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Chapter 1 


It was summer break, and I pitched in with a couple friends from college to rent a beachside vacation house for a couple days. After paying for the place, gas, refreshments, and groceries, we were all pretty broke. 

“I have twenty two dollars left.” I said, checking my account on my phone. 

“I have a ten dollar bill.” Mike said, slapping it down on the table. 

“Who cares? We don’t need money. We got the house, and plenty of girls laying out in the sun right there.” Christian said, pointing out the back window to show us what was at our fingertips. 

“You didn’t say how much you had left.” I said. 

“I have a couple hundred, but we need to save some so we have gas to get back.” he said. 

“Thank God!” Mike exclaimed, pumping his fist that we at least had some money to get us through our very poorly planned mini vacation. 

“Yeah, yeah. Stay away from my wallet. Are y'all ready to hit the beach or what?” he asked. 

“Let’s go!” I said, thoroughly excited after the long drive to get out and stretch my legs. Mike and Christian were convinced that having the beach house was going to get us all sorts of female attention, but I wasn’t buying it. At the end of the day, we were broke college students who scraped our money together and spent it all on a few days at the beach, and it wasn’t a difficult act to see through. 

We found a nice spot on the sand and laid out our towels. It was almost three, and the sun was scorching down on us. I was nearly blinded, and fumbled through my bag until I found my sunglasses. 

“Whoa. Look at them.” Christian said, bumping me with his elbow and pointing to a group of gorgeous girls in bikinis. 

“Yep.” I said, checking them out and then returning the more pressing issue of getting sunscreen on before I turned into a red shelled crab. 

“Damn. I’d do anything for that blonde.” Mike said, his mouth wide open as he stared. 

“She’s probably saying something similar to her friends, about how she’d do anything to get away from you.” I said, laughing at my own joke. 


“We’ll see about that.” 

“Will we?” I asked sarcastically. 

“Yeah. I’m gonna go talk to her.” he said. 

“You will not.” I said. 

“Watch me. Come on Christian.” he said, standing up confidently. 

“That’s all you, dawg. I didn’t come down here to get rejected by three girls at the same time. Have fun, though.” Christian and I made eye contact, and watched as Mike’s faux bravado faded away as quickly as it appeared. 

“You guys are lame.” he said, sitting down with us to put on sunscreen. 

“Some girls are out of our league, Mike. It’s better to just accept it.” I said, putting my hand on his shoulder. He was easy to tease because he was always doing the same thing, trying to work himself to go talk to girls, and then backing out at the last minute. 

We laid out for a while, hiding our eyes behind dark lenses so we could ogle all of the bikini clad babes who were prancing around. The views were everything I could have hoped for and more, and even though I doubted any of us would get laid, it was certainly a target rich environment. 

Once the sun became too much, I went to the water to cool off, and then we started tossing the football around. I couldn’t fucking believe it, but the blonde that Mike had been lusting after earlier started walking towards me. She was stunning, and I eyed her lean body and ample breasts as she walked right up to me. 

“Mind if I join?” she asked. I smiled, and handed her the ball. 

“Of course. I’m Jack.” I said, watching as she threw a surprisingly tight spiral to Christian. 

“Hi, Jack. I’m Kenna.” she said, her eyes lighting up as we shook hands. It was already super hot outside, and standing beside her made the temperature rise a few more degrees. 

“Did you play quarterback in high school?” I asked, catching a pass from Mike and handing the ball over to her. She giggled, and laced up another bullet. 

“Not quite, but I did play softball.” she said. 

“Nice. You definitely have a cannon.” I said. 

“More than I can say for your friend.” she said, taking a jab at Mike’s awkward throwing motion. His toss landed in the sand a few feet in front of me. 

“Yeah, he’s more of a gamer than an athlete.” I said, picking it up and flipping it over to her. 

“No, it’s your turn. Let me see what you got.” she said, flipping it right back. I didn’t have a big arm, but I threw a beautiful ball, so I launched a high one in Christian’s direction. 

“Whoops.” I said, overthrowing it by several yards. 

