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I love boobs.

Your boobs, their boobs, my boobs.

In particular, I love Mari's boobs. Not that I like Mari much as a person, mind you. She is probably a perfectly lovely woman, and Owen is probably very lucky to have her as a wife, but I barely even know her.

Right now, though. I know all I need to know about Mari.

Her breasts fill up every crevice of my hand and overflowed out over the sides of them. They grew hot and slick as our chests pressed together and our bodies grew more passionate for each other. Yet, mere moments later, after having let them free while my cock vigorously plowed into her from behind, they became cool to the touch as her impressive bust swayed freely in the breeze from the air conditioner above us. It had become something of a refreshing treat to reach forward and grab them when I became too hot from the exertion of thrusting into her molten hot cunt.

Mari moaned as I came to rest my own massive bust on the back of her moist shoulders, a little jolt running through my hard nipples as she wriggled against them. It made my fingers immediately slide back up her torso and search for her own rosy nubs as I cooled my palms on her breasts from behind again.

She clamped down on my cock as I did. I must have found them, but her nipples were woefully soft. It was as if they were still poured sadly into that stuffy beige bra I had freed them from, but just a little teasing was all it took to wake them. Sorry, little nubs. I shouldn't have ignored you for so long.

“Are you—Are you close?” Mari asked, turning her head to look at me, not that she could have with our bodies pressed so closely I could rest my cheek on her back if we were the kind of intimate lovers that craved the closeness of each other's body.

“If you keep squeezing me like that, I will be.” I said, thrusting my cock in a little deeper, feeling the tip slide up against her dripping womb. She squeezed me again, her canal spasming along my entire length as it responded to my size probing her core.

Mari wanted to be done, but I wasn't ready to surrender her breasts quite yet. So I clumsily resumed my thrusting as I tried so fervently to hold on to those tits. Eventually, the pleasure in my cock, and the distinct building need for more, won out.

My hands slipped off Mari's breasts and slid onto the slick sides of her hips. Mari's breasts really were her best feature. Her hips were narrow and bony. It was like grabbing onto the sides of a chair. It was no wonder she needed a futanari if she were to have any hope of becoming pregnant. She was well-equipped for feeding babies, not for birthing them.

With firm handholds and with proper posture instead of trying to curve myself over to grab what I liked about her, I pistoned. Each thrust pushed my cock up against her womb, the malleable glans pressing against her cervix, urging for it to open to accept my load.

Mari moaned again, and when she did, she clamped down. My hand couldn't help itself. I could feel the release building at the base of my shaft. I would get there eventually, but if there is ever better pleasure to be had, one should reach out and take it. That's my motto, anyway.

My fingers snaked down her hip into the front of her sopping wet slit. Her clitoris was easy to find, engorged and begging for something to grind against it. I obliged, placing my fingers just in front of it so each new thrust pushed that eager clit against my fingertips.

“Ngh!” Mari gasped as I found my mark. “Stop that, I don't want to—!”

“Do it! Just let go.” I teased her with shallow thrusts until I felt her constrict around me. With one final thrust home—my fingers sliding up to the sensitive tip of that glorious cluster of nerves between her legs—she was sent over the edge. Mari clamped down on my cock and I exploded inside her, shooting thick strings of semen up against her cervix and beyond.

Any protests Mari had were gone as we groaned together, our bodies locked by spasms of pleasure that fed off each other. Eventually, I felt my cock soften and I let it slide out of her, a dibble leaking out of her gaping hole and adding another stain to the area rug in my bedroom.

“Jeez!” Mari huffed as she turned on me. “Couldn't you just get off without all that other stuff?”

Slick with the sweet mixture of shared sweat, I fell back onto my bed that we never even made it to. “Sorry, I just can't get into it if we're not both into it.”

“Whatever.” Mari was already gathering up her clothes, holding them to her chest, sadly covering her beautiful breasts. It was a real shame. Nipples were never more beautiful than after a woman had climaxed.

