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 It had been a hell of a day in the office and I could not wait to get home today.  All day was nothing but customers with vague questions or unsolvable problems.  Apparently I was the only one who could solve the umpteenth paper jam in the copier.  Coincidentally, it happened at just the same time that Nina wanted to make a copy of something.  She regularly works with part of a department that I don't work with much, but she always seems to have a lot of copies to make.  Somehow, the company has decided that she should be my boss, even though we barely work in the same areas.  I catch her regularly looking at my breasts and not at my face.  I always chalk it up to a compliment nonetheless.  Sometimes she walks just a little too close behind me and mysteriously her hand always seems to bump my ass.  She's probably twenty years older than me and definitely knows better.  I know this is the sort of shit HR is for, but secretly I love it.  I'm not into girls that way, but it's super arousing to know that I drive her that crazy.

It was another moment like that earlier at the copier today.  I was crouched down but the machine and I looked up to see Nina standing there, looking down at me with a smile.  Given the angle, I knew perfectly well that she could look down my blouse.  The copier is situated in a corner of the office that is somewhat concealed.  I decided to lean forward more than normal when I refilled the paper and I almost immediately felt her hands on my ass.  They caressed.  They massaged.  There was no mistaking the fact that Nina was getting touchy-feely.  I did not respond at first.  Then I rammed my butt firmly against her warm hands.  I rocked forward and slammed back into her again.  This time I landed on her crotch.  she was hot and bothered and ready for action.  I heard her moan softly as I ground my ass against her.  She pushed back and rubbed her pussy up and down my ass.  I slowly stood up and turned to face her.  Then, as if nothing happened, I told her that the copier should be working properly again.  With my soaking wet panties, I let her rub up on me for a few moments and then I sent her on her way again.  She was probably hornier now than before.  I'm not usually that cruel, but she's a walking female hard-on that deserves a little grief for being so handsy.  I had to get back to my day, after all.

But, of course that was not possible.

I couldn't tell you how happy I was that it was almost time to go home.  I ran around the office getting last-minute things done, only to find out that there were delays in other departments.  After waiting for 30 minutes on some emails, I finally gave up and packed up to leave for the night.  I threw on my jacket and grabbed my bag to begin the short walk to the train station.   
 
      
 
    Once I got to the platform, I stood around with everyone else waiting for the train.  I was at my wits' end with waiting today.  As I waited, the thought of Nina popped into my head.  The bold manner in which she grabbed my ass.  Her shameless smug demeanor over what was a job-ending offense for her.  She didn't care.  She didn't care because she knew she could get away with it.  She knew that deep down, we always liked it.  Every woman she touched secretly melted at her touch.  It was just the right combination of pinch and grab.  She had done it many times before to who know how many before me.  I immediately became horny again thinking about her.  Of all the office girls, she picked me.  I tried to look uninterested on the outside with my back against the wall.  On the inside, I was a swirling pool of lust and dirty thoughts.  I squeezed my legs tightly together and then relaxed them over and over.  This was a little trick that allowed me to stimulate my hot pussy without making it obvious.  It just looked like I was antsy to everyone else.  After a few minutes, it was finally time to board the train.

I climbed into the train car and settled into my seat.  Across the aisle next to me, a woman was reading a magazine.  She was slumped in her seat while leaning her shoulder against the wall, her laptop bag piled between her feet.  I wondered if she suspected anything.  She looked familiar, but her face was hidden enough that I couldn't tell for sure. 
 
      
 
    I took off my jacket and folded it over my bag in my lap.  Nevertheless, I still felt warm now.  I was still so horny and my pussy was on fire.  I glanced sideways at the woman who was reading undisturbed.  Would she notice if I slipped my hand under my jacket and touched myself?  I hesitantly began to play with a button on my blouse.  She looked up from her magazine for a moment and turned the page.  I looked over and our eyes met.  It was that fucker, Nina!  She smiled at me for a moment before returning to her reading.  I felt my face flush, as if she knew what I was thinking.  I couldn't believe that she was acting like nothing happened earlier!