“Not bad. Let’s try again.” she said. When we got the ball back, she let me have it, and stood directly behind me, correcting my form and breathing on my neck. “Bring it back to right here, and then follow through to your pocket in one hard motion.” 

“How was that?” I asked, having her repeat it because I liked the physical contact. She pushed up against my ass, and I felt something pressing into me. 

“Like this.” she said, moving my arm through the motion again. My next throw was much better, and she gave me a high five. I noticed a bulge in her bikini bottoms, and started paying attention to it when she threw the ball. That’s when I realized. 

Oh, damn. This fine ass girl is Futanari. That’s so hot. 

“You’re really pretty, Kenna. I’m sure you get that all the time, but still.” I said, pulling back for another throw. 

“Thanks. You’re not bad yourself.” 

“Oh, it’s fine. You don’t have to do that. I know I’m ugly as sin.” I said, looking into her pretty blue eyes and feeling lost. At about that moment, I was struck in the head by the football. 

My ears were ringing as I struggled to my feet, and all I could hear was Mike laughing his ass off in the background as I came to. 

“Nice reflexes.” he said, chuckling as he ran over to see if I was alright. 

“What’s wrong with you? You could have injured him.” Kenna said, narrowing her gaze at him. 

“I’m sorry. It was an accident.” he said, wide eyed and apologetic as soon as she called him out. 

“It’s all good, I’m fine. Mike throws like a girl anyway.” I said, giving him a shove. The side of my face was swelling up though, and I was ready to call our game of catch. 


“I’m gonna go put an ice pack on my face. I know this isn’t exactly the ultimate cool guy moment, but do you want to hang out later?” I asked, perfectly willing to humiliate myself after what had just happened.  

“Yeah, definitely. I’d like that. Do you guys live here, or what?” 

“No, we’re vacationing. We go to Tech State.” I said, taking her phone and adding myself as a contact while holding the side of my face. It was burning hot, but I was still more surprised that she gave me her number than I was by my own ineptitude when it came to football. 

“No way. I’m going there next year.” she said. 

“Right on. Well, maybe we’ll hang out in the fall.” I said, handing her phone back to her. We gathered our things, and Kenna returned to her friends. 

“Damn, dude. Well done.” Mike said, giving me a literal pat on the back. 

“We’ll see. I didn’t get her number, she got mine.” I said. 

“Shit, better than nothing. She’s hot as fuck.” 

“Yeah, I like her. She seems like good people.” 

Chapter 2 


The air conditioning was the ultimate relief, followed in close second by a grocery bag full of ice on my cheek. I kicked my feet up, and began scrolling through my feed. Mike and Christian were restless, and decided to go for a bike ride, which I politely declined. 

Bringing the bikes was their idea, and I was never interested in peddling through the scorching heat for exercise. Vacation was meant for rest and relaxation, and that’s precisely how I was going to spend it. 

I was in the middle of watching two bears fight each other on a riverbank when she texted me. It was a random number, and the text read “Kenna”. 

JACK: Hey you. 

KENNA: How’s your face? 

JACK: It’s good. You should see the other guy. 

KENNA: Oh, I did. I’m more attracted to you. ;) 

JACK: You’re too pretty for me, but I’ll accept your pity. 

KENNA: I can’t believe you go to Tech State. What are the chances? 

JACK: I mean, they’ll pretty much accept anyone, so it isn’t as unlikely as you’d think. 


KENNA: Lol. Still. 

JACK: Do you live in this area? 

KENNA: No, I’m staying with friends through the weekend. I live closer to Arbour Bay. 

JACK: I’m from Kentson. 

KENNA: Dang! I bet we’ve passed each other at Walmart or something and didn’t even know it. 

JACK: Maybe if you saw me, but I think I’d remember having seen you. 

KENNA: So are we gonna hang out tonight or what? 

JACK: I’d love that. I don’t have transportation though, would you mind coming by here? 

KENNA: Would it be okay if I brought my friends? 

JACK: Girls? 

KENNA: Yeah. The same ones I was with today at the beach. 

JACK: Of course. My dudes will be stoked. They’re all as unfuckable as me, but it still makes us feel good to be around pretty girls. 

