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Futa Academy

Volume 1

A Shemale on Female Fantasy


Take a peek at what awaits you! 

Mr. Martin pulled her dick out of her mouth, letting the little strings of drool drip off her chin and down onto her body. Her saliva hit her skin coldly, making her body erupt in goose bumps from the chill. Or maybe it was the excitement? The Dean smeared the head of her cock against Tanya's cheek, spreading her own spit over her face. Could something be so degrading and thrilling at the same time? "Up," she commanded.

“Yes, ma’am.” With her hands tied behind her back by the Dean’s belt, it was a struggle to make it to her feet. Her wrists strained against the edges of the leather, and Tanya winced as she felt it dig into skin uncomfortably. As soon as she made it to her feet, Ms. Martin pushed her against the front of her desk. The older Futa pushed down on her body, bending her over the desk. The edge of the desk dug into her torso painfully, and she arched her back to avoid it, sticking her ass out perfectly.


Shit, she was late. Tanya grabbed her bag off the chair and nearly kicked the dorm room door over as she struggled to get out. God, she was barely dressed for class. Just a simple pair of jeans and a t-shirt. And… wait, did she even remember to put her bra on? God dammit.

There was no time to turn around, though. This was just her week, wasn’t it? For the second time she was going to be late, and if she wasn’t in the classroom when the test started then they wouldn’t let her take it. If she didn’t take the test, she was bound to fail the class. Then - she’d lose her scholarship.

On top of everything, last night her boyfriend called and told her that the distance was just too much for him. Six months at college, right after her nineteenth birthday, and all she had to show for it was a breakup and a rock-bottom GPA.

She ran across the campus, grateful that she at least had some comfortable shoes on today, and ran into the sciences building. Even as she ran up to the door, she knew it was too late. She could hear the click of the lock even over the sound of her feet hitting the floor of the hallway. Her body nearly slammed into the door, unable to get it open. Well… that was the end of that. She turned aside from the doorway, leaned against the wall, and slowly collapsed into a puddle of tears.

**********

Dear Tanya,

Your father and I talked about your grades. We know that it's been a rough week, but without your scholarship, we can't afford to send you to that school. We were going to tell you that you needed to come home, but when we heard about Adam dumping you we thought that maybe this was just a rough patch. We want nothing more than to help you pursue your dreams. I've talked to a friend of mine from work… she went to a prep academy that was completely free. It's just a year or two, and she said that she had the time of her life there, but she wanted me to tell you something about everyone there being “different”. She didn’t tell me what that meant, but she also said it’s really strict. Maybe that’s what you need. I know how hard adjusting to college life can be – I didn’t do so well my first year either, except college was cheaper back then.

I sent your name to the Hellen Academy and some background info, and I wanted to let you know that they’re ready to accept you when you show up. We love you, sweetie. Chin up!

-Mom

Tanya put the letter down and looked out the window of the bus. This “Academy” was apparently in the middle of nowhere. She checked out their website and that’s the way they liked it, though. No distractions. No extra-curricular activities. And, apparently, no boys. It was all-girl school, and by invitation only.

It was just a prep academy, but maybe that really was what Tanya needed. Some time to get used to living on her own, figuring out how to do this whole adult thing. The bus squealed to a stop in front of some intimidating iron gates with "Hellen Academy" written boldly across the top. It couldn't look any more gothic if it was ripped from a British television show. The gates were open, and the sidewalk seemed to stretch on for a mile up to the main building. As she trudged over the broken concrete, Tanya wondered just how old this place was.

Which got her thinking about other things. How had an invitation-only, tuition-free school gone unnoticed by her or her parents when they were picking out colleges? Why was it invitation only? Was that even legal these days?

She pushed the questions to the side as she pushed a heavy glass door open. For all the gothic exterior, the inside looked like any other modern school building. It wasn’t quite as busy, though. The door opened into a large atrium like any other school, but she could only see a few people working quietly in their offices. She found the door marked “REGISTRAR” and stepped through, putting her bags down. There were maybe twenty wooden chairs in the room, all facing a high desk with a single woman working at it. So much space for so few people…

“Um… hi,” she said, afraid to interrupt the lady behind the desk. It seemed like she was ignoring her for a moment before she put down her pen and looked over the pair of glasses hanging low on her nose.

“Can I help you?” she asked, clearly annoyed.

“Uh… I’m new. Tanya Cavender?”

“Right,” the lady said, looking down at the stacks on her desk. “We’ve got your paperwork. Here’s some information for you, and the student guidebook. This other folder has your dorm assignment. You need to be back here at five o’clock tonight for a meeting with the Dean. Don’t be late or you’ll find your time at the school has been very short indeed. Your uniforms are in your room.”

“Yeah… okay,” she answered.

“It’s ma’am,” the registrar sharply corrected her.

“I’m sorry?”

“You’ll address me, and other faculty members, as ma’am. So a simple ‘yes ma’am’ should be your response when you’re told to do something. You understand that, right? I’m not sure how much simpler I can make it.”

“Oh… uh.. right. I mean, yes ma’am,” Tanya responded. Her heart was pounding in her chest. She wasn’t in the fucking military! Who expected this crap? Tanya was about to storm out the door, but she remembered that this was completely free. A few deep breaths and a reminder that she didn’t want to return home to her parents, and she managed to cool down enough to go find her dormitory.

