

© 2022, Melody Harris

ERODH Copy & Content, LLC

Coven: The Futa Vampires

A Lesbian Futa Series

Volume 1


Whats inside? Take a look and see!



Alison couldn’t resist the sight for even a second. Her mouth and lips went straight to the soft, perfect nipple of Margaret’s large breast. The feel of this incredibly soft, plump skin against her face made Allie dripping wet on contact, and she hungrily, greedily sucked on the nipples as her hand started stroking faster.

Margaret knew what she wanted. With Alison’s head on her breast, all she needed to do was push down on her red hair and her mouth was guided to the thick dick waiting there.

She obeyed, opening her mouth and letting the Futanari babe slide her huge cock between her lips. She thought fitting her cock in her mouth would be half the battle… the large, angry-looking head throbbed on top of her tongue, filling her mouth to capacity even as Margaret continued to push her head down further and harder.

Her stomach lurched as the cock bounced against the back of her throat. Alison cupped her heavy, cum-laden balls as she felt a string of warm spit slide from her lips. She rubbed the wetness against Margaret’s ballsack, making her wet and slippery to the touch. “That’s it,” the woman hissed as her teeth clenched, “suck it… play with my balls… oh my god…”


“You are not, I repeat… not… wearing that out tonight,” Alison scolded. She couldn’t believe that her stepdaughter would try to leave the house in an outfit like that. Her eyes scanned up and down Payton’s body disapprovingly. She was celebrating her birthday and making a night of it with her friends at the club, so the blonde coed went all-out in picking her outfit. It was a tight little red dress that showed off her curves, a beautifully bountiful butt, and left nothing to the imagination. Unfortunately, it also needed to be about two inches longer before it was still too short, as far as Alison was concerned.

“But mom!” Payton complained. “Emily’s stepmother lets her wear whatever she wants! And I’m a grown ass woman!”

“Not buts about it. First off, if you wanna be a ‘grown ass woman’ you can move out of the house and pay your own way,” she scolded. “Our house, our rules. Second, stop comparing stepmothers. Your father and I have been married for over fifteen years, you think you’d be used to me by now. And finally…” She stepped in closer to her stepdaughter and gave her a hug. “Just trust me, okay? I’ve made the mistakes so you don’t have to. You can still get all sexy, just tone it down a notch so you don’t stand out to the wrong person.”

Payton mumbled something about fairness but took her stepmom’s message to heart, heading back up to her room to change clothes. Alison took a deep, relaxed breath and sat on the old, worn-in couch. She put her feet up on the coffee table and relaxed into her Saturday afternoon, but no sooner did she close her eyes than the familiar buzz-buzz of her cell phone vibrating caught her attention.

ANOTHER DISAPPEARANCE, CAN WE GET THE INFO FOR THE SUNDAY SHOW?

People thought that being a reporter was fun and glamorous, and most of the time they were right, but she wondered if other people lost every weekend to their boss the way that she did every time something shitty happened in town. Still, the text from her boss made her worry. This was the third, no… fourth!… teen to go missing in the last month. The fear among the families of Prince Valley was palpable. Nobody wanted to let their daughters go to school, especially those girls that were 18 – 21 years old. Like Payton, she realized with some worry.

Alison picked up the phone, and her fingers danced across the smooth glass screen.

DO WE HAVE A LEAD? ANYONE TO INTERVIEW?

She put the phone back down and looked up to see her stepdaughter coming back into the room. She’d swapped out the red dress out for a blue one that was a couple inches longer. It still hugged her curves a little too tightly for Alison’s taste, but she had to reasonable. Payton was right, she was an adult, after all. There were only so many rules they could enforce at this age, especially when she could just move out whenever she wanted.

Her stepdaughter decided to stay local through the school year, afraid to make the same mistake all her friends did and take on thousands and thousands of dollars of student loan debt. She wisely decided that she’d rather take her time graduating than risk that, and the family lived just close enough that she didn’t need a dorm room. It also meant sharing the house with a loud coed who was living her best life every second of the day. It could be exhausting.

On the other hand, Alison realized as she thought about it, Payton was missing out on some of the best parts of being in college! The parties, the people… Alison thought back on it all fondly. Her phone brought her attention back out of memory lane.

MAYBE. THIS GIRL DISAPPEARED LAST NIGHT FROM A LOCAL CAFE. I’M SENDING YOU THE ADDRESS.

