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Futanari Masseuse

Chapter 1

Car keys rattled in the ceramic bowl decorated as a ladybug. Eric closed the front door behind him and entered his home. Beige walls and white trim stared back at him as a reflection of his neutral life. He removed the dark gray jacket and hung it on a hook near the front door. The television in the next room played a familiar intro song. He narrowed his dark eyes as he tried to recall the exact show that was playing on the television. The evening sun cast long shadows through their windows. He carried a plastic bag of groceries that swung at his side as he stepped.

“I’m home, honey,” Eric called down the hall to his wife Jan. After slipping off his shoes, he walked around the corner into the kitchen and faced the living room.

Red frizzy hair bounced up and down as Jan burst out laughing at the show on the TV. She turned to face Eric from the couch and she motioned for him to sit with her. Eric shook his head and still could not place the show.

Jan smiled at him with her wide lips and said, “Welcome home.” Her green eyes sparkled in the fading daylight. She wore a light green shirt that accented her fair skin and red hair.

“Thanks,” he said, turning to the kitchen. He placed the bag on the counter and pulled out the contents. Eric shook his head and stared at the pickled asparagus and cream cheese. “You’ve been having strange cravings. Are you sure you want to eat these together?” He leaned on the counter, shaking his head at the only two things she asked him to buy.

“I know I’m crazy right now, blame it on the baby. I haven’t been myself in months,” Jan said, pausing her show and turning around on the couch. She rested her head on her hands along the back of the couch and stared across the room at Eric.

“I got you a reservation at the massage parlor,” Eric replied. He pulled the phone from his side pocket and navigated it to his email. “I’ll send you the confirmation right now.”

Jan groaned and rose from the couch. Leaning back, she placed her hands on her hips and walked up to the kitchen counter. “What? I don’t have time for that. I have to work,” she said, groaning with each step. “I’m two months from taking my maternity leave and I have so much to do at work before then.” Jan pulled her frizzy hair up into a ponytail. The red hair fanned out wide from the hair tie and curled down to her shoulders. Five and a half months pregnant, her swollen belly made it hard to walk without leaning back and evening out her center of gravity.

Eric watched her waddled across the room in labored steps, “I get it, babe.”

“Besides, I’m super pregnant, and laying on a table on my stomach is not comfortable. Also laying on my back is terrible too,” Jan added, leaning against the counter for support. She grabbed the asparagus, cream cheese, and a spoon and walked back to the couch.

“You should do it, honey. I think it would be great. I chatted with the place. It’s called New Elements Aromatherapy. They have a gal there that specializes in massages for pregnant women.” Eric walked with his wife and sat on the couch next to her. As she ate the strange combination, he stopped her from unpausing the show.

“Really?” She said holding a flimsy asparagus. The pickle juice dripped down and beaded at the end of the vegetable. Jan bit the end off and frowned at Eric. “This gal gets enough work just with pregnant women to specialize in it?”

“Yeah. It's a mix of oils and aromatherapy. It’s supposed to be real nice. I think it would be good for you,” he said, leaning his head on her shoulder.

“If you say so. When did you schedule it?” she said, adjusting him until he stopped leaning on her breasts. Engorged from the pregnancy, they had grown two full sizes in only five months.

“This weekend. I figured you wouldn’t be able to get out of work so I scheduled it for Saturday morning,” he grinned and resumed the show without waiting for her response.

“Thanks. This means a lot to me, babe,” she leaned against him, but her swollen belly prevented her from cuddling closer to her husband. Their foreheads touched and they shared a short kiss while the show played in the background. Eric rested a hand on her pregnant belly as they watched the show together.


Chapter 2

The door closed behind Jan, and a bell rang through the small lobby. Jan stepped into the room, taking in the warm colors and comfortable atmosphere. Distant music played soothing instrumental melodies calming her nerves. Jan wore a new pair of blue jeans. A cross between fashion and utility, the pregnancy elastic around the waist stretched with her belly as she grew. Her whole wardrobe shifted in the last two months, and all of her cute dresses and outfits no longer fit. She wore a teal cardigan over a white tank top.

A woman at the counter smiled and welcomed Jan in with a practiced phrase, “Welcome to New Elements Aromatherapy and Massage.” The secretary lowered her glasses and smiled up at Jan.

“Thanks. I have an appointment,” she said, pulling out her phone and glancing at the reservation that her husband sent her earlier in the week. “It says it's with Candice.”

“Oh yes. She’s finishing with a client now.”  The secretary glanced down the far hall briefly. When her eyes drifted back to Jan she added, “Why don’t you step into the changing room and remove your clothes. We have robes in there for you. Once you’re changed, take a seat outside the room on the left there.”

