit 2234…” I repeated, squinting as I searched for their place. I sent a text letting Katie know I had arrived, and she said she was waiting outside her door.

SAMPSON: I see you. Parking now.

Before I got out of my car, I wiped my sweaty palms on my thighs and took a quick glance at myself in my rearview mirror.

“You’re the fucking man.” I said, laughing at the stupidity of my attempt at a mantra. I knew that the whole thing could go very south if I didn’t stay composed and carry myself with confidence.

“Hey you!” she called out, her voice alluring like a siren.

“Hi.” I waved, breaking into a jog towards her stairs. Then I went back to walking, realizing it might have made me look desperate. By the time I got to the top of the stairs, all four girls were standing outside of their place in their dresses.

“Aye girl! Aye!” Amanda shouted, with the other two giggling behind her as Katie opened her arms for a hug.

“What’s up? How’s the night going?” I asked, shaking hands and giving hugs all around. It was heaven, four girls and me, with zero competition in sight. If ever there were a night for me to go off, and put up career numbers on gameday, that time had arrived.

The energy was extremely upbeat, and I could tell they’d all had a glass of wine or two because they were especially rowdy.

“We need to get this man a drink.” Megan said.

“Woot woot! Dat’s right.” said Lizzie, doing a little dance.

“You’re dumb.” Katie said, shaking her head. She seemed to be the most level headed of the bunch, and I found myself kind of sticking by her side as I interacted with the other girls.

There was a cheese and cracker spread on the table, as well as an open bottle of Vodka and two open bottles of wine. They had music playing, and the living room turned into an impromptu dance floor. Before I had the chance to get to know anyone or settle into the new environment, I had a drink shoved in my face and I was pulled out onto the dance floor.

I could tell as soon as we started dancing that there was something in the air, as I’d never had a group of females react to me in such a sexual way. Katie was the only one who didn’t join us, electing to watch from the side as the rest of us grinded together.

My penis was throbbing in my jeans as I took turns kissing and groping each of the girls. And I wasn’t the only one whose body was having a physical reaction to the close contact, as I could see the distinct outlines of each of their erections, and feel them pressing up against me as they surrounded me.

I winked at Katie, who shook her head condescendingly but smiled anyway. I motioned for her to join us on the dance floor, but she shook her head and motioned for me to break away from the group. It wasn’t the easiest of tasks, as each of their tongues swirling around inside my mouth tasted yummier than the next, but I didn’t want to be rude.

“Hey, sorry.” I said, stumbling off the dance floor and into her waiting arms.

“It’s okay. I don’t mind sharing, just as long as I get my special time too.” she said, looking at me like I was the most eligible bachelor on the planet.

“Of course.” I said.

“My friends are wild, but they’re a lot of fun.” she said, draping her arms over my neck as we settled into an off beat slowdance.

“I agree.”

“I’m surprised they didn’t rip off your clothes and take you right then. We’ve lived together for a long time, so our cycles are synced up and we’re all going into heat right now.” she said. I cocked my head to the side, unsure of what she meant.

“Heat?”

“Yeah, like a cat. It’s when our breeding instincts kick into overdrive, it kind of turns us all into feral sluts.” she said.

“Really?”

“Look at them.” she said. I glanced back over at the dance floor, and Amber was on her knees in front of Megan, making an ahegao face and drooling all over her exposed tits as Megan slapped her across the face with her cock. “That’s why we got a Tender account, we wanted to have a boy to share.”

“Lucky me.” I said, unable to pry my eyes away from what was taking place right in front of me.

“Come to my room, I want to get to know you a little better. They’ll come find us, I promise.” Katie said, grabbing me by the hand and leading me towards her room.

It was all starting to make some level of sense. They were in heat and I had pretty much won the dating app lottery.


Chapter 4 - Katie

I should have known not to let them consume alcohol. It wasn’t much, just a glass or two of wine each, but they were already in heat and it brought out their extremes. I also knew that I didn’t have much time alone with Sampson before my room was invaded by three futas with breeding on their mind, and I planned to take full advantage of it.

“Ah, silence.” Sampson said, closing the door behind us.

“Why aren’t you already on top of me?” I asked, feeling my horny kick in the moment that we were alone. He’d been on my mind all day, and I was ready to have some fun. I hadn’t had sex since I left the island, and now that I was in heat, I could hardly control myself.

“My bad.” he said, grabbing my ass and lifting me up into his arms.

