

Futanari Roommate

Rylee’s Journey Part 2

Written by Kelsey Fraley


© 2019 Kelsey Fraley

The right of AUTHOR to be identified as author of this work has been asserted by her in accordance with sections 77 and 78 of the copyright, designs and patents act 1988. All rights reserved. This book or parts thereof may not be reproduced in any form, stored in any retrieval system, or transmitted in any form by any means—electronic, mechanical, photocopy, recording, or otherwise—without prior written permission of the publisher, except as provided by United States of America copyright law.


Futanari Roommate

Quick fingers entered a search through google, “What is a Futanari?” The first few hits were on the urban dictionary. It read:

A genre or character in art or literature that features a female that has all feminine attributes except that she has a penis. This can include her having a vagina, testicles, etc. so long as she has a penis. A futanari girl is not to be confused with a trap or cross-dresser as they are a female.

“it words this like Futanari don’t exist,” Rylee thought. The laptop on her desk clicked as she closed it. She could not let go of the memory of Dr. Asney’s cock stirring inside Rylee’s willing vagina. She could feel the heat of arousal welling up inside of her as she pictured the shorter brown-haired teacher naked, Dr. Asney’s breasts bouncing as she slammed her cock deep. Rylee allowed her hand to softly explore herself over her clothes as she replayed the encounter in her mind.

Rylee traced her index finger along her labia imaging the throbbing cock. She reached her left hand into her panties and pressed into her clitoris rubbing slowly back and forth tweaking it with each passing motion.

The soft chiming sound of her I-phone ringing brought Rylee back to the moment. Pulling her hands out of her panties she shivered longing to be with Asney again. Looking at the illuminated picture on the screen of a smiling blond-haired girl Rylee answered the phone.

“Hey sister,” Rylee answered leaning back in her computer chair. She scrolled through images of Futanari while she chatted.

“Hey. It’s been a while since we’ve spoken, how are you? How did last semester go?” the bubbly voice of Heather responded.

“It was Ok. I passed all my classes. I even got an ‘A’ in English.” Rylee resisted the urge to picture her old teacher. Rylee pushed back her chair and leaned back as far as it could and began to spin it.

“Last we spoke you were thinking of dropping out. What happened?” Heather asked shocked at the sudden change of grade.

Rylee paused wondering how she could tell her sister that she may be a lesbian now or that she slept with her teacher to get a better grade. “I had a heart to heart with my teacher and she helped tutor me until I passed.” Images of the dominating shorter woman naked flashed through Rylee’s mind. Pulsing desire filled her. It took a moment to come back to the conversation at hand, but she continued, “Tutor is a bad description. I’m not sure how I passed, but I started trying harder.”

“That’s great. I’m so glad it worked out.” Heather’s cheerful disposition brightened Rylee’s mood.

Rylee exhaled remembering the tutoring she received. As abruptly as their fling started it ended even with the class. “Me too.” Rylee’s failed to hide her emotions in the tone of her voice.

“What’s wrong sis?” They were half-sisters, but they had shared a room all throughout high school and Heather became the older protective sister even though she was a year and a half younger and two grades behind Rylee.

“Heather, I will tell you, but you have to swear not to tell Dad.” Rylee attempted to convey her seriousness through the tone of her voice.

“Sure whatever. I hardly see him. I’m so busy with student council and volleyball, anyway.” Her happy moods always made Rylee feel better.

Rylee hesitated a moment before saying anything to her sister. “I broke up with Mike a while back.” Her voice steady almost emotionless thinking about her tall lanky ex. “It just didn’t feel right.  I’m not sure how I feel.” She began to ramble out her emotions in no particular order just as they came to her, but she could feel herself leading up to tell her sister about her relationship with Dr. Asney. “I’m over him already. Mike was just so clueless. I just want someone who understands me.” She paused a moment gathering her thoughts, “I have feelings for someone, but I don’t think it will work out.”

“Ooh, do you have another guy yet?” Heather never liked Mike and often played pranks on him whenever the two were together. “I never liked him. Tel me all the details.”

“Well, I guess the details there lead into what I’m going through,” Rylee sighed again and explained her situation with Mike. “Mike was such a bad boyfriend. I hated the way he would expect sex after we went on Dates. It felt like he was buying my love. Sex was so boring with him too. We did nothing exciting. He lived in such a shitty dorm and we never had decent alone time.”