Payton bounced over to her stepmother one last time. “Better?” she asked.

“Much,” her stepmother smiled. “Be safe out there tonight, okay? And don’t trust anyone, there’s been another disappearance.”

“Relax,” the younger blonde giggled. “I’m with my friends. And we’ve been over this, I’m an adult. ‘Don’t talk to the strangers’ was one of the first lessons in grade school.”

“You’re right, you’re right. I just worry,” Alison added. She gave her a hug. “Have fun, sweetie. I’ve got to work tonight.” Payton gave her a warm smile and left.

_____

No one could figure out the rhyme or reason to the disappearances happening around Prince Valley. There were only two constants as far as police, reporters, and anyone else knew: the victims were all attractive, college-aged girls, and they all disappeared after sunset. Attractive girls were unfortunately the most common victims of this sort of madness in the first place, but it was the second fact that was valuable information. Alison put the car in park and took a long look at the exterior of the cafe.

It was a quaint mom & pop operation outside the campus, and a sign that said “Perk!” hung over the door. Not the most creative name, but she couldn’t say the same about the interior. This place was a hipster’s paradise. Between the leopard print upholstery and the bras that were stretched to a couple reading chairs, it seemed like the only interior design concept was “ironic” in this place. She placed an order with the pimply-faced guy behind the cash register and sat down, taking out her notepad and scrawling down some quick observations about the cafe.

The sun had just set and the atmosphere in the cafe was cozy, comfortable, and fairly quiet. Class was out so the usual throngs of college students weren’t crammed in here; instead it was just Alison and a dark-haired woman sitting in the corner.. a woman that kept glancing at her and looking away.

Alison almost didn’t notice her at first. She quietly blended into the background as she sipped a cup of coffee and stared out through the window at the darkening parking lot. At first glance there was nothing out of the ordinary about this woman staring out the window into the darkened parking lot, but the reporter noticed that this woman was dressed to the nines. She was every bit as dressed up as her stepdaughter was earlier.. and clearly she didn’t have a doting stepmother at home to make her wear a longer dress.

Maybe she was headed out tonight too, Alison thought. She was ready to ignore her altogether when a tall shadow appeared next to her table.

It was the mysterious woman, and she had made the journey across the cafe in record time. When did she even get up from her chair?

“I couldn’t help but notice you staring at me,” the woman said bluntly. She had a disarming smile that took the edge off her forceful introduction.

“Oh! Um, I can explain,” the reporter stumbled.

“It’s okay, it’s okay. I just thought I’d introduce myself instead of awkwardly looking at each other from across the room.”

Alison reached out her hand, fighting back the urge to blush. “I’m Alison. A lot of people call me Allie.”

“Allie, I like it,” the woman shook her hand. “Margaret, Marge… just not Maggie.” Without any invitation the woman pulled out a chair at Allie’s table and sat down. It was a bold move, but Alison found herself unable to object as she inspected the woman. She had an amazing build – perfectly busty, with silky smooth legs with some sexy heels that matched her black dress.

“So,” Alison began. “Can I ask what you’re dressed up for?”

The look on Margaret’s face changed from a smile to a blank expression. “I can’t remember.”

“I’m sorry, what?” Alison double-checked. “Did you say you can’t remember why you’re wearing a black cocktail dress?” Maybe her party got started a little too early tonight.

“Yeah,” Margaret said, sipping a cup of tea in front of her. “Look, I saw you making notes and…”

Alison instinctively covered up her notepad with her hand. Something about this was fishy. “Maybe I should go,” she said, collecting her things. This got too weird too fast.

“No, stop!” Margaret objected, and she put her hand on top of Allie’s. Alison stopped for a moment, looking at the woman’s hand on her own. “I can explain all of it, but… I’m not sure you’re gonna’ believe me.”

Alison held still and waited for more.

“I don’t know what happened to me,” the woman continued. “A year ago I was hanging out with my friends at this very coffee house.” Her voice trailed off and the curvaceous brunette looked around the room. “And now I wake up at 5 PM every day in my room. Hungry.”

“Hungry?” Alison asked, an eyebrow lifted.

“Hungry. It’s a long story,” Margaret added. Her eyes darted back to the notepad on the table, and Alison instinctively brought it closer. Why did she keep staring at this? Allie got the uncomfortable feeling that she knew every word written on the scratch paper somehow. “Look,” she continued, “I know why you’re here.”

“And why’s that?” Alison asked, now a little annoyed.