“Thanks. I’m super excited about this. My husband thought this would be a great idea for me to relieve some stress. I’m about to take a three-month break from work and I need something to distract me,” Jan tried to ignore her inventory reports and the endless list of things to do. Her red curly hair swayed as she shook her head, sending the thoughts of work out of her mind.

“Your husband bought this package for you?” the secretary scoffed. The woman had thin lips and a narrow nose.

“Yeah,” Jan said in more of a question than a statement.

“He must be confident in himself. I need you to sign this waiver,” she said in a sheepish tone. The woman handed a clipboard across the counter and motioned to a nearby pen. “Just your basic you can’t sue us if you’re allergic to the lotions and oils we use.”

“I don’t have any allergies so I should be OK,” Jan replied, taking the clipboard and skimming through the words. She signed the bottom and placed it on the counter.

“Great,” the secretary said, adjusting the glasses on her narrow nose.

“What did you mean my husband must be confident?” Jan asked.

“Forget I said anything,” the woman said curtly. She motioned to the nearby changing room and said, “Change into a robe down there. When you’re dressed, Candice will see you in the room at the far end of this hall.”

“Alright,” Jan tried to ignore the jab at her husband's dignity, but it bothered her.

The small changing room smelled of lavender and mint. Jan closed the door behind her. Never too shy to share her body, she stripped off all of her clothes and folded them into a pile. Jan stood in the middle of the room in only her pink panties, staring at her reflection in the mirror. Her body was always fit, but she had curves to her, which were accented even further by the swollen pregnant belly. After pulling a robe from the rack, she draped it over her shoulders and cinched it closed. Jan was a futanari and her flaccid cock folded to the side of her panties.

Once she was back in the hall, Jan waved at the woman at the counter and walked toward the door for her appointment. Jan sat at the chair across the hallway from the door and stared at the artwork on the walls. Soft groans came from the room. Jan could not distinguish them from an orgasm or a woman’s reaction to a massage. She held her pile of folded clothes in her lap and placed her small purse atop it.

“Damn, she must be good,” Jan muttered as the moaning increased from the room. She shifted in the chair, trying to ignore the moans. A yearning formed in her pussy as she listened. Jan stood from the chair and shook her head. “.

A scream came from the room as a woman yelled, “Oh God. Yes.”

A few grunts later, the sound lowered and Jan could no longer hear the grunting and moaning. Jan stared wide-eyed at the door for a full minute, listening to the soft voices from inside. She could not understand the words, but she was convinced it was not a massage. This was sex. “What did Eric sign me up for?” she asked aloud.

The door opened, and a pregnant woman stepped out. Undone in the middle, her oiled and shiny skin stood on display for Jan. She let out a long sigh and said, “Oh God. I needed that.” The woman’s cascading brown hair swayed in a disheveled heap as she asked,  “Are you Candice’s next appointment?” The inner curve of the brunette’s breasts out in the open, Jan did her best not to stare at the woman.

“Uh, I… I think I need to go,” Jan said, standing from the chair. Panic set in and she avoided looking into the room behind the other pregnant woman.

The brunette smiled and ran a hand through her hair, brushing out the wild tangles, and said, “No. This will change your world. Trust me.” She walked down the hall without a care in the world and no apparent desire to cinch up her robe.

A petite woman with dark olive skin stepped into the doorway and waved, “Hi. You must be Jan. Your husband told me all about you. Come in. Come in.” She wore a loose blouse that hid her slender form and draped over her waist down to her mid-thigh. Below the blouse, she wore black spandex.

“Hi. Uh. What exactly do you do in these massages? That sounded like…” Jan said, trying to keep a straight face.

“Sex,” the woman replied. Her dark brown eyes sparkled as she bounced on her bare heels.

“Wait, was that an answer to my question or were you trying to finish my sentence?” Jan asked.

“Both,” the woman pushed the door open further and motioned for Jan to enter. “It’s a pleasure to meet you. I’m Candice.”

“Oh,” Jan stared at the woman, unsure how to respond.

“Come in. Your back must be killing you. Most of my clients complain of back troubles,” Candice said, holding her hands behind her back. She smiled at Jan with hungry eyes.

“I don’t…” Jan paused, gripping the pile of folded clothes in her hands, and said, “I think I’m going to have to cancel the appointment.”

“If you don’t want to fuck, that’s fine. We can do a simple massage. Come in and I’ll lather up your stomach and help ease that swollen belly.” Candice was much taller than Jan, standing six feet tall. She smiled as she said, “No pressure. This is up to you.”

“That sounds nice,” Jan admitted. The thought of soothing attention on the sore parts of her body convinced her to go through with the massage. “I’ll do this, but no sex.”


