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A Shemale on Female Menage Fantasy


Take a peek at what awaits you! 

Tanya never knew that submission could be so easy. Even with another woman here, it was so natural to obey. Just like her first time with the Dean of the school, any awkwardness she had over the situation just melted away, replaced with pure sexual desire and drive. The girls continued down her body, dragging their tongues along her torso until they were both kneeling in front of her. The barely-visible bulge underneath her skirt had grown, firming until it was obvious. Tanya subconsciously licked her lips as she watched her professor’s finger pull the zipper on the side of her skirt down, letting the material fall to the ground at her feet.

A huge cock, barely contained by a pair of black lace panties. Samantha licked her lips in anticipation, putting an arm around Samantha and pulling their bodies closer together. Both girls opened their mouths dutifully as she pulled down her panties, freeing the massive shaft and putting it between their mouths. 

Need to catch up on the story? Get Volume 1 of this series at https://www.amazon.com/dp/B074CYJ9M8


"I feel like I've been living under a rock for the last nineteen years," Tanya sighed. Laying in bed, staring at the ceiling, her roommate was probably tired of the questions by now. Their first hour together was spent in awkward silence, doing everything they could to avoid each other. But now, in the silence of the evening with and class in the morning, they were forced into an idle conversation as they awaited elusive sleep.

Tanya felt like a lamb sleeping next to a wolf. Her roommate was attractive – gorgeous, in fact. All the black skirts were, as she learned. The Futanari… this secret school, Hellen Academy, was set up especially for their education. They paid tuition for the safety and security of not having to hide the fact that they were stunningly beautiful women walking around with a penis. And the girls here? The girls got a free ride… Tanya chuckled at the wording. Her own little stupid pun.

She could laugh, but there was something strange about the idea. The girls were here for the pleasure of the futas. Then there was submission to the staff…

Tanya turned over in the bed, remembering her day with the Dean. Ms. Martin’s body was still seared into her mind, a thought that she couldn’t avoid. If she was being honest with herself, she enjoyed the image. Massive breasts, her tight nipples between her lips, and a stiff cock ramming her as she was bent over the desk. Her servitude was voluntary. She could leave at any time – the trouble was she didn’t want to.

Her heart fluttered, and she shook off the images, turning back over in the other direction. Sleep was impossible. Just across the room, a Futanari was trying to ignore her and catch some sleep herself. "You know what I mean?" Tanya said, breaking the silence again. "Under a rock?"

“Unnghh….” Kelly groaned. It was already late in the afternoon when her roommate came home, sporting a black skirt like all the other Futanari and sending Tanya into a tailspin of thought. How could she be expected to room with… them? She knew now that the Futanari were irresistible to women. “You’re not going to let this go, are you?” Kelly asked.

“Sorry,” Tanya said, fussing more in the bed. “This has just been a big day. You know… secret third gender the world has been hiding, and all...”

“Yeah, I guess. I dunno’… I guess it’s the only thing that’s normal to me.”

“When did you know you were different?”

“That’s sort of personal,” Kelly quipped.

“Sorry,” Tanya sighed.

“No, it’s alright. I guess questions would be normal.” Tanya clicked on the light on her nightstand, obviously giving up on her ambitions of grabbing some sleep. She held herself up on her arm, looking at Tanya with a sort of pitiful look. Blond hair, blue eyes… she carried a sex appeal like all the Futanari, but entirely different from the look of ‘mature seductress’ that Ms. Martin had. Kelly’s features were almost elf-like. Thin and svelte, with fair skin and sparkling eyes. Less busty than the Dean, but more leg; less a porn star than a runway model.

“Well,” she started, “honestly, I always knew. My whole life, I was taught to keep the secret.”

“High school?”

“Private,” she answered.

“Wait… how old are you now?”

“I’m twenty,” she laughed. “I know, I look young. I figure I’m about a year older than you?”

“Yeah," Tanya answered. "I uh… couldn't cut it at the last college. So my family got me enrolled here." She stuck her arms outside the blankets, feeling overheated as she thought back on the shame of failure. Then there was the elephant in the room, the thing she couldn't quite bring herself to say. Kelly was a Futanari. Tanya was a girl. They were roommates. She decided to tear off the bandage. "I have to admit, um... it's a little strange to be rooming with you..."

“Oh?” Kelly laughed. Her face suddenly looked serious, and she rolled to her back, looking up at the ceiling. “You’re uh… you’re not my type. So, I wouldn’t worry.”

Tanya couldn’t tell whether she should feel relieved or offended.

**********

The solid, electronic tone of the bell rang through the building, signaling that the next block was due to start any moment now. Shuffling between the buildings and her dorm was just like any other school, save for the all-”female” faculty and male guards that looked like they could tear down a wall with their bare hands. She sat at a long table, typical of any science classroom, for her first biology class. So many of these people were headed to law school and medical school after Hellen Academy, that it seemed like everyone took the exact same classes. Tanya still hadn’t decided what was next after this, but she was happy to lay low and just get through her first week.

Kelly was here, sitting with another Futanari in her mandated black skirt. They whispered between them like there was some kind of secret, followed by a giggle. They seemed close; Tanya made a note that she would need to find out who her friend was.

