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Futa Interrogation

A Futa on Female Story


Take a peek at what awaits you! 


Tanya reached down, grabbed onto the nylon material, and ripped it apart, freeing her cock from its captivity. It sprang forward angrily, bouncing up and down as it was liberated. She was standing so close to Nikki that the massive rod nearly slapped against her cheek.

Nikki curled her fingers around it, looking up. She licked her lips, opened her mouth, and pushed her head forward. She delicately placed it between her lips, letting the head of her cock settle into her mouth as her tongue slowly slipped in a tight little circle around the tip. What was it about this woman? This… woman… didn’t ask her to do this. It was entirely Nikki’s idea. She struggled with the idea that she might really want this. Her inner slut was crying out for attention, and this was her opportunity to get it. Nikki pushed her mouth forward some more, letting her cock press down on tongue. She continued until the head of her cock was pressing against the back of her mouth. Her body lurched and gagged as it threatened to break through into her throat.

She backed off, sliding her hand along the bottom of the shaft until she was cupping her balls. They were so heavy. Other than being on an otherwise incredibly sexy woman, there was nothing different about this cock from any other she’d seen in her life. Well, other than being a little larger, she thought. No, her fear came from the situation, and there was still that two-way mirror behind her… 


The sound of the glass shattering… when she thought back on it in the coming years, that was the moment Nikki remembered most clearly. One minute, she’s standing in line at the sandwich counter, the next a brick came flying through the open door, hitting the guy behind the counter squarely in the jaw and falling through the glass of the deli counter. Customers screamed, people ran scared… nobody really knew what the hell was going on. Nikki dropped to the floor and covered the back of her neck, crawling into a corner to try and shield herself from the violence around her.             

Just as quickly as it all started, though, it was over. The police arrived within moments, and people slowly came back up to their feet. What the hell had happened? That was the first time she noticed the guy that just moments ago, she was arguing with. It wasn’t a big fight, but she was sure that he overcharged her for the food. She was on an errand to pick up lunch for the office, and the bill came out way higher than it normally did. Naturally, she fought back a little. There was no way she was paying sixty fucking dollars for twenty bucks worth of crappy sandwiches!

Still, she didn’t want the guy laying on the floor, bleeding like this. As the officers came through the door, everyone still in a haze about what happened, Nikki quickly pointed out the bleeding man on the floor. “Thanks,” one of the officers said. He jumped behind the counter to tend to the guy’s wounds.

“Excuse me,” another officer said. It was a female cop, similar in height and appearance to Nikki, actually. Tall, svelte frame with long brown hair. Her hair, though, was pulled back into a tight bun, and the look on her face said that she wasn’t in the mood for a friendly chat. “Is it true you were arguing with the victim right before he was struck?”

“Yeah,” Nikki said. “We were, uh… yelling at each other right when the brick came flying past me and hit him.”

“Nobody else saw where the brick came from,” the cop explained. This had to be a joke, but that stone-cold serious look didn’t look like it was in the mood to laugh.

"I… I don't understand. No, I was standing here, yelling at him about him ripping me off, and the next moment he gets hit with a brick. Look, the brick is right there on top of those steaks!" she pointed quickly to the brick laying on a pile of broken glass and cut meat. Just beyond that, two officers were talking to the clerk, still bleeding from the jaw, when one of the cops motioned towards her.

“He says she threw the brick,” the cop said from behind the counter.

"Oh, that's ridiculous! We were arguing about money! I wouldn’t want to hurt the guy!"

 "Are you sure about that?" the female cop asked. Panic began to set in. There were a handful of other people in the deli with her – surely one of them had seen everything happen? Apparently not. As Nikki sat in a corner, under the watchful eye of the police officer, they went around the room. No one saw what happened. Everyone was too busy looking at their phone to notice the fight, and the flying brick, happen right before their eyes. No one could back her up… Nikki was fucked.

“Alright,” the police officer said. “Stand up for me.”

