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Futa Boarding School

Another weekend at St. Catherine’s boarding school. Another mind-numbing series of chores and prayers and church services and lectures interrupted only by uneasy sleep on an uncomfortable bed. I’d only been here 6 months and I already wanted to take a leap off the belltower. Some of the girls had done all of their schooling here starting with 1st grade. In a way they were lucky, they didn’t know there was anything better. They had no idea about sleepovers, dances, sneaking out, parties, boys, they were completely and totally clueless and I envied them. Some of the other girls, me included, had gone to normal schools before our parents shunted us away to what was, ironically because it was full of nuns, a hellhole.

For the first 18 years of my life I’d been a member of the California Public School system. I was a quintessential Cali girl. I loved partying, sun, surfing, partying, the beach, staying out all night, and did I mention partying? All the things that normal teens do. I was pretty popular with the boys as well. I mean, not to brag but it’s no wonder. I went to the gym religiously and worked on my figure. My waist and tummy were slim and I had decent amount going on in the tits department. My ass wasn’t half-bad either. Plus I had the classic Cali surfer-girl look. Wavy blonde hair, sunkissed skin, eyes as blue as the ocean. Guys were falling all over themselves for me and I wasn’t shy about taking my pick.
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Unfortunately my senior year I took partying a little more seriously than I took my grades and managed to flunk every class. I was going to have to do my senior year again. I wasn’t that bummed out about it, because it had been such a blast the first time around, but my parents told me they weren’t going to have ‘a repeat of the previous year’. They were bundling me off to a Catholic boarding school in the Montana mountains!

“Samantha! You’re supposed to be helping Sister Ruth clean the rectory! Why are you dilly-dallying outside?”

“Sorry, Sister Gale.” I’d learned within my first few weeks not to talk back. The Sisters can and will slap your hands with a ruler. For some reason that was legal here. I also didn’t want to talk back because I didn’t want to draw too much attention to myself. I’d finally decided that I’d had enough. That night, at least for the night, I was going to get a taste of freedom. There was a small town only a few miles away. Not much but it had a tiny college and a bar. Boys and booze were going to be on the menu. I was outside mapping my escape route. Figuring out how I could slip outside without being detected. It seemed like there was a path through the forest where the guards didn’t patrol and the cameras couldn’t see.

I hurried inside and went to help Sister Ruth clean. I was glad that was my job for the day. Sister Ruth was actually really nice. She was basically the same age as me and not a fully fledged nun yet. I’d talked to her a little bit about her background. Apparently her family was like super religious and she’d always been encouraged from a young age to go into the convent. I sort of felt bad for her. She never got to experience anything in life other than praying and chores and quietly sitting around. Despite that she was pretty funny and way nicer than the other nuns.
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I found her in the rectory scrubbing the floors with a rag. She looked up when I entered and smiled warmly at me.
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“Hey Samantha, are you well today?” She asked, wringing out the rag.

“Can’t complain,” I replied even though I most certainly could have. Complaining to Ruth felt mean though. This was the only life she’d ever known, and seemed to kind of enjoy it for some odd reason. Telling her it sucked meant that her life sucked, which was rude. I grabbed a rag myself and got to work.

We worked together in companionable silence for a few minutes before she looked up at me with a mischievous grin, “Want to see something neat?”

I smiled back at her, “Sure.”

She spilled a bunch of soapy water on the floor then took ten steps back, ran forward, and slid about 20 feet, spinning and slipping all the way. She came to a stop with a huge grin on her face giggling like mad.

“You try!”

A genuine smile spread across my face for the first time in a long time. Sister Ruth scrambled out of the way and I got a running start and slid across the floor just as she had. It was so much fun, I felt like a little kid again.

“You seemed like you could use a laugh,” Ruth said.

“You got that right.” I replied.

We went a few more times spinning across the floor and then falling into fits of giggles, before Sister Gale appeared in the doorway, “What is so funny about cleaning the rectory?” she asked with an eyebrow raised.