I hesitated for a moment, but then finally undid the button I was playing with.  I felt a bit cooler after a moment, but not much.  The air coming out of my blouse was hotter than I thought it could be.  I glanced to the right where Nina was reading her magazine.  she did look attractive alright.  But she clearly acted as if she was not interested.  What kind of guy finds a magazine more interesting than a young woman sitting across from her?  One has already groped?  I pulled my skirt up above my knees.  My blouse clearly shows that I have a nice set of breasts.  I sighed softly.  Nina flipped through her magazine and seemed amused at something.  I sighed softly again and crossed my legs, which moved my skirt even further up.  There was no way she could not notice my skin showing.  I looked back over her way and our eyes met again.

"Why don't you undo another button?"

"Excuse me?"  I looked at her with wide eyes for having the nerve to say that.  She looked back amused.  There was something about her that I could not figure out... or resist.  She fascinated me.  She was like a porn star with the mind of a schoolgirl at times.

"I said 'why don't you undo another button?'"

"Uh, well ...," I looked down at my blouse and smiled.  I knew that if I undid another button, she would see a lot more of my breasts.  I looked up again and she was moving into the seat next to me on my side of the aisle.  Before I knew it, I felt her hand on my breast.  I have no idea why I did nothing, but she was definitely using her hands expertly.  I started to breathe heavily as she slid her hand into my blouse.  My nipples were immediately hard, and my pussy just that much wetter.  I looked over her shoulder.  The train car only had a few passengers that were seated a few rows back.  I doubt they could hear or see anything over the high seatbacks.

Nina took her hand out of my blouse and let her eyes wander all over my body.  She took me in and I was powerless to stop her.  She nodded with approval.  I didn't care if I was another notch on her bedpost, just so long as she kept doing what she was doing.  She leaned close to me and put her lips against my ear.

"Stockings or pantyhose?"

I was so horny from the half day of teasing and feeling.  There was something about her.  Something that really excited me.  I wanted more.  I needed more.  I needed her.  It was time to keep the ball in her court.

"Why ask?  It hasn't stopped your hands yet.”  I looked at her defiantly, spreading my legs to let her know that she was welcome to touch- on my terms.  Her smile changed into a devilish grin.  She did not hesitate for a moment.  Her hand immediately slid up my skirt, over my hips, my stomach, and back over my other leg.  She stayed under my skirt, caressing my leg.  I could tell she was getting visibly excited.  Her hand quickly moved around hunting for the edge of a stocking that did not exist.  She continued until her hand reached the center of my legs.  She could feel my panties.  They were soaked and I was sure that this information would only further encourage her.  I didn't want that bitch to get what she wanted, but it was the same as what I wanted.  She began to stroke my pussy through my panties.  She started quietly at first, but soon picked up speed as she became entranced.  I closed my eyes and moaned softly as the pleasure took over.

She started kissing my neck as her hand continued to work the soft flesh between my thighs.  I pushed myself into her hand and ground my panties into her palm while her fingers worked magic.  I heard her giggle softly.

"Hell of a day so far...  Huh, sweetheart?"

I did my best to nod but I wasn't really paying attention to her words.

"I want you down on your knees... please." she whispered into my ear and my eyes flew open.  I knew what she wanted.  I looked at her anxiously.  My heart started pounding because we were certainly not alone.  But her eyes were serious.  Nobody could see us well enough, right?  I hoped...

"I scratch your itch and you scratch mine.  Tit for tat..." she looked at me as she pulled her hand back from my crotch.  The cool air immediately made me feel cold and empty between my legs.  I looked at her face and then my eyes drifted down towards the bottom edge of her skirt.

"Go on...."

I started to move down towards her crotch.  I turned my head back towards her face.  she put her hand on my head and gently pushed me back down.  I rolled her short skirt up a little until I could see her panties.  She really filled them with a bulge in the front that looked like more than just a puffy camel toe.  I hooked my finger in the side of the fabric and pulled her panties off to one side.  A large pink cock-shaped thing tumbled out.  At first I thought it was a dick and my heart skipped.  Then I saw the coloring and realized that it was more like a giant clit.  It was smooth and didn't have a head like a normal cock.  It was just a pink cylinder hanging out from the front of her pussy lips.  The veins on it were bulging and I watched it stiffen up.  She knew that I was studying her anatomy and that I was genuinely shocked so far.  My head came back up and I looked at her with awe.