“That’s the worst.” Heather was a perfect listener commenting on the right moments and not interrupting. “I’m glad you found someone new. Tell me all the details.”

“Yeah well, after months of a relationship that stopped meaning anything to me, I met someone.”

“Who tell me? Is he tall? Does he play on the basketball team? I always thought you could get with a sporty guy.”

“No…,” she paused a moment. “She was short.” The words travelled across the phone lines to a silent sister. Heather said nothing, but Rylee could hear her breathing on the other line. “I’m not in a relationship, I’m not sure she was a good fit for me, but I have never felt so fulfilled sexually I just can’t get her out of my mind.”

“Look, Des, I’m fine if you want to live that way, but please spare me the details.” Rylee’s jaw dropped. Of all the people Rylee was close to she never thought Heather would react this way. “I love you, but you know how religious Mom and I are. We respected that you and Dad weren’t, but you’ve got to understand this is not what I believe.”

“Sis, I love you. You’re my closest friend, but you are breaking my heart.” Rylee resisted the urge to hang up the phone but continued. “I don’t need your approval, but our relationship and your love are very important to me.” Rylee felt a tear well up in her left eye and then in her right.

“I’m sorry Des. I love you, but this is not where I thought our conversation was going though.” Heather paused, “I’m not sure I can listen anymore. Just think about how you feel. I’m sure you’ll come back around.”

“Love you too. Bye.”

Click

Rejected emotions fumed out of Rylee. After a moment of anger passed, she fell into depression. Two cartons of Ben and Jerry’s Cherry Garcia later, Rylee found herself depressed watching Downton Abby and sobbing. Her mind drifted often to the way she looked. Rylee wished that her body were curvy instead of narrow and that her b cup breasts were larger. After the episode where Bate’s is warned about the drugs in his cell, Rylee looked at pornography.

As a child, she had looked at naked women before, but not to get aroused. She longed for a curvy and sexy figure. In her unhealthy state of mind, she thoughtlessly clicked through images of busty women. Rylee began to think about her slender hips and slight frame. She was very fit, but she felt ugly in her skin. The searches turned into searches for images of futanari women. Rylee found pictures of celebrities made out to look like Futanaris. She felt her heart skip a beat when she stopped on a picture of Jennifer Lawrence. Reaching down into her sweatpants, she felt for the pursed lips of her vagina. She separated them and ran one finger back and forth along the length. Her finger was moist with her own juices. She envisioned Jennifer rubbing a huge cock against the moistened lips of Rylee’s vagina.

In her mind’s eye she thought of a hard cock sliding into her willing vagina as she slid in her index and middle finger deep inside herself. Damp fingers moved in and out. Images of Jennifer Lawrence forcing a huge cock inside Rylee pushed her into a trance of passion. She began to slide her fingers in and out faster. A spring of passion welled inside her until…

Pop.

A large pop-up quickly interrupted Rylee’s moment add. It was a gif of a woman whose breasts were growing larger by the second. “Damn adds. You’re covering Jen.” She moved the mouse to the corner of the add to close it, but the ‘X’ was a decoy. The screen went black as it loaded a new website. It offered a Curvatious Miracle in the form of a pill. The caption read, “Get the body you’ve always wanted with our near eastern breast enhancement, purchase now before they’re outlawed.” In her state of mind Rylee only hesitated a moment before clicking on the link and purchasing the product.

***

Rylee flipped through her phone to check the tracking information again. The Fedex page announced that a package was waiting for her at home. The last hour of her shift drug on for half of an eternity, but she managed to pass the time thinking about how the miracle pills would change her life.

The afternoon air was fresh in autumn, but Rylee only had a mind to go home. As she walked out of the US Bank where she worked, a man approached her from a neighboring car. Soft footsteps on the cement announced his approach. Turning Rylee was face to face with Mike.

Rylee backed up to her car as far as she could. “Hey Mike, it’s been a few months, how are you?” Her nervous tone cracked just slightly. Why is he creeping on me? Rylee folded her arms under her small breasts.

“Hey, I was just passing through and thought I’d try and catch you so we can chat.” His green-eyed grin was familiar and comforting in a way Rylee thought she had completely gotten over, but he would always be her first love.