As she walked across the campus, she noticed that everyone was in uniform. The girls all wore plain white button down shirt with neckties and skirts. The skirts seemed… short. But all the uniforms came in two flavors – black, and red. There seemed to be more black than red, but she couldn’t understand why someone would wear one color or the other. The people not in uniform, of course, were the faculty. And… they were all women. “Guess that makes sense,” she muttered to herself as she finally found the dorm building.

That was until she found the first guy she’d seen all day on campus. A security guard. If ever there was someone genetically engineered for the job of providing security, it was this guy right here. He was a tall, powerfully-built hulk of a human being with a deep voice, and arms that seemed about as thick as his waist. He held out his hand and stopped her - “ID, please,” his voice bellowed.

“Um, I haven't gotten one yet," she said. "I'm new. Just trying to get my room," she explained. He gave her a serious look, inspecting her like a car he was about to buy.

“Alright,” he said. “Go on in, and make sure you get your uniform on.”

“Okay,” she said.

“It’s ‘yes Sir’,” he corrected her. She really should have seen that coming.

“Yes, Sir,” she said a little too sternly. The look in his eyes told her it was best not try sarcasm anymore. This was beginning to become more trouble than it was really worth. She finally found her dorm on the third floor of the building. No lock on the door… just… walk in? “Remind me never to buy something valuable,” she said as she opened the door.

It was a classic dorm room, not so different from the one she just left last week. There were two beds – one of them was made, so she assumed she had a roommate. Her bed was unmade but there were blankets and linens neatly folded at the end for her, and a uniform all laid out. Just like everyone else’s… and red. So why did she get to wear this color? None of this made any sense… maybe her roommate could help her out when she was done with class. God, Tanya hoped she wasn’t crazy. Her side of the room looked pretty spartan… no pictures of family, minimal decoration… other than a few textbooks she couldn’t see much of anything that belonged to her. Whoever she was, she traveled light.

Tanya unpacked one of her bags, taking care to set a picture of her parents on her nightstand. She wasn’t overly sentimental, but she was close to her parents and their picture watching over her made her feel at least a little better about this crazy day.

**********

Well, she was on time. Trouble was, it was the Dean that kept her waiting. She sat outside the Dean's office in her new uniform, watching the students walk by. Except for all being women, with beefy male bodyguards, so far everything looked pretty normal.Also, there was this red and black thing… She couldn't tell what made the girls different, but the girls in the black always seemed to look at her just a second too long. It was like… like getting checked out, weirdly enough. Maybe it some kind of team rivalry?

Tanya’s thoughts were interrupted when she heard a deep, feminine voice shout “Come in!” from the other side of the door. She shook off her distractions, straightened out her skirt, and walked in.  God, she hated wearing skirts. Still, the uniform was the uniform, and there wasn’t much she could do about it. It didn’t look all that bad, really, and the red dress matched her red hair quite nicely. Which, for once in her life, she even bothered to straighten before coming to this meeting. Something told her appearances were very important here.

Nervously, she stepped through the door. The Dean’s office was dimly lit – she kept a lamp on her desk and it looked like she left the overhead, fluorescent light off. The curtains were dark and drawn tight over the windows, blocking out all outside light. On the wall, difficult to see in the low light, were paintings. She recognized some of the figures… Joan of Arc, Queen Elizabeth… powerful, intimidating female figures. Role models, she supposed.

She sat in front of the Dean’s desk, doing her best to look prim and proper. It was her only chance to make a good impression.

“I take it you've read the student guide?" a woman's voice said. She turned in her chair. She was… hot. It was weird to think since Tanya always considered herself very straight – but she was just expecting someone older. Much older.

No, this woman looked younger, maybe in her thirties, in simple business attire. She had dark, nearly black hair. It was so long… it hung in front of her body, even past her breasts.

And her breasts! Jesus, they looked like they might rip through her clothing. Her tight white shirt strained against the size of the tits inside. “If you’re quite done staring I’d appreciate an answer.” So much for making a good impression.

“Um… no, ma’am. I didn’t get to it, yet,” she admitted.

“That was foolish. If you expect to succeed here you’ll to do better than that,” the Dean admonished her. “My name is Ms. Martin. You needn’t concern yourself with my first name, and you’ll only be calling me ‘ma’am’ anyway,” the woman explained.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“This is Hellen Academy. We pride ourselves on being a safe place for our students. I imagine you have some questions. Probably because you didn’t read the guide….”

“Well, to be honest, I do, ma’am. Like, why do most of the girls wear black and some of the girls wear red?”

“That’s always the questions the red skirts ask,” she said with a grin. Her lipstick was dark – she looked like something out of a movie, the stereotypical seductress. “Are you familiar with the word Futanari?”

“That’s… that’s like a Japanese fetish, right? Like shemale porn?” God, what a weird conversation.

“Yes. And no. That’s how most people understand the word, but what if I told you it all runs deeper than that? What if instead, the Japanese were only people to acknowledge and name something very real?”

“Like, transgender people?” Tanya asked.

“No,” Ms. Martin answered, clearly exasperated. “A transgender person either chooses or feels like they’re the wrong gender. A mismatch between mind and body. The Futanari are… well you might call us another gender altogether.” It took Tanya too long to realize that she used the word us. “You see, we’ve been a part of the human race almost since the beginning. We’ve always had to hide. The acknowledgment of our existence by the Japanese government was nice, but we don’t like becoming a fetish, either.”