“But...”

“I said, stand up!” she yelled forcefully. Nikki’s face turned red as she was forcibly turned around, handcuffs slapped onto her wrists and tightened painfully. She winced as the officer grabbed and pulled her arms, dragging her out of the deli. Her only consolation was that no one standing outside recognized her as her head was lowered into the back of the police cruiser.

Nikki sat there, stunned at everything that just happened. It was funny, in a weird way, how life could change so quickly. She went from casually ordering lunch to getting dragged off to jail, all for a crime she didn’t commit. It was ridiculous – and if she’d watched it happen on a TV show she’d say it was crappy, unrealistic writing. Yet, here she was.

It was only a few moment’s drive to the police station, where she was again manhandled, pulled out of the cruiser violently. The police didn’t seem interested in giving her the benefit of the doubt. Nikki knew what to do, though. Say nothing. Don’t talk to anyone and don’t offer any information besides her identity and where she lived. Soon enough, she’d get an attorney and all of this would be cleared up. That fucker behind the counter was going to pay for lying about what happened – she would make sure of it.

Legally, of course.

Or not.

**********

Processing the jail was quick and efficient, and now she was stuck behind bars. It wasn't a very big city, so naturally it was a quiet jail. Just her, waiting for more information, waiting to be told what was going to happen. Every once in a while an officer would come ask an accusatory question, to which she only responded: "I want my lawyer." They would shrug and walk away, apparently content to let her sit there until she was more cooperative. Bullshit, she thought. Complete and utter bullshit.

Finally, another officer came in with a phone in his hand. “Here,” he said, shoving the phone through the bars.

“What’s this?” she asked.

“It’s a phone.”

“I got that, thanks,” she answered, rolling her eyes. The look on his face told her this wasn’t the time for sarcasm. “I mean, who’s on the line?”

“It’s your lawyer. We called the number you gave the desk and eventually got through. She wants to talk to you.” Nikki's lawyer, unknown to the cop, was actually her aunt. But she was, in fact, a lawyer! A… copyright lawyer. A minor oversight.

“Hello?” the voice on the other end asked.

“Hi, it’s Nikki,” she said. She glared at the officer who was obviously listening in on her conversation. He held his hands up innocently and walked away, at least far enough that she didn’t feel like he was spying on her.

“The police told me some of what happened,” her aunt explained. "You didn't actually... you know?"

“What the fuck!” she nearly yelled, drawing a glance from the officer across the room. “No, of course I didn’t.”

“Hey, I had to ask, okay? So the guy lied?”

“Yeah,” she answered. “I was arguing about money. I guess he wanted to get even or something.”

"Well it's a good thing you called me or it might have worked. Listen, sweetie, I'm gonna' refer you to someone I work with, okay? Just… cooperate. Go ahead and tell them exactly your side of the story, do EVERYTHING they tell you, and just sit tight until we get you out, okay?"

“O… okay,” she hesitated. The reality of her problem was beginning to settle in. She was in real trouble here, wasn’t she? Even though she’d done nothing wrong, that jackass behind the counter had a bone to pick with her and used some random act of violence to throw her right under the bus.

Nikki closed the phone and passed it through the bars of the jail cell to the waiting guard. Maybe the cop had listened to everything… it didn’t matter, really. She looked around the empty cell, nothing but a simple bench and a toilet that she wasn’t about to use in front of this guy. Never before in her life had she felt so trapped; she was completely and utterly without options.

She sat on the floor, pushing her body into a corner and putting as much space between her and at least two walls of the cell as she could. Nikki curled her knees up, wrapped her arms around them, and lowered her head down, closing herself off from the tortuous world around her. As the tears formed in her eyes, she thought she might finally understand just what hopelessness felt like.

