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“Hannah, I’m going out. I’ll probably be back late so if you could feed Pete that would be great,” Pete was Clarissa’s black and white tuxedo cat, but Clarissa was always out so he was more like my black and white tuxedo cat.

“Okay,” I replied turning to look at her from the living room couch as Pete dozed on my lap, “Are you going out in that?” I asked before I could stop myself. Clarissa was wearing a white shirt with no bra underneath and I could clearly see her nipples. The top was short as well and the bottoms of her breasts peeked out whenever she lifted her arms.

She scoffed like the bratty teenager she was, “Uh, yeah, why?”

“No reason.” I turned my attention back to my book, forcing my eyes away from her indecent outfit.

“Alright, well, later,” she said in a snotty voice and then I heard the front door open and slam shut.

I hadn’t meant to upset her or ‘slut shame’ her(that was a phrase I’d learned from Clarissa recently) I just wasn’t used to people parading their bodies around in that way. I was from a small town in Utah where everyone went to the same church. Most of the families I knew growing up didn’t even watch R-rated movies. I’d never seen any breasts except my own until my 2nd day living with Clarissa when she came strolling out of the shower half naked, breasts bouncing, because she forgot her towel.

I’d been so excited to go to college. To finally get out of my little town and experience freedom, being on my own, the big city, but after only a few months of living with Clarissa, who liked to smoke marijuana on the couch and drink beer and bring boys to her room, I was thinking of running home. Clarissa liked to tease me about how sheltered my upbringing was, and maybe she was right. No one else on campus seemed bothered by any of the things she did, they most likely did them too. I was the only one who had a problem.

At first it irked me when Clarissa had called me sheltered. I don’t think she was trying to be mean but I just never thought of myself that way, but after spending a short amount of time at college I knew it was true. I had to make a choice. Either I could embrace new experiences in my new environment or I could run home with my tail tucked between my legs.

I wasn’t embracing it at all though. I hadn’t really done anything other than wake up early and go to the gym, go to class, come home and do homework, read for a bit, then go to bed. When I was living at home I’d been so anxious to attain my freedom, but once I actually got it I had no idea what to do with it. For whatever reason seeing Clarissa confidently striding out of the apartment baring her breasts to the world was what finally made me break free from my monotonous routine. If she could do that surely I could at least venture off campus by myself and finally do a little exploring. "I’ll be home a little later," I declared to Pete, who merely blinked back at me with his golden eyes. I left him with a full food bowl and stepped outside, ready to conquer the unknown.

As I strolled through the college campus, I felt like I was seeing it for the first time. Usually I was just hurrying to and from class without taking much notice of what was going on around me, but as I actually took the time to appreciate it I realized how beautiful it was. The old brick buildings that had stood here for hundreds of years, the ivy crawling up the edifice, the statues and modern sculptures. There were people of all shapes, sizes, and backgrounds bustling around, each engrossed in their own activities. Some students were sitting under the shade of trees, reading their textbooks or chatting away with friends. Others were playing frisbee on the well-manicured lawn, and a group of musicians sat on the steps, jamming with their guitars and drums. There was a table set up near the student union where some kids were handing out free condoms and extolling the virtue of getting STD tested often. In my town the pharmacy didn’t even sell condoms which I never thought was strange until I came here and they were everywhere.

Impulsively I grabbed one and shoved it into my purse. Then I ducked into the bathroom in the student hall and went into one of the stalls. I opened the pack and looked at the strange circular rubber thing, it was kind of wet or greasy or something and it smelled strange I poked my finger into the tip and let it unroll around it. I tried to imagine a penis going into one of these, but I couldn’t. I could barely imagine a penis. The only time I’d seen one was in our state mandated health class, but most of my classmates, including myself, covered our eyes and only peeked out between our fingers, which was okay with our teachers who were mortified beyond belief to even have to be showing us that stuff.

The condom kept unrolling and unrolling and when it was all the way unrolled I stared at it. Were penises really that big? For a brief moment I tried to imagine something that size going inside of me but I felt shame even thinking something like that. So much so that I tossed the condom onto the floor just as I heard the door open and two other women walk in.