We both looked up at her and then down like guilty school children. I looked up at her again and she was standing there with her arms folded. Apparently she actually wanted an answer.

“Nothing Sister. I just slipped on the soap and almost fell over.” Seeing her stone face I quickly added, “You had to be there.”

She seemed satisfied enough by that and turned to leave. After a minute or so Ruth looked at me with guilt in her eyes, “I’m so sorry! I should have said something. I made you commit a sin.”

I smiled, “I’ve had plenty of practice in that department.” I touched her hand reassuringly and she smiled up at me. As I felt her soft skin under my fingers and looked into her eyes like deep green fields, I felt a flutter of excitement surge through me. Her auburn hair had come out from under her habit and was tumbling down to her shoulders and I noticed the subtle supple curves of her body. The perfect shape of her breasts and the way the blue fabric clung to what I was sure were taut, delicious thighs. Her pink lips parted as she stared at me, but she quickly went back to scrubbing the hard, flat stone. I realized in that moment that I really, really needed to get the hell out of here, get into town, and find some hard dick.

Sister Ruth and I scrubbed the rectory until it was clean enough to eat off of and then I left and went to dinner. Despite how shitty this place was generally the food actually wasn’t bad. Most of it was grown on site or otherwise made here by the nuns. Fresh baked bread, yogurt and berries from the garden, potatoes from the nearby field, and meat from the animals on the farm. I never ate like this back at home. My parents were more the ramen noodles and takeout type.

As I sat down at the dining table, my mind was consumed with thoughts of sneaking out that night. There were little butterflies flapping around in my tummy. I’d snuck out tons of times back home but there the worst I’d get was grounded for the weekend and a lecture. Here I had no idea what my punishment would be. Tossed into the dungeon maybe? The taste of freedom and the possibility of something to break me out of this mundane existence gave me courage. I couldn’t keep going on like this.

Throughout dinner, I stole glances at Sister Ruth, wondering what her reaction would be if she knew of my plans. Would she be disappointed or understanding? Would she try to stop me or secretly wish me well? It was a tumultuous mix of emotions, but one thing was certain—I had to take this chance.

Once dinner concluded, I excused myself, went back to my room, and waited for lights out. We went to bed so early here it was still light out when the nuns went around to do bed check. I hurriedly took off my clothes and pulled the covers up to my chin, feigning sleep when I heard my door creak open.

“Samantha?” came Sister Gale’s voice.

I opened one eye and looked at her.

“You’re never in bed at bed check. Is everything alright?”

“Oh, yeah,” I said through a phony yawn, “Just tired from all that scrubbing.”

“Hm,” she grunted and then I heard the door close.

When I was satisfied she wouldn’t be coming back I tossed off the covers and quickly gathered a few essentials—a small amount of cash, a sweater to keep warm, and a touch of lip gloss. In the quiet solitude of my room, I took a deep breath, my resolve strengthening. I knew I had to be careful.

I bundled sheets under the top blanket to make it look like I was still there and slipped silently out of my room. My heart was beating so hard I could feel it in my ears, but there was something really exciting about sneaking around as well. I’d missed being naughty.

I rounded a barely used corridor and tiptoed down to the other end, through the music room and past the kitchen. I slipped out between two heavy double doors that scraped the ground when you opened them. I knew it was going to make noise and I just had to hope for the best. I breathed a sigh of relief once I was outside. The meadow was cast in a golden glow from the warm evening sun. I jogged off into the forest jumping over shrubs and ducking behind trees until I was completely out of sight of the school. Once I was in the clear I relaxed. I knew there was a slim chance Sister Gale would realize I wasn’t in my bed, but there was no use worrying about that now. For now, I was free.

I strolled through the forest taking in the beauty of nature. The vibrant green of the trees, the explosion of color from the wildflowers that sprouted up here and there. It had been so long since I’d been truly alone. I did a little twirl and then skipped through the brush until I heard something. Someone talking.

I ducked down behind a bush and sat perfectly still, listening.

“God, please remove your terrible curse from me. I’ve done everything you wanted. Why won’t you help me!?”

