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Chapter 1 - The Journal

When my grandfather Nahko passed away, I was the one who took care of all the funeral arrangements. We’d been living together for the past couple years, and while I was going through his things I stumbled across something, an old dusty journal.

I wasn’t typically one to snoop, but it was my grandpa and he just passed away. As I leafed through the pages, quickly scanning some of his writing, I realized that it was all detailing sexual experiences.

“Goodness grandpa. Golly!” I said, as each sentence was more gratuitous than the last. “Her big futa cock? What the hell is he talking about?”

After dusting off the notebook, I took it into the dining room and sat down with my coffee to see what the old pervert was rambling on about. As I flipped through the book, I saw hand drawn maps, including sketches of what appeared to be a camp of tents.

I decided to start at the very beginning, and read my way through it. By the time I reached the second page, I was completely entranced. It sounded like a tall tale or a fantasy, but it was written as if it were real.

He spoke of Futanari women, a common local myth, and how he’d stumbled onto their camp after getting lost in the tunnels. He went into extreme detail in describing the women themselves, who he described as beautiful, busty, and hung like horses. According to him, they not only had male and female genitalia, but they were capable of making a man pregnant.

Page after page, I read about his exploits, and his lover Elsa, who he would visit whenever he could. He said they had two kids. The maps were of the path to their camp. My mind was ablaze with possibilities, what if they were still there? I had to find out.

The way he described them made me lust for them, and in one section of the journal he talked about their mating cycles, explaining how they go into heat at the same time and become absolutely feral and out of control. While in heat, futanari women lactate constantly from their breasts and cocks, as they’re producing so much semen that it literally drips out.

The Futanari in heat are insatiable, dominant lovers who take what they want. Their cocks remain hard even though they cum over and over. Sometimes they descend into such a craze that they no longer appear sane, like animals with only function.

During this period, they have orgies and search the island relentlessly for people to breed. Their cycles can last up to a month.

I read with wide eyes, dead set on at least trying to follow his maps. The entire notebook was full of notes and stories, and I read them all with a growing wanderlust. They were the buried treasure of the island, and I had to find them.

My main concern was that they’d moved on to another place, as Grandpa Nahko was an old man and I assumed hadn’t visited them in decades. I learned that the cycles of the Futanari women followed the seasons, and they would enter heat at the beginning of each season. It was June the third, so my timing was near perfect. I’d have just enough time to figure out my journey, to test out the tunnels and find the way to my destination.

Over the next few days, I read the journal over again and again, making my own notes and planning my own trip. We lived on Futakiki Island, and the entrance to the tunnels he spoke of was about a mile from my house.

I spent three hundred dollars at the Army Navy store, obtaining a rucksack, and the gear I assumed would come in handy for my journey. Grandpa said it only took a few hours, but I’d be doing a lot of guesswork at first, and expected it to take a few days to find my way through to the other side.

Grandpa claimed to have left lots of markers within the tunnels, but I wasn’t sure if they’d still be intact. I hoped for the best but prepared for the worst. We had the funeral, and I was filled with even more gumption to go out and find his treasure. He couldn’t be the last one to know of their existence and whereabouts.

I wondered if the women would be as beautiful as Grandpa Nahko said, or I’d find a group of senior citizens, long past their primes. I shook the thought out of my head, no, it couldn’t be. Either way, I’d find out.

My classes were the only thing I had to work around, as I was enrolled in university. Grandpa put the house in my name, so I only had the utilities to pay which I could do from the money he left me. Everything was going well for me academically, so I decided to use the excuse of my grandpa passing away to get me out of a week’s worth of classes.

The next morning, I set out. My ruck weighed about 30 pounds, but it was worth the stability it gave me. There was enough food for 3 days, 5 if I stretched it, and a gallon of water along with a filtration straw that allowed me to drink from any water source.

The map was rough, and more built to help him remember his path than setting it for another to follow. I did what I could with it, and for hours I wandered around trying to make sense of it. Finally, I found the first tunnel. Or so I hoped.

