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Naughty Excerpt from “My Futa Job Interview”

“Come in,” Simone's melodic voice answered.

I opened the door and was greeted by a busty blonde in a lilac robe. “Oh, ain't you the sweetest thang!” she exclaimed in a sultry, Southern drawl. “Come here and give me some sugar!”

Her arms snaked around my neck and she pulled my face straight between her bountiful breasts. They were soft as silk and she adorned them with a spicy perfume that left me light-headed.

“You're hired, darlin'!” the blonde proclaimed.

“Now hold on,” Simone interjected. “We need to do this right, Becky.”

“Oh, fine,” Becky pouted, releasing me. I gasped for breath.

Becky stepped back, allowing me to enter the room. It was small, crowded with a few comfortable chairs and couches. At the back was a small refrigerator sitting next to a counter that had a microwave resting upon it. A break room. Simone sat on a brown, leather love seat, her black hair falling around her teal, silk robe. She was lithe and sultry, a predatory smile on her face, and her green eyes traveled up and down my body; her grin intensified, and my body respond, shifting my thighs to deal with the growing ache.

“Undress,” she ordered in her lovely, French accent. “Let us have a good look at you.”

“Oh, yes,” Becky clapped, sitting next to her wife and co-owner—I recognized them from their wedding photo hanging in the lobby. “I want to see you nekkid! Get strippin' like a blonde at a beauty pageant!”

What type of beauty pageants had she attended?

But I had expected this, and slipped out of my blazer. I was surprised that my hands didn't tremble as I unbuttoned my mauve blouse, exposing the racy demi bra that cupped my breasts in red gauze, my nipples dark shadows bleeding through the fabric.

“Very nice, sugar,” Becky applauded. “I think she's perfect!”

“You know I love you, right?” Simone asked her wife.

“I do!” she smiled.

“Then remember what we agreed on.”

“You're right. I just get as excited as a fox in the henhouse.”

Simone reached over and fondly patted her wife's knee.

“Continue, Melody.”

I reached behind my back, unhooked my bra and, smiling as sultry as I could, I slipped the straps nice and slow off my shoulders, building Becky's anticipation at seeing my round breasts. The blonde's brown eyes widened and she scooched to the edge of her seat in breathless excitement as the straps slid down to my elbows and my hands slowly lowered the cups.

“Hoo-boy, those are some mighty fine ta-tas!”

I shook my tits like I'd imagine a stripper would, and Becky whistled and clapped. A bulge formed as her clitoris transformed into a futa-cock, tenting the front of her lilac robe. Emboldened, I writhed my hips, turned, and waggled my ass—covered in my tight, gray business skirt—at them. I worked out and thought I had a killer rear.

“Oh, sugar, you have an ass that won't quit!” Becky apparently agreed.

“Ohh!” I squealed as she slapped my ass.

“Let's see it, sugar! I wanna bury my face 'tween those cheeks and go to town on you!”

I found the zipper to my skirt, slowly drawing it down. I shook my hips, the skirt sliding inch-by-inch down my waist and round butt-cheeks, exposing my red thong buried deep in my crack. I gave one more shake, and my skirt fell in a puddle about my feet.

“Oh, Lord, thank you,” Becky breathed as I bent down and wiggled my almost-naked ass at her. “We have to have her, Simone!”

“Patience,” Simone chided. “Though she is showing promise.”

Showing promise. Simone's words spurred me on, and I straightened up, slapping my ass. “You want to see my thong come off?”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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My Futa Job Interview

“I think you'll fit right in,” Simone had told me last night after I had my first futa massage.

After seeing a woman with a cock, I had wanted one for myself and Linda, my wonderful masseuse, had suggested I meet with the owner. Apparently, if I worked as a masseuse at the parlor, they could give me my own dick. I had leaped at the opportunity.

“So sleep on it and, if you still want your own futa cock, come back tomorrow at 7 pm for your job interview,” Simone had purred in her sensual, French lilt.

I didn't sleep well; I just couldn't get the memory of Linda naked, her body tan and fit, breasts perky, pussy wet and shaved, and her clitoris engorging into a thick, futa cock. I don't know how many times I masturbated last night thinking about it; my poor, little pussy was sore and abused this morning.

And if I passed my interview tonight, I would get my very own futa cock. I didn't know how it was possible for a woman to receive that wonderful gift, but I yearned to have my own dick, and to experience a double cum—simultaneously orgasming with a cock and pussy. I shivered; having a futa cock would change my life for the better.