"You know you want to.  Suck me, beautiful." 
 
      
 
    “What is... that?”
  
 
    “It's my futa-cock.  Think of it like a giant pleasure-penis that I only get if I'm excited.  My little clitty is special and gets big enough to fuck women when I want to.  I walk around knowing that I pack more than most guys, but still get the perks of being a woman.” 
 
    
I sighed with desire and moved the rest of the way back down.  What was I about to get myself into?  I was bent down at the waist with my face in her lap now.  My hands went to her panties all by themselves.  My fingers began to slip her panties off.  Once it was down, her futa-cock began to poke through.  She was mostly hard.  She stroked my lips with her thumb.  I opened my mouth and began to suck her thumb until she pushed her futa-cock against me.  I did not hesitate once that happened.  I had been so horny for the last half of the day that I did not want to wait any longer.  Waiting or not doing it meant I would go home and play with my dildo.  Why play with a dildo when the real thing is right in front of me?  I let her futa-cock slip into my mouth.  For some more fun, I put one hand around her shaft and the other underneath so I could finger her pussy while her she-dick pumped my wanting mouth.

I felt her hands run through my hair as I sucked and licked and fingered her.  I let her fall from my mouth and then licked my way down her shaft, sucked on her pussy lips, and then licked her shaft up to the tip.  Nina then pushed her lady-cock back in my mouth again.  She held my head on her girl-cock as she unloaded in my mouth.  When she was done, I looked up at her as she developed a faint smile.  I then went back down on her and torture her with her post-come sensitivity.  I willingly opened my mouth and she let her futa-cock slide back in again for a little more action.

The sound of the train flying down the tracks began to lull.  The PA called out the name of the upcoming station and I could feel the train beginning to slow.  "This is my stop," I said, but Nina put a finger against my lips and shook her head.  The other passengers began to line up in the aisle at the exits.  With a bright red face, I pretended to be rummaging through my bag.  No one could see that Nina still had her she-dick out.  The train came to a stop and everyone got off.  After a few minutes, the train started rolling again.  We were now the only ones in our car.

I looked at her from my position in front of her.  She smiled as she let her hard futa-cock slide through her fingers.  She begged me to climb on and I obeyed.  She began pulling up my skirt and panties down with one hand.  She groaned in my ear as she pushed a finger into my wet pussy.  I sighed hard as I felt my muscles contracting down there.  She added another finger.  I was so wet that two fingers were not a  problem in my tight snatch.  She started to fuck me harder with her fingers.  I felt my climax coming and pulled her in closer to me.  My mouth was right against her ear and she could hear every little sound I made.  She spread my legs a bit wider, as far as my panties allowed.  She then moved so that her futa-cock was right outside my entrance.  I felt her hard she-cock bump against my hot cunt.  She began rubbing it against my clit.  It made me moan desperately for her lady-dick.  She laughed softly as she pushed her thick meat in so deep in one motion.  She didn't stop to test the waters.  She was “balls deep” on her first pump.  She didn't have balls per se, maybe more lips-deep.  I grabbed onto her as she gave me the fucking I needed all day.  It was nothing but hard, deep strokes as she breathed heavily in my ear.  The wet, slopping sound was covered by the noise of the train tracks underneath.

"Please, please" I begged, "I need to come so bad.  You've been teasing me all day... Harder... Harder... Please, please!"

As she jammed her futa-cock harder into my cunt, I was so close to coming.  Just a few more pumps...  I let out a loud scream as my climax took me over.  My body began shaking and my pussy squeezed her junk.  She was grinned at me when my eyes opened again.  She was still lips-deep in my sensitive gash.

"Now it's my turn, dear." 
 
      
 
    She let himself slide out of me.  I turned to face the window and put my hands on the edge of the window frame.  She pulled my hips towards her.  She leaned into me and pushed her lady-cock back inside.

"Mmmm!  You feel so good inside, Jamie!”

