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Futanari Penthouse Meetup

Chapter 1

The black door closed behind Sandra as she sat down into the Uber. Blond hair spilled out the sides of her black hoodie and curled at the tips near the nape of her neck. She pulled off her backpack and placed it in her lap in front of her, gripping it tightly. During clinical trials for a new drug, Sandra lost control of her libido, but today was different. Her stomach lurched every time that she moved, and her clit felt on the verge of exploding from the slightest touch. The blue jeans she wore threatened to make her cum from sitting down in the Uber.

The driver greeted her with a wave and said, “I’ve got all sorts of chargers in the back there, and if you want a different song, let me know.”

Sandra waved back to him and bit back her arousal by pulling the hood of her sweatshirt low over her eyes. The car pulled into the street and headed to pick up the next person in the UberPool. Sandra reached a hand below her backpack and gripped her crotch over her jeans. Squeezing tightly, resisted the urge to masturbate in the back of the car.

The door on her right opened and a tall woman with dark hair stared down at her confused. The sharp pants suit marked her as a businesswoman. She held a phone to her ear with one hand and the other carried a small leather planner. Annoyed that Sandra was in the way, the woman motioned with the planner for the girl to move.

“No. Tomorrow is too late,” the businesswoman spoke with a firm voice, “Hold on a moment.” She stared down at Sandra, annoyed that she was in the car. Eyes on Sandra, she spoke to the driver, “I ordered an Uber. Why is there someone else in here?” Sandra shifted under her gaze and scooted to the other side of the cab so that the woman could enter the car.

“You ordered an UberPool. I can take you home first if she’s fine with it,” the driver said with a wide customer service grin.

“Yeah. No rush,” Sandra said through gasping pleasure. She let go of her groin and gripped her backpack, trying to focus on not screaming in pleasure in the car.

The businesswoman sat down and nodded, satisfied with the resolution. Without a word to those present she spoke into her phone, “I don’t care how long it takes. That report will be on my desk first thing in the morning.” She pulled the door closed with a high heel and buckled without missing a beat. Sandra stared at the woman’s full chest. Wanted to rip the jacket and shirt from the woman. Blushing, Sandra pulled the hood lower until she could no longer see.

“I sent the entire team an email with instructions two days ago. I can forward it again if you deleted it,” the woman said. She turned in her seat and inspected Sandra. The businesswoman stared at the backpack and raised an eyebrow.  After a moment she said on the phone before hanging it up, “Good. I look forward to reading it tomorrow.” A loud sigh escaped her lips, and she said, “Good help is hard to find.” She turned away from Sandra and stared out the window as the street lamps lit up around them.

Unable to hold back her arousal any longer, Sandra reached a hand below her backpack again and rubbed her pussy through her pants. The rough jeans rubbed her labia raw, but she dripped cum moistening her pants where her fingers rubbed. She clenched her teeth and breathed out slowly. The jeans felt tighter suddenly, and she rubbed harder.

The driver glanced back at her through the rear-view mirror and asked, “Are you OK, miss?” The businesswoman stared at Sandra and narrowed her eyes as she watched the girl masturbate over her jeans. She did not turn away, but her eyes glued with intensity on the Sandra.

Moaning softly, Sandra let go of the backpack and it fell to the ground at her feet, exposing her public masturbation to everyone in the car. A bulge formed in her jeans and a new sensation grew out of her clitoris. Furiously she worked her hands, edging herself closer to an orgasm.

“Oh, no, not again,” Sandra winced as she recognized the transformation happening to her. Her clitoris twitched, and a cock grew from inside, stretching out and up against her jeans. Sandra rubbed harder against the growing bulge until the jeans were too tight around her waist. They dug into her growing cock painfully. She tore at the buttons of her jeans pulling them down freeing her growing cock to the air.

The businesswoman gasped, stared at the throbbing futanari cock. The driver swerved, avoiding a collision as he tried to watch as much of the scene as he could. Moments later the car came to a stop, and the businesswomen frowned and stepped out of the car. The businesswoman stared at the futanari cock fixated on the massive dick. Shaking herself free from its mental cage, she turned to leave.

The driver stuttered his rote response, “Have a nice day, and please rate me five stars.”

Sandra shot out of the car and grabbed her backpack. She followed behind the woman a few paces and pulled her hoodie low, covering her throbbing cock. The thick member pressed against the sweatshirt, leaving a clear indentation of what twitched below. The businesswoman glanced behind her and winked at Sandra as she walked to the revolving door of the tall building in downtown.


Chapter 2

The revolving door closed behind Sandra. The business woman about four paces ahead nodded to the lobby attendant without glancing back toward Sandra. The sparsely filled lobby held a few couches and a television. Behind a counter sat a woman reading a book. Businesses occupied the first few floors of the building. Opposite the counter sat an elevator. The business woman strode up to it and the bellhop beside. She motioned to the elevator, and he turned and pressed the button.

Sandra sauntered across the floor. Her sneakers squeaked, drawing everyone’s attention to her. She pulled gripped the edge of her sweatshirt trying to hide her bulging futanari cock below. The secretary at the counter raised her eyebrows and her jaw dropped.

