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“It’s okay,” Margaret whispered in her ear. Alison trusted Margaret, and despite how eccentric and even a little scary Cassandra was, she trusted her, too. Or at least Margaret did, and for now that would have to be good enough.

Alison nervously stepped forward and approached the throne-like, high backed chair. Cassandra eyed her body every step of the way, watching the jiggle of her breasts as she walked. “Let me see those,” she said.

Allie stopped right in front of Cassandra who leaned forward in her chair to examine her breasts closely. “Beautiful,” she whispered to herself, and she immediately helped herself a taste.

Alison’s body jolted as Cassandra’s lips touched her breasts. The blonde beauty ran her tongue down the length of her chest and allowed her hands to wander all over her figure while her mouth worshiped her chest. A million sensations swirled through Alison, and all of them were phenomenal.

“Down on your knees,” the blonde commanded. Alison obeyed immediately and eagerly. She lowered herself to the floor while Cassandra tugged on the slit of her dress and pulled it aside, freeing a cock that was every bit as large and thick as Margaret’s. “You know what to do,” she said.


Alison laid in bed, staring at the ceiling. Okay, she said to herself. That happened. Last night was real, it happened, and she still couldn’t believe it! She turned her head on her pillow and looked over at the gorgeous brunette sharing the bed with her. Last night she met Margaret at a cafe; at first she thought this stunning, busty woman was just a strange passerby in her life. Exotic and beautiful, she lured Alison into a sexual stupor somehow last night. Never in her life had she been so attracted to a woman… and never in her life had she thought that woman would be packing an impressive cock.

Last night Margaret explained to her that the Futanari, as they were called, have coexisted alongside humans since they first crawled out of the water. They were rare, but if you knew where to look you could find them. As her eyes scanned up and down the snoozing figure next to her, she also remembered one more thing about them: they were completely irresistible. In the quest for a meal of warm blood from the neck of a human, it made their job easy. Anybody, man or woman, would line up for a chance to get face to face with these beautiful women.

Alison still had so many question. Were all vampires like this? Were there any guys, she wondered, thinking back to the legends of Dracula. In all the stories and myths she’d ever heard about vampires, the idea that they were all sporting oversized erections on female forms never came up.

She turned in the bed and reached a hand out to the woman next to her. She ran her fingers up the delicately smooth skin of her leg, letting her nails just barely dance over Margaret’s skin. The other woman turned in the bed, her large cock pressing against the sheets and leaving quite the imprint for Alison to stare at.

This was definitely the strangest night of her life. Margaret shifted a little as the attention roused her from her sleep. Her eyes opened and a smile grew across her face. “Well hi there,” she said girlishly.

“Hi,” Alison said, suddenly blushing.

“Did you have fun?”

“Yeah,” Alison answered with a laugh. Her hand continued up Margaret’s body until it came to a rest on her large, soft-yet-firm breasts. They were immaculately perfect, and she let her gorgeous nipple slide between her fingers as she squeezed the soft flesh. Margaret groaned ever so slightly and stretched out her body, letting out a long breath as she relished in the sensual touch of her new friend.

Alison still had questions, and now was as good a time as any. Still cupping her breast, she finally asked, “So… about that bite last night…”

“What of it?” Margaret asked, a half-smile on her face as she enjoyed Alison’s busy hands.

“It’s not like….”

“… going to turn you into a vampire? No, Allie.” she laughed. “Like I said last night, if we went around converting everyone then there wouldn’t be any humans left.” This time it was Margaret’s hand that joined in the fun, as the vampire turned in the bed to face the redhead. She lowered her head right down onto her breast and took one of Alison’s sensitive nipples into her mouth.

An electric energy followed her tongue, waking Alison up faster and better than even the strongest cup of coffee. She felt instantly energized, and instantly wet, at the touch of Margaret’s tongue on her breasts. “Yeah,” she hissed through gritted teeth. Her instincts as a reporter told her that now was the time to get any information she really wanted, but the sensational feeling of her tongue and hands was too much for her to brain to push through. She felt a hand start to slide down her torso, reaching towards that wetness that started only moments ago. “But,” she struggled to keep her focus. The attraction she felt for Margaret was unlike anything she experienced. It was completely irresistible. “But,” she started one more time, “those disappearances? You said you had information.”

“Later,” Margaret said, lifting her face from Allie’s nipple to give her a wicked grin. “Right now I think we have better things to attend to.” Her mouth warmly and wetly returned to her breasts, mashing her tongue against the soft flesh and leaving a wet trail of saliva all over her breasts.

“Yeah,” Alison agreed breathlessly. Her hand reached over to Margaret’s now-stiff cock and wrapped her fingers around the base of the shaft, very slowly stroking as she imagined it filling her up one more time.

