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Futanari Fantasies

By Gia Maria Marquez

––––––––

Figures!  My brand new car breaks down in the middle of nowhere, and I don’t know how to fix it.  I’ve got the best phone on the market, and I can’t get a signal.  Could this day possibly get any worse?

I’m hesitant to leave my Lex in the road, but what choice do I have?  It’s not like this rural route sees much traffic.  Anyway, my balls are numb from sitting so long.  I feel like I’ve been driving around in circles for hours, except nothing looks familiar.  Before I broke down, I was getting to the point where I was actually considering stopping for directions.

Now I need to take a walk and ask to use someone’s phone.  Maybe get directions too, while I’m at it.

Pretty sure I saw a farmhouse back a ways, as they’d say out here in the boonies.  Looked pretty run down, but I’m hoping they’ll have a phone.  

So off I go, trudging along this dirt road under the hot summer sun, feeling delirious and dazed.  There are fields of corn as far as the eye can see, but nobody’s out.  No one is working.  Why would they, on a day like this?  Anyone with half a brain would park his ass under a shady tree.

I like to look put together, but the time comes when I have to shrug off my suit jacket.  I should have left it in the car.  My shirt is soaked through with sweat.  I hold my jacket over my head to block out the sun, but it creates an oven effect, baking my brain.  I can’t think straight.

By the time I spot that tumble-down shack, my body’s had it.  I pull myself up two stairs and onto the rickety porch, and I slap the door with an open palm.  Paint comes off on my hand, so either I’m extremely sticky with sweat or this place is falling to bits right before my eyes.

The door opens, and in the shadows I see an old man’s craggy face.  He’s got creases in his skin like a jagged rock.  The sight inspires terror in my blood.  I can only hope he doesn’t have a gun.

But of course he does!  I see it leaning up against the wall.

This is how I’m going to die: buckshot in the brain on some tumbledown farm in the middle of nowhere.  RIP Arthur Brown.

The old man says, “If it’s religion yer sellin, we already got one.”

“No, no,” I say as he starts closing the door in my face. I hold it open out of desperation and tell him, “My car broke down.  I can’t get a cell signal.  Can I use your phone?”

“We hain’t got none of those,” the old man tells me as another figure creeps up behind him.

I’d mentally prepared myself for a farmer and wife combination, but if this girl is that guy’s wife, he must be hung like a stallion—because he certainly isn’t loaded.

She’s wearing daisy dukes like they’d never gone out of style.  Long tanned legs, muscular limbs, obviously brought up doing farm work. Tight little jean cut-offs and that plaid shirt knotted below her breasts.

And what spectacular breasts!  So full and round, like tanned globes.  Luscious, bursting with life.  If not for the flat belly, I’d wonder if she was eight months pregnant.  You don’t see tits like that every day.

“Papa,” she says to the old man.  “You’re good with mechanical fix-its.  Why don’t you work on the handsome gentleman’s car?”

Handsome!  She thinks I’m handsome!

Christ, and I haven’t even looked up at her face yet.  Her curly blonde pigtails lead my eyes up her bosom, and straight to the face of an angel.  Who’d have imagined you’d find a girl like that in a place like this?

“Yes,” I say to the old man, trying desperately to ignore the boner his daughter (Or granddaughter? Or both?) has inspired in my pants.  “I can pay you.  It’s down the road.  I don’t know what’s wrong.  It just stopped working.”

He doesn’t seem particularly interested in my ordeal, but he says, “Gimme the keys and I’ll see what I can do.”

I wrench them from the pocket of trousers that feel spectacularly tight.  He isn’t looking at my crotch, but his daughter (or granddaughter or whatever) definitely is, because she’s cooing like a morning dove in heat.

“I’ll take care of your motor vehicle.”  The old man fits a ratty baseball cap onto his head.  “You take care of my Ginny.”

“Your Jenny?”  Is that some kind of hand-cranked grain thingy?  Or a cow?

“My Ginny,” the old man says, pointing at the girl.  “You take good care, you hear?  She’s a real special girl.  Real, real special.”

“Oh. Oh.  Sure.”

I’ve got no fricken clue what this guy’s talking about.

When he heads off into the sweltering summer his, Ginny wraps her arm around me and says, “Woo-eee!  You reek like a donkey butt in August.  Let’s get you cleaned up.”

“I’m sorry,” I say, and I’m truly embarrassed to be so sweaty, but I’m also so aroused I can’t think straight.  

She leads me out of the house and around back, to a barn.  I can see why she likes it in here.  It’s considerably cooler than the house, though also musty and dusty.

“Come on now,” she says as she starts unbuttoning my shirt.  “Off with your clothes.”

