
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Futa and the College Quarterback

        

        
        
          Futas in College, Volume 1

        

        
        
          Hera Persepolis

        

        
          Published by Persepolis Publishing, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE FUTA AND THE COLLEGE QUARTERBACK

    

    
      First edition. March 17, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Hera Persepolis.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8230946779

    

    
    
      Written by Hera Persepolis.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


THE FUTA AND THE COLLEGE QUARTERBACK




[image: ]




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.
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