_____

Alison sat at the table, coffee in hand, watching the steam waft from the cup and drift lazily around her. In a single night of passion she’d turned her life upside down, but she wasn’t that much closer to any answers. People… young women, to be specific, were disappearing all over the city and Margaret seemed to think that the Futanari had something to do with it. She needed to find out more…

As a reporter, she felt obligated to dig in and get as much information as she could. Every chance she got for more information was also followed with more sex… which while fun as hell, meant she never got what she was looking for. She wondered if she’d finally tired out Margaret enough to get a few straight answers.

She glanced at the clock as Margaret sat down at the dining room table across from her. 3 AM.  Good lord, she’d stayed up all night enjoying round after round of sexy fun. “Okay,” Alison finally worked up the courage to say. “I really need some answers.”

“Alright, alright,” Margaret conceded while she sat with her own cup of coffee. “If you wanted to just ask questions and drink coffee we could’ve stayed at the cafe,” she smirked.

“The whole reason I was there was to look into the disappearances! The last girl to vanish was seen there,” Alison answered. Besides, she thought, it was Margaret that seduced her on sight.

“Not a surprise,” Margaret said. “College-aged girls are a favorite of the Coven.”

“The who?” Allie asked, her head cocked curiously.

“The Coven,” Margaret answered. She put her coffee on the table and leaned forward a little bit. Allie tried not to stare at her cleavage pressed against the table. “The Coven is one of the oldest of the Futanari… organizations.”

“How old?”

“Well… how old is the Catholic church? About that old,” she quipped.

“Damn,” Alison reflected.

“Yeah. Anyway, throughout history their power has come and gone. There was a point in our history that they bordered on being a government of sorts for our people, but they were far too harsh to stay popular. Now they’re more of a… club? No, that’s not right. A secret society, I guess,” she said. Margaret’s face wore an expression of intense thought and a little concern. “Though they’re more powerful than they’ve been in years. Maybe not-so-secret anymore, I guess.”

Alison listened purposefully as she took it all in. She would have taken notes if she’d had a pen and paper handy, but the details of Margaret’s story were so fantastic Alison was sure that she could remember them for the rest of her life, anyway.

The sound of the doorknob turning instantly made her heart jump, and Margaret pulled her loose clothing tightly around herself. “Fuck,” Alison said. “That’s my stepdaughter. She went out tonight and said she would be back late.”

Sure enough, in a few moments Alison’s stepdaughter Payton came into the house, and she went straight to the dining room where she saw the lights were still on at 3 AM. “Hey,” she said, poking her head in. Right away Payton’s attention went to the busty brunette sharing a cup of coffee with her mother. “Oh,” she blushed, “I didn’t know you had company.” Payton’s eyes went back and forth between the two women.

“Um, this is Margaret,” Alison managed.

“Hi!” Margaret gave her stepdaughter a little wave of her fingers. And she stared just a little too long for Alison’s comfort.

“So… where’s dad?” Payton asked. Her stepdaughter’s eyes wandered over the flimsy, loose outfits the older women at the table were wearing. Their hair was less than perfect and anybody could see they’d been up to… something. In short, Alison realized, she was busted.

At least her stepdaughter was every bit the wild coed she looked like. Alison crossed her fingers – hopefully there won’t be any snitching today. Payton gave them women a little smirk. “Nevermind,” she answered her own question. “I’ll be in my room if anybody needs me.” Alison thought she caught Payton blushing as she scurried back up the stairs.

There was a long silence Alison stared at Margaret. “Pretty girl,” Margaret finally said.

“She’s my stepdaughter, actually. My husband’s daughter, from a previous marriage.”

“Oh,” Margaret realized. “You seem a bit young to have a daughter in what… college?”

“Like I said, his from a previous marriage. He’s a couple years older than me, by less than you’d think, though. It’s kinda’ weird only being like twelve years older than your stepdaughter.

“I bet,” Margaret laughed in response. “Do you get along?”

“Yeah,” Alison reflected. Honestly, of all the girls she could live with, Payton was about as good as it got. She had a wild side, as did her stepmom if she was being honest with herself, but she generally kept herself out of any real trouble and gave her parents very little to worry about. “So, where were we,” Allie said. “Oh right, the Coven…”

_____

The sun was just peaking up over the horizon as they pulled up to the grandiose, Victorian house. Even parking in front of the house, Alison could tell she was some place that very few had been. The house was meticulously cared for, with a professionally maintained lawn and garden. The value of the estate must have been north of several million, she realized, but it was an oddity to see all the curtains closed. She wondered if any of the neighbors ever had awkward questions. “So, why are we here again?” she asked Margaret.

“Cassandra is in a better position to answer your questions than I am. I’ll be honest, I haven’t been a Futanari all that long. Just a few decades. Let’s hurry, by the way. I need to get inside as soon as I can.”

“Decades?!” Alison was shocked. “But you look younger than me!” She took a deep breath and tried to suspend her disbelief. “And the thing with the sun and vampires is real, then?”