“Ooh.” I squealed, surprised by how strong he was. His lips found mine as he carried me to my bed, and then laid me down and climbed on top.

“Better?”

“Almost. You’re still wearing clothes.” I said.

“Oh, straight to the point huh?” he asked, removing his shirt and displaying his muscular torso.

“Yes, daddy. I know what I want.” I said, giggling as I watched him undress. “Have you ever been with a girl like me before?”

“No. I haven’t.” he said, looking up as I pulled my panties off from around my ankles and tossed them to the floor. “It’s so big.”

“Yeah, you’ll get used to it.” I said. Sampson climbed naked on top of me, leaning in to suck on my nipples.

“They’re perfect.” he said, admiring my body openly and kissing my chest.

“Thank you daddy…I wanna feel you inside my pussy.” I said, taking hold of my cock and stroking it up and down.

“God damn, you’re sexy. Such a doll.” he said.

“Here.” I took hold of his cock, and lifted my sack to insert him. “Oh, fuck. That’s what I need, daddy.”

“Baby, it’s so tight.” he said. “And so wet.”

“That’s because you make me so horny.” I said, lifting my legs as he bottomed out inside me. It was like scratching an insatiable itch, the more he fucked me the more and harder I wanted him to continue.

“So hot.” he said, hammering away and staring at my bouncing cock.

“Watch this.” I said, leaning forward and wrapping my lips around my own cock, bobbing my head up and down it.

“Oh my God.” he said, pushing my head further down onto it. “Such a good little slut.”

“Yes, daddy. I’ll do anything you tell me to.” I said.


Chapter 5 - Sampson

It was the single hottest thing a woman had ever said to me in the bedroom, and I immediately told her to open her mouth and spit in it.

“Look at me.” I said, staring into her eyes. “Good girl.”

Katie wasn’t wrong. The door opened, and suddenly there were three more gorgeous women climbing into bed with us. I froze completely, with my raw cock still buried inside of Katie as the smiling girls gathered up around me.

“Keep fucking her. I wanna watch.” Lizzie said, putting her hands on my ass and assisting my forward thrusts. Things broke down from there, as the spotlight moved over to me and all of the things they had planned.

“Get on the floor. On your hands and knees.” Megan said, taking control. I did as I was told, and the next thing I knew, I was the stroking two cocks at the same time, and sucking on another while the fourth laid flat across my face.

“The balls.” Katie said, pressing my face into hers.

“Such a good little cock sucker.”

“Look at him, he loves it.” Lizzie said. All four of them were comically well endowed, and I felt like I was in a real life porno. I’d heard of Futanari women before, but no one told me they were all hung likes horses.

I descended into a frenzy of choking on dick, spitting up viscous saliva, slurping it back up, and then gagging myself some more. It was a new side of myself I had no idea existed, but I loved being down on my knees pleasuring them, worshipping their gorgeous Futa cocks.

“Look up…good girl.”

“Come here, I’m gonna cum.” Katie said, stroking herself feverishly and pointing it directly at my face. “Stick out your tongue.”

“Ahh…” I said, opening wide as she erupted like a geyser of sticky semen. It streaked across my face, pulsing and flexing like nothing I’ve ever seen. A large glob formed on my tongue, and my mouth filled with her sticky load as she somehow continued to explode.

“Fuck…God damn.” she grunted, squeezing out the last drop onto my waiting tongue.

“Swallow it you little cumslut.” Lizzie said, pushing my mouth closed with her hands. I stared into her eyes, and swallowed it in two large gulps. “Good girl.”

“I want to feel inside him.” Megan said. “Get on the bed.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, smirking as I stood to my feet and walked back over to the bed.

“Look at that ass!” Lizzie said, giving my backside a hard slap. I felt a tinge of embarrassment as the girls laughed, and I was struck with the sudden realization of my own vulnerability in the situation.

They were all in a crazed state of lust and I was the only one there to relieve them, but what if I couldn’t handle it? Plus, they were all old friends who grew up together and I was meeting them all for the first time. I was fresh meat, and that’s all I was. A piece of meat to satisfy their raging Futanari cocks.

Megan mounted me first, pressing my head down into the mattress as she forced herself in. Thankfully, she was gushing with precum so it wasn’t dry. I’d never had anything back there outside of a finger, and being invaded by such a thick piece of hot flesh sent sensations rolling through me that I didn’t know existed.