I stepped out of the elevator, onto my work's floor, with a bounce in my step. I felt wonderful. The futa massage and fucking I had experienced last night had relieved all the stress I had been under—my-soon-to-be-ex-husband had cheated on me with his secretary and we were going through a divorce, and that was on top of all the garbage my boss was piling on me.

I stopped, blinking. I hadn't thought of my divorce since walking into Ms. Futa 'N Ari's Massage Parlor last night. For the first time since I learned of my-soon-be-ex-husband's infidelity, I had lived again.

“You look so relaxed, Melody!” Jennifer exclaimed. My best friend threw her arms around me, hugging me like a vice; I couldn't help but notice how nice her breasts felt pressed against mine. My experience with Linda had awakened me to the true beauty of the female form, and Jennifer was stunning, even if she did lack a cock. “You went?”

“Uh-huh!” I grinned. “It was magical!”

“I knew you'd love it!” she leaned in and whispered, “Wasn't it wild getting fucked by a futa?”

“God, yes!” I moaned, remembering how Linda took me last night under the guise of a massage. “She put a bolster under my stomach and fucked me from behind as I lay facedown on the massage table.”

“Ohh, you had the standard massage?”

“Yeah. You didn't?”

“Nope!” she giggled. “I was feeling adventurous and went with the shower massage. While Veronica—a stunningly beautiful, Black woman—was washing me, she sprouted this huge dick!”

“Yum!” I pictured a big, Black cock sprouting from a gorgeous woman's groin; I pressed my thighs together to take the edge off my tingling clitoris.

“I know! I got so wet when I saw it, and not from the shower.” Her laugh was wicked and delightful, and I really appreciated how beautiful it made her. “Then she just pushed my back against the shower wall, hiked my left leg up, and fucked me so hard. Then, after cumming in me, she flipped me around, smacked my butt, and growled, 'Gonna have me some white ass!' And boy did she!”

“Linda didn't fuck my ass, but we did sixty-nine!” I sighed, remembering her futa cock filling my mouth as my fingers probed her pussy. “Oh, Jennifer, it was the most amazing sex I've ever had!”

“So you're going back, right?” Jennifer excitedly asked. “We could go together!”

I took a deep breath. “I think I'm going to work there.”

“Excellent, we can go...wait, what?” she blinked, finally realizing what I had said.

“I'm going to be a futa masseuse!” Then I sighed. “I just have to pass my interview tonight.”

“Holy shit!” Jennifer hissed. “They can give you a...”

I nodded.

“And you want that?”

Another nod. “It's all I could think about since then.” I squeezed her arm. “I'm going to do it.”

“Wow!” A mischievous grin crossed her face. “I'm getting a friend's discount, right?”

I hadn't thought of fucking my best friend. I glanced at her, considering. Jennifer was a gorgeous woman with thick, raven-black hair and a doll's face set with hazel eyes. My panties grew damp.

“Of course!”

“Good!” she giggled, color spotting her cheeks. “I'll—”

“Melody, Mr. Edwards wants to see you,” Stephanie, my boss's secretary, interrupted.

I groaned.

“Good luck,” Jennifer said, flashing me a sympathetic smile.

I followed Stephanie across the office, my eyes falling down to her cute rear. I pictured her naked, my futa cock penetrating her asshole. Ohh, I couldn't wait to have one. Linda told me she cleared $800 on a slow day. That's $208,000 a year. I only make $78,000 a year here. Turns out, rich women pay a lot to fuck a futa cock, and I could get a piece of that pie.

Mr. Edwards wasn't alone when I entered his office. His pretty, and petite, Japanese wife, Yurika, stood beside him, her long, blue-black hair falling straight down the back of her flowery dress to her cute ass. She had an innocent, demure beauty; I pictured her on her knees, sucking my futa cock while looking up at me with shy, dark eyes.

I squeezed my thighs together.

“Sit down!” Mr. Edwards barked at me, then turned to his wife. “We will discuss this further when I get home tonight.”

“Yes, dear,” she politely replied, then glanced at me. “Maybe you do not need to be so—”

“We'll talk at home, Yurika.”

She shrank her shoulders. “Yes, dear.” Then she fled his office.

What an asshole!

For the next twenty minutes I had to endure one of Mr. Edwards's blistering ass-chewings. Why? I used the old cover sheet on a report instead of the new one implemented yesterday. It was a mistake I could easily fix in a minute. But he was the type of dick who loved to chew out any ass he could. All it did was strengthen my desire to get my futa cock and quit this job.