“Yeah,” Margaret answered. “Burns like a motherfucker, but usually survivable. Unless you stay out too long.” Alison just sort of nodded along to the explanation as if this was a completely normal, understandable thing to hear someone say.

“Okay then,” Alison said under her breath. “Here we go.” The women hurried up to the door, a job made harder by the high heels and black pencil skirt that Allie wore. “Why did I need to get all dressed up again?” she asked.

“Cassandra has been… one of us… for hundreds of years. She doesn’t care a whole lot about humans, but at least if you’re putting your sexiest foot forward you might get her attention. Trust me,” she said with a wink, “you are definitely sexy enough.” The compliment made Alison blush.

They rang the doorbell, which predictably rang out the Coventry Carol in loud, low, heavy bell tones. “That’s a little cliché,” Alison muttered.

A young blonde woman opened the door in a few moments. “Ah, Marge!” the woman said.

“Margaret,” she corrected her.

“Right, whatever. Come in! Come in! Oh and who’s this? You brought a snack!”

Alison froze in her tracks. “Uhhhh….”

“No!” Margaret interjected quickly. “She’s mine and I’m not sharing tonight. Well, at least not what’s inside.”

“Wait, what?” Alison asked quickly. She suddenly felt like an appetizer on the menu, with this ridiculously sexy couple of ladies debating exactly how they were going to split her up.

“Ugh, fine,” the woman conceded. She turned her attention to Allie as they stepped into the house. “And who would you be, dear?”

“I’m Alison… uh, a reporter,” she stumbled through her answers. She knew why she was dressed up tonight, but this blonde looked like she just came back from a high class cocktail party. Did the Futanari always lounge around the house in dresses that were fit for the red carpet? She had unnaturally blue eyes, and like Margaret, was endowed with a bountiful chest that looked like it would be a challenge for any bra to hold in. Probably another trait of the Futanari to lure their prey in, she realized. But that dress she was wearing! Or rather, she might say, not wearing. It was an incredibly tight, glitzy red dress that sparkled in the light. Her makeup was meticulous and the slit in her dress exposed a long, perfectly smooth and silky thigh that was instantly mouthwatering, while the top was cut low enough that it looked like any second now the blonde Futanari beauty might suffer a nip-slip.

Her heart was pounding and she couldn’t figure out why.

“You okay?” Margaret asked her.

“Yeah, just… a little overwhelmed,” she answered. She turned her attention back to the blonde. “You must be Cassandra,” she said. “Margaret told me a little bit about you.”

“Oh, did she?” Cassandra mused. She gracefully crossed the room and sat in a high-back, luxurious chair that overlooked the rest of the living room, somewhat like a throne.

“Yes. I know about the Futanari,” she boldly stated. She saw Cassandra shift in the chair, but otherwise her face was expressionless. She crossed her legs and her skin caught the light of the lamp. It was so smooth it nearly shined in reflection. “There’s been a string of disappearances. Margaret thinks it might be the Coven.”

At the mention of this word Cassandra looked visibly uncomfortable. “Did I say something wrong?”

“No,” Cassandra answered, her gaze looking towards the curtains at her windows. “Well, yes. I’d rather not discuss them. I don’t like provoking their anger or even their attention if I can help it.”

“Why?” Alison asked. She needed this information, it was critical to locating and rescuing the missing girls.

“They’re a little… old fashioned… for my taste,” Cassandra said. “But yes, I think Marge,”

“Margaret,” the brunette corrected her quickly.

“Margaret,” Cassandra rolled her eyes, “is probably right.”

“We just need to know where they are locally,” Margaret interjected. “Maybe we could get the authorities.”

“Oh? And what are the authorities going to do faced with supernaturally alluring women who also happen to be immortal?” she asked. Immortal… that was new information, Alison realized.

“You can’t be killed?” she asked.

“Oh we can be killed,” Cassandra answered. She looked uncomfortable even saying the words. “But we’re not quite so fragile as you.” Her eyes scanned over Alison’s body. She could only imagine the filthy thoughts that filled her mind. “But left alone with enough… food… we won’t die of natural causes. We don’t even age,” she said, motioning to her own incredible body. She looked back at Margaret, and then over at Alison.

“I might be able to help you,” she said. “I know where they spend most nights, anyway.”

Alison looked over at Margaret and back at Cassandra. This was the lead they needed. “We’d appreciate anything you can tell us,” she said.

“No one said the information was free, dearie.” Cassandra looked directly at Margaret. “I think you know the price.” Margaret nodded and looked over at Alison. “You ready?”

_____


Alison had a feeling it might come to this. She looked around for a clock but couldn’t spot one. It had to be five or six in the morning by now; she’d been up and awake for more than 24 hours, and she was completely and thoroughly exhausted. Not to mention more than a little sexually spent. These women, though, and their unnatural beauty felt impossible to resist. She didn’t even want to resist – even if last night was one of the weirdest nights of her life, even if she’d cheated on her husband on possibly thrown away her marriage and then got caught by her stepdaughter, it was a singularly magical and transcendent sexual experience. And she wanted more.