Off with my clothes?  Is this what her father (or grandfather?) meant when he said to take care of Ginny?  Had he put me out to stud?

Not that I was complaining.

“We’re gonna git you all washed up and nice and squeaky clean,” Ginny tells me as she undoes my belt.  Then she points to this shower head that’s sort of nailed to the wall.  It’s attached to a run of the mill garden hose.  I’ve never seen anything like this set-up.

“Do you not have indoor plumbing?” I ask her.

“We’re indoors now, ain’t we?” 

I guess she’s got a point, there.  Anyway, how can I argue with a buxom blonde who wants to throw me under the shower?

She tears my underwear down along with my pants, and by the time she’s got them around my ankles, she’s kneeling on the barn boards, face to face with my erection.  I’ve never been so proud of a hard-on in all my life.  She’s a brawny girl, and still my dick looks huge in her midst.  That’s how turned on I am.

I tear off my undershirt and toss it aside. In all my life, I’ve never been so reckless with my clothing.  She’s inspired this in me.

After staring at my cock for a good little while, Ginny gets up and says, “I’ll grab the soap.”  It’s in a dish by the hose, and she turns on the water while she’s over there.”

“Go on,” she says, when water starts falling from the shower head.  “Git under.”

I expect it to be cold, but it’s actually hot.

Ginny notices my surprise and says, “The sun warms the rain barrel out there. Then we got hot water!”

Does that mean I’m bathing in the rain?

When she comes over with that soap, I don’t even care.  Just like she doesn’t seem to care about getting her red canvas shoes wet.  Or her saucy plaid shirt.  Of her jean shorts. Or her breasts.  

God, those breasts.  

I’m melting into a pool of lust when she runs a hand through my hair.  She’s rough with me, runs her hand back and forth against my scalp, saying, “Come on, now.  Let’s get you clean.”

Hard to do without shampoo.  Luckily she doesn’t come near my head with that yellow bar of soap.  Is it white soap that’s gotten dirty out here, or is it laundry soap?

When she raises my arms and rubs my armpit, I smell lemons.

She’s washing me with laundry soap.

I should really care.

But I don’t.

“Come on,” she says. “Quick as a bunny ‘fore we run out of water.”

I steal the soap to wash the sweat from my ass crack, and she surprises me by finding something else to hold onto.

This girl must go long stretches of time without seeing a dick, because she wraps both hands around mine in a way that makes me think she might never let go.

“What are you doing?” I ask.

Stupid question.

“I want to play with your ding-a-ling,” she tells me—and shows me.  She strokes it with both hands simultaneously, stepping so close my ruby red tip slides against her perfect belly.  I can feel my precum spilling across her wet skin, then getting washed away by the hot shower.

While she manhandles me, I can’t move.  I can’t think.  All I can do is stare down at her wet tits.  Her light cotton shirt is soaked through and stuck to her skin, praise the lord!  I can see the shape of her erect nipples poking out, but I can’t see the colour and god now I’m craving the colour.  She mustn’t be wearing a bra.  I see no trace of one.  Just this soaking wet plaid shirt clinging to her tan flesh.

This is heaven, right?  I’ve died and gone to heaven?

The water slows and she takes the soap from me.  “Wash all the suds off, and make it snappy.”

I’m disappointed when she lets go of my dick, but I’ve got a great view of her legs when she turns to put the soap back in the dish.

Feels good to be wet. The air is still warm, but I can feel it whisking water from my skin and replacing it with bursts of cool.

“Are you wearing panties?” I ask. I don’t know why. Maybe because I can’t see through her shorts.

She laughs and says, “Well, ‘course I am!  How else would I keep all that stuff down there in check?”

I have no idea what she’s talking about, but I don’t care.  “Do you have a towel I could use?” I ask, because now I’m actually a little cold.

She picks up a tube of something and laughs as she slides it down the front of her shorts.  “We ain’t got no towels ‘round here, city boy!”

“How do you dry off?” I ask.

“We drip-dry, ‘course.  If it’s good enough for the washing, it’s good enough for me.”

So apparently they have the same rule for linens that they have for soap.  Good to know.

She grabs my hand and yanks me out the barn door, and my heart jumps into my throat because we’re outside!  Someone could see us!

“What if your Papa comes back?” I ask.

I guess she can hear the tremor in my voice, because she says, “Papa ain’t comin’ back here any time soon.”

My car is a good hike down the dusty road, so she’s probably right.

She guides me across a lush green lawn and into the shade of a large, leafy tree.  This is exactly what I’d wanted earlier, when I just about keeled over on the hike here.  Never would I have imagined I’d get my wish—with a luscious farm girl thrown in for good measure.

When my bare ass
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