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Chapter 1 - Noah

When my stepmom Tara called me into her room for “punishment”, I didn’t take it seriously. The way I saw it, if my dad couldn’t discipline me, then neither could she. At the same time, Tara was absolutely gorgeous and I did have a tendency to do whatever she told me to do.

“Hey.” I said, entering her room.

“Close the door.” she said.

“Alright.” I closed the door behind us, and turned around to face her with my arms crossed over my chest.

“I’m very disappointed in you.” she said, crossing her arms right back and giving me the stare. I smirked at her, and shook my head.

“It’s not a big deal. It’s just a speeding ticket.” I said.

“It’s your third speeding ticket this year. You aren’t learning your lesson.” she said.

“I like to go fast. Like Ricky Bobby.” I said, unflinching on the fact that I didn’t care. “I picked up an extra shift for Saturday, I’ll pay for it.”

“It’s not about paying for it, Noah. It’s about you respecting the law.” she said.

“Ugh, you sound like my dad.” I said.

“Your dad won’t do anything about your behavior, but I will.” she said, stepping right up to me.

“What are you gonna do, ground me?” I asked, letting out a chuckle.

“No. I’m going to teach you a lesson in obedience. I’m going to punish you, and then you’re going to learn what responsibility is.” she said. “Drop your pants.”

“Excuse me?” I asked, taking a step away from her.

“Drop your fucking pants. Now.” she said.

“Fine.” I said, and pulled down my shorts.

“Your boxers too. Bend over the bed.” she said.

“Are you serious? I’m too old for spankings.” I said.

“You aren’t acting like it. Pull down your boxers, and bend over.”

“Fine.” I said, slipping my fingers inside my waistband and looking into her eyes. I’d always fantasized about fucking her, and I figured some spankings were about as close as I’d get.

“Now.”

“Whatever.” I said, pulling them down. “Is this what you wanted to see?” I asked, shaking my dick from side to side.

“That’s cute. Bend over.” she said. I walked over to her bed, and placed both of my hands on the mattress.

“Is dad okay with us doing something this kinky?” I asked, wiggling my ass back and forth in an attempt to make her angry.

“I told him what I was going to do to you, and he was perfectly okay with it.” she said, approaching me from behind. “Look straight ahead, at the wall.”

“Yes mistress.” I said, straightening my gaze. It was one big joke as far as I was concerned. Honestly, what good was a spanking from a female going to do?

“Lay flat. Pull your cheeks apart.” she said.

“Uhm, how about no?” I asked, unwilling to do that.

Slap! Her hand collided hard against my bare ass. Slap, slap, slap, slap!

“Ouch. Jesus Tara.” I said, wincing in pain. Her spanks had more steam on them than I expected, but it was still not a big deal.

“Lay flat. Pull your cheeks apart.” she said.

“Why?” I asked, completely confused by what was happening.

“Because I said so, that’s why.”

“There.” I said, pulling my butt apart. I was starting to feel a little embarrassed, but also a little horny.

“You’ve never stuck anything up your ass before, have you?” she asked.

“Nope. I haven’t.” I said, staring straight ahead.

“Just remember, that you made me do this. This is your fault.” she said.

“Whatever.” I said. I turned my head to see what she was doing, and saw that she was removing her pants. “What are you doing?” I asked.

“Eyes straight.” she said. I waited patiently while she did whatever she was doing, and then I felt her applying something to my cheeks. “Let me just spread this around.”

“What is that?”

“It’s called lubricant, Noah. You’re going to need it.” her hands spread the lube all over my backside, and then her finger made its way to my hole. I flinched as she inserted it in my ass.

“Woah! What are you doing?” I asked, turning my head again. This time, I saw something that shocked me. Tara was naked, and there was a massive cock dangling between her legs. “What the fuck?”

“Oh, you didn’t know? I’m a futanari.” she said.

“I don’t even know what that means.” I said, unable to pull my eyes away from her heavy hanging balls, and large, flaccid dick.

“Look.” she said, lifting up her cock and balls to showcase her vagina.

“What in the hell?”

“Futanari women have both sex organs. We can get pregnant, and we can impregnate.” she said.

