

The Bride and her Futa Best Friend

Fertile for the Futa on her Wedding Day

Copyright Disclaimer

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

© 2018 Alice Layne


Seeing my best friend in her wedding dress should have made me happy, shouldn’t it? I couldn’t bring myself to smile, and of course, Gina noticed that. Her long, straight blonde hair fell down her shoulders and she sighed as she looked into my eyes. Gina’s blue eyes didn’t feel as warm as it usually did. She wasn’t having my bullshit today.

“I know you don’t like it, Beth, but this is just how it has to be. You know that I don’t really have a choice in the matter. My dad isn’t going to let me see a moment’s peace while I don’t have his business partner’s ring on my finger. I don’t like this any more than you do, so why can’t you just make it a little easier on both of us and stop moping?”

I felt the butterflies in my stomach fluttering about, searching for a way out. The breakfast I ate threatened to come back up, but I had to at least try to be strong for her.

“It’s not that I don’t want to see you happy, but you don’t even love him. Seriously, you’ve been with him for seven months and it’s already come to this. I’d be much more willing to swallow my feelings if it was at least mutual.”

She sighed, “I know. I don’t want this to come between us, Beth. We’ve been friends for as long as I can remember and I need you now more than ever. So don’t go weak on me when I need that strong shoulder to lean on.”

The warmth in my eyes threatened to spill over, but I looked up towards her fiance’s bedroom ceiling until the tears faded away. Even the ceilings in this house reminded me of just how wealthy Marcus was. My feelings for Gina went far beyond those of just friends, but I couldn’t ask her to be with me.

Gina was there for me when I transitioned from male to female. She was the one that taught me how to do my makeup. It was her heels that I borrowed to learn to walk in them. Her comforting hand on my shoulder while I cried into hers when I didn’t feel like a real woman.

She was more family to me than anyone else on this planet. And I loved her. The crush I had on her since we were just friends on the playground had only grown more intense with the years. It’s not like she didn’t have some inkling of my affection. Before all of this went down with Marcus, she and I even talked about possible spending more intimate time with one another.

That never came to pass. Her father coerced her into the relationship with Marcus before we could see any of those intimate moments through. I’d have to settle with the times we already had. The memories of her sleeping on my lap when she fell asleep studying on my couch. The times when she would come over crying after she’d been dumped by the most recent douchebag that she let have a chance with her.

All of those times, I did nothing but support her. I never made a move on her and I looked back on those times with contempt. I should have told her about my true feelings a long time ago. But the thought of ending our friendship for something as pitiful as my emotional needs just made it impossible to open my mouth.

Now it was too late.

“You’re right. I’m sorry. It’s just hard to see this kind of thing happen. You hear about it through movies and in other countries where arranged marriages are still the norm. It just tears me up inside to know that your feelings towards him don’t even matter to your dad.”

“But they matter to you. That’s what keeps me going, Beth. I know that every day I wake up, you’ll be there the second I need you. And you know I’ll do the same for you without question. You’re the closest thing to a sister that I’ve got and I want you to know I really appreciate you.”

I stepped closer to her and hugged her close, “I know, sweetie. I just want you to be happy and I can’t see this ever being what you want.”

“It isn’t, but it’s what I have to do,” she said sadly. Her arms wrapped around me and she squeezed me for a moment, “But I’ve got to finish getting ready. I’ll see you soon, okay?”

“Alright,” I whispered. We pulled apart and I walked out of her room. As soon as I shut the door behind me, I slunk to my knees and rested my head in my hands. Today was possibly the worst day of my life and I was helpless to change that.

I stood up and let out a shaky sigh as I tried to regain my composure. If I had to put on a show for her family, that’s what I’d do. Just before I stepped away, I heard Gina’s sniffling. Was she crying in there? Why would she have asked me to go if she needed me?

I put my ear against the door and sure enough, the sound of her quiet sobbing continued. My hand turned the doorknob and I stepped back in. I shut the door behind me and locked it, “Baby girl, what’s wrong?”

Her visage was a mess. Her makeup ran down her cheeks and she just looked at me with her heart melting eyes. Gina opened her mouth to say something, anything, but nothing came out aside from the sounds of her rapid, quaking breathing.

So much for putting on a tough front for everyone else. My poor Gina was struggling to accept this marriage as well. The long talks we had about our dream wedding in the past never revolved around marrying someone we didn’t truly love.

I sat on the floor beside her and wrapped my arm around her waist, “It’s okay, sis. Let it all out.”

She leaned her head onto my shoulder and let her hand fall onto my leg, "It's just so wrong. I didn't want you to see me like this, not when I know how much it h-hurts you."

"It's going to hurt more if you hide from me, sweetie. You know I'm always going to be here for you," I said.

"B-But what about Marcus?"

"What about him? He's not worth concerning myself with. I'm here for you, not him. You're my priority and I want you to know that will always be the case."

"I don't deserve you," she pouted.

I reached leaned over and tugged the pack of makeup remover wipes from the dresser with the vanity on it. After pulling one out, I wiped the mess of makeup off her face and smiled at her, "But I love you, and you're always going to have me. If you think that getting married is going to get rid of me, you've got another think coming, sis."