“You’re looking into the latest disappearance. I think I can help. But… not here. Do you have someplace we can go?

_____

Her house was the only place Alison could be reasonably sure they’d get some privacy, but with how strange this woman was acting she was certainly glad that her husband and stepdaughter weren’t home tonight. Still, she seemed normal enough as they rode home in the car together… even if Alison couldn’t keep her eyes off her legs. It was one thing to casually check out another woman in a sexy dress and admire, maybe even appreciate, the beauty on display. But it was something else entirely to be fixated on another woman’s body. Her soft legs, her amazing ass, and a pair of large tits packed into a cocktail dress. Margaret looked like she belonged on the set of a high-end porn, but that’s not why Alison was staring. No… she was attracted to her. She’d never looked at a woman like this before… what the hell was going on?

As nervous as Allie was about having a total stranger over to her house, Margaret looked even more so as she walked in. If Allie didn’t know better she’d say that Marge was a woman with a lot of enemies.

“Nice place,” she said as she looked around nervously.

“Thanks. You can get comfortable,” she said, motioning to the couch. The woman took off her high heels and sat down, stretching out her incredibly smooth legs and once again getting Alison’s eyes on her. “I promise,” she added, “there’s no assassin in the closet waiting for you.”

She expected to hear a laugh from the living room as she poured a couple glasses of wine, but the silence caught her off guard. Margaret didn’t think assassins were funny. Now that was important information. Allison made a mental note, reasonably sure that Margaret couldn’t read her mind as easily as she read the notepad from across the room. “I know who took the girl,” she said matter-of-factly.

Alison’s heart skipped a beat. “You do?! That’s great! Have you gone to the police with your info?”

“No,” the curvy woman added.

“Uh, but you said you knew who took her,” she said in confusion.

“I do,” the woman said. She grabbed the offered glass of wine and leaned forward in her seat. Her ample cleavage caught Alison’s eye and she forced herself to look away. “But the police won’t be able to do anything about it.” She leaned back in her chair, and her cold blue eyes took on a thousand yard stare as she weighed heavy thoughts. Margaret looked like she was fighting back something.

“What is it?” Alison prodded.

“Tell me,” Margaret said, taking a sip of the wine again, “do you believe in vampires?”

Alison laughed like she hadn’t in weeks. It was ridiculous! Here was this woman she plucked out of a cafe, in a sexy black dress, and now she’s talking about vampires! This was easily one of the weirdest and most ridiculous nights of her life already. Alison was on the cusp of a great joke for a comeback when she saw that Margaret wasn’t laughing along with her. She wasn’t even smiling. She was serious.

“The hunter and the hunted,” she continued. “It’s a tale as old as humanity, it’s just that nobody knows it.” The woman stood up. There was a confidence about her, a surreal presence that seemed to dominate the room effortlessly. She paced around the living room as she continued her explanation. “It doesn’t happen like it does on TV. I mean, there’s biting and there’s blood and all that stuff, but that’s only a part of it.”

“What’s the rest?” Alison pressed. Margaret sat down next to Alison. The fruity scent of her shampoo wafted towards her and once again her eyes were scanning were body.

“I guess you’d say… seduction,” the woman replied. She placed her fingertips on Allie’s leg as she sat next to her. Allison wasn’t dressed for a party, in her jeans and button-down blouse she looked like the suburban housewife that she was. Even her red hair was left plain and long, flowing straight to halfway down her back. Alison had never in her life thought about women as more than a passing fantasy, a dirty thought that she’d probably never do anything about and made exciting pillow talk with her husband in the middle of the night.

But this woman? There was something completely irresistible about her. Allie’s heart was thumping in her chest as this stranger ran her hand along her leg. Why didn’t she say something? Why didn’t she tell her to stop? For that matter, why didn’t she just stand up and move?

“So there’s a cabal of secret sexy lesbian vampires in town kidnapping girls and…. And what? Turning them into vampires?”

“It’s a little more complicated than that.”

“Well someone’s gonna’ have to explain this to me,” Alison shot back, irritated. This woman had lots of strange news to deliver and very little in the way of explanations. “On top of that, you’ve got your hand on my leg and I just picked you up from a cafe where a girl disappeared just yesterday. ‘Shady’ doesn’t begin to describe you,” Allison added. She wanted to be angry, but something about this busty brunette in a tight black dress kept her from it. “And I’m still not sold on the vampire thing.”