After I escaped Mr. Edwards's office with my ass handed to me, work passed slower than a snail crossing a garden. I couldn't sit still, and bounced about the office. I was so excited! My skin buzzed with itching energy that needed discharging. I just know I drove my office mates bananas as I pestered them every few minutes, wandering through the cubicles asking them inane questions while they tried to work. In between, Jennifer would find me and we'd giggled about the fun we were going to have.

Finally, 5 PM had arrived.

“Good luck,” Jennifer said, hugging me.

“You just want a discount on a futa massage,” I quipped.

“Of course!” she beamed. “Now go knock 'em dead!”

I ate a hurried dinner from a greasy fast food joint and raced to the massage parlor. The sign still flashed garishly pink, announcing that this was Ms. Futa 'N Ari's Massage Parlor. There were no windows piercing the pink walls, which still made it look like a strip club on the outside. Well, it wouldn't do for anyone to see what goes on in there. Particularly the clients' husbands and boyfriends.

“Let's do this,” I told myself, looking in my rearview mirror, using an old technique to calm my nerves before giving a presentation at work. “You're awesome, Melody. You're going to crush this interview. They'll be begging you to work for them! You deserve this job. You deserve to have a futa cock and be happy! So get your butt in there and give the best, darn interview you can!”

Feeling like a winner, I strode out of my car, and walked boldly to the door, reaching for the handle, and...my eyes widened, and I turned to look at my car in sudden horror. I was in such a hurry to get inside, I had left my car running.

“Shoot!” I cursed, running in my pumps back to my car, trying not to fall on the uneven, cracked asphalt. “Oh, no!”

I peered through my window at my keys dangling in the ignition.

“Please, no! I don't have time to deal with this!” My hands trembling, I reached for the door handle. “Don't be locked! Please, don't be locked.”

The door opened. I breathed a huge sigh of relief, almost falling against my car as all the tension melted out of my body. I reached in, turned my car off, and put my keys in my purse. I locked the door this time, took a few deep breaths, and strode boldly to the parlor's entrance.

“Get it together,” I told myself as I reached the door. “You've rocked high-powered board meetings without breaking a sweat. Don't freak out over a simple job interview. You can do this. You are an amazing, beautiful, and outstanding woman, Melody!”

I yanked open the door and walked into the massage parlor dead set on becoming a futa-girl!

“Melody!” gushed Mandy, the blonde receptionist, looking up from her desk. The waiting room was exactly as I remembered it from last night, well-lit and comfortable. The exact type of room you'd see in any high-end spa.

“Hi, Mandy,” I answered with all the confidence I could muster.

She held up a clipboard. “Just some papers for you to fill out and sign. Pretty standard employment stuff.”

It was standard stuff: a job application, tax papers, and a non-disclosure document. Under no circumstances could I reveal the proprietary secrets of Ms. Futa 'N Ari's Massage Parlor, Inc.—I presumed this meant the futa process. I crossed my T's and dotted my I's, and turned in the paperwork to the receptionist.

“I'm rooting for you!” Mandy smiled.

“Thanks.” I tried to keep my nerves out of my voice. Sound confident, act confident, and you'll be confident.

I sat down, grabbing the same issue of Cosmo I had tried to read last night, when the phone rang. “Uh-huh,” Mandy answered. “Okay. I'll send her back.”

I looked up, my heart hammering with hope.

“They're ready for you. Room 8.”

I stood up and strode to the door that led to a hallway and the massage rooms. My footsteps seemed to echo on the white floor, every step increasing the knots in my stomach. “You can do this, Melody.” Odd numbered doors were on the right, even on the left. I passed 2, 4, 6, and reached 8. I took a deep breath, and knocked.

“Come in,” Simone's melodic voice answered.

I opened the door and was greeted by a busty blonde in a lilac robe. “Oh, ain't you the sweetest thang!” she exclaimed in a sultry, Southern drawl. “Come here and give me some sugar!”

Her arms snaked around my neck and she pulled my face straight between her bountiful breasts. They were soft as silk and she adorned them with a spicy perfume that left me light-headed.

“You're hired, darlin'!” the blonde proclaimed.

“Now hold on,” Simone interjected. “We need to do this right, Becky.”

“Oh, fine,” Becky pouted, releasing me. I gasped for breath.

Becky stepped back, allowing me to enter the room. It was small, crowded with a few comfortable chairs and couches. At the back was a small refrigerator sitting next to a counter that had a microwave resting upon it. A break room. Simone sat on a brown, leather love seat, her black hair falling around her teal, silk robe. She was lithe and sultry, a predatory smile on her face, and her green eyes traveled up and down my body; her grin intensified, and my body respond, shifting my thighs to deal with the growing ache.

