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Futanari Phone Booth

By Gia Maria Marquez

If you come to the Futanari Phone Booth late at night, you know what you’re looking for.  By day, it’s a pretty standard phone box.  It doesn’t get used much anymore. 

First off, cell phones exist. 

Secondly, it’s smack in the middle of an old-school industrial area.  We’re not talking shiny new industrial park.  We’re not talking modern factories.  We’re talking crumbling buildings dating back to the 1800s, some of them.  If you keep an eye out, you’ll find the remnants of cobblestone streets.  Most have been paved over, but not the ones nearest to the port.  Down that way, the cobbles remain.

But you didn’t come here for a history lesson.  You want to know about the Futanari Phone Booth.  Well, it’s not as old as some of these buildings, but it’s certainly not brand new.  At night, an Out of Order sign goes up, and that’s when it turns from being a stock-standard, run-of-the-mill phone booth to a booth of infinite pleasure.

All you need to know is what number to call.

Talya knows.  She’s a regular, here at the booth.  Let’s watch her as she enters.  Let’s see how it’s done.

She looks like a Private Eye in that trench coat and fedora.  Kitten heels reminiscent of the wartime era.  She takes a look around—doesn’t catch a glimpse of us, good thing.  Just because she seeks out sex in public doesn’t mean she wants us watching.  She just gets it where she can.

Not that she’s bad-looking, by any means.  She takes off her hat, and a cascade of auburn curls tumble down around her shoulders.  She takes off the trench coat too, and hangs both on the corner of the booth.

Talya’s got legs from here to Tuesday.  She shows them off well in that short little dress, all fluttery and flouncy.  Girl’s got a body to die for.  Just you wait and see.

She quickly dives inside the booth.  She doesn’t want to be seen, not that there’s anyone around this time of night.  Even during the day, you scarcely see a soul in this neighbourhood.  But at night, under cover of darkness, Talya feels comfortable enough to pick up the phone, dial the number only the most special girls know, and wait for a voice to come on the line.

You can’t hear the voice, of course—not from this distance—but she’s asking Talya who she’d like to play with tonight.

Let’s sneak a little closer so we can hear Talya’s response.

“Desirae,” she says, and hangs up the phone.

Quick conversation, but that’s all it takes to manifest another looker inside the phone booth.  You don’t believe your eyes, am I right?  A second ago it was just Talya in there.  Now, poof, like magic another girl has appeared.  That’s Desirae.  Straight black hair, golden skin, cat-like features.  Talya’s in for a treat.

Where Talya’s dress is bouncy and colourful, Desirae’s is dark and skin-tight.  Would you look at that!  She’s hard already.  You can see the outline of her erection through the stretchy fabric.  Her cock is sticking up on the diagonal, plastered to her skin, held in place by that exceedingly tight dress.

Talya doesn’t waste time.  She didn’t come here to talk.  She traces her hand the length of Desirae’s dick, making the apparition weak.  You can see it in the way she bends her knees, then rises toward Talya’s hand, crotch-first.

Desirae slams Talya against the booth on the side closest to us, but those girls are too invested in each other to realize we’re here.  Look at them kissing, attacking one another like wolves.  It’s a sight to behold.  They’re not precious about their lust.  They want to get off, and they’re acting on impulse.

Talya has come here for one thing and one thing only.  And it looks like she’s going to get it.

As they kiss roughly, Desirae tears down the low-cut front of her stretchy black dress, easily exposing her big bare breasts.  Would you look at that size of them!  They’re hard and round like a pair of softballs, with spiked nipples, dark like her lips.

Well, Talya’s no slouch.  Look at that: she’s unbuttoning the top part of her dress, exposing her lacy white bra.  Desirae wants more than that.  She rips the bra right open, not tearing it, only exposing Talya’s milky white mambos to the cool night air. 

Despite the chill, Talya’s tits don’t harden.  Those nips are pink and rosy and soft as a petal.  Watch, they won’t even harden when Desirae milks them with her fingers.  From the moans we’re hearing, sounds like Talya enjoys the action, doesn’t it?  She likes getting her tits touched. 

But that’s not all she likes.

As Talya takes her turn toying with Desirae’s tits, Desirae unbuttons Talya’s dress until it hangs wide open.  Can you see her panties?  They match the bra.  They’re lacy and white.  Pretty little things.

They don’t stay on for long. 

Talya pushes her panties down, all the way down.  When they get to her ankles, she grabs them so they won’t hit the ground.  She’s got no pockets, so she hooks her panties over one arm. 

