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Naughty Excerpt from “My Futa Massage Training”

“So the whole point of what we do here is to pamper our clients,” Veronica explained as we walked down the hallway. “We're giving them an experience that their dull lives lack. They come here for the experience that their husbands and boyfriends cannot supply. And they pay us handsomely for the pleasure.”

“And ours!”

Veronica gave a wicked laugh. “That's the spirit! Nowhere else can you have a futanari fuck you.”

“Futanari?” I frowned.

“It's Japanese for hermaphrodite, Melody. And it's quite popular in their animated porn cartoons. Oh, I forget what those are called. Anyway, Becky and Simone adopted the word to describe us.”

“I thought we were called futas because...” I felt stupid. “Their last names aren't Futa and Ari?”

“Nope.”

My cheeks burned. I hated feeling like an idiot. “It's a code word.”

“You're a smart cookie. I didn't get it for months.”

Her words brightened my mood, even if she was lying to make me feel better.

She stopped at a door labeled 4, and opened it. “This is one of the shower rooms. I like to break in new masseuses in here.” Her hungry smile made my pussy wet and my cock ache.

Room 4 was the same size as the massage room I was in last night, tiled in mauve and white, with a large shower dominating the corner encased in foggy glass. A shelf covered in various body washes stood against the wall, pink towels hung on racks, and a plastic bin sat on the counter. I recognized that from my massage—the clients’ clothes go in there.

“First thing you do is strip,” Veronica lectured, then gave me an expectant look. I shifted. “So...strip.”

“Oh, yeah,” I tittered. “Sorry, I'm a little nervous.”

“Relax, sweetie, you're in good hands.”

I relaxed and smiled, my fingers working the pink buttons of my sleeveless blouse. I folded it up and carefully placed it in the plastic container. Then I reached back and unhooked my lacy, black bra. Veronica's eyes lit up.

“Very nice, sweetie.” Her dark hand reached out, fondling my right breast. My nipple hardened, and her fingers pinched and pulled my nub; pleasure spiked through me. “Very nice, indeed.”

My skirt unzipped on my right side, falling down my hips and legs. My panties were black, and the pink tip of my cock peaked out of the frilly waistband, a bead of precum adorning its crown.

“Cute,” Veronica grinned.

“Thanks. I bought them at—”

“No, your cock.” She licked her lips. “Let me see it! Take those panties off!”

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and pushed them down my hips and ass. My cock sprang free, bobbing wildly like a diving board after someone took the plunge.

“Oh, sweetie,” Veronica cooed, her hand darting to grasp my cock. “So thin and cute! It's perfect on you!”

“Thank you,” I groaned.

“And what a cute tat.” Veronica let go of my cock, tracing the tattoo of a hummingbird on my groin to the right of my pubic mound. “So naughty.”

“I was drunk,” I explained. “And in a sorority.”

“Mmh, college. I had a lot of fun in college.” Her hand grasped my cock. “In fact, I still have a lot of fun.”

“I bet,” I groaned as she stroked me. “Oh, wow.”

“You like my hand on your cock, White-girl?”

“Uh-huh.”

Pleasure surged through me every time she brushed the sensitive tip. Veronica moved behind me, still jerking her cock. I shuddered as her warm breath caressed the back of my neck. I gasped, a shudder passing through me as another person touched my cock! She squeezed harder, stroking faster.

“Such a cute, White-girl cock. Are you gonna shoot a big ol' load of cum for me?”

“Yes!” I gasped.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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My Futa Massage Training

Last night, I joined the Sisterhood of Aphrodite, and the Goddess of Love and Beauty had gifted me with a futa-cock. Now, whenever I grew horny, my clitoris would transform into a rock-hard dick.

I loved it!

When I returned home after the ceremony, I couldn't stop my little clitoris from growing into a big cock. My right hand would fist my new shaft as my left hand pumped a few fingers in and out of my pussy. It was spectacular. Two different pleasures surged through me, creating a tsunami of passion that culminated in white cum spurting across my belly and breasts, and pussy juices squirting around my pumping fingers—a double-cum.

Heavenly!

My clitoris would shrink for a bit, but that itch would return, and it would sprout into a wonderful cock, and I'd would be stroking her all over again.

I pulled into the parking lot of Ms. Futa 'N Ari's Massage Parlor bright and early. I would be spending the entire weekend being trained in the arts of a futa masseuse. I walked up to the garish, pink building—it looked more like a strip club than a spa—and strode boldly through the front door into the very nice waiting room.

