

© 2017, Melody Harris

Shopping for Futa Fun

A Futa on Female Story


Take a look at what awaits you! 


Her fingers shook as she pulled down on the white lace panties. Helen had to quickly dodge her head out of the way as the cock sprung forth, shaking up and down like a spring with too much tension.  She practically forgot her own name as she looked at the massive member. Jesus, not only was it a perfect dick on a perfect woman, but it was maybe one of the largest she’d ever seen in person. Helen subconsciously licked her lips as she examined it, wrapping her fingers around the shaft and beginning to pull back.

The head of her cock shined wetly in the bright fluorescent lights. She could hear the people outside the changing room… people whispering… The door just didn't do enough to hide what they were doing, and she was sure that someone could see she was down on her knees. Helen wondered for a second if it even mattered.

Her lips trembled as she slowly opened her mouth and pushed her head forward. It was a point of no return – a moment in her life that she could never take back. Between just how… weird… all of this was, and the fact that she was about to cheat on her husband in broad daylight, the adrenaline was burning through her veins. 


Helen pushed her way through the dresses on the rack. Too small… too big… too ugly. Seriously, what was with this one? It looked like a piece of carpet that someone cut arm holes into. Helen sighed heavily with frustration, angry with herself.

This is what she got for trying to put off the shopping to the last minute. Some women loved shopping. Give them two hours and a credit card, and they could buy out a whole store and still have time to get a pretzel around the corner. But not Helen. No, she avoided shopping like the plague. On Black Friday she never even took off her pajamas, making it a strict point to stay home and away from the outside world.

So she was completely unprepared when her college roommate told her she was getting married, and she got an invitation. She was a little miffed about not being a bridesmaid, but she supposed it had indeed been many years, and no doubt there were a lot of people she’d grown closer to. Her loss, she told herself.

Helen grabbed a little blue dress off the shelf and held it against her body, looking at the mirror. She had a knockout body, didn't she? A little part of her couldn't wait to show the bride just how much weight she'd lost over the years. Her breasts didn’t look the part, though. They were still full and large, straining against the material of her thin t-shirt, making the outline of her bra visible as they threatened to rip her shirt apart.

Her dark brown hair and light blue eyes made the blue dress pop visually. She could tell it was going to ride high on her leg, showing plenty of her luscious thighs. Even though she dropped twenty or so pounds over the years, she still had a curvy body that got attention everywhere she went. Her husband was a lucky guy. He knew it, and so did she.

Where the hell did he get off to, anyway? As much as Helen disliked shopping, it seemed like John enjoyed it even less. Anytime she went into a store, he would stay on a bench outside, just playing on his phone and waiting for her. She peeked around the corner, looking past the mannequins in the store window to look at the benches, but it seemed like he wandered off. "Can I help you?" a voice chimed.

Helen turned around to see a woman about her age and build standing there. She wore a name tag on her blouse. "Oh," Helen stammered, surprised by her. "I'm good. I think I found what I'm looking for." The young woman looked at the dress in her hands, making an odd expression on her face.

“What?” Helen asked. “You don’t like it?”

“Oh, I just work here, I don’t know that...”

“No no no,” Helen insisted. “Be honest. What do you think?”

“Well,” she began reluctantly. “It’s just… I think if you’re going for sex appeal you could do better with a body like yours.” Helen wasn’t really sure what to say in response to something like that.

“I… um," she stuttered through the words. "Thanks? I guess?" Helen blushed as she looked at the other woman. That was quite the compliment coming from someone that looked like her. She had a busty figure, too, and long blond hair that fell in loose curls well past her breasts. She was dressed professionally, but it was easy to tell that she liked her skirt to ride just an inch or two too high, giving her customers and the world a good view of her beautiful, nylon-covered thighs. She blushed.

Blushing made her want to blush even more! It was stupid. It was just a slightly edgy compliment from a ridiculously sexy woman. Why the hell would it affect her like that? Still, there was something to the look in her eye. A sort of hunger she couldn’t quite put her finger on, like a vampire that had just found its prey walking through streets alone in the middle of the night. She felt snared by her gaze and trapped by her smile. Helen found herself staring at her lips for just a little too long.