She turns just enough that we get a good look at what’s been under her dress all this time: a marble-white cock, soft as silk, topped with the pinkest glans you’ve ever seen. 

Is it ever a beauty, that one.

Desirae seems to think so.  She takes it in hand and rubs it very gently while Talya pulls that stretchy black dress up to her hips.  Desirae’s firm golden cock springs forth like a cuckoo from a clock.  Talya grabs hold of it.  She’s not so gentle.  She doesn’t need to be.  Desirae’s cock is ready to roll.

The two girls kiss while they toy with each other’s dicks.  What a sight to behold!  Desirae’s long fingers dance across Talya’s white shaft while Talya takes Desirae’s dick in a firm throttle. 

Would you look at that?  Talya’s getting bigger by the minute.  Her cock isn’t quite as large as Desirae’s, but its neat cylindrical shaft is a work of art.

Hey, look what they’re up to now!  Getting into position for one of my favourite moves: where they stand facing each other, their dicks sticking up in the air, and they press their shafts one against the other. 

But wait—the best is yet to come. 

Oh yeah, here it is: they wrap their hands around their dicks and do this mutual masturbation move you could only dream of, until now.  That’s four hands around two dicks, sliding up and down.

Talya’s grabbing lube out of the purse she’s set on top of the payphone.  She’s drizzling the clear stuff over their two swollen cockheads.  Desirae’s dragging it down both their shafts, and Talya’s joining in.  They’re holding their slick dicks, pumping their cocks in unison.  Don’t you just want to reach out and grab those girls?  But you can’t because that Plexiglas booth is in the way. 

Better to stay out here and watch, and hope the girls don’t notice.

They won’t, for the moment, because they’re kissing again.  Desirae’s biting Talya’s bottom lip, and Talya’s moaning in response.  They’re working each other’s dicks real hard, and kissing even harder.  They want to get off, but Desirae wants it more.  She swings Talya around and forces her flush to the booth. 

Just look at that! 

We get a great view, through the Plexiglas, of Talya’s open dress, Talya’s sweet milky boobs and pretty pink nipples, Talya’s white marble cock pointing up like a weather vane, her body smashed against the see-through plastic.

If we get down real low, we can even watch Desirae’s slick dick pushing into her from behind.  Can’t you just imagine how clean and tight a girl like Talya’s hole must be?  Desirae must be in seventh heaven, plunging her big cock inside a sweet little ass like that. 

Get a load of Desirae’s golden balls, all neat and small.  Quite the opposite of Talya’s pendulous nut sack pressed up against the glass.  Her balls hang low and large.  Low and large and lovely.  The only thing they’ve got in common is that they’re equally hairless.

You can tell by the look on Talya’s face that Desirae’s pounding her ass but good.  Good and hard.  Measured thrusts. 

Does Talya like getting fucked from behind?  Hard to tell.  She looks more shocked than anything, wouldn’t you say?  Her pink lips part.  She gasps and moans. 

Does she like it, or is she just waiting out the fuck?

Well, if she didn’t enjoy the hot, hard sex, why would she come back here every night of the week?  If she didn’t need to be filled up the backside by a good hard cock, she’d just stay home.  Don’t you think?

Desiree wraps both hands around Talya’s shoulders and works her over but good.  They’re grunting now, with every thrust.  Look at Desirae’s lips, the way she snarls with every forceful heave into Talya’s soft, sweet body.  She’s like a panther.  She could eat you alive.  And who wouldn’t want to get pounded by a girl like that?

Talya’s clawing at the glass, crying out as Desirae rams her from behind. 

“Oh my goodness,” Talya cries.  “You’re going to make me come!”

“Good,” Desirae replies.  “Because I’m about to fill your ass with jizz!”

“Oh!”

The look on Talya’s face is sublime, while Desirae’s expression remains dark and unnerving.  A spray of hot white goo shots from Talya’s erection, splashing across the glass.  Her belly spreads it around while Desirae trembles behind her.  You can see all the cum Tayla’s producing.  She’s shooting at the glass again and again.  Wow, what a beautiful mess she’s creating.  It’s all over her milky white skin, all over the phone booth.  She’s panting and praising Desirae when, in a second’s time, Desirae is gone.

Gone. 

She hasn’t left the phone booth.  She hasn’t run away.  She’s just… gone.

That’s how it works, with the Futanari Phone Booth.  Dial-a-lover.  She comes and goes.

Is it just me, or does Talya look somewhat disappointed to be left alone like this?  I can’t help but wonder whether she’d prefer a good cuddle.  Nice girl like that.  Wouldn’t she rather make love in a bed?  With someone who didn’t disappear immediately after filling her ass with splooge?