I washed the grease off my hands as one of the girls entered the stall.

“Oh my god! Courtney! Guess what I found in here?” one said to the other.

“What?” Courtney replied.

“A used condom!” she said laughing.

“No way! Gross!” Courtney said.

My cheeks burned with embarrassment. They had no way of knowing that I had put it there but it felt like they knew. Like they knew and they were judging me.

“I think it’s kind of hot,” the other girl said, “Haven’t you ever been so horny that you just had to do it right at that moment?”

“I guess,” Courtney said, “But I’ve never done it in a public bathroom, have you?”

“Um, no comment.”

They both started laughing and I hurried out of the bathroom without even drying my hands. It seemed like everybody was obsessed with sex and knew way more about it than me. I was beginning to feel more and more like a freak the longer I spent on campus. It seemed like Clarissa really was the normal one. Joining a convent might be the only path left for a sexless loser like me.

I decided in that moment that I was going to do something that took me out of my comfort zone. Not sleep with the first person I saw or anything, but maybe try to go on a date, or kiss a guy. Some kind of baby step away from the sheltered lifestyle. As soon as I resolved to do something although I didn’t know what, I suddenly felt a twinge of freedom. For the first time I had the realization that I could actually do anything.

I wanted see where this new adventurous spirit would take me so I decided to do something I hadn’t done before: explore the city. I’d gone into the city to go grocery shopping or run errands, but I’d never wandered in without a purpose in mind. In fact, my family and friends back home had explicitly warned me not to. They kept telling me how dangerous everything was and said that I’d better steer clear. As I entered the bustling urban landscape, I felt dizzy. The sounds, the sights, the crowds all hustling around me. Skyscrapers towered above, adorned with flashing neon signs advertising shops, theaters, and restaurants. People were everywhere, hurrying to their destinations. The city’s rhythm was so fast-paced and I could barely keep up. Feeling like I was in the way I ducked down a side street that seemed a bit calmer.

The street was filled with cafes and little shops. People sat on verandas sipping wine and eating small plates while conversing with their friends. I was envious of them. I wished I had friends to do things like that with. The closest person to me was Clarissa, and we barely had anything in common. After that it was probably my chemistry lab partner.

I watched a woman come out from a bookshop with an armful of books and on the other side of the street a dog walker struggling with 3 Great Danes. One of the Great Danes jumped up at a passing woman causing her to spill her grocery bags all over the sidewalk. I hurried across the street and helped the woman as she gathered her things. Her groceries were everywhere and I went chasing after apples and oranges under mailboxes and parked cars. The woman walking the dog didn’t stop or even acknowledge what had happened.

“Hey thanks!” the woman said, she was probably a few years older than me and very pretty. She had fiery red hair cut stylishly short and big green eyes. Freckles dotted her cheeks and her clothes were revealing, but cute. As we gathered her things our hands brushed and flutter of excitement went through me. Nothing like that had ever happened to me and I tried to bury it deep down.

“No problem.” I said shyly, placing the last of her things in her bag.

“You don’t seem like you’re from around here. Most people in this city would have just kept walking.”

“I’m from Utah, a small town you probably wouldn’t have heard of it,” I said.

“Yeah, except that’s where I’m from too! What town?” she asked, her eyes lighting up.

“Middlecreek,” I said.

“Oh, my god! I’m from Williams! We used to play your high school in soccer! Did you play?” she asked.

I shook my head, “No, I didn’t really do any activities in high school. Just church group stuff.” I said and I immediately regretted it because it sounded so lame.

“Ah, I did a lot of that too,” she said.

“Hey, I hate to ask but would you mind helping me carry this stuff to my apartment? This bag ripped and I don’t think I can manage.” She gave me an apologetic look.

“Sure,” I said taking a handful of apples and oranges and a bag of potato chips.

“I just live right around the corner.

"Oh, perfect! Lead the way," I replied, feeling surprisingly thrilled by the unexpected connection with this woman who had undoubtedly gone through some of the same struggles as me. As we walked together, she introduced herself as Clara, and we found ourselves chatting like old friends about everything from our hometown memories to our struggles in adapting to the city life.

