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Futa on the Dance Floor

A Shemale on Female Exhibition Fantasy


Take a peek at what awaits you! 

Karen gasped for air when Stacey finally let her large cock slide from her mouth. It glistened with the wetness of her saliva, and Karen continued to work it with her hand while she came up to her feet. On the way up, she ran her tongue along the length of her body, taking time once against to get to know her nipples before coming up to her lips. Stacey grabbed her shoulders, turned her around, and pressed her body against the wall the cage. Her tits stuck through each side of the bars as she felt the bottom of her dress get lifted over her shapely ass.

 She could only watch the faces of the crowd, transfixed on the action, when she felt the other woman's fingertips pull on the edge of her panties and slowly guide them down to the floor. She stepped out of them and then watched as they flew through the air of the club. Stacey had thrown them to the audience – her own little sign of appreciation for their adoration. Faced with watching just those people who were already watching her, Karen was suddenly very aware of how exposed and vulnerable she was. Stacey's hands spread her ass cheeks apart as she felt the very tip of her cock press against her body. Up and down it moved, slowly exploring her to find the entrance. Her eyes went wide and she cried out in ecstasy, quickly drowned out by the cheers of the crowd, as Stacey's cock pushed deep into her. 


BI-CURIOUS SINGLE WHITE FEMALE SEEKS SHORT TERM RELATIONSHIP

Was that the best she could post? Well, how else was Karen going to say she was just looking for a hookup? She pushed her chair away from her desk and looked around the office. God, she hoped the IT department wasn’t spying on what she was up to. Posting ads on a classifieds website, and outing her sexuality, wasn’t something she felt like explaining to her boss. Now was the only chance she had before the weekend came around, though, and damned if she was going to spend another Friday night eating a pint of ice cream and watching reruns.

Her luck with men had finally run out, it seemed. It turned out that her boyfriend just wasn’t that into her after all… but he sure was interested in her coworker. Karen shot her former friend’s desk a glare – she wasn’t at work today. In fact, since she hooked up with her boyfriend that little slut hadn’t been showing her face around work a whole lot. Sooner or later she’d quit her job, and then he’d cheat on her, too, and karma would finally be fulfilled. So, with men out of the question, why not give women a shot?

At least Karen hoped so. She crossed her legs as she stared at the computer. It was days like this that she was keenly aware of how the clock seemed to drain her soul. It was the same story as just about every other office worker. The clock ticked away the moments until she could go home and start living her real life. Unfortunately, with her boyfriend running out on her, that real life ground to a halt. Now it was just her, her cat, ice cream, and a television. Karen stole a quick glance around the office, making sure that no one could see her, grabbed her purse, and decided to say “fuck it” to the last thirty minutes of her shift.

**********

She pushed open the door to her apartment with her waist, hands full of grocery bags. Well, if she was stuck at home on a Friday night the least she could do was treat herself. Steaks, potatoes… and of course a refill on the ice cream. She started to unload the bags into the refrigerator when her phone chimed a little notification. She brought the screen to life and grinned as she read the message. One response to her personal ad.

Karen was in a hurry to open it up, eager to do something tonight that didn’t involve her pajamas.

HEY, SAW YOUR AD. MEETUP TONIGHT FOR COFFEE AND SEE FROM THERE? PICTURE ATTACHED.

She quickly flipped to the picture and felt the butterflies in her stomach take off. Karen was an attractive woman by any measure. Blond, curvy, and legs she took the chance to show off any time she could. But this woman! The woman in the picture was a fiery redhead, wearing a red dress in a picture that could barely contain her tits. Subconsciously, she licked her lips as she checked out the woman’s body. Maybe there was more to her curiosity about women than she realized. Her eyes lingered on the picture of the gorgeous woman on her phone screen far too long before she remembered to actually respond. Yes, of course! She’d love to get out! Her fingers danced across the brightly lit screen as her cat curled around her leg, reminding her about his dinner time before she managed to escape the house. Now… what to wear…

**********

She sat in the coffee shop, staring out the window, and felt terribly out of place. What do you wear when you’re looking for a first date with a woman? It was the sort of thing she’d never considered before, but sexy is sexy, she figured, and Karen knew how to do that. She went with a tight little black dress with just one shoulder strap. Her makeup was heavy on the eyeliner with a shade of bright red lipstick, and the slit on her dress rode so high up she had to sit strategically to keep herself from flashing the edge of her panties to all the people in the coffee house.