Was this what it was like to be attracted to another woman? For the first time in her life, Helen had… thoughts… about another woman’s body. She forced herself to shake off her imagination; to stop wondering what those tits looked like underneath her work clothes; and back into the moment.

“So,” she started, swallowing her nerves, “what would you recommend?”

“Well, the blue is good on you,” she answered without missing a beat, “but I think you need to try the classic black.” She pulled a slinky, thin black dress off the rack. Its neckline plunged way lower than she would ever be comfortable with, and the back was completely bare. Helen was proud of her body, but dressing like this was never something she’d thought about before. Besides, this was for a wedding, not a cocktail party!

“Listen,” she glanced at the nametag, “Julie… I’m picking a dress for a friend’s wedding. I mean, this is hot as hell, there’s no denying it. But I don’t know if it’s really appropriate, you know?” Julie looked her over again, the gears in her head slowly turning.

“Tell you what,” she said, “let’s go have you try them on. Then you can see the difference.”

“Alright,” she answered. Julie led her back through the store, sliding between the racks of clothes with a catlike walk. Helen caught herself staring at the woman’s shapely ass more than once as she put one foot in front of the other, treating the entire store like it was her personal catwalk. Again, she forced the downright pornographic thoughts from her head. “Keep it together,” she muttered to herself. “You’re married,” she told herself. “Hell, you’re straight...” Well, at least she thought she was.

Julie stopped next to one of the white doors the closed off the dressing. “I’ll wait here for you,” she said. Helen knew it was just good customer service, but the thought of this woman waiting out here for her made one of the butterflies in her stomach take to flight. She tried hard to hide the smile it brought to her face.

She started with the blue dress. Helen quickly jumped out of her street clothes and slipped the light blue dress up her body. She gave her brown hair a quick toss and turned several times, looking at herself in the mirror. It looked every bit as good as she thought it would. Helen gave herself a little smile as her eyes ran up and down her figure.

She pushed open the door and looked at that cocky little store clerk. “There,” she said to her satisfaction. “See? It looks great!”

Julie’s eyes ran up and down her body, and she swore that she caught her gaze lingering on her hips. Helen nearly blushed as her critic judged the outfit silently. “It’s alright,” she conceded.

“Alright?! Oh come on, this dress looks great.”

“It looks good," she said with a disarming smile. "But I think you can do better. Trust me on this," she said with a wicked little grin. Helen blushed as she saw Helen's eyes examining her figure one more time, just a little closer. She opened the door to the dressing room and pulled it shut behind her. With a deep breath, clearing away the dirty thoughts she suddenly had about another woman, she let the straps of the dress off her shoulders, pushing it to the ground.

She looked at her bare figure in the mirror. Her breasts piled high into a bra that was probably just a size too small, but her husband always liked the look. A little discomfort to spice up the sex life was fine, wasn’t it? Besides, apparently it drew the eyes of hot department store workers, too.

Helen grabbed the sexy little black number off the hanger and stepped into it, slowly pulling it up her body. It was a tight fit, hugging her ass tightly. She turned her body and looked over her shoulder in the mirror; sure enough, each individual ass cheek was easy to trace in the tight fabric. Helen struggled to reach behind her body and grab onto the zipper, looking a bit like a dog chasing its tail. She was about to give up when the feeling of fingers on her skin made her pause.

Her heart pounded in her chest, jumping straight up her throat and throbbing between her ears. The sound of blood rushing was the only thing she heard as she felt another woman's fingers, Julie's, slowly pulling up the zipper of her dress. "Um," she stammered, suddenly breathing heavily. The other woman's fingers worked their way up her body, grazing against her skin as she slowly pulled up her zipper.

She felt the dress tightening on her body, enclosing her massive breasts behind the thin black fabric. Helen looked to the mirror from the corner of her eye, looking at the beautiful blond woman standing behind her. It was easy to tell what was on her mind. She hadn’t heard her come into the dressing room, but she watched as Julie kicked the door closed with one leg, turning her head as she looked closely at Helen’s body.