Clara's apartment was in a cozy building with a vintage charm. We climbed a narrow staircase, and she opened the door to a quirky and artsy space filled with paintings, plants, and a laid-back vibe that immediately put me at ease. Her living room was adorned with original art and records and a random assortment of nick-knacks giving the place an antique store feel. She put on a dreamy rock record and sat down on an old pink couch.

"Make yourself at home," Clara said, patting the seat next to her.

We sat down, and Clara began telling me about her own experiences with adjusting to city life. She shared her initial struggles, feeling overwhelmed and out of place, just like me. We laughed as she described the first time she attempted to use public transportation, and it ended up taking her on a completely different route than she intended.

"City living is totally different from how we grew up, for better or worse. Sometimes I miss the community aspects of it. Like today when you helped me with my groceries. Everyone else just kept on walking. But on the other hand, you can do whatever you want here and no one cares. Total freedom. You don't have to worry about what your neighbors or the people at church will say. It's hard to break out of that mentality though."

I found myself nodding in agreement. It felt good to know that someone had been through the same things as me and was willing to help me adjust. As the conversation flowed, I shared my own experiences, from living with Clarissa to trying to find my place on campus. Clara listened with genuine interest, offering understanding and empathy that I had been craving since I left my small town.

“What do you do for work?” I asked.

A wry smile played across her lips, “I… work from home.”

“Oh really? What do you do?” I asked innocently.

“Are you sure you want to know?”

I looked at her curiously. What was she hiding? Why wouldn’t she tell me what she does? I thought it was an innocuous enough question but her response left me feeling slightly uneasy, “You’re not a drug dealer or something are you?” I asked feeling suddenly afraid.

Clara laughed, “No, nothing like that. I deal in… another taboo trade. We come from the same place so I kind of want to tell you, but another part of me thinks you might react negatively. If I tell you, will you at least keep an open mind?”

My heart was racing. I had no idea why she was being cagey? Was she some kind of weirdo?

I swallowed hard and looked her in the eyes, "What is it?" I didn't really want to know but Clara was the only person in the whole city I'd met that I could relate to at all so I pushed forward.

"Maybe it would be easier if I just show you. Normally I charge a lot for a private show so you're getting a real treat here," she said jokingly but I could tell she was a little nervous as well. "Don't freak out, even if you feel a little uncomfortable."

My eyes went wide and my heart raced as Clara stood in front of me and dropped her skirt down to the floor. She was wearing lacy pink panties that look expensive and made me self-conscious about my own plain cotton white ones. Seeing her body was wonderfully exciting. I'd never thought much about what I desired sexually. I was so repressed that I didn't think much about my desires at all. Seeing Clarissa exiting the bathroom with her breasts bouncing hadn't awakened anything inside me, it had only made me queasy and scared, but for some reason, seeing Clara like this was doing something to me. Making me tingle between my thighs. She wiggled out of her panties and showed me her perfect pink pussy, shaved and glistening with dew. I didn't know what to do or how to react. How exactly was this supposed to shed light on Clara's profession. Was this her job? Suddenly she began moaning and rubbing her nipples under her shirt as she squeezed her thighs together and rubbed her index finger through her lips. They got wetter and wetter and then, I could barely believe my eyes, something started to grow down there. A long, thick, fleshy, appendage thicker than a garden hose began taking shape between her legs. I watched as it grew longer and longer and took shape into a big, fat, penis! It was so big I could hardly believe it. I didn't know whether to run screaming out of the room or drop to my knees in prayer. I had no idea such a thing was even possible.

"B-But how?" I sputtered absolutely amazed and terrified.

"That's a long story," Clara said in a husky rumble, "But men and women pay good money to sleep with a girl like me, or watch me play with myself."

"They do?" I repeated in a hushed whisper.

Clara nodded her head, "Yep, I know this might be a lot for you, but you're welcome to give it a try."