“Let’s get this party started right,” Cassandra said slyly. “Go ahead, Margaret. Show me what she can do.” Margaret nodded her head, almost as if she was obeying a command, and turned her attention to Alison.

Allie was wearing a white, button-down top, one of the last things she had in her closet that would go with the skirt, since she’d already fucked her way out out of one outfit tonight. With how long she’d been awake, it felt like ages ago that she first met Margaret. But no, they were back at her kitchen table only hours ago.

Margaret stepped up to Alison, face to face, her ample chest pressing against her own. “It’s going to be okay. You can trust Cassandra,” she whispered. “Even if she’s a little eccentric,” Margaret said with a wink. It was reassuring and comforting, but did little to stifle the anxiety and nervousness she felt. Still, she trusted Margaret all the same.

Margaret tenderly and gently kissed her, the women’s lips meeting in a delicately soft and sensual kiss. Alison was eager to embrace the moment, and allowed her tongue to twirl together with Margaret’s like the experienced lovers they were. There was nothing to be shy about with her – they already crossed all the lines more than once. Margaret’s fingertips went straight to the buttons on her shirt, working their way from the top down. When her white shirt was finally opened, Margaret’s kisses stop and she turned her body to face Cassandra.

She pulled down the shirt from Alison’s shoulders, as if presenting her prize to royalty. For a moment Alison covered her bra with her hands, but she fought back her instincts to feel shame or embarrassment. With a gulp, she lowered her arms and felt Margaret’s fingers working on the back of her bra.

Allie felt the moment the bra released, as gravity took over and pulled her ample breasts downward. Once more she felt like her breasts could barely compete with the ladies that now surrounded her. Cassandra looked at her chest approvingly, and licked her lips. “She’s very nice,” she told Margaret.

“Isn’t she, though?” Margaret said. She kissed the back of her neck tenderly, eliciting a gasp of pleasure from Alison. Margaret’s arms reached around her body and lifted her breasts in her cupped hands, her free fingers playing with her nipples as she made a show of it for Cassandra. “Mmm,” Cassandra could be heard moaning to herself.

“Come here,” Cassandra ordered.

“It’s okay,” Margaret whispered in her ear. Alison trusted Margaret, and despite how eccentric and even a little scary Cassandra was, she trusted her, too. Or at least Margaret did, and for now that would have to be good enough.

Alison nervously stepped forward and approached the throne-like, high backed chair. Cassandra eyed her body every step of the way, watching the jiggle of her breasts as she walked. “Let me see those,” she said.

Allie stopped right in front of Cassandra who leaned forward in her chair to examine her breasts closely. “Beautiful,” she whispered to herself, and she immediately helped herself a taste.

Alison’s body jolted as Cassandra’s lips touched her breasts. The blonde beauty ran her tongue down the length of her chest and allowed her hands to wander all over her figure while her mouth worshiped her chest. A million sensations swirled through Alison, and all of them were phenomenal.

“Down on your knees,” the blonde commanded. Alison obeyed immediately and eagerly. She lowered herself to the floor while Cassandra tugged on the slit of her dress and pulled it aside, freeing a cock that was every bit as large and thick as Margaret’s. “You know what to do,” she said. Alison nodded as she licked her lips. She looked over Margaret, suddenly worried that last night’s lover would be jealous or protective. Instead, she was greeted by the sight of her sitting back on the couch, rubbing the bulge in her outfit as she watched Cassandra introduce herself properly to her new lover.

Her heart was pounding between her ears as Alison opened her mouth and tasted her second Futanari. Just like Margaret’s, she couldn’t imagine a cock more perfect as her mouth worked its way up and down the length of her cock. The woman squirmed in her seat, thoroughly pleased with her performance from the very first second she started. “Excellent,” she hissed. “Keep going.”

“Mmhmm,” Alison mumbled. Her mouth was filled with Cassandra, her fingertips teasing her heavy ballsack as she enjoyed the salty taste of her precum. Cassandra grabbed onto her head and pushed it down, forcing her cock deeper into her mouth.

She wretched and gagged, long strings of spittle coughing out the sides of her mouth and sticking to this now-sloppy cock. The blonde stood up and gripped onto both sides of Alison’s head, preparing to push her cock deep inside her mouth once again.

Allie closed her eyes and fought back the choking tears as the powerful, older futanari fucked her face relentlessly. The sounds of her cock were wet and sloppy, and she made a quick, spit-covered mess out of Alison in no time as the entire long length of her dick disappeared deep into the redhead’s throat. By the time she was done Alison had to fight to catch her breath, gasping loudly and deeply as she fought to catch her breath.