**********

“Hey,” a voice sounded, rousing her. “Hey you.” She opened her eyes and looked up. Had she been asleep? Her mouth was dry and her eyes swollen. Everything was a hazy sort of blur. As she blinked the sleep from her eyes, the horror of her situation settled right back in. It wasn't a dream, she was really here. Still in the cell… still sitting in the corner, and still trapped. "They want to interview you."

“But, my lawyer,” she objected.

“We know, we know. Just get up.”

Nikki obeyed. Now wasn’t the time to make a bad situation worse by fighting back against the police. She dusted herself off, still in her work clothes. Her tight black pants gathered some of the dust from the floor, and her white blouse was coming untucked from the waistline. She looked like hell and she knew it. “Okay,” she conceded. The door opened up, and she stepped through, following the cop closely. He at least had the dignity to not grab hold of her and force her around the building – he knew she couldn’t get away even if she tried.

It was closest thing to freedom she’d felt all day. It was strange how just being outside her little cage made the world so much more tolerable, even if she was under armed escort to an interview room. He opened the door and motioned in.

The room looked like something out of a television crime drama. A single wooden table, with a chair on each side. On the other side of the table, though, was a woman. She smiled warmly at Nikki as she came through. “Hi,” she said, coming to her feet. “I’m Tanya.”

“I’m… Nikki...” she answered, unsure of herself. “What’s going on?”

“I’m just going to ask you a few questions.”

“I didn’t do anything, I’ve told you all that already!” The woman held her hand up.

“Look, a guy got hurt pretty badly, and he’s saying you did it.” She sat back down in the chair. The investigator obviously didn’t work with the rest of these guys. She wore a tight skirt that stopped just short of her knees. As she put her feet up on the table, leaning back in the chair, the skirt rode dangerously high on her thighs, showing off her tanned legs, and her red blouse was dangerously low cut. Nikki was never one of those people who wanted a lot of attention poured over her body – obviously Tanya felt differently. It seemed like she couldn’t wait to show off her best assets to the world.

She certainly had them, though, didn’t she? Her breasts looked like they threatened to tear her shirt apart; their sheer size and firmness strained the buttons of her blouse, giving everyone a peek at the color of her bra from between the buttons. It was black – which answered a question Nikki never asked. There was an almost magical quality to her attractiveness, though. It just wasn’t normal for people to look this good anywhere but on TV.

The guard let her into the room without handcuffs. Just like in those cheesy crime dramas, one of the walls was a mirror. She guessed it was two-way. Not that she was going to do anything stupid, but it made her uncomfortable to know that someone on the other end might be watching. Nikki pulled out the chair across from Tanya and sat down slowly, getting a glimpse up Tanya’s skirt before she put her legs back down. There had to be something she could do! Something she could say to make this all go away.

Tanya made eye-contact for just a little too long, blushing as she looked away. Oh… oh, that would work, wouldn't it? Well, it was humiliating… coming on to another woman like that. Nikki had never so much as flirted with another woman, never mind offered to sleep her way out of a problem. She tried to push the idea out of her head.

“So,” Tanya began. “You say the brick came from behind you?”

“That’s correct,” she answered. Nikki decided to test the waters…. She crossed her arms in front of her chest, squeezing her tits together and exaggerating her cleavage. She never was the most well-endowed woman, but she had a hell of a sporty body, and if there was ever a time for it to work for her it was right now. Tanya had to force herself to look down at the paperwork in front of her. “And,” she continued, clearly struggling to keep her concentration, “you were just arguing about a sandwich?”

Nikki crossed her legs in front of her, licking her lips a second. “Mmmhm,” she answered innocently. Holy shit, it was working. Tanya stood up, walked around the table, and sat right in front of her, clearly trying to get herself a better look.

Nikki got a better look, too. Standing right in front of her she could see every luscious curve of her body, frustratingly covered by a layer of work-appropriate clothing. Well, minus the shirt that was just a little too tight. She was amused that she was even thinking about another woman this way. She followed her eyes along the lines of her form, following her shape as she talked about the details of the deli, when her eyes came to something… unexpected. There was a bulge.