“Wait… that was the government.”

“Oh yes, it was. You see, many of the most powerful women in history have been one of us," she explained. Tanya's eyes wandered to the paintings on the wall, to which the Dean only smiled and nodded. "The Futanari at this school wear black skirts. They also pay tuition, which you do not."

“Wait,” Tanya interrupted, suddenly confused. “Why don’t the red skirts pay tuition, ma’am?” She was careful to address her appropriately.

“You… and the other girls… are an outlet.”

“An… outlet? I uh… I don’t think you mean...”

“Oh, I do. You girls are an outlet for the urges of the Futas." Tanya watched her with closely. What, so she was just supposed to fulfill their every whim and fantasy? "You have to understand," Ms. Martin continued, "the Futanari have incredibly strong sex drives. It can be, very… debilitating..." The older woman's eyes scanned over her body like a tiger would look at red meat. Did the Dean even realize she just licked her lips a little? Tanya's heart rate jumped and her breathing quickened. Somewhere deep inside her body, adrenaline was under production, waking her every sense. Tanya counted the steps to the door… she could make it if she ran. "The contract on the desk in front of you spells it out pretty clearly. You are not required to consent to anything any of the Futas want to do. Not in the least." She sat at the desk, folding her fingers together and looking quite seriously at Tanya. "But," she added. "You are required to submit to the faculty, Futa or otherwise.”

Tanya mulled the idea in her head as she looked at the paper position in front of her. She grabbed it and looked it over, stumbling through the legalese to get her own understanding. "Submit?" she asked.

“Anything they want.” Tanya didn’t need that explained.

“And the Futanari students? I thought they had ‘urges’, too?”

“They do. We figure that interactions between the Futanari and the girls will occur naturally, no pressure needed. We Futanari can be very alluring.” She wasn’t lying. Even when Tanya looked away, the image of the Dean’s body was burned into her brain.

“Well, what about with each other? I mean, surely they find each other attractive, too."

“Now I know you didn’t read the handbook,” she said disapprovingly. “It’s practically the most important rule. Absolutely, positively, no sexual interaction between the Futanari.”

“Seriously? Homophobia in a secretive third sex?”

“Watch your tone!” the Dean said, nearly pounding the desk. Tanya sat a little straighter, fueled by her survival instinct; the Dean meant business. “Now, you might think us unenlightened, but I assure you we’re not. We are, as you might have guessed, already rare. Long ago, we did the math, and if we allowed ourselves to indulge those desires… we might go extinct. Over generations, it’s become distasteful to us. Taboo.”

“I, uh… I guess I hadn’t considered that, ma’am.”

“No. Apparently not.” The Dean pushed the contract towards her. “A free education.”

“Almost free, I think, ma’am. I still have to submit to the faculty.”

“Yes, you do. Our… urges… are difficult to control. Without an appropriate outlet… well… some of us could actually be pushed to violence.”

“Violence?” she looked at the contract in front of her. A pen sat next to it, waiting for her to seal the deal.

“It’s been known to happen, but you girls… you beautiful girls… are the control against that. You’re privileged to an education, and substantial pleasure. It’s not a bad deal.”

It was a bad deal, and Tanya knew it. Still, she couldn’t go back home a failure. No, that wasn’t an option. The young lady grabbed the pen off the desk and signed her name quickly before her brain could talk her back from the brink. There, she did it. The bandage was ripped off and there was no going back. Tanya was a student here, now. And she would “submit” to the faculty for their every wish.

“Excellent,” the Dean said, a hint of a genuine smile growing across her features. She stood up and stepped around from behind the desk. Tanya wasn’t entirely surprised to see that she was wearing a skirt that was dangerously short, with black stockings, and she was positive there was a garter under there, too.

“Are uh, all Futanari like you?” she asked, remaining in her chair. Ms. Martin leaned back against her desk, crossing her long, curvaceous legs right in front of her. Tanya’s eyes were drawn to them, following the shape of her legs all the way up to the edge of her skirt. If she looked closely, she could almost see the edge of her stockings…

“You mean attractive?” she asked.

“Um... I guess. Yes, ma'am." Tanya blushed.

“In a word – yes." She uncrossed her legs and took a step towards Tanya, getting dangerously close to her body as she leaned in. God, her face was just inches away. Her smell was intoxicating. "You see, nobody can quite explain it. But women have always found us alluring." Tanya wanted to say something, but the words weren't there. Her mouth inched closer until she could feel her warm breath on the skin of her face. She glanced down, and she could see the deep, sexy canyon of Ms. Martin’s cleavage. Her pulse pounded in her head, and the fear-fueled adrenaline she felt earlier was replaced with something entirely different: desire.

“There’s a reason,” she continued, “that nobody has gone public with complaints about their time here. I think you’ll find it all very… pleasurable. Now, while we’re on the subject, I hope you don’t mind if I test your commitment to that contract you signed?”

Tanya knew damn well what that meant, but the feelings she had for this woman confused any logic that might have been there. Her mere presence was enough to drive her senses wild. She shook her head ‘no’. No… she didn’t mind. Right now, she wanted nothing more.

Ms. Martin placed one of her legs up on the arm of the chair Tanya was sitting in. “Lick it,” she commanded.

