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Chapter 1 - Preparing for Mother--Ugh, Fatherhood?

There was no simple way of coming to terms with the predicament I’d landed myself in. The steps I took to arrive there were clear. All that I could do was dig my heels in, and take responsibility for my actions. I would have one baby mama, and one baby mama baby daddy? It was hard to muddle through.

At the same time, they were simple terms that I had to accept. I was going to have two children with two beautiful futanari women. Sure, the timing was awful and the circumstances couldn’t have been worse, but it was what it was.

My life had already been in shambles, let’s face it. I lived at home with my dad, who hated me and thought I was a loser, and I had a couple close male friends but that was about it. There were no women in my life outside of my mom, and she lived on the other side of the world. I didn’t work, not really. Side jobs here and there and I made a very humble salary from my lone video game sponsorship of $45 a month. I guess I wasn’t quite worth fifty.

I laid in my bunk for most of the day, staring off into space and really thinking about my life in its entirety. Video games were my passion, and I instantly started missing it. If I could have a controller in my hand, and a screen to immerse into at that moment I would have been in another world.

But that wasn’t the case. I was sitting in a jail cell that I volunteered for in order to meet and hookup with Futanari women. My plan worked to perfection outside of what appeared to be their extreme fertility. 3 months from pregnancy to giving birth is crazy, but that’s what me and Shelby were facing.

As it were, I had nothing but cold hard realities causing me stress and staring back at me. I knew what I had to do, and it involved full commitment. For one, I had to do my time, which had ballooned to three months. I also needed to make the most of the time I had, which involved the standard prison bother of eating right, working out, and getting good sleep. I wanted to be at my absolute best for my kids, and for their mothers.

A wry smile spread across my face at the realization. In a way, I had two girlfriends, with plenty more available. It wasn’t the worst set of problems to have. Still, there was a stark reality that I couldn’t ignore.

It was frustrating, as I couldn’t even go get a job or do anything to better myself financially in the meantime. All I could do was wait, gestate a baby and all that. Girls always talked about how hard it was, and to be fair, theirs is 9 months, but I was put in the rare position of getting to experience the truth about a very female thing. What does it actually feel like to be pregnant? And to give birth?

Wait a minute, oh shit. I don’t have a vagina, where the hell is the baby going to come out of?

“Michelle!!!” I yelled, practically screaming when struck with the dark thought that a baby was going to shove itself through my urethra.

“Jesus Chris!” she exclaimed, giving me a sideways look. “I’m right the fuck here.” she pointed at her ears.

“Sorry. Uhm, fuck. Is the baby going to come out of my dick?” I asked. Michelle furrowed her brows, staring back at me without a hint of expression.

“Yeah, and Futanari babies are big. Like 20-25 pounds, they completely destroy the penis.” she said, her look turning to concern.

“Oh.” I said, feeling myself turn white. It was over, I was going to lose my penis. I’d made woeful errors, a critical mistake, and God was punishing me for the wickedness of my ways. Suddenly, the silence of the room was overtaken by a hysterical, maniacal cackle.

“No…Chris No. Ahhhh!” she fought for breath, laughing so hard I thought she might lose consciousness. A feeling of relief swept over me. “No…oh God…Oh Lord…Save me lord…”

“Okay, okay. I get it. This is all new to me. I didn’t even know about Futanari women until I got here.”

“You’re fine, baby. It’s just funny, that’s all.” she said, finally getting herself under control. “They do come out of your ass though.”

“Really?” I asked.

“Yes, baby. It’s the only other hole that works.” she said.

“I was hoping for a C-section.”

“They could probably do that.” she said. “But it’s not as bad as you think. Futanari babies are actually smaller, and we’ll lube you up and all that. If you can take my dick like you do, you can definitely give birth.”

“Damn. Still. It makes me nervous as fuck, my palms are legit sweating right now.” I said.

“I bet.” she said, jumping down from her bunk to have a seat beside me. “Let me tell you something else about Futanari women, we can give birth to other futanari women. We’re the only ones who can.”

“Makes sense.”

“But only about 1 out of every 25.” she said.

“Oh, wow. You’re rare.” I said.

“That I am.” she said, tossing her hair over her shoulder and winking. “That’s why there aren’t so many of us.”

“Interesting.”