It was Sister Ruth. I peeked over the bushes and saw her kneeling down in the grass with her hands clasped in front of her. I thought about running out as quickly as I could and hoping she thought I was a deer, but she seemed distraught.
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“Sister Ruth?” I called out.

She ran a sleeve across her wet eyes and looked up. Then she did a doubletake.
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“Samantha! What are you doing here? You’re supposed to be in bed!” she hissed in her quiet mouselike voice.

I gave her a sad smile, “Are you going to turn me in?”

She thought about it for a moment then sighed, “No. If anyone asks I’ll tell them I didn’t see you. But what are you doing anyway?”

“I’m going into town. What are you doing?”

“I’m-, forget it. You wouldn’t understand.”

“Are you sure?” I asked sympathetically.

“Yeah, it’s fine. Go have fun.”

I took a few steps away from her then stopped, “Ruth, do you want to come with me?”

She gave me a sad smile, “I can’t! I’m a nun. I can’t just go sneaking into town. It would violate my sacred oath.”

“You’re not a nun yet. Why don’t you come with me and see how us wicked sinners live. Then you can know if you’re making the right choice or not.”

She bit her lip, “I can’t go into town with you wearing this.” She lifted the hem of her frock and let it fall again.

“If you’ll allow me, I can make a few alterations.” I loved altering clothes and I had a penknife with me. It wasn’t going to be perfect, but I could at least make something half decent. I grinned mischievously at her, holding up the penknife. "Trust me, Ruth, I've done this before. Just a few strategic cuts here and there, and we'll have you looking like a regular girl in no time."

Ruth hesitated, glancing around as if expecting to see a disapproving deity watching over us. Then, with a mix of nervousness and excitement, she nodded. "Alright, Samantha. Just... keep it modest, please."

I chuckled and beckoned her closer, finding a secluded spot behind a large tree. With careful precision, I made small incisions in the fabric of Ruth's habit, altering its shape and length. I trimmed the hemline, transforming it into a knee-length skirt, and adjusted the sleeves to make them shorter. It was a crude job, but it would do the trick.

Ruth watched with wide eyes, her face flushed. "I can't believe I'm doing this," she whispered.

I flashed her a reassuring smile. "Don't worry, Ruth.”
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“Isn’t it a little… revealing?” Ruth said, frowning down at my handiwork once I was finished.

“It is… it definitely is, but it will be fine. Trust me.” I offered her my hand and she reluctantly took it before we wandered down the road into town.

“I’m so nervous!” she said, and I could feel her trembling.

“Don’t be! We’re going to have so much fun!”

I could see the lights of the town twinkling at the bottom of the hill. The sun was just slipping down over the tree line and we could see college kids running up and down main street, going from bar to bar and party to party. Somewhere in the distance a guy was shooting fireworks up into the sky from the roof of his garage. We watched them spin into the air and explode over the courthouse. We made our way down and Sister Ruth tried to pull her outfit together, trying to cover all the bits that were uncovered. I teased her about it and her cheeks went beet red.

“How about this place?” I said gesturing to a small quiet pub away from all the action.

Sister Ruth looked relieved at the sight of the quiet pub. "That looks perfect, Samantha. It seems more... modest."

I nodded in agreement and led the way into the cozy establishment. The warm glow of dimmed lights and the sound of soft music greeted us as we entered. The bar was not overly crowded, allowing us to find a booth tucked away in a corner.

We settled into the booth, and I glanced around, taking in the atmosphere. The air was filled with laughter and clinking glasses, creating an ambiance of relaxation and enjoyment. I noticed Ruth's eyes widening as she observed the scene, a mix of curiosity and apprehension evident on her face.
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A friendly waitress approached our table, her smile bright. "Welcome! What can I get you two lovely ladies tonight?"

I grinned at Ruth, sensing her uncertainty. "How about we start with something light? Maybe a fruity cocktail or a refreshing mocktail?"
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Ruth nodded, her eyes flickering with anticipation. "That sounds nice. Whatever you recommend."