“Uhhhh…” I squealed, noises leaving my body that were completely beyond my control. Grunting, whimpering, animal noises as her heavy futa cock laid claim to my virgin ass.

“Tell me you want it, baby. Tell me you want my cum.” she said, her feminine voice piercing over the meat packing sound of flesh on flesh.

“Please, Megan. Please cum for me.” I begged, completely uninhibited and so aroused that I felt like another person entirely.

“Ugh! Fuck, baby.” she held my lower back in place with both hands, thrusting into me as she shot thick ropes of hot sticky cum into my ass.

She switched out with Lizzie, and then Amanda, each of their cocks thick like pythons, stretching my anus and filling me deeply.

“Such a good girl.” Lizzie said, holding my arms behind my back and impaling me on her hard cock. It felt so good that I thought my cock might spontaneously ejaculate from the stimulation, and she didn’t even warn me that she was about to cum.

“Oh! Fuck…” my eyes bulged as I felt her flexing cock, and warm slime invaded my insides.

“Good girl.” she sighed, letting herself fall out of me along with all of the excess cum.

Amanda fishhooked me and slapped my ass while she pounded me, and made me say humiliating things despite them being completely true.

“I love your cock.” I said, repeating the lines as she fed them to me. “I’m daddy’s little whore.” I whimpered while being filled up with cum right in front of four women who laughed at my expense while taking turns using my ass and mouth as a fucktoy.

“My turn. I want him to sit on it.” Katie said, once again fully erect. I looked down at her balls, and could see the pulse in the massive vein running up her spit and cum soaked shaft.

“I want to.” I said, mesmerized by her perfection. Despite being exhausted, and my heart beating a thousand beats per minute, I climbed up into her lap and positioned her bulbous mushroom tip against my cum lubricated ass.

“Thank you so much for coming over, you’re the best.” she said, looking up at me with the kindest and most adorable look in her eyes.

“Of course.”

“I promise we’ll take such good care of you.” she said, right as my asshole swallowed her thickness.

“Oh!” feeling her inside me made my cock swell up, and as I bounced up and down on her I could feel her hitting a spot that was too intense for me to withstand. “Katie…I’m gonna cum.” I said, alerting her just in time.

“Fuck, that’s hot.” she said, as my errant jizz squirted across her face and tits. My entire body flushed with pleasure, and I went offline completely as I savored the novel sensation of cumming without my cock being touched at all. “Sampson? Oh fuck….oh fuck.” seeing me cum like that must have sent her over the edge as well, because I felt her warm cum dumping inside me seconds later.


Chapter 6 - Katie

I’d have honestly felt bad for him if he weren’t having so much fun. I couldn’t blame him, an apartment stuffed full of four futanari girls in heat without another guy in sight.

Heat lasts around two weeks, and it was essentially a nonstop fuckfest with occasional naps and meals inbetween. There was no doubt in my mind that he was pregnant, there was no way he wasn’t. Four Futanaris in heat, dumping inside you four or five times a day each, and there’s no way around it.

I slowly got to know him over the course of our heat, as he only left once to grab his laptop. After that, we all just lived together and spent every waking moment together for the most part. And it went incredibly smoothe, which is like impossible considering how horny, and moody, and territorial we can get during heat.

We decided to make it an official thing. I wasn’t sure what to call it, an unconventional relationship without a doubt. Four Futa girls, and one very happy guy. By the time we all came back to reality, we realized what we’d done. Sampson was visibly pregnant, and getting fatter by the day. He was so happy that he didn’t even seem to realize it, and had become a glutton for futa cock and fattening foods.

“It’s for the best, honestly, him eating so much. We have to tell him though.” Lizzie said, shrugging.

“Yeah, you’re right.” I said. Futanari MPreg only takes three months, and we were coming up on 5 weeks and still hadn’t told him.

One night, I made a big fancy dinner and we all dressed up to let him know. It went much better than any of us could have ever imagined, as he took it very well, and despite being apprehensive about actually giving birth, was very excited to have the baby.

“How will we know whose it is?” he asked. We all kind of looked at each other.

“We could do a blood test if you want, and find out specifically which one of us got you pregnant, or we could just treat it like all of ours, which it will be.” I said, freestyling for the group. No one objected.

“I like that.” he said.

So that’s what we did. Sampson gave birth to a beautiful baby boy, Niko, and we’ve all since moved to a house we purchased a few months ago as a group, and are very happy with our choice of mate.

[image: ]
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