KENNA: Well, my friends are all huge sluts, so maybe they’ll have a chance. Lol 

JACK: I’ll have to check with my friends then, to make sure they’re okay with me bringing slutty girls over. It might interfere with our bible study. 

KENNA: We can come over after. Should we dress as nuns, or Catholic schoolgirls? 

JACK: Go with a nudist theme, I really wanna see your artistic take on that. 

KENNA: If you wanna get me naked, you’re gonna have to earn it. 

JACK: In that case, schoolgirls. 

KENNA: You’re funny. 


JACK: What time are you coming over? 

KENNA: Uhm, I dunno. Mary is in the shower, it’ll probably be an hour or two. 

JACK: Should we get pizza or something? 

KENNA: You’re a big boy. I think you can handle the decision of whether to get pizza or not without my input. 

JACK: I know that, I was just making sure that none of you had a gluten allergy. It’s called being considerate. 

KENNA: Before I come over, you are single, right? 

JACK: Perpetually. 

KENNA: Lol good to know. 

JACK: And you? 

KENNA: Ready to mingle, daddy. 

JACK: Naughty girl. 

KENNA: Who me? 

KENNA: I’ll text you when I figure out what time we’re coming over. 

JACK: Yeah, or you could just hit me in the face with a football when you’re ten minutes out. I’ll know what it means. 

KENNA: I’ll take unsexiest ways to get a black eye for a thousand, Alex. 

It was nice having some natural chemistry with a girl for once. She seemed really cool, and suddenly, the three of us getting laid on vacation shifted from a vague, wishful dream, to a solid, realistic possibility.   

Mike and Christian came home covered in sweat, and completely exhausted. I waited for them to stumble into the living room, rambling about how I missed it, and how they had such a great ride. I stood from the couch, and crossed my arms. 

“Remember those girls from the beach?” 

“Yeah.” they said in unison. 


“They’re coming over tonight.” 

“What? All of them?” 

“I think it’s four of them, yeah.” I said, playing it off like it wasn’t that big of a deal. They did no such thing, and started jumping around like hooligans, suddenly fully reinvigorated from their workout. 

“We need to shower, dude.” 

“Yeah. Holy shit, this is awesome!” Mike said, doing some weird dance before trotting down the hallway. 

“This is going to be interesting.” I said, sitting back down to a text message from Kenna. 

KENNA: We’ll be over in 30 minutes. Maybe 45. 

JACK: Got it. The boys just got home. 

KENNA: Perfect. 

Chapter 3 


The energy was chaotic when the girls arrived. Every last one of them looked gorgeous, with short shorts, crop tops, and enough cleavage to make our collective heads spin. 

There was Mary, Trish, and Ashley. And of course, Kenna. After introductions, the group grabbed drinks and meandered our way into the living room, where there were plenty of couches around for seating. 

I noticed Christian and Ashley hit it off right away, and sat together. Mike was being a bit on the obnoxious side, and wedged himself between Mary and Trish, completely unaware of the fact it appeared to make them both uncomfortable. 

“So, Kenna, it’s Kenna right?” 

“Yeah.” 

“So you’re planning to start at Tech State in the fall?” he asked. 

“That’s right.” she said, looking down into her Dixie cup. 


“We should totally link up. I have a restaurant blog where I review restaurants close to campus. It's blowing up, I’m talking the best places in town.” 

“You never know, maybe.” she said, turning away from him and giving me a look. 

“I’m sorry.” I whispered, trying not to laugh. I should have expected him to bring up his restaurant blog, as he loved to talk it up like he was getting free meals at five star restaurants on the regular. 

“Do you want to step outside?” 

“Sure.” I said, taking her hand when she offered it, and leaving the group for a more private setting. We ended up going for a walk on the beach, holding hands and chatting it up like we were an old couple. 

“Your friend Mike is an interesting fellow.” 

“Restaurant blog extraordinaire.” I said. 

“Does he really do that?” 

“Yeah, but he exaggerates the benefits. I’m not saying it won’t pay off if he keeps at it, because he’s actually a really smart guy, but it’s not big enough right now for restaurants to pay it much mind. He’s pretty much just going to restaurants by himself, taking photos of the food, and then writing a review. They’ll sometimes give him a free appetizer or something, because he always announces that he’s coming, but he’s paying full price.” I said. 

