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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.
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His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 1

Harris feels like he's finally found his way in life. He makes a modest salary working for a video game company, and can finally afford his own place.

Angelina Velessio is hired as the new CFO of the company he works for, and immediately declares Harris' entire division obsolete. He's never seen a woman as beautiful and powerful as her, but he tries standing up for himself anyway.

She takes it as a challenge, and begins using her goddess-like femininity and charm to reduce him down to nothing. Velessio likes breaking a man's will, as she finds it both fun and easy.

He's offered an alternate position, with more responsibility and a pay cut. But it might just come with benefits that make it all worth it.
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His Futanari Dominatrix, Volume 2

Harris steps into his role as Angelina Velessio's personal assistant, and she runs him ragged every second of the day. He does his best to submit to her authority without question, as he knows he's being tested and his submission is the only path to getting what he wants.

She isn't impressed, and goes right to work on changing him, forcing him down on his knees for a grueling workout, and then finishing him off with a hot, sticky, protein shake.

This story involves themes of female domination and male submission.
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Futanari Beach

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

25 Story Bundle

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

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

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