The map became clearer once I was inside, but I had no sense of distance. How long would I be walking before I moved to another tunnel? I used chalk to mark my path, and looked for grandpa’s clues. I had no way of measuring the distance I’d traveled, but after a mile or so the tunnel opened up to a clearing with tons more openings. I had to make the right choice, or I’d be doomed. At least doomed to not find what I was looking for.


Chapter 2 - The Map

Grandpa’s map showed all of the tunnel openings, with a red ‘x’ over each one and a green circle over the correct entrypoint. It was easy to read, but I took extra time looking it over to make sure.

“Here goes nothin’.” I said. The opening was so small that I had to remove my rucksack, and shove it in front of me. This went on for ten or so feet, and then the tunnel began widening. The whole thing was pitch black and full of cobwebs, I could see why no one thought to go traversing it.

I’d been crawling for a few hundred yards at least when I could finally stand up and put my rucksack back on. My headlamp lit the way as I plowed forward, using my hand to bat away the webs. There were multiple points where the tunnel split off in two or three directions, but grandpa’s map made it clear which way to go.

Sweat dripped down my forehead as I walked, and the feint sound of dripping water echoed through the tunnel.

“Echo!” I’d yell occasionally, whenever I started to get freaked out. The tunnels were long and winding, and exploring them was heavily discouraged by the island. Every year, 10 to 15 people would go missing in the tunnels, many of them tourists. I tried to push the ghost stories I’d heard growing up out of my head, about those lost souls who travel the tunnels endlessly, searching for their way out.

If it weren’t for the potential of beautiful futanari women, I’d have turned and ran. I’d have gone home, sat on the couch, and played video games from the safety of my own home. But the possibility…what if? What if I could be the man who discovered them once more? The thing many young boys growing up on the island of Futakiki dreamed of.

I remember my own mother discouraging my father from telling me the stories.

“That’s the reason all these boys go missing in the tunnels.” she said.

“Maybe they all found the futanari, and decided to never come back.” he laughed.

“Oh, Mike. You know that isn’t true.”

I stopped on several occasions, to have a rest and munch of some trailmix. The pack was growing heavier as the day wore on, but I felt like I was on the right track.

That suspicion was confirmed when I saw an old red bandana tied to a stick laying in the tunnel.

“Holy shit.” I whispered, knowing I was close. I pulled out the map again, and saw that the red banana stick was very close to the end of the final tunnel. I was already there, I just had to keep walking.

I froze for a moment, wiping away the excess cobwebs that had formed on my shirt. If I was about to meet a bunch of women, I needed to look somewhat presentable.

The light invaded the tunnel as I came around a turn. A few hundred more feet, and I was there. I looked all around, it was a wooded area. The map said the beach was right on the other side, and that their camp wasn’t far off.

Once I reached the woodline, I could see the beautiful white beach. It was completely private, wihout a soul in sight. And then I saw it, far out in the ocean, past where any buoy would have been. I saw two heads, bobbing up and down.

“Please be them.” I said, dropping my ruck onto the sand and removing my shirt. Luckily, I’d brought a pair of binoculars. Once I found them, I put them up to my eyes and began searching for them.

Two girls, out swimming and frollicking. All I could see were their heads, but they looked pretty. I took a seat on the beach beside my rucksack, drinking water and keeping my eye on them.

What am I going to say to them? Hi, I’m Ace, I think my grandpa used to come here and get banged by your tribe?

It took me a moment to notice, but the girls were swimming in. I wondered if they saw me, or were simply finished exercising. I stood up, brushed off my shirts, and sucked in my stomach as they began emerging from the water.




Chapter 3 - The Girls

As their torsos emerged from the water, my jaw nearly hit the sand. They were topless, each with large, bouncy breasts. They continued towards me, the waterline going to their navels.