Who’s this, then? 

Jillian’s arriving on the scene much earlier than usual.  Cute little Jillian with the long blond hair.  She skips through the darkened alleyway, whistling a happy tune.  She has on knee socks and a plaid skirt and a mesh belly top over a fluorescent green bra. 

What she lacks in fashion sense, she makes up for in sheer enthusiasm.

When she swings open the phone booth, Talya shrieks, “Occupied!  Occupied!”  She pulls her dress closed over her cum-laden belly, but that leaves her bare breasts and spent cock exposed.

“Wow, you’re already here,” Jillian says.  “And I haven’t even dialled yet.”

“Oh, I’m not one of… I’m not…”

Jillian seems to get her point, but says, “Well, you’re here, so that saves me calling.”

Talya blushes deeply.  “Oh, I’ve just come…pleted… I’ve just completed a session… with Desirae.”

Jillian seems impressed by this.  “Desirae’s too intense for me.  I always go for Karena.  She’s a little more mellow.”

“I don’t know her,” Talya admits.

“She looks a lot like you,” Jillian says, taking in Talya’s partially exposed body.  “In fact, I’d say you’re even prettier.  Your boobs are bigger than hers and your dick… well, I’ve never seen hers soft, so it’s hard to say.”

Talya subtly pulls her dress closed over her exposed cock.  She must be nervous because her fingers are shaking too much to do up the buttons.  “I’ll leave you alone,” she says.  “Have fun with Karena.”

Jillian blocks her exit and says, “No!  Don’t go.  I mean… it’s just that it’s been so long since I’ve been touched by… you know, anyone outside this phone booth.”

Talya’s jaw drops and she says, “Me too.”

“Then why don’t we try?”

Talya keeps looking at the door behind Jillian’s back, but then she looks at Jillian.  Finally, she says, “I’m not sure what good I’ll be to you.  I’m pretty much spent.”

“I can take care of that,” Jillian says, descending to her knees.  Good thing she’s wearing those socks that come almost to her thighs.  That way her skin is protected from the dirty, grimy ground when she gets down low and presses Talya back against the side wall, directly across from the phone.

“There’s no good trying,” Talya warns Jillian.  “I’ve only just come.”

The younger girl doesn’t seem put off.  She wraps her pretty little lips around Talya’s soft dick and starts sucking. Softly. Sensually.

Talya’s eyes flutter.  She turns her head toward the heavens.  Would you look at her lips opening and closing like she’s got a direct line to God!  Clearly, Jillian’s mouth is working its magic, because Talya’s smiling gently as her hands move through the girl’s cornsilk hair. 

“You are a miracle,” Talya sighs.

Am I seeing things, or are those tears in her eyes?

She reaches for her big breasts and pushes them together, juggles their weight on her hands.  She hugs them and twists her tits while Jillian sucks her still-soft cock, but soon that’s not enough.  She lifts one tit and bows to her breast.  I’ve never seen her do this before.  She’s sucking her own nipple.  What a wonderful world!  She’s got her pretty pink nipple between her lips and she’s sucking herself while the little blonde works away between her legs.

“You’re getting hard,” Jillian squeals. 

“Oh good,” Talya says, before bringing the other breast to her masterful mouth.

She almost seems more interested in sucking her own tits than getting a blowjob from that pretty little stranger, don’t you think?

But, with tits like those, who could blame her?

After a time, Jillian rises to her feet and says, “I think that should do it.  Time to fuck.”

She spins around, bends forward and grips the phone with one arm.  She reaches the other hand back to flip up her skirt and push her bright green thong to one side of her sweet little pussy lips.

Oh, that’s right!  You aren’t familiar with Jillian, are you?  Well, neither is Talya and, judging from the look on her face, she was expecting a cock as much as you were.  Jillian doesn’t have one, poor thing, but she makes the best with what she’s got, and what she’s got is a slick, juicy pussy just ready to be taken.

“Go on, then,” Jillian says, smacking her own ass.  “Hop on, lady!  I’m yours!”

Talya seems not to know quite what to do.  Of all the times I’ve seen her here, she’s never once fucked another girl.  She’s always been the bottom to a dominating top.

But here’s the thing she’ll have to learn: it’s perfectly possible to bottom from on top. That’s what she’s about to do right here with Jillian. 

Jillian knows full well how to top from the bottom.

She smacks her ass again and says, “My pussy doesn’t have all day.  I want to get off and I need you to give it to me.  If you’re not up for it, you’d better tell me now so I can call for Karena.”