Karen was ridiculously overdressed, and she knew it. There wasn’t a man in the cafe that didn’t try to get a good look at her long legs under the table. More than once she watched their girlfriends smack their arm. Caught in the act… something about the attention gave her the extra confidence she needed today.

It was the longest, most awkward wait of her life, a she was just about ready to give up when the door opened. A girl with bright red hair stepped through the doorway and she nearly slipped out of her chair. Jesus, she was hot. And she was wearing the dress! That bright red dress, almost as bright as her hair, and cut so low Karen could lose herself just staring into her cleavage. The woman looked around the room eagerly, obviously worried because she was running a little late, until she found Karen just sitting in the chair, her fabulous legs crossed seductively. She smiled and seemed to relax.

“Hi,” she said, offering a hand, “I’m Stacey.”

“Karen,” she answered. She blushed a little as she shook her hand, wondering just what she was supposed to say now. “I, uh… I’ve never really done anything like this before.”

“Gone out with a stranger from the internet or gone out with a woman?” Stacey asked as she sat down across from her.

“Um… both,” she answered. Her cheeks turned a deep shade of crimson.

“Well, I think you’ll find I’m not exactly like most women,” she answered. Whatever the hell that was supposed to mean. Karen found herself staring just a little too hard.

“I think I can already tell that.”

"Oh, you have no idea," Stacey said with a wink. "Well… you've met me. I do solemnly swear that I'm not a five-hundred-pound biker dude or an ax murderer. So, what do you want to do?"

“I don’t know,” Karen admitted. “What do uh… what do girls usually do on a first date?”

“Go strap-on shopping,” she said with a deadpan look.

“Oh! I uh… I mean,” Karen stammered, suddenly very nervous.

“Wow. No – no, Karen, we don’t do that,” her new friend had to say. Karen blushed again. This was a lot harder, and a lot more awkward, than she thought it was going to be.

“I'm sorry," she apologized. "I'm not kidding, this really is the very first time I've ever, you know… gone out with a woman." Stacey held her hand up.

“It’s okay, really. I shouldn’t mess with you. I tell you what, I know exactly where we should go. Trial by fire, if you will.”

“What do you mean?” Karen asked. She pushed a little bit of her hair out of her face, trying not to gaze into her date’s deep cleavage for more than a second.

“Well, I like to think of myself as a sort of ‘sex positive’ personality,” she said, a little proud of herself. “And I always thought it would be fun to really rip the band-aid off a first date and do something really crazy. There’s this club I’ve always wanted to try out. It’s something... a little different.”

“How different?” Karen asked, suddenly worried.

“Very,” she answered. Well, she couldn’t fault her honesty. “Besides, I think we’re both a little overdressed for this place,” she added.

**********

The music pounded right through her chest as they walked in the door of the club. The colors, the sights, hell, even the smells of this place brought her back to her college days. There was a dance floor, sure, but right in the middle of that floor was a cage. This young couple going at it in the cage like bunnies set to breed. The girl was grabbing onto the bars as he stood behind her, pounding her mercilessly. Onlookers around the couple cheered and screamed. Where the hell was she…? She looked nervously at Stacey. “It’ll be fine!” she shouted over the music. “Come on!”

With one hand, she grabbed onto Karen’s wrist and dragged her to the bar. She bought the drinks, pushing something a bright shade of blue in a clear glass into her hands. It tasted like… blue? With just enough alcohol in her system, though, she felt her worries melting away. This was fun, after all.

Karen looked at the dance floor as they leaned against the bar. “Wanna’ dance?” Stacey asked. The answer wasn’t as easy as Karen thought it would be. Was she ready to be seen dancing with another woman? Especially in a place like this – someone might get the wrong idea. Of course, that was really the right idea, wasn’t it? She bit her lip and nodded, knowing that it was a decision she might regret.

Stacey grabbed her wrist and led her straight to the middle of the floor, plowing through anyone that didn't move. Karen wasn't much a dancer, but she knew how to have fun and within moments her hands were over her head and she was swaying easily to the heavy beat. The lights in the club blinked in an almost hypnotic pattern, and she tried to keep her eyes on Stacey's gorgeous hips as they swayed to the left and right. Her short skirt flowed right around her body as she twisted and turned, swishing around in. If she spun just a little faster, Karen thought she might sneak a peek at something.