Those beautiful eyes met with mine and she closed her them. Her head leaned forward and I froze as her lips pressed against mine. The shock kept me from pulling away and when Gina continued to kiss me, I slowly opened my mouth and accepted her advances. It felt wrong to have this happen when she was emotionally vulnerable, but I couldn't pretend that I didn't want this. I've wanted to be my best friend's lover since I could remember being around her.

Her tongue pushed into my mouth and she lifted her dress so she could throw her leg over my lap and mount me. Gina's warm thighs wrapped around my abdomen and I moaned into the kiss. It was wrong, I knew it was. Today was her wedding day, yet here she was, in my lap with her tongue dancing with mine as she ground her hips into my groin.

Gina broke the kiss and smiled weakly, "I love you too. I have for so damn long, but how can I have you when my dad would kill us both?"

I sighed, she had a point. There was more than one reason we never pursued a romantic relationship. He didn't care about his own daughter's feelings, her wants, her dreams. All he cared about was his own selfish goals in life. "Why can't we just love one another without others knowing? Gina, you're all I want and I don't need the world to know we're together to be happy."

"But what if I want the world to know?" she asked.

I rested my hands on her waist and smiled at her, "Then we'll run away from it all. I don't have much in my savings, but we can try and get established somewhere else."

She shook her head, "If we're going to do something like that, we should at least make a plan. But if you're fine with keeping things quiet until then, I want you to be mine, Beth."

I smiled and looked at my dress, "So what do we do about today?"

"How does kicking off my honeymoon sound? I don't want his shrimp dick to be in me before yours. Beth, I've wanted to be with you since high school, but you never made a move," her hands gently clasped either side of my head. "Why didn't you say something back then?"

"Because you've always been out of my league. And with how much hell people gave me for being trans, why would I want you to be subjected to that?"

"I love you for who you are, Beth. When your name was Bill, I still loved you. Now that you're a beautiful woman, I still love you. It's not about what's on the outside, Beth," she tapped on my chest. "You've got my heart because I love what's in yours."

I felt the warm tears threatening to spill over and she shook her head, "Don't you ruin your makeup too. I'm only going to redo mine and the ceremony starts in twenty minutes. So do you think you'll have time to take care of each other before then?"

I nodded, "Only if we get started soon, baby."

She smiled and climbed off my lap. Gina turned away from me and whispered, "Hurry up and unzip me then."

I chuckled and unzipped her dress and she did the same for me. When I shucked off my dress and hung it from a hanger, I turned back to see Gina in her favorite bikini. My head cocked to the side, "Why on earth are you in that instead of lingerie?"

She turned away from me but the deep blush in her cheeks was impossible to miss, "B-Because Marcus would probably notice the wet spot in my lingerie. You've always turned me on, Beth. So, uh, I wore this because it's a little thicker."

I smirked and walked towards her. My own purple lingerie set wasn't the most comfortable, but it highlighted my curves and that was all I could ask for. I tugged at the waistband of her panties, true to her word a string of her juices stretched from her pussy to the damp spot in the gusset of her panties.

"Mm, you've always looked good in this bikini anyway," I purred.

"You bought it for me for my nineteenth birthday, remember?"

"It's hard to think it's been five years since then, baby."

She hooked her finger in the delicate chains that held her panties together and pushed them down her thighs. Her tight slit deserved to be given the most attention I could, but I didn't have time. My girl-cock stiffened at the sight of her bare pussy and she laid on her back on the bed. Missionary was a little vanilla for me, but having sex with Gina on her wedding day under the noses of everyone added a certain something to the position for me.

I didn't bother to take my panties off. Instead, I pulled my futa-cock out of the leg hole and positioned my head at her tight entrance. The crown of my cock slid up and down her drenched pussy, gathering her juices to make it easier for her to take my thick girl-dick.

Gina smiled at me and whispered, "Best friends forever?"

"Forever and always, baby," I whispered back. A single warm tear dripped down my cheek and she leaned up to rub it away before it could do too much damage to my makeup.

"Don't cry, sweetie, I want this," she cooed.

I eased my futa-cock into her tight folds and spoke softly, "I'm not sad, baby. It's just hard to think about all the times I've wanted to do this with you. All the times I've wanted to tell you I love you. All those damn times when I should have stepped up and told you what was on my mind."

Her legs wrapped around my hips and she guided me deeper into her body, "Don't worry about all the lost time. We'll make up for it a million times over, baby." As my hips pressed against hers, she leaned up, her taut abdomen displaying her toned muscle as she did so. Her hands wrapped around my neck and she pulled me down towards her so that she could kiss me.

Gina's legs fell away from my back and she rolled her hips in smooth motions. Her pussy massaged my futa-cock and I let my hips start thrusting into her. My tongue pushed into her waiting mouth and she moaned into the kiss. As loud as I wanted to make her scream my name, I knew we would have to be somewhat quiet. This wedding was a blessing and a curse. Things weren't too late to salvage, but Gina and I still had a whole world of people to fight through to make sure we could have our happily ever after.

She was worth the fight and I knew she felt the same way about me. We both needed each other for support and I hated that her wedding day was the day we both realized we could complete one another.