For her part, Cassandra wasn’t going to wait around for another invitation. She pulled up on Alison and turned her around, unzipping her skirt and letting it fall to the ground. Alison felt naked and exposed; besides her black, lacy panties, the only other she was wearing were the thigh-high stockings and high heels that Margaret suggested she wear. And now she knew why.

Margaret pulled down on her dress and freed her own cock, gently stroking it as she watched Cassandra behind Alison. The blonde cupped Alison’s breasts and played with them, showing off the reporter’s body for Margaret. “I can see what you like about this one,” Cassandra said from behind her. She could hear the zipper of Cassandra’s dress and the sound of cloth falling to the floor. “She’s very sexy,” Cassandra continued. “Busty, great ass… Oh, that reminds me...”

Cassandra walked Alison towards Margaret and bent her over the couch, letting Margaret get a close-up view of the action as she lined up her own thick shaft, already wet with Allie’s saliva, behind her. She squeezed a handful of her ass as she pressed her cook deep into Alison.

Already thoroughly wet and a little stretched out from a full night of fun with Margaret, her cock easily slid into her body, drawing a loud gasp of ecstasy from Allie. She watched as Margaret squeezed her own breasts through her outfit and slid her hand up and down her shaft. Her tits began to sway back and forth as Cassandra settled into a rhythm behind her, when she was taken with a deliciously naughty idea. She crawled forward on the couch as Cassandra moved with her, and brought her mouth down onto Margaret’s waiting cock.

The familiar taste of the other woman filled her mouth as she focused on the feeling of the long & thick cock working its way in and out of her body. A warmth was growing down below, intensifying with every push and pull of Cassandra’s lengthy dick.

There was a little part of Alison that always wondered what it would be like to be shared like this. She’d thought maybe she would get to explore that with her husband sometime in the future, like after Payton moved out, but apparently tonight was the night she was going to find out what it was like – and her husband wasn’t even here. She writhed in erotic pleasure, her hips pushing back onto Cassandra as she thrust forward. Her balls swung up and slapped against her clit, giving her that extra push to fall over the edge and into an orgasmic depth.

She would’ve cried out in pleasure, but her mouth was too full of Margaret to make much more than a muffled, gargled moan. Her muscles tensed and released, goosebumps came and went, and the world was a dizzying array of pleasure and sensation as the orgasm rocked her to the core. She was panting heavily and already trying to catch her breath when Cassandra quickly pulled out and turned her around.

The dominant blonde grabbed onto her hair forcefully and pulled her mouth back down onto her cock. She could taste herself on her, the sweetly sticky and salty taste of her own wetness along every inch of cock. “You came on my cock,” Cassandra said with a teasing edge. “And now you’ve gotta’ clean off every drop. Those are the rules,” she said.

“Yes, Ma’am,” Alison answered. Wait… what? In a single orgasm she’d been turned into an obedient, submissive toy for Cassandra. She wanted to give her whatever she demanded. Alison pushed her mouth forward hard, forcing herself to deepthroat the entire length of her shaft, while from behind Margaret stripped off what remained of her outfit and plunged back into her body.

It was incredible! Cassandra pushed from the front and Margaret from behind, sending her body rocking in each direction as each of the Futanari took what they wanted from her. The room felt like it was warming up; her skin flushed and she could feel the beads of sweat slowly rolling down her forehead. “Mmmph,” she mumbled as she tried to moan with delight. She coughed again as Margaret slid her cock deep into her throat, before she had to pull her mouth away to catch her breath.

This time it was Alison who took the initiative. She pulled away and turned around, pushing her lips towards Cassandra’s. For once, the blonde seemed almost surprised. “Enthusiastic one, isn’t she?” she asked Margaret. It was weird to be talked about in the middle of a threesome like she wasn’t even there, but it only added to the sensation of being a disposable, usable toy. She loved it.

“Mmm, she sure is,” Margaret admitted. She could feel Margaret’s fingers sliding up and down between her ass cheeks, one finger dancing at the entrance to her sphincter as she passionately kissed the blonde in front of her. Alison’s mouth released Cassandra’s tongue and went on a journey south, starting by wetly kissing her chin and neck and then lowering herself until she came to a rest on her tremendous breasts. Cassandra had long since tossed aside the remains of her clothes, as had Margaret, and no Alison found herself as the only one wearing anything at all… and that was just her stockings and heels. Even as she was thoroughly used up, Alison loved being the center of attention.

She eagerly sucked on Cassandra’s nipple and gasped as she felt a single digit slide into her tight ass. “Fuck,” she groaned against her chest, “that’s so good…”

“You like that?” Margaret teased her. Alison switched breasts and turned her attention to Cassandra’s other nipple, sucking and pulling at it with her teeth.

“God yes,” she managed between mouthfuls of big, gorgeous tits.

The single finger popped out of her ass and Margaret turned her around. “I think she’s ready,” she told Cassandra.

