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This was really popular a few years back, but do you remember The Twilight Saga? You know, Edward Cullen the high school student who is over a hundred years old? The vampire and the werewolf, all that jazz?

Well, my story is a little bit like that. I hope you’ll see the comparison by the time I’m done.

That story was about a vampire in high school, and this story is about a Futanari in college. That is to say, me. Natalie Connor. I am nineteen years old, a freshman at a major university you don’t need to know the name of. Names changed to protect the identities of the innocent, and all that. I am, if I may so, pretty fucking gorgeous, not in a model way, more in a “girl next door” way. I look like the girl in the nineties movie that the hero wouldn’t start out pining for, but would end up with in the end, if that makes sense. I’m definitely on the tall side, five-foot-ten, with very pale skin, blonde hair, blue eyes and a friendly, pretty face. I still have freckles, if you can believe it. My body type is slender and athletic, but I’m very fit with a nice figure. My tits are not huge, just B-cups, but because I’ve always been into sports, and also just because of genetics, I’ve definitely got some junk in the trunk.

I spent most of my life as a completely normal girl, but when I turned eighteen, I grew a cock. I now look like a perfectly lovely, normal sexy young adult woman, but—and I mostly hide this fact from the world—I now have both male and female parts. My vagina is now directly underneath my cock, on the underside of my scrotum.

According to my mother, this happens to all the women in our family. Yes, she has one as well. There is no explanation, as we’ve never gone to the trouble of seeking one out. It’s a miracle of modern medicine, and, incredibly, our family has just left it at that forever. She says that some women in our family have impregnated other women, and many—including her, obviously—have gotten pregnant and given birth (always at home, if you were wondering). Both are available options, and that checks out with my experience as well. Both my cock and my pussy are perfectly, entirely functional, capable of feeling pain and pleasure. I can play with my clit and finger myself and Jill off, or I can jerk off and I will produce a (very impressive, if I may say so) load a cum. For us Futanari, everything is on the table.

How many of us are there in the world? Who the hell knows. I guess we’ve all maintained our cone of silence, preferring to live a secret life rather than go get ourselves poked and prodded by the world’s governments and medical spooks, ET-style. It may surprise you that we could effectively maintain such a code of silence around ourselves over the centuries (or however long the women in my family have been growing dicks)... but really, should it surprise you? There’s been stranger things in the world.

It may be instructive to point out what we are not. We are not trans-women, and by the way I love and adore my trans sisters, my sisters in girldick. I’d consider them a distant cousin to what we are. But that is not us. We are also, by the way, not hermaphrodites. Again, people I love and adore and respect with all my heart. But, again, that’s not us.

We are Futanari.

What is the difference? Well, dear reader, if this was not yet weird enough, Futanari have a variety of what I can only describe as magical powers. You might find that hard to believe, but I frankly don’t care. There are things we can’t even really control, effects that we have on lovers that irrevocably change them, whether we want them to be changed or not. It is just a part of being a Futanari. Maybe thousands of years ago some ancient shaman had this knowledge of how those powers worked, and how to control them, but if so, that knowledge has been lost in the modern world. And again, we don’t go to the doctor, and even if we did, what are we going to do, ask a medical doctor to explain our magical powers? What am I going to do, go to a palm reader and ask them? Our options are limited.

Oh yeah, one of those magical powers is that we don’t get sick. Ever.

This is the story, I suppose, of another one of those powers.

It was my first month at college and I got invited to a party at Sigma Episilon, only the most exclusive and powerful fraternity on campus. This was unheard of for some wet-behind-the-ears freshmen like myself. This was your ticket to the social big time, a world of popularity, a world of societal power, a life as a top dog on campus.

One of the members saw me at orientation and invited me, and I accepted happily. How could I not? Somebody later told me that it was a meat market, that they were just bringing girls like me in as fresh meat for the upperclassmen.

But here’s the thing. Imagine your standard jock upperclassmen in college, the quintessential young, dumb, and full of cum frat boy. Imagine their horny level.

Pretty high, right?

A Futanari’s libido is regularly a hundred times that.

We are horny all the fucking time. Constantly. Especially in our late teens and twenties. We literally cannot get enough sex. So, if those horny frat boys thought they were going to have their way with me, I was absolutely, one thousand percent fine with it. They were going to find out a thing or two about me that they didn’t know. 