“What do you do outside of here? Like, are you ready to have two kids?” she asked.

“Not at all.” I said, sighing heavily. “Not at all.”

“Nobody’s ready, I don’t think. That’s why we all have some issue or another with our own parents. You just strap in, and do the best you can.” she said. “I’ll be here to help. I’m only in for another 5 months, but with a kid on the way I can probably get out at the same time as you with good behavior.”

“Yeah? Is having a kid something you’ve wanted to do before?” I asked.

“Baby, please. I already have an 8 year old, she’s on the island with her mama.” she said.

“Oh, nice. So you’ve done this before. Thank God.” I said.

“Yeah. You’re my second baby mama.”

“Real funny.”

“Even though I don’t much care for Shelby, it’ll be cool having our kids grow up at the same time.” she said. “By the way, you never answered what you did outside of here.”

“I’m an amateur gamer.” I said.

“Oh, cool. I meant for work though.” she said.

“Uhm, kind of between jobs at the moment.” I said.

“Oh boy. Please don’t tell me you’re gonna be a deadbeat.”

“What? No. Of course not.” I said. “I can work, just wasn’t very motivated.”

“Well you better figure that out, and fast. I don’t need no scrubs.”

“What is a scrub?” I asked, smirking.

“You know the song. You better shape up boy, I’m serious.”

“Well, we did meet in prison. So whatever happens is kind of your own fault.” I said.

“There’s no me and you anymore, Chris, only us.”

“Gross! Shut up.” I said. We went to chow, and sat with Shelby. It was a little awkward, but nice. They were both so hot, I still couldn’t get over it.


Chapter 2 - Getting Into The Groove

Michelle was there to offer me lots of support. She’d already been through what I was going through, and understood the nuances and niche of an individual pregnancy. Actually being pregnant was awful and unpleasant, there were certainly perks in the prison.

For one, prisoners who were pregnant had a completely separate little lunch room, where women from the Futanari tribe of Futakiki would prepare feasts on the daily. The food was impeccable, and varied from day to day. It was like they’d mastered all of the different styles and nailed authentic takes on traditional dishes consistently.

They made the best lamb chops I’d ever tasted, melting off into your mouth with an impossible softness. They did sushi twice a week, always alongside lots of other Japanese staples. Chow became an event, and they even let me sneak back leftovers for Michelle.

“I want her to like me.” Shelby said, one day while we were eating.

“I mean, I get it. I’d like it too. And it’s not really that she dislikes you, she just doesn’t like you.” I said, trying my best to explain. I knew from private conversations with Michelle that there was really no changing her head on the issue. She was perfectly content being cordial, but she didn’t want it to go beyond that.

“What if I gave her leftovers too? Would you tell her some are from me?” she asked, with wide begging eyes.

“Sure, baby.” I said, more in an attempt to pacify her than anything. I was okay with the two camps being separate, especially considering neither of them minded enough to tell me to stop sleeping with both of them. The only issues between us were that Michelle was a bit jealous and possessive, and because of that she didn’t care for Shelby.

Actually, it started before that, but it’s ultimately just girl stuff that I’ll never understand anyway. My concern was that things remained civil, and that no one encroached on my ability to enjoy my time with my girls.

Ultimately, I just had more leftovers. There was no reason to tell Michelle that some of them were from Shelby, because not only did she not care, she wouldn’t enjoy the leftovers as much knowing some might be hers. Plus, I did want the leftovers. Because I was pregnant, and hungry, and all that. Food is a scarce commodity in prison, but I had a group of Futanari master chefs at my disposal.

After a while I did tell her that it was Shelby adding to our daily loot of delectable goods, in an attempt to win her over. Michelle didn’t react the way I expected, she seemed to almost revel in the fact that Shelby was bowing to her.

“Maybe she could be a good girl after all. She’s very pretty. I’ve always said that about her.” Michelle said. “You’ve fucked her, is she any good in bed? You can tell me the truth, I won’t be mad.”

“Well, I mean, she’s hot. Her ass, her face, her tits.”

“I know she’s hot, idiot. I can see her. I shower with her. I asked you if she was good in bed or not?”

“Very good.”

“Chris. Okay, thanks. What does she like, what is she into?” she asked.

“She likes it from behind, and like, lots of kissing.”