God, it was so dirty, wasn’t it? Weeks ago she never would have even considered being with a woman, and now she was throwing herself into the role. With every sway of their bodies, she took another step closer to the redhead. The tension in the air was palpable – their eyes never really seemed to leave the other. Even the cage with the young couple fucking in the middle of the sex-crazed club couldn't hold their attention. One more step forward and their bodies were grinding together. She ran her hands down the front of her body, letting her fingertips flow over the exposed skin of Stacey's cleavage. She thought she might rip the top of her dress off right then and there – maybe that was the point of this whole little date, anyway. The raw sexuality of the room certainly had an effect on her. As Stacey’s hands returned the feeling, grasping at her tits through the material of her black dress, Karen didn’t feel even the slightest bit of shame. She let her hands wander lower, past her cleavage and over her perfectly smooth stomach.

Just a little lower. What was the harm, anyway? Over her waist and her perfectly flat stomach. Just an inch lower and… what the hell?!

A cock. Karen might have been in the middle of a run of bad luck with men, but she was no virgin – she knew exactly what a hard dick felt like, and she just felt it through the material of this woman’s dress. She drew her hand away quickly, suddenly feeling embarrassed and like she violated Stacey’s privacy. Stacey, though, didn’t seem to mind at all. She just kept dancing with the music, continue to sway her hips to the left and right. Karen moved along with her, trying to make eye contact, trying to ask the question without using any words. But as their bodies continued, her massive breasts pressing up against hers, she started to realize that maybe she didn’t really care. Did it matter that she had a penis? Hell, Karen thought, at least she knew what she was doing with one. She took a step forward again, looking back into Stacey’s eyes. Her soul seemed to resonate with a certain calm confidence. It didn’t faze her at all that Karen recoiled at first, and soon they were dancing again.

Pulling together some courage, Karen let her hand wander back down its course, right until it was resting over the bulge between her legs. She pressed the palm of her hand against it, slowly running her hand up and down the length of it. It felt thick and heavy, throbbing under the attention of her hand. If this was any other club, they might be on their way to getting kicked out for indecency, but this place seemed to thrive on couples putting their hands all over each other. Everywhere she looked someone’s hand was slipped into someone else’s clothing.

When she turned back to face Stacey, her lips were just inches away. The redhead’s gorgeous green eyes seemed to pierce her soul, talking straight to the part of her that needed attention; the part that needed a sexual release. As if controlled by some other force, her head inched forward and their lips connected.

The music of the club drowned away under the sound of her pulse, pounding between her ears louder than the dance track of the club could ever hope to be. Her lips were warm and soft, and they parted just enough for Karen's tongue to slither inside. She could feel another woman's tongue, a thought that took her alcohol-addled brain just a little too long to wrap around. Another woman! She was actually kissing another woman, right here on the dance floor in front of everyone! Their tongues swirled together wetly, and what started as a tentative, nervous kiss slowly morphed into something wet and passionate; open mouth pressed against open mouth, with their tongues darting between them in a hungry, sexual feeding frenzy.

She felt the cock between Stacey's leg twitch and harden, as if growing even more might even be possible. With their bodies pressed together, she could feel it straining for release against her thigh. As they kissed she could almost hear her dance partner moaning, an audible sign of just how very horny she was right now. Karen eyed the cage… the tired, sexy young couple leaving it to the cheers of the onlookers. There was the place, and this was the time. Stacey saw where Karen was looking, and a small smirk grew across her face. "In front of everyone?" she asked, struggling to speak loud enough to be heard over the driving bass of the music. Karen just nodded.

Whatever came over her, she wasn’t going to question it. This time it was her that grabbed onto Stacey's wrist and started to pull her through the crowd. The thought that it wasn't too late to turn around raced through her head. It's not like anyone was making her do this. Her bi-curious personal ad was about to turn into a sexual adventure in front of a crowded dance club full of horny people with… a woman? What was she, anyway? The reality was that she just didn't care. Cock or no cock, she still thought she was hot as hell and this was happening. Before Karen could talk herself out of it, she picked up speed pushing through the crowd and stepped foot into the cage.

The crowd erupted in cheers when they saw two women in there. Karen took the lead, putting her hands on Stacey’s shoulders, and kissed her passionately. She pushed Stacey into the walls of the cage, shoving her tongue down her throat as far she could in a single thrust. The other woman’s hand clawed at her clothing, grabbing onto the single strap of her dress and pulling it downward. Karen’s strapless bra was exposed, eliciting another cheer from the onlookers, and she just didn’t care.