“You’ve had a dick this entire time?” I asked. She smiled.

“I have. And now you’re going to take it up your ass.”

“There’s no way.” I said.

“Look straight ahead. Don’t make me tell you again.” she said. I shifted my gaze straight ahead, and felt a chill move up my spine. I’d never heard of a futanari woman before, but it was certainly a sight to see. “I’m going to give you a couple of minutes to relax your ass.”

Tara got down on her knees behind me, and began inserting her finger in and out of my ass. There was nothing I could do to prevent my dick from getting hard, and the only reason I didn’t leave the room was because I was intrigued and horny. It didn’t turn me off that she had a dick, in fact it kind of turned me on.

She was still beautiful, and I’d spent years fantasizing about her and admiring her beauty. It was a little weird, that she was a futanari or whatever, but it was also hot.

“Ugh…” my breath hitched as she inserted two fingers at once, and I tried to control my breathing while she fingered my virgin ass.

“Nice and tight. It’s going to feel so good when I stick my cock inside your little hole.” she said, increasing the pace of her fingering. I buried my face in a pillow, trying as hard as I could not to moan or whimper. “I’m sorry it had to come to this, but you have to be punished for being bad.”

“I understand.” I said, settling into the sensation of her fingers inside me.

“Alright. Now it’s time for your punishment.” she said. “Flip over. I want to see your face while I take your ass.”

“Are you sure about this?” I asked, slowly rolling over onto my back. As much as I wanted to have sex with her, this wasn’t exactly what I had in mind.

“It isn’t that I want to do it. I have to do it.” she said, grabbing me by the legs and pulling me closer to her. “Spread your legs like a good little slut.”

“It’s so big.” I said, staring at her hard cock. I watched as Tara applied lubrication all over her length.

“Thank you. Let’s see how you do with it.” she held herself at the base, and began rubbing the tip all over my asshole.

“Oh my God.” I grunted, clinching down as she penetrated me. “Oh my God.”

“Yeah, that’s a good slut. Take it all.” she said, working the first couple inches in and out.

“Fuck.” I moaned, surprised by how good it felt.

“You have such a tight ass. This is how your dad used to feel before I broke him in.” she said, wrapping her fingers around my neck and pinning me to the mattress. “Now it’s your turn to be a girl for me.”

“It hurts.” I said, feeling myself stretch further and further to accommodate her girth.

“I don’t care. This is for your own good.” she said, bottoming out inside my ass.

“Fuck.”

“Yeah, that’s a good girl. Look at you, taking mommy’s whole cock inside you.” her grip tightened around my throat, and she began thrusting harder. I made noises I didn’t know I could make, and they came out completely organically. “Do you like that?”

“Yes.” I winced, digging my hands into the sheets. My cock was throbbing hard, and I was struck with the fear that she was going to make me cum without even touching it.

“Look how hard you are. Such a naughty little slut. I knew you would end up liking this.” she said, pushing it deeper and making me squeal.

“Ugh! Oh, ugh! Fuck.” I furrowed my brow and closed my eyes, trying to hang on.

“Hold your legs. Watch your hole taking mommy’s cock.” she said. I looked down between us, and watched as her massive dick disappeared over and over again inside me. “You’re going to cum like a little slut, aren’t you?”

“I think so.” I said, my voice strained by how much pressure she was applying to my neck. It was a side of myself I didn’t know existed, and Tara was bringing it out with her big hard she-cock.

“Yeah. That’s all you are, is a submissive little fucktoy for mommy.” she leaned in close to me, whispering the dirtiest things I’ve ever heard while grinding against me.

“Ugh! Ugh! Fuck…”

“Yeah, you make such a good little girl.” she said, kissing my neck and licking my face. “Are you gonna take mommy’s cum in your little boy-pussy?”

“Yes mommy.” I whimpered.

“Holy fuck.” she said, her eyes growing wide. She pushed it all the way in, extending her hips and holding me down by my wrists as her cock began pulsing inside of me. It was so sexy knowing that I was making her cum, and I thrust back against her while she exploded with cum.