“Is she verbal?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“You know how I talk to you a lot during sex, and make you answer very direct questions like do you like mommy’s hard cock in your ass?”

“Oh, no. She’s not like that. She moans a lot though, if she likes what you’re doing.” I said.

“Interesting. Tell her I said thanks for the leftovers.” she said, turning her attention away from the subject. That was the last we spoke of it for a while.

As the weeks wore on, I grew happier than I’d ever been before. Good food, structure, women, a place to stay, there was nothing to dislike about it. It made me realize how out of whack I’d been, staying up at odd hours, guzzling caffeine, completely out of shape.

Prison gave me routine, and girls who loved me held me accountable for myself directly and to myself because I actually cared. The routine settled me in, gave me some ambition and reminded me life was worth living.

By week 4, my body started changing. Up until then it was all ice cream and exquisite halal food. Plus a couple of random pukes, and even more random crying sessions. And then my belly got round. I noticed it at early stages, but it crept up on me. It felt like one day I woke up with a huge belly, and that was only week 6. How much bigger was I going to get?

The fear crept back in. My butthole was going to be destroyed. It might as well have been my penis, men weren’t supposed to go through this! The thought loomed constantly in the recesses of my mind, like death but with added impending finality. It would happen, and it would happen soon.


Chapter 3 - Coming Together

Shelby went through a very similar transformation to me, and she looked gorgeous. Her tits were out of control, and her already magnificent ass had an extra kick in it. I felt like I just looked weird. Like, why does this dude’s stomach not match the rest of him?

My sex drive waxed and waned while I was pregnant. Sometimes I was super horny, other times it was the furthest thing from my mind. By week 7, I was super fat and not about it. That was, until…

Until one night, while Michelle was taking me from behind and giving me a reach around, and she whispered into my ear.

“Do you wish I was a little slut like Shelby? And would let you fuck my pussy?” she asked, biting the tip of my ear.

“No.” I said, feeling that she was serious by her clench.

“Don’t lie to me. I know you want to fuck me, just say it.” she said.

“I do. I’d love to fuck you.” I said. It was something that I never got around to bringing up. It felt like I got to fuck Shelby, and Michelle got to fuck me. It wasn’t a system I was in any rush to change.

“You want to put my ankles behind my head and show me what a strong man you are?” she asked, shoving herself deep inside me in the spooning position.

“Yes.”

“Okay, I’ve been thinking about letting you do this, but I need you to prove yourself.” she said.

“How?” I asked, unintentionally clenching my ass.

“Oh I love when you do that. Squeeze it.” her fingers dug into my ass, pleading with me to continue squeezing my anus, pulsing as she called it. There were times when she’d make me pulse for 20 or 30 minutes straight, until she came. It felt like giving a blowjob with my rectum.

“How?” I asked again, distracted with the proposition of finally getting to be the one doing the fucking in my relationship with Michelle. Or at least some fucking.

“How what? Just keep squeezing on my cock with your slutty little asshole.” she said, posting her hands and adjusting herself so she was more on top of me. Her thrusts were deeper, harder from that position.

“How do I get to fuck you?” I squealed, taking the entirety of her length as she plunged her hips against mine.

“Oh, that. You’d have to show me that you are a strong man, get Shelby over here. If you can get her to let me fuck her, I’ll let you fuck me in front of her.” she said, slamming herself into me. “Or are you too weak? Can’t even convince a submissive little girl like Shelby to give herself over to what she knows she really wants?”

“No, I can.” I said. “I’ll do it.”

“Good boy.” she said, pinning my head to the mattress and fucking me as hard and fast as she could. I hung on for dear life, gritting as she plowed into me.

“Ugh!” I called out. Michelle returned to stroking my cock, a sure sign she was soon to cum. She liked it when we came simultaneously, said it made our bonding stronger. She knew that I was never far behind from cumming, as seeing her reach her peak instantly sent me over the edge.

“I’m right there, baby.” she said, leaning in for a hungry kiss. “Oh fuck!” she pulled out of me right as I began to cum, something she did rarely. Instead of my usual creampie, she spilled out all over me. It was an endless stream of sticky goodness, covering my baby bump, chest, and face.

“Oh my God.” I sighed, feeling the post-coital bliss kick in. Michelle and I had settled into our nightly thing, but her mentioning Shelby had my full attention.