“Undress,” she ordered in her lovely, French accent. “Let us have a good look at you.”

“Oh, yes,” Becky clapped, sitting next to her wife and co-owner—I recognized them from their wedding photo hanging in the lobby. “I want to see you nekkid! Get strippin' like a blonde at a beauty pageant!”

What type of beauty pageants had she attended?

But I had expected this, and slipped out of my blazer. I was surprised that my hands didn't tremble as I unbuttoned my mauve blouse, exposing the racy demi bra that cupped my breasts in red gauze, my nipples dark shadows bleeding through the fabric.

“Very nice, sugar,” Becky applauded. “I think she's perfect!”

“You know I love you, right?” Simone asked her wife.

“I do!” she smiled.

“Then remember what we agreed on.”

“You're right. I just get as excited as a fox in the henhouse.”

Simone reached over and fondly patted her wife's knee.

“Continue, Melody.”

I reached behind my back, unhooked my bra and, smiling as sultry as I could, I slipped the straps nice and slow off my shoulders, building Becky's anticipation at seeing my round breasts. The blonde's brown eyes widened and she scooched to the edge of her seat in breathless excitement as the straps slid down to my elbows and my hands slowly lowered the cups.

“Hoo-boy, those are some mighty fine ta-tas!”

I shook my tits like I'd imagine a stripper would, and Becky whistled and clapped. A bulge formed as her clitoris transformed into a futa-cock, tenting the front of her lilac robe. Emboldened, I writhed my hips, turned, and waggled my ass—covered in my tight, gray business skirt—at them. I worked out and thought I had a killer rear.

“Oh, sugar, you have an ass that won't quit!” Becky apparently agreed.

“Ohh!” I squealed as she slapped my ass.

“Let's see it, sugar! I wanna bury my face 'tween those cheeks and go to town on you!”

I found the zipper to my skirt, slowly drawing it down. I shook my hips, the skirt sliding inch-by-inch down my waist and round butt-cheeks, exposing my red thong buried deep in my crack. I gave one more shake, and my skirt fell in a puddle about my feet.

“Oh, Lord, thank you,” Becky breathed as I bent down and wiggled my almost-naked ass at her. “We have to have her, Simone!”

“Patience,” Simone chided. “Though she is showing promise.”

Showing promise. Simone's words spurred me on, and I straightened up, slapping my ass. “You want to see my thong come off?”

“Does a hummin'bird love nectar?” purred Becky. I chuckled; wait until she sees my tattoo.

I hooked my fingers in the waistband of my thong, then worked the scrap of cloth down my hips and ass. The thong dropped down my legs, bunching around my ankles. I stepped out with my right foot, letting the cloth hang from for a moment before I lifted my foot and let my thong fall to the floor.

“Those butt-cheeks are tighter than a banker's wallet!” Becky goosed my left cheek. “Oh, sugar, I wanna sink my teeth into your delicious rump!”

“I just might let you,” I purred over my shoulder, then I bent over, exposing my newly shaved vulva, glistening with my arousal.

“Oh, yes! Lord, yes!” Becky clapped. “Let me see your cute snatch from the front!”

I spun about, my breasts swaying, and posed, my legs spread and my left hand on my hip. The bulge in Becky's robe grew, and a pink, throbbing cock pushed through the woman's robe, a drop of clear precum adorning the helmet-like tip.

I wanted to fall to my knees and worship that cock, while my finger probed her pussy, giving her the joy only a futa could experience—a double cum.

“Well lookie there!” Becky grinned, pointing at my tattoo. “Ain't that the purtiest hummin'bird you ever did see?”

I smiled; the tattoo was a souvenir from a drunken, sorority bender ten years ago. For the first time, I was glad I had it. Becky reached out, stroking the bird's wings, her finger electric as she traced the long, thin beak that pointed right at my pussy.

“She's about to drink your nectar!” Becky giggled. “What a naughty bird. I wouldn't mind havin' a taste myself. I bet you're as sweet as a virgin at the prom.”

“Well, you've impressed my wife,” Simone said, her voice so sexy with that French accent. I looked at her green eyes, desire burning in them as they roamed my naked body. “But why do you want to have a dick?”

“Ever since I saw Linda's fat clitoris yesterday, before I even knew what she was, I had this image of her sporting a cock, and it made me so wet! Then when I saw she had an actual cock...” A groan escaped my lips—such a wonderful memory. “It was so beautiful. And then I gave her a double cum and felt the intensity of her reaction. She was like an exploding volcano. I wanted to experience having a cock erupt and a pussy climax at the same time! I want to have a futa-cock and fuck beautiful women!” I was breathless when I finished, my nipples aching and my pussy weeping lust.