“It’s so warm.” I moaned, so turned on that I crossed my threshold for arousal and we climaxed simultaneously. “Ugh! Yes! Harder, fuck me.” I begged, cumming harder than I’d ever cum. I didn’t even touch myself, it was all prostate stimulation and it made my entire body shake with pleasure.

“Yeah? That’s mommy’s good boy.” she said, holding my face and slamming her cock into me. I could feel her heavy balls twitch as she emptied an enormous load into my ass. “Oh my God…” she sighed, taking a deep breath.

“Right?” I asked, my dick still pulsing here and there. I’d never experienced anything like it, and my chest and stomach were absolutely glazed with my cum.

In my post coital awareness, I realized that I’d just been fucked so hard by my stepmom that I came without being touched, and my anus was pumped full of her warm load.

Why was that so good? Like, it was so much better than any girl I’ve ever been with. The intensity of the orgasm was literally ten times more powerful.

“Noah.” she said, her cock still buried in my asshole while she laid on top of me. I’d laced my ankles around her lower back, and didn’t want her to take it out. “I hope you’ll think about how much you disappoint me when you get frivolous speeding tickets.”

“I’m sorry.” I said. “I need to do better.”

“You will. I just hope this punishment ends up teaching you responsibility. You could really be a spectacular man if you learned that lesson.” she said, giving me another wet kiss before pulling herself out from between my cheeks.

“I’m gonna try.” I said, feeling her warm excess cum dripping out onto her sheets.

“Go to your room.” she said.

“Yes ma am.” I said, gathering my clothes and quickly redressing even though the cum continued dribbling out of my ass.

“Please think about responsibility. Think about how people rely on you, and how much you can help them if you’re in service instead of thinking about yourself and running around all willy nilly.”  she said.

“I will. Thank you Tara.” I said, looking her earnestly in the eye before leaving her room.

When I made it back to my room, I was physically exhausted but my mind was racing. It didn’t make sense to me, what type of punishment was that? I learned nothing, other than I really enjoyed spreading my legs for her. If anything, I was more interested in fucking her some more.

There didn’t seem to be any lesson, or anything instilled through the pounding she gave me. It was the single most erotic experience of my life, and I just wanted to explore more with her. It didn’t make me feel bad or like I had messed up in any way, it made me feel like I wished she could be my woman.

Before I could fall asleep that night, I masturbated while replaying thoughts of what had taken place between us. My main motto that night, the one that played over and over in my head while I tried to fall asleep, was ‘God damn that was hot’.

The next morning, I felt like a new man. Maybe she was a genius, and being punished was easier than I thought. I was so full of energy that I got up early and went to get tacos for breakfast. On the way, I was speeding a little, and got pulled over again. Another speeding ticket. Whatever, put it on the tab. The tacos were delicious, and well worth it.

I elected not to tell anyone about that ticket, at least not that day. The following morning, I woke up in the middle of the night sick as a dog. I puked relentlessly, and I cursed those bunk tacos. I promised myself that I’d sue them for the food poisoning they’d clearly given me.

“What’s your schedule look like this week?” Tara asked, once I was passed the initial sickness.

“Monday, Wednesday, Sunday.” I said.

“I thought you were trying to get more hours.” she said.

“Eh, D for diploma baby.” I said, reiterating my general strategy for life. Do the bare minimum and enjoy the free time.

I was sick every morning for the next three days, and I started getting painfully hungry. All I could do was eat. Eat, puke in the morning, eat some more. By the end of the week, I could swear that I was getting fatter. My abs were disappearing, and my stomach was getting rounder and rounder.

I didn’t think much about it, but Tara asked me relentlessly about responsibility and turning my life around.

“Don’t go with the flow. You have to live your life with purpose.” she said, which made no sense to me. I just wanted to meet new people, travel, and live life. The world would be my oyster.

The main thing I learned from the punishment, was that I still really wanted to fuck my Futa stepmom. It was way better than my fantasies, and having it once only made my desire to experience her grow. I thought about the fact that she also had a vagina, and there wasn’t one that I was more motivated to be inside of.