“That always makes me feel so much better.” she said, kissing my forehead and rolling over to go to sleep. Usually, I would go down to my bunk at that point, but I wanted to know if her dirty talk was simple roleplay, or something more.

“Were you serious about Shelby?” I asked.

“Yeah. I want to fuck her. I’ll let you fuck me if you can put her in front of me, naked with her legs spread.” she said.

“I’ll see what I can do.” I said.

“No, do it. Get it done. Show me what kind of man you’re gonna be for me.”

“Alright, yeah.” I said. “Goodnight.”

“Come here, turd. Don’t you dare go to your bunk without giving me a kiss.” she pulled me into her, reassuring me that things weren’t that serious. She was domineering and playful at the same time, feminine and militant. It was a combination that took some getting used to, but she was good at keeping us on the same page. There was no doubt in my mind that Michelle cared about me a lot.

All I could think about was how difficult my job was, how hard it was going to be to convince Shelby to sleep with Michelle. I didn’t even want to bring it up, much less think about it. It haunted my dreams.


Chapter 4 - The Challenge

Michelle, Shelby, and myself had been having breakfast chow together for some time. Lunch and dinner were reserved for Shelby and I, as we were the only two who were pregnant at the time and therefore had access to the private kitchen.

From what I’d learned from both Shelby and Michelle, the Futa tribe they were members of were very serious about family. The women who cooked for us were volunteers, who created the program of feeding pregnant Futa women while in prison. The benefits extended to me, a random dude, because I happened to be imprisoned there and also pregnant. Or, Mpregant as they called it.

There was apparently a whole history of this, dating back to practically the beginning of time. Of futanari women Mpregnating men. Futanari women were capable of giving birth and making both genders pregnant, but it was hardly known about at all in the regular world because it was so rare. Furthermore, most of the offspring of male impregnation via Futanari women were male or female, and rarely futanari. Plus, most Futanari women lived in tribes, and away from the masses. So for the most part, only the Futanari knew about the male pregnancy. I was in the right hands.

Anyway, we all had breakfast together everyday. It was mostly in silence, but the girls would sometimes make idle chat about kids, and pregnancy. I would talk to both of them in a hushed way, off to the side. Almost like I was a lawyer representing both of them.

So idled with the task of bringing us all together, I was at a loss. My knee jerk reaction was to ask them point blank period out of nowhere, if they all wanted to have a threesome together, and then just hope that it worked out to where Michelle got to fuck Shelby. Which I suspected it would.

But saying it like that wouldn’t work. I had no experience with women, no smooth talking abilities whatsoever. I didn’t know how to even go about it. All I knew was that I was starring in Mission Impossible, if the mission were actually impossible. A pure disaster movie, perhaps with a tinge of comedy at my expense. I was either going to puss out entirely, or look like an idiot.

Breakfast chow time came around whether I wanted it to or not, and there we were. The whole vibe was regular, like nothing was going on at all. The only thing on my mind was proving myself to Michelle. I wished I’d had time to talk to Shelby in private, to test the idea out. I seriously considered skipping out on it entirely, and trying later.

“Hey Shelby, I don’t mean to get too personal, but I feel like we’ve gotten close over the last month or so.” Michelle said.

“Oh, really? I mean, yeah. Definitely.” Shelby perked up, giving all of her attention to Michelle.

“Like, obviously we’re the two baby mamas with the same guy, but we get along so well…” she said, pouring it on. Shelby didn’t even notice the change, she was like a bunny rabbit against a Lion content on consuming her.

“That’s what I said. Chris kept saying to just leave it alone, but I was like, nah, I think we could actually get along.” Shelby said.

“Really? Chris said that?” Michelle asked, looking over at me with disapproving eyes. “I’ve been trying to get him to set us up for girl dates.”

“No you haven’t.” I said, blurting out for the first time. I couldn’t stand for what was happening, I didn’t even have a chance to try.

“Oh I haven’t?” she asked, “How about last night?”

“What do you mean?” I asked. Michelle looked over to Shelby, addressing her directly.

“Boys never know what’s going on.” she said. “Last night, during sex, I started dirty talking to Chris about how hot it would be-”

“Hold up, I got this.” I said, stepping in front for the clear interception. There was no way I was letting her be the one to break the news, whether it worked out for me or not. “We were talking about maybe having a threesome, I fuck you, she fucks you, then I fuck her. You know, one of those.” I felt on top of the world, the words had left my mouth and they were glorious.

