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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.
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