An unfamiliar face pulled out the chair next to her and sat down. She was blond and looked about her age with a thin build. Tanya felt a little weird looking at someone's legs first before even saying hello, but she was reassured when she saw she was wearing a red skirt. Red skirts were regular girls – Tanya was somewhere between relieved and disappointed.

“Hi,” Tanya said, desperate to get herself out there with someone who might understand what she was going through. The young woman gave her an eager smile. Regular girls were the minority here, and while they had no tuition it could be difficult to convince them to attend the school when they were required to “submit” to the faculty. Tanya’s heart skipped a beat as she remembered her submission to the Dean just yesterday.

“I’m Sam,” she said, brushing some hair from her face. She leaned in as the professor walked into the room. Their professor looked like any other woman, but her almost unnatural beauty told Tanya that she was also a Futanari. The instructor looked older than average, but still fantastically beautiful. Busty, curvy… weren’t they all? Sam leaned over, bringing her voice to a whisper. “How long have you been here?”

“I just got here yesterday. You?”

“Two weeks ago,” she answered. The professor began talking, a thick Russian accent covering her sultry voice. Tanya had to remember to breathe as she looked at her, feeling the sudden rush of attraction. She still had to get used to being attracted to almost everyone. “It’s uh… not what I thought it would be,” Sam whispered as she leaned over.

“I know, me too,” Tanya agreed. She tried to keep up, jotting notes down, but she felt like the professor was blowing through the material. It was enough that the Futanari were sexier than everyone else, she wasn’t sure that she could handle them being smarter than everyone else, too. Across the room, she saw Kelly raise her hand and ask for clarification on one of the finer points of mitochondrial structure. Thank God, at least that part of her world was still in tact.

“So… have you… you know… yet? With a futa?” Tanya asked/

“No. Though I uh… kinda’ want to,” she said. A little, devilish grin grew across the blond girl’s face, and she twirled her hair while looking at the professor.

“Into the older types?” Tanya teased.

“No! Well… maybe.” One of the other students sitting directly in front of their table turned around and glared at them. Okay, they were being a bit loud. “There’s just something about her,” she sighed quietly. Tanya looked at the Russian professor. Luscious, thick lips… legs for days, and a rack that looked like it threatened to burst out of the top she was wearing. And that skirt! Instead of being too short it was too tight. If she looked very closely, Tanya could barely make out a bump where her cock was. “Have you been with one, yet?”

“Yeah… Ms. Martin,” Tanya whispered. Amy looked shocked and impressed at the same time.

“You don’t fuck around, do you?” she said in disbelief.

“Apparently,” Tanya lamented, “I do.” They shared a chuckle between them that was quickly interrupted by the sound of someone loudly clearing their throat. The pair sat straight up in their seats and did their best show of being perfect students, but the ruse was obvious. The instructor, Professor Ivanka Romanov, was staring intently at the two of them.

“Pardon me,” she said coldly, “I didn’t mean to interrupt your conversation with my ridiculous musings on biology. By all means, perhaps we should stop so the two of you can catch up.” Tanya was positive that her face was a deep shade of crimson.

“I’m sorry,” she said.

“What were we talking about?” Professor Romanov asked. She walked towards them, her shapely hips swaying back and forth as she put one high-heeled foot in front of the other, turning the space between the tables into her own personal catwalk. Both of the girls stared at her smooth, toned legs, following her figure right up to where her skirt obscured her view. “I said,” she reminded them, “what were we talking about?”

“Um,” Tanya stuttered, “just… nothing really.”

“Funny,” she said, clearly not laughing, “when I talk about nothing, I don’t actually have to talk to accomplish it.” That crimson blush she had going wasn’t letting up anytime soon. “Are you both going to keep sitting there in silence or are you going to tell us about this ‘nothing’ that was so interesting?”

“We were talking about sex,” Sam blurted out.

“Oh? Well, at least your spending your time on something… worthwhile.” The Futanari professor’s eyes wandered over Tanya’s body, suddenly making her school uniform feel transparent. “Were there any details you wanted to share?”

“No,” Tanya said, “… ma’am,” remembering her protocol.

“Such a shame.” Professor Romanov turned away from the, sauntering back towards the front of the classroom. “Well, since you won’t entertain us with the interesting bit of your conversation, maybe I can convince you to listen to me for a while?”

“Yes, ma’am,” they responded in unison.

**********

That might have been the longest class of her life. A heady combination of shame, confusion over the material, and that odd attraction women felt for Futanari made it the most uncomfortable hour she’d experienced in a long time. When the bell rang, she was eager to throw her textbook into her bag and go collapse in her dorm room for a while before her next class. She had at least an hour – some of that could be a nap, right? She zipped up her bag and hoisted it over her shoulder, but she hadn’t walked away from the desk more than three feet before the sound of the professor’s throat clearing stopped her in her tracks.

Tanya could have anticipated this. “Miss Samantha… and the new girl, please stay behind.” Her roommate made it through the door and looked back over her shoulder, flashing her a look of what could only be described as pity. She closed the door behind her tightly, leaving the two girls in the room with the Futanari professor.

“Tell me, what’s your name?” she asked in her thick Russian accent.