I arrived at Sigma Epsilon’s gigantic, palatial frat house that night by myself. I’d come to college alone, and I figured getting into the biggest most popular fraternity on campus was as good a way to make friends as any. You could hear the sounds of the party for about a mile around in the neighborhood. Going inside, I found the place was a mad house already, loud music and dancing and people talk-shouting everywhere, as in, talking to each other but the place was so loud they had to shout. It was the classic movie scene fraternity party.

It was easy to spot Dane McKinnon.

The rest of the room seemed to move around him, like heavenly bodies obeying the law of gravity. It seemed that everyone knew who he was, where he was at all times. And how could you not? He’d been the cover of every major sports website and magazine, been featured on every major sports website and podcast in the nation. The star quarterback of our university football team, he was a powerful presence on campus, and in his own fraternity, he was impossible to miss, lounging as he was on the couch, a girl on either side of him. He’ll be having a threesome with those two tonight, I predicted as I watched them.

But then a strange thing happened. As I moved closer to them, he stopped talking to them and he looked up at me, standing against the wall of the common room, holding my red solo cup beverage, looking around innocently.

My heart went into my throat when he looked up at me. He was easy to spot because he was nationally famous—if not world famous—but he was also very easy to spot because he was astonishingly, absurdly, devastatingly handsome. Dane McKinnon had the face of a Greek God and the body to match. He was so beautiful he was almost painful to look upon for very long.

But, look back I did.

He had the perfect square jaw, the perfect cleft chin, the perfect, sculpted, ruggedly handsome face. His hair was short and dark brown, and his eyes were a bright blue. His smile was brilliant, showing off a mouth full of pearly white teeth. He had broad shoulders and a muscular, powerful chest and a flat stomach. He was tall (Even with me at five foot ten, he was a full head taller than me) and lean, with long, muscular legs and huge biceps, his arms rippling with muscle. I’d seen the Sports Illustrated Body Issue spread and I’d seen him naked, and he was just, like, an absolute fucking Adonis. I cannot overemphasize how physically perfect this man was.

He was wearing a black polo shirt that did absolutely nothing to disguise his perfect, athletic body, and tight, form-fitting jeans that also left nothing to the imagination. It looked like he stuffed his pants, though I knew he did not, let’s just put it that way. His face lit up when he saw me and I realized the other two girls, one a blonde and one a brunette, were watching me as well, though without his interested expression.

Then he got up and came over to me.

Holy shit. This was happening.

The two girls he was sitting with were lookers, absolute dimes. They looked like the type of girls who would be on the arm of a star quarterback. I was pretty hot myself, but not in that caliber, and not that kind of hot.

But here I was, having Dane McKinnon walk up to me.

“Hey,” he said, flashing me a movie-star smile. “I’ve never seen you here before. What’s your name?”

I swallowed and nodded, trying to keep my cool. “Natalie,” I said.

He stuck out his hand. “Dane,” he said.

I shook his hand. He had a firm grip. I imagined his soft, strong hand wrapped around my cock, and realized I had better put that out of my head before I really lost my cool.

“Want a tour of the house?”

Somehow, I kept from laughing aloud. A tour of the house. The hoariest, silliest old cliche for getting a girl upstairs there ever was. Holy shit, I thought. It’s a good thing this guy is beautiful. Because his material is from 1965.

But I smiled and said: “Sure.”

I suspect that Dane McKinnon had no idea that it was I who was getting him upstairs, not the other way around. He saw me and thought innocent freshman, when he could not have known that I was in that moment approximately one thousand times hornier for him than he was for me. I suspect further that Dane McKinnon could not have known that I intentionally enticed him away from his other two girls with pheromones that I mentally control.

Yes, Dear Reader. I have not been entirely honest with you. There is another Futanari superpower which we must briefly discuss.

I can intentionally send pheromones in the direction of any human I so choose. This is how I baited the other frat boy into inviting me, and this is how I got Dane McKinnon to notice me from across the room, though he was sitting with basically two supermodels. It is not exactly mind control, mind you, the target must still accept the bait and go for it. It all depends on how animalistically lusty they are, I guess. But it’s not like you’re talking somebody into doing something they don’t want to do. It’s just a way to affect spooky action at a distance, to give somebody the eye but in a way that’s invisible to everyone but you. They still have to want to do it. You can’t force them.