At first, she wasn’t even sure what the hell she was looking at, but her eyes didn’t deceive her. As Tanya continued to look at Nikki’s body, watching the way she sat and the way she played with her hair, obviously trying to seduce her, she was getting hard! This woman… was that right the word, now?… she had a penis. And, if the outline pressing against her skirt was to be believed, it was a pretty impressive one.

Her concentration and confusion were broken when she was caught staring. “You like what you see?” she asked, putting down the clipboard in her hands.

“I… I...” she stumbled over her words. “I think so?” Tanya looked at her, her eyes bouncing between the bewildered expression on her face and the large mirror on one wall. A little, wicked-looking grin grew over her features.

“Maybe you’d like a chance to get to know for sure?”

“Um...” Nikki still struggled to find something to say. Well, this was what she was shooting for, wasn’t it? Maybe a little playfulness with her interrogator was going to get her out of this. After all, it couldn’t hurt, right? Besides, she was a little curious about that bulge…

Tanya stood up and closed the gap between them, standing dangerously close to her. Nikki uncrossed her legs, looking at the intimidating and curvy form of her captor. She started with one nervous hand, slowly reached out until she was touching Tanya’s nylon-covered leg. Even the warmth of her body felt sexy right now… her other hand joined in and she scooted herself forward in the chair a little, sitting on the edge of it as she let her hands slowly wander up and down Tanya’s thighs. Tanya ran her fingers through Nikki’s hair, tangling her fingers in there.

Nikki blushed. As much as she loved it when someone played with her hair, right now she very much wanted to at least brush it first. She must have looked terrible after falling asleep in the corner of her cell. As her fingers wandered ever high, just inside the bottom of Tanya’s skirt, she stopped to think about whether this was a good idea. Could she get in more trouble for doing this? Or, in some weird legal twist, would this get Tanya in trouble?

Both women seemed to forget about the mirror behind them, though. There had to be someone in there, and she wondered if whatever was under that skirt would be as big a surprise to them as it was to her. She grabbed onto the bottom of the skirt and slowly pulled it up. It was tight – the plain, black skirt clung to her luscious thighs, and she had to reach around her body to tug the back of it over her shapely ass.

No panties. Now, why wasn’t she surprised? But clearly visible underneath her dark tan pantyhose was a bulging, raging cock. Nikki ran a shaking hand over the length of it, counting the inches as she moved along. Six… seven… eight… nine?! Jesus Christ, her dick would be the envy of every man she knew. She ran her fingertips along the outline of it, slowly descending to find a heavy, cum-laden ballsac just waiting for her attention, too. Her breath caught in her lungs as fear and anxiety began to take hold. It wasn’t that she had a dick… hell, at least she knew what to do with one of those. It was the whole situation. This whole situation was fucked up, and here she was finding the only way she could possibly make it stranger.

Tanya reached down, grabbed onto the nylon material, and ripped it apart, freeing her cock from its captivity. It sprang forward angrily, bouncing up and down as it was liberated. She was standing so close to Nikki that the massive rod nearly slapped against her cheek.

Nikki curled her fingers around it, looking up. She licked her lips, opened her mouth, and pushed her head forward. She delicately placed it between her lips, letting the head of her cock settle into her mouth as her tongue slowly slipped in a tight little circle around the tip. What was it about this woman? This… woman… didn’t ask her to do this. It was entirely Nikki’s idea. She struggled with the idea that she might really want this. Her inner slut was crying out for attention, and this was her opportunity to get it. Nikki pushed her mouth forward some more, letting her cock press down on tongue. She continued until the head of her cock was pressing against the back of her mouth. Her body lurched and gagged as it threatened to break through into her throat.