Helen swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. Julie's hands worked their way back down her body, her fingers trailing against her bare back in the cutout of the dress. Julie inched her way closer to Helen's body.

She closed her eyes, feeling the warmth of her figure pressing against her back. Her breasts were just as large as her own, pillowy yet firm. Helen let herself sink back a little into her new friend, enjoying the feel of their bodies touching. Julie’s arms slowly wrapped around her torso, pulling her back onto herself.

That's when she felt it. Her eyes popped open, looking into Julie's eyes through the reflection in the mirror. She looked at her for any sign of confirmation for what she just felt. Was that…? No, it couldn't be. Julie wasn't a transvestite, and she didn't look like she was born a man, either. It was impossible. Helen turned around, her eyes turning downward.

Sure enough, a bulge was pressing against her black skirt, the unmistakable bump of a large cock under her clothes. Her brain frantically searched for answers to what seemed like an impossible problem. There was no way a woman that looked like that was packing a dick like that! Her arm moved forward. Looking back on it, Helen couldn’t figure out what came over her. Why she reached out with one hand, why she let herself touch it over her skirt, was just beyond her.

Maybe she wanted to see if it was real? Her fingers worked their way up and down the length of the bulge, feeling beyond a doubt the ridges that meant this was a real cock. It was a funny, though… she never had the instinct to run away. As her hand worked its way up and down that thick shaft, she watched Julie's eyes close in ecstasy. She didn't want to walk away. Sure, her husband was somewhere out in the mall. Hell, maybe he was in the store looking for her right now.

Helen struggled to care. She just couldn’t bring herself to think about him anymore… not now that her hand was touching this cock. A marvelous, thick cock… on a beautiful woman. The more she thought about it, the more she realized that she might enjoy the combination.

It was like gravity was calling her to the floor. Her knees bent as if on their own volition, pulling her towards the ground. First one leg, then the other; the rough carpet of the changing room dug into her bare legs, stinging ever so slightly against her kneecaps. She let her hands begin to run up Julie’s thighs. Her fingers dug into the soft flesh, pressing against her skin through the thin material of her stockings. “God,” she hissed, “I just want to lick those legs.”

Julie just chuckled to herself in response, closing her eyes and throwing her head back as she relished the feeling of her hands crawling up her body. Helen heard the slightest moan of pleasure as her fingertips ducked underneath the edge of her skirt for the first time, teasing the edge of her nylon stockings. Another inch… and then another… every bit of skin her hands journeyed up pulled the skirt along with them, working that massive cock towards its freedom.

Helen just gasped when she saw it at last. Trapped inside plain, white lace panties; a thick, rock-hard dick that was just dying for attention. Her palm pressed against it, rubbing up and down and watching Julie’s body writhe with delight as she touched her. “Can I ask you something…?” she said nervously. Julie looked down, nodding impatiently with intensity behind her eyes.

“How often do you do this? How many women are okay with it?”

“Not nearly often enough," she gasped. Julie reached down and pressed Helen's hand harder against her cock, working it up and down forcefully and desperately. It was like Helen thought – a person like Julie probably didn't get a lot of sexual partners. She could feel that rock-hard cock throbbing underneath her panties, threatening to break through the lace material of any moment in a fit of horny rage.

Her fingers shook as she pulled down on the white lace panties. Helen had to quickly dodge her head out of the way as the cock sprung forth, shaking up and down like a spring with too much tension.  She practically forgot her own name as she looked at the massive member. Jesus, not only was it a perfect dick on a perfect woman, but it was maybe one of the largest she’d ever seen in person. Helen subconsciously licked her lips as she examined it, wrapping her fingers around the shaft and beginning to pull back.

The head of her cock shined wetly in the bright fluorescent lights. She could hear the people outside the changing room… people whispering… The door just didn't do enough to hide what they were doing, and she was sure that someone could see she was down on her knees. Helen wondered for a second if it even mattered.

Her lips trembled as she slowly opened her mouth and pushed her head forward. It was a point of no return – a moment in her life that she could never take back. Between just how… weird… all of this was, and the fact that she was about to cheat on her husband in broad daylight, the adrenaline was burning through her veins.