But so far, with the frat boy who invited me and with getting Dane McKinnon to notice me, I was batting two-for-two.

He took me on the ‘house tour,’ actually doing a fairly decent job of pretending it was really a house tour. I don’t even remember what we chatted about on the way, just small talk about this and that.

Of course, we ended up upstairs.

Of course, we ended up in his bedroom.

The first time we kissed was near the football trophy case. I was pretending to admire the various high school and early college effects I saw there. “I’ve heard you’re probably going to go to the NFL,” I said, not giving one single crap about his football career. “That’s pretty exciting. Is it a lot of pressure?”

“Yeah,” he said, “But I don’t want to talk about that.”

That was when I felt his hands slipping around my waist, as he leaned down to kiss me.

I melted.

Our lips locked, our tongues dueled. It was like an electric spark was passing between us, a sexual current. I was surprised that my pheromones weren’t going full bore, but maybe my subconscious knew what was good for me and held off.

He broke the kiss for a moment and pulled back, staring down into my eyes. I stared back, smiling.

“You are... something else,” he said with a chuckle. “I don’t know how to describe it. Not my usual type, that’s for sure.”

Inwardly I was grinning like a maniac. I felt like a jungle cat stalking the world’s juiciest antelope. The game was already over, even if the antelope didn’t know it yet. A supreme hunter, I was. 

“What’s your usual type,” I said, “The two supermodels downstairs?”

“Well... yeah,” he said with a laugh. “Getting women isn’t hard for me, it’s just... there’s something about you, Natalie Connor.”

Again, I kept myself from laughing. I was pretty sure that was another line that he’d probably used to get hundreds of young innocent freshmen into bed. He still thought I was that, some wide-eyed little piece of ass. In some ways, I guess I was. He still thought he was the aggressor in our transaction, the power broker. In some ways, I guess he was. I wanted his attention, his social standing, his popularity. But he thought he was enticing me into sex because he was horny, instead of the other way around.

It was kind of cute, how clueless this beautiful man was.

But I could take no more; he was simply too beautiful. He was going to see my erection through my jeans if I stared at him much longer.

Never breaking eye contact with Dane, I slid slowly to my knees.

He watched me, transfixed, his expression changing from confusion, to shock, to understanding, and finally to arousal, all in the space of a few seconds.

“Oh, no, no, no, you don’t have to...”

I pulled his pants and boxers down, letting his big erection flop upward when it passed his waistband. Good god, his cock was enormous, nearly the equal of mine. And it was beautiful. I gave him that proper porn reaction, when a girl first pulled a guy’s pants down, letting his monster free, and on her face was shocked surprise, and perhaps wonder about how she was going to take the whole thing. That was what my face said in that moment.

I took him in my mouth and began sucking him.

“Holy... ohhhhhh...” Dane moaned, his body jerking in response.

His cock tasted divine. His masculine scent filled my nose. I was in heaven.

He was big enough that I could only get the head of him into my mouth at first. I swirled my tongue around the head, licking and sucking and slurping. Then I opened my mouth wide and took him down a bit further.

“Holy fuck, Natalie, you have a talented mouth,” he groaned.

He was not wrong.

I went to town on his cock. It was like sucking a soda bottle, but a soda bottle that had a mind of its own and that tasted like pure sex and manliness. Dane was close in a hurry, but I was an expert—I stopped and stroked him softly, giving his shaft little kisses as I stared up into his eyes, not stimulating him enough to make him cum just yet. He was breathing heavily, his chest heaving. He looked down at me and smiled.

“You’re incredible,” he gasped.

“Just wait until you get inside me,” I whispered with a little smile.

And then I began sucking him again.

I took him deeper, letting him hit the back of my throat. Then, I pushed further, deepthroating him, taking him down all the way to the root, my nose touching his pubes.

“Ohhhh, fuck, oh god, oh my god,” he moaned.

It was time.