“Well, she's passionate!” clapped Becky

“Yes,” Simone purred, raking me with her eyes. “But she needs more than passion for a girl-cock to work here. We massage women, treasuring them like goddesses. You have to love the feminine form, and worship her with all the fervor you can muster.”

“I can do that.”

“Have you ever been with a woman before?”

I shook my head. “Unless you count Linda, last night.”

Simone gave a disappointed sigh, frowning.

“But it's like I've woken up from a dream and I'm seeing the world in a whole, new way. Linda showed me just how wonderful and beautiful women truly are. I will treat your clients like they’re Goddesses.” I paused, taking a breath. “I want to treat them like the Goddesses they are! To nurse at their wonderful breasts, slide my lips across their silky skin, and part their thighs and taste their pussies!”

“Prove it,” Simone purred. “Worship me.”

Her hands unknotted her robe, the teal silk sliding away. Her body was lithe, with smooth skin and small, perfectly-formed, conical breasts topped with mauve nipples. Her legs spread, revealing a shaved mound, flushed dark with arousal.

“Where's your cock?” I blurted out, then reddened in embarrassment. Smooth, Melody.

“I have far more self-control than my wife does,” Simone answered, reaching out to grasp Becky's cock peeking out of her lilac robe.

“True!” Becky laughed. “I'm as impulsive as a squirrel in a nut factory.”

I licked my lips and moved towards Simone, leaning over, and kissed her. She tasted sweet—apricot—and her mouth was aggressive, capturing mine and devouring me. My hands touched her smooth, warm skin, sliding up her side to cup her breasts. Simone sighed into my mouth as my thumbs rubbed across her hard nubs.

“Simone loves it when you pinch her nips.”

Simone broke the kiss. “Stop helping her, darling.”

“I just want to see you pleasured. Y'know how much I love watchin' you cum!”

I nuzzled Simone's neck, kissing and sucking her silky flesh as my fingers pinched her nipples, rolling them. She groaned, and I took proud delight in her soft sighs. I let my lips smooch down her neck and chest, then up the slops of her breasts, reaching the pinnacle; I engulfed her summit.

“Mmh,” Simone purred.

“She suckin' you good, honey?”

“Yes!”

I sucked and nibbled, exploring the nub with my tongue between gentle bites. I licked over to her left breast and opened wide, capturing the entirety of her nipple and areola. She gasped, shifting in her seat as her passion grew. My first nipple I had ever sucked. I loved how hard and wrinkled her nub was, and I delighted every time she shivered and gasped as my tongue swirled.

“She sure does love your titties,” cooed Beck.

“Uh-huh!”

“Not that I blame her. You do have a mighty fine pair of sweater puppies!”

I smiled around her nipple—Simone did have a lovely pair of breasts—then sucked hard at her pink nub. Simone's hands stroked my face, brushing my brown hair out of my eyes, and staring deep into me; her green eyes smoldered with passion. Joy burst inside me, mixing with the burning in my nethers. I was pleasing this woman, making her happy, satisfying her.

I loved it. There was something so wonderful in giving someone else pleasure. Like a master violinist playing for a crowd, giving them my music and enjoying their joyful reactions.

“She's makin' me as hard as a calculus test!” Becky moved down, licking my ear. “Sugar, I reckon that's enough foreplay. I wanna watch you lick my purtee wife's cooch!”

“Yes, miss,” I groaned, desiring to taste my first pussy.

I licked and kissed down her body, pausing to rub my cheek against her taut belly. A spicy musk grew stronger the lower I went; Simone's passion. I pushed her thighs apart, sinking to my knees. Her pussy spread open, wet and pink, her clitoris fat, throbbing, and wanting to transform into a cock.

I kissed her clitoris.

“Oh, yes!” Simone hissed.

I licked and worshiped her clitoris, delighting every time her hips writhed and bucked. Her musk grew, covering her pussy with a tasty dew. I loved her juices even more than my own. My fingers stroked her vulva, growing sticky with her passion. I teased her labia, then I stroked inside her, exploring her folds and dipping into her pussy.

“Oh, yes! Such a slut!”

“She's workin' your cooch good, huh?”

“Yes, my love!” moaned Simone, her hips jerking as more pleasure surged into her. “Oh, yes! Keep doing that. You love my clit. You're a complete slut for my pussy!”