“Melody!” Mandy squealed, greeting me with a big hug. She was the blonde receptions, and her nice, round breasts pressed against me; my clitoris hardened and swelled, filling my panties. I shuddered as its sensitive head rubbed against the soft fabric of my underwear.

“Someone’s happy to see me!” giggled Mandy. “Or, at least, to feel me!”

“Sorry,” I winced, though she did feel nice, and I couldn't help rubbing against her.

“Control will come,” Mandy promised. “To a point.”

I laughed. “Good. When I got my coffee this morning, I kinda regretted wearing such a tight skirt.”

“Hot barista?”

I nodded. “I'm seeing women in a whole, new light.”

“Aphrodite's blessing has that effect.”

“So you're...”

“Of course!” she beamed. “Anyways, Veronica will be here soon to begin your training.”

“Jennifer told me all about her,” I smiled.

“Jennifer?” Mandy asked, frowning. “That name sounds familiar.”

“She's my best friend,” I replied. “She's the one that recommended this place to me.”

“Oh, what a great friend!”

I nodded. “She told me all about Veronica and her big, Black dick and how—”

“I do have a big, Black dick,” a sultry voice purred behind me.

I jumped, spinning around. Veronica stood behind me, one hand on her hip, a predatory grin set on her gorgeous face. A multitude of beaded braids brushed her shoulders, clicking and clacking as she surveyed my body. Her skin was a rich, coffee brown, giving her an exotic cast that made my cock bulge the front of my skirt.

Veronica's grin deepened as she eyed my package. “Turn around, girl. Let me get a look at you.”

I did a slow spin, putting a sexy sway to my hips.

She slapped my butt, then gave my cheek a hard squeeze. “That is a fine, White-girl ass!”

A pleased thrill filled me up. “Thanks.”

“Sweetie, I'm gonna love that ass!” She gave one last squeeze, then let me go. “What's your name?”

“Melody.”

“That is a great name! You're gonna make some fine music when your client's are cumming on your cock.”

“I hope so,” I grinned.

“Well, let's get this party started!” Veronica's arm went around my shoulder, walking me across the waiting room to a door leading to the massage rooms and the Shrine.

I shivered, thinking about the Shrine. The door at the end of the hall led to it, opening on a stairwell that seemed ripped right out of a Gothic castle. After descending down the dark, spiraling staircase, you would reach a room dedicated to the Goddess Aphrodite, every step leading you further and further from the modern world and into an ancient spectacle where magic still existed. Last night, the Goddess had blessed me with my futa-cock down there.

“So the whole point of what we do here is to pamper our clients,” Veronica explained as we walked down the hallway. “We're giving them an experience that their dull lives lack. They come here for the experience that their husbands and boyfriends cannot supply. And they pay us handsomely for the pleasure.”

“And ours!”

Veronica gave a wicked laugh. “That's the spirit! Nowhere else can you have a futanari fuck you.”

“Futanari?” I frowned.

“It's Japanese for hermaphrodite, Melody. And it's quite popular in their animated porn cartoons. Oh, I forget what those are called. Anyway, Becky and Simone adopted the word to describe us.”

“I thought we were called futas because...” I felt stupid. “Their last names aren't Futa and Ari?”

“Nope.”

My cheeks burned. I hated feeling like an idiot. “It's a code word.”

“You're a smart cookie. I didn't get it for months.”

Her words brightened my mood, even if she was lying to make me feel better.

She stopped at a door labeled 4, and opened it. “This is one of the shower rooms. I like to break in new masseuses in here.” Her hungry smile made my pussy wet and my cock ache.

Room 4 was the same size as the massage room I was in last night, tiled in mauve and white, with a large shower dominating the corner encased in foggy glass. A shelf covered in various body washes stood against the wall, pink towels hung on racks, and a plastic bin sat on the counter. I recognized that from my massage—the clients’ clothes go in there.

“First thing you do is strip,” Veronica lectured, then gave me an expectant look. I shifted. “So...strip.”

“Oh, yeah,” I tittered. “Sorry, I'm a little nervous.”

“Relax, sweetie, you're in good hands.”

I relaxed and smiled, my fingers working the pink buttons of my sleeveless blouse. I folded it up and carefully placed it in the plastic container. Then I reached back and unhooked my lacy, black bra. Veronica's eyes lit up.