“I’d say so,” the blonde said. Alison didn’t know what they were talking about, but she was happy to be facing Margaret again. As sexy as the blonde vampire Cassandra was, she never felt 100% safe in her presence. Seeing Margaret made her much more comfortable.

Her friend kissed her once again, an air of romance to their passionately wet kiss. She fondled her body and explored Alison’s curves as Cassandra positioned herself behind Alison, her hands spreading out her ass wide. Alison tried to stay focused on Margaret, to not get distracted by the pain, as one of the thickest cocks she’d ever experienced in her life slipped into her incredibly tight ass. She grit her teeth and clenched her eyes tight, trying to focus on the softness of Margaret’s body and not the pain that was shooting through her entire back half.

It took time for the sharp, shooting pain to subside, and just forcing herself to grit her teeth and bare it had her heart pumping and the sweat pouring. But soon, it gave way to delicious feelings of pleasure that only grew with every passing push of Cassandra’s impressive cock. “Oh my god,” she finally managed. “That’s it… fuck my ass… take me!” she yelled between kisses. These women had a way of drawing out her inner sex kitten, turning her into a slutty, craven toy whenever they wanted as if on command.

Margaret lowered her head to her breasts and sucked on Alison’s nipples as she was fucked from behind. Allie’s head was a whirl of emotion and sensation, and she closed her eyes to focus on what she was feeling. Soon, though, Margaret released her mouth’s grip on her nipples and shifted her body to underneath her.

Cassandra was still on her knees behind Alison, driving her thick dick into her tight little ass over and over again as Margaret positioned herself underneath the reporter. She looked into Margaret’s eyes, a panicked look on her face as she felt her cock pressing against her pussy. “I don’t know if I can,” she said, shaking her head.

“Relax,” Margaret cooed. “It’ll be okay.” She kissed her gently and lifted her hips, sliding her cock into tight wetness.

“OH MY GOD!” Alison called out. She felt as though she were split wide open, two of the longest and thickest cocks of her entire life filling her up in each hole. Her ass was burning painfully while her vagina was sending an entirely different signal, and they somehow combined into a deliciously sexy, if painful, experience. She tried to hold still as the Futanari did the work, thrusting their cocks in and out as they used Alison like the piece of meat they’d turned her into.

“Fuck me,” she begged. “Harder!” Once again, she’d fallen into the depths of her pleasure like only these women could draw from her. Even on her most passionate night with her husband, she’d never turned into the sort of wild whore that these girls could turn her into. She was filthy, slutty creature of the night and she loved every second of it. Maybe this would just have to be her little secret from now on.

She was sandwiched between the two women and felt the weight of Cassandra’s big tits laying on her back. The blonde kissed her neck feverishly from behind, the sharp edge of her vampire teeth sliding up and down along her vein. Her heart was pounding. She’d been bit once before, by Margaret, and while it hurt it wasn’t the worst sensation she’d ever had. And it clearly didn’t kill her or harm her.

It had been over 24 hours without sleep and she was now in her very first threesome, between two women with huge cocks. Maybe that’s why she mumbled, “you can bite me.”

Cassandra took the invitation straight away, a flash of heat burned along her neck as the teeth broke the skin. Margaret looked up at her, licking her lips as she sucked on her nipples. Their eyes locked together and she saw the hunger in her friend’s eyes. She was shocked when Margaret’s mouth worked back up her chest and over to the other side of her neck, where she plunged her teeth into her as well.

They sucked on her neck and as she felt their dicks slipping in and out of her body, feelings of intense pleasure welling up by the second. Even their lips on her neck, their teeth in her neck, felt indescribably delicious. She started to whimper and whine, and the ladies released their grip on her neck. A faint, dark red trace was on Margaret’s lips which she quickly licked away with a naughty smile. An orgasm was knocking on the door of her consciousness, and Allie would succumb to the pleasure at any second.

“I’m…” she panted as they worked their shafts in and out of her tight body from in front and behind, “I’m cumming…”

She wasn’t lying. Her ass contracted painfully as her body responded to their movements. She winced at the pain but luxuriated in the pleasure, welcoming the feelings of pleasure that washed over her tired body. She could feel their cocks pulsing, the thick heads on the ends of their shafts throbbing deep within her body. “Cum inside me,” she told me. “Fill me up. I want you both you in me…”

Alison could barely believe the words coming out of her mouth as she said them, but the Futanari were happy for the invite. Their pace quickened, and she dug her fingernails into the couch as she tried to hold on through the final push to the finish line.

She watched as Cassandra’s head came over her shoulder from behind and kissed Margaret. It wasn’t the same passion that they shared with her, but there was definite attraction. But it was that exactly moment when she felt the heat.

It was intense. Their engorged dicks were pulsing in her body as they emptied out their impressive loads into her. One hot spurt was followed immediately by another, and she could already feel the cum oozing from her ass and sliding down onto her pussy and Margaret’s own cock.