“I’m really not interested Mike. When we broke up, I was really confused about who I am and I need space from you to figure it out.” Rylee had almost told him about her feelings for Dr. Asney but felt it would break his heart if she turned into a lesbian after being with him.

“Facebook say’s you’re not seeing anyone still so you’re free. Just give me a chance.” Mike took a few steps closer and hesitantly leaned against Rylee’s car looking down at her.

“I don’t have to put my life on social media.” He really was a handsome guy, but the emotions Dr. Asney drew out of Rylee could never be forgotten. “I don’t mean to come off rude, but I really need space to figure myself out.”

“Well if you just want to talk just let me know. We’ve known each other for so long. Just let me in so we can figure out what’s going on.” Mike smiled down at her one last time and walked over to his own car. Without turning back, he said, “Please just call me sometime.”

Key’s jingled softly against loose coins in her purse as she fished them out and unlocked the car. Rylee opened her little white Kia Rio’s car door and sat down slowly. Am I a lesbian or not? I have masturbated to women for whole month and now Mike shows up and I think he’s cute again. Rylee sighed and turned on the car. It purred in a weak electric sound as she drove home to the house she rented with a few friends.

***

The white Kia pulled into onto the side driveway on the RV pad next to three other cars. It was an orderly mess of cars parked in various states of hurry. Rylee parked carefully. She prided herself for never having been in an accident, but she brought up the amount of tickets she’s gotten. The package was not sitting on the doorsteps. Anxiety filled her stomach as she wondered who could have taken the package inside. Oh God, please say nobody has opened it Please. Not a religious person herself, but the thought came all the same. Rylee was coming home from work for the dya.

Quick steps brought her up the front patio and into the house. It was a two-story home that had a master suite on the first floor and three smaller bedrooms on the upper floor. The family room was large and the kitchen spacious, but the rest of the home was smallish. The front door opened to sounds of the TV playing in the background, “I need this phone, and two weeks’ advance. And a pack of Camels,” a frantic Wynona Ryder said.

“I’m home.” Rylee announced. Glancing to the empty kitchen table eyes darting searching for the missing packages. Her gaze slid over the couple on the couch. Rylee’s roommate Cori was with her boyfriend Alex. The two of them watched show all day long. How do they pay for college when all they do is sit around and watch shows? The thought was not the first time she’d wondered about their financial situation, but most of her peers were not as conscious of such long-lasting consequences.

“Hey girl,” Cori said turning her head from the screen. Her boyfriend just mumbled something about paying attention.

Tension in Rylee’s mind battled the desire to ask about the package, but fear that they were hiding it kept her silent. Rylee had pranked her other roommate Stacy by hiding a package in the basement under the stairs for a week. Rylee turned to the stairs and glanced towards the door to the basement. Maybe I should check there first. The thought only lasted a moment. “Who all is home?”

Alex responded with a muted shushing sound. Middle finger extended upwards; Rylee flashed the rude gesture behind the lazy man child’s back. After watching for a moment to ensure that no one saw the hand motion she turned and headed up the stairs.

Rylee had drawn the short stick this semester and had the smallest room situated furthest from the upstairs bathroom. They propped the door open with her package. Timidly Rylee approached it. She glanced into the room a little. Her light was on. I know I closed my door and I know my desk lamp was off. I didn’t use it last night. Breathing Rylee reached in and opened the door. Sitting at Rylee’s cramped desk Stacy sat reading a biology textbook.

“I wanted to get back at you, but I couldn’t think of any creative place to hide your package.” Stacy didn’t look up from her book, but she smiled. Describing Stacy as bookish seemed to fit at first matching her thick-rimmed glasses and scattered, disorganized thought process, but underneath all that she was a sincere, simple young woman.

“That’s all right.” Rylee attempted to deemphasize her desire to open the small unlabeled package by picking it up and sliding it over next to her desk. The bed groaned as Rylee lowered herself onto it. “I’m sorry I hid the care package your parents sent last week.”

“It’s Ok. I thought it was funny.” Stacy looked up from her book and placed a long finger on the line she was reading. Stacy was dark-skinned and her almost black hair was rarely kept in order. Rylee noticed how soft her roommate’s skin looked. Stacy continued, “How was work?”