A long silence followed and the two women sat together. Her hand was still on her leg, but Alison was ready to call it quits and just get the police on the phone. “I can prove it,” Margaret finally said.

“What, you’ll turn me into a vampire too? Not only do I not believe you, it’s not exactly a convenient solution.”

Margaret laughed. “No, silly. Here, give me your hand.”

Against her better judgment, Alison did as she was told. Margaret gently held onto her hand and slowly guided it to her lap where…

Wait, what?

_____


Her hand was on top of a firm bulge beneath the dress of the near-stranger. “Are you… trans?” she asked. Suddenly those feelings she had about Margaret’s gorgeous legs became much more confusing. Was she even allowed to ask that?

“Not quite. I’m a vampire.” Alison held still, her hand still resting on what could only be called an ‘impressive’ bulge in her dress. How those two things connected she didn’t understand, but so far this was pretty good proof of… something.

Margaret put her hand back down on Allie’s and guided it in gentle movements, making the cock inside her panties jerk and jump with her delicate touch. Alison took a deep breath, hearing the blood rushing between her ears and feeling the unmistakable spark of attraction and a heat building down below. Margaret closed her ears and licked her lips. “Mmm… that’s nice. You see,” she continued to explain as she moved Allie’s hand for her, “this is the part people don’t realize. We’re Futa, or Futanari, which is the technical term.”

“Sooo….” Allison was struggling to understand this, and the stiff distraction underneath her hand wasn’t helping. “All vampires are like you, then?”

“Pretty much.”

“And how does this connect to the missing girl?”

“She was taken by a vampire. I saw it.” Allison wanted to doubt the story, but with her hand on a mysteriously large cock between her legs, this was becoming a very confusing night.

“And what? She’ll be eaten? Turned into a vampire with a… with a….” she nodded down to the bulge again. “With a dick?”

“Maybe. She could be a snack or something fun to play with. Or both.”

“What happens if she gets bit?” Allison asked. She moved her hand away from the bulge as she tried to get some answers, and tried to keep herself focused on the matter at hand.

“Usually our uh… new friends… are perfectly safe. If vampires needed to kill every victim they met, there wouldn’t be any humans left. Most of us don’t want to hurt anyone, just survive, but it’s weird that these girls are disappearing. Even by vampire-with-a-dick standards,” Margaret winked as she laughed, finally getting a chance to break the tension. Even Allie couldn’t resist a chuckle. “Our appetites can be hard to control, but we rarely have trouble getting them, uh… satisfied.” She grabbed Alison’s hand and placed it back on her smooth leg. A long, hissing sigh escaped Allie’s lips as she felt her incredibly smooth skin. Her body was too good to be true! Maybe that was part of the whole vampire thing, she wondered.

“I can see that,” Alison said, suddenly aware of how warm her living room was. The other woman gave herself a half-smile. There was no reason to doubt her motivations, she never needed to tell Allie anything about the disappearances or the vampires. If she wanted to, she could have kept all this info to herself and still had her way with Alison. That fact alone was enough to build a little trust between them.. at least enough for Alison to cave in to her desires.

She had no idea what came over her, but no longer could she resist the unearthly beauty of this woman. Without thinking, she moved her head forward and kissed Margaret.

Margaret was not at all surprised, used to the reaction her supernatural beauty drew from men and women all around her. But her appetite would not be denied. She was all too happy to let her lips part and welcome Allie’s tongue into her mouth.

Alison trembled with nerves as she kissed a woman for the first time in her life. It was an intoxicating feeling, with sights and smells that were entirely new in her life. At nearly 40 years old, experiencing something new might have been the best part from the very first moment. She was starting to wonder if there was anything left in life to get excited about, and now she was giddy with energy.

Allie’s tense muscles slowly relaxed as the kiss lingered. She put her hand on the brunette’s cheek and ran it down her body, following the vampire’s curves until her hand starting tracing down the top of chest.

Alison looked down from her lips and into the depths of Margaret’s cleavage, licking her lips as her fingers danced over the delicate skin and came to rest, cupping her whole breast through the dress. They were large and heavy, probably a full D-cup or better, she thought. Alison had a hell of a body to be proud of, but even these puppies were a little bit larger than she had. Tonight was her lucky night, she thought, and boy would her husband be jealous.

Her husband… now that was a thought Alison hadn’t confronted yet. Woman, vampire, futanari… did any of that matter? She was still cheating and sneaking around behind his back. But as she gave the large breast in her hand another squeeze and tenderly kissed Margaret again, she wondered if he wouldn’t do the same thing in her shoes.