“Do you... Want to go again?” I asked. “Usually, I'm supposed to go until they're empty.” My hand reached down and cupped the still very weighty sack that was sticking to my dewy thighs.

“Once is enough, right? Owen is getting off soon.” Mari looked almost incredulous, as if she was the one doing the favor for me.

I laughed. “Yeah, he is.”

“Of work, Aoi,” Mari said, every ounce of innuendo willfully ignored and absorbed into the firm boundary she set in our business-like relationship as she put her clothes back on.

“Well, once should be fine.” I laid back on my pillow, trying to not think about the stirring in my cock that would have very much liked to go again. “But when you had... Uh...” I trailed off. What was his name again?

“Charles,” Mari said.

“Right! Charles. When you had Charles, I really let you have it all. So if it doesn't take this time, you'll have to come back.”

“Mm. I suppose I will.” Mari had already moved to the front door of my studio apartment and was slipping on her shoes. She left shortly after without so much as a goodbye, eager to get back to her foreign husband and work on the second child that they had apparently decided on.

Mari, like so many others in the rural village of Hikinobasu, had trouble getting pregnant after she married. However, nature always has a way of taking care of these things. In this and so many other small villages struggling with a shrinking population, the way that nature took care of things was me, a futanari.

Or rather, it was my family. For generations, futanari in Hikinobasu had been born exclusively into the Futanaishi family. While Hikinobasu still had to deal with all the young kids moving to the big city and leaving this boring small town behind, at least there was never a shortage of new births among those who stayed. And Mari would add to that, again.

With Mari's beautiful breasts bouncing their way back to her husband, I reached for the package of wet wipes on the nightstand. Without the sounds of furious fucking to brighten things up, now the dim, silent apartment was starting to feel a little sad. Nothing was more depressing than cleaning jizz and juice off your genitals with a wet wipe with the curtains still drawn well into the afternoon, but that's just how it was.

As I cleaned my cock, pulling back the foreskin so I could get into every ridge, it hardened again. It wasn't so much that it was pent up. In fact, my cock wasn't pent up at all. The cock got all the attention and could get it whenever it wanted. It was the tight little pussy that was hidden away under this weighty dick and overly full balls that was the pent up one here.

It ached. My depths ached more and more each day, and almost nothing could satisfy the emptiness deep inside me. It wasn't always like this. In fact, in my twenties, it was my cock that ached constantly, but it was never left wanting for long. Yet, now at thirty-one, my cock dutifully did its job and was often content in between, but it felt like something had woken up in my vagina.

It was a yearning.

It wanted to be played with. It wanted to be seen. It wanted to be the focus on a body that everyone only ever saw for the massive futanari cock that jutted out proudly in front of it. Yet, most of all, my pussy wanted to be filled up. It wanted to be filled up in the same way my overly large cock filled women up.

As I cleaned the last of Mari off my cock, it was time to deal with my own overflowing juices in the slit underneath it. While I could have just cleaned up and gone about my day, the ache was already approaching focus-snatching levels of distracting. Instead, I threw the used wet wipe at the trash can in the kitchen area across the room—missing the shot—and moved my still full sack and still hardening dick to the side, holding them against my leg with my hand as my fingers dipped into the soft pool between my legs that was so wet I could barely feel my fingers entering.

There was no clit to play with here like with Mari, that had long since grown to be as thick and weighty as one of Mr. Nakamura's daikons. However, there was still joy to be had filling up the void.

While three fingers were sufficient in width, they would never be long enough for true satisfaction. They would not grind up against those deep spots like Mari got to enjoy. Instead, I had to make do curling them into that oh-so-strokable patch of texture that made up my g-spot.