She struggled to catch her breath as Cassandra rolled off her back. They’d left her body full to the brim with Futanari cum, leaking out of her ass as Margaret passionately kissed her way up and down Alison’s chest, before pulling out herself.

Alison looked down at the mess, watching their cum slowly drip from her body, oozing onto the couch. She was all at once thrilled and disgusted. She couldn’t believe what she let them do to her, but more importantly, she couldn’t believe that she wanted even more, and she wanted it as soon as she could get it. What was happening to her?


Need more? Take a peek at this scene from Her Futa Professor! Available exclusively from Amazon!



Walking through the halls of her university after hours felt just like it did in high school. There was an eerie silence around every corner, with row after row of empty hallways that were normally crammed with students now so quiet that every noise echoed down the hall and back again. The lights were off in the English department hallway, save for one doorway at the end streaming a yellow light onto the floor.

Kelly gently knocked on the door and poked her head around the corner. “Hello? Professor Callahan?” she called into the room.

“Come in!” she heard.

Kelly opened the door and spotted the Professor behind her desk, which wasn’t at all unusual. What was out of the ordinary, though, was her outfit. The professor left her coat hanging over the back of her chair and her skirt hiked up her thighs, exposing the lace top of her dark, thigh-high stockings. Her top button was again undone, and the deep cleavage of her large breasts seemed to go on for miles. She had taken her beautiful, dark red hair out of her ponytail and let it hang loosely around her shoulders. If she wanted to, this woman could dominate any runway in the country, Kelly thought. She’d long been curious about the girls on campus and thought that maybe one day she might let herself go wild and do some of that “college experimentation” she’d heard so much about, but she’d never seriously thought about sex with another woman.

That was, until right now. On a regular day Professor Callahan was sex incarnate. But after hours? She was irresistible… even to Kelly.

Kelly swallowed hard. “So, you uh… needed to see me?”

“Not really needed, I’d say,” the Professor answered without looking up from the paper in front of her. Kelly could see red ink all over it as she finished up and wrote a a large “D” at the top, circling it. Kelly anxiously strained to get a better look and make sure it wasn’t her own assignment. “However, I do want to talk to you. Have a seat,” she said. The Professor pulled on a chair behind her and slid it up alongside her own. Kelly sat down next to the Professor, and realized this was the closest she’d ever been to the ultra-busty woman… so close, in fact, that their legs were now touching. Wearing a simple pair of jean shorts, she could feel the rough-yet-smooth material of her teacher’s stockings brushed up against her thigh, sending a little shiver down her spine.

“How would you like to go to Europe this summer?” Professor Callahan said as she handed Kelly a pamphlet.

“Uh…” Kelly looked down wide-eyed at the pamphlet, advertising a special historical English literature seminar in London. “I mean, yes, I’d love to, but there’s no way that I could afford something like this!” College was expensive enough, packing up for London for a couple months wasn’t going to make it any cheaper. Never mind the plane tickets, passport fees, and all the rest of the stuff that came along with traveling overseas. “I don’t think I can,” she had to admit.

“Nonsense!” the professor retorted. “With your talent, you have to go,” she said. She placed a hand on top of Kelly’s and for a second she swore she could feel the spark of attraction. Was it… mutual? She looked at her hand and back at the Professor, but her face was too hard to read.

“Seriously,” she stressed, “I just don’t have the money.” Kelly brushed a bit of her long blonde hair out of her eyes and tried to move her hand back, but the professor gripped a little harder. Her heart skipped a beat. Okay, she thought, this was happening…

“What if I could bankroll your trip?” she added.

“That would be… incredible,” Kelly answered. “But that’s a lot of money, and I could never pay you back!”

“First off, I can afford it,” the busty redhead answered confidently, “but second, you can pay me back.”

“I really can’t,” Kelly said again.

In response, the Professor’s hand started to work its way up her lower arm, brushing her fingertips along her forearms as it slowly climbed. “Yes, you can,” Professor Callahan answered.

What started as a spark of curiosity was turning into a forest fire of desire. But still, this was wrong. She was her professor, and now she was here offering a trip to Europe for a tumble between the sheets. And yet…

She was hot. Kelly couldn’t deny it. Her heart began to beat ever more quickly, each thump a little harder and faster than the last, as the sounds of the room around her were drowned out by the blood rushing between her ears. The adrenaline kicked in, filling her with a rush of energy and slowing down time around her. This was real and it was happening. “Okay, Professor…” she finally said. Why she said it, Kelly couldn’t figure out, but this was a once in a lifetime opportunity and she wasn’t letting it slip her by. Besides, she could use a little action, she thought. She didn’t have time for a boyfriend or even a girlfriend. Maybe a teacher on the side was just what her life needed.
“Please,” Professor Callahan responded softly, “Call me Celeste.”

“Celeste,” Kelly repeated.