“Yes, ma’am,” she responded dutifully. Tanya’s tongue started at her calf. Her stocking tickled her tongue as she made the long journey up the slope of her leg, coming up slowly to her thigh. Her hand reached out, running up and down her other legs, gently massaging the soft skin. She worked her fingers up higher, over her stockings, and dug her fingernails into her delicious thigh, all while her mouth hit the same point on her other leg. Her tongue touched her bare skin for the first time.

She thought she might remember this moment her entire life, and indeed, when she looked back on the memories in twenty years she could still taste her skin. Ms. Martin, a Futanari, was a creature of pure sex and Tanya was here to enjoy every minute of it. Her teeth grazed against her skin, making the older Futa giggle with delight. She put her leg back down. “Stand up,” she ordered.

She didn’t have to ask twice. Tanya was quick to her feet, nearly losing her balance from a head rush. “Take that shirt off.” She would rip it off for her right now if she thought she’d get a free replacement. Her fingers swiftly opened the buttons and pulled her shirt back over her shoulders, dropping on the hard, wooden floor behind her. Ms. Martin nibbled on her bottom lip as she ran her hands up and down the younger woman’s body, examining her features. Tanya regretted not bringing sexier underwear, but she had a feeling that would be easy enough for her to come by here.

She watched as the Dean unbuckled the thick, shiny leather belt wrapped around her waist. She pulled it off her skirt, snapping it playfully before her face turned much more serious. “Turn around.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Hands behind your back.”

“Yes… ma'am." For the first time, her anticipation was giving way to a sense of nervousness and fear. It was terrifying, yes, but exhilarating. The cold leather of her shiny belt wrapped around her wrists; she could feel her hands go around in a figure eight, slowly tightening down the strap until her wrists were pressed together. This was what it meant to ‘submit' to the faculty. Maybe she could get used to this.

She turned back around, facing the Dean. “Down on your knees.” Her body slowly descended to the floor. The cold, hardwood floor felt rough against the delicate skin of her legs, exposed from a skirt that was just an inch or two shorter than it really needed to be. Now unbelted, the Dean began to open the button to her skirt, slowly pulling down it.

Tanya saw it for the first time – a thick, raging hard cock contained with panties that were never meant to hold something so intimidating. Ms. Martin pulled the thin, silky material aside, letting her dick bounce forward under the pressure of its own erection. It was not unlike any other dick she'd seen in her life. In fact, except for being attached to one of the most attractive woman she'd ever set eyes on, there was really nothing unique about it, at all. Except, maybe, for its impressive size.

She wasn’t sure whether she should run from it or towards it, but down on her knees, with her hands tied behind her back – there wasn’t much she could do either way. Ms. Martin edged forward, bringing her thick cock ever closer to Tanya’s lips. The doubts started to kick in. Maybe none of this was a great idea. Of course, there was the matter of that contract.

More importantly – she wasn’t going home a failure. No way. Obediently, without even being told, Tanya opened her mouth. The Dean welcomed her cooperation gladly, thrusting her cock forward to occupy the empty space between her lips. Tanya closed her mouth on it, running her tongue around the throbbing head of her dick in quick circles. Was that pre-cum she tasted? Nothing about today made any sense, and now that she on her knees with a dick in her mouth, it somehow seemed fitting.

Ms. Martin grabbed onto a length of her red hair and pulled her head forward, forcing the head of her cock deep into the recesses of her mouth. It pressed against the back of her tongue, making her body lurch. She choked on the throbbing dick, sending little drops of spit flying out of her mouth. "Breathe," her Dean instructed. Tanya fought to keep her body's reflexes under control, barely managing to keep it together as that massive cock began to slide in and out of her throat. It was like the muscles in her neck contracted around it, tightening some invisible grip on the throbbing head of her cock.

Mr. Martin pulled her dick out of her mouth, letting the little strings of drool drip off her chin and down onto her body. Her saliva hit her skin coldly, making her body erupt in goose bumps from the chill. Or maybe it was the excitement? The Dean smeared the head of her cock against Tanya's cheek, spreading her own spit over her face. Could something be so degrading and thrilling at the same time? "Up," she commanded.

“Yes, ma’am.” With her hands tied behind her back by the Dean’s belt, it was a struggle to make it to her feet. Her wrists strained against the edges of the leather, and Tanya winced as she felt it dig into skin uncomfortably. As soon as she made it to her feet, Ms. Martin pushed her against the front of her desk. The older Futa pushed down on her body, bending her over the desk. The edge of the desk dug into her torso painfully, and she arched her back to avoid it, sticking her ass out perfectly.

Ms. Martin lifted the edge of her red skirt, tucking it into the waistband. Her ass was exposed, she could feel her hands roughly groping her flesh; her fingernails dug in deep as she sought to satisfy that intense “urge” she talked about earlier.

Tanya heard the sound before she felt the impact. A sharp, deafening CRACK echoed through the room, followed by a searing pain that seemed the grow up her body. She cried out in agony, looking over her shoulder. The teen could scarcely believe that was just her hand which had slapped her ass. It stung like nothing she’d ever felt before. The pain seemed to bounce through her nerve endings, hitting different points at different times. With another loud, sharp sound, the Dean’s hand slapped against her ass again. “Fuck!” she called out instinctively.

“Quiet!” Ms. Martin quickly ordered.

“Yes… ma'am..." she replied, panting. It felt like an impossible order. Again, the Dean's hand slapped against her ass; she was positive this was going to leave a nasty mark in the morning. A little tear formed in the corner of her eye and Tanya tried to breathe deeply, calming her nerves and her senses which seemed to be lit on fire.