“I’m sure he’s a nice guy, but he’s too much for me.” 

“He tries too hard with girls.” 


“I picked up on that. I just want him to flirt with my friends and leave me alone.” she said, having a chuckle. There was something so light about her, easy going and down to Earth in a way that was really refreshing. 

“Good luck. As soon as we got to the beach, he pointed you out. He was like, look at that blonde, she’s so hot. All that.” 

“What did you think when he said that?” she asked. 

“That I wished he wouldn’t point so publicly, it’s rude.” I said. 

“You’re impossible.” 

“No, I agreed with him, and still do. You’re gorgeous.” I said. 

“You’re sweet.” she squeezed my hand, and we turned around to head back to the house. The sun was setting, and it felt like I was living out a scene in a movie. At some point, I expected a director to jump out and yell “cut”, and for Kenna to walk off to her trailer. 

“What do you think we’re gonna walk into?” I asked, as the house came into view. 

“My friends are pretty wild, so you never know.” 

“Mike is probably casting his blog onto the television, and reading aloud his favorite reviews.” I said, cackling. It was kind of fun getting back at him for the football to the face. 

“Did you end up ordering pizza?” she asked. 

“Shit. No, I forgot.” I said. 


“Maybe I was wrong about you.” Kenna said, shaking her head as I opened the door for her. There wasn’t much of a scene to walk into, as Mary and Christian were nowhere to be found, and Mike appeared to be bombing with the other two girls, who seemed elated to see us. 

“Hey girl!” Tisha said, raising her cup over her head and running over for a hug. Mike gave me a head nod, smiling wide. I was glad everyone was having fun. 

“Where’s Mary?” Kenna asked, noticing their absence. 

“She went upstairs with that guy like fifteen minutes ago.” she said. 

“Oh, boy. Are they hooking up?” she asked. Tisha shrugged. 

“No, don’t worry. Christian can’t last fifteen minutes.” Mike said, his joke falling flat. I sat down on the couch, and Kenna plopped down in my lap. 

“Oh, hey.” I said, wrapping my arms around her waist. I still couldn’t believe how well things were going, or how comfortable I felt with her despite us having just met earlier that day. 

“Hi.” she said, putting her arms over mine and nestling back against me. I immediately felt my body taking notice, reacting to her scent and warm flesh. 

“What do you think his chances are?” I asked, whispering into her ear and looking over at Mike. 

“It’s hard to say. Ashley’s boyfriend dumped her right before summer break, so he might actually have a shot with her.” she said. 


“What do you think about my chances?” I asked, giving her a little squeeze. I glanced down at her cleavage, fighting a losing battle against getting hard. Kenna turned her head slightly to face me, looking into my eyes for several seconds without speaking. She leaned in, and our lips pressed together. They were soft and sweet, and her tongue slipped into my mouth as I naturally groped her breast. We stopped suddenly, both glancing over at Mike, Tisha, and Ashley. 

“Your chances would be best if you took me to your room right now.” she said, standing out of my lap. 

“Let’s do it.” I said. Kenna and I left the girls with Mike, and I took her to one of the open rooms. 


Chapter 4 


Kenna closed the door behind us, and then pulled me to her for another kiss, backing me up until I ran into the bed and sat down. 

“I’m really horny.” she said, biting her lip and standing in front of me. 

“Come here.” I said. Kenna gave me a look, and backed up a step. 

“I have to tell you something.” she said. I knew exactly what she meant, but didn’t want to say anything. 

“What is it?” 

“Ugh, well, if you don’t want to go through with this, I understand, it’s just-” 

“Kenna, I know you’re Futanari. I don’t care. It actually turns me on even more, if I’m being honest.” I said. The stress left her face, and she cocked her head to the side. 

“How’d you know?” she asked. 

“At the beach. I noticed your bulge when you were throwing the football.” I said. 

“Oh. I guess I thought I was a little sneakier than I actually am.” she said, biting her finger and undoing the front of her jean shorts. “Do you wanna see?” 