“It was fine. Mike stalked me down there, but it was good to see him.” Rylee threw her hands up in the air. “I’m not sure how I feel about him anymore.” No one knew about her relationship with Dr. Asney except her sister. She had lied about the breakup and still kept her new-found attraction for women a secret.

“He just showed up at your job weird.”

“I know right.” Rylee paused. She was never close to Stacy, but she enjoyed the young woman’s company. They often studied together in silence just needing someone nearby for company. “Anyway, I was nice enough to him. I just told him I need space.”

Stacy’s honey brown eyes and high cheekbones lifted in a smirk, “Are you playing hard to get? Or are you just over him?” Careful fingers reached out and pulled off a pink sticky note. The black woman lined up the edge to underline where she had left off.

“I’m just not sure how I feel right now. I’m just trying to find myself.” Rylee had never opened up or had a deep conversation with her friend and she was testing the waters hopeful that she could make a more solid friendship to replace the hole left in her from the loss of her sister. “I’ve only ever had one… boyfriend,” Rylee said stepping around the words. “I guess I just want to get to know other people and maybe find out who I am better.” Her eyes glazed over thinking of the conversation she had with her sister last month.

“Desi, if you need the space that’s’ fine. He just doesn’t understand. Cheer up.” Stacy stood up holding her book and moved towards the door. Leaning against the open door, she ran a hand through her hair and said, “Take your time. Don’t rush your feelings.”

“Thanks Stacy.” Rylee comforted by the words sat upright and smiled at her friend, happy that the exchange went over. Hopeful for a better friendship she added, “Let’s talk again soon.”

The moment the door closed Rylee snatched up the package and began tearing away the tape. It opened quickly, but within the box was another more decorated box covered in before and after pictures of small chested women or slender hipped women transforming into curvy sensual women. It also helped that in the before pictures each woman was in boring colors and drab clothes, but in the after pictures each wore skimpy gowns revealing cleavage and breasts moments away from bursting out of their clothes.

Rylee held the box wondering if the contents would work. Did I waste seventy-five dollars on this trash? I don’t need to change the way I look to be more attractive. Rylee thought to herself attempting to talk herself out of using the body enhancement drugs. Depressive moods swaying into her mind she opened the box. It contained a small bottle with one large pill and a sheet of paper.

Rylee lifted the paper and skimmed over the instructions “Step one: Drink a full glass of water. Step two: Lubricate the pill. Step three: insert the pill deep into the vagina. Step four wait until the pill dissolves.” The rest of the front side of the page was blank. It gave no instructions on how long it would take for effects to begin or any other steps to take after waiting. Rylee reaching towards the pill skipped the warnings page. It fell back into the box as she held the bottle with the large pill in her hand.

The cap clicked off and the pink pill seemed larger in Rylee’s hand than it had in the bottle. Measuring at least two inches long by about one inch wide the pill looked much like a miniature pink dildo. Running down the stairs Rylee filled a glass of water and walked as upstairs as she could manage. Water dripped over the edge and wet her left hand a bit, but Rylee paid it no mind.

The dildo pill changed color slightly as she dipped it into the water. Rylee realized that she’d have to stick this into herself fairly deep to insert the entire pill. I need to lock my door. She downed the glass of water and bounded to the door locking it. Not bothering to move away from the door she unzipped her worn out jeans and pulled them off of one leg and did the same with her panties. Standing leaning against the door she had her left foot still in her pants and her panties dangling over her knee as she began rubbing the pill against her vagina. She felt no arousal for the moment. The urgency to get this pill inside her superseded any desire to masturbate it into herself.

After a moment of working the pill back and forth the pill slid inside her vagina, but it only reached in about two or three inches. Wobbly legs held her standing upright. Dammit, I need to buy a dildo or a vibrator. I can’t push this thing in very far without one. What could I use? Rylee reached for her hairbrush on the table and spat on the handle. It slid into her vagina pushing the pill deeper into herself. The pill touched on her cervix and after a moment it seemed to stick there. Convinced that she inserted the pill deep enough, she slumped to the ground and sat for a moment breathing.

An ache developed in her legs from the awkward position that she stood while forcing the pill into herself. Rylee sat slumped on the ground. What have I done? Rylee attempted to go through calming exercises in her mind to slow her breathing. The pill sat lodged deep into her vagina. Rylee felt a tingling sensation begin all around the pill. She closed her eyes as the tingle built into a painful sensation.