“No!” Talya shouts, taking her erection in hand.  Moving one step closer to Jillian’s sweet young ass, she says, “I can do this.  I’m sure I can.  Just let me… wait… so I put it in here?”

You can tell by the way her expression has changed that she’d found young Jillian’s treasure trove.  The sloppy wet heat of that girl’s pussy must be wrapping itself around Talya’s dick as we speak.  Get a load of that look on her face.  She’s in ecstasy, she is.  This is bliss.

Shame we can’t see Jillian, too.  She’s got her head on the other side of the phone.  Bet you anything she’s smirking like the cat that ate the canary, over there.  She’s getting just what she wants: a good fuck from a hung lady. 

Watch Talya’s boobs bounce every time she thrusts in Jillian.  Isn’t that a sight?  I can’t think of any set of knockers I’d like to plant my face in more than Talya’s.  Jillian’s tits are tiny.  I’ve seen them many times before.  And tiny tits have their place, sure, but it’s the big ones that appeal to me.  Big and bouncy and beautiful.  That’s Talya.

She’s really getting into it now, wouldn’t you say?  Just look at the way she’s grasping Jillian’s hips and pounding her good.  I’d say she’s shaken her nerves—nerves about being the fucker rather than the fuckee, nerves about going at a girl who’s not from the phone line.  She’s thrusting smoothly into Jillian’s snatch.  She’s pursing her lips and really getting down.  Her breasts are bouncing rhythmically.  Her unbuttoned dress is sailing behind her like a cape. 

Jillian’s crying out, cursing and moaning, having the time of her life.

I can’t quite see whether Jillian is toying with her clit, but I’d have to guess she is, especially now that she’s warning Talya she’s about to come.  Look how Jillian’s bucking back, meeting every one of Talya’s thrusts with one of her own.  I can tell you from experience—the experience of watching—that Jillian always comes quickly.  That’s how it is when they’re young.  You remember those days? 

Doesn’t take her long at all.

But Talya blew her load against the glass only minutes ago.  It’s a wonder Jillian managed to get her hard so soon.  There’s no way she’ll meet Jillian’s climax with one of her own. 

And she doesn’t, of course. 

Jillian screams her lust into the night, as I’ve watched her do so many times before.  Once she’s had her fill, Talya slides her marble dick from the younger girl’s snatch and rests her back against the phone booth wall. 

She’s panting from exertion when Jillian turns around and says, “You’re better than you think you are.”

Talya’s cock flicks upward like it’s saying, “Aww, shucks. T’weren’t nothin.”

The younger girl folds her thong back over her swollen pussy and works at the messy pleats of her skirt, ironing them out with both hands.  Once she’s completed that task, she turns her sights on Talya.

“What?” Talya asks.

“You’re a prize,” Jillian tells her.  “I’m going to take you on parade.”

Is Talya curious or scared?  Hard to tell.  The two emotions seem so similar on her face.

She asks Jillian, “What does that mean?”

“You’ll see.”

Jillian buttons Talya’s dress, but only in the middle.  She folds the top section inside that white lace bra so Talya’s milky breasts stick out in front. 

“Put your panties in your purse,” Jillian says.  “You won’t be needing them tonight.”

Talya does as she’s told, and keeps her purse in hand while Jillian takes a firm grasp on her erection.  Pulling her out of the phone booth by her dick, Jillian says, “I’m gonna walk you like a dog, lady.  You’ve got a dick for a leash, and I’m not letting you off.  Not for a second.”

“I don’t even know your name!” Talya says as she follows obediently behind the blonde.

“It’s Jillian.  What’s yours?”

“Talya.”

“You’re my faithful hound tonight, Talya.  You’re going to do everything I say.”

“Yes I am,” Talya agrees as Jillian leads her out of sight.

What do you say, friend?  Should we follow Mistress and pet?  Or stick around the Futanari Phone Booth ?  You never know who will come next…

The End
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Futa Fantasies

Six Sexy Stories of French Maids, Pillow Fights, Farm Girls, Car Washes

and so much more!

By Gia Maria Marquez

Want futanari at your fingertips? In Futa Fantasies, watch all your dreams come true! Get ready for a soapy car wash, a maid with more, a saucy cheer squad, and even stories too taboo to talk about!

An icy teacher warms a student’s bottom after class. A busty farm girl shows Mr. City Slicker a good time when his car breaks down in the middle of nowhere. A playful pillow fight between girls in silky lingerie turns into full-blown sexual experimentation.

Your deepest desires are sure to be fulfilled in this collection of six NEW futa fantasies!
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