The waitress suggested a popular fruit-based cocktail, and Ruth agreed to give it a try. As the waitress left to prepare our drinks, I leaned closer to Ruth, feeling the excitement building between us.

"You're about to have your first taste of alcohol, Ruth," I whispered playfully. "Are you ready for this new experience?"

Ruth blushed, glancing around as if someone might overhear our conversation. "I've never even thought about trying it before. But you’re right… if I never experience anything other than life inside those stone walls how will I know if I’ve made the right choice?"

I nodded, understanding her desire for freedom. "Tonight, we embrace the unexpected. We let loose, even if it's just for a little while. And remember, we're in this together."

Just as Ruth was about to respond, the waitress returned with our drinks. She placed the colorful cocktail in front of Ruth and a gave me a Whiteclaw. Ruth stared at her drink as if it were a Christmas present, eyes wide with anticipation.

"Cheers," I said, lifting my drink. Ruth followed suit, her gaze fixed on me. We clinked our glasses together and took our first sips.

Ruth's eyes widened, and a smile tugged at the corners of her lips. "It's... interesting. Sweet and tangy."

I laughed, enjoying her reaction. "Let me try.” I leaned over and put her straw in my mouth. It was strong!

“So, what made you want to become a nun?” I asked.

Ruth looked into her drink and took a long sip draining half of it. I told her if she wasn’t careful I’d have to take her home in a wheelbarrow and she laughed at that.

“Um, well, it’s complicated. My family was religious and…” she paused, “It’s complicated.” She took another sip of her drink and smiled up at me. I could tell from her glassy stare that the alcohol was beginning to have its intended effect.

“You know, I heard what you were saying in the woods. Your prayer.”

“Oh, my god! I love this song!” she said suddenly getting up from the table. I could tell if it was to avoid the subject or if she hadn’t heard me but she grabbed my hands and soon we were dancing, or at least doing Ruth’s version of it. The song was Can’t Hardly Wait by The Replacements and I was honestly shocked that she’d ever heard it before.

“Sometimes Father Johann puts this on when he’s working out in the rec room. Did you know he used to be pretty wild in his youth?”

I laughed. Of course she knew this song because of a priest. She took my hands and we danced next to our table, spinning and shimmying our shoulders and lip syncing. We laughed and whooped and some of the other patrons even joined in. When the song finished Ruth threw some money down on the table, took my hand, and led me out of the room.

“Let’s go to a real dance club!” she said, “Does this town even have one?”

I shrugged, “I have no idea. This is my first time off campus.”

“Let’s go this way,” she grabbed my hand and led me around behind the bar, bypassing the street for some reason. We were going through a lot behind the convenience store when suddenly thunder rumbled overhead and it started pouring. Thunder and lightning flashed across the sky as the downpour drenched us, “We can take shelter there.” She pointed to a nearby barn and we took off running. She squeezed my hand even tighter as we made our way inside. It was slightly damp even inside the barn as gust of wind blew mist through the slats, but at least we weren’t going to drown.

We went up to the top level where they seemed to be a bit more cover and I said, “I’m going to get out of my wet clothes. You probably should too.” I was used to spending half of my life in a bikini so going around in my underwear didn’t seem like a big deal. I quickly stripped.
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But Ruth looked at me with lip quivering trepidation, then down at her wet clothes.

“You’ll feel way better. If you keep those on you’re going to catch a cold,” I said, suddenly sounding like her mother.

She frowned and then started removing her clothing one item at a time until she was standing there in nothing but her underwear. It was a bit sexier than I imagined.
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She stood there with her arms crossed looking at the ground. That was when I noticed it. The thing between her legs. At first it was just a tiny nub, but then it started getting bigger. I didn’t want to gawk but it was like she had a coiled snake in the front of her panties.

“Oh no! Not now,” she muttered turning her back to me.

“What is that?”

“It’s nothing,” she said.

“It’s clearly something!”

“Okay, fine,” she turned to me and slid her panties to the side letting the big, thick cock slip out and hang down to her thigh, “This is what I was praying about. I’ve had this stupid thing since I hit puberty and I don’t know what to do about it!”