I kept getting sick, and I was growing fatter by the day. It wasn’t even so much that I was getting fat, but my stomach was starting to look like a perfect orb. It kind of bothered me, and I started doing way more crunches and situps to re-establish my six pack.

I was able to pay off one of my tickets with my check, but it left me at almost zero with another hefty fine to pay. Instead of picking up shifts at work, I sold my laptop and paid it off. Too easy. Material possessions held no value to me, and I was happy to be back on track. I’d have to stay home and walk to work for the next two weeks, because I couldn’t afford gas or pay my insurance. A small price to pay to be living wild and free.

Chapter 2 - Tara

Noah was pregnant and didn’t know it. He didn’t drink or do anything that could harm the baby, and I needed him to learn the lesson in order to be the man he could be. His father had allowed him too much leash, and without any discipline to fall back on, Noah was doomed.

What he did have going for him, was that he was young, handsome, strong, and had a work ethic to him with no vices. He was becoming known by local police for the wrong reasons, and he gave them an attitude instead of showing grace. He was kind of a brat, but a reformable one. What he lacked was guidance and focus. Noah was too young to get it, which is why I felt perfectly comfortable stepping in.

Seeing the obvious path he was going down broke my heart, and I wanted to harden him immediately. His father Pat had ceased being attractive to me some time ago, a fact I voiced to him directly, and that he was fine with.

Pat understood that he wasn’t a virile man, and that I still craved a child of my own. Futanari women share biology with regular women. We’re most fertile at the same age, and eventually lose our ability to carry a healthy child. But, Futanari women are able to impregnate women and men at much later stages in life.

Perhaps because of our proximity, or the intimate dynamic of our relationship, I found myself increasingly attracted to Noah. He was a taller, younger, more masculine version of the man I married. Anyway, as Pat and I grew apart, Noah and I grew closer, eventually culminating in me inseminating him as punishment.

All he could create was damage on his own, but coupled with me and the responsibility of his child, he would learn and accept the way. He would grow up. And of what great use he could be to the collective, giving back in the ways for which he was suited. I loved him, and I rooted for him as a slight underdog. I believed in him, that he could do it.

“Hey Noah. My room. Now.” I said, putting inflection on my voice to let him know the seriousness of the context. It had been exactly one week since the punishment.

I waited for him for all of 30 seconds before he came into my room.

“What’s up?” he asked.

“Remember that day we made love?” I asked.

“Of course.”

“What did you think the punishment was?” I asked, straightening my posture.  I could see the gears turning in his head, trying to figure out what was going on.

“To show me how hard I could cum.” he said, not making eye contact and letting a giggle slip out.

“I’m serious, mister.” I said.

“Honestly Tara, I don’t know. I paid off my tickets, I’m working, and that night? That night was amazing. It was probably the best day of my life.” he said. He hadn’t put it together, he didn’t know about the Futanari, and he didn’t realize that he was pregnant, let alone what I was trying to teach him.

“Noah. You’re handsome, smart, and capable. But you cut corners, you half ass things and people think they’re good, but it’s half of your potential. If you don’t learn now, you’ll leave a wake of hurt and destruction.” I said.

“Hurt and destruction?” he asked.

“Yes. People rely on you, they want to, naturally, so that’s your responsibility. That’s your call to action.”

“What if I don’t want that?” he asked.

“You don’t know what you want.”

“I want you.” he said, raising up and staring into my eyes.

“I know, baby. I want you too. But I need you to be better. For yourself, for me, and for our child.” I said.

“Our child?” he asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Yes. When a Futa woman finishes inside you, you become pregnant.”

“But I’m a guy.” he said, still not getting it.

“You’re pregnant Noah, haven’t you noticed?” I asked. “Futanari on male pregnancies are different, they occur instantly, and come to fruition in 4-6 weeks.”

“Wait, are you fucking serious? You got me pregnant?” he asked, raising his voice a little.

“Hey, don’t curse at me. You need to learn responsibility, and nothing will do that faster than having a child.” I said.

“But, I’m not ready.” he said.

“I know. You have three to five weeks to get your shit together.” I said.

“What about dad? Isn’t he going to be pissed?” he asked.