She backed off, sliding her hand along the bottom of the shaft until she was cupping her balls. They were so heavy. Other than being on an otherwise incredibly sexy woman, there was nothing different about this cock from any other she’d seen in her life. Well, other than being a little larger, she thought. No, her fear came from the situation, and there was still that two-way mirror behind her…

Tanya began to unbutton her top. Nikki looked up from her dick, watching as her shirt seemed to breathe a sigh of relief as the tension was released, her breasts slowly coming into view. Covered by a sexy, lacy black bra, they were the most fantastic rack she'd ever seen in person. From tits to cock, Tanya had an unnatural beauty. Feeling a little inspired by the sight, Nikki moaned a little as her mouth continued its diligent work. She coated every last inch of the tremendous shaft in her saliva until her spit was running along its length and falling off in long, stringy drips. It was a wet, sticky blowjob, and her fingers slipped easily over the shaft as she finished it over. Her cock glistened in the fluorescent, cold light of the concrete room, coated in her spit.

Tanya let her shirt fall back from her shoulders as Nikki slowly came to her feet, letting her hands run up her captor’s back. She found the snap of her bra, and with a practiced flick of her fingers that only a woman could do, unsnapped the bra. It lurched forward, propelled by the force of holding back her tremendous breasts. Nikki grabbed onto it and ripped it from her body, not even bothering to lower the straps from her shoulders. Jesus… fucking… Christ… Nikki thought. The sight of her body was enough to drive her crazy. Her breasts were beautiful, perfect in every way. Her nervous end reached out to touch down, just to see if they were even real.

Oh, they were. Just by the look of them, Nikki thought her tits might be too good to be true, But God, the feel of them in her hands told her they were real – oh so very real. She squeezed them, relishing in the fingers of her soft, bouncy flesh underneath her fingertips. Nikki just couldn't resist, her mouth descended onto Tanya's body. It was like she had to have her. Her lips encircled one of those perfectly, slightly dark nipples and sucked, pulling it deeper into her mouth. She sucked hard, driving the fleshy mass further and further back, as she wetly rolled her tongue over the bumpy texture of her nipple’s skin.

Tanya groaned softly, arching her back as she pressed her massive tits against Nikki’s face, burying her mouth in her body. She wrapped an arm around her head and pulled in, driving her lips against her nipple. Nikki could hardly breathe for all of the flesh surrounding her nose and mouth. She finally pulled away and swept the few bits on the desk to the floor. They crashed down – she was sure that someone outside heard. Hell, there was still whoever the fuck was behind that mirror, but no one had come in to stop them, yet. It seemed like whoever was watching was happy to let Tanya have her way with a prisoner. Well… it wasn’t like this particular prisoner didn’t want it, was it?

Nikki bent over the table, laying her face against the cold, hard surface. Her ass swayed left and right behind her, teasing her captor. Come and get it, she thought. She licked her lips and smiled when she felt Tanya’s hands fumbling with the button to her pants. She could feel her cock pressing against her ass, its stiff form easy to feel through the tightened clothing stretched over her butt. When her pants finally loosened, the other woman ripped them downward in one quick, desperate motion.

She wondered what she was waiting for. Take me already, she screamed in her head. Her answer came in the form of a feeling, followed by a sound.

CRACK!

The palm of Tanya’s hand impacted squarely on her ass, sending shivers and pain racing through every nerve of her body. She gasped in surprise, only to have another hit follow close behind.

CRACK!

The sound echoed through the concrete walls of the interrogation room. It hurt… God, it hurt so badly, but she wanted it. "Maybe if I do it harder, you'll remember to behave next time," Tanya taunted her. She was innocent, she didn't throw the brick, but right now she'd plead guilty just to feel that hard shaft slide into her body.

CRACK!

“Fuck!” Nikki cried out. A tear formed in the corner of her eye, slowly running down to the tip of her nose. God dammit, that one hurt. She glanced over her shoulder; her ass practically glowed with a red-hot heat from the impact of her hand. “Fuck me,” she said breathlessly.

“Louder,” her would-be mistress demanded.