Margaret’s own hunger grew by the second, and as she felt Allison’s squeeze through the dress her body responded viscerally. She reached out to fiddle with the top button of her new lover’s blouse, smirking as she popped it open with one hand. Then another. Then another. Their tongues twirled together, locked in a passionate and deep kiss as she deftly slipped Allie’s blouse off her shoulders and tossed it behind the couch. “You won’t be needing that anymore,” she said with a giggle.

Alison blushed, looking down at her body. For nearly forty years old she was the definition of a MILF, or a step-MILF in her case, but it was impossible to compare with the literally supernatural beauty in front of her. Whether it was biology or magic, this girl was something else. Margaret’s fingertips slipped into the cup of Alison’s bra, letting her fingertips brush over her nipples and sending a wave of goosebumps down Allie’s skin.

Alison returned to her legs, this time letting her palm really get a good feel for the silky smooth skin, and worked her way up to the bottom of the dress. She grabbed on to the bottom scene and pulled up, making Margaret lift her butt up off the couch as she pulled the material up and wrapped it around her midsection.

There were no panties in the way, and with a gasp of shock an intimidating, large cock sprang to life from between the woman’s legs.

“Oh fuck,” Alison said, unable to hold back a reaction. The two women sat in silence as Allie stared at the angry, purple head of this tremendous cock. Her trembling hand slowly wrapped itself around this thick, long shaft and began to slide up and down. “Is that okay?” she asked Margaret.

The Futanari beauty only nodded as she sank into the couch, unable to resist the feelings of pleasure that were coursing through her skin. One of her free hands reached up and slipped into the top of her dress, squeezing her own nipple as Alison’s hand slowly stroked her thick dick.

As the seconds passed by Allie became a little more comfortable and a little more confident. The shaking in her hand stopped as she settled into a rhythm that left Margaret squirming on the couch. Unsatisfied with the work of her hand, she tugged on the strap of her dress and bra and brought out that one, large breast into the soft light of the living room.

Alison couldn’t resist the sight for even a second. Her mouth and lips went straight to the soft, perfect nipple of Margaret’s large breast. The feel of this incredibly soft, plump skin against her face made Allie dripping wet on contact, and she hungrily, greedily sucked on the nipples as her hand started stroking faster.

Margaret knew what she wanted. With Alison’s head on her breast, all she needed to do was push down on her red hair and her mouth was guided to the thick dick waiting there.

She obeyed, opening her mouth and letting the Futanari babe slide her huge cock between her lips. She thought fitting her cock in her mouth would be half the battle… the large, angry-looking head throbbed on top of her tongue, filling her mouth to capacity even as Margaret continued to push her head down further and harder.

Her stomach lurched as the cock bounced against the back of her throat. Alison cupped her heavy, cum-laden balls as she felt a string of warm spit slide from her lips. She rubbed the wetness against Margaret’s ballsack, making her wet and slippery to the touch. “That’s it,” the woman hissed as her teeth clenched, “suck it… play with my balls… oh my god…”

Alison couldn’t help but feel a twinge of pride at her oral skills – and she was glad to see that she could show even a being of craven, unfettered sexuality a good time. She’d brag, but no one would believe her after tonight.

The sounds of repeated slurping and sucking were the only noises in the living room. Margaret leaned back comfortably onto the couch with Alison bent over her cock and placed her hand on her back, slowly moving down towards her ass.

Allie could feel the moment Margaret’s hand slipped into the back of her jeans and under her panties, grabbing a handful of her firm ass. Years of diet and exercise had left with the butt of someone half her age and Alison had every reason to be proud of it. She reveled in the feeling of another woman’s hand exploring the peaks and valleys of her ass, and moaned deliciously as she felt a single finger slide between her cheeks and tease her tight little asshole.

“Oh fuck,” she mumbled with a mouth full of cock. She squirmed on the couch, struggling to breathe as her heart pounded, her chest tightened, and her body reacted to the tempting touch of her first Futanari lover.

Unable to control herself, her hands fumbled with the button to her jeans as she continued to slide her tongue and mouth up and down this delicious cock. She desperately needed to feel this huge member inside of her and she wasn’t stopping until she got there.

Margaret needed no convincing as she watched Alison pull down her jeans and panties. A well-trimmed bush of reddish brown hair topped her perfect vagina, which she lined up right on top of her cock as Allie positioned herself to ride it.