“Tanya, ma'am," she answered. Her heart was picking up speed. The adrenaline released somewhere deep inside was leaving her with the distinct impression that she was in free fall.

“Tanya,” her professor repeated. “I like that name, it’s common in my home country.” She walked towards the two girls, putting one foot in front of the other in her usual cat-like movement. “Now, Samantha,” she continued, “you’ve been in this class for a little while now. Surely you knew better than to talk while I was talking?”

“Yes, ma’am,” she answered. Her eyes went down the ground, but Tanya wondered if she wasn’t looking at the professor’s legs. The closer she got, the more powerful that instinctive attraction Tanya felt became. “Then why would you do it?”

“Um,” she stammered, “I was just trying to make her feel welcome. To say hello to a friendly face.”

“Ah," she nodded, almost in approval. "Well, I don't blame you for that." She was standing just a foot in front of both girls, all three standing next to their table. "Well, she does have a friendly, pretty face." She seemed to linger on the words like she could taste them. "There are, however, better ways to welcome new girls to the Academy."

“Yes, ma’am.” Better ways? What the hell?

“Kiss her.”

WHAT?!

Sam didn’t seem to take any time debating whether or not she should. She turned to Tanya, and without hesitation, pushed her head forward and towards her lips. A familiar inner conflict filled Tanya, just like she had with the Dean. Every fiber of her being told her that she shouldn’t be there. She reminded herself that she was truly free to go at any moment… she just didn’t want to, and she couldn’t explain why. The girls’ lips met, and within just a second or two had parted with their tongue darting between their mouths.

Professor Romanov gave a satisfied smile, leaning against the table as she watched the two girls making out right in front of her. Tanya’s heart was living in her throat now. This was the first time she’d ever kissed a girl – a thought that never even occurred to her before. Well, she wasn’t the first woman to try this out in college, she supposed.

The scent of the other girl was simply intoxicating. The smell of her shampoo seemed to float up into her nostrils, taking over her consciousness. The presence of the older Futanari, though, was like a light switch inside Tanya. It turned the strange into the erotic. With her standing just inches away, she wanted Samantha in a way she’d never wanted a woman, before. Tanya wrapped her arms around the other student and pulled her close against her body. Her hands ran down her back, slowly making their way over her curves until they came to a rest on her ass. A little whimper of pleasure escaped Sam’s lips as she pulled the material of her skirt up, grabbing a handful of the red cloth. “Very nice,” their instructor cooed. “Sam, be a doll and unbutton her shirt for me.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Tanya knew that Sam felt it, too. Submitting to them was easy… it was almost instinctual. The blond student began to unbutton her shirt, working each button with her delicate fingers slowly and carefully, until her white shirt was entirely open, exposing the lacy bra she wore underneath. After her first experience with the Dean, Tanya remembered the importance of wearing underwear that was meant to be seen. Her friend pulled her shirt back over her shoulders, letting it fall the ground. Without being told, Tanya set about returning the favor. Her hands moved with an urgency, clawing at the buttons desperately instead of working intently and quietly. She fumbled with the buttons, pulling her top off as fast as she could get to her body.

Her eagerness was well rewarded. Samantha had an amazing body. Round breasts with a thin figure, but just the right amount of curves. Not the body of a porn star, but rather some horny teenager’s dream girl. At nineteen years old, with her hands reaching for her bra strap, Tanya realized she was that horny teenager. “Slow down,” the professor commanded.

“Yes, ma’am.” Tanya couldn’t believe how much effort to not undress this girl, but she was ready and willing to obey her mistress of the moment. Tanya took a deep breath and let her hands run slowly down the other woman’s body, taking the time to let her fingers linger over her breasts. She knew the professor would enjoy it, and she wanted nothing more than to please her right now.

“That's better," Ms. Romanov said. "Now, why don't we get you out of those skirts." The girls pulled each others’ skirts down, and it was then that their professor started to unbutton her dark blouse. She pulled it open to reveal a deep cleavage, breasts shoved together by a bra that seemed like it was fighting to hold itself together against her massive breasts. She pulled it back over her shoulders and stepped in closer to the girls.

Goosebumps grew over Tanya’s skin as the professor put a hand on each of their backs, while they continued to make out. Bras, panties, socks, and shoes… standing in the middle of a classroom. Hell, there was a small glass window on the door to the room, and she knew that just about anybody could walk by and take a peek inside.

Her professor’s hands felt amazing on her skin, as her fingers crawled up and down, lounging in the small of her back until they slowly made their way down to her ass. Ms. Romanov’s hand tucked into the back of her panties, grabbing a handful of her body. She reacted, and Tanya drove her tongue deep into Samantha’s mouth in response.

Tanya could feel the fire building up, slowly losing the ability to restrain herself. She clawed at Sam’s body, eager to unleash her breasts from the confinement. She grabbed onto the bottom of her bra, yanking it up. Her breasts were so… perfect. Large, but not hanging in gravity, they came to a perfectly pink little nipple at the tip that looked so tasty her mouth watered at the sight.

She indulged her desires; her head dipped down, taking her nipple into her mouth. Tanya's tongue moved in slow, lazy circles, thoroughly wetting the soft flesh before she let her teeth dig in. The professor's head came alongside her own, taking Samantha's other breast between her lips. They both stood there, sucking on Sam's nipples eagerly, alternating between licking and nibbling at her body.