I didn't know what to say. Was she serious? She wanted me to touch her... thing? I couldn't do something like that, could I? I looked at it again, long and thick and throbbing. And I looked up at Clara one more time, noticing the supple curve of her breasts and her radiant smile and gorgeous green eyes. A flutter rose up in my chest. Was I actually attracted to her? Attracted to a woman?

"I don't want you to feel obligated or anything," Clara said stepping back into her panties but I reached out to stop her.

"Wait. I'm just a little overwhelmed. I've never even kissed anyone."

"Well, do you want to?"

Clara bent down and turned her head to the side. My pulse quickened as she pressed her lips against mine and then slid her tongue into my mouth. The feeling of her wet tongue sliding against my own was unlike anything I'd every experienced. It was like magic. A surge of exhilaration rushed through my like lightning and I could feel my own panties start to get damp.

She pulled away coyly but I wasn't finished yet. I kissed her back, matching her eagerness and boldness. I ran my hands through her wavy red hair and down her neck, relishing in her soft, supple skin. I felt a bit foolish fumbling to touch her wherever I could. I didn't know what I was doing I only knew that I wanted her, badly. She let out a surprised gasp when I cupped her breasts over her shirt and gave them a clumsy squeeze. She was even more beautiful up close. The smell of her skin was subtle and intoxicating, a fruity sweetness that filled my nostrils and made me dizzy.

I kissed her mouth gently and let my tongue dance over her lips. She moaned again, and I put my hand up her shirt and under her bra feeling her nipples harden against my palms. She grabbed my hand and led me to her bedroom, and then leaned over to kiss me one more time. My whole body was tingling. I was excited and scared, but I couldn't wait to see what would happen next. She sat me down on the bed and began to unbuttoned my shirt, her eyes locked on mine. I didn't resist as she pulled my shirt off and began to unbutton my jeans. I was shaking with anticipation. I couldn't believe this was actually happening. She slid my panties down and I couldn't help but feel like this was all wrong, but I wanted her so badly. The lust in her eyes filled me with a sense of pride. No one had ever looked at me like that before. She was so wild and free and uninhibited. I decided that just for that night, I would be too.

She took off her shirt and bra then climbed onto the bed, pushed me onto my back and straddled me, looking down with hunger in her eyes. She leaned down and I could feel her breath on my neck, her breasts pressing against my own. She slid her hand down my stomach and let it rest on top of my pussy. I held my breath as she slid a finger inside me. She kissed my neck lightly and then moved down to my breasts where she took one of my nipples into her mouth, hungrily sucking on it. Her mouth felt amazing, and her tongue sent chills through my body. She kissed down my stomach and ran her tongue over my thighs and between my legs. I could feel her big thing resting against my thigh as she sucked and kissed me.

I was wetter than I'd ever been and there was a deep ache between my thighs as she got closer to my pussy. She kissed around the edges for a while and then rubbed her fingers through my lips. A frisson of orgasmic pleasure shot through my body. I'd never felt anything like it. It was so wonderful that I wanted to cry. She slid her tongue into me, touching me where I'd never been touched before, teasing me, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I had to stifle a moan as she sucked on my clit. Waves of pleasure swept through me and I whimpered, I couldn't help it. I was so worked up that it only took her licking me a short while to drive me wild with desire. I tangled my hands in her hair and bucked and moaned.

Then she looked up at me, looked into my eyes, and asked "Do you want me to put it inside you?"

She got up on her knees proudly displaying her rock hard erection. I had no frame of reference but it seemed like a really big one. I didn't know how it was going to fit but still, I nodded my head.

Clara smiled and began stroking it, "Can I put it in your mouth?" she asked.

I nodded my head again, curious and wanting to learn everything I possibly could from her.

She knelt next to my head and I turned to the side, parting my lips slightly as her big tip began to slowly come toward me.

"Are you ready?" She asked looking down at me with kind eyes.

I nodded my head and then felt it slide between my lips. It was hot and had a nice texture and as it slipped inside the musky smell filled my nostrils. I opened my mouth wider and felt her push forward, laying her penis against my tongue. I wiggled my tongue back and forth and then wrapped my lips around it and closed my mouth just a little.