As the elevator doors opened, the Bellhop walked inside and assumed a position in the middle. The business woman entered and stood to his right. Sandra dashed across the lobby before the doors could close. Her cock bounced against the hoodie, threatening to flop out and expose her cock to the lobby. Sandra entered the elevator and stood on the opposite side of the Bellhop from the woman.

The bellhop glanced at Sandra and did a double take, staring at the massive cock bulging out of the front of her sweatshirt. The two women stared forward, and the Bellhop asked, “Miss Hawthorne, what floor shall it be?”

The business woman breathed, “Mine. The top floor.”

The bellhop turned to face Sandra and tried to keep his eyes on hers, asked, “And you, miss?”

Sandra put her hands into the pockets of her hoodie and gripped her cock with both hands before answering, “I’m with Miss Hawthorne.” Miss Hawthorne nodded her head without a glance toward Sandra or the bellhop.

“As you wish,” the bellhop bit his lip staring at the gigantic cock and reached a hand to press the button for the top floor.

They rode in silence, all three staring forward at their reflection in the dull metal. Sandra wanted to fuck the woman right here in the elevator, but the bellhop stood in the way. Tension grew as neither woman looked at each other, but both knew they were going to fuck as soon as they were alone. Twitching her fingers on the shaft of her cock, she watched the numbers slowly rise on the display.

When they reached the top floor, the bellhop exited the elevator and welcomed them both, “Have a nice evening, Miss Hawthorne.” A wide grin split his lips, and he motioned for the women to exit. Miss Hawthorne walked to the door a few feet in front of the elevator and put her key inside. For the first time since entering the building, she turned around and glanced at Sandra.

Sandra waved goodbye to the bellhop and walked up to the door next to the business woman. She said trying to think of a pickup line, “Hey, you forgot something in the car.”

“I have my planner and my phone,” Miss Hawthorne said, gesturing with each in turn. “I don’t leave the house with much else. Are you stalking me?”

“No, you forgot something,” Sandra said, leaning against the door.

Miss Hawthorne turned the key in the lock and opened the door, “What did I forget?” The large penthouse beyond spanned the entire length of the building. Windows on every wall looked down to the world below. Black and white modern decorations filled the room with sharp angles and shapes. Red accents here and there displayed Miss Hawthorne’s taste for a bit of variety. The woman stared at Sandra, holding her hand on the doorknob and blocking Sandra from entering the room.

“My cock,” Sandra said bluntly. “You left my cock in the car.”

“Excuse me?” Miss Hawthorne said, twisting to face Sandra. Hands on her hips, she glared down at the shorter, futanari woman.

“I need to fuck you,” Sandra said pulling the business woman close she kissed her on the lips. Her futanari cock grazed the woman’s thighs through the sweatshirt.

Miss Hawthorne cut off the small peck and grabbed Sandra by the collar on her sweatshirt, lifting her onto her toes. She pressed her tongue deep into Sandra’s mouth and then pushed her into the door mashing her breasts against, Sandra. Locked in a passionate kiss, the two spent minutes breathing each other.

Abruptly, Miss Hawthorne ended the kiss and walked into the room, leaving the door open for Sandra. Gasping for air, Sandra closed the door behind her and walked into the large condo. Miss Hawthorne left a trail of discarded clothes leading to the distant sitting room in the corner. Miss Hawthorne stood against the window in the corner, inviting Sandra to join her. Sandra walked across the room pulling off her clothes leaving a similar trail of her passing.


Chapter 3

The window in the far corner of the room was rounded to give a better view of the city below. Miss Hawthorne stood in her white bra and panties leaned against the window. Her navy high heels clicked against the tile floor as she tapped her heel, waiting for Sandra. Large breasts spilled from the plain white bra and the edge of her brown nipples.

Sandra dashed across the room, tearing her sweatshirt from her chest. It fell to the ground atop the suit jacket rumpled at the edge of the kitchen and living room. Free from the sweatshirt, her cock fell forward. Fully erect it stood out straight toward Miss Hawthorne. Black panties hid the base of her cock and her pussy from view. The thick shaft pulled the panties down slightly, but they stayed firmly in place.

“I wasn’t planning on anyone seeing me in this plain bra and panties,” Miss Hawthorne spoke, tilting her head. Her brown hair shifted over her shoulders, spilling down the left side. “I have more enticing clothes in my room, but it seems you don’t want to wait.”

The shirt came off next, Sandra tossed it to the ground. Her average sized chest paled in comparison to Miss Hawthorn, but she was proud of her body. The black bra fell from her chest as she reached behind her back and unclasped the strap. Her breasts swayed as she trotted the last steps up to Miss Hawthorne. The small pink nipples grew hard from the cold air in the room.

“Don’t worry, I didn’t plan this either,” Sandra said stepping up the taller woman. Miss Hawthorne leaned down and kissed Sandra gently. Her hands groped the shorter woman’s breasts. Fingers traced the small mounds and lingered on the firm nipples as kissed. Sandra pressed her body against Miss Hawthorne. Pointed straight between Miss Hawthorne’s open legs, Sandra’s cock pressed against the other woman’s panties and touched the window behind her. Miss Hawthorne’s ass pressed against the glass too.