Tanya built up some bravery and let her hand move to the professor's body, slowly working its way down towards her ass. God, her curves had a perfect slope, leading down to a round, succulent ass, frustratingly covered by the tight skirt. Ms. Romanov turned her attention to Tanya, grabbing her hair and pulling her head towards her lips. She was more than happy to greet the professor's tongue, letting her probe the depths of her mouth. She grunted in pleasure, a familiar, moist feeling starting in her crotch as Samantha worked on her bra. Her new friend caressed her breasts, lightly playing with her nipples as she kissed her instructor. Sam's mouth moved to her neck, gently running her tongue down the gentle slope to her shoulders before letting her mouth drift further and further south, finally ending wrapped around her nipples.

A warm, soft, wet feeling grew over her chest – but there was one set of tits she really wanted to see. The massive, round, firm breasts of her professor, contained behind a tight-fitting bra that she wanted to rip from her figure. When her hands reached around to unsnap her bra at least, Sam was all too eager to help. The pulled the large bra from her body, mutually marveling at the sight underneath. Round, dark, and tan, with dark nipples that came a beautiful tip. The professor guided their heads down to her breasts with her heads, cooing in delight as both of the girls sucked on her nipples. They licked her in long, slow, wet strokes, leaving little trails of saliva all over her chest as they eagerly did what was expected of them.

Tanya never knew that submission could be so easy. Even with another woman here, it was so natural to obey. Just like her first time with the Dean of the school, any awkwardness she had over the situation just melted away, replaced with pure sexual desire and drive. The girls continued down her body, dragging their tongues along her torso until they were both kneeling in front of her. The barely-visible bulge underneath her skirt had grown, firming until it was obvious. Tanya subconsciously licked her lips as she watched her professor’s finger pull the zipper on the side of her skirt down, letting the material fall to the ground at her feet.

A huge cock, barely contained by a pair of black lace panties. Samantha licked her lips in anticipation, putting an arm around Samantha and pulling their bodies closer together. Both girls opened their mouths dutifully as she pulled down her panties, freeing the massive shaft and putting it between their mouths.

Their tongues rubbed against each others’ as their heads moved back and forth in unison along the tremendous length of her throbbing member. Tanya reveled in the feeling of every vein-covered inch, all the way from the head of her professor’s cock right down to her balls. She pressed her tongue against each, flicking it back and forth over her sac. She felt Ms. Romanov’s heavy sac tighten from the attention, and Sam wrapped her lips around the head of her cock and pushed her head forward. Tanya ran her fingers through her new friend’s hair as her mouth bobbed up and down on the teacher’s dick, wetting down every inch with her lips before she let it fall out with a heavy drop of drool. The slick saliva landed on Tanya’s leg coldly, sending a little shiver down her spine before she took her turn sucking on her cock.

Tanya pressed her mouth forward until the head of her cock was just pressing against the back of her mouth, threatening to push into her throat. She backed off and sucked on just the throbbing head, tasting her precum as she flicked her tongue around it in a fast circle. Her hand followed her mouth, pushing and pulling on her dick. She could feel Samantha's hands exploring her body, groping her breasts and slowly wandering down to her waist, where her friend slipped a hand into the front of her panties.

Sam’s finger played with her clit, making Tanya nearly lose her balanced there on her knees. Tanya struggled just to keep her professor’s massive cock in her mouth, moaning and groaning as her friend started the work of relieving her tension. She squeezed her thighs together, trapping Sam’s hand there and grinding her hips against it.

Finally, the professor pulled both of the girls to their feet. “Take the rest off,” she ordered there. They obeyed quickly and without hesitation. There they were, naked and exposed in the middle of a classroom, and she could hear the footsteps of people walking outside in the hallway. No one dared come in, but Tanya wasn’t even certain if she even cared at this point. “Lay down here,” she ordered Sarah, pointing at the table. Tanya’s friend gave her hand a squeeze and laid with her back on the table, spreading her legs where just moments ago they were doing their classwork. Her pink, perfectly shaved pussy was just begging for attention.

“Go on,” Ms. Romanov urged her. Tanya licked her lips and brought them down to Tanya’s body. For the first time in her life, she tasted another woman. It was a lot more pleasant than she thought it would be, but she wasn’t sure what she was expecting in the first place. Bent over at the waist, she dug her tongue deep in Samantha’s gaping hole, tasting her before bringing her tongue back up and flicking it over her new friend’s clit.

Behind her, she felt the professor spread her ass cheeks apart to get a good angle – and then drive her cock within her. The memories of her time with the Futanari Dean of the school washed over her, and she remembered the way it felt when her tremendous cock filled her entirely.

It was just like that. Where the Dean’s cock was thick, this one was long. It seemed to reach deep within her body to claw at her desires. She moaned, her voice muffled by a pussy stuck against her face, humming right into her friend’s body. Sam clutched at her own body, grabbing her nipples and tugging on them as she squirmed on the table.

The professor's massive tits heaved as she began to thrust in even strokes in and out of Tanya's body. Her professor leaned down over her body, wrapping her arms around her and grabbed onto Tanya's tits, squeezing and pulling at them. With every impact of Ms. Romanov's body against her ass, her face was driven into her friend's pussy.