Stacey’s hands slid up and down her curves, feeling her way to her back where she finally found the clasp of her bra. Too lost in the smell of her shampoo, Karen hardly noticed as she unsnapped the bra and tossed it aside. Her large tits were exposed to the entire crowd. There were maybe a hundred, two hundred people. Some were still dancing, but most had long since turned to watch the blond and redhead in the cage, hands and tongues all over each other. Karen had never felt more exposed in her entire life. Here her large tits were hanging out for everyone to see. Sure, she felt a little pride at the men and women clapping when they got to see the goods, but she knew she was supposed to feel shame. So why didn't she, then? Something about this woman just enchanted her, a sort of unnatural attraction and desire that she felt from the moment she laid eyes on her cleavage.

Her fingers slipped into the top of her deeply plunging dress and pulled the material to the side. Just as she guessed, no bra. Her perfectly pink nipples exposed to everyone, another round of hoots and hollers rang up from the crowd that seemed to be tightening around the cage. When Karen could finally peel her eyes away from her beautiful breasts, there wasn’t anywhere she could look without seeing another excited face. She pushed her head forward again, dodging her lips and heading straight for her neck. Karen took her time getting to the know the long slope of her gorgeous neck. She let the smell of her shampoo fill her nostrils as she slowly worked her way down towards her shoulder, and then beyond. Little by little, she kissed a wet trail down her shoulder down to her breasts. They were truly impressive. Large, round, tipped with nipples that looked like they were airbrushed to perfection. For the first time in her life, her mouth began to work its way down towards the nipple of another woman.

She wrapped her lips around it and sucked in, pulling it deeper into her mouth. Stacey moaned with delight as she wrapped her arms around Karen’s head and pulled her in tightly, burying her mouth in the soft flesh of her massive tit. There was something sinfully delicious about the way her nipples tasted. The rough, bumpy texture was amazing against her tongue, and Karen lingered over her breasts, one before the other, far longer than she needed to. Whether that was what the audience wanted to see or not – she’d fantasized about putting those massive tits in her mouth since she first set her eyes on that gorgeous rack.

Her journey down Stacey’s body wasn’t done, though. She slithered down to the dirty, rough floor of the cage. The gritty bottom of the sex cage felt rough against her knees, but she ignored the pain as she ran her hands up Stacey’s leg. God damn, a sheet of glass wouldn’t be as smooth as those legs. Her fingers inched their way up her thighs slowly, sliding naughtily underneath the bottom of her dress. Karen pressed her fingernails into her skin, digging in as she clawed her way hungrily to her destination. She slowly lifted the front of her skirt.

Karen remembered the crowd. For a brief moment she panicked and wondered if she was about to embarrass Stacey – but the cheers told her the audience was into it. Stacey certainly as hell didn’t mind. Her mighty cock sprung from the edge of the lacy black panties that could hardly contain it as she lifted her front of her dress over. The red dress hung there like a curtain, held up by the tremendous, thick shaft that stood proudly in front of her. Her curiosity was certainly satisfied – it was like any other dick she’d seen in her life. In a way it reassuring. She curled her fingers around the beautiful shaft and slowly began to stroke her cock, letting the tips of her fingers danced along the head of her dick. Every movement of her hand and every touch of her fingers sent shudders through Stacey’s body. She gripped the bars of the cage, leaning back heavily into the wall. The noise of the people watching was both deafening and mesmerizing. Karen wanted to taste this cock. Hell, Karen wanted people to watch her taste this cock.

Her breathing quickened as she nervously pushed her head forward, cautiously opening her mouth. The tip of her cock danced against the lips, jumping as she made contact with it. Karen slowly extended her tongue, letting it just touch against the tip. With one hand, she held onto it firmly as she wetly ran her tongue in a broad circle around the head of Stacey’s cock, while the crowd cheered her onward. Once she finished thoroughly coating the head of her dick in saliva, she drove her head forward, pressing her throbbing shaft all the way into her mouth.