The Dean's hand went back to rubbing her up and down… slowly running the palm of her hand against the bare skin of her ass, just barely covered by the plain, white cotton panties she worse. It felt good just to have the spanking cease for a minute. Her relief was short lived – with her hands still tied behind her back, she felt Mr. Martin slowly begin to pull her panties down.

“Oh my,” the Dean cooed. “It looks like someone is getting excited.” It was true. Tanya felt a sudden and deep shame. Whatever effect these Futanari had on women, it certainly as hell worked on her. She was attracted to Ms. Martin in a way that she’d never thought possible for another woman. Well, did she count as a woman?

She shook away the thoughts. None of this was what she needed to think about right now. The feeling of her fingers pressing against her pussy, slowly making their way into her body, was the only thing that really needed her attention. Tanya whimpered, her voice painted with a delicious agony, as she felt Ms. Martin’s fingers slide deep within her. The started moving in and out, adding fingers until three, maybe four, were stretching her wet pussy wide open. It only compounded her disappointment when Ms. Martin pulled her fingers out at last.

But that's when she felt it – the head of Ms. Martin's thick cock slowly pushing into her. She gasped, both in terror and delight. It was amazing the way something so hard and so stiff could give her such a warm feeling of pleasure. The Dean pressed down on her head, pushing her face down against the cold wooden surface of the desk as she started to pick up the pace. Her cock began to drive into her body faster and faster until she could feel her heavy balls slapping against her body. With every thrust she felt the Dean pushing her closer to that invisible edge; a cliff that was slowly approaching, yet she couldn't wait to jump off. God, if she would just go a little faster, or a little harder, the tension would release. No, Ms. Martin was keeping herself restrained just enough to drive Tanya up a wall; it was all intentional.

“Please… fuck me…” she gasped breathlessly. No change; her cock continued it’s maddeningly steady pace. “Harder… please! Ma’am, fuck me harder!” she begged.

It was what the Dean wanted to hear from her. As the words left her mouth she could feel her cock pounding into her harder and harder. Ms. Martin unsnapped her bra, pulling it down her body and letting her tits sway as she pounded away at her. “God, yes!” Tanya called out in utter ecstasy. “Thank you! Thank you, ma’am!” she called out. Her first instinct was to try and silence her voice, but she knew that these sounds weren’t unusual for this office.

The edge of the cliff finally came close enough for her to jump off. Her pussy clamped down on the cock drilling away, and the entire world seemed to dim as the blood went somewhere else. Waves of pleasure bounced through her body. Her pussy quivered with delight, her pulse shattered speed records and her voice pierced the air as she struggled to hold on to her own consciousness.

Slowly, the orgasm began to fade and the world gained its color back. No sooner was she done cumming than the cock was ripped from her pussy and Ms. Martin turned her around. As she spun around, she could see that sometime, while fucking her, the Dean had already unbuttoned her shirt, letting it fall behind her. She watched with transfixed delight as the older Futa reached behind her own back and unsnapped her bra.

God, they were gorgeous. Massive, round, sweet, beautiful tits that were begging for her attention – and she was happy to oblige. Tanya nearly fell into her, mouth open and driving straight at the gorgeous, dark nipple in front of her. She sucked hard, pulling her Dean’s nipple deep into her mouth. She dragged her teeth over her nipple. There was a visceral reaction from Ms. Martin – she could feel little tremors in her body as she reacted to her mouth on her breast.

The Dean pulled her head against her breast, burying her lips deep within the soft tissue of her tits. Tanya alternated between her two tremendous orbs, barely done coating one in saliva with her tongue before she quickly moved back to the other. Ms. Martin grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled back. The pain seared through her scalp, paralyzing her there just in front of her. She gasped – but her mouth was quickly filled the Dean’s tongue.

They were kissing – she could scarcely believe that on her first day at her new college she was kissing the Dean. Such was the bizarre turn her life was taking. It was wonderful, though. As strange as the sensation of a woman's lips on hers was, the feeling of their tongues twirling together was singularly wonderful. She groaned with delight, feeling like her knees were going to buckle. "Back to your knees," the Dean ordered.

“Yes… mistress...” she said, trying to catch her breath. Her body succumbed to gravity, and she let herself slither down to the ground, sliding her body against Ms. Martin’s until she was on her knees again in front of her. She watched as the Dean’s delicate fingers wrapped around her own tremendous cock, throbbing and angry with anticipation. It glistened in the light dim light of the office, thoroughly wet from being inside her own body just moments ago. She opened her mouth, delighting in the taste of her own body on this thick, pulsing cock. She heard the Dean groan, obviously enjoying the feel of her lips on her body.

Tanya pushed her head forward, letting the tip of her cock bounce against the back of her mouth before she pulled back. She eagerly licked clean every last inch of the tremendous shaft. As her tongue moved around her cock, she felt it throb. The head of her dick seemed to swell in pulses, and Ms. Martin groaned in delight. Little shudders and jolts shook her body, and it was obvious that she was holding back the urge to cum.

But she could only fight for so long. With a forward thrust of her hips, a warm, salty taste flooded Tanya’s mouth. She opened her mouth, stuck out her tongue, and lowered her head, letting the spurts of hot, sticky cum fly over her face and lips. They landed in her mouth, on her face, and even stuck to strands of her hair before sliding down and dripping onto her exposed body. The Dean grunted, closed her eyes, and took the feeling of her orgasm as she rapidly stroked her own cock, emptying the contents of her balls.