As I began bobbing on his cock, sucking him and stroking his shaft, I reached out with my magical mind, reaching deep inside him, sending him waves of pleasure. I didn’t just suck his cock, I fondled his mind. It was like... telepathic masturbation, but with my mouth. I gave him waves and waves of psychic sexual pleasure, like a vibrator against his prostate, and as the mental waves of ecstasy washed over him, I felt his cock begin to pulse, his balls tightening.

“Oh my god, I’m going to cum!”

I blue-balled him again, refusing to let him cum. I took my mouth off his cock, retracting the psychic pleasure I was giving him at the same time, causing him to whimper aloud.

“Please...” he moaned.

“Oh, you will cum, alright,” I promised, looking up at him.

I stood and we kissed again, a passionate, desperate kiss, his huge cock trapped between our bodies. I don’t honestly know how he didn’t feel my bulge in my pants, trying to rip out through my jeans. I think he was just that horny and excited. Whatever it was, I took him by the hand and led him over to his bed.

“Wait a minute,” he said, “We need a condom...”

“Oh, not yet,” I said, putting my face next to his cock again and kissing it. “Just relax for now. Let me take care of you.”

“Oh... okay,” he sighed, letting himself sink back onto his pillow, watching as I sucked him.

He tasted and smelled wonderful. It was like a drug. I could not get enough of his manliness, his maleness. I sucked him and stroked him, sucking and licking and jerking his big hard shaft, bringing him close to orgasm, and then holding him back, teasing him mercilessly. I reached out with my mind again, giving him psychic pleasure, cocooning his mind in it, without quite pushing him over the edge. He watched me, his eyes full of love and wonder as I gazed up at him and sucked him.

Finally, I decided to let him cum.

“Ohhhh, my god,” he groaned, his back arching as the waves of pleasure crashed over him.

His cock was like a firehose. It was spraying semen like a firehose. His cum filled my mouth and splashed across my tongue, thick and hot and creamy.

“Mmmm...” I moaned, swallowing his load.

When he was done, his cock was still hard. He lay back on the bed, panting.

“That was... holy shit,” he moaned. “Natalie Connor, where have you been all my life?”

I took a deep breath. It was time to show him.

Standing up, I pulled my shirt off and undid my bra. He watched me, smiling.

“Damn, you’re gorgeous,” he sighed.

My tits bounced as they were freed. My nipples were hard, poking outward. I had small tits, but very, very sensitive. They were perfectly shaped and round.

I then kicked off my shoes, undid my pants, and pulled them off. Dane was watching me, smiling.

I was wearing white lace panties, perfectly outlining my big hard erection underneath.

Dane’s smile faded. His mouth fell open.

I pulled the front of my panties down and my big, hard cock popped free, bouncing up and down.

“What the hell?” he whispered, sitting up and staring.

I pulled my panties off the rest of the way. I was completely naked, a hard dick between my legs.

“Wait,” he said. “You’re... are you trans? There’s no way. Are you?”

“I’m a Futanari,” I said. “Do you know what that is?”

He was staring at my erection, his eyes wide.

“Uh, yeah,” he said, “Like in manga comics.”

“Sort of,” I said, standing over him and stroking myself. “I am the real deal, though.” Lifting up my cock, I showed him my wet glistening pussy lips underneath, while simultaneously reaching out with my pheromones to let him know how much I wanted him.

Dane was staring at my dick, a look of trepidation and anxiety on his face. I could tell that he had never been with another man, and would probably never consider being with a transwoman. I was neither of those things, of course, but I still might be too much for him. And I would of course allow him his free will. As I said, I could have controlled his mind, most likely. But I would never do that.

“So, do you still want to fuck me?”

Dane blinked. Then his face lit up in a grin. Even as I could see that he would never be with a man or with a transwoman, his mental scales were already tipping in my favor. I had just given him what was almost certainly the best blow job of his life, and he had assuredly had a great many blow jobs in his life. As he said, he was not hurting for willing partners.

His cock was hardening again already.

“Fuck yeah, I do,” he said.

Now we were getting somewhere.

He grabbed me and pulled me down on top of him, and we kissed again, his tongue thrusting into my mouth, his hands roaming my body, exploring every inch of me. Well, every inch of me except my cock. When his hands got near my crotch, it was suddenly like two magnetic north poles getting close together and they averted elsewhere.

That was okay. I had a wet pussy ready and waiting for him.