My eyes naturally moved down between their legs as massive, glistening cocks became exposed. I’d never seen anything like them. They were gorgeous, with cartoonish proportions. I stood frozen, staring at them, openly admiring their beauty. I was stunned.

“Hey there.” one of them said, a tall brunette.

“Hi.”

“What’s your name?” asked the other, a blond

“Ugh, I’m Ace.” I said. They both giggled as they approached me, looking me up and down.

“How’d you get here?” asked the blonde.

“I came through the tunnels.” I said.

“No way. You?” she asked.

“Yeah. Me.” I said, peering into her eyes.

“I’m Sierra. This is Megan.” she said, motioning toward the brunette.

“Nice to meet you.” I said.

“Do you know about Futanari women?” Megan asked. They were standing on either side of me, with no sense of personal space or boundaries.

“I do.” I said, softly. Sierra ran her finger down my back, tracing my lats.

“He’s kinda cute.” Sierra said, making eyes at Megan and talking about me like I wasn’t standing right there.

“Thanks.”

“Hush. I was talking to Megan.” she said, grabbing a firm handful of my buttocks and giving it a squeeze.

“Yeah. I wonder what he sounds like when he squeals.” she said. They both let out a cackle.

“That’s exactly what I was thinking.” Sierra said. “So, Ace. You just randomly went trekking through the tunnels, and you ended up here?”

“That’s right.” I said. They exchanged a glance, and shrugged.

“You don’t mind us being nude, do you?” Megan asked, swaying her hips from side to side causing her monster girlcock to swing.

“I don’t think he does.” said Sierra, taking note of my sudden cock trance. “You’re getting hard.”

“I can’t help it, I’m almost in heat.” Megan said. I glanced down at her, and saw that she was becoming erect. It made me feel sort of strange, inadequate even, standing next to two girls with dicks two or three times the size of mine.

“Let’s take him to the tribe.” Sierra said.

“You don’t wanna have fun with him first?”

“I kinda do, I just don’t wanna get in trouble. You know mother Maya will want us to share him.” Sierra said.

“It’s just a finder’s fee. They can share him once we’re done.” Megan said.

“Hey you, do you wanna fuck us?” Sierra asked, point blank.

“Ugh, yeah. Sure.” I said.

“Let’s go over in the shade by that tree.” she said, pointing. We walked hand in hand over to the tree, and I thanked my grandfather inside my head. It was everything he’d said and more.

There was no conversation, no need to communicate what we all wanted. Megan and Sierra pulled down my shorts, and immediately began worshiping my cock like no one had before.

“Oh my God.” I moaned, as Sierra looked up at me with her clear blue eyes and a mouthful of my balls, while Megan maintained the same fierce eye contact while throating my dick. “Oh my God.”

“Good boy.” Sierra said. They squatted before me, stroking their futa cocks while slobbering all over mine. It was the first time I’d ever been sucked off by two women at the same time, and it was so overwhelming I nearly shot my load right then and there.


Chapter 4 - The Submissive

“Now it’s our turn.” Sierra said, standing up in front of me and grabbing me for a forceful kiss. Her lips and tongue were warm from sucking me, and her spit was viscous. Megan stood up as well, and they pushed me down to my knees in front of them.

“Suck it.” Megan said, holding her cock in hand and slapping it across my face as Sierra did the same. I wasn’t sure what to do, as I’d never been in a position like that before.

“Good boy.” Sierra groaned, pushing the back of my head down onto her. Sierra’s hot flesh pushed down my throat, and I gagged all over it. Megan grabbed my head, and pulled me over to her cock. Back and forth they passed me, and I coated their massive cocks with my flowing saliva.

“Ugh!” I gasped, as I was forced from one hard cock to another. My jaw ached from opening so wide, and their heavy balls slapped against my spit soaked chin with each forward thrust they fed me.

I never knew until that moment how hot I found futanari women. I had an idea, but actually having the soft spongy tip of a bulbous futa cock shoved down my throat removed any question.