She bounced her head back and forth rapidly, throwing herself into the act with reckless abandon. The salty taste of her date's pre-cum filled her mouth. It certainly tasted like any other cock she'd had the pleasure of putting into her mouth, but the size and girth and of it put the rest to shame. This was easily the largest, most beautiful dick she ever laid eyes on – Karen nearly forgot her name as she sucked on it. Stacey reached a hand down, tangling her fingers in Karen's hair, and pushed and pulled her head along with her. As she lowered her mouth down further on that gorgeous cock, she pushed her head forward, making the head of her dick press against the entrance to her throat. She coughed and gag, little strings of drool dripping from the corners of her mouth as her mouth was forced down harshly. Karen closed her eyes tightly and held on, letting her date shoved her mouth forward. With a painful jolt, her throat surrendered and let her cock slide in. The muscles of her neck contracted as she gagged, but she fought the reflex and let her fuck her face, driving her cock in and out rapidly. Tears formed in the corners of her eyes, slowly sliding down her cheek, but she still held on. Besides, the crowd wasn’t interested in watching this erotic display turn gross.

The crowd cheered her progress as they watched the busty shemale drive her dick in and out of her throat. Karen settled onto her knees, letting Stacey hold onto her head with both hands while she used it as her own personal sex toy. The spit that ran from her mouth dribbled down to her chin and onto her own exposed breasts, making shiny wet spots that reflected the light of the club back at her audience enticingly.

Karen gasped for air when Stacey finally let her large cock slide from her mouth. It glistened with the wetness of her saliva, and Karen continued to work it with her hand while she came up to her feet. On the way up, she ran her tongue along the length of her body, taking time once against to get to know her nipples before coming up to her lips. Stacey grabbed her shoulders, turned her around, and pressed her body against the wall the cage. Her tits stuck through each side of the bars as she felt the bottom of her dress get lifted over her shapely ass.

 She could only watch the faces of the crowd, transfixed on the action, when she felt the other woman's fingertips pull on the edge of her panties and slowly guide them down to the floor. She stepped out of them and then watched as they flew through the air of the club. Stacey had thrown them to the audience – her own little sign of appreciation for their adoration. Faced with watching just those people who were already watching her, Karen was suddenly very aware of how exposed and vulnerable she was. Stacey's hands spread her ass cheeks apart as she felt the very tip of her cock press against her body. Up and down it moved, slowly exploring her to find the entrance. Her eyes went wide and she cried out in ecstasy, quickly drowned out by the cheers of the crowd, as Stacey's cock pushed deep into her.

It seemed to fill her up entirely, stretching the walls of her pussy out. But not for how wet she’d become in the last few moments, she was positive her scream would have been one of pain instead of pleasure. She closed her eyes and grunted to herself as Stacey’s dick slowly moved in and out of her body; it was a tight fit, and she could tell that Stacey needed a moment to let herself lube up on her body. It went faster than she could have guessed – with every thrust of her dick she went a little harder and a little deeper. Finally, her motor was running all-out, pounding her cock into her from behind. Karen grabbed onto the bars and screamed – this time with pain in the edge of her voice. Wonderful feelings of pleasure coursed through her veins as her tits swayed back and forth, bouncing for the view of everyone standing in front of her. The cage was out of their reach, but that didn’t stop some of the eager (and hornier) in the crowd from reaching their hands up, trying to feel her body. Karen bit her bottom lip and arched her back deeply, moaning with delight as the head of Stacey’s cock scratched an itch she never knew she had.

Karen pulled her body away and turned around, looking at her lover. Her cock stood proudly outward, her massive tits still exposed. She dropped to her knees again, pulling Stacey forward and welcome her dick into her mouth. She could taste herself, this time. Her tongue ran along every last inch that tremendous shaft, diligently licking off every last drop of her own body from her cock.

She pulled down on Stacey's dress, bring her down on the floor alongside her. People clamored to get closer to the cage, watching as she laid Stacey down on her back and slowly straddled her hips. Carefully, Karen lowered her body on top of her cock, wincing as it stretched her wide open again. Stacey reached her hand up to cup her breasts as she began pumping her body up and down her on cock, picking up a little more speed with every bounce. Karen bit her lip with delight as Stacey squeezed on her tits. She tugged and pulled on her nipples, pinching them between her thumb and forefinger. The sound of the people watching drowned out anything else she could fear, even the thumping, heavy bass of the dance club music. Was anyone even dancing anymore? It seemed like every eye in the building was on the two busty women in the cage.

While her hearing was drowned out by the crowd, the only thing her eyes could see was Stacey’s gorgeous face – not to mention her tremendous tits. She put her hands down on top of them, feeling their pillow-like softness under her grip as she bounced up and down on her dick. Every movement of her hips drove her cock in new and exciting directions. She could feel the intensity building. Karen’s breathing sharpened. The heat of the moment made her breathe in short, tight gasps, and a little bead of sweat was slowly making its way down her forehead.