Her lips finally broke away from mine and she let go of my neck. She tugged at the quilt on her bed until she got a corner of it free. I cocked my head to the side and she whispered quietly, "You're bigger than I imagined down there. If you don't want to get caught, I'm going to have to shut myself up."

The compliment to my size made my cheeks flush but I didn't stop my thrusting for a second. Gina bit down on the quilt and her muffled moans poured out as I started working into her with deeper, more powerful thrusts. Her bed rocked from the force. My panties kept my heavy balls from slapping against her, somewhat keeping the noise down. If it wasn't for the incessant creaking of the bed and both of our restrained moans, we would have been silent.

I didn't think we were being too loud and neither did Gina. Her hips bucked wantonly into my thrusting. Gina's eyes closed and I felt her already tight pussy clamping down around my cock. Her toned core flexed and the faint outline of her old cheerleader six-pack abs became noticeable. The glint of the light reflecting off her belly button ring brought my mind back to the time I held her hand while she was in the tattoo parlor chair, squealing even before they got the needle near her.

The memory made my heart flutter, but Gina's long, low groan into the quilt and the warmth in my panties brought me back to the moment at hand. The sexy little bitch just squirted on me! There was no way in hell I'd be able to keep my panties on during the ceremony now. I smirked as I continued pounding into my best friend, my lover, my Gina.

Leaving a pair of my soaked panties for her to enjoy at another time didn't sound like such a bad idea. I knew she was a closet perv. With all the porn I'd caught her watching, it wouldn't shock me if she forced my hand on taking my panties off in the first place.

My girl-cock continued to pound into her and she writhed on the bed, desperate to try and get my thick shaft deeper inside her. Why did it take so long for us to figure out we would have been perfect for one another? I couldn't answer that. It seemed obvious looking back on it, but the easiest answer sometimes felt like it was too easy. Gina and I made life much harder on ourselves with this route. We had our soulmate right there beside us all along, but we were too blind to see that.

I didn't let myself dwell on the thought any longer. She was mine now, even if she legally was with another person. Eventually, it would be my last name she wore with pride. Eventually.

My balls started tightening up in my panties and I let out a quiet groan as if to warn her. She seemed to understand my primal message and wrapped her legs loosely around my waist. Gina opened her glossed over eyes and pointed to her pussy and gave me a thumbs up.

"Inside?" I whispered.

She nodded.

My orgasm was already close, but knowing that she wanted me to finish inside her pushed me over the edge before I intended to cum. The thought of my best friend wanting to risk getting pregnant by me lingered in my mind as my futa-cock throbbed powerfully within her tight pussy. My thick shaft continued to pound into her drenched folds and she finally stopped bucking her hips into my thrusts. I didn't mind the sensation, but she didn't seem to want to risk my cock slipping out of her.

Euphoria danced through my body. Everywhere that trail of blissful pleasure traveled was left with an excited response. My arms tingled with energy and my toes curled from the delightful sensation. Then it happened.

My balls overflowed and streams of my cum shot deep into Gina's body. Her legs clenched around my body and I couldn't have pulled away, even if I wanted to. I wouldn't have dared pull out of her now, I wanted to see this through to the end. If Gina wanted to risk having my child, that meant she wanted to risk always having a part of me to remember me by. I liked the sound of that.

Once my orgasm subsided, she unwrapped her legs from around me and glanced at the alarm clock on the nightstand beside her. The ceremony would start in six minutes. Gina let the quilt fall from her mouth and whispered, "We've got to get dressed!"

I quickly pulled out of her and stepped out of my purple lace panties and used the cloth to wipe her juices and my cum off my girl-cock. She giggled and took them and put them under her mattress for the time being. Then we helped each other into our dresses and I ran a brush through her hair. She quickly applied foundation and blush to herself and the knock came on the door followed by a soft, "Gina? Honey, are you ready? I'm supposed to be walking you down the aisle."

It was her father. She smiled at me and finished putting on her heels, "Yeah, dad. Beth and I were just reminiscing on the old days. It feels like it's all gone by so far. But life is only just starting for us both."

I finished getting my heels on and I spritzed us both with her perfume and we headed for the door. His voice called out again, "I know how that goes. It feels like yesterday when you were popping out of your mom at the hospital."

Gina opened the door and we both had a grin on our lips. In nine months, we might just have our own kid popping out at a hospital. Who knew?

What I did know about Gina was that this was only the beginning. Wherever we thought we were before, it was only the starting point. She might have been getting married, but our relationship had only really just started.

Throughout the ceremony, my sensitive cock rubbed against the front of my dress and I struggled not to break out into a giggling mess. Knowing that Gina was saying her vows in with a pussy full of my cum was an interesting thought. Her fake marriage might have seemed real to the majority of these onlookers, but the real love would never be found between her and Marcus.

Maybe they'd realize how fake it all was when Gina had a child that didn't have Marcus's red hair.

I love my Gina, and I always have. But looking forward, she and I are going to share a lot more than old memories. A house, a child, and the hope for an even happier future, those are just a few things I've got in mind for her. All that and more, for the woman that I believed deserved the world.
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