“Fuck me!” she called out. “Please, fuck me!” she begged. Tanya grinned, self-satisfied with her handiwork, and tugged downward on her panties. They stuck to her damp pussy as she slid it over her round ass. A little dark spot right in the center of them, betraying her body’s desire. Her pants and her panties were still around her ankles she finally felt that tremendous shaft pressing against her. Nikki closed her eyes tightly, bracing herself for how large it was. Her pussy stretched around it; it was a tight fit, and even though she was thoroughly soaked she thought for a moment she might not be able to hold the whole thing.

Her knuckles were white as she held onto the edge of the desk. Tanya started slowly; her cock slid into her body a centimeter at a time, and she seemed to take a great deal of joy in dragging the whole experience out. Nikki’s breathing was heavy and labored; she thought she might scream in frustration. She wanted it harder; she wanted it faster; she wanted to cum, God dammit!

Tanya didn’t take long at all to oblige her. As if she could read her mind, Tanay’s tempo began to increase, slowly speeding up like a train getting underway. The thrusts of her rock-hard cock were firm and powerful. Every drive forward pushed Nikki’s soft hips into the edge of the table. Her arms slowly worked their way around Nikki’s body, fumbling with the buttons of her shirt as she continued to fuck her forcefully. Her captor tore at her shirt, ripping off several buttons as she removed her top, pulling it back over her shoulders.

But she didn't pull it off. Tanya wrapped the shirt around her wrists before it could slip off her arms, trapping her hands together behind her back. She grabbed onto the shirt-turned-handcuffs and yanked back, pulling her torso up and over the table. "Yes!" she cried out deliciously. The feeling of her utter domination was almost too much to bear. The head of her interrogator's cock just felt so good, wetly sliding in and out of her body. Even the feeling of her hips slapping against her ass could send her head spinning. Throbbing, pulsing, ramming into her body at top speed… her hair swayed back and forth, a loose curtain that flowed along her. She looked over her shoulder, back at the woman that was fucking her.

She still couldn’t believe that someone so beautiful to have… well… a dick. But damn it felt good. She squeezed her thighs together, trapping it deep inside her, only to have Tanya pull out and push back in, driving her closer and closer to the edge.

Nikki wondered whether she would be able to keep the noise down. She was certain that there must be a crowd of people on the other side of that mirror, now. Surely someone was watching, and surely that person went to get someone else to watch the spectacle. But as the pressure built deep inside, she wondered if she could keep herself from screaming at the top of her lungs when she finally broke free.

She couldn’t. Her voice rose up slowly as the orgasm began to swell through her. Her skin felt clammy and warm as her voice burst from her mouth, filling the room with a piercing, shrill cry of pure ecstasy. Nikki’s dripping pussy clamped down on the cock inside her, pulling it deeper into her body with every thrust. She nearly pounded the table with her fist as the struggled to control the spasms of her muscles. Her knees went weak, and the table had to hold up her body as Tanya relentlessly continued to drill into her.

There was no rest. The moment she was done cumming, Nikki let herself slide to the floor onto her knees. The dirty concrete floor dug into her skin, but it didn’t matter. Only that perfect, huge cock dangling in front of her was important. She thrust it quickly into her mouth and pressed forward. Soaked in her pussy, it slid easily over her tongue and right past the barrier at the back of her mouth, forcing its way into her throat. The muscles in her neck tightened around it, filling her mouth with drool and spit that dripped from the corners of her mouth, slowly oozing their way down to the concrete floor.

She withdrew the cock from her mouth. The taste of her own body filled her mouth; Tanya’s cock was slathered with her pussy. Nikki reached behind her back and unsnapped her bra, letting her own tits fall forward. They were nothing like her interrogator’s. A solid B-cup, smaller with tight little nipples that stood sharply in the cool air of the chamber. She cupped her breasts shyly, only to have her arms quickly pulled away by Tanya. Her mouth dove down.