“I want to do more than see.” I said, dropping to my knees almost as a reflex. When she pulled it out, my eyes nearly popped out of my skull. “Wow.” 

“It’s pretty, huh?” she asked. 


“It’s gorgeous.” I said, helping her pull down her shorts and thong, face to face with the thickest, juiciest she-cock I’d ever laid my eyes on. 

“Fuck, this is hot. I’m so  glad you like it.” 

“I love it.” I said, moving my head around to look at it from different angles. It wasn’t even fully erect, and already put mine to shame. I looked up at her from down on my knees, my mouth watering to taste her. “It’s so big.” 

“I haven’t cum in days.” she said, grabbing it by the base. “Stick out your tongue.” 

“Yes ma am.” I said, opening my mouth and letting her slap it several times against my tongue. I was rock hard in my trunks, and started untying the front of them as I wrapped my lips around her mushroom tip. 

“Oh my God.” she said, taking hold of my head with both hands. I opened wider, trying to swallow her length until it was choking me. I gagged with her still buried in my throat, spitting up viscous spit and coughing. 

“I’m sorry.” I whispered, catching my breath. 

“Don’t be sorry, baby. Just keep going. I like it like that. I like it sloppy.” she said, plunging it into my mouth again. I placed my hands on the front of her hips, bracing myself against her as she fucked my face. 

“Guck! Guck! Guck!” my throat squished and my eyes watered, but I’d never been more turned on in my life. Her fat balls swung as she thrust, slapping my chin and making me feel like a complete whore for her cock. 

“Good boy.” she said, giving me a moment to gasp for air before feeding me more. Kenna removed her shirt, and I looked up at her perfect tits as she used my throat like a sex toy. 

“Mmm…” 

“You’re such a natural. I want to feel inside you.” she said, leading me to the bed, and laying me down on my back. “You won’t be needing these.” 

“Or this.” I said, taking off my shirt as she pulled off my bottoms. 

“Mmm…I like it.” she said, taking hold of my cock and stroking it up and down. I spread my legs for her, and felt a sudden uptick of anxiety as I realized I was about to have a dick shoved in my ass. Kenna spit onto her fingers, pushing them into my ass and working them in and out. 

“Fuck.” I said, trying to get used to it. Her fingers were tiny in comparison to her enormous futa-dick, but I knew that we would make it work. 

“Yes, that’s a good boy. Thrust against my fingers.” she said, working her fingers in and out as she sucked on my balls. I’ve never felt so much pressure between my legs, as I’d never wanted someone more than in that moment. I couldn’t take my eyes off of her, as she was the most beautiful woman and I couldn’t get over the fact that she was about to be mine. 

“It feels nice.” I said, sighing as I settled into what was happening. I was so aroused that it felt like my mind was melting, and the only thing I cared about was pleasure. “Please…” 

“Yeah. You like it, don’t you?” 


“Yes. I love it.” I said. 

“I want to hear you whimper and squeal for my cock. I want them all to hear us.” she said, getting on top of me and placing the tip of her dick against my anus. 

“I want your cock, Kenna. Give it to me.” I said, my eyes bulging as I was invaded by a completely novel sensation. Her hot flesh impaled me slowly, forcing me to stretch in order to accommodate her. “Oh!” 

“Oh, yeah. That’s a tight little fuckhole.” she grabbed me by the ankles, holding them by her head as she thrust down into me. 

“Ugh! Oh….ugh!” I couldn’t help the sounds I was making, as she was hitting deep spots and making me see stars. “Oh my God…” 

“Your cock, it’s so hard.” she said, drilling me harder and faster, making my dick flop around helplessly beneath her powerful strokes. 

“Yes….” I moaned, mumbling incoherent ramblings of pure pleasure. Her dick was so good that it was making me forget to breathe, and hitting a spot that I knew was going to make me cum. 

“Oh, fuck. Baby, I’m right there. I’m right fucking there.” she said, lifting my legs up on her shoulders and burying herself even deeper. I squealed like she wanted, completely beyond my own volition. The next thing I knew, it was like a wave of euphoria had washed over me, and my entire body started shaking beneath her. 