“Good little slut.” Sierra grunted, holding my head in place and fucking my throat. I was on all fours, with saliva dripping from my chin and tears pouring down my face. I’d never felt such astonishing arousal, and my cock throbbed with pressure as I debased myself for their pleasure.

“I needed this so badly.” Megan moaned as she buried my face in her enormous squishy ball sack. I chomped away eagerly, slurping at her balls and cleaning her sack with my tongue.

“You know what I need?” Sierra asked. “Some boy pussy.”

“You think he’s ready?” Megan asked.

“I’ll use pre cum to lube him up.” Sierra walked around behind me, and I felt a chill move up my spine as I realized what was happening. I was about to be spitroasted. Sierra was going to lube me up and fuck me from behind, and likely cum inside me.

There was no form of birth control men could take to avoid becoming pregnant by a futanari woman. Men are always fertile when it comes to Futa women, and a futanari in heat is going to get you pregnant.

“I’m so glad we found him.” Megan said, resting her heavy cock on my face while I swallowed her testicles. Sierra pulled my cheek apart with one hand, and rubbed her sticky warm cum all over my asshole.

“Ugh…” I sighed, grunting as she pressed her delicate fingers inside me.

“Wow. Megan, he’s so fucking tight. I can feel it squeezing on my pointer finger.” she said, laughing playfully.

“Imagine how tight it’s gonna feel around your cock.” Megan said. I had a mouthful of balls and couldn’t speak, nor would I.

“There ya go, slut. Open it up, mommy’s gonna feed you a gallon of fertile she-cum.” Sierra said, talking to me like I was a baby.

“Yes.” I whimpered, struggling to take two fingers at once. I could feel my ass stretching to accommodate her fingers, but I knew they were nothing in comparison to her incredible length and girth. I couldn’t even picture her cock fitting inside me, there was no way.

“You’re such a good boy. I love the way you suck it, such a little cockwhore.” Megan said, raising my chin and looking into my eyes. I’d never been with such a gorgeous woman, and I felt almost intimidated to maintain eye contact. I instinctively looked down at the floor, while Sierra worked her fingers in and out, faster and harder.

“Ugh! Fuck.” it was uncomfortable bordering on painful, but it also felt amazing. I’d never had anything in my ass before, let alone a woman’s fingers. “Oh my God…” I whispered, clenching up.

“Try to relax, it’ll feel better.” Megan said. “Suck on the tip of my cock.”

“Yes ma am.” I said, doing as I was told. It struck me that the girls had to be around my age, despite how developed their bodies were.

“Ugh!” I called out, as Sierra added a third finger and went to town.

“Help me hold him down.”

“Okay.” Megan said, shoving my head down into the sand.

“Put your ass in the air, slut.” Sierra grunted, sounding almost angry.

“Yes.” I said, inhaling a mouthful of sand.

“Good boy. It’s time to take mommy’s big cock.” she said, mounting me. Megan began blowing Sierra, getting extra sloppy and spreading her sticky spit all over Sierra’s throbbing girl dick.

“The slut says please.” Megan said.

“Please.” I said without hesitation.

“The slut pulls his ass apart, and begs for cock.” Megan said. I made it so, completely blind to what was happening behind me. I felt the soft tip of Sierra’s cock press against my hole, applying pressure until it slipped inside.

“Ugh! Please, Please fuck my ass.” I said, spitting sand between every other word. I was laid flat, with Megan’s knee pinning my neck to the ground as Sierra struggled to fit inside.

“It’s so tiny. Such a sweet little virgin girl.” Sierra said, giving my ass a hard slap. The tip was inside me, but I couldn’t take her size. “It’s so close.”

“Just force it in.” Megan said. “You know he’s gonna like it.”

“I’m trying.” Sierra said. I practically screamed into my sand pillow as my ass was stretched beyond its capacity. Sharp pains moved through me, but for some reason I reached orgasm the moment she bottomed out inside me.