“Really? You two talked about that?” Shelby asked, crossing her arms and straightening her posture.

“No, baby. No. I was fucking him, and just kind of fucking around, and asked him if he wanted to fuck me. And of course he said, yes!” Michelle said, eliciting laughter from the two people in the conversation who weren’t me.

“Of course.” Shelby said, shaking her head at me, but smiling.

“I never let him fuck me, by the way. He still hasn’t.” she said.

“Really?”

“Do we really need to talk about all this?” I asked, feeling left out.

“Boy bye.” Michelle said, waving me off.

“Hush.” I said, nestling up against her.

“No, I’m serious. Let us talk.” she said. I looked over at Shelby.

“Girl talk.” she said, seconding Michelle’s motion of waving me off. “Boy bye!” she said, mimicking her directly.

“Fine.” I said, laboring myself to my feet. My lower back ached, as I’d turned into a total balloon by this point. Even the horniest girls in the prison didn’t look at me anymore, unless they had a pregnancy fetish. Which a decent amount of them did, to be fair.

I have no idea what was said between them in my absence, I only know that they both seemed awfully excited when they announced that we’d be having a threesome later that night.

“Awesome, I’m down.” I said.

“We know.” Shelby said, having gained some extra confidence off of Michelle.

“I’m gonna have so much fun with you.” Michelle said, staring directly at Shelby.

“I can’t wait. It’s been a while since I’ve had one like that.” she said, motioning down with her head motion towards Michelle’s lap.

“Bring me some leftovers, bitches.” Michelle said, letting out an unadulterated belch for the ages. “Mama hungry.”

“Word.” I said, somehow coming to even further terms of my reality. I was a fat pregnant man, without a dollar to my name and nothing to offer society. I was also about to have a threesome.


Chapter 5 - Menage

Michelle and I were in our separate bunks that night, relaxing before lights out. All I could think about was if Shelby was actually going to come over or not. The entirety of the plans were made without me being present, and the only thing I knew was that it was supposed to happen that night.

It was hard for me to tell if Michelle was really that into Shelby, or if it was another one of her power plays. She liked girls, and Shelby was smoking hot, so it made sense. Still, it felt like it was more to prove her dominance than anything else. This was the same woman who hadn’t let me fuck her once.

The lights went out, and things grew quiet. We were supposed to lock our cells at night, but as long as you didn’t close them all the way, they had no way of knowing. It’s not like they did cell checks or anything, it was pretty lax in there.

Sure enough, I heard little footsteps come prancing across the cold concrete floors toward our cell. Shelby had left hers cracked, and Michelle did the same.

“Hey.” she whispered, rubbing her hands together. “It’s cold.”

“Come cuddle, I’ll warm you up.” Michelle said, stepping in before I had the chance.

“Okay.” Shelby flashed me a smile, and climbed up into Michelle’s bed without even giving me a kiss. I could hear them making sounds as they snuggled up, and I listened intently for a hint of what was happening.

“Oh wow.” I heard Shelby whisper. There was some moving around, and I started to feel jealousy. What kind of a threesome was this? The rummaging continued until I heard the sound of lips smacking.

“Mmmm…”

“Oh yes, right there.” Shelby whimpered, whining in her sexy way. There was no longer any doubt, they were fooling around without me. Still, the blood rushed quickly to my cock.

“Mmm…”

“I don’t know if it’ll fit.” Shelby said, giggling.

“Oh, it’ll fit.”

“Can you two come down here so I can at least watch?” I said, unable to hold my tongue any longer. “I wanna see this.”

“Hush, stop yelling.” Michelle whispered harshly. Thankfully, they started climbing down the ladder to join me. I scooted over and they collapsed into bed together, kissing deeply and fondling each other's bodies.

“You’re the only one with clothes on.” Shelby said.

“I’m the only one not being included.” I said.

“Well get naked and join in.” Michelle whispered, before returning to rolling her tongue around inside Shelby’s mouth while stroking her. I wasn’t going to turn down that invitation, and I quickly got naked and forced my way in.

“I like this, my girls getting along.” I whispered, presenting my cock to Shelby for a kiss.