It was building. She wondered for just a moments how many orgasms she was going to have in this building as she felt that familiar, wonderful tension climbing higher and higher. She closed her eyes and strained against it, trying desperately to hold back, to see how high the feeling could go before she fell back to Earth. "That's it," her professor encouraged, "suck on her little clit. Just like that..."

The words alone were enough to drive her insane. Within moments, she felt the rush of the world around her, and Tanya crashed back to reality with an orgasm that seemed to shatter the fragile glass of her mind. She screamed; a deep, guttural, primal scream of pleasure. Maybe someone in the hall would have heard her, but her mouth was too full of Samantha’s pussy for her voice to get very far. Her pussy clamped down on the thick, throbbing cock making its way in and out of her body.

God, that was the fastest she’d ever cum in her life. Even her favorite toy with her favorite fantasy couldn’t get her over the edge so quickly. Her pussy quivered and every muscle in her slender body trembled as the waves of pleasure forced their way through her entire body. She grabbed onto Samantha’s thighs, driving her mouth all the harder into her, before the waves finally crested, leaving her gasping for air; the taste of her friend’s pussy still on her lips.

Professor Romanov pulled her sizable cock from her body, and pushed her aside, bringing it towards Samantha. Tanya quickly went to her knees and cleaned off her cock for her, licking every last drop of herself off it before it plunged deep into her new, blond friend.

She laid on the table next to Samantha, taking her tender nipples into her mouth as she watched that tremendous cock slide in and out of her body. It was a fabulous sight; right now she wanted more than anything for her friend to experience the same pleasure, the same ecstasy, the same lust that she did. The look on Sam’s face was delectable; her eyes closed and her face contorted, she bit her bottom lip as those same waves of pleasure echoed through her body. Tanya’s mouth slowly made its way up from her breasts to her neck. She bit down, leaving a bold mark on her friend’s neck before she finally made her way up to Samantha’s lips. Their tongues intertwined and the professor picked up the pace. She fucked her roughly, driving her body into her in harsh, fast strokes that made Sam’s tits jiggle with every impact of her body.

Ms. Romanov grabbed Sam’s legs and hoisted them up onto her shoulders, taking a moment to lick the silky smooth skin of her calves. She grinned down at the two girls, thoroughly enjoying her own ability to seduce them. Her hands ran down her legs, rapidly descending to her body which she fully explored every inch of.

Tanya could hear and feel Sam's groans of pleasure, the way her body writhed as the teacher's cock slipped in and out of her new friend. "Oh God," Sam groaned. The muscles in her body tightened as she reacted to a change in Ms. Romanov's tempo.

The red-headed Tanya broke off their kiss and came to her knees on the table, straddling her friend's face and slowly bringing pussy down onto her lips. Whatever the hell had come over her, it was tremendously powerful. Never in her life had she thought about having another lick her, but now she wanted nothing than to feel the blond's tongue wriggling into her tight little pussy. She rocked her hips back and forth as Samantha obliged, holding onto her legs and keeping her position over her tongue.

The professor leaned forward, bringing her own lips to Tanya’s. Her very presence was intoxicating, and Tanya reached a trembling hand out to caress her tremendous breasts as she watched her fucking her classmate. Her breasts so so firm yet soft, perfectly shaped and round. She ran her palm over her nipples, grinning to herself as she felt her professor’s nipples glide easily across her hand.

Sam’s body began to move, and she writhed in pleasure on the table, her moans of pleasure growing louder. Tanya slipped off her of her face and knelt beside her, bringing her mouth down to kiss her as the orgasm loomed closer for the blond. Samantha grabbed onto Tanya’s head and forced their lips together – Tanya could taste herself on her lips, an all at once erotic flavor that only heightened her senses. Sam released their kiss with a cry of delicious agony; her voice rang out in every direction, nearly splitting their ears from the volume alone.

Tanya was quick to climb on top of her, positioning her body directly above Sam's. The professor grabbed onto her holding her steady as she kissed her friend. Her nipples were just barely grazing against Sam's body when her eyes went wide – there was a tremendous cock pressing against her tight sphincter.

A flash of panic crossed her face as she looked over her shoulder and back at the professor. Could it even fit in there?! Her voice called out in pain as it slowly spread her wide open, her tight asshole expanding over the head of her teacher’s cock as she pushed her way deeper and deeper in. Sam reached up and grabbed Tanya’s head, looking deeply into her eyes before kissing her. Tanya needed this kiss to keep her grounded, to help the pain pass into pleasure as the professor’s lengthy cock settled into her ass. Her heart was pounding between her ears, drowning out any of the other noises of the room and the building.

As the professor settled into a speed, she grabbed onto Tanya’s red hair and pulled back, ripping their kiss apart and arching her back deeply. Samantha’s head came up to her shaking tits, taking Tanya’s nipple between her lips and sucking hard as Ms. Romanov fucked Tanya.

The strangest mix of pain and pleasure soaked into her senses. Her ass felt like it was on fire, but somewhere deep inside of her body, the professor was scratching an inch that Tanya never even knew was there. Her cock, thick and throbbing with her pulse, seemed to reach a mile inside her tiny little ass, pushing and pulling as their bodies swayed in rhythm.