Chapter 3

The door closed behind the two and Candice motioned to the table, “On your side will be more comfortable. I’ll drape this towel over your hips and breasts so you’re not exposed.” The small room had the same scent of lavender and faint instrumental music played. A table sat in the middle of the floor with two white folded near the middle and a large pillow on one end.

“How long have you been doing this?” Jan said, removing her robe. She sat on the edge of the bed in only her pink panties. Quick fingers wrapped her curly hair into a ponytail as she lay on her side on the table. Jan draped the first towel over her chest. The thin towel did not cover her entire breast and Jan allowed her under boob to show.

“A few years. I love my job.” Candice pulled out a bottle of oil and poured it into her hands. As she spoke she lathered up Jan’s back working her fingers massaging from her neck down. “Are you having a boy or a girl?”

“Girl.”

“That’s so exciting,” Candice said, lifting the towel over Jan’s breasts. Jan closed her arms over the towel, holding it in place. Candice laughed and said, “I need to lift it so I can get to your back better.” Candice rubbed in a circular pattern down Jan’s back, working out the knots and kinks from the changes in her body. Jan’s mind drifted as she enjoyed the attention on her body. She listened to the music and fully relaxed.

“Have you thought of a name?” Candice asked.

The question pulled Jan out of her thoughts and she replied, “Amber.”

“That’s a pretty name.”

Jan let out a soft groan as the firm fingers dug into her lower back. Candice’s hands worked the sore muscles and drifted across Jan’s body. Soon every exposed inch of her skin was covered in the oils and Jan was lost in the pleasure of the massage. She felt her body tingle with excitement as she recalled the screaming orgasm from the previous client. Jan pushed the thoughts down and breathed softly, but her dick grew erect as the woman lathered oil across her body.

As their hour together passed, Candice worked across every inch of Jan’s body. Her eyes often drifted to the erect cock bulging out of Jan’s towel, but she did not comment on it. Jan’s eyes closed as she enjoyed the moment, taking in the scents and sounds of the massage.

“I need to lower this towel so I can reach lower,” Candice said, pulling the towel from Jan’s ass.

“That's fine. I’m not shy about my body,” Jan replied. Secretly, she wanted more attention from the woman. Candice’s hands eased tension Jan did not know she had. “I’m a futanari. I just don’t want you to be surprised when you see my cock down there.”

“You shouldn’t be. You’re beautiful,” Candice complimented as she tossed the towel onto the ground nearby and applied lotion to Jan’s curvy hips and ass cheeks. Jan’s cock hung erect dipping sideways down to the table.

Candice pressed the cheeks together and slapped her ass once. Jan made no protest and bit her lip. She squirmed on her side, ignoring her body’s aroused reaction to Candice. As Candice’s fingers worked on Jan’s ass cheeks, Jan’s cunt moistened. A mixture of the oil lathered across her body and the soft rubbing sent her mind drifting to the wild orgasm from the previous client. She wondered what Candice had done to the woman to get such a reaction from her.

The massage continued while Jan ignored her erect penis. When Jan opened her eyes, she noticed Candice’s blouse on the ground below the table. She glanced back to see Candice topless, pouring oil onto her breasts and softly moaning. The tall slender woman had small breasts, but they matched her petite frame and subtle curves. Jan wanted to ram her cock into the woman, but she closed her eyes and tried to imagine her husband. It did not work. Too aroused to think straight, Jan reached down and gripped her cock, squeezing it gently.

The masseuse bent low and whispered into Jan’s ear, “I’m a futanari too.” Candice spread Jan’s ass cheeks wide and her cock against Jan’s pussy. Light glistened off the oil on Jan’s body, shimmering as she shifted on the table. When she opened her eyes, she noticed that the table was much lower to the ground. Candice stood on the left of the table holding a lever that raised and lowered it. The black spandex hid her cock well when she wore the blouse, but she pulled them down to her mid-thigh. A massive cock hung between her legs and she blushed at Jan’s scrutinizing gaze. Jan’s cock was large, but Candice had her beat by a few inches.

Surprised, Jan shifted on the bed while trying to decide what to do. She loved her husband, but he bought her this massage. The tip of Candice’s cock rubbed against her pussy and she twisted away from it muttering, “I’m not sure about this.”

“Your husband bought you the premium package,” Candice explained, gripping Jan’s ass and pulling her back. Her hands slipped from the lathered hips and she giggled.

Jan paused on the table and stared at Candice’s enormous dick. The yearning in her pussy grew, and she knew it was too late to back out of the situation now. She nodded her head and rose to her hands and knees on the table. The towel fell from her chest and her large breasts hung low, swaying gently as she turned over her shoulder to smile.