Her hands moved from my hips to my breasts as she opened my blouse more.  Her warm hands glided easily over my firm tits.  She pulled my bra up and lightly pinched my hard pink nipples.  With her hands cupping my tits, she took me to Pound Town.  She started with deep and hard pumps.  Her she-dick kept slipping out of my cunt in her frenzy.  I pushed my butt towards her to keep her in me and to feel her meat as deep as possible.  I could feel another orgasm building.  I didn't care about anything else at that moment.  Not the window with the shade open.  Not anyone who might walk into the car at any moment.  Just the rhythm of her pounding.  A few more and I would be coming.  I felt the train slowing again and I tensed up, but Nina did not stop.  She started to fuck me even harder.  With her hands on my hips, she pounded her dick into me.  She could tell that I was worried about people seeing us.

"The train doesn't stop here, baby.  We're just slowing down to pass the platform." 
 
      
 
    She pushed me against the window as we got closer.  She held my face and tits against the window as she continued to work me from behind as the train passed the station.  I couldn't open my eyes.  I have no idea who could see what, but a moment later I felt the train speed up and I opened my eyes.  After a few more pumps, she started to groan and I felt her hot futa-jizz coating the inside of my twat.  I felt her lady-cock finally slide out of my wrecked vagina.

"Hmm hmm ...." I heard someone clear her throat.  The conductor was standing next to our seats with a grin.

"Tickets?  Or should I come back in a minute?"

I sat down with a beet-red face.  Nina casually pulled her dress down and dug around in her bag for her ticket. 
 
      
 
    “Do you have your ticket handy, Jamie?” she asked me with a smile. 
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 The Futa Fugitive 
 
      
 
    Tuesday 
 
      
 
      
 
    Ever find out your beautiful futa wife got arrested this morning for forging checks at her job?  Yeah, that's how my day started.  Now she needs me to bail her out.  Fuck... 
 
      
 
    Kiera hasn't had the easiest life since her mom ran off.  Her asshole dad was a no-show for her birth.  She has a good head on her shoulders most of the time.  She finished school, got a job, got an apartment and a car before we were married.  Somewhere things fell apart for her.  I don't know what she was thinking.  I had been busy with work lately and rarely had enough time to see her for more than a few minutes in the evening, let alone anything longer.  Sometimes I wonder if she does shit like this just to get my attention.  Frankly, I don't think my job is fair to either of us.  I've been suffering in silence myself for longer than I care to admit. 
 
      
 
    Kiera has never been tight-lipped about my looks.  I remember the first time at the bar when she was pretty tipsy.  Kiera and I hit it off immediately when we met.  She slipped up and said I was extremely gorgeous.  She was so wasted she forgot she was talking to me!  I was approaching thirty at the time.  I  have thick dark hair and delicate features that drive her wild.  Kiera has said a few times that I remind of famous actresses. 
 
      
 
    Although I've always thought I'm decently attractive, Kiera is beautiful and she knows it.  I don't recall another time that I was as angry at her as when I got her call from the police station.  After she called, I agreed to head over the station, pay the bail, and get her out of there.  No matter what she did, I couldn't think of leaving her there.  On top of the fact that I love her, she also has her... secret.  I couldn't bear to think of what the other inmates would do if they knew what she was packing downstairs.  She could pass for normal in the showers, unless she got excited.  Then it was about to become very obvious very quick.  Being into girls meant that she was not going to cover her eyes during shower time.  What if she actually enjoyed it?  I supposed being stuck in a building full of women isn't so bad when you have the meat they want...  I had to get her out of there. 
 
      
 
    I'm not sure if the word mad really covers it.  I wasn't actually mad by the time I left the house to go get her.  I was just disappointed.  The jail was about a half-hour away.  I pulled up to the large brick building with tall, intimidating fences all around.  I knew she fucked up when I saw this place.  I parked and walked up to the visitor's office.  After a few minutes of questions and paperwork, I found out that she had already seen the judge and her bail was set at $10,000.  Steep but not horrible given the crime.  I called around for a bail bondsman.  10% down and he was on his way to bail her out.  I sat in the corner and waited.  After what seemed like hours, I heard the door lock buzz and then she walked in.  Beautiful curly red hair flowing and bouncing off her shoulders as she moved.  Her make-up was still looking great and accentuated her bright blue eyes. 
 