That rhythm, however, started to falter. She could hear Ms. Romanov panting loudly, and as she turned her eyes back over her shoulder she saw little beads of sweat slowly making their way down the instructor’s beautiful body. The little drops streaked her neck, with one tiny droplet hanging from a gorgeous nipple. It fell coldly onto Tanya’s ass, and a moment later the professor ripped her cock from her body painfully.

Tanya barely had time to think about the pain, instead, turning her body and wrapping her hand around the Futanari’s dick. She stroked hard and fast, pumping her cock just inches over Samantha’s delicate body. It throbbed in the palm of her hand, went hard as a rock, and then released its payload.

Thick, white, hot streams of cum shot from her cock, showering Samantha’s body in a sticky, salty rain. Tanya had never seen a load like that – not in real life, anyway. It glazed her friend’s tits and stomach, and strays shots landed as far away as her face. The professor held her breath and closed her eyes, taking in every moment until it finally faded.

Tanya ran her fingers through the mess on Samantha’s body, licking them off seductively as she looked at the professor. She seemed satisfied with their penance for talking in class, but just to make sure, she lowered her head down to the puddles of cum on her friend, stuck out her tongue, and began to the task of putting on a sticky show for the teacher.

**********

The little desk light in her dorm room barely gave her enough light to focus on the books. How the hell Tanya was ever going to have enough time to catch up on all her studies was just beyond her. She wondered if every single class was going to be a sexual adventure, of if the speed of the sex might just let up for a while and let her get some work done.

The sound of her doorknob pulled her from her reverie and she glanced back to see her roommate Kelly step inside. She silently put her bag down and tossed herself down on the bed. It was unusual, even by her roommate’s usual, quiet standards.

“Everything okay over there?” Tanya asked, putting down her pencil.

“Yeah… just… leave me alone,” Kelly said into her pillow.

“It doesn’t really sound like you want that,” she joked. “Seriously, what’s going on? Look, we live together so you may as well start telling me things. It’s not like I’m not going to see the big moments in your life.” A few moments of silence followed, awkward and heavy. If Tanya didn’t know better, she’d say that Kelly was crying.

“Yeah, I guess,” she said, sniffling a little. Kelly sat up, eyes red and puffy. The svelte, thin futa wiped a tear away. “It’s just frustrating, you know?”

“I guess. What, exactly?” Tanya asked.

“I don’t think you do. I know what happened after class. I’d say you’re pretty well satisfied by now.”

“Whoa, whoa, whoa,” Tanya objected. “Look, if I want to go to school here those are the rules. I might be able to leave whenever I want, but it’s how I pay my tuition.” She felt a little annoyed that Kelly would be jealous of her required submission to the faculty.

“Yeah, well… not all of us can get someone,” she said, blushing.

“What? Are you kidding? You’re gorgeous!” Tanya exclaimed. “Listen, the first time I saw you, I was worried I was going to spend all my time in this dorm room attracted to you. Then the moment I saw the black skirt, I thought for sure I’d have trouble resisting you.”

“That’s nice of you to say, but, you’re not my type,” Kelly answered. That was the second time she’d said that.

“So what’s your type, then?” Tanya asked. She stood up from her desk and sat on her bed, facing Kelly. She was in her pajamas, but she had trouble looking at Kelly in her uniform and not being attracted to her. She was honest about that – it was hard. The way the Futanari could attract her was both a benefit and a curse.

“I shouldn’t say,” she responded. Tanya realized the truth.

“The other futa… the one in class...” Tanya got up and sat next to Kelly. “You’re attracted to her.” She put a hand on her leg reassuringly. Kelly didn’t respond, instead just staring at the floor. “And does she feel the same way about you?” A slight head nod in response.

It all made sense, now. Their relationship was forbidden. One of the biggest, toughest rules in the school is that there could be no relationships between the Futanari. Like the struggles of any gay man or woman, she was in the closet – unable to be herself to the world. Tanya put an arm around her, and held her roommate as she broke down into tears.


Hey fans! Stayed tuned for part three in the coming weeks, but in the meantime, why don’t you check out this sexy preview from Her Futa Boss in Bed 

Cassie leaned into the mirror and checked her makeup one last time. Her boss would be here any minute now, and she sure as hell wasn't going to let anything go wrong. She tried to assure herself that this didn't make her a lesbian, but after her divorce, it probably couldn't hurt to try anyway, could it? She shook the thought away, trying not to get caught up in labels. It was just a date anyway, who said that anything was going to… happen?

She took a step back from the mirror and checked herself out. She wore a slinky black dress that accentuated her curves, and her long, reddish brown hair flowed freely down her back in loose curls. She even put on some fishnets stockings, putting the outfit completely over the top. With the finishing touches of deep red lipstick, she looked ready to hit the club, or maybe even the streets. It might have been a little over the top, but she was sexy and comfortable, so the outfit was a winner. Cassie was just about to tweak her makeup when she heard the sound of her doorbell ring through the house. There was her date.

