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 "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? 
 
   


  
 

 

I let the bathtub fill up and undressed in the bedroom.  When I was naked I looked at myself for a moment.  My breasts were full and my nipples were hard at the thought of what was about to happen.  I was excited and terrified at the same time.  I just called in a happy ending like I was ordering a pizza.  My stomach was firm and I pictured whoever was coming working her way down my abdomen and eating me out.  If only Ben would do that too sometimes...

Slowly I sat on the edge of the tub and spread my legs slightly.  I felt the cold air flow between my lips indicating that I was already wet with excitement. I also noticed hair that I had not taken care of since Ben had lost his interest in that area.  I grabbed my razor and decided to do something about it.  Five minutes later, I had a sexy landing strip and bare skin on either side of it.

Once in the bath, I cared for herself, a ritual that sometimes lasted an hour or two.  All the while I felt excited and had to fight the urge to jill myself off.  I had done that often enough lately, it was now time to share intimacy again with someone else.

After I had finished my bath, I carefully chose my outfit.  Some nice, tight yoga pants showed off my curves below the waist and a snug tank top showed off the goods above my waist.  I was ready for a massage or whatever came after it.

After getting dressed, I ate a light breakfast and watched some television.  I couldn't focus though.  The minutes were ticking by painfully slow.  Especially that last 30 minutes after 11:30.  The masseuse was supposedly now free and on her way.  What would she look like?  What would she think of me?  Would she find me attractive?  I constantly looked at the envelope with the agreed amount- cash only of course.  As if staring at it could make time go faster or decrease the anxiety of hoping I could pay a stranger to fuck me.
  
 
   


  
 

 Ding Dong 
 
    
When the doorbell rang it was still unexpected and almost too fast.  It was as if now I wanted to put the brakes on whatever was in motion.  Again, panic took over me and I wanted to pick up the phone and cancel the appointment.  But it was too late.  The only thing left to do was to open the door and see who rang the doorbell.  I walked towards the door.  What would she look like?

When I opened the door I was very surprised.  I had expected her to be... a bit rough around the edges.  Fucking clients for money isn't everyone's cup of tea.  Maybe a leather trench coat hiding some lingerie?  But the girl who stood in front of me looked like she had just graduated college.  She appeared to be in her mid-twenties and had blond long hair.  Her eyes were radiant blue, she was slender and average height.  I was dreading a visit from a 7-foot lesbian Goliath.  Beneath her shirt were beautiful breasts, about the size of mine.  Her sweater was a little too short to completely cover her mid-rift and I thought that she was incredibly sexy.

"Hi, my name is Kayla," she said and held out her hand for a welcoming handshake.  Now I was really confused as to what this futa thing was.  I don't know what I was expecting, but I expected it to be less... natural.

I took Kayla's hand and led her into the living room.  I had no idea how to proceed after that.  I just let her take the lead.

Kayla walked forward to the living room.  She took her bag with her into the living room.  I walked briskly as I led her through the house.  When we stopped, Kayla turned to me. 
 
      
 
    "Nervous?" she asked with a smile.  I don't think this was the first time she did this.

"Yes," I replied.  "Actually, really nervous and I don't know why."

"It doesn't matter ma'am.  I get it all the time.  Not a problem." 
 
      
 
    I grabbed the envelope I had prepared from the table and gave it to Kayla.  She took it and then put it in her purse without hardly any acknowledgment. 
 
      
 
    She began, "So, now that I'm here and our deal is done, so to speak, you do not have to worry about anything anymore, OK?  Just relax.  You tell me what you want to do and we'll do that.  Do you want to get to the massage right away, or would you rather talk first?"

"Maybe a bit of a girl talk.  I can show you the house if you like.  That way, I can relax and then we can move to the next step."

"That sounds great.  Go ahead."

I went ahead and took Kayla briefly through the house and showed her the highlights.  I knew she wasn't actually interested, but it was relaxing for me.  After a moment, it felt a bit strange, I thought.  Maybe the small talk was no longer necessary.  I made it as short as possible.  We walked up the stairs as I continued explaining.  She listened with polite interest and once we were upstairs, I noticed that I felt very calm.  No more nerves.  More excitement.