“Uhhhhh!” I groaned, feeling her intensity peak as she punished me with her hips. My ass had opened to receive her, and my cock erupted from how much she stimulated me internally. 


There aren’t words. Suffice it to say that I’ve never cum like that before, and didn’t know it was possible. Kenna’s fat cock pulsed inside me, exploding with hot sticky cum and filling me like never before. I remember humming, my eyes rolling back as I convulsed with pleasure. 

“Oh my God.” she said, letting my legs fall off of her shoulders. She laid down on top of me, her cock still buried deep. “Oh my God.” 

I closed my eyes, letting my body settle into the intense post coital bliss that was moving over me. It was unlike any sexual experience I’d ever been through, and after she pulled herself out of me, I crawled onto her, laying my head on her chest and feeling so relaxed. 

“You’re so cute.” she said, kissing the top of my head. I took hold of her dick, playing with it as I felt myself drifting off. I’d never felt so bonded to someone after sex, and I just wanted to lay there in her arms forever. 

Chapter 5 


I kept telling myself that I wasn’t in love, it was just lust. The more she spoke, the more I liked her. It was everything, from the way she thought to the actual sound of her vocal tone. 


My main concern was to not blow it, because we were going to be going to the same school in the fall and I wanted that to be a thing. Her friends went home, but she stayed the night. 

In the morning, it was more of the same. She had about ten minutes of grumpiness in her, but she cheered right up with coffee and we were back to easy, engaging conversations. 

Mike woke up hours later, and looked worse for wear. I knew his night didn’t go as planned, so I didn’t rub it in. 

“Hey.” he said, walking into the kitchen for a cup of joe. 

“Hey dude.” 

“Hi Mike.” Kenna said, smiling as she took a sip. 

“Hey Kenna.” he said, taking it black and heading straight back to his room. 

“Poor guy. He’s just sad because he didn’t hook up. He’s lonely.” she said. Christian overheard her, and started laughing. 

“Yeah he is.” he said. 

“What happened with you and Mary?” Kenna asked, perking up. 

“I got her number. We’re supposed to hang out later.” 

“Nice.” 

I borrowed twenty from Christian, and took Kenna out for a cheap breakfast. At first it felt weird, spending time with such a desirable woman, but then it started making sense. It was because of us, the way we interacted. There was something there, and it gave me a sense of purpose and life. 

She caught up with her friends after breakfast, and I went for a long walk. I kept replaying the night before over in my head. It was beyond my wildest dreams in terms of a “summer hookup”, and I was still processing it. 

Kenna and I stayed in touch, but her friends had her out shopping and doing other things, so I spent the day with the boys. I told them about what an amazing lover she was, but I kept most of the details to myself. 

We went out to a seafood sports bar type of place, real touristy, and loaded up on fried foods. It was a good time, but my mind was elsewhere. I kept thinking about Kenna, even though I knew there was a decent chance that it was a one night thing, I was really hopeful. It wasn’t everyday I met someone I felt so naturally comfortable with. I also had to assume she had that effect on more people than just me, and keep things in perspective. 

I didn’t see her again that night or the next, and I was resigned to her being a pleasant memory, the high point of a misguided vacation. 

It was Sunday afternoon, and she hadn’t responded to my good morning text from earlier. The boys wanted to hit the beach, and I was going to join them until she texted me. 

KENNA: Can I see you? I’m leaving in an hour. 

JACK: Yeah. Where are you? 

KENNA: I’m on my way actually. I’ll be there in five. 

“Hey, I’m gonna stay back for a minute. I’ll come find you in a little while.” I said. 


“Are you good?” Mike asked. 

“Yeah, Kenna is about to drive home. I’m gonna tell her goodbye. It shouldn’t take long.” 

“Oh, she’s leaving? Do you mind if I hang back with you? I forgot to give her my number.” he said. 

“It’s fine. He’ll give it to her for you. Let’s go.” Christian said, stepping in and pulling him away. 

“Well, damn. At least I get to see her one more time.” I said, going out front and waiting in the driveway with a cola in hand. Kenna pulled in quickly, whipping the car into the driveway and throwing it in park. 