The word date made her skin tingle with a combination of excitement and dread. First time for everything, she though. Cassie grabbed her shoes and walked quickly down the stairs of her small, quiet home outside the city. She opened the door to see her boss. "Wow," she said breathlessly. Ms. Wainwright knew how to dress up. She had on a bright red dress, with cleavage piled high, showing the full length of her gorgeous, bare legs. She looked ready for the stripper pole, and suddenly Cassie didn't feel quite so much like she was pushing the envelope with her outfit.

“I’m glad you approve,” her boss said.

“Let me get my coat,” Cassie said, but her boss took a step inside. She pulled a bottle of wine out from behind her back.

“I think we’ll be staying in. I brought the wine,” she said coolly.

“Oh, our outfits seem like a bit of waste,” Cassie said with a sheepish grin.

“Not to me,” her voice said in a suddenly deeper, more seductive voice. She watched Ms. Wainwright’s eyes wander up and down her body, covering her every curve. “Have I ever told you how much I like fishnets?” she asked, biting her lips. Cassie felt self-conscious, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

“No, I don’t think you have. Well, let me take that bottle, Ms. Wa..”

“Sandra,” her boss interrupted.

“Sandra. I'll go open this bottle. Make yourself comfortable," she gestured to the couch and took the bottle back to the kitchen. Cassie placed the bottle on a counter and reached for the corkscrew. She noticed her hand shaking violently. The nerves were getting to her, maybe the wine would be a good idea, anyway. Cassie barely managed to carry the two glasses with her nervous hands, walking slowly as she came out from the kitchen, afraid she'd embarrass herself with a spill. "So… Sandra… how'd your day go?" she asked, taking a sip almost immediately. Somehow, calling her by her first name was stranger than being on a date with her. She swallowed hard and reached the bottle to top off her glass. She was going to need this.

“Not bad, I’d say. I had this employee that was late again… third time this week, but she doesn’t know that I saw all three.” Cassie blushed and looked down at the ground. “I decided to give her another chance though. She’s just too sexy to not have around.” This time she nearly choked on her wine. Sandra shot her a sly grin, clearly taking pleasure in making her uncomfortable. “Problem?”

“No!” Cassie blurted out. “Nope… just uh… listening.” She took another swig of wine as they sat in silence for another couple moments. It was strong stuff, a few sips in and she could already feel a warm fuzziness settling into her thoughts. Her racing heart started to slow a little, calmed by the universal, social lubricant that is alcohol. Sandra shifted over on the couch a little more, bringing her body closer to Cassie’s, canceling the moment’s rest her heart had managed.

She lowered a hand onto Cassie’s leg. Apparently, the moment had arrived. Something would happen tonight. Cassie had to wonder if doing this with her boss would help her keep her job, and what that said about either of them. It was too obvious, too insulting, a question to ask, though; she would have to keep that thought to herself. She looked down at the older woman’s hand slowly running up and down her thigh, feeling her creamy skin through the spaces in the fishnet stockings.

It was… exciting. There was something about the attention, something that flattered her whether or not she’d ever even thought about being with another woman. “I have something to tell you,” Sandra said, placing her glass on the coffee table.

“That.. you’re a lesbian? Cause, I think I figured that out, Ms… I mean, Sandra.”

“No. Well, yes, but not that.” Now it was Sandra’s turn to look nervous. Cassie was confused by the sudden shift in mood. Sandra reached for Cassie’s hand, folded neatly across her leg, and grabbed it. Her boss slowly pulled her hand over to her body… she was expecting her to place it on her leg, but then she kept lowering her hand slowly onto her…

“Wait, what?" Cassie asked. Her eyes opened wide in a combination of shock and confusion. Her hand was resting on a solid, rock-hard bulge underneath her boss's dress. For a moment, she thought she saw a look of vulnerability in Sandra's normally steely eyes. She sat there, with her hand on this completely unexpected cock underneath her dress for what felt like a small eternity. Neither of them did or said anything as the seconds ticked away in silence.

Cassie caved. It was already the strangest night of her life, why not just go all the way with it? She moved her hand back and forth, pressing her palm against her cock. It was large, firm, and not at all unpleasant, really. Well, at least with what she could tell through the many layers of the dress.

Sandra reacted instantly. She leaned her body over and pressed her lips against Cassie’s. The younger woman was nearly frozen with nerves, but as she felt the warmth of her face against her lips, the smoothness of her lips; she slowly parted her lips and let Sandra’s tongue slip into her mouth. Her boss pressed her tongue deeply into her mouth, kissing her passionately and sloppily. She returned the favor, driving her tongue in circles around her boss’s. A million thoughts swirled through her head, ranging from confusion to fear, with more than a little arousal in the mix. Her lips were so soft… her body… her hand drifted off the firm cock and slowly ran up Sandra’s torso, cupping a large breast in her hand. She squeezed slightly, feeling the weight of it in her hand.

Sandra returned the favor, sliding both hands up Cassie's body. She hooked the straps of her little black dress with her fingers and pulled them to the side, dragging her bra straps along with them. Her mouth broke away from Cassie's and began the long journey from her lips to her shoulder; she dragged her tongue along the sensitive skin of her neck, with her hot breath sending goose bumps across the younger woman's body. Her hands continued to drift lower and lower on her body until the slid into the cups of her bra. Sandra tweaked Cassie's nipples between her fingertips. "Oh my God," Cassie whispered breathlessly.