      
 
    She walked up to me still chewing her gum.  “Hi, Tabby.  Thanks for getting me out!” 
 
      
 
    That's all she had to say?  You're such a he-bitch sometimes, Kiera!  I was totally silent the whole way home.  My anger finally subsided as we pulled into the driveway.  Kiera sensed this as I handed her the house key and scrambled from the car as soon as I had it in park. 
 
      
 
    I watched her as she sauntered toward the front door.  She knew I was watching and it showed in her stride and the way her skirt barely covered her tight youthful-looking ass.  I kept staring.  I watched intently as it jiggled slightly when she put the key in the lock, pushed the door, and entered.  She gave me a quick glance over her shoulder as she crossed the threshold.  My pussy involuntarily throbbed for a second, getting slightly wetter at the idea of her back in our house.  Almost immediately I had tried to unsuccessfully to dismiss that thought of tackling her right now.  It wasn't right to think about my wife that way.  She was more than just a cock with a pulse.  But I had been without her for what felt like so long.  It was impossible not to take notice. 
 
      
 
    What was left of the day descended from terrible to atrocious.  I explained to Kiera of the conditions of her bail and the money that we had to put up for her to be at home.  She hardly spoke to me at dinner before storming off to the guest room.  Perhaps I came off as more of a parent than a spouse, but when she acts like a child... it's difficult.  I didn't think she fully understood the gravity of her crimes.  She was looking at years in the pokey.  Only she might be the one doing the poking. 
 
      
 
    I don't know how everything had spun so far out of control.  My job fucking sucked and was going down in flames.  Kiera's life was quickly becoming a complete disaster.  I couldn't get the thought out of my head of my wife stuck in prison fucking whoever she pleased.  My mind was racing.  Maybe she did it because she wanted to be there? 
 
      
 
    My pussy ached that night when I finally climbed into bed after midnight.  I laid there in bed.  Her soft, red curls kept bouncing in my imagination.  The glance over her shoulder.  That ass with just the right amount of jiggle.  Then my mind wandered to Kiera's pussy.  Kiera's pussy looked like any other pussy.  She had a clit, folds, and a hole that got wet when she got aroused.  She just looked like she had a big clit.  It even acted like a clit most of the time.  But if she got excited enough, that clit got bigger and bigger until it was a solid 8 inches and capable of penetrating me deeply.  It didn't look like a cock, though.  It was smooth and pink like the inside of pussy lips.  She could come out of a hole at the tip, but that come was sterile.  She had a fully-functional snatch.  But her futa-cock was pleasure only.  She could pump me full of futa-come and it would always just be the two of us, never any pregnancy.  After laying there for a good thirty minutes thinking about her secret treasure, I finally caved.  It didn't take long to rub myself to a hard orgasm thinking about the first time she penetrated me and how it felt.  Finally, some tension dissipated and the relief of sleep washed over me. 
 
      
 
    I woke up early the next morning.  The first thought I had was whether Kiera fell asleep quickly.  Or did she have the same problem?  Did she have to take care of business to fall asleep as well?  Let's suppose that she did.  Did she think about me at all?  My supple chest and tight abs?  Did she play with her clit mostly, or did she get her futa-cock going and pretend it was her hard member parting my pussy lips?  Would she tease me first, or just let it slide in? 
 
      
 
    Oh man, that would be my pussy talking again.  It's like walking around with a ticking time-bomb.  This was going to be harder than I thought having her home. 
 
      
 
    When I finally rolled out of bed, somewhat level-headed, I wanted to beat Kiera to the shower.  After that, we would have a long, serious conversation about everything.  I ran to the bathroom, got the shower going nice and hot, and hopped in.  I was feeling very relaxed.  Until a thought popped into my head.  Her red hair soaking under the shower head.  That amazing butt all soaped up and her futa-cock grinding against me before it went in me.  It was time to get out. 
 
      
 
    I grabbed a towel and dried off, then wrapped it around my body before I opened the door.  As the door opened, I saw her standing there.  In just her bra and panties. 
 