Breaking the kiss, he smiled and flipped us both over so that I was on my back and he was on top of me, staring down at me. He grinned and kissed me again, and then kissed his way down my neck. He sucked on one of my nipples, causing me to moan aloud.

“God, your tits are incredible,” he murmured, sucking the other one. My dick, which was just a bit bigger than his, was standing straight up, poking him in his rock-hard abs. He didn’t seem to notice, or care about that. As long as he didn’t touch my cock on purpose with his hands, I think he was okay with it. Incidental contact with his torso was just fine.

“Fuck me, Dane,” I moaned. “Give me your cock.”

With a smile on his face, never breaking eye contact with me, he lifted up my legs and put both of my ankles on his shoulders. Then he lined up his cock with my pussy lips and pushed the tip inside.

“Oh my gooooood,” he moaned, his face a sudden picture of ecstasy and joy. I was reaching out with my pheromones more intensely than I had before, flooding his mind with my lust for him.

“Oh my god, Natalie, your pussy is fucking amazing,” he moaned, thrusting his hips forward, shoving his cock deep inside me.

“Mmmm...” I sighed, biting my lip. “Give it to me, baby.”

He was pounding me, hard. His cock was so big, so thick, and it was like an iron rod inside me, splitting me apart, spearing deep inside my body, filling me, stuffing me.

“Fucking hell,” he grunted, slamming into me.

My tits were bouncing and jiggling with each of his powerful thrusts. The feeling of his huge cock sawing in and out of me was overwhelming, it was making my eyes roll back in my head, making me pant. I couldn’t take it.

“FUCK, YES,” I shouted, feeling his cock plunge into me, hitting bottom. My own huge erection bounced between us, slapping me in the tits and bouncing off Dane’s chest. As he got into the act of fucking me, he seemed to care less and less about my dick, seemed to get over his tension and aversion to touching it. Already he had progressed from being weirded out to not caring about it.

“Holy fuck you feel good,” he groaned. “Best... Best pussy I’ve ever had...”

“Your cock feels incredible, baby,” I whimpered, putting my hands on his back and neck, my tits and cock bouncing wildly as he passionately fucked me silly. “Fuck me, fuck me, FUCK ME!”

I had him exactly where I wanted him, and in his current state of lust and passion, I knew I could do whatever I wanted with him.

But first, I was going to cum.

“I’m going to cum, Dane,” I whimpered, feeling my orgasm approaching.

“I’m gonna cum too,” he grunted, his face a mask of passion.

I felt the waves of pleasure washing over me. I closed my eyes and focused on the feeling of his hard cock plunging deep into my soft, warm, wet hole. My body convulsed and shook, the waves of pleasure crashing over me, making me shake.

“OHHHHH!” I cried as my pussy came, the orgasm rolling over me, making me shiver and writhe beneath him.

“FUUUUCK!” Dane roared, slamming into me, his balls tightening, his body jerking.

Then, with a grunt, his body stiffened, and his cock erupted, shooting his load deep inside me.

“NATALIE!”

He came. He came and came and came. His orgasm was the most powerful he’d ever experienced, I was certain of it. His cock pulsed and throbbed, spurting his load inside me.

As his orgasm receded, his thrusting slowed, and finally he collapsed on top of me, gasping.

We kissed, softly and gently, our sweaty, heaving bodies pressed together.

“Wow,” I whispered.

“Yeah,” he agreed, before he suddenly realized something and leapt up. “Shit! Do you need- I don’t know, a Plan B, or...?”

I laughed and shook my head. “No,” I said. “It’s not necessary. I can get pregnant... but only when I want to. It’s... it’s something that we can do.”

The emphasis that I put on ‘we’ made it clear enough, that I did not need to explain further. “Wow,” was all Dane said.

“Here’s something else I can do,” I purred, reaching down between his legs. I reached out to him with my pheromones again, and he closed his eyes as lust overtook him again. He was hard again in seconds.

“Oh my God,” Dane groaned. “You are... something else. How did you do that?”

“You wanna talk, or fuck me again?”

“Fuck you, of course,” he grunted.

“Thought so,” I grinned, flipping over so he could fuck me from behind. I leapt up onto all fours as Dane got into position behind me. He pushed his big, fat, hard dick deep inside me and began fucking me again, the sound of flesh slapping against flesh filling the air, echoing off the walls.