Her boss's fingers clasped onto her dress and pulled down, shoving the material down around her waist. She sat on the couch next to Sandra, her chest completely exposed. Her boss ran the back of her hand up and down her body, admiring it. "They're so pretty..." she said with a soft grin. Sandra bit her lip before she couldn't resist any longer, diving her lips straight towards one of Cassie's nipples, pointed in the cold air conditioning of her living room. Her warm mouth engulfed her sensitive nipples, making her gasp in delight. Sandra groaned in delight at the taste of her body, her hands feeling their way across her skin while her mouth took in her tits. Cassie ran a hand through her blond hair, feeling her way down to her back where she ran her fingers back and forth for a moment before grabbing onto the zipper of her dress and pulling it down. She was as the tight material of the dress peeled away from her back, exposing a purple bra strap behind her. With a practiced hand only a woman can have, she flicked it open.

Sandra leaned back, letting her dress fall off her shoulders along with her bra, exposing her enormous tits. They were beautiful… large, with the just the right amount of firmness and silver-dollar nipples. Cassie caressed one in her hand as Sandra’s hand pulled her head forward. She still didn’t know how she felt about this whole thing, and now she was about to suck on these tits… but they were gorgeous. She gave in to her temptations and leaned forward, sucking forcefully on one nipple. Her mass of flesh pulled into her mouth, and she slid her tongue up and down wetly against it. Sandra’s body squirmed in response, and her breathing deepened. She wrapped her arms around Cassie’s head and pulled her against her chest, smashing her face deeply into her enormous tits.

Cassie sucked on her nipples eagerly, alternating between them. This was the first time she’d ever done anything like this, and the feeling was just amazing. With no coaxing, she reached her head up to kiss Sandra. Their lips met with an entirely new passion. She pulled her boss close and leaned into her, slowly pushing her body back on the couch. Cassie’s lips made their way to Sandra’s ear, gently flicking her earlobe back and forth before nibbling on it just a little too forcefully. Sandra grabbed one of Cassie’s hand and rolled off the side of the couch, pulling her to her feet. She moved towards the stairs, looking back at her employee.

Cassie sensed the moment of no return; they were going up to the bedroom to finish what they'd begun. She followed without hesitation, following her blond boss up the stairs. She watched the shapely curve of her ass in front of, waving in a cat-like motion as she made her way up the carpeted steps. They turned the corner as they came to the top of the steps and Sandra leaned back against the wall. Cassie kissed her again, pressing their breasts together and their tongues tied around each other outside their lips. She ran one hand down her curvy body, lower… and lower… until it came to a rest on that same rock-hard shaft. Her hesitation was much shorter this time. She slowly descended, taking her time as she dragged her tongue along her boss's skin until she was on her knees in front of her. She let her hands wander up her boss's smooth legs, feeling every inch of her thighs as she slowly lifted the front of her dress.

An impressive cock was waiting behind thin, lacy panties, barely contained by the fabric. She pulled the material aside and was surprised to see a perfect, long, thick cock just waiting for attention, needy and throbbing. She wrapped her fingers carefully around it and began to stroke it slowly, ignoring the part of her mind that told her this was strange. She could feel her pulse right through the veins in her cock, and her boss whimpered a little as she gave it long, slow strokes, letting her fingers dance right over the tip. There was a certain amount of self-satisfaction as she was there with Sandra's cock in her hands… it was like her boss was at her mercy.

She parted her lips just slightly and pushed her head forward, teasing the tip of her throbbing member with her lips. Claire’s tongue barely brushed against the tip, before running tiny little circles around the head of her cock with it. Sandra let out a coo of delight, leaning her weight back against the wall. She reached out and grabbed onto Cassie’s hair, pulling her mouth against her cock over and over again. The sound of her lips slurping at her cock echoed through room.

Cassie felt herself choking on her cock as she Sandra's pulled her head against her body, until her cock finally broke through and into her throat. She felt her throat muscles tighten around it, gagging her and making her cough. Cassie pulled her mouth off, struggling to get a breath of air. Long strings of drool stuck between her lips and her the older woman's impressive dick, slowly dripping from her face and onto her legs. It hit her legs, cooling in the air and feeling like cold drops of water on her skin. She wrapped her hand back around the cock and extended her tongue underneath it… running the entire length of the shaft and until she sucked one ball into her mouth. She rolled it over her tongue playfully before spitting it back out, feeling the weight of her sac, ready to be drained.

Get the rest of this story exclusively at Amazon at the link below! Then, turn the page for even more sexy works by Melody Harris!

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


Need even more? Check out these other sexy Futanari works from Melody Harris! 

Futa Academy, Volume 1

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B074CYJ9M8

Tanya's life changes course when she finds herself at a secretive institution with an even bigger secret inside. Why are all the staff women? Why do some people here wear red, and some wear black? It seems like nothing makes sense here, but all her questions are answered after a meeting with Ms. Martin - who not only explains the big secret, but lets her in on her own rock-hard secret as well!

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.

Sold to the Futa

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B073T5171S

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

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B071F8HGQC

“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... 
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