Writhing in pain on her bedroom floor Rylee crawled to her bed and attempted to pull herself up, but as much as she excreted her strength the burning pain seemed to intensify. Her cervix began to tingle. “Oh God, no it’s spreading.” Rylee forced her body up and onto the bed despite the burning pain.

Disregarding the crumpled blankets and random items strewn on her bed she lay her body down and stretched out as far as she could on her queen-sized bed. The bed took up most of the room leaving just enough space for a desk and her vanity, but not enough room to stand in many places and not enough to stay tidy. A long breath later and the pain vanished. Rylee clenched the muscles in her vagina to test if the pill was still in place. The lumpy shape lodged into her vagina felt softer, but still solid.

Time passed as Rylee lay on her bed motionless. Rylee felt the sensation of rounding the hill of a roller coaster. The pit of her stomach lifted and the urge to have her vagina filled pressed on her mind. She reached down and felt the damp lips near her clitoris. What can I do now? I don’t want a man, but I need a cock and I don’t have a dildo. What can I do to satisfy myself right now? I refuse to get in touch with Mike for a booty call. Rylee began stroking her clitoris wondering what she should do.

Rylee felt a welling up of pain deep in her vagina once again. A knock on the door seemed distant and unimportant. “Are you ok in there?” Stacy's voice was filled with concern. Rylee heard it over the pressure building inside of her stomach and hips. “I’m gonna come in if you don’t stop wailing.”

I’m not wailing, am I? The door opened, and it was less important than the sudden sensation of a thousand spiders crawling under her skin. She pressed a hand to her stomach and felt to make sure there weren’t any spiders crawling all over her.

Stacy rushed to Rylee's side running a hand through her hair. “What the hell is happening to you? I’m gonna get you to a doctor right now.”

Rylee struggled to focus her eyes on anything, but the soft upper portion of Stacy’s ebony breasts was visible above the purple towel she wore. Rylee was suddenly aware of the intense urge to fill her own vagina. “No.” Rylee realized that she was wailing almost at the top of her lungs because talking was difficult, but she continued, “I’m fine I promise.”

“You sound like you’re dying.”

“I promise I’m not. I did something stupid because I’m depressed.” Rylee pointed to the discarded box on the ground near her bed.

Rylee heard the sounds of rustling paper over the billowing pain now spreading throughout her whole body. “Ah. That’s why you’ve got no pants on.” Stacy made a tisk sound with her mouth. “I’ve always thought you were pretty and fit. Who cares if you aren’t we’ll endowed? That stuffs not important girl.”

Rylee could not be rid of a lifetime of comparing herself to the ideal woman portrayed by the media, but the words helped all the same. “Thanks. I’ve been acting weird because of my self-image and this other thing.” Rylee didn’t know how to tell her roommate about it, but Stacy had reacted well to their conversation before, so Rylee took a chance.

“Tell me about it.” Stacy ran a comforting hand through Rylee's auburn hair. It caught in a few tangles, but Stacy was moving her hand slowly, so it did not bother Rylee.

“I feel like a switch was turned in my mind. All my life I have been attracted to men, but as of a few months now I have no interest in men sexually.” Rylee eyed Stacy waiting for a reaction. She waited for the pain to subside a bit before continuing, “I slept with another woman a few months ago and I’m not sure I want to go back to having sex with me.”

“It’s ok girl. You be you and you don’t need any reason or explanation to be you.” The comforting words pushed Rylee over the edge, and she was filled with a determination to explore her roommate's body.

Rylee sat up and tugged the towel off of her roommate. The purple cloth fell to the floor beside Rylee’s bed revealing all of Stacy. The dark-skinned woman had large dark brown nipples on her medium-sized breasts. Water continued to drip down the left side of the right one. The bead of water hung a moment as Stacy stared back at Rylee unsure how to respond.

Rylee’s eyes continued down the other woman’s body following the soft curves of her flesh. Her eyes were met with a black erect cock about fifteen inches long. Rylee snapped back up facing her roommate. “You’re a futanari?” The other woman nodded as a curving smile lifting her lips. Firm hands pushed Rylee back down to the bed. Rylee still wore her tight-fitting salmon colored work shirt with her US Bank name tag on it having come home straight from work.