“Very nice, sweetie.” Her dark hand reached out, fondling my right breast. My nipple hardened, and her fingers pinched and pulled my nub; pleasure spiked through me. “Very nice, indeed.”

My skirt unzipped on my right side, falling down my hips and legs. My panties were black, and the pink tip of my cock peaked out of the frilly waistband, a bead of precum adorning its crown.

“Cute,” Veronica grinned.

“Thanks. I bought them at—”

“No, your cock.” She licked her lips. “Let me see it! Take those panties off!”

I hooked my thumbs into the waistband and pushed them down my hips and ass. My cock sprang free, bobbing wildly like a diving board after someone took the plunge.

“Oh, sweetie,” Veronica cooed, her hand darting to grasp my cock. “So thin and cute! It's perfect on you!”

“Thank you,” I groaned.

“And what a cute tat.” Veronica let go of my cock, tracing the tattoo of a hummingbird on my groin to the right of my pubic mound. “So naughty.”

“I was drunk,” I explained. “And in a sorority.”

“Mmh, college. I had a lot of fun in college.” Her hand grasped my cock. “In fact, I still have a lot of fun.”

“I bet,” I groaned as she stroked me. “Oh, wow.”

“You like my hand on your cock, White-girl?”

“Uh-huh.”

Pleasure surged through me every time she brushed the sensitive tip. Veronica moved behind me, still jerking her cock. I shuddered as her warm breath caressed the back of my neck. I gasped, a shudder passing through me as another person touched my cock! She squeezed harder, stroking faster.

“Such a cute, White-girl cock. Are you gonna shoot a big ol' load of cum for me?”

“Yes!” I gasped.

Her hand had a firm grip, flying up and down my shaft, feeling magical. Veronica pressed her body against mine, her lips brushing my neck, while her other hand slipped around my side and stroked my stomach in a lazy circle.

“I want to see how far you can shoot,” she hissed in my ear. “Do you think you can reach the shower?”

“I don't know!” I moaned. “But I'm willing to try!”

“That's the spirit, sweetie!”

Her hand flew up and down, building a pressure inside me that ached for a release, to erupt out of my cock in an orgy of rapture. Veronica's lips kissed and nuzzled my neck, hissing encouragements in my ear as that pressure ballooned inside me.

I needed to cum.

The pressure seemed to build at the tip of my futa-cock. My entire body tensed in anticipation. My breath quickened; my skin tingled; my pussy dripped passion down my thighs. I arched my back against Veronica.

“Yes, yes!” I gasped. “Make me cum!”

The pressure ballooned, bursting inside me. My body shuddered and a delightful ejaculation rushed out of my dick. White cum flew out, splatting the tile floor just short of the shower. Another powerful rush, another jet of spunk. Veronica's hand squeezed tight, forcing the last drops out of my cock and one last shudder through my body.

She let go.

“Oh, wow!” I sighed, smiling as my clitoris shrank back down to its original size. “That was great!”

“Good. Now we can get down to business, sweetie.”

“Yeah.” That warm, glow filled me up and left me light-headed, joy bubbling inside me.

“Whenever you feel your clit swelling, I want you to concentrate on it staying small. This job is all about the tease, so you can't be busting out your cock too early.”

“Concentrate,” I nodded.

“Now undress me.”

My clitoris tingled; warmth flushed through me. She was so beautiful and passionate; I couldn't wait to touch her and—

“Concentrate!” she barked.

I jumped, looking down to see my clit was as fat as my ring finger and protruding out an inch. I concentrated—small clitoris, small clitoris—and it shrank, retreating back into its hood.

“That's good, sweetie. Keep concentratin'.”

I reached out and began to unbutton her blouse. Her buttons were tiny, and the rise and fall of her lush, large, and beautiful breasts made it hard—

Concentrate! Small clitoris! Small clitoris!

The first button came undone, then the second, exposing coffee-cream skin and the hint of a purple bra. A third button, the slopes of her breasts revealed.

Small clitoris!

Fourth button.

Round, lovely breasts cupped in purple lace, the nipples shadowing through the sheer fabric.

Concentrate! Small clitoris! My bud ached, demanding to swell and engorge. Small clitoris!

Fifth button.

Concentrate!

Sixth button.

So beautiful and wonderful—

Small clitoris!

The blouse hung loose and I pulled it off Veronica's shoulders, folding it up and placing it carefully in the tray while I kept focusing on my clitoris, stopping it from engorging.

