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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.
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