“I am!” I gasped. “I love everything about your body!” Linda had opened this wonderful door. I didn't need men, not when a woman could have the only part of them I really cared about—their cocks. I could have someone gentle and sweet and beautiful to make love to, and still have someone who could fuck me hard and spill her cum inside me.

The best of both worlds!

And I would join them if I pleased this Goddess enough.

Becky stood up, her lilac robe falling off her busty figure. She had an hourglass waist that was accentuated by her heavy breasts topped with fat, dusky nipples thrusting up from the center of areolas the size of silver half-dollars. Her cock rose straight and proud from her bushy, golden pubes, bobbing and waving as she moved.

“I gotta have me a taste of her cooch!” she groaned, kneeling behind me. “You just keep worshipin' my wife while I attend to your juicy snatch.”

Her hands lifted my hips until I was kneeling like a bitch ready to be mounted. My excitement dripped down my thighs, and Becky ran a finger up my leg, gathering up a line, and smacked her lips in satisfaction.

“Umm, that is some delicious cooch!”

“Fuck the futa-slut!” hissed Simone. “Fuck her, my love!”

“Yes, ma'am!” Becky buried her cock deep into me.

So wonderful! I moaned my bliss around Simone's clitoris. Becky pounded my pussy, her heavy breasts slapping as she drove over and over again into my wet depths. Her thrust pounded into me, driving me into Simone's sex and stirring ecstasy into my pussy. My passion grew in the very core of my being, a ball of energy that expanded, filling me up. I sucked harder on Simone's clitoris, my fingers pumping away in her wet pussy.

“Such a savory cooch!” panted Becky.

“And such a wicked mouth!” purred Simone, then she gave a low, throaty moan, and her clitoris began to swell. “Oh, fuck! It's too much! Her lips are heavenly!”

Simone let out another moan, almost a growl, and then her self-control snapped; her clitoris transformed into a cock, engorging into my mouth. I stretched open my jaw to accommodate the growing girth, her shaft brushing the back of my throat. I tried to pull away, but Simone's strong hands gripped my head, and her growing cock snaked down my throat.

“That's it!” she groaned. “Deep-throat me, futa-slut!”

Her cock reached its full size, and I groaned about it. A woman's cock was in my mouth. My passion flashed through me; I was pleasuring two futa-cocks. I came hard. My pussy clenched down on Becky's dick, hungry to be flooded by her spunk.

“Did you just cum on my wife's cock, futa-slut?” Simone asked.

I moaned, “Yes,” my words muffled by her rod.

Simone laughed, and I began to bob my head on her dick, using my mouth to fuck her shaft. She groaned, her hips rising up to drive her rod deep down my throat.

“So hot!” grunted Becky. “Keep fuckin' that purtee, li'l mouth! I love watchin' you fuck a futa-slut's face!”

“And I love to watch those magnificent breasts bounce as you fuck a slut's cunt,” purred Simone. Then they kissed, loud and wet, leaning over my body. They were connected through me, fucking each other, loving each other, through my body. I felt so used, and savored the delicious feeling!

The blonde futa pumped harder and faster, building another orgasm inside me. I was becoming lost in the pleasure these two women's cocks were giving me. I was nothing more than their futa-slut! Becky's fingers dug into my ass, pain adding to the pleasure, and then she erupted into me, flooding my tunnel with her girl-cum, so hot and thick and amazing.

I climaxed.

My world shattered.

Pleasure roared through me, squeezing every muscle in my body, including the ones gripping her shaft. I moaned and howled around the cock buried in my mouth. Every woman needed to be fucked by a futa's dick and experience the joy I just had at least once.

“Milk my cock!” moaned Becky. “That's it! Let your hungry cooch drink every last drop of my milk!”

Becky thrust one last time in me, then she withdrew. Thick cum leaked out of my well-fucked pussy, trickling down my thighs. My orgasm kept rolling through me, spurred on by Simone's degrading mouth fucking.

“Little futa-whore!” Simone grunted, fucking my mouth harder. “Worship my dick! Oh, yes, here it comes! This is what all you sluts crave!”

Salty semen, sweeter than any man's, flooded my mouth; I swallowed.

“Drink it all down!”

Another salty load. So amazing!

Becky slapped my rear as a final squirt of cum filled my lips. “Whadda ya think, honey? She a dickgirl?”

“I think she's proven herself!” Simone answered as my lips popped off her cock.

“Thank you!” I beamed.

“Umm, you missed a drop.” Becky turned my face and kissed me, her tongue flicking about my lips. “Yummy!”