“You're doin' good, sweetie.”

“Thank you.”

“Now, what do you say when I do this?” She paused, her face changing to a snooty expression, looking down her nose at me. “I am not getting naked. That's not appropriate. What kind of place is this?”

“Well, um, Miss Veronica, it's a shower massage, and, uh, you don't want to get that lovely bra wet, right?”

“Oh.”

“Where'd you buy it?” I asked, reaching out to lightly touch her smooth back, my hand trailing down to her bra claps.

“Banana Republic.”

“It's so cute! What a great find.” I unclasped the bra; my clitoris aching. I glanced down; it protruded two inches, pink and glistening, and was well on its way to full cockhood. Concentrate, Melody!

Veronica turned; her breasts were perfect. No sag despite their size, but they were all natural, lacking the skin stretched too tight over implants that fake boobs possessed. Becky, one of the owners, also had a pair of substantial tits that lacked any sag.

“Aphrodite's Gift,” Veronica said.

I blinked. “What?”

“You're wonderin' why I ain't got no sag in my tits. Well, the Goddess didn't just give you a dick, she also tightened up your bod.”

I smiled, nodding, and said, “I guess that make sense. She is the Goddess of Beauty.”

Veronica glanced down. “Concentrate, sweetie. I know I got a lush pair of coconuts and all, but let's keep it together a little longer. You ain't even seen my cooch yet.”

“Right, sorry.” I looked down and flushed; my clitoris was four inches long, the tip forming into the mushroom-shaped helmet of a cock. I forced my engorging bud to shrink back to its cute, pink, original state. That done, I knelt down to remove her shoes.

“What are you doing?” Veronica demanded, slipping back into her snooty customer.

“I'm removing your shoes, miss.”

“I can take off my own shoes!”

I hesitated, not sure what do to. I had possessed the same attitude when I came in for my massage a few days ago. How had Linda handled me? I smiled, right. “Don't you want to be pampered?” I purred. “Let me treat you like the Queen that you are. I'll be your handmaiden, and take away all your problems.”

I grabbed her left foot, lifting it up, and slipped off the cute, white tennis shoe she wore. My fingers lightly stroked her dainty feet as I slowly worked the white sock off her foot.

“Mmm, that's nice teasing,” Veronica congratulated. “And don't forget to stroke the soles. Mmh, yeah, you're doin' just fine, sweetie!”

I removed her other shoe, then rolled her second sock down even slower, letting my fingers caress her foot, rubbing in slow circles, and bringing a soft sigh from her lips. I tickled her soles as I worked the sock off her foot, enjoying the shivers shuddering through her. Her breath quickened, tits rising, and her dark nipples were two, hard nubs jutting out. I tucked her socks into her shoes and set them aside, then returned to start on her jeans.

She wore a pair of hip-hugging skinny jeans, fitting tight as a glove. Pink hearts were stitched on her rear pockets, drawing eyes to Veronica's lush and plump rear. Concentrate! I placed my hands lightly on her hip, sliding it across her warm skin, savoring the way she trembled beneath my touch.

“Such silky skin,” I purred, letting my fingers idly stroke her stomach, dipping into her cute bellybutton.

Small clitoris! Small clitoris!

“Oh, thank you!”

I unsnapped her jeans and pulled down her zipper. Her panties were shear and black, and were so tight her pussy cleft was visible—a beautiful cameltoe. I worked her jeans down, my fingers brushing her panties 'on accident'.

“Sorry,” I giggled as my knuckles pressed into her cleft, touching her clitoris through her panties; she jumped and gasped. “I'm so clumsy today.”

“Very nice, sweetie,” Veronica praised as she stepped out of her jeans. “You really paid attention to Linda's massage technique.”

“Thanks.” I stroked up her thigh to her panties, delighting in her shudder, and then let my finger casually trace the leghole. “Let's get these cute panties off.”

I hooked my fingers in her panties' waistband, and pulled them down. Her pussy was gorgeous. Dark lips shaved bare, vulva swollen with desire and glistening with passion, her dark, pussy lips protruding like the petals of a beautiful flower, dripping with sweet nectar.

I resisted the burning desire to bury my face in her pussy. My clitoris tingled; I was beginning to recognize the signals of my body. I concentrated and, with difficulty, kept my lust under control as I pulled her skimpy panties down her sleek, dark thighs.

“Now you would start the shower and ask the client what body wash they'd like,” Veronica explained as she stepped out of her panties.

