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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.


More Futanari stories by Kelsi Reid

Futanari Beach - Futa on Male

Volume 1

Bent Over at Futanari Beach - Dominant Group Futa on Male

Volume 2

Finally Taken at Futanari Beach - Futa Milf on Male

Volume 3

Mpreg by Futa Stepmilf

Fertile Futa Stepmilf

Cucked by Futa Stepmilf

MPreg by Futanari Stepmilf

Futa Hucow Stepmilf

OEBPS/image_rsrc7U.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