“I’ve already spoken to him about it, and he understands. He’s too old for me to impregnate, that’s why I chose you.” I said. “I want a child of my own, and I only want you as the father.”

“Are you sure that I’m pregnant?” he asked.

“Noah, look at your stomach. Why do you think you’ve been getting sick every morning?” I asked.

“Oh my God. How am I going to give birth? Through my ass?” he asked, eyes wide with fear.

“Don’t worry Noah, we’ll get through it together.” I said. “I’m really looking forward to seeing how you handle all of this.”

“Fuck. Okay. I’ll get my shit together.” he said.

For the next couple weeks, I saw a completely different Noah. He started working five or six days a week, as well as helping out his friend Mike who had a small landscaping business for extra money. He even drove more carefully, it was a complete 180. At the same time, his stomach grew larger and larger.

“Noah, I’m so proud of you. You’ve been working so hard, and it means the world to me that you’re preparing to be the father of our child.” I said. “But you’re three weeks pregnant now, I think it’s time that you stop working until after the baby is born.”

“I can’t. We need the money.” he said.

“Noah. No we don’t. We’re fine. Your father is going to help us financially, and help out with the baby. We have plenty of savings. I just wanted to see if you could handle it, and put your nose to the grindstone when you had something on the line. I wanted to test your manhood.” I said.

“And I passed your test?” he asked, causing a wide smile to form on my lips.

“Yes, baby. You did.” I said, stepping closer to him. “I think you’ve earned some rest.”

“Thank you.” he said.

“Go to your room, there’s something I want to do for you.” I said.

“Okay.” he said.

My plan had worked out perfectly. Not only was I going to have the child I’d been wanting for years, I was having it with a healthy, attractive, younger man who was completely dedicated to me. It was a dream come true. He’d stepped up to the plate and shown the type of man he was going to be for me and our child, and it turned me on beyond belief.

His father and I had lost the heat, there was no more passion or lust between us. I still loved him, but it wasn’t the same. We talked about it, and he completely understood. Robert was a lot less masculine and dominant than his son, and didn’t mind sharing his wife with him so long as it made me happy. I told him that I didn’t want to divorce, but I also no longer felt attracted to him sexually.

“We don’t have to have sex, Tara. I just want our family to be strong, and full of love.” he said. He was a sweet man, loyal and dedicated. He just didn’t do it for me anymore in that way, but he was willing to let me pursue someone who did. I couldn’t have been happier than in that moment, or hornier.


Chapter 3 - Noah

Obviously, being pregnant wasn’t an option I’d even considered, but once she told me, it all made perfect sense. The puking, the shape of my stomach, and I’d been sleeping way longer than usual and eating like a pig.

I waited for Tara in my room, but all I could think about was being a father. I had so many questions, so much to do. It was definitely anxiety inducing, but it made me feel better knowing that I had a strong support system behind me.

My mind raced to the idea of actually giving birth. Everyone talked about how painful it was, and they received epidurals, and all sorts of craziness. To put it bluntly, it was a massive fear of mine, not that I ever thought I’d actually have to face it. I laid my hand on my stomach, and tried to see if I could feel anything. The thought of a baby forming in my stomach gave me a weird feeling, and I wondered if it would be a boy or a girl.

“Hey you.” she said, pulling me out of my day dream.

“Wow.” I said. She was wearing lacy red lingerie, and her body looked incredible.

“Yeah.” she said, closing my door and walking to the foot of my bed. “With how hard you’ve been working, I figured you could use some stress relief. You deserve it.”

“I’m always down to relieve stress with you, Tara.” I said. She crawled into bed with me, and we started making out. My cock filled with blood, and we picked up right where we’d left off three weeks earlier.

The chemistry we shared in the bedroom was incredible, and the tension made me want to explode. The sweet taste of her lips, her soft, supple feminine body. I was an addict, and she was my drug.

“I want to suck on it.” she said, pulling my cock out of my shorts and getting to work.

“Oh, wow.” I said, my toes curling as she pressed her throat down onto me. “Oh my God.”

“Mmm hmm…” she smiled around a mouthful of my cock, forcing it deeper and deeper until she was swallowing it all.