“Right.” I walked over to the shower; water hissed and steam quickly began to billow out.

“And we forgot to light the scented candles,” Veronica sighed, then shrugged. “Oh well, we can skip that. You'd normally do that when you prep the room before fetching the client.”

I nodded. “So what body wash would you like, miss?”

“Why don't you surprise me?”

“Sure.”

I walked over to the shelf covered in bottles of various body washes. There seemed to be one of every scent imaginable: lavender, strawberry, coconut, orange, vanilla, cranberry, apricot, jasmine, mango, cinnamon, tangerine, passion fruit, apple, lilac. So many choices. What should I pick? I liked lavender, so I guess that would be fine.

I reached for the bottle, then hesitated. This wasn't about me. It was about satisfying the client. Veronica was an exciting and wild woman, and lavender didn't seem to fit her. So what would be best for her? I examined the fragrances again, searching for the perfect scent.

I grabbed the cinnamon.

“That wasn't your first choice,” Veronica stated as I walked back to her.

“No.”

“Why'd you change your mind?”

“I was going to choose lavender, but then I remember this was all about the customer. So I choose cinnamon.” I smiled. “Hope you like it.”

Veronica grinned. “You're a natural at this, sweetie.” She snapped her fingers in sudden remembrance. “Oh, there's an amulet in my jeans pocket. Go put it on, Melody.”

“Oh, okay.” I walked over to her clothes and searched her pockets. In the last one I searched, of course, I found a small, bronze medallion inscribed with the symbol of womanhood. Why did I need to wear this? It was so tacky.

“Put it on.”

Well, she's my trainer. I slipped it over my neck, the heavy disk hanging between my breasts; my clitoris stopped tingling. I frowned, “What did it do?”

“I don't want you distracted by your cock right now,” Veronica explained. “You need to focus on the sensuality of washing me. The amulet suppress your futa-dick, keeping it from sprouting. We'll work on more self-control later.”

“Okay.”

She climbed into the shower, her delicious, dark skin glistening with beading water. More splashed down those perfect, chocolate mounds. She turned, letting the water spray her lush rear. My clitoris may not want to transform into a cock right now, but that didn't change the fact that an itch was forming in my pussy—she was gorgeous.

“What are you waitin' on, sweetie?”

“Just admiring the view.”

She laughed and beckoned with a finger.

How could I resist?

The spray felt wonderful as it rained upon my skin; the steam billowed around us, relaxing me with its warmth as it caressed my skin. I shut the glass door and it was very cozy inside, our wet bodies pressing together as we shifted in the tight confines. We couldn't move without my nipples brushing her silky skin or her hard nubs touching mine.

My pussy ached, and more than water ran down my thighs.

“Let's get you washed and massaged, miss.”

“Oh, yes,” she purred. “I'm so stressed out.”

I poured some body wash on a hot-pink loofah. “I like to start with the back.”

Veronica nodded, “Sure.”

I reached around her, pressing my body tight against hers, our nipples kissing, sending pleasure right to my clitoris. Undressing her had left me burning with desire, and my poor pussy ached for contact, to be caressed and stimulated—I needed to cum so bad. The sensuality of her body against mine was almost too much to resist. I just wanted to shove my fingers between my thighs and frig away.

“Shouldn't I face away?” Veronica asked in her client voice.

“No, miss. For the best shower massage, I need, um, leverage.” That sounded plausible.

“Oh, okay.” Then she grinned and winked at me.

Our bodies were pressed tight, and just breathing rubbed our tits together, which only made my breath quicken, increasing the pleasure generated by my nipples. I washed her back in slow circles, pulling her against me and resting my chin on her shoulder, my hips gently rolling, pressing my clitoris into her groin, pleasure shuddering through me. Her clitoris was a hard bud against my pubic mound.

“Can't you just feel the tension melting out of you?” I whispered in her ear, my lips so close they brushed her lobe.

“Yes!” she moaned.

“Just let all the stress and cares melt out of you. You're safe in my arms.”

Veronica sighed, her head resting on my shoulder.

“So relaxed,” I whispered. “Now let's wash lower.”

My hands washed south, moving down her sleek back. I knelt, her body slippery against mine as I slid down her, my nipples tingling as they rubbed against her. My cheek brushed her hard nipple, then I popped my mouth around it, giving it a brief swirl of my tongue.

“Oh, yes!” moaned Veronica. “You shouldn't have done that, but...”