The cock touched her tongue first; she carefully let it work in a small, slow circle around the head of Julie's beautiful dick. She wasn't sure what she was expecting, but to surprise it was just like any other dick she'd touched in her life. Growing braver, she let her lips wrap around her cock and pushed her head further. It moved deeper into her mouth until it pressed against the back of her mouth. Even all the way in her mouth, there were still inches to go. Her eyes looked up from the floor, gazing over the curves of her body to the woman's beautiful face; she barely see her face for the size of the massive tits that got in the way. Helen turned her head as she bobbed it back and forth, letting her tongue roll around and around this beautiful shaft.

The head of her cock throbbed and pulsed; it was like she could feel Julie’s heartbeat right on her tongue. With every pulse, she thought she felt her dick getting just that much bigger. She struggled to contain the whole thing in her mouth, but she persisted, forcing her head forward and shoving that delicious shaft into her throat. Her stomach lurched as she fought back her gag reflex, barely holding it together as Julie grabbed onto her head and forced her to stay there. Tears formed in the corner of her eyes as she struggled for air.

Her face was flushed when Julie finally withdrew her cock. She was panting, her chest heaving with every breath, and the head of her dick looked purple and angry. Helen wrapped her hand around it again, pumping her fist furiously back and forth. Julie had to grab onto the wall of the dressing room to keep herself from falling over. She squeaked as she opened her mouth wide, her breath catching in her throat as her cock suddenly shot its load.

Thick, white-hot streams of cum flew from the head of that tremendous cock and splattered on Helen. It dripped down her face and onto her chest, soaking into the material of the dress she’d just tried on. She wondered for a moment is this meant that she had to buy it now! God, it was like the flow didn’t stop. Her cock gushed cum, dripping down her chin and body, cooling in midair before it landed on her legs with cold splats. She pulled her mouth away, looking down at her body to survey the damage.

She was a mess. There was no other way to describe it. Helen was thoroughly coated in the cum of this woman, tasting the familiar, salty taste of semen across her tongue. She swallowed the bit in her mouth, feeling it slide down her throat. “Well,” she said, looking around. “I guess that’s one way to sell a dress.”

Julie, however, didn’t look like she was done. She took another step forward, her cock still standing erect and ready for attention. No way, Helen thought to herself. She just shot a huge load, it was still dripping down her body, and here Julie was ready to go again already? Helen looked up at the woman in disbelief, only to see her working at the buttons on her blouse, slowly opening up her shirt.

The rest of her body was as flawless as what Helen had already seen. Massive breasts that her bra struggled to contain were hidden just underneath the white shirt, covered in a lacy white bra. If she looked hard enough, she could see the dark circles where her nipples were poking against the lace, like they might poke through at any moment. Julie let her jacket and shirt fall back to the floor, her dress still wrapped around her waist, as Helen opened her mouth and let her cock slide back over her tongue. It had softened just a little, but with a quick flick of her skilled tongue it was back in shape and ready for more. It really had been a long time for her, hadn't it?

She tasted the cum on her cock, licking it clean as she went before Julie finally pulled it back from her. To her amazement, it was ready to go all over again. Julie grabbed onto Helen’s arm and pulled her up to her feet. Their lips met this time.

What a strange thought, Helen realized. She’d sucked this woman’s cock long before they’d ever kissed. Was that normal for hookups in a dressing room? Did everyone go straight to sucking cock and skip over the make-out session that came before? Julie eagerly tasted her own cum, kissing Helen’s chin and cleaning off the mess that she’d left behind. It stuck between their faces. There was something all at once disgusting and incredibly hot about it. Helen reached out; she wasn’t nervous this time, she could move boldly and with confidence. She grasped her tits through the material of her bra, squeezing them. They felt firm, healthy and heavy. Her mouth watered as she looked at them. Julie wasn’t going to wait for the invitation – she reached behind her back and unsnapped her bra, letting the lace material fall to the floor. Anyone standing outside could have seen the growing pile of clothes, the legs that were a little too close. That was, of course, if they didn’t hear the sound of Helen choking on Julie’s dick only seconds ago.