They locked eyes as she lowered her body, her mouth opening wide as she silently held back a whimper of discomfort. The head of her dick was spreading her out bit by bit, and she didn’t know how much more stretching her petite figure could take. Slowly, albeit painfully, she lowered her body all the way down.

It was like she was stuffed with a whole loaf of bread. Her pussy was stretched tightly and painfully around Margaret’s thick shaft, and the head of her cock bumped against her uterus painfully deep within her. “God damn,” she hissed, slowly starting to move her body up and down. “I think this is the biggest cock I’ve ever had…”

“I get that a lot,” Margaret moaned with a smile. She reached around the reporter’s body and unsnapped her bra with a speed and skill that only another woman can have, and it joined the blouse on a pile somewhere behind the couch. “You’re beautiful,” she said softly to Alison as she cupped her breasts. Alison gently and tenderly brought her lips to Allie’s pink and perky nipples, a gentle lick making them stand straight as the warm saliva cooled off. It was a delectable symphony of sinful sensations.

The pain slowly surrendered to the pleasure as Alison continued to lift and lower her body. Little by little, she adjusted to the massive girth of the Futanari cock inside her. “Ooooh.” she cooed. It was like the living room was getting hotter by the second as little beads of sweat formed on her forehead and her now-clammy skin.

Margaret pulled one of Allie’s breasts into her mouth as she rode her, tenderly sucking as the redheaded reporter milked her cock with her tight pussy. “Shit,” she hissed again. “Oh my god I love the way you suck my nipples,” she said. The touch, the feel, and the technique of a woman was unparalleled. The men of the world would have a new, higher bar to reach by the time Margaret was through with her. Margaret’s free hand cupped her other breasts as she rode her, sliding her hips back and forth.

Never in her life had Alison felt anything like this. She could feel her wetness dripping down this long cock, lubricating the already tight fit. She bounced her hips a little faster, and braced for what she knew was going to be a powerful orgasm.

Margaret grabbed onto her waist, holding one breast in her mouth by the suction of her lips as the reporter started bouncing with enthusiasm on her cock. “Oh fuck,” she said. “Fuck fuck fuck,” Allie refrained, repeating herself as her brain shut off to be replaced only by the feelings welling up inside her. “I’m cumming,” she hissed, just barely in time for her body to go through with it.

Her voice pierced the air as it rang out, and every muscle tightened painfully in her abdomen as her pussy tried to milk Margaret’s huge cock. The waves of pleasure pulsed, cresting deep within as the orgasm finally freed Allie of her sexual desperation, as Margaret’s mouth slid back and forth over her sweaty breasts, enjoying the feel and taste of the older reporter.

But Margaret wasn’t done.

The busty brunette stood up, popping her huge cock out of Allie with a feeling of relief, and slipped out of the remains of her dress, leaving the pair naked and flushed in the living room. “Come here,” she said, and she guided Alison into a position of all fours on the couch.

Alison looked back over her shoulder as she got to watch the busty brunette lining up her shot behind her. Her fingertips gently spread the lips of the reporter’s pussy while her body twitched and jerked in response to her touch.  “Fuck me,” she begged.

“You want it?” Margaret teased, sliding the head of her huge cock up and down over her wetness.

“God yes, I need it,” she hissed. “Fuck me, please,” she begged. Whatever had come over Alison, she hoped it never stopped.

It was a good thing that she was already soaking wet, because Margaret threw caution to the wind as she simply plunged into her body this time. There was no inching in, no giving Allie a moment to adjust or get comfortable.

Allie screamed. It wasn’t a pleasurable scream, at least not at first, but her face was red and tears were in the corner of her eyes as her body slowly adjusted to this massive shaft that felt like it was splitting her open.

She rested on her elbows as her body rocked from each powerful thrust. Her tits shook violently up and down, and Alison had to hold on to her breasts to keep her nipples from painfully brushing against the rough material of the couch over and over again.

Alison buried her face in the cushions for a moment, but her gaze was pulled to the ceiling as Margaret grabbed a handful of her red hair and yanked back. She felt dominated and used, fucked doggy-style as Margaret used her hair like a leash to yank her head with. Never before had her body been used so strictly for someone’s satisfaction, and she loved the way this hot, hard treatment made her feel like a wicked little slut.