“Is he cumming?”

“Ugh!”

“Holy fuck. I’ve never seen that before. He loves cock so much it made him cum.” Megan said, laughing at my expense. “We found a good little slut.”

“It’s so fucking tight.” Sierra hissed, pounding away at me. I could feel her heavy balls slapping against mine as my asshole swallowed the entirety of her hard flesh. “Turn him over.”

“Lay on your back slut, I want you to watch that big cock enter your little boy hole.” Megan said, assisting in rolling me over. I was gasping for air, in a complete daze of pure arousal and cock drunkenness.

“Anything.” I said, lifting my legs as she approached me. She grabbed the back of my head, lifting it so I had to watch her stuff her cock back inside me.

“Ugh…oh God. Oh my God…” I moaned, as again my insides were stuffed full. It was a novel sensation, one that quickly brought my limp cock back to full attention. 

“I’m going to sit on his face.” Megan said, standing directly over my head and taking a squat. “Lick my pussy, and my balls, and my asshole.”

“Yes Megan.” I said. Her vagina was located on her taint, and was already soaking wet when I took it into my mouth.

“Say I’m a little slut who loves cleaning asshole with my tongue.” Megan said. I repeated the line, completely unhinged and turned on. I didn’t even care.

“You’re so mean.” Sierra said, as her cock hit spots inside me that I was previously unaware existed.

“I’m just having fun.” she said, sinking her weight down onto my face and grinding back and forth. My tongue zeroed in on her asshole, slurping away. I was completely unhinged and smitten with both girls. I would gladly be their little fuck toy and sex slave.

Megan used both hands to stroke her massive cock, and I was happy to rim her sweet asshole while she did it.

“I’m gonna cum, baby. I’m gonna cum in your ass and make you pregnant.” Sierra shoved Megan off of me, and grabbed me by the throat. Her stare was deadly serious, and she aimed it through my eyes and into my soul as I struggled for breath. I squirmed helplessly beneath her hard, violent strokes.

“Fill his little fuckhole. Breed him like the slut that he is.” Megan said, walking around to watch the show.

“Oh fuck. Fuck, fuck, fuck!” she thrust forward, pushing it as deep inside me as possible as she erupted inside me.

“Ughhhhh….guuuhhhhdd….fuuuhhhhhccckkk.” I had no control of the sounds I made as she emptied her enormous she-load inside me, rope after rope of warm sticky cum. Again I climaxed without touch, shooting a pathetic in comparison load onto my own stomach as she slammed her pelvis against me, finishing off.

“Look at him, he can’t stop cumming for Futa cock.” Megan said.

“God damn.” Sierra said, slowly backing her length out of my asshole. When her head finally popped loose, excess cum poured out onto the sand.

“My turn.” Megan said, laying down on her back. “Come here. I want you to ride it.”

“Okay.”

“Say yes Megan.” she snapped.

“Yes Megan.” I said, trying to catch my breath as I crawled over to her.

“Who do you belong to?” she asked, as I climbed my leg over her hip.

“I belong to you Megan.” I said.

“That’s right, and to anyone else I tell you to serve.”

“Yes Megan.”

“Good boy. Put my cock in your asshole, show me what a good little slut you are.” she said. After two orgasms, I wasn’t sure how much more I could take. My head was spinning, and I felt like my brain was short circuiting.

“It’s gonna feel so good now that I came inside him.” Sierra said, standing off to the side. I glanced over at her, and noticed that her cock was somehow still completely stiff, so hard that I could see it pulsing.

“I know, I love that. My little cum filled boyslut.” she said, turning her attention back over to me. I took hold of her cock, and lined it up with my entrance. It was so surreal, I didn’t have time to process that it was actually happening. I was shoving a second cock up my ass, practically begging to be bred.

I knew they would get me pregnant, and there was nothing I could do at that point. Maybe showing up while they were in heat wasn’t the greatest of ideas, but I was too turned on to think rationally. My inner submissive had emerged, and every part of my being wanted only to serve and pleasure them.