Stacy naked climbed onto the bed and straddled Rylee, “I’ve always been attracted to you. Girl you don’t need any boob job or anything. I’m going to show you how hard you make my cock just the way you are.” Stacy knelt low and began rubbing the black cock against Rylee’s pussy. Rylee felt the moisture of her arousal part herself. The cock slipped in gently, but something was wrong. Stacy pressed a bit, but her vagina was too small. Rylee felt an acute pain in her opening as the cock widened her as it slid deeper inside.

Stacy thrust once pushing her cock into Rylee as far as she could, but it hit hard against the pill deep inside Rylee. Rylee locked eyes with Stacy and said, “Don’t stop. Just keep fucking me.”

Stacy giggled and replied, “I’m stuck against that pill inside you.” To accent the point, Stacy pushed herself against the pill. Rylee winced at the sudden pressure against her cervix. Rylee felt a tingling sensation all throughout her vagina, both from the pressure of the massive cock and the body enhancement medicine now spreading throughout her.

“Oh. I see.” Rylee looked down and saw that Stacy’s cock was not inside her, and that even without the pill the black throbbing cock was too long for her vagina. “I don’t care just fuck me hard. Push it out of the way. Melt it with your Futanari Cum. Just don’t stop.”

Stacy ran a hand through Rylee’s auburn hair and smiled, “Gladly.” The other woman's breasts hung low and brushed across Rylee’s shirt. Rylee reached up and began tweaking the black woman’s nipples and running her fingers in circles around them. Stacy smiled and said, “I’ll fuck you hard, but you need to suck on my titties. You can’t take your mouth off of them until I cum all inside you.” Obeying Rylee opened her mouth wide and took Stacy’s left breast into her mouth and began rubbing the right one with her free hands. Stacy smiled down at her roommate and began thrusting her cock.

Rylee felt her flesh stretching in her vagina as the cock slid back and forth. She moved her tongue ferociously around her partner’s nipples. Pressing her face deep into the other woman’s breasts. Stacy began to speed up her thrusting. They lay together in missionary position, but Rylee was content to suck on the other woman’s breasts and feel her vagina filled with the large black cock.

Thrusting hard as deep as the pill allowed Rylee felt herself filled with the other woman’s cum. Rylee stopped sucking on the other woman’s breasts and asked, “Are you done already?”

Stacy smiled down and shook her head no. “Your tongue on my titties made me spray some precum.” Rylee could not believe that it was precum. She felt the warm liquid dripping along the cock and down her ass. It was as much cum as Mike ever shot into her.

“Let’s let that pill do its thing. I’m gonna fuck you in the ass.” Stacy pulled herself out and began pushing Rylee onto her hands and knees.

Rylee’s eyes widened, “Your cock is too big. It fit in my vagina. How could I take it all in my ass?” Rylee lifted herself onto her hands and knees waiting for the other woman. A firm finger pressed a lubricant into her opening.

The tip of the other woman’s cock pressed against her opening. Rylee held her breath expecting the pain the large cold would press into her. Stacy slogged the cock into Rylee. After much wincing and wiggling Rylee felt the pelvis of the other woman pressed against her ass. Rylee turned around eying her roommate with wonder. “How did you get that in me?”

Stacy slapped Rylee’s ass hard with her left hand. “Get ready for. I’m gonna fuck you hard.” Rylee turned back forward and let the other woman have her way. Stacy started slow, but worked her cock fast slamming it deep.

Rylee lost all sense of her body. Lunging her hips up she felt the sensation of spiders crawling all over her insides. Stacy continued to slam her cock hard into Rylee’s ass, but the sensation was distant. Rylee’s chest ached. Her nipples felt as raw as when Mike sucked on them without shaving. She winced and let out a moan of pain. Stacy misunderstood it and upped the tempo of her thrusting.

Holding herself up with one hand, Rylee reached up to massage the ache out of her chest. She felt a rippling along the flesh of her breasts. The salmon-colored shirt hiked up her waist just a little. Her hands explored her expanding chest. A tearing sound signaled another wave of pressure building inside Rylee’s chest. Stacy reached down and stuck a finger through the left side of Rylee’s shirt and scratched Rylee’s exposed flesh through the torn seam. Rylee screamed as another wave of pressure build inside her, this time on her lefts and hips and ass.