Margaret slowed down slightly, her cock moving wetly deep within Allie’s body, and she hunched over her body. Her heavy breasts laid on Alison’s back as she continued to thrust into her from behind, and Alison could feel her lips moving along neck.

“Mmm….” she moaned. The slower pace and the intensely erotic feeling of Margaret’s breath on her neck made Allie’s body started climbing the mountain of orgasmic ecstasy once again. The familiar, intense pressure deep within was building the second. It was in this mix of feels, smells, and sensations that she felt two pointy teeth tracing along her neck.

“What are you doing?” Alison asked nervously. She was lost in the throes of ecstasy and had trouble focusing enough to even get the words out.

“I want you,” the woman breathlessly said into her ear. She picked up the pace of the pounding.

She knew that she should be scared beyond all reason, but she couldn’t keep her focus through the powerful tsunami of pleasure that her brain was now swimming through. Not only did the Futanari have supernatural bodies, she mused, they had some supernatural talents, too. She wanted to pull her neck away, but there was something else inside. Like a voice in her head told her to surrender.

Another wave of pleasure coursed through her body and she shoved her head down into the cushion to muffle the sound of her voice. “Almost…” the pounding continued… “almost… almost there…”

At long last her second orgasm was freed from her body. This time the effect was almost paralyzing, and instead of screaming she could barely even breathe as it felt like every muscle in her body froze at the same time.

Just enough freezing, she realized, for the cold bite that greeted her neck.

It didn’t hurt… at least not like she thought it was going to. For a moment she was filled with panic but there was a warm, wet feeling. Almost as fast as it happened, Margaret stopped her bite and slowed her pace down.

Alison instinctively reached up to her neck to feel for the wounds, but they weren’t there. “Did you just… bite me… while I came?” she asked between heavy breaths.

“A little. I thought you wouldn’t mind.” That wicked little devil, Allie thought.

She pulled her body away from Margaret, letting her heavy cock fall out of her body. Without thinking, she turned right back around as her new friend was on her knees on the couch and threw her mouth around that shaft.

Her cock was still wet from its time inside Allie, and she slowly licked up the little traces of herself all along the base of her shaft and all the way up to the tip. “You filthy little slut,” Margaret added with a sarcastic smile.

“Mmm… you know it,” Alison said teasingly. She opened her mouth and began to slowly stroke the thick cock hanging in front of her face. Margaret slipped off the couch and stood in front of her. Alison couldn’t help but get another taste of her large breasts, sliding her hands between them and luxuriating in the feel of her soft flesh as her tongue moved from side to side, nipple to nipple, enjoying everything her curvaceous body had to offer.

Satisfied with her generous helping of tits, Allie’s head moved south and came back to her cock.

She took her time now, driving the woman crazy as she teased the head of her dick. Her tongue darted over the tip in quick little circles. She wrapped her left hand around the shaft, which followed along with her lips up and down the entire length of her cock, while her right hand cupped and squeezed her balls. “That’s it,” the busty brunette said, “clean off every inch of me…”

She obeyed and she loved it, and with another suck she got the familiar taste of precum in her mouth. It was like a temptation all its own, and she enthusiastically twisted and sucked as she felt the cock pulsing between her lips.

“Oh fuck,” Margaret sad.

“Cum for me,” she encouraged her, stroking her cock furiously now. She opened her mouth wide and prepared to accept her warm saltiness.

She got some, but the cock in front of just kept going with a huge load. The salty taste of the glob of white-hot, sticky cum that landed in her mouth was only a side show to the mess that her dick made out of her face. Long, warm strings of semen landed on her face, cooling in the air of the room. A little drop fell off her chin and landed on her tits, which she reflexively rubbed into her skin just to give Margaret a little bit of an “extra naughty” show.

In fact, this whole night had been some of the filthiest action Alison had seen her entire life. She spit out a wad of cum from her mouth, watching it land on her legs. She looked up into the eyes of the Futanari vampire, and she knew deep down that nothing would be the same after today.


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 

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.

Futa Interrogation: A Futa on Female Story

Nikki's in trouble with the law, and now she's been dragged in front of a mysterious, unnaturally beautiful woman... she couldn't believe how attractive she was. Those legs, the body - she was like a wet dream come to life. When her interrogator's eyes met hers for just a little too long, Nikki realized there might be a way out of this situation. How hard could it be to seduce her?


There's only one problem. A big, rock-hard problem hidden right under the curvaceous interrogator's skirt... 
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