“Is that the real reason you became a nun?” I asked.

She nodded solemnly.

“Well, does it work?” I asked.

“It functions just like a normal one I think. Not that I’ve ever seen a normal one.”

I took a step forward, “Can I touch it?”

Ruth hesitated for a moment, “I don’t think this is a good idea.”

“Come on,” I said, “You said you want to live a little. Don’t you want to live a little?” I saw her wavering resolve, “It’s not like I’ve never seen one before. I’ve been around the block a time or two. I know a thing or two about cocks.”

Ruth bristled at the word, "Don't call it that."

"What do you want me to call it?" I asked taking a step forward.

"I've been calling it my thing, but maybe that is a little too childish."

I took another step forward and reach my hand out, "Is it okay?"

She bit her lip and looked at the ground, then looked up at me and nodded.

I tapped the head and watched it bob up and down, "It's really impressive."

"Are normal ones not like this?" she asked.

"No, this is like, twice as big," I said as I wrapped my fingers around her shaft. She let out a warbling sigh and I felt her cock stiffen as I started stroking her up and down.

It didn't feel like anything I'd ever felt before. The head was big and warm and the shaft was as thick as a pepper shaker.

"I can't believe I'm doing this," she said.

"Have you ever done this? Even by yourself?" I asked.

She shook her head, "No, I was too nervous. Even when it got so hard it would hurt I just closed my eyes and waited for it to go away."

"Does it feel good?" I whispered into her ear.

I was stroking her faster and with a tighter grip now.

"Yes," she moaned, "It feels so good. It feels better than anything I've ever felt."

I squeezed her tip and she yelped and then I bit her earlobe and she shivered.

"Kiss me," she said looking into my eyes.

I leaned in and pressed my lips to hers then slid my tongue inside her mouth. She moaned and started thrusting her hips through my grip as our tongues intertwined.

"Can I suck it?" I asked and the question obviously surprised her.

"You want to suck on it? Do people do that?"

I nodded, "Yep, and I'm pretty good at it." I winked at her and dropped to my knees. She looked down at me and brushed my hair behind my ear. I smiled up at her then wrapped my fingers around her shaft and closed my lips around her tip. Her knees buckled and she let out a deep moan of pleasure as I took her cock deeper and deeper into my mouth. It was bigger than any cock I'd ever sucked but I was determined to give Ruth the best blowjob I possible could.

At first I could only fit the head in my mouth, but then I slid my hand down to the base and started stroking while I bobbed my head up and down taking more and more of her cock into my hungry mouth. Her fingers were tangled in my hair and she was moaning and shouting loud enough that I was grateful for the thunder and howling winds. Ruth reached out and wrapped her arms around me, pressing me into her crotch as she bounced my head against her hips. I loved the feeling of her cock pushing against the back of my throat. I pulled back and licked her shaft up and down, bathing it with my tongue. I licked her balls and jacked her off as she fondled my breasts and pinched my nipples.

"Ruth, do you want to put it inside me?" I asked.

"You mean, like, make love?" she said with a trembling voice.

I nodded and moved over to the hayloft, laying down on the soft straw and rubbing my wet pussy.

She gulped and for a moment I thought she was going to run away but she slowly moved across the room, her big cock bobbing with each step. I laid on my back and spread my legs to her and she got down on her knees and said, "Show me how."

I reached out and guided her big cock between my legs. At first her tip was too big to fit, but I worked my hips up and down, coating her cock in my juices until it was slick enough to slide inside me.

"Oh, wow," she muttered and I felt her cock slide inside me as I threw my head back and let out a shivering moan. For a moment she was still and then she started thrusting her hips, slowly moving her hips while I was still working my hips up and down, trying to take it as deep as I could.