Pulling out of the kiss, Miss Hawthorne said, “I don’t even know what you are, but I need you in me.”

Sandra gripped the base of her cock with her left hand and angled it up toward the other woman’s pussy. Scrunching around the head of her cock, the panties entered Miss Hawthorne first. Sandra growled, standing on her toes for better leverage into the woman. Back against the window, Miss Hawthorne braced herself against the cock by gripping the glass with her hands flat against it. The move offered little friction, but it was enough to keep herself upright as Sandra rocked the tip of her cock in and out. The panties blocked them from touching, but neither wanted to stop their passion for long enough to move them.

Miss Hawthorne’s breasts bounced gently with each small thrust. Sandra bends her head low until her chin touched her chest. She focused on her cock and pressed firmly into the panties, driving them deeper into Miss Hawthorne. Her nipples spilled from the plain bra as they ramped up the tempo and Sandra’s cock pushed in another inch.

Soon the panties blocked Sandra from fully penetrating the woman and instead of a fun distraction they became a deterrent to their fun. Sandra pulled her cock out. Precum dripped from the large cock landing on their toes. Miss Hawthorne turned around, offering her ass to Sandra. The taller woman pressed her tits against the window for the world to see if they could only look up high enough to the penthouse suite. The panties bunched up inside Miss Hawthorne’s vagina., Sandra reached with her left hand and pulled them free. The moist panties rolled down her legs and Miss Hawthorne stepped out of them.

“I don’t even know your name and I don’t want to,” Miss Hawthorne said leaned her head against the glass.

Sandra pressed the tip of her dick against the woman’s exposed labia. The lips spread around the thick cock dripping with the woman’s nectar. “You think it's hot that a stranger is fucking you against the window?”

“I want that cock in me now,” she replied.

Miss Hawthorne’s breasts squeezed against the glass as Sandra pushed her cock deep into the woman. The force of her thrust mashed both of their bodies together against the glass. Placing her head over the other woman’s shoulder, Sandra bit gently down into her neck. Miss Hawthorne groaned as their bodies rocked back and forth, pressing into the glass. Sandra’s cock stretched deep into the woman, churning her insides.

On a rooftop far below their building, a man sat with a pair of binoculars scanning the horizon. Miss Hawthorne turned her head and pointed him out to Sandra. Locked in their intense tug of war, of cock in and out, Sandra smiled and waved down at the man. From the distance, neither woman could see his reaction, but his binoculars stayed glued onto them as they fucked.

Milk dripped from Miss Hawthorne’s tits. The liquid ran down the glass in thin streaks. The constant pressure against her tits forced her milk out. She leaned her head back and placed a hand on the back of Sandra’s head, pulling her in to nibble again. Sandra bit down on Miss Hawthorne again and the taller woman moaned out in pleasure.

The man on the rooftop below lowered one hand from his binoculars and placed it into his pants. From their vantage point, the motion of his masturbating was undetectable, but they knew he was beating off to them because he dropped his pants and gripped his cock.

“You spank that cock, little man,” Miss Hawthorne encouraged the distant stranger with her whisper even though she knew he could not hear her. The man watching them put her over the edge and she screamed out. Losing control of her legs, Miss Hawthorne stumbled back into Sandra. Sandra rammed her cock harder into the woman nearing her climax. The soft skin spread around her cock, enveloping it in a warm embrace.

Miss Hawthorne slammed a fist against the window as she moaned. The tip of the futanari cock tingled with pressure as it burst out the first jet of cum. A torrent of white liquid poured into her vagina and spilled down the shaft and out onto the floor. When the second and third eruption came, Sandra lost control of her legs and fall onto the floor. Her cock slipped out of Miss Hawthorne and swayed as she landed on the tile. Miss Hawthorne turned around and knelt in front of Sandra, stroking the cock as cum shot from the gently throbbing penis. After each burst of cum, the cock shrank, and each stream carried less cum than the last until Sandra sat on the ground a woman again.

“Where did it go?” Miss Hawthorne asked, lifting Sandra’s panties and searching for the missing cock.

Sandra shrugged and panted out her response, “I don’t know. It grows back every few days.”

Miss Hawthorne bit her lip and stared out the window at the man on the distant balcony. He pulled his pants up and waved goodbye. Miss Hawthorne waved back at him and blew him a kiss. “Hmm… I was barely getting started with you.”

Head on the floor, Sandra stared up at Miss Hawthorne, “I don’t control this. I’m on a clinical trial for a new drug and ever since I started taking it, I’ve grown a cock for a few hours every few days.”

Miss Hawthorne walked to her discarded leather planner and pulled out a business card. She flicked it down onto Sandra’s tits and said, “When it comes back you know how to find me.”


Thank you for reading my story. I really hope you enjoyed it. I have two Patreon Projects that you can find on my website. Subscribe there for weekly freebies, polls and first looks into my upcoming writings. My other Patreon also found on my website is for a Futanari RPG I’m working on. Have a great day. 


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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