“I’m sorry. We weren’t supposed to leave until tomorrow morning.” she said, her eyes full of remorse as she got out of her car and ran into my waiting arms. 

“It’s all good. I did miss you though.” 

“Ugh, I wanted to hang out with you tonight, and maybe sleep over before I went back.” 

“Damn. Don’t tell me that, you tease.” I said. 

“Where are the guys?” 

“Oh, they just left for the beach.” I said. Kenna grabbed my face for a forceful kiss, and then pulled away. 

“I only have like ten minutes.’ 

“Let’s go.” I said. We jogged for the front door, sprinting inside and going straight for the bedroom. I slammed the door behind me, ripping off my shirt and watching her strip down on the bed. 


“Please fuck me, Jack. That’s all I need before I go. I need it.” she said, tossing her panties to the floor and getting on all fours. 

“I think I can handle that.” I said, stepping out of my trunks and getting into bed with her. “God damn, that’s nice.” 

“You like it, daddy?” she asked, wagging her ass back and forth. I could see her balls dangling between her legs as I scooted close, pressing my cock inside her tight pussy. 

“Oh, fuck yes. I love it, Kenna. You’re so wet.” 

“You make me wet, Jack. You turn me on so much.” she said, gripping the sheets and pressing her ass back against me. She arched her lower back, and I pinned it with both hands. 

“Did you say ten minutes?” I asked, watching myself slip in and out of her. Her ass was wide and round, alluring like nothing else. 

“You can cum in me whenever you want to.” she said, turning her head and looking me in the eye. 

“You want it?” I asked. 

“Please. Give me a souvenir to take home, daddy.” 

“Fuck, that’s hot. I want to so bad.” I said, gripping her hips and pulling her back onto me. I thrust forward as hard as I could, bottoming out and feeling her pelvic muscles squeezing tight around my shaft. 

“Do it, baby. Cum for me. Please cum for me. Please…” 


“Oh fuck, Kenna. It’s so tight. I love it.” I said, tossing my head back as I was overtaken with pleasure. There was no stopping it, not with her begging and throwing it back like that. “Ugh! 

“Yes, baby. Hard!” she squealed, holding on as I emptied myself inside her. 

“Baby…oh my God.” she drained me of my load and vital energy, reducing me to nothing as I pulled out and collapsed beside her. Kenna wasn’t done, and stepped over my head with one leg, stroking herself and resting her balls on my face. I opened wide and started sucking, slurping like her obedient good boy and assisting her in milking her thick cock. 

“Yes…you know what I like. You know how to make me cum.” she said, using both hands until she erupted, cumming fountains just like before. She pointed it at my face, streaking my face as she continued thrusting against her hands. “Oh, yes. Yes, yes, yes.” 

“Mmm…give me all of it.” I said, wiping it from my face with my hands and feasting. Her cum was sweet and addicting, and I would gladly consume every last drop. 

Kenna gave me a peck on the lips, told me she’d be in touch, and then left me covered in a sticky load of Futanari cum. 


Chapter 6 


After we wrapped up vacation, I went home to stay with my parents for the remainder of the summer. Kenna and I stayed in touch, but it became more and more sporadic. She ended up going to Cali with her friends to see concerts, and then went to her uncle’s cabin in the mountains for a couple weeks with family.

As the fall quarter approached, I reached out to her to make sure she would still be attending.

KENNA: I switched over to online classes, I’m going to wait a while before I move down.

JACK: Dang, I was looking forward to seeing you. Wanna hang out before I head back?

KENNA: I’m still in Tennessee right now, but I’ll be back on Monday. I hate to put this on you through text, but I just found out today. Can I call you?

JACK: Yeah, I’m just chilling on the back porch.

“Hello?”

“Hey Jack.” she said, her voice lacking its usual contagious excitement.

“It’s a bummer you aren’t coming down. We should meet up when you get back. We keep putting it off.”

“I know, I’m sorry. I didn’t expect to have such an eventful summer, but things just got a whole lot more interesting.” she said.

“Oh yeah? How so?” I asked, lounging back in my chair. It was nice to hear her voice again.