Simone stood up, pulling her teal robe about her. “Are you ready to be initiated into the Sisterhood of Aphrodite?”

Initiated? Was this like a sorority? “Yes,” I confidently answered. I wanted my futa-cock too much to balk at anything.

She held out her hand. “Come along.”

I took her hands, a warm tingle spilled across my body as she helped me to my feet. I followed her out into the hallway, Becky trailing behind us. Simone led me to a plain, unnumbered door. She opened it and a black, mortared-stone stairwell, like something out of a medieval castle, led down into darkness.

Torches flared, guttering in stone sconces set into the wall, and I wondered how they sputtered to life on their own. Were they fake torches? No, they really were burning, and they looked like real torches, spitting and flickering, their red light surging and dimming; I could even feel their heat on my face. So how did they ignite? Motion detectors? But I couldn't see any mechanical strikers or lighters or anything. Every few steps, a new torch would be lit, illuminating the way down into the darkness. It was almost hypnotic. We were on a journey into the unknown, a journey that would forever change me.

This was the most significant moment of my life.

The deeper we went, the more certain I was that we were leaving the real world behind and descending into some mystical realm where anything was possible—such as receiving a magical clitoris that transformed into a cock. I would be reborn in this darkness, birthed as a new being.

The stairs ended at a heavy, wooden door carved with a busty, nude woman. The door handle was a cock sprouting from the center of the door at the nude woman's crotch, thick and turgid, carved exquisitely from ebony.

“Are you ready?” Simone whispered. “You can still back out, but once you enter, you'll forever be sealed to us. Our sister.”

I nodded, my mouth dry. A sense of awe had crept over me, and I didn't want to pollute the solemnity of the moment with my voice.

I trembled as Simone twisted the cock and opened the door, its hinges rasping. For a moment, the room was pitch black, and then torches flared to life and braziers smoked, adding a sweet, spicy aroma to the air. At the center of the room, on a small dais, was a statue of a nude, busty woman carved from white marble. Flowers lay strewn at the statue's feet. A shrine.

I swallowed, what was I getting myself into?

No fear or regret. I was getting my futa-cock!

Simone entered the room and prostrated herself with grace. Becky pushed past me and joined her wife, their faces pressed to the ground, their beautiful asses facing me. I stood frozen, unsure what I should do.

“Oh, great Goddess!” prayed Simone. “Light of womanhood, the most beautiful, perfect being in all creation, we come before you with humility to present one whom desires to join your Sisterhood.”

“She fervently wishes for your divine gift,” Becky continued. “I ask that you judge her worthy and choose her to be your disciple!”

“Grant her admittance into your sacred sisterhood, Goddess of Love and Beauty!”

My heart hammered; some presence or spirit seemed to enter the room, brushing past me, my skin tingling with electricity. I shivered; something far greater than Simone, Becky or myself shared the shrine with us, an awareness more ancient than anything man had ever built, primal and vital. Marble groaned and grated. Movement caught my attention; my eyes widened. A dick sprouted from the groin of the statue, engorging into a proud, futa-cock, a single drop of milky liquid beading at the tip.

My mouth watered and my pussy ached.

“The Goddess has chosen you,” Simone intoned. “Worthy and fortunate are you to be chosen by Aphrodite.”

“Fall to your knees before her and demonstrate your obeisance,” commanded Becky, her drawl almost entirely gone.

I moved forward, almost in a daze; my eyes fixed on Aphrodite's cock. I would worship her, worship anything, to get my futa-dick. I fell to my knees before the statue animated by the Goddess, and kissed the tip of her cold, stone rod.

Salty warmth flooded my mouth, suffusing my entire body with gentle, unconditional love. I trembled, every cell in my body burning with passion. And then the heat began to gather between my thighs, growing hotter and hotter as it intensified to a single point on my body—my clitoris.

The burning grew so hot and intense, itching to burst out of me. My clitoris grew, expanding, thrusting out before my naked body. I gasped and shuddered as the warmth inside me exploded out in the most powerful, intense rush of pleasure I had, flooding my body with bliss and spraying cum out of my futa-cock, staining the flowers and the statue's feet with my offering.

“Welcome, sister,” Simone breathed and wrapped her arms around my neck. Then Becky's exuberant embrace engulfed us both. “You are a futanari!”

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for My Futa Massage Training!
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Sneak Preview of “My First Futa Massage”

“Are you okay, Melody?” she asked, hanging her robe from a coat rack and turning to face me; her bare breasts jiggled at the bottom of my vision.