Candice clapped her hands and pressed the lever again, lowering the table even further. After adjusting the table back up a few inches, Candice tilted her head, lining up her cock with Jan’s ass. “Are you sure you don’t need any foreplay?” she asked, gripping her cock and pressing the tip against Jan’s moist cunt. As a pregnant woman, there were only a few comfortable positions for sex, and doggy style was one of them.

As she shook her head no, Jan reached back and pulled the hair tie out of her hair, letting the curls spill down her shoulders. “No, I’ve been dying to know what you did to that other woman.” Candice poured more oil onto Jan’s back. It spilled down her sides and pooled on the table below.

The cock rammed into her cunt, spreading the labia and grinding against her insides. Jan gasped as the force pushed her forward. Breasts and hair swaying, she gripped the edge of the table for support as Candice slammed the cock into her cunt again. Unable to grip her hips for leverage, Candice’s hands slipped along Jan’s oiled body. Their bodies moved in unison. The cock sliding in and out, stretching Jan’s insides.

Candice leaned forward, pressing her breasts against Jan’s back. The angle was bad for their sex, but it allowed the woman to massage Jan’s breasts. She whispered, “I’ve been staring at these for the last hour. They’re so much softer than I expected.”

A moan escaped Jan’s lips as a droplet of milk fell from her nipples. As Candice massaged the large breasts, Jan rocked her cunt against the cock. It was only half inside her, but she enjoyed the position and attention on her breasts. Candice’s hands spread wide across the large breasts and she rubbed her thumbs against the pink areola as she rocked her cock against Jan’s cunt.

“I want it hard,” Jan pleaded as she rocked her hips.

“Hard?” Candice asked, standing tall. Light glistened from the oil across her body. She slapped Jan’s ass and spread her cheeks wide, ramming her cock hard into her. Jan squealed and bent her head low as Candice spread her insides apart, stretching her. Candice’s cock dwarfed her husband's, and she worried about their intimacy after this experience, but she was too caught in the pleasure to think too far on that. In and out the cock slipped slamming hard against her flesh.

The rhythmic slapping sound filled the room, drowning out the soft music. Jan’s cock swayed forward, bouncing against her pregnant belly. Reaching her climax, she screamed out. Her cock tightened and burst, spraying cum onto her belly. As Candice filled her cunt, Jan panted. Red hair swaying wildly, she tried filled the room with her voice. Moaning and screaming out. Her cock throbbed, releasing streams of cum.

“You’re a loud one,” Candice said through an unsteady voice and a giggle. Her pace quickened, and she clenched her jaw. The massive cock inside Jan pulsed. She lifted her head as the orgasm shifted from her cock to her pussy. The nectar in her cunt flowed, spilling over the cock and dripping down her legs. Candice grunted and gripped Jan’s cock with both her hands as she thrust into Jan. Her hips slapped against Jan’s ass and she groaned, releasing her load into the pregnant woman.

Cum exploded out of the massive cock, filling Jan’s insides and dripping out onto the table with each thrust. Together they road out an orgasm, groaning and moaning as their bodies slid against each other. Soon Jan collapsed onto her side again, panting. Without missing a beat, Candice assumed her masseuse role and continued the massage as if nothing out of the ordinary occurred.

Jan grabbed the discarded towel and wiped off her sweaty forehead before asking, “That was incredible.”

“Thanks. Husbands don’t normally hire me for their wives. This was either a mistake or an intentional gift,” Candice explained, bending over to grab her blouse. She slipped it on over her head and stretched her arms behind her back as she walked up to the table. She helped Jan down with a full-lipped smile.

“It wasn’t a mistake. I’ll be back,” Jan took Candice’s hand and stepped down from the table. Lathered in oil, she slipped the robe back on over her shoulders. Cum fell from her vagina and dripped down her leg. When Candice opened the door the two futanari exchanged a hug.

“I’m looking forward to it. I don’t get very many futanari clients,” Candice’s firm cock pressed against Jan’s while they hugged and the two giggled as they pulled away from each other.

“I’m not sure what I’m going to tell my husband about this yet,” Jan said, stepping out of the room waving goodbye.

Thank you for reading my story. This story was written with the help of my Patrons. If you want to have an impact of the story check out my two Patreon Projects. 
You can find them on my website. Subscribe there for weekly freebies, polls and first looks into my upcoming writings. I have two ongoing Patreon projects. One for my writings and another for an RPG Maker Futanari game I’m developing. Check them out and give me feedback. I love to hear from my readers.
Note From the Author

Thank you for taking the chance on a new author and reading my story. I hope the characters touched your soul in the same way that they touched mine. If you loved the book and have a minute to spare, I would really appreciate a short review on Amazon. I read every single review and take the criticism to heart. Your help in spreading the word is greatly appreciated. Reviews from readers like you make a huge difference to helping new readers find stories like this one.
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