“I have an idea. Shelby, you lay on your back. Chris, mount her facing away from me. I want to go back and forth between fucking Shelby’s pussy, and you’re ass.” she said, raising an eyebrow.

“Okay, fun.” Shelby said, getting into position. It wasn’t exactly what I had in mind, but I didn’t want to ruin the party.

“Good girls.” Michelle said, slapping her hardness against my ass and then on top of Shelby’s cock and pussy. “Who wants to go first?”

“Me.” Shelby said, volunteering herself. “I want to feel you stretch me out.”

“Yeah, I know baby. You need a real cock, something long and thick to hit your deepest spots, don’t you?” Michelle asked, words meant just as much to belittle me as arouse Shelby.

“Yes, I do.” Shelby said, looking up at me. I watched her face fill with arousal as Michelle inserted herself inside her. I turned my head to watch it going inside her, taking her with longer and longer strokes. “Oh my God…”

“Does that feel good, baby?” I asked, leaning forward to kiss Shelby while Michelle took her. I wasn’t sure how I felt about what was taking place, but I was very turned on by it. Shelby’s tits bounced, and she squealed uncontrollably, probably waking half the pod with her loud cries.

“It’s so good…it’s so good…” she repeated, her chest flushing red and eyes rolling back.

“Good girl, cum for that cock.” I said, kissing her deeply through her climax.

“Ughh….” Shelby’s entire body convulsed, and she finally sighed and began sobbing when Michelle pulled it out.

“Baby, are you okay?” I asked. Michelle’s hand landed on my shoulder, and she smiled.

“She’s okay. Now it’s your turn.”

“Finally.” I said, turning to face her.

“No, not that. Not yet. I haven’t cum yet, I’m really close. Bend over for me.” she said, stroking herself.

“What about Shelby?” I asked. There were tears in her eyes and she was rocking back and forth.

“Let’s give her a little comfort, but not until I finish.” she said.

“I’m okay baby. That just felt really good.” Shelby said.

“I told you. Give her a minute.”

“Okay.” I said, unable to take my eyes off of Shelby. I’d had sex with her so many times, and I thought we had a very fun and solid sex life. But I never made her cum like that, not once. I could tell she wasn’t exaggerating, her response was beyond her own control. She was somewhere else entirely.

“Pull your cheeks apart.” Michelle said, her tip flirting with my hole. I inhaled as she entered me, grunting as I struggled to adjust to her. She wasn’t in the mood to ease me in, she was using me to cum.

“Fuck.” I said, feeling my cock harden as she stimulated my inner spot. Her flesh was extra warm and well lubricated from having done that to Shelby. It felt good, and right as I started to settle in, she increased the pace.

“I’m gonna cum!”

“Not in me.” I said, too late. Michelle was already gripping my hips, pinning me to her as she thrust into me. Ejaculate laden rope after rope, filling me up as she rearranged my insides. She’d been difficult to handle before I was pregnant, now it was uncomfortable.

“Ahhh, sorry. I was already right there.” she said, sliding out.

“It’s okay, I honestly like the way it feels.” I said, feeling it ooze out of me.

“Me too. It feels so much better.” she said, laying down on the bottom mattress and spreading her legs apart. “Okay, big boy. You’ve earned it.”

“Finally.” I said, putting my hand on my stomach. Something didn’t feel quite right.

“Oh, shit. Chris!” Michelle exclaimed, sitting up and pointing.

“What?” I asked, looking around.

“Your water broke.”

“My what? Oh, shit.”

“Yeah, it’s coming now.” she said. “Get cleaned up as best you can, I’ll try to get the guard’s attention.”

“Okay, yeah.” I said, grabbing my towel and soaking up the mixture of semen, and “broken water” that was leaking out of me.

“Oh my goodness, baby. You’re going into labor!” Shelby said, standing up to give me a hug.

“I can’t believe this.” I said, grabbing a pair of underwear to change into.

“Help! Guards! Help! We have an inmate emergency! Help!” you could hear Michelle’s voice echoing, bouncing off the walls. There was always someone on duty, they were going to hear her.

“What do I need to do?” I asked.

“Nothing, baby. The nurses will take care of you.” she said. “Just relax.”

The next couple minutes were a blur. They brought me a wheelchair, and took me out of the main part of the jail and over to medical. Just like that, I was about to give birth to a child.
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