As the Dean stepped away from her, she looked down at her own body. It seemed like she was coated in it – still dripping from her face and onto her exposed breasts. Her breathing was heavy, and she was exhausted through and through. Her eyes went to the Dean, who stepped behind her and unbuckled the belt. She was satisfied. Tanya was willing to keep up her end of the contract – and Ms. Martin’s “urges” were satiated.

**********

Tanya sat on the edge of the bed, her heart pounding nervously. Was it nerves? Or was this excitement? What really just happened to her? A small part of her half-expected that any moment she would wake up from some sort of strangely erotic dream. No, reality kept right on ticking away, the moment passing as she stared blankly at the wall in a haze of disbelief. She stood up gently, wincing from the sore muscles and skin from her rough little encounter. That was… fun. Strangely, not a single part of Tanya regretted what just happened.

Getting ahead in the world with sex wasn’t anything new. This school, this institution, had just formalized the whole process and put rules around it. In a weird way, it was safer than what she might experience outside these brick walls. Something inside still felt off, though. She paced nervously, deciding that giving her parents actual details on this school was strictly out of the question.

Her pacing was interrupted by the sound of the door handle. Her roommate was home! Tanya put on her best smile, ready to greet the person she would be spending so much time with. The smile melted into a sort of shock… her roommate wore a black skirt.
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Her car rolled to a stop in front of a beautiful home in the upper end of the city. Back when they had money to spare, they would visit this area all the time to do things like go to jazz concerts or check out an art exhibit. It was a good place to buy high end things. Looking down at herself, she realized that today, she was the product for sale.

She put on this bright red cocktail dress that was hanging in her closet. It was a little tight on the chest, but she figured her new “client” wouldn’t mind seeing her tits crammed up to her chin. It hugged her curves beautifully. Carol dropped down the visor and checked out her hair in the mirror. Her reddish-brown hair fell in loose waves down to her shoulders, almost down to her cleavage in fact. Everything was put together… even her makeup looked good, and she was pretty sure she was terrible at that.

Carol thought briefly about John and the lie she told. It felt harder than it actually was to lie to her husband about where she was going and what she was up to. “Just going out with the girls,” she told him. Well, it wasn’t a total lie. She was going out with a girl, just not the one he thought. And… well… they weren’t going dancing, either. She had to make up some excuse about a new trendy bar – he asked where she was getting the money, so she lied again and said that her friend was paying. That was also not quite a lie. In fact, her new friend was paying her quite a lot of money. It was amazing, and a little frightening, just how easily the lies came to her.

She stepped out of the car and closed the door behind her. Her pathetic old vehicle looked completely out of place on this street, lined with new hybrids and sports cars. Her heels clicked on the concrete as she made the long walk up to the doorway. Her trembling finger had barely reached the doorbell when the door swung open.

An older woman, maybe in her early forties, was standing in front of her, leaning against the doorway. She wore a tight button-down blouse in black, along with matching pants. From the looks of her, she worked in a professional setting somewhere. Of course, the neighborhood should have given that away, anyhow. "Um, hi…," Carol said shyly. She brushed a bit of hair from her eyes as she said it. God, she felt like such a child right now.

“Well hello,” the woman said. She stuck her head out and looked left and right, checking for her neighbors. “Not exactly discreet, are you?”

“Well, um…" she stammered. "I'm… not exactly a professional at this," she said sheepishly. She blushed as she said the words. Carol had to admit, the woman was attractive. Her breasts seemed to strain against the blouse, pushing the space between the buttons open. If she looked carefully, she could make out the sight of a lacy black bra underneath. Carol had never looked this way at a woman before, but then again, she'd never really tried either. There was something about the curves of her body. This beautiful hourglass shape topped off with long, blond hair that shimmered with the light of her living room behind her. And her eyes! Not just blue, but a nearly unnatural shade, like a deep sapphire. She was really something.

The tall blond stepped aside from the doorway and motioned with her arm, inviting Carol into the house. She stepped through quickly, anxious to get out of the public eye and into her client’s home. Her client… the words stuck in her head, like a bad math problem that wouldn’t compute. She was really doing this, wasn’t she? “So,” Carol started, “how do we… uh...”

“I know you’re new, sweetie, but at least try not to act so obvious about it.” The words were harsh, but the tone of voice was playful and forgiving. “I’m going to get a drink to start with. Want anything?”

“Um, no… no, thank you,” Carol stammered. She walked into the luxurious living room and examined her surroundings. Damn, this woman was loaded. Two thousand dollars was nothing to her wallet; no wonder she could afford this arrangement. She sat on her couch, leaning back a little. She struggled not to look so awkward and uncomfortable, trying to remember that she was here for her pleasure tonight. “Keep your eye on the prize,” Carol muttered under her breath.

“What was that?” the woman said, walking back in with a drink in her hand. Carol nearly jumped when she spoke.

“Oh, nothing. Just… something else. Not related.” God, could she be any worse at this? “So...” she crossed her legs and tried to look sexy, “what’s your name?”

“I’m Cindy,” she answered, taking a sip of the brown liquid in her glass. She was sitting just close enough that Carol could smell the contents of the glass - bourbon. Cindy put her glass back down and turned her body towards Carol. God, she was a gorgeous. Carol watched nervously as her hand came down on her leg.