“Sit on it.”

“Yes Megan.” I said, allowing my weight to sink down onto her. My ass was already stretched out and sore, but her massive bareback futa-cock sliding inside still felt amazing and sent shivers throughout my entire body.

“Oh, yeah. I like that.” she said, grabbing my ass with both hands and pulling my down onto her.

“Ughk!” it felt like she might literally split me in half, I didn’t even know cocks like theirs existed, and I found myself completely servile to their superiority.

Sierra walked over to us, turned around, and bent over in my face, spreading her cheeks apart with both hands.

“Lick it. Show mommy how much you like eating asshole.” she said.

“Yes mommy.” I bounced up and down, swallowing every inch of Megan fat cock and riding it like my life depended on it while my face was smashed between Sierra’s monstrous cheeks.

“Good boy. Fuck mommy’s ass with your tongue.” I couldn’t tell which of them was more dominant, but I absolutely loved it. No woman had ever been so aggressive with me, so forward and in control.

It filled me with shame how much I was enjoying it. Big sweaty balls and asshole in my face, taking big raw cock without protection, risking pregnancy to serve my dominant futa succubi.

We only knew two things about each other, our names, and that we wanted to fuck. It was like a fantasy come true, with so many added surprises that I felt like I was in heaven. Sierra twerked her fat ass in my face, and I worshiped her uncontrollably while Megan thrust hard and fast from the bottom, sliding in and out of my cum lubed asshole.

Having such unadulterated access to a big perfect ass made my cock hard again, and Megan’s constant rhythmic pounding of my g-spot sent me over the edge.

“Megan!” I called out her name, squirting small ropes everywhere as my cock flopped around aimlessly.

“Good boy. Tell me you love me.” Megan said, pulling my face to hers and fucking the ever living shit out of me from bottom.

“I love you.”

“Don’t stop saying it.”

“I love you Megan. I love you so much. I love my Megan so much.” I whimpered.

“Ugh!” her chest and face flushed red as she let loose, exploding with jizz in my plundered asshole.

“I love you.” I sighed, kissing her passionately as we settled back to reality.

We laid on the beach in silence, cuddling and enjoying the post coital bliss.




Chapter 5 - The Secret

We made small talk and shared my trail mix. Sierra thought it was the most delicious thing ever, and wanted more.

“You can get me that?” she asked, wide eyed.

“Yeah, and I can get you better stuff than this.” I said. The girls exchanged a knowing look, unable to hide their grins.

“What’s it like in the city?” she asked, cuddling up to me and looking at me with doe eyes.

“I mean, there’s restaurants and grocery stores. And a movie theater.” I said.

“Damn, that sounds amazing. I would love to go to a grocery store.” Megan said. I realized that they’d spent their entire lives there, eating God knows what. They didn’t know about candy, or probably even bread.

“How old are you?” I asked, realizing it was a sort of rude question too late.

“I’m 19.” Megan said.

“20.” Sierra said. “How about you?”

“I’m 24.” I said.

“Oh, wow. A real man from the city.” Megan said.

“Have you never been to the city?” I asked. Futakiki was a small island, 30 miles of area and mostly unsettled. There was only one city, named Futakiki. The population hovered right around 2,500. It was a small town unless you’d never seen a town before, and I knew they probably thought of it the way I thought of New York City.

“We went once.” Megan said, looking sheepishly over at Sierra.

“Yeah, we wore regular clothes and kind of walked around a little. But we were like 15, we got scared and ran home.” Sierra said.

“We’re not allowed to go to the city. Only on very rare occasions, and usually even then it’s just a couple of the elders.” said Megan. They were both so damn pretty, I couldn’t get over it.

“Am I the first man you’ve ever seen?” I asked. They both giggled.

“No.” Megan said.

“But you’re the first man we’ve ever had sex with.” Sierra said.