I grinned up at her; she was playing the client again. “But, you want me to worship your body. It's why you came here.”

My hands reached that lush rear, soaping it. Her pussy was right before my eyes as I knelt. I could smell her musk over the cinnamon. I pulled her ass to me, my lips brushing her pussy, getting a brief taste of her spice.

“I've never been with a woman, but that felt amazing!” Veronica moaned, still playing her role.

“And you tasted wonderful. In fact, I need to have a better taste!”

I licked her clit, then pushed my head deeper between her thighs. She gasped, then purred like a cat being stroked and petted. Her fingers ran through my wet, brunette tresses as my tongue plied the folds of her pussy.

“That's it, sweetie. Butter my toast!” I guess she was done playing the customer as her hands pulled my face into her sex.

I dug my tongue deep into her, savoring the feel and taste of her. I explored her folds, getting to know every inch of her delicious, pink flesh. I worked my tongue around her fat clitoris, enjoying her moans, then plunged my tongue deep into her hole, using it like a mini-cock and fucking her rapidly.

“Oh, yes!” she moaned. “Simone and Becky chose well! You are a natural pussy eater.”

“Thank you,” I moaned. I gave another swipe through her delicious flower, sampling her nectar, and trying to ignore the burning itch in my own pussy.

I couldn't ignore my passion any longer. I needed to cum, and she had been teased enough; her sex dripped passion. Excitement filled me. My vulva ached to be to touched and pleasured. I didn't have my cock right now, but I still could pleasure her with my pussy. And there was this porno I had jerked off to last night that I would love to reenact.

I had to trib her.

I rose, my pussy sliding wet up her thigh. It was incredible! Pleasure rushed through me; my pussy spasmed, on the verge of cumming. I pressed my groin between her thighs, brushing my clitoris against her hard bud, passion surging through me. My lips found her neck, kissing and sucking at her dark flesh as I ground my pussy against her hot sex, fucking her.

“What you doin', sweetie?” Veronica asked.

“I'm going to trib you,” I purred. “Don't you want to feel my pussy rubbing against yours until we both cum?”

“I don't think so, sweetie,” she grinned. “I think it's time for me to get a piece of your fine, White-girl ass.”

Her clit ballooned into a dark shaft. I stepped back, watching it grow. It reached the size of my cock, then kept on enlarging; my jaw dropped. It was thick and long, throbbing as it pressed against my groin, bumping into my cute, tiny clitoris; I shuddered.

I wanted that! Jennifer had told me how much she'd loved that monster fucking her ass.

“I'm gonna tear your cute ass up, sweetie!”

“Yes!” I hissed. “I want to feel that big girl inside me!”

“Such a futa-slut!”

I didn't resist as she spun me around. I braced against the shower wall with both arms, the warm water spraying my back. That monstrous cock nudged my wet ass, sliding in between my asscheeks. It slid down my crack, searching like an eager explorer, and then found my tight, virgin sphincter.

“Gonna love your ass, sweetie!”

She pushed.

My sphincter gave way, and her big, Black cock stretched my virgin ass open. So huge. I felt stuffed, and more and more of her dick drove into my bowels. Warm pleasure thrilled through me, escaping out of my lips as I groaned. Her breasts pressed against my back, soft and topped with nipples as hard as her shaft. Her arms snaked around my body, rubbing my stomach, adding more wonderful pleasure to the fire burning inside me.

“Such a sweet ass,” she purred. “I love White-girl ass!”

I grunted; she had bottomed out inside me, her groin pressing against my rear.

“You like my big, Black dick reaming your asshole?”

“Yes!” I hissed.

“Mmm, such a futa-slut!”

Her hips pumped, plunging that thick monster in and out of my bowels. Wetness trickled down my thighs, and not from the shower. My pussy felt on fire, and my clitoris ached to be touched and stroked. The bronze amulet bounced between my breasts, jiggling every time she buried into me. Veronica's hands, rubbing slow circles on my belly, went exploring.

One slid up, squeezing my right breast and playing with my rock-hard nipple. Her other hand drifted south, shoving two fingers deep into my pussy. Thick and nimble, they probed my pussy, pumping and stirring such wondrous rapture inside me.

“Oh, yes!” I gasped, the words exploding out of my lips.

“You like that? You like both your slutty holes filled up?”

“I do!” Pleasure screamed through me, churned by her cock reaming my ass and her fingers stirring my pussy. “I didn't know anal could feel so amazing!”