      
 
    “Good morning, Tabby.” 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Kiera.  Umm...d-did you sleep OK?” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah, I was fine.  Nice mattress in the guest room.  Do you mind if I hop in there?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, no problem.”  As I passed through the doorway, she tried to squeeze past me.  The doorway was a little smaller than she expected and she pressed against me hard.  I could feel her hard nipples through her bra as she dragged them across my chest.  She followed that by running her fingers along my chest as she  closed the door.  I couldn't believe what just happened and I looked down to see if my towel was still covering me.  I looked down.  My pussy was so aroused that my lips were parted and the veins on my clit hood were bulging. 
 
   


  
 

 The Housewife's Futa Masseuse 
 
      
 
    "I'm outta here until late tonight.  OK, Dawn?" Ben said, taking his keys off the rack.

"OK, what time is 'late tonight'?" I asked.  “Should I plan on keeping something warm from dinner for you?”

"I don't think so, sweetie.  It's really going to be a late night, probably ten or eleven.  But it's the last late job this year.  After this, I'm done and I'll be home on time again.  Can I get a kiss?"

I felt him press his lips on my cheek and then he briefly patted my stomach.  Sometimes he even grabbed my nipple just as a parting tease.  It was still a sweet gesture.  A gesture that made me want to scream sometimes.  Ben was a sweet good man, but his kiss was brief and dry and impotent.  It was a drastic departure from the passion of just a few years ago.  Although I believed him when he told me I was beautiful, I would have no objection to seeing that passion explode again.

While he happily waved me away, I felt a brief sense of guilt.  At the same time, as he had said often.  He didn't consider other women cheating.  I finally had to take care of something, because I felt the hormones screaming through my body and I felt helpless to do anything.  That is why I needed to know that Ben would not be home too early today.  Today was a play day.

I went to the desk and rummaged through the drawers until I found the phone number at the bottom of what I had written down a few days ago.  I picked up the phone with trembling hands and dialed.
  
 
    Ring Ring 
 
    
"Thank you for calling the River of Gold massage and spa.  How may I help you today?"  She answered with a quiet, polite voice on the other end of the phone.

"Uhh ... H-hello..." I hesitated whether I wanted to say my name.  
 
      
 
    "I wanted to ask you something."

"Yes, ma'am.  Please go ahead when you are ready."  The voice on the other end sounded professional but encouraging.  I wondered how many bumbling fools like me she had to coax information out of every day.

"I-I umm... read in your ad that you also provide services..."  I immediately felt like I was being stupid.

"Yes, that's correct, ma'am.  Are you interested in booking a couple's massage with one of our masseuses?"

I swallowed the lump in my throat and hoped I didn't sound too absurd.  "Well, actually no.  I really wanted to ask about something for myself."

It remained quiet on the other end of the line.  The silence seemed like it lasted so long that I felt some sweat break and tickle my skin.

"Are you saying that you want a masseuse for yourself?"  The receptionist's voice suddenly took on a different tone.  She seemed to stress that one word.  Maybe it was my imagination, but the professionalism had faded and made way for curiosity.  It sounded much nicer than the somewhat-fake polite tone that the conversation started with.

"Yes, that's right."  I could not muffle my sigh of relief.  "Can you schedule that for me?"

I could hear the receptionist's smile as she said, "Of course, ma'am.  I can arrange that for you.  We have very capable ladies in our employ. I can have someone to your house within an hour if you like."

I felt my jitters come back.  "That sounds great, but I can't have just anyone.  One of my friends told me to ask about the futa surprise.  She said to mention that I needed special attention.”  Immediately after I spoke, I realized how stupid it sounded and I started to giggle a little. "Sorry, that sounded stupid."

The receptionist replied, "Not a problem, ma'am.  It will take a little longer to send someone to you that I am sure you will be happy with.  Our futa specialist has a three hour wait.  I can have her there just after noon.  Will that be alright?” 
 
      
 
    “Yes, that works.” 
 
      
 
    “Is there anything else that I can help you with?” 
 
      
 
    “Uh, just one last question.  What is the futa surprise?” 
 
      
 
    I heard a laugh and the phone disconnected.

I looked at my watch.  It was 9AM.  Three hours to go.  What the fuck did I just ask for? 
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