“Yeah, a couple of the elders have partners who stop by occasionally, but they’re older.”

“Have you ever met a man named Nahko?” I asked. Both of their eyes went wide.

“Yes.” Sierra said, her face turning white. “How do you know him?”

“He’s my grandpa. Was. He passed away a couple weeks ago.” I said. Sierra turned to Megan, and gave her a hug.

“What? You knew him?” I asked. Megan nodded, as Sierra sobbed into her shoulder.

“Nahko was the love of her aunt Elsa’s life.” she said, which immediately rang a bell. The first part of his journal was all about these threesomes and having sex with the leader of the tribe, but the rest was all about a Futanari woman named Elsa.

“He used to visit us all the time when I was little. I called him grandpa even though he wasn’t my grandpa, he always brought me goodies and toys from the city.” she said, sobbing. “I’m sorry, I haven’t seen him in a long time but I always missed him. He was so nice to me.”

“I’m sorry. I loved him a lot too, we lived together up until he passed. He was one of my best friends.” I said, feeling emotions well up inside me. “He’s the reason I’m here. I found his old diary, it had a map of how to get here.”

“Really?” Megan asked.

“Yeah. I found it under his mattress.”

“I’ll have to tell my mom so she can tell Elsa.” Sierra said, before looking over to me. “Is there anything you could bring us? Like a sweater, or a letter, or anything that was his. Something for her to hold onto? She’s in her 80’s. This is going to break her heart.”

“Of course. I’ll bring something back.” I said.

“Do you really wanna tell her? Isn’t it better if she just thinks he’s back at home?” Megan asked. They told me that he hadn’t been back to their camp in over a decade, and that he told Elsa he was getting too old to make the trek. He promised her his undying love, and made the final trek home. Despite their love, they had different lives. She had to stay with her tribe, and he had to return to his family.

“I’d like to meet her.” I said.

“Yeah. We’ll set that up.” Sierra said, shooting a snot rocket from her nose. “I’m sorry.”

“It’s fine.” I said. The whole mood had shifted, and I thought about my grandpa. What a young stud he must have been, trail blazing the tunnels and discovering a tribe of Futanari women. He was the man.

“Listen, Ace. Our whole tribe is in heat right now, and if we bring you to them, they’re going to descend on you.” Sierra said, giving me a stern look. “If you think we have big dicks, wait until you see some of the other women in the tribe.”

“I think it’s best that you go home, and meet us here again tomorrow.” Megan said.

“Yeah. We have to keep you a secret, at least for now.” Sierra said.

“How come?”

“There are 25 women in our tribe, 3 are older, the other 22 are going to attack you like animals, pin you down and fuck the ever living shit out of you.” she said. “Unless you’re already pregnant, then they won’t be as out of control around you.”

“Pregnant?” I asked reflexively.

“Oh no. Please tell me you know about Futanari on male pregnancies.”

“Yeah, is that true?” I asked.

“Yeah. We’re both in heat right now, it’s possible you’re already pregnant.” she said.

“It’s more than possible, it’s likely. Futanari women have much higher sperm counts than regular men, it’s very easy for us to get a man pregnant.” Megan added.

“Jesus. Alright. That’s fine, we can keep it a secret for now. But how are you going to explain the news of Nahko’s passing without telling them about me?”

“It’s not a forever secret.” Sierra said. “Just for now. We’ll tell them in a few days, once you’re for sure pregnant.”

“Oh boy.” I said, sighing. I felt a little sick to my stomach and lightheaded. Even though I was fully aware of the pregnancy risk of having unprotected sex with Futanari women, I’d gotten so caught up in the moment that I didn’t think it all the way through. “Okay. Fair enough.”

“We’ll help you get home, and mark the way back so you don’t get lost. Come back tomorrow. And bring something for Elsa, please.”

“I will.” I said.

We made our way back to the tunnels, and I put on my headlamp.