“Never let hubby get a crack, huh?”

“No! And I'm glad I never let the asshole!” My soon-to-be-ex-husband could go dive off a cliff for all I cared. I was done feeling miserable over his cheating ass.

She laughed and fucked me harder, her groin slapping against my butt-cheeks. My clitoris ached so much it was almost painful. I wanted to plunge my hand between my legs and frig my clitoris with fast circles, but she was reaming my asshole too hard; I needed both my arms for support.

“I!” Thrust. “Love!” Thrust. “Fuckin'!” Thrust. “White-girl!” Thrust. “Ass!”

My bowels were on fire with passion.

“You're driving me wild!” I screamed.

Every stroke of her futa-cock in my bowls, every probe of her fingers in my pussy, and every squeeze of her hand on my boob was driving me in to a feverish frenzy, my passion threatening to explode out of me.

“Oh, God!” I moaned.

“Take it!” Veronica grunted, shoving that cock deep into me. “Take it, futa-slut! Let me feel your White-girl ass cumming about my big, black dick!”

“I'm about to!”

“Cum!” she hissed in my ear, plunging her fingers faster in and out of my pussy. “Cum, my little, futa-slut!”

Her big dick slammed deep into my abused asshole, her fingers brushed my G-spot buried deep in my drenched pussy, and her other fingers pinched my hard nipple. Sensations gathered, merged, and overcame me.

I exploded.

My ass clenched hard on her invading cock.

My pussy spasmed about her questing fingers.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” I screamed as I came.

Pleasure suffused my pussy, then radiated through my body. A glorious heat that ignited every nerve and sent every muscle I had into spasms. I gasped and cried, my legs buckling, and only Veronica's strong arms held me upright as she kept driving her big dick into my ass.

“Little futa-slut!” she grunted. “I love feeling your delectable ass cumming on my cock!”

Her dick kept thrusting, and another wave of passion tore through my body, another ripple of wonderful heat. I never wanted this to end. I was in Heaven. I reached Nirvana. I was one with my pleasure. My ass spasmed, milking her, eager to feel her cum jet into me.

“Fuck!” she howled. “I love White-girl ass!”

Delicious, creamy warmth flooded my bowels. Veronica drove her cock in me one last time, pressing her body against mine, her large breasts were two soft pillows on my back. Her chin rested on my shoulder, and her breath was warm on my cheek as she panted.

“That was the best job training I've ever received,” I moaned.

“Uh-huh,” she sighed. “And I still got a whole lot more to teach you!”

The rest of the weekend was a blur of sex and training. I finally learned what a nuru massage was—wonderfully erotic. I gained a pretty good mastery over my futa-cock, and was able to make it through most of a session before I lost control and had to fuck my client. By Sunday evening, Veronica pronounced me ready to tackle my first customer.

When Monday morning came, I marched straight into Mr. Edwards's office. “You can't go in there!” squeaked Stephanie, his secretary. I ignored her.

Mr. Edwards looked up in surprise and, before he could start shouting, I looked my boss straight in the eye, declaring, “I quit.”

“What?” the asshole spluttered. “You can't quit! We need you to finish the Johnson audit today!”

I shrugged. “Oh, well. I found a better job. I'm a futa-masseuse now.”

“What the fuck is that?” he demanded as I turned and strode out of his office. “Melody! Get your ass—” I slammed his office door behind him. A huge weight seemed to fall from my shoulders; I walked with a straight back for the first time in...I don't know how long. I was free of my terrible job.

Mr. Edwards's wife was waiting outside his office, standing beside Stephanie's desk. She was a gorgeous, petite, Japanese woman, face framed by straight, blue-black hair that fell to her waist. I pulled out one my new business cards Mandy had whipped up for me yesterday, handing it to her. She blinked, looking down at it, her eyebrows creasing.

“First one's on the house, Yurika. If you're ever stressed, come on by.” I bet her husband stresses her out a lot.

“Oh, thank you, Melody” she said, politely taking the card and looked at it. “Maybe I'll stop by later on today. I always enjoy receiving a massage.”

“And our massages are very special,” I grinned. Making my ex-boss's wife my futa-slut would be an amazing severance package.

“Then I'll definitely come by,” she promised, her smile lighting up her porcelain face.

“I'm looking forward to it!” I grinned, and left my job behind, never looking back.

To be continued...

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

If you want to read more, click here for My Futa Job Interview (Futanari Massage 2)!
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