There was something different about touching this part of her body. Helen had handled cocks before. Even though she was married, her husband wasn’t the first man she’d ever touched, so she was well-versed in the ways of sucking off a penis. But breasts? She was at a loss. Her fingers dug into the soft flesh… a little part of her was starting to understand exactly what her husband saw in this. Julie bit her lip as she looked her over, wrapping her hands around her head and pulling her down towards her chest.

Helen needed the guidance… the sound of her heartbeat throbbed loudly between her ears as her tits came closer and closer to her mouth. She parted her lips, just barely, and took the nipple into her mouth. The cum that was still dangling from her chin slathered over the woman's breasts as she sucked on her nipple, rubbing her tongue against the bumpy skin. She pressed her face forward, burying herself in the massive breasts. The butterflies in her stomach fluttered to life as she realized what she was doing – sucking on another woman's nipples.

As she worked on her breasts, Julie’s fingers hooked themselves in the straps of the dress that Helen was trying on. She felt her pulling the soft material of her shoulders, wiggling it around her arms until she could peel it off. The cum on the dress stuck to her skin as she lowered it, now feeling cold and sticky. It didn’t matter. In the heat of the moment, the thought of this woman’s load drying on her chest was just hotter. Helen felt something she hadn’t felt in ages of marriage – lust.

She lusted after this woman. There was just something about her that made everything hotter. Her tits, her legs… yes, even her cock. She was built for sex; she was built for Helen's pleasure and she couldn't wait to take advantage of it. Helen let her nipples slip from her lips and turned around, putting her hands on the wall of the dressing room. Julie's hands slithered down her back, stopping only to unsnap her bra. She felt her breasts lurch forward under their own the weight, the bra hanging loosely off her body. Her hands continued lower, finally finding the plain panties she wore. If Helen had known she was going to hook up with a stranger in a dressing room, she might have worn panties that were a little fancier.

It didn't matter, because they weren't on for very long at all. Within seconds she felt her panties slip over her shapely ass and fall to the floor. She kicked them aside, suddenly realizing that they were half-sticking out of the dressing room to whoever might be standing outside. She heard the occasional footstep; a whisper here and a chuckle there. They knew what she was up to in here. Well… maybe not the fact that this sexy woman was carrying a rock-solid cock…

She felt that same cock press against her pussy. She gasped – further telling anyone outside exactly what she was doing. Helen squeezed her thighs together as she felt the shaft slide deeper and deeper into her body. She had to cover her mouth with her hand, biting down on her fingers, just to keep from screaming. It felt fantastic. Never in her life had a cock felt quite so wonderful as right at this moment. She looked over her shoulder, watching the look on Julie’s gorgeous face as her dick throbbed deep inside her.

Mercifully, she started slow, giving Helen a chance to adjust to her sheer size and girth. Helen rocked her hips back and forth, reveling in the feelings that were crashing through her body like waves on the beach. She could feel her body heating up as she focused on the sensations that were building. Each thrust of her hard cock, all the way down to the hilt, was like another fresh wave of pleasure cresting over her. Julie held onto her ass, delightfully squeezing her ass cheeks as she started to pick up the pace.

Helen's tits started to sway, free from their confines, back and forth as Julie's intensity picked up. Their bodies slapped together, yet another clue for anyone paying attention to what was going on here. The sound of her hips slapping against her ass echoed through the small changing room, the sounds flying away to get the attention of every employee and customer. She heard the whispers… she didn't care.

Not two minutes into it and her voice was already getting louder than she could control. Little groans and moans of pleasure slipped from her lips, no matter how hard she tried to hold back, or how hard she bit her tongue. Her fingers clawed at the wall of the dressing room, and she struggled with each passing moment to stay up on her feet. Helen’s knees felt weaker, melting a little bit more each time Julie’s cock pressed into her.

There was a heat – a passion building up that she knew she couldn’t contain for much longer. Maybe it was better to describe it as an itch, and the head of her long shaft was scratching it. Over and over again, the building of tension felt like it would consume her.