“Y-you're naked!”

“Uh-huh.”

What was wrong with her? Was she some sort of nudist? “Isn't it inappropriate?”

She giggled and grabbed the left sleeve of my blazer, pulling it down my arms. “We always massage in the nude. That's how it's done.”

“Oh.” I felt foolish, then annoyance irked me.

“The oil stains, you see.”

Reasonable. “Right. So, I guess I have to be naked as well?” No different than the gym locker room. Only a gym locker room wasn't candlelit.

“Yep.” She hung my blazer next to her robe. “I'll undress you.”

“What?” I protested. “I can undress myself.”

“Oh, okay,” she said, sounding hurt like a wounded rabbit, her shoulders wilting like a dying flower.

Darn it! “Fine,” I sighed.

She clapped her hands together, jumping up and down, her breasts jiggling; they were quite beautiful. “This'll be fun. Just think of me as your handmaiden. Powerful women deserve to be pampered like a queen!”

I smiled at that. I did deserve to be pampered after the hell my life had become.

Her fingers skillfully worked the small, white buttons on my cream, silk blouse. She seemed quite skilled, and in no time my blouse hung open, exposing my gray, satin bra.

“Oh, that's cute,” she giggled, carefully folding my blouse and setting it in a small, plastic tray on the counter. “Where'd you get your bra?”

“Nordstroms.”

Her fingers touched my back; I flinched a bit. She deftly unhooked my bra. After a long day at the office if felt wonderful to free my breasts—I had yet to find a bra that stayed comfortable for an entire workday. Linda pulled my bra off my arms and added it to the bin. I wanted to cover my breasts, but I resisted the impulse; we were both women.

“I've never shopped there,” Linda admitted, dropping to her knees before me with a smooth, practiced grace.

“They have the best sales!” I exclaimed.

She grabbed my right foot, lifting it up and slipping off my black pump. “I'll give it a try,” Linda promised

“You won't be disappointed!” I exclaimed as she slipped off my other pump.

She smiled, “I rarely am.” The heat in her voice sent a shiver through me.

Linda tugged my pants down my hips, and a second tingle of excitement passed through me, almost a sexual thrill. My nipples hardened, and heat flushed my sex. Why? I wasn't gay, so why was I getting turned on?

Then it hit me—no one had gotten in my pants for months. Since I found out about my soon-to-be-ex-husband's affair, I haven't had much of a sex drive, and my work schedule wasn't helping. But this energetic, young woman seemed to be stirring life back into my nethers. My eyes fell on her naked butt—firm and perky and wonderfully tan—as she carried my pants across the room; I quickly looked away as she returned, dropping to her knees again.

“Let's get those pantyhose off!” Linda said with a great deal of enthusiasm.

“Yeah.” My mouth went dry. Get a grip!

Her fingers hooked my pantyhose; a shiver passed through me. She looked up, smiling coquettishly, and slowly rolled them down my hips, the nylon caressing my skin like a lover; desire kindled within me. The nylons slipped across my thighs, past my knees, and down my calves to my feet, tingling the entire way. She gently pulled them off my feet, her fingers stroking my soles; wonderful, shivering electricity spread through me, ending at my aching sex.

My body was on fire. I didn't remember the last time I had been so aroused. Certainly not by my soon-to-be-ex-husband. He had never stoked my fires this hot before.

“What's hiding here?” grinned Linda when she returned from dropping off my pantyhose in the bin. “Is that a tat hiding behind your panties?”

My eyes widened; I had forgotten all about my tattoo. I had received it ten years ago when I was nineteen and drunk, out partying with my sorority. I barely remember the night, but I had a permanent reminder of how stupid I had acted. Someday, I would have it lasered off.

Linda drew down my gray panties and cooed when she saw my tattoo. “So cute!”

She reached out to touch the hummingbird tattoo on my pelvis to the right of my neatly-trimmed, black bush. Her fingers were warm, and I was all too aware of how close she was to my wet pussy.

“Ohh, her little beak is pointed right at your flower, like she's about to drink your nectar!”

“Yeah,” I flushed.

“I have a tat down there, too!” Linda proclaimed, straightening up; I couldn't help noticing the way her tits bounced. “See!”

My eyes traveled down her flat stomach. A bright-blue butterfly was tattooed on her pubic mound—she clearly shaved or waxed all her hair down there—the wings were upswept and her tiny, black legs extended, about to land upon her clitoris—

Oh, my god! Warmth flushed through me.

If you want to read more, click here for My First Futa Massage (Futanari Massage 1)!
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