Her fingertips ran up and down the smooth skin of her leg, taking their time as they felt their way around. Carol's first instinct was to run, but the thought of cold, hard cash kept any emotion in check. She was here to get paid. The woman's touch, though… it was so soft. There was something about the way she used her hands that Carol could get used to. She looked at the blond's fingers, wiggling their way up and down her thigh. Little by little, she started to inch just a little higher. Her fingers dipped deeply to the inside of her thigh, squeezing slightly. It felt amazing. Carol groaned.

It startled even herself. Another woman was feeling her legs and she just whimpered like a puppy under her touch. Cindy scooted a little closer, bringing her body dangerously close. Her face was just inches away, and her large, firm breasts pressed against Carol’s torso. Carol swallowed anxiously, licking her lips, and noticing that her breathing just got a lot faster. She was nervous, sure, but it wasn’t just nerves. She was… excited? Cindy’s guy continued up past her legs, now, working its way up her torso until it came to a rest over Carol’s breast.

She felt her hand squeeze her through the layers of her clothing. The excitement could be felt all the way in the pit of her stomach, like Cindy had just hit a button to start a fire within her. Her eyes wandered up and down Cindy's form, taking it all in, when she spotted it.

Her crotch. There was a… bulge… and it was growing. Curiously, and nervously, she put her hand on top of it. Underneath her pants, she could feel the familiar form of a large, thick cock. Carol drew her hand back nervously, confused. Cindy smiled weakly. "Well," she said, "there's a reason a woman like me might have to pay someone."

It seemed somehow sad, but Carol realized that she really didn’t care. Maybe it was the money on the other end, or maybe the fact that this woman was packing a tremendous dick honestly didn’t bother her at all. She put her hand back on the bulge, rubbing her palm back and forth. It was the best way she knew to let Cindy know that it was okay. She watched as Cindy gasped a little and relaxed back into the couch. Her whole figure seemed to melt, as if she was finally getting a release she’d been aching for. Carol rubbed a little more firmly, pressing hard against the cock. With nervous, shaking fingers, she reached for the button to her pants and opened it.

Right as she pulled the zipper down, her thick cock sprang from its confines. It was impressive… thick, angry-looking with a deep purple head that looked like it might explode at any moment. She pulled her pants down her legs, noticing just how feminine the rest of her body was. If it wasn’t for her bulging dick, this woman could have been a porn star. Cindy kicked off her shoes as Carol pulled the pants off her body, tossing them aside. Now or never, she supposed.

She slipped the floor, kneeling in front of Cindy. Her cock loomed large in her vision, like an intimidating totem. She wrapped her fingers around it and started to stroke. It felt like any other dick she’d handled in her life, and she let her other hand wander down to the balls. They were heavy, loaded with cum and ready to unload. This could be fun, after all. Her wrist slowly slipped up and down, her fingers gliding over the rough ridges of her impressive, throbbing cock. Cindy seemed to squirm in her seat, fighting back her own body’s urge for release. Carol had to smirk at her own talent for getting someone else off, even someone as... unique... as Cindy.

Her mouth opened and she slowly, teasingly, guided her lips towards the head of that huge cock. Cindy looked awestruck as her lips wrapped around the tip. Her tongue flicked back and forth over the head, coating it with her saliva before she pushed down, pressing the cock deeper into her mouth.

It tasted like any other cock, too. Salty, sweet, hard and soft all the same time. A little whimper of joy escaped her stuffed lips as she let her tongue glide along the delicious shaft. She lowered her mouth until she felt that dick pressing against the back of her mouth. She coughed a little, gagging as it threatened to slip into her throat. With an ugly, heaving cough, little strings of spit dripped from the sides of her mouth and onto Cindy’s soft skin.

Carol ran her hands up and down the woman's leg, feeling the smoothness of them. She never really appreciated just how sexy a smooth leg could feel. Pulling her head away from the cock, she ran her tongue up and down Cindy's thighs. Cindy gasped as she felt Carol’s tongue moving along the inside of her thigh. Carol worked it slowly upwards, until she just barely flicked it over her balls. Her tongue flicked over her balls side to side several times before she stopped to move it in long, slow, wet strokes. She sucked one ball into her mouth, rolling it over her tongue as her hand wrapped around the head of her cock, stroking it in a short, jerking motion. Her fingers danced over the tip, rubbing it carefully. She loved the way that she could feel it throbbing; Carol could practically sense her desperation for release in the way her muscles moved. As she her tongue worked its way back up to the head of her cock, she could feel the muscles in Cindy's body tighten and release, little spasms of pleasure that seemed to echo through her body. The woman reached down and tangled her fingers into Carol's hair, pulling her head up and down as she went along. She stretched the action of her mouth out; Cindy made her move slowly, but deeply. Each time she pressed her head down, it was until her cock was just about to burst into her throat, and each time it made Carol cough.

Cindy started to unbutton her blouse, slowly exposing more of her body as Carol looked up, her lips still wrapped around that delicious cock. She watched eagerly as inch-by-inch, she got to see more of her body. Her breasts strained against her bra, waiting to break free. And Carol couldn’t wait to help.