In the bedroom door, I stopped for a moment.  "Here is where my husband and I sleep..." The rest of the thought remained as I felt Kayla slip her hands up over my bare arms.  I sighed and closed my eyes.  It had been a long time since I had been touched like that, but I longed for it.  Kayla took a small step closer and I felt how she embraced me.  It was a strange sensation to feel soft, warm breasts against my back, but not at all unpleasant.  I could feel the distinct poke of her nipples.  I felt how my own breasts reacted to it.  I immediately felt the tightening of my nipples.  My pussy was going into overdrive and I felt some of my wetness beginning to run down my leg.  It happened so much faster with her and I cherished the feeling.  When Kayla gently pushed me back toward the bed, I turned around to stop her. 
 
      
 
    "Not here, that's our bed, I can't.  It's off-limits." 
 
      
 
    Kayla nodded and stepped back. 
 
      
 
    "We are going down the hall to the guest room.  There is a bed in there with plenty of room for us."

I took Kayla by the hand and walked towards the guest room.  When we entered the room, I turned to Kayla and looked her in the eyes.  Kayla said nothing but in her eyes was a silent encouragement that I liked to follow already.  I didn't feel any shame when I grabbed my dress and pulled it over my head.  Kayla took in the sight of me.  I saw her eyes scan over me as her fingers moved down to her pussy and she began to rub herself through her clothes.  Her other hand moved up to her nipple and she gave herself a good pinch.  I was incredibly aroused by seeing her not able to resist the urge to masturbate in front of me.  It was a huge compliment and a huge turn-on.

"Go ahead and lie down," Kayla said.  "Normally I start with your back, but I don't think we want to start that way."

I went to lie down on the bed.  The satin fabric of the sheets felt many times softer and more sensual than they had before.  Kayla pulled a chair next to the bed and sat down by my head. 
 
      
 
    "Close your eyes and enjoy." 
 
      
 
    I didn't know what to expect, but I did as she asked.  Kayla's fingertips slid across my forehead and gently massaged the contours of my face.  When she touched my lips, I gave her finger a little kiss.  They quickly slid down.  With her whole hand, the masseuse gently caressed my neck and shoulders.  She skillfully avoided touching my breasts.  A pleasant desire slowly built up in my nipples.  I breathed deeply and let the air escape again in a sigh.

I heard Kayla get up and stand beside my bed.  I did not want to open my eyes.  I wanted to be surprised for the first time in a long time.  There was some rummaging around in Kayla's bag, then the room filled with the smell of jasmine and lavender oil.  I felt Kayla running her slippery hands over my stomach.  She did it with a soft and loving tenderness.  She used her whole hands and gently massaged the oil into my warm skin.  I sighed and relaxed, as she told me to do.  Kayla made large circles with her hands.  She made the circles gradually larger so that her hand came closer and closer to my breasts while the other went lower and lower.  I could hardly wait until her hands reached my intimate areas.  I heard a little giggle next to me and felt Kayla lay a kiss on my belly button.  I opened my eyes and smiled lazily as I came back from the relaxed fog that had enveloped me while my eyes were closed.   
 
      
 
    "Don't tease me like that."

Kayla leaned forward and pressed her lips to mine.  I opened my mouth.  The last time I had made out with a girl was in college...  But now I looked forward to enjoying the gentle eagerness of another woman's younger mouth.  Where else would I feel it?  That thought alone sent tremors through my entire body.  I was suddenly in the grasp of rabid arousal and without thinking about it I grabbed Kayla's breasts.  Kayla was caught off guard and inhaled sharply.  I immediately let go of her, realizing what I had just done.

"Sorry," I whimpered.

Kayla didn't seem fazed by my actions.  She smiled and grabbed her sweater to pull it over her head.  She then unhooked her bra from behind her back.  When she saw my frightened face, she took my hand and put it back on her breasts. 
 
      
 
    "Just feel them.  I don't mind.  I want to massage yours too." 
 
      
 
    And immediately she pressed her lips back to mine.  We kissed again.  I let my hands go all over Kayla's breasts.  I then played with her stiff nipples.  She gasped and moaned as I teased her as badly as she was teasing me.

Always the professional, Kayla asked, "May I now play with your breasts too?"  It sounded a