I began to suck, and I heard Clara breath in sharply then moan. Her big dick filled my mouth, and it was hard to take it all. But I was determined to do a good job, I wanted to make her feel as good as she made me feel. She tasted good, and it felt nice to have her penis in my mouth. I sucked on it eagerly, running my tongue over the tip. I heard her moan and began pumping her hips, lightly thrusting her dick in and out my mouth. I bobbed my head back and forth, taking more and more of her into my mouth. Clara was gentle and never tried to push it in too far. I could feel it getting harder and pulsing against my tongue. Clara pumped her hips slowly and softly and I closed my eyes and moaned as my hands drifted between my own legs. I slid my fingers in and out of myself as Clara had sex with my mouth, using the same rhythm. When Clara was as hard as an iron bar she pulled it out of me and spread my legs, then looked down at my wetness and smiled. She placed her tip at my entrance and I gasped as she started to work her way inside.

The shock of her penetrating me made me cry out, but after a few seconds the pain faded and I realized that it felt good. She pushed it deeper into me then withdrew slowly. I watched her thing as it came out of me, glistening wet with my juices. Then she pushed it back inside me, a little faster this time, and I grunted again.

She began to thrust faster and faster and I could hear the wet, sound of her penis moving in and out of me. I could feel it throbbing as her hips tapped the backs of my thighs. It was so arousing I could hardly stand it. Clara's breathing was heavy and ragged, and she put her hand on my thigh and began to squeeze. She put the tip of her dick at my entrance again and I moaned as she shoved it all the way inside of me, filling me completely. I felt like my whole body was on fire, and Clara began to pump faster and faster as her orgasm approached.  

"I'm going to cum in you," She said to me, and I felt another rush of orgasmic pleasure course through my body. I let my inhibitions go, moaning louder and louder, not caring who might hear or how I might sound. I didn't know what the heck I was doing but I just wanted to let myself go and do what felt naturally. To experience this to the fullest. "Yes! Yes! Please don't stop!" I moaned.

Clara sped up her thrusts and then threw her head back and began to breathe heavily. I felt her thing spasm and swell inside of me. A hot rush of liquid gushed inside of me. I was cumming too, and my body was shaking as though I was having a seizure. My orgasm went on and on as Clara moaned and kept pumping her thing into me, filling me with her warm juices. The feeling of her penis pulsing against my wall and pouring into me was indescribable. I was cumming so hard that I bit her shoulder to keep myself from screaming.

After a few seconds I heard her breathing slow and felt her penis begin to go soft. She pulled it out of me, and a rush of her juices gushed out of me and down my thighs. She rolled over and lay down next to me, then kissed my neck and ran her fingers through my hair.

I couldn't move. I was spent. I'd had the first orgasm of my life and was still riding a wave of pleasure. I couldn't believe what I'd just done, and with a woman too! Growing up I'd always thought my first time would be with my husband on my wedding night, but this new side of me that was emerging felt so right.

I laid there cuddled up to Clara, breathing in her sweet scent, enjoying the feel of her skin against mine. I couldn't believe that I'd actually done it.

"How was that? How was your first little taste of freedom?" she asked.

I giggled, "It tasted good."

She kissed me on the lips, "Good. I'm glad. I still have a lot to show you."

I wrapped my arms around her and placed my head on her breast, listening to her heartbeat. Things were never going to be the same after this and I was so happy.

"I want to go dancing," I said.

She smiled and hugged me tight, "So do I."
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Samantha, a gorgeous surfer girl, failed her Senior year of high school and now she's going to have to take it again. Fearing that there are too many distractions in California her parents send her off to a strict boarding school in the Montana Mountains. It's a total nightmare. The only activities she's allowed to do are study, pray, clean, and sleep. After months of this monotony she manages to sneak out. During her excursion she encounters Ruthie, a young nun in training with a big secret shame tucked between her thighs. Samantha decides to teach Ruthie how to use her big, throbbing secret and gives her a night she'll never forget!
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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?
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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 
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