“I’m pregnant.” she said. The word rang in my head, but it didn’t fully register. Too many thoughts rushed through my head all at once for me to be able to process any of them.

“What do you mean?”

“I haven’t been with anyone else.”

“You mean, like, it’s mine?”

“Yes, Jack. I’m pregnant with your child.” she said. I immediately stood up, and looked around. I grabbed my baseball cap off of my head.

“Are you sure?”

“I took two tests. They’re very accurate.”

“Oh, wow. Shit.” I said, unsure of how to proceed.

“I know, I’m in the same boat. But I talked to my mom, and she’s going to help out with the baby, and we’re gonna figure out school, but I’m something like three months along now.” she said.

“That’s amazing.”

“I wasn’t sure how you’d feel about it.”

“I mean, it is what it is, right? I’m glad it’s with you.” I said.

“Awh. I kinda thought the same thing, like, even though we aren’t dating or whatever, at least I can vouch for you.”

“Dang. So what now?”

“My mom is getting me set up with a doctor’s appointment as we speak. I’ll let you know when I know. We should be able to find out the gender.”

“Holy crap. I have to tell my parents.”

“How do you think they’ll take it?”

“I have no idea. My dad isn’t going to believe me, especially when he sees how pretty you are. My mom will probably be happy because she loves babies.”

“Well, let me know. Let’s definitely meet up next week.”

“Yeah. For sure.”

“Alright. I’m gonna get off here.”

“Bye.” I said, hitting the red button and feeling panic creep in. How in the hell was I going to raise a child? I put my phone on airplane mode, and went for a long walk.

Dad was furious, and mom kind of calmed him down. Just as I expected, he changed his tune once I showed him what she looked like on social media.

“Good Lord, boy. Congratulations.” he said, putting on his glasses and zooming in.

“Phillip! You were just cursing him two minutes ago.”

“He said it was at the beach! I figured he knocked up a whale.”

“You’re terrible.” she said.

That was pretty much that. Kenna and I started going on dates, and found that the same physical chemistry that allowed us to create a child in one weekend was still there, and have been going at it like rabbits ever since. We’re now dating officially, with a baby boy on the way in two months.

Kelsi Reid 
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Hyper - Futa in Heat Pregnancy

Johnny can't believe his eyes when he sees his new neighbor, a gorgeous blonde around his age. He introduces himself and offers his help, despite knowing she's eons out of his league.

Her name is Belle, and she's as charming as she is beautiful. They hit it off, and Johnny gladly enters the friend zone. He stumbles over his own feet, falling harder than ever and wishing he had a chance.

When she tells him about her past, and what she wants, he can't help feeling like he's exactly what she's looking for.

This story involves futa-on-male, hyper body parts, adult nursing, and pregnancy.
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Futas In Heat - Futanari on Male Menage

Craig is in the midst of a dry spell, and completely broke with nothing to do on a Friday night, until he receives a chance invitation from his friend Ryan.

He's at a seedy hotel, and promises plenty of free debauchery and good times in the form of two gorgeous blondes if he comes by the room. Craig doesn't need to be asked twice, and hops on his bicycle and pedals into the night.

It's obvious from the moment he arrives that Lily and Nikki are more than typical, run of the mill girls. They're packing something extra, something big, hard, and dangling between their legs. Ryan explains they're in heat, lacking inhibitions, and throbbing with pressure that only a man can relieve.

Futas In Heat involves a fertile futa-on-male menage, and a hot, sticky, gooey finish that ends in multiple pregnancies.
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Captive at Futanari Prison (5 Part Futanari on Male Series)
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Futa on Male

25 Story Bundle

There's something special about Futanari women. They all have it all, the looks, the libido, and something big and heavy swinging between their legs that other girls simply can't compete with.

He can't help his attraction, or pry his eyes from the enormous bulge in her yoga pants. His impulse to submit is so arousing that it short circuits his ability to think rationally. All he can think about is doing as he's told, opening wide, bending over, and taking every drop of her sticky Futa cream.

Futa on Male is a 25 story bundle with themes of Futanari on male, femdom, male submission, MPreg, cuckolding, and more!
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