Stacy moaned as Rylee felt her ass and hips expanding and growing curves. Stacy slammed fiercley into Rylee bringing her back to the moment. She became acutely aware of the pleasure of the moment and arched her back deep pressing her face into the bed sheets allowing Stacy a better angle to thrust deep inside her. Rylee felt a rich moan well inside her in time with the pressure building in her chest once again. “Oh god, I’m gonna have an orgasm.”

Stacy took the cue and slammed as hard as she could deep into Rylee. The hard-throbbing cock fully pressed deep inside Rylee back and forth. “I’m gonna make you forget men altogether.” Stacy grunted deep in her throat and said, “I’m gonna fill your ass with cum.”

Rylee’s ass lifted higher with each powerful thrust. The cock pressing her into the air to land down with a slap on the ass followed by another hard thrust pushing her back up. The pain welling in her breasts and hips once again compounded by the near pain of her ass being filled pushed her over the edge. Rylee began to moan. Her breathing hard and gasping as she let her lungs rip the air with voice. Stacy continued her hard thrusting, but with each thrust moved Rylee slightly towards the edge of the bed.

Placing Rylee ass just over the edge of the bed Stacy stood up on the ground and began to thrust into her while standing up. The better position allowed her to thrust harder and faster. The hard cock began pounding deep into Rylee. Rylee felt another surge of pressure building within her and she let out a wail of pain and pleasure. The hard cock deep in her ass bulged and surged readying to spray cum.

Rylee felt her body shift one last time her breasts ripping through her salmon colored shirt to hang to the bed reaching EE size on her small frame. Her hips expanded and her ass growing more curved and supple at the same time. Her newly grown massive breasts swayed as she moaned. Milk dripping out of her nipples.

Cum exploded into her ass filling her by the still thrusting cock of her roommate. Rylee looked down at her massive breasts and welling up with excitement at her new body she let out a moan of pleasure as Stacy continued to fill her ass with sweet futanari cum. Stacy pulled her cock out and let one final burst shoot all over Rylee’s back.

Rylee stood looking at her naked figure in the mirror. She stood the same height, but she was no longer pencil skinny with small breasts. Her very large EE cup breasts hung low on her small frame, but they looked natural with her now wide hips and supple body. She twirled slowly looking at every angle of herself. Cum dripped down Rylee’s back slowly and landed on her clothes from yesterday laying on the floor.

“You know I’d fuck you skinny or busty girl.” Stacy smiled at Rylee through the reflection of the mirror while sitting on the bed. Her massive cock still throbbing and ready for more.

“What are you waiting for?” Rylee asked spinning to face her eager futanari roommate.


Alternate Ending

(This is not part of the main story. Rylee does not grow a cock in the main storyline.)

Rylee reached down to her pants were still on the ground and pulled out her phone. She flicked open the screen and turned on her camera. Removing her shirt and positioning her body just the right way she snapped a selfie of herself naked from the waist down with the caption. “Come help me figure things out.” She finished the text with a winking face and a smooch.

A few minutes later her phone buzzed. “OMW.” This was a first. While they were dating Mike rarely visited Rylee’s house preferring his nasty dorm, but the prospect of sex after a few months had power over any man.

Rylee waited for her ex-boyfriend to show up, but passed the time masturbating to the memory of Dr. Asney. When she heard his car pull up, she was relieved that she would have her vagina filled, but her body was also reeling in pain. She was stuck in the middle of two conflicting emotions.

Mike was not very good at having sex, and he was not selling Rylee on the whole heterosexual thing. He mounted her missionary style but had no creativity and just forced himself inside and began humping as hard as he could.

Rylee lost all sense of her body. Lunging her hips up she felt the sensation of spiders crawling all over her insides. Mike continued to slam his cock hard into Rylee’s vagina, but the sensation was distant. Rylee’s chest ached. Her nipples felt as raw as when Mike sucked on them without shaving. She winced and let out a moan of pain. Mike misunderstood it and upped the tempo of his thrusting.

Rylee reached up to massage the ache out of her chest. She felt a rippling along the flesh of her breasts. The salmon-colored shirt hiked up her waist just a little. Her hands explored her expanding breasts. A tearing sound signaled another wave of pressure building inside Rylee’s chest. Her breasts had grown to the size of a C cup but were growing larger. Rylee screamed as another wave of pressure built inside her, this time on her lefts and hips and ass.