“That’s really cool.” Megan said. I hadn’t been to their camp so I didn’t know how primitive they actually were, but I could only assume they weren’t accustomed to running water, electricity, or climate controlled environments.

“Here, I have chalk.” I said, handing them each a stick. “It shows up really well on the tunnel walls as long as they’re dry.”

The girls knew the tunnels like the back of their hands, and were both in incredible shape. They walked much faster than I could with the thirty pound pack, never slowing or growing winded. It showed in their lean bodies, only laden with fat in the most desirable areas.

“So you’re both single?” I asked. It wasn’t something I could ignore, how badly I wanted them to be my girls. I’d have taken either or, they were both that gorgeous and down to Earth. They chuckled at my question.

“Yeah.” they said, almost in unison.

“Nice.”

“What time should I come back tomorrow?”

“Ugh, in the morning. Come back when the sun rises.” Megan said.

“So, like, 7?” I asked. They looked at each other and shrugged. “I’ll come early and wait at the tunnels. Come find me.”

“Okay.”

Once we’d made our way close to the city, I decided to press my luck.

“Do you wanna come hang out at my place?” I asked.

“We can’t.” Megan said.

“Yeah, they’re probably looking for us already. Just come see us tomorrow.” Sierra said, pulling me close for a kiss. As soon as she finished, Megan was right behind her. I knew it was a longshot, they were both completely naked anyway, I’d have had to go and get them some clothes.

“Promise you’ll come?” Megan asked.

“Yeah, do you promise?” Sierra asked.

“Of course. I promise.”

“I love you.” Megan said.

“I love you, Megan.” I said. They headed back towards through the tunnels, and I slowly lumbered back home replaying the day’s events in my head. It was five o’clock but I felt like I’d been gone for much longer.

I collapsed down onto my bed when I got home, and stared at the ceiling in disbelief. I’d gone from a 6 month dry spell to having two of the most beautiful girls I’d ever met pining over me.

The weirdest part was that I kind of meant it when I said I love you to Megan. She obviously found that very hot, as she brought it up right as she was about to climax. I barely knew her, but the level of attraction was on fire. I could have said the same thing to Sierra, but I don’t think she’d have appreciated it.

Two girls at the same time. I gave myself a high five, and threw a pizza in the oven. I needed to get to bed at a reasonable hour so I was well rested to make the trek again in the morning, but I had so much to think about.

I had to pick out a few of Grandpa Nahko’s things to give to Elsa, and choose some gifts for my new girls. They’d be easily impressed by anything, I figured I could bring them food as well as supplies that served a purpose. Lighters, pen and paper, maybe even a gun or fishing pole, as I assumed they hunted for their food.

The fantasies of what might happen the following day, as well as replays of what had already happened ran through my head on repeat until I was drifting off. My life had completely changed in one day, to the point that I was going to sleep without knowing if I was pregnant or not.

[CLICK HERE] to claim your free copy of Futanari Beach and sign up for the Kelsi Reid Newsletter

More Futanari stories by Kelsi Reid!
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MPreg - Claimed by Futa Milf

When Cassie decides she's ready for a baby, her husband Steve is too old to carry but doesn't want to stand in her way.

In her tribe, it's custom for an older married Futanari woman to take her husband's younger man as a lover.

Cassie and Matt share a secret crush, a powerful lust pulling them together. He's always fantasized about her, and would do anything to make her happy.

When Steve explains the situation to Matt, he knows what he must do.

Claimed by Futa Milf involves adult themes including Futa on Male, male submission, age gap, taboo, and instant MPreg.

Bent Over at Futanari Beach - Dominant Group Futa on Male

Finally Taken at Futanari Beach - Futa Milf on Male

Free Use Fertile Futa Stepbrat

MPreg by Futanari Stepmilf

Taken at Futanari Prison - Dominant Futas on Male

Fertile Futa Stepmilf

Futanari in Heat - Fertile MILF Neighbor

His Fertile Futa Roommate
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