"Oh, fuck, that feels so good," I said as I licked my lips and looked up at her. She was sill wearing her underwear, but I pulled the straps of her one piece down and revealed her heavy, heaving breasts. They were so pert and perky an extra shiver of exhilaration surged through me as I looked at them. I reached up and cupped her breasts, pinching her nipples as I moved my hips up, meeting her thrust for thrust. She just kept moaning and gasping with each movement, her big cock drilling deeper and deeper inside me. I bucked my hips up and down, trying to take her whole massive cock. She leaned down and I took her nipples into my mouth and sucked it while she drilled me faster and harder.

"Oh, god, I think... I think something's happening," she moaned.

"Yeah, Ruthie, let go, fill me up with your cum," I moaned.

No sooner had the words left my lips than I felt her shaft throb and her tip swell, making her buck her hips wildly as her cock pumped my pussy full of her hot, thick cum. I felt her warm juices spurt and surge inside me and that sent me over the edge. I let out a long, sensuous moan and felt my pussy tighten around her cock as I came.

"That's it, fill my pussy with your cum," I gasped.

There was an explosion of pleasure inside me. A divine tingling sensation that seized my body from head to toe and me tense every muscle. I let out a long moan and pulled her deeper into me. We stayed like that for a long time, kissing and grinding until her cock gradually lost size and shrank down into nothing.

"Oh," she said with surprise as we laid side by side, our legs intertwined, "Is that all I have to do to make it go away?"

"Looks like we solved that mystery," I said, "Now I have a question for you. Do you want to go back to the convent? Or should we take my last $300, go to the next town over, rent a motel for the month and get waitressing jobs until we can figure out our next move?"

She looked at me, her lip quivering, "You'd be with me like that? You want to stay together?"

I nodded, "Of course, if you want to."

She nuzzled up next to me and kissed my clavicle, "I have a lot to learn. You know that right?"

I smiled and kissed her nose, "Yep, and I can't wait to teach you."
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Raini and Andrea, recent high school graduates, embark on an exciting road trip to celebrate their newfound freedom. Their destination: Cascade Beach, a hidden gem far off the beaten path. Along the way, their adventure takes an unexpected turn when they encounter Ruby, a captivating hitchhiker who offers to guide them to the beach and introduce them to her intriguing group of friends.

As Raini and Andrea arrive at the secluded campsite, they quickly realize that these women are anything but ordinary. Unveiling a secret, they are revealed to be futas! The allure of this newfound discovery beckons Raini and Andrea into a world of transformation and exploration.

While contemplating the proposition of embracing their own unique changes, Raini and Andrea find themselves faced with a series of choices that will shape their futures. Will they succumb to the temptation of this extraordinary metamorphosis, altering their bodies and embracing the surprises that lie between their legs? And once they have crossed that threshold, how will they navigate the uncharted territories of their desires?

In this tale of self-discovery, love, and sensual awakening, Raini and Andrea must confront their deepest desires and question societal norms to forge their own path. With the promise of passion and the allure of the unknown, they embark on a journey that will forever change their lives. Join them as they explore the boundaries of pleasure and connection.
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Angela is on the rebound. At only 23 years old she's recently gotten divorced from her high school sweetheart and is looking for a quick hook up. She books a room at the King Tut Hotel, a novelty hotel with plenty of drinking, dancing, and relaxation. While there she meets Evelyn, a beautiful woman who works at the hotel. Evelyn shows her a strange artifact with the power to turn women into futas! Will Angela let Evelyn show her this wonderful new world? And how will Angela react once there's a big, swinging, secret between her thighs?

Buy Here
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This massive bundle contains every single book in Alison's collection so far! Over 125,000 words of hot, steamy action spread across 20 stories. The value of this collection is over 50 dollars but you can buy it here for only 6.99! A discount of over 85%!

This book contains: The Futa Cafe, The Futa Billionaire, The Futa Enchantment, Futa BFF, Futa Oasis, Futa Island, The Futa Resort, Futa Cruise, Riding Lessons, Doing Time, The Office Futa, The Futa Hotel, Kidnapped By Futas, The Futa Witch, Futa Aliens, Futa College, Plowing The Futa Farm, My Futa Maid, My Futa Teacher, The Futa Next Door 

Buy It Here
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