He grabbed my hair and yanked my head back as he fucked me from behind, the new angle making him hit bottom. “Fuck yeah, you sexy bitch, fuck yeah,” he grunted.

“Oh, oh, OH, FUCK, DANE, YOUR COCK IS AMAZING,” I cried, looking over my shoulder, staring into his eyes as he fucked me doggy style.

“I’ve never seen a hotter girl than you,” he grunted, fucking me harder, faster.

“Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” I chanted, over and over. My smallish perky tits bounced beneath me wildly as he fucked me from behind, his hips bouncing into my big perfect ass over and over again. I had a big fat ass, big but tight and firm and perfect, and I could tell Dane loved it. He was really going to town now, fucking me hard, his fingers digging into my hips as he slammed into me.

“Fuuuuuck,” I wailed.

“You like that, don’t you?” Dane growled. “You like getting fucked by a big cock, don’t you, slut?”

“YESSSSS!” I screamed.

“Yeah, that’s right, you dirty bitch,” he said, pulling my hair back even harder, yanking my head back, arching my back.

At some point, my limbs would hold me up no longer and I went down on my belly, into a prone bone position. Dane did not stop fucking me. The noises coming out of me were whimpers at this point as Dane continued pounding my pussy. My eyes rolled back in my head, my mouth was open, my tongue lolling out as he fucked me ever closer to climax.

I reached back and touched his balls, and gave him another shot of pheromones.

“FUCK, YEAH, NATALIE, I’M GONNA CUM,” he shouted, his voice a roar.

“Cum inside me, baby, cum inside me, give me your seed,” I whined, not knowing what the hell I was saying, just feeling the words come out of my mouth. My cock was underneath me, trapped between the bed and my tummy, rubbing against Dane’s soft sheets. My pussy was just on the precipice again though, ready to explode with pleasure as Dane fucked me stupid, fucked me so good I couldn’t think straight.

“UHN, FUCK, GODDAMMIT,” Dane grunted, his hips slamming against mine, his huge cock impaling me.

And then we were both cumming.

I was shrieking into the pillow, my hands balling the sheets up, twisting them in my fists, as my body shook and trembled and convulsed and bucked. My orgasm was so powerful, so intense, I almost blacked out.

“FUCKING HELL, NATALIE, HOLY SHIT, YOU’RE SO FUCKING SEXY,” Dane was shouting, and then his orgasm was hitting him, and I could feel his hot cum spurting inside me, flooding my pussy again. As a Futanari, I could send his balls into overdrive, making him produce cum at an inordinate rate. He’d need to drink a fair bit of water later, but it was worth it. This load was as big and impressive as the first one, if not even more.

“Oh, fuck,” Dane gasped, as his thrusting slowed and then finally stopped, and he lay atop me, his breathing ragged.

We were both exhausted, completely spent. Dane had given me all he had.

“How did you do that?” he whispered. “God, I was ready for a second round immediately. And good god, it felt just as good the second time... if not better...”

“Best you ever had?” I asked, rolling over.

My cock, still hard as a rock, slapped him in the hip as I rolled towards him. He had to have noticed, but he did not seem to mind at all. I don’t know if he even realized it, but his hand went down to where my dick had touched his hip. It was close, so close to touching my cock. I think he wanted to... he just didn’t realize it yet. He couldn’t quite bring himself to move his hand that final few inches.

“God yes,” Dane said. “By a mile. And I’ve done... well, I’ve been with a lot of girls.”

“Well,” I said with a chuckle, “I’m obviously not like most girls.”

We fell silent for a moment. The sounds of the party echoed far below us, the forgotten party. I could tell that neither of us had the slightest bit of interest in going back down and hanging out with those people. Dane’s eyes flicked down towards my cock. He did not recoil, as he had when he first saw me naked. He hadn’t even really recoiled then; it was more just that he was surprised. But now... he was ever so close to accepting.

“You know what,” he said. “I think I’m done drinking for the night. However...”

Dane jumped up, naked, and went to his bookcase. This gave me ample opportunity to admire his beautiful naked body. He had a truly magnificent ass, muscular and tight and perfect, his legs long and lean and powerful. His cock was still enormous even soft, bouncing around as he moved.
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