With my fingertips pruning as they probed my depths, my dick was downgraded to what it should have been if I were a normal girl—a pleasurable, if massive, clit to rub and get me over the edge. Instead of two delicate fingers teasing little circles that augmented the more subtle pleasure building inside, I could rub the whole glans with my palm to the same effect. Soon, I was clamping down uncontrollably on my fingers in throbbing internal pleasure that didn't feel quite complete without something to throb onto deep inside.

While it was nice that I could orgasm with both sets of genitals, there was one unfortunate reality to it. Orgasming from my vagina means my cock was hard and begging for attention again. It really would have been best if Mari had stayed for a few more rounds. Instead, now I had to take care of it myself.

It was something easily done, especially with Mari’s tits still fresh in my memory. Cranking it out was more of an annoyance than anything else, but as the pleasure built up, it’s crazy how fast you forget how annoying something is.

I caught the first burst in a towel, and by the time the rest came, the little hand towel that was always nearby the bed was drenched. The amount of semen a futanari cock could ejaculate was a little ridiculous, and a lot inconvenient if there was no place to deposit it.

Who knew what time it was now, but the sun was setting outside. As the Hikinobasu town council paid active futanari for the services rendered to the town, there was no reason to hold an actual job, but I didn't want to lie around on stained sheets all day like some sort of whore.

I cleaned myself up and threw on some clothes. I reached for a black tank top that barely kept its original shape after a few years of being stretched out by my massive breasts. It wasn’t pretty, but it was easily the most comfortable shirt I owned. It was still a little too cold at night for shorts, so I poured myself into a pair of jeans that clung to every curve—even the curve of my dick that I had to position down the left leg.

As I walked to the front door, I caught a look at myself as I passed the bathroom mirror. I stopped for a moment to smooth my bedhead back down that had rendered my frizzy, dark hair a mess. After several unsuccessful attempts to tame it, I gave up—taking my hair out of its loose pony tail, smoothing it down, and re-doing the whole affair until I looked like an actual person again.
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It was too late to go to the general store and buy something for dinner. Poor old Mrs. Yamada didn't want to work past dark and she couldn't afford to hire on any more people to help her. Instead, if I wanted to eat today, my options were scrounging through whatever instant noodles were in my cabinet or get something from Mion's.

As Mion's had the great benefit of having liquor to go with whatever tasty little drinking snack the owner, Haru, cooked that night, it easily won out.

By the time I made it out of my apartment, the sky hadn't even fully darkened yet, but the main stretch of Hikinobasu was already quiet. The businesses were closed for the day and most people were already home getting dinner ready with their families. The only people out were the less family-focused farmers and other laborers who were all making their way to the same place I was.

Mion's was little more than an old shack that used to be a storage house for a hardware store. When the hardware store went out of business, Mion's sprang up in its place. Even when the old hardware store building crumbled in an earthquake, somehow Mion's remained. Maybe it was the barrels of sake that were stuffed in there that held it aloft. Maybe it was the hopes and dreams of all the local alcoholics that would be utterly adrift if it collapsed.

I drafted in behind a couple of farmhands, their arms and faces wiped clean, but dirt still clung to the back of their necks and shoulders. They wandered to a group in the back of the building while I swung up to the counter and grabbed a seat, immediately resting my huge bust on the counter, if only to take the weight off my back.

“Aoi, hello. What will it be today?” Haru, who was often behind the bar when his wife wasn’t, moved over to me immediately, snubbing a man who was walking up to the counter.

“A highball, and could I get some food?” I asked, watching Haru carefully police where his eyes were lingering, but still obviously getting in some good glances. I didn’t blame him any more than I did the guy next to me who was doing the same thing, but even more obviously.

“It's just gyoza today. Akane made a bunch!” He looked like he was excited just to bring up his wife to me, like I knew her as intimately as he did. I mean, I did know her as intimately as he did, in a way, but Akane had been so shy that barely five words had passed between us on that night. A month later, she found out she was pregnant and there was no reason to say more to each other aside from taking my order when she tended bar at Mion’s. It was kind of a shame that things were so awkward now, since Akane
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