“That’s so good.” I moaned, running my hand through her hair while she worshiped my cock. Tara was better in bed than anyone I’d experienced, and it wasn’t even close. She captivated me in every way, and I was madly in love with her. Watching her slobber and swallow my dick was almost too much to handle.

“You can fuck my face, if you want.” she said, looking up at me with expectant eyes. I wrapped my fingers around two handfuls of her hair, and began thrusting against her face. “Mmm hmm…”

“God Damn.” I moaned, thrusting faster and faster. She was almost too good with her mouth, and her throat made squishing sounds as I shoved it deep into her gullet.

“You’re making me so damn horny.” she said, reaching into her panties and pulling out her massive rod. “Let’s 69.”

“Anything you say.” I said. She climbed on top of me, and I opened my mouth to receive her big dick. It was a very enthusiastic and satisfying position for both of us, and I alternated between blowing her, and licking her ass and pussy.

“That’s my man.” she said, her balls resting on my face as her tongue stimulated all the right spots. “Do you want to fuck my pussy?”

“So much.” I said.

“Come and take it. It’s yours now.” she said, turning around and climbing into my lap. “I’ve wanted you ever since that first time we did it.”

“Me too. You’re all I can think about.” I said, letting her guide my cock inside her soaking wetness. “Ohhhh…”

“Yeah, that’s my man. Show me who’s pussy this is.” she said, bouncing her ass up and down on it.

“You’re so fucking hot.” I said, caressing her tits while she twerked.

“I’m yours now, Noah. It’s your job to satisfy me. I already told Robert that he’s not allowed to fuck me anymore.” she said, staring intensely into my eyes.

“Mine.” I said, staring down between us and watching myself enter her. Her meaty cock was rock hard, and flopped around as I thrust against her from the bottom. “Fuck. I love it so much.”

“It’s yours now, baby. Only yours.” she whispered, stroking herself as she rode me.

“I’m getting close.” I said, reaching around to explore her bubble butt. Every inch of her turned me on, and I couldn’t wait to spend the rest of my life taking her over and over again.

“That’s okay, baby. Go ahead and cum for me. I want to satisfy you.” she said.

“You already do, Tara.” I said, pulling her down onto me.

“So much bigger and harder than your father.” she whimpered. Hearing her say that was strangely erotic, and I wanted nothing more than to pump her tightness full of my cum.

“You’re such a woman.” I said, watching her breasts bounce up and down in front of my face. She had the most suckable nipples I’d ever seen, and I couldn’t get enough of her.

“Cum for me, Noah. Cum in your mommy’s pussy.”

“Fuck!” I called out, digging my fingers into her fat ass as I reached climax. “Ugh! Ugh! Oh my God!” my cock pulsed inside her, shooting her full of cum.

“That’s my big strong man.” she said, stroking herself with both hands at a relentless pace. “Don’t stop. Don’t stop!”

“Ugh!”

“Ugh!” we screamed in unison, and her cock exploded with more cum than I’d ever seen in my life. Streaks of her seed streamed out of the head of her dick, soaking my chest and face. “Oh my God.” she sighed, stroking slowly as the last couple ropes trickled out onto my stomach.

“Wow.” I said.

“God damn that was hot.” she said, leaning in to give me a kiss. “We’re going to have so much fun together.”

“I love you Tara.” I said, overwhelmed with post-coital bliss.

“I love you too, Noah.” she said.


Chapter 4 - Tara

Noah went into labor two weeks labor, and we did a home birth with Robert serving as our errand boy. I stayed by his side the entire time, assisting and coaching him through the process.

When Futa women impregnate a man, we only have Futa babies. We agreed on the name Luna, as we both had an affinity for it. It took a few hours, but she came out beautiful and in perfect health. I cried in Noah’s arms, holding my new baby. I couldn’t have been happier.

Over the next several months, the entire dynamic of our relationship changed. We really fell in love, and did everything together. We talked endlessly, learning everything about each other and forming a partnership that I could see lasting for eternity. He was so manly for his age, and worked relentlessly to help provide for Luna.

Noah became the man I knew he could be, while at the same time making me the mother I’d always wanted to be.
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