Stacey rolled to the side, pushing Karen down the floor. The dirty, rough floor felt terrible against the skin of her back, bits of debris being driven into her skin as Stacey began to pound her roughly. The cheer went up from the crowd as they watched Karen wrap her legs around the other woman, pulling her against her body as she fucked her roughly. She put a hand behind Stacey's head, looking into her eyes.

And that was enough. It seemed to come out of nowhere. The orgasm erupted through her body, making her cry out in delicious agony. Every muscle in her body seemed to seize up on her, freezing her with her legs wrapped around the other woman. Her tits bounced just inches from her face, just begging for the attention of her tongue but she was stuck, trapped by her own body’s pleasure. The sound of the crowd was something like a massive football game; cheers, whoops, hollers, everyone was nearly as excited about her cumming as she was. Through the sound of her own voice ringing out, though, she could still hardly hear them.

It almost hurt when her muscles finally let go. The wonderful tension began to bleed out of her system, bringing the world slowly back into a strange sort of focus. Even her ears were ringing from the pressure. Karen blinked a few times, looking up at Stacey who just gave her a girlish smile and nibbled her bottom lip. They pressed their lips together as her hands clutched at Stacey’s breasts, bringing them back up to her lips before she felt her move away.

Stacey slowly came to her feet in front of Karen, her cock dripping wet and throbbing. Karen didn’t need to be told what to do – and the crowd was as eager for it as she was. She wrapped her fingers around the now slick and wet cock, stroking it rapidly as she brought her mouth to her balls. She pressed her tongue against her sac, rolling each one over her tongue to the left and right. Her fingers danced on the tip of her dick, sending little shudders of joy through her friend.

She could feel that delicious cock throbbing away in the palm of her hand. Karen ran her tongue all the way up the shaft to the tip, lowered her head, and opened her mouth. Her hand worked furiously over her cock; her fist flew up and down the impressive length of her shaft. She watched as the head of her cock seemed to pulse, slowly turning to a dark shade of purple. Karen stuck out her tongue just in time for the first load to land on it.

The salty taste of her cum filled her mouth as the next spurts of white-hot cum landed on her face, streaking her cheeks and dripping over her eyelashes. It seemed like it might never stop, painting her hair with little white flecks of cum. It dripped over her lips and down her chin, landing coldly on her breasts, where her free hand rubbed the sticky cum into her skin. The crowd cheered once more, thoroughly appreciating the little display they had.

As Karen’s hand slowed down, she watched Stacey’s face. Her new friend and lover just smiled, complete content and just a little bit sweaty. She ran her hand through her hair, wiping away the bits of cum as Karen slowly came to their feet.

God help her, in their lust for each other they kissed. Stacey actually licked her own cum off Karen’s lips, sucking it into her mouth as she ran her tongue along her face. A sloppy, wet, sticky kiss that she swore might make someone in the audience just pass out right then and there. She looked around at all the happy faces, then back at Stacey. “Well,” she said, panting, “that’s one way to have a first date.”


Need more? Check out this hot preview from Futa Academy by Melody Harris! 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, ma’am.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Like, transgender people?” Tanya asked.

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

“Wait… that was the government.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Seriously? Homophobia in a secretive third sex?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You mean attractive?” she asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Hands behind your back.”

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

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

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

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


For the first time since she arrived, Tanya makes a new friend and has someone to talk to, but they don't stop talking during Ms. Romanov's lecture - and the stunning, curvy futa is quick to show them a better way to communicate. 
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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.
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There, that should do it. It was the truth, too. Whatever people wanted to do with their bodies was their business, not hers, but she wasn't interested in cheating on her husband, and she certainly wasn't interested in cheating with a woman. If she was going to fall off the faithfulness wagon, it was going to be on her terms… with her preferred gender.
She had barely stuck her fork back in the piece of beautifully pink salmon when the phone vibrated again. Her husband quirked an eyebrow as he looked at it. “You’re popular today, aren’t you?” he said with a grin. Carol grabbed the phone and brought the screen to life: $2000.
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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. 
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“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. 
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“No, it’s not a big deal,” Amy answered a little curtly. She grabbed her purse from under the table. “It’s just… I don’t want to talk about it here. Can we head back to your place?”


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


__________________


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