“What the fuck is happening to you? I’m gonna cum.” Mike yelled out.

“Not yet. I’m not even close asshole.” Rylee clamped her mouth shut over the words, but they hung in the air as Mike slammed his cock as hard as he could deep into her vagina, but his cock fell far short of touching the pill.

Mike moaned as Rylee felt her ass and hips expanding and growing curves. Her waist stayed the same size, but she grew curvy hips and a sweet pear-shaped ass, but a sudden new tingling sensation sprung up at the tip of her clitoris.

Another distant sensation of pressure building in her vagina as Mike let his load of cum explode inside of Rylee. In that same moment, her clitoris twitched and stretched. The tip of an uncircumcised cock emerged. First as a tiny thing, but as Mike finished cuming inside Rylee, he noticed it too. “What the fuck is that?” The cock grew in size. It was covered in Mike’s cum and it continued to grow. It was about 4 inches long now.

Rylee looked down at her body. Her breasts were continuing to grow and now would fit in a D sized cup, but he eyes drew in on her new cock still growing and bulging out of her clitoris. Rylee pulled Mike’s small penis out of her vagina and replied, “This is a cock.” Mike widened his eyes in terror. “And I’m gonna teach you how to use it.”

Rylee pushed him down on the bed and pressed her newly enlarged breasts against his chest. She turned him onto his stomach and lifted his tight ass. Spitting down onto her still growing cock It was about six inches now. Rylee pushed it into Mike’s ass. Fireworks of sensation filled her entire body. She blew her first futanari load of cum into his ass with just the pressure of fucking him. Looking down and watching her breasts bounce Rylee began to ram her cock deep into Mike as hard as she could. Her fingers gripped around his waist she pulled him back into her cock as fast as she could adding as much force into her thrusting as she could manage.

She watched in amazement as her breasts continued to grow with each bounce. They were larger than any breasts she had seen on the internet. I’m gonna need new clothes. Rylee laughed wickedly at the thought.

“Go easy on me please,” mike moaned as his ass was worked hard by Rylee’s futanari cock. She noticed now that it was still growing larger inside of Mike. Without seeing it she could only guess, but it felt to be about ten inches long now, but it didn’t seem to grow any larger.

Rylee pounded Mike’s ass as hard as she could, but then as their passion seemed to crescendo, she slowed almost to a stop. Rylee reached around and held Mike’s cock in her left hand and felt that it was throbbing and ready to burst. “You like me fucking you, don’t you?”

“Yes, please don’t stop. Fuck me harder,” Mike moaned pitifully.

“Ok, but first tell me who has the bigger cock and who knows how to use it?”

“You do Des. You do. Fuck me now with your huge cock.”

Rylee held onto Mike’s cock with her left hand and began jerking him off as she slammed her own cock hard into him. The tempo of their lovemaking increased. Rylee felt her massive breasts bouncing over Mike’s bent back. She pressed her massive cock into Mike as deep as she could. The smaller penis began to ejaculate in small streams of cum dripping down over Rylee’s hand.

“This is how you cum,” Rylee began moaning hard as she felt the pressure of her newly grown cock build. The throbbing cock expanded and grew one last time as she began spraying cum deep into Mike’s ass.

One, two, three, four, heartbeats later and it was still spraying thick cum all inside of Mike. Rylee pulled her cock out of his ass to relieve the pressure building inside of him and let her cum spray all over his back. She pushed him around onto his stomach and let her cock continue pulsing cum all over him.

Five, six, seven, eight, nine, ten. This streams of cum sprayed out covering Mike. It dripped from every part of his body. Rylee knelt over Mike and looked down at her ex-boyfriend. “I’m convinced now. This decided it. I’m a lesbian, or well a Futanari now I guess, but I’m only interested in women.” Rylee walked over to the mirror and looked at her sexy new futanari body. Her breasts were massive EE sized now and her wide childbearing hips were jaw dropping on her fit body. Mike whimpered in the background of the mirror trying to recover from the rough sex.

“If you beg me, I might fuck you again sometime.” Rylee turned around to look at him. “Maybe.”
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