The gap between their faces slowly began to close as each of the women came closer to each other. How long had Celeste been checking her out? Did she do this with all the girls…? No, she decided. If this was an every day occurrence, everyone in the school would know by now.

Their lips connected and all of her worries began to melt away, replaced with a slowly building heat deep inside. The teacher’s lips were soft and gentle, with her tongue just barely flicking against her own as they got a little more adventurous with each passing second. Celeste grabbed her hand and moved it to her own leg.

Kelly squeezed her teacher’s thigh gently and moaned slightly. Damn that felt good, she decided. Suddenly braver, she let her hand work upwards, slipping her fingertips underneath the edge of Celeste’s short black skirt and feeling the top of her thigh-high stockings. Dare she go even higher?

Her hand continued it’s journey north, feeling the incredibly smooth skin of her thighs when… wait… what was that?

Pressed against Celeste’s right leg was… a cock? Kelly went wide-eyed and looked at her Professor, who wore a confident smile. “I didn’t figure you’d mind my secret,” she said. Truthfully, she didn’t, but it was a hell of a shock and for a moment Kelly’s head was spinning. There had to be more to this story, but as she ran her eyes up and down Celeste’s body she decided it didn’t matter. She knew how to handle a dick just as well as the next girl, and she was still aching for a chance to get inside that top and enjoy her huge breasts. She was in. Why not enjoy the best of both worlds, she thought to herself.

Kelly swallowed the nerves away and confidently let her hand come to a rest on the bulge in her professor’s panties, as their tongues twirled together in a passionate kiss while she let her hand journey up Celeste’s skirt. A little, high-pitched whimper squeaked out of Celeste’s lips as they kissed. God, even the sound of her enjoying herself was hot, Kelly thought.

Kelly was excited but nervous, and the busty, confident Professor was ready and willing to take charge. She stood up and grabbed Kelly’s hands, guiding her back to the desk until she sat the younger college student down on the edge. She could smell Celeste’s coconut-scented shampoo as her mouth engulfed the nape of her neck. Instinctively, she wrapped her arms around the older woman and squeezed, pressing her massive tits against her body. Kelly was always proud of her figure and thought she was well-endowed herself, but she had nothing on this woman.

And she loved it.

Celeste grabbed a handful of the younger blonde’s hair and yanked back, exposing yet more of her neck to the waiting tongue of her teacher. One practiced hand from her professor worked the buttons on her shirt as her tongue worked its way ever lower, sliding onto each newly exposed inch of skin as the buttons on her top were opened. Kelly breathed heavily as Celeste’s lips inched towards her breast. She gasped with delight as her Professor placed both hands on her tits and squeezed through the material of her bra. “Mmm,” Kelly involuntarily moaned. The ministrations of her hands were already enough to drive her crazy, and the sexy student let her shirt fall off and onto the desk while her professor flicked open the back of her bra.

Her breasts succumbed to gravity, but only for a couple seconds before Professor Callahan’s lips, mouth, and tongue were all over them. Never before in her life had anyone been so obsessed with her body, Kelly thought. Her tongue slid in a long, wet streak between her breasts and from nipple to nipple, stopping to suck on each pert and perky tip with flicks of her tongue that made Kelly shiver with ecstasy.


Still not enough? Check out the rest of these incredible, erotic short stories from Melody Harris!



Her Futa Professor: A Lesbian Futa Fantasy

The toughest professor on campus has the hardest secret under her skirt!


Kelly is a busy, blonde coed who's struggling to keep up with the demands of school. When she gets called in after class to talk about an assignment with her professor, she learns that she's up for a trip to Europe... but there's just one thing her sexy, busty instructor wants before she pays for the trip.


Watch as Kelly throws herself into the role of a wild, submissive coed in her first lesbian encounter featuring a well-endowed shemale / futa professor in the latest erotic short from Melody Harris! 

Coven: The Futa Vampires, Volume 1

Fans love the way Melody Harris brings to life the hottest in Futa action with a lesbian twist, and now she's bringing her torrid storytelling to a brand new series!


Alison is on a mission to investigate the disappearance of some local college coeds when she makes an unlikely and otherworldly friend: a Futa Vampire who has the information she's looking for. Her supernatural allure is irresistible, and before the night is through Alison will have her very first lesbian experience with a well-endowed Futa babe! Dive in the world of "Coven: The Futa Vampires" with the first entry in this brand new series and meet two of the hottest, sexiest characters that Melody Harris has ever brought to life in an intensely erotic short story. 

Shopping for Futa Fun: A Futa on Female Story

This wasn't what she had in mind when she went shopping for a dress. Helen hated shopping, but when Julie decided to give her that personal touch as she helped her find just the right dress. A sexy, curvy woman with a rock-hard... secret. Well, maybe she enjoyed it a little too much. Everyone in the store knew exactly what they were up to in that dressing room, and when it was finally over, a very satisfied and exhausted Helen could see her husband's feet right outside.
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