And then it happened. Her voice released along with her quivering pussy, making her knees buckle. The only reason Helen didn't fall to the ground was that Julie caught her by the hair, supporting her way as she painfully yanked back on her scalp. The searing pain only added to the pleasure. She gritted her teeth, bracing for the impact of the orgasm.

It was like everything else in the world disappeared as her voice pierced the air. There wasn’t anyone left in the mall that didn’t know what she was up to. Her body trembled and shook, her tits bouncing all the way up to her chin.

Finally, when Helen thought the world might at last go dark, Julie let her fall to the floor. Everything was a blur. The rough fitting room carpet burned rubbed against her skin, and she laid her cheek on the floor in a desperate attempt to get any kind of cool air. It was barely floating in under the doorway. The saw them – the feet. People were standing outside her dressing room, gossiping about the possibilities of what was happening inside. She knew Julie would be fired; hell, they’d be lucky if they didn’t get a visit from the police. The last of the cum on her body spread on the floor as she struggled to pick herself up, but the hands on her ass stopped in her track.

That cock again – now pressing against her tight little sphincter. She looked back over her shoulder in a sort of desperation, begging Julie with her eyes to stop. Not because she wanted to – no, she wanted more than anything right now to let her fuck her ass… but she was worried about the consequences. Legal… and marital.

Julie’s hands ran up and down her body, exploring her breasts, before they grabbed hold of her shoulder and pushed herself forward. Her mouth dropped to the floor and she gasped for air as pain shot through her legs. Her tight asshole was stretched to the limit, barely able to hold her cock inside her. Tears dropped from the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t want to stop. She widened her legs, she arched her back… Helen would do anything to keep this moment going. Inch by painful, fiery inch, her cock journeyed deeper and deeper into her ass.

She didn't have the patience to start slow this time. Her dick, still miraculous hard and raring to go, started to pound into Helen's ass. She'd never done this before. Not even with her husband! It was her first time having anal sex and for all the wishing that it was private, there was something that was more fun about this way. Doing it like this, with everyone just on the other side of the wall knowing exactly what they're up to, made it dirtier. She was a whore. She was a slut. And it was fun.

Helen felt her cock throbbing, she Julie’s rhythm faltering. Her heart skipped a beat as she saw, among the shoes of the shocked group of people standing outside, her husband’s. She knew those shoes… plain black leather… no laces, a little worn around the edges. Yeah. Those were his.

Did it matter? Right now all she could do was look over her shoulder, gazing at the intense look on Julie’s face as she pushed herself to the edge. “That’s it,” Helen said. She knew her husband could hear her, and she saw his feet turn as she spoke. “Fuck me,” she urged her.

There was a pounding on the door. “Fuck me!” she called out again. “Harder, dammit!” She knew that everyone must be looking at him, feeling for the poor man. Whatever. He’d live… probably.

With one last final and forceful push, Julie shoved her cock deep into her ass. Helen screamed in pain and pleasure, pounding the ground with her hand. That's when she felt it… the warmth that was spreading inside her. Like she took a shot of cheap tequila. It burned deep within her as she vaguely felt the head of this woman's cock throb inside her, emptying its second hot load deep within her bowels.

It was no surprise when the door opened. Cum dried on her chin and chest, clothes on the floor, and a woman with a cock shoved up her ass were the first things her husband saw when he got the door open at last. He had the strangest look on his face – ready to be angry with her but instantly confused at the sight of this topless, busty woman fucking his wife from behind. Helen let her head drop back to the floor in exhaustion… this was going to be impossible to explain.


Need a little more check? Check out this hot preview from Futa Interrogation. 

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.

Get the entire story at https://www.amazon.com/dp/B076LJ2HSH

Then, turn the page for links to even more hot works by Melody Harris!


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

Futa Interrogation

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B076LJ2HSH

Nikki's in trouble with the law, and now she's been dragged in front of a mysterious, unnaturally beautiful woman... she couldn't believe how attractive she was. Those legs, the body - she was like a wet dream come to life. When her interrogator's eyes met hers for just a little too long, Nikki realized there might be a way out of this situation. How hard could it be to seduce her?


There's only one problem. A big, rock-hard problem hidden right under the curvaceous interrogator's skirt... 

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. 
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