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Preeta waited, like she always did, for the
last of her teammates to finish with the showers before she made
her way in. She ignored the amused look on Kelly’s face noting that
again, Preeta was the last, and as usual let them believe that it
was her strict upbringing that made her feel a need for complete
privacy. No, it was best that the rest of them didn’t know the
reason for her always needing to shower and dress by herself. There
would be too many questions otherwise.

Her locker was the closest to the showers, a
small privilege granted by the coaches who understood her
particular situation. Wrapping her lower half in a towel, she
walked into the showers area, hung the towel up on a wall, and
started with rinsing the sweat off her dark skin.

As she applied the soap, she couldn’t help
but let her hand wander and before she knew it, her fingers had
curled around the semi-hard shaft of her cock. Preeta couldn’t help
it, she was addicted to the feeling of her now slick cock sliding
about on her fingers. For a few brief seconds she let her hand
pleasure herself, savoring the feeling.

That was all she needed to screw up for the
first time ever.

“Hey, Preeta, did I leave my bottle of…”

Preeta’s eyes opened just in time to see the
captain of her basketball team step back into the shower rooms and
lock eyes with Preeta’s cock.

They both stood, frozen. The water ran down
Preeta’s body as she awaited a possible berating from Jeanette
about what the hell she was and what was she doing.

“…bodywash?” Jeanette finally squeaked
out.

“No, can’t say that I have.”

Jeanette nodded her head a little. “I’m in
the rose dorms, room 429. Please, come see me there. We, uh, need
to talk,” Jeanette stated before stepping out of the showers and
heading towards the lockers at a fast walk.

Preeta couldn’t help but watch Jeanette
leave, fear at her discovery combined with an overwhelming surge of
lust as she watched the other woman walk out of the showers. Her
cock was swollen as hard as she’d ever known it to be, leaving her
to debate if she needed to make herself cum before leaving or if
she’d have to deal with somehow tucking it into her jeans.

Deciding the risk of getting caught again was
too great, Preeta rinsed the soap off of her body, grabbed her
towel, and made her way to the lockers. She was so much more
concerned about not getting caught again that the nerves of
realizing that she’d already been caught once didn’t settle until
she felt the material of her shirt cover over her body.

Tucking her cock into her jeans was as
difficult as it had ever been, but Preeta was in too big a hurry to
worry about that right now. She was already dealing with images of
being thrown off the team by the captain. Sure, the coaches knew of
her predicament, but that didn’t mean her teammates couldn’t shun
her. It’d happened before, back when she was less cautious.
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Arriving at Jeanette’s dorm, Preeta stood for
a few seconds to try and catch her breath. Her heart pounded, both
from the nerves and the jog she’d paced herself at on the way to
the dorms. Once she’d felt semi-better her knuckles rapidly knocked
at the door.

Jeanette was quick to open the door and
nearly pulled her into the room, quickly shutting the door behind
her.

“In my bedroom over there,” she whispered as
she pointed out one door, “don’t need my roommates hearing
anything.” She gestured towards the other three doors connected to
the common area.

Once the two were safely in Jeanette’s
bedroom with the door shut behind her, Jeanette let out a slow
breath to relax herself.

“Have a seat, please.” She gestured to the
bed.

Preeta sat down gingerly, her eyes always
watching Jeanette, her body tense and waiting for the verbal
berating to begin. Her cock throbbed at the nearness of a woman and
sitting on her bed.

Jeanette pulled her office chair up and
slouched into it. “So, could you tell me what exactly is going on
here? More just um, who are you?”

Preeta took a deep breath, paused to gather
her words, and let it all flood out. She talked about being a
futanari, about the meteor that had passed nearly two decades
prior. Her story talked about hiding her identity through high
school, about her love for sports, of even being scouted by a
couple of nationally known schools before they found out she was a
futa, and of their university lending a bit of compassion to her
needs as well as the coaches pushing for a player who otherwise
could have gone to a Division 1 school.
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