She let the thick cock fall wetly from her mouth and started to kiss her way up her body. Her arms wriggled around to the back of her client, finding the clasp of her bra. With the trained hand of a woman, she flicked open the bra easily and pulled it aside as Cindy finished taking off her shirt. Her breasts were tremendous. Heavy and soft, they had just the right amount of firmness to give them a beautiful shape, even outside her bra. Her tongue continued to wander up her torso until it was doing little circles around her nipple, slowly working its way closer and closer to the center.

With a sudden movement, Carol wrapped her lips around the dark nipple and sucked, pulling it into her mouth. Cindy heaved with pleasure, arching her back deeply as Carol’s mouth continued its work. She pressed her face firmly into the massive, completely engulfing her lips and mouth with the flesh of her large breast, while her tongue continued to lick her nipple wetly. When she pulled her mouth away, was soaked with saliva, the smallest drop making its way down her body.

It was more than enough for Cindy. She grabbed onto Carol’s dress and nearly ripped it from her body, forcing it over her shoulders and down her curvy frame. As she fumbled with the material of the red dress, pulling it over her heels, she tossed it clear to the other end of the room. Cindy’s eyes wandered up and down Carol’s body, taking in the sight of her in lingerie and heels. Carol took care to wear her sexiest lingerie today. She might not be a true “professional” but she knew what sex appeal was, and she intended to bring it today. Judging by the way Cindy licked her lips subconsciously as she looked at her – she was successful. Cindy grabbed her arm and pulled her up onto the couch, laying her back softly onto the cushions. She climbed on top of her, kissing the exposed areas of her skin. Her fingers climbed up her body like a spider, until they pulled down the cups of her bra, exposing her light pink nipples to the cool air of the living room. They hardened in the air, just before Cindy’s mouth came down right on top of them. She sucked violently, pulling her nipple deeply into her mouth in one forceful move. She pressed her teeth into Carol’s tits, biting just a little too forcefully for her comfort. It made her squeal with a combination of pain and delight.
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There, that should do it. It was the truth, too. Whatever people wanted to do with their bodies was their business, not hers, but she wasn't interested in cheating on her husband, and she certainly wasn't interested in cheating with a woman. If she was going to fall off the faithfulness wagon, it was going to be on her terms… with her preferred gender.
She had barely stuck her fork back in the piece of beautifully pink salmon when the phone vibrated again. Her husband quirked an eyebrow as he looked at it. “You’re popular today, aren’t you?” he said with a grin. Carol grabbed the phone and brought the screen to life: $2000.


__________________________


Times are tough for Carol and her husband John, and when she gets curious about what sort of money she could make through a classified site, things go a little too far a little too quickly. What Carol thinks is going to be her first time with a woman turns into something, much, much more complicated when she discovers Cindy's thick, rock-hard secret. 

Interview with a Futa

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B072TNR6MQ

“So,” she said, leaning back against her desk, “what else do you bring?”


“Um… I’m not sure what you mean,” Katy asked. Sarah took a couple confident steps forward, standing right next to her chair. Katy looked up at the tall woman, suddenly feeling very small as she sat there.


“I have lawyers,” she said firmly. “Lots of lawyers. I have a reputation,” she added. “Right now, I could pick up that phone, call any attorney in the city, and they’d come to work for me without a second question, just to have it on their resume. I need,” she put a hand on Katy’s shoulder, “something else.”


_____________________________


When a spot opens up in the premier law firm of New York City, Katy jumps at the opportunity. The interview takes a crazy turn, though, when she learns about Sarah's rock-hard secret - and shows her exactly how far she's willing to go to land this job. 

Kelly’s Futa Friend
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“No, it’s not a big deal,” Amy answered a little curtly. She grabbed her purse from under the table. “It’s just… I don’t want to talk about it here. Can we head back to your place?”


“All my stuff is packed up,” Kelly said, the gravity of it all hitting her. “I don’t want to go home anyway. Your place? You’re not moving tomorrow, right?”
Amy rolled her eyes. “Come on,” she said.


__________________


They've been best friends as long as Kelly can remember, and now that they were parting ways, it seemed like time was moving too fast. When Kelly and Amy decide to spend their last night partying on the town, she learns about the rock-hard secret that busty Amy has been keeping from her... first hand. 

Her Futa Roommate

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0727SC1K9

They finally broke apart, taking a moment to stare into each other’s eyes. Again, she was struck by just how blue the woman’s eyes were. She ran the back of her hand along her cheek, wowed by how soft her skin was. “Okay,” Kelsey said, a strange look in her eyes, “but there’s something you need to know.”
___________________________


After discovering her home was broken into in the middle of the night, Kira decides she'd feel safer with a roommate. Kelsey is eager to get out of the dormitories and into something more comfortable, and it looks like the perfect match. When a night with a couple bottles of wine turns flirty, Kira finds out exactly what the curvaceous Kelsey has been hiding... 

Her Futa Boss in Bed

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B071CDLP67

Cassie is a good employee, but it's been a rough week at work. When her boss catches her sneaking in late from lunch, it's time to face the music. Desperate to keep her job, she agrees to a dirty deal - a date with her sexy, curvy boss. Cassie has no idea what she's gotten herself into... until she finds out about her rock-hard secret.

She Found her Ladyboy

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B012ET9IW0

Stephanie finally got a night on the town with her friends. But when she sees a new acquaintance at the club, she gets to learn her sexy secret. A richly erotic romp between a woman and her new "girl"friend, this one is sure to leave you begging for more!
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