The feeling of warmth flowed from her breasts. A wet, hot tongue slickly ran up and down over her nipples. Even though her lips and mouth were so warm, the skin on her body tightened into goosebumps, every nerve ending waking up. She stepped out of her pants at long last, taking a step forward and daring to push Tanya back towards the chair.

She sat down, pulling Nikki along with her. Nikki lined up her pussy over that throbbing cock, biting her lip as she lowered her body and again felt it stretching her out. She might never get used to the sensation… the mix of pain and pleasure from a dick that was just a little too large and a little too long for her. Her hips swayed back and forth, grinding her body against Tanya’s as she straddled her in the chair.

Tanya pulled her forward, plunging her breasts back into her mouth in one quick motion. It was exciting. Nikki wrapped her arms around her head, holding her torso against her mouth. Tanya’s tongue slithered over her breasts seductively. She switched back and forth between her tiny, perfectly pink nipples, practically sucking her entire breast into her mouth in one pull. Nikki gasped as she felt her teeth dig into her flesh. As she pulled her mouth away she could see their indent in her skin, reddish and swollen.

It only egged her on further. The grinder of her hips turned into full-on fucking, bouncing her entire body up and down on her cock. Nikki leaned back, the sheer workout of it all making a little bead of sweat roll down her face. She tossed her hair loosely, cooling her skin as she breathed heavily, keeping up the tempo.

She could feel it… the sensation of her throbbing cock. Somewhere deep inside her dripping wet, sore pussy, the head of Tanya’s cock was throbbing, aching for a release that was only moments away. It was in her face, too. Tanya’s eyes closed in a look of concentration, her hands held still on her body and she did everything she could to hold herself back.

That was enough. Nikki hopped down from her cock and slipped right back to the floor, kneeling between her knees. She wrapped her fingers around her cock, slick and sticky from her body, and began to pump it furiously. Every single stroke of her hand sent a little wave through Tanya, like a little jolt of electricity that never let up. Her mouth was open when the first burst came forth.

Hot, sticky, sweet and salty. Her cum flew from her cock, landing first in her mouth. Nikki spit the first load out, feeling it drip down her chin and onto her perky breasts. Another gush, painting her face and eyelids in a white-hot mess. For a moment, she thought her dick might never stop. It seemed like she’d turned on a fire hose, painting her face, hair, neck, and body in thick wads of semen. But at last, with a heavy gasp and shake of her body, Tanya’s cock was done.

Nikki’s hand slowed as she looked down at her body to survey the damage. She was a mess. It was easily one of the largest loads she’d seen in her life, and she thought she might never get all of it off of her. She licked her lips, wet with cum, and swallowed it away as she looked up at.

Tanya was quick to stand up, lowering her skirt back over her cock. The bulge pressed against the cloth, leaving a damp spot in its wake. There was a knock on the door, and Tanya smirked knowingly. “I think,” she said, grabbing her shirt from the floor, “you’re free to go.”

Nikki stood up, knees weak and shaking. God, her body hurt. “Um.. a… towel, or something?” Tanya smirked.

“It wasn’t my idea. Figure it out.”

She looked back at the door as she grabbed her shirt and wiped her face off with it. She was free to go, sure… but maybe the cost was a bit high.


Still can’t get enough? Just check out this hot preview from Futa Academy. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Like, transgender people?” Tanya asked.

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

“Wait… that was the government.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Seriously? Homophobia in a secretive third sex?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You mean attractive?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Hands behind your back.”

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

Futa on the Dance Floor

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B075D8L47B

Karen's had a run of bad luck with men, so she decides to indulge her bi-curious fantasies. Enter Stacey: a busty, sexy, outgoing redhead that takes her on the craziest first date of her life to an eccentric dance club. Things are going well when Karen learns about her big, rock-hard secret and has to make a choice. Read every sexy detail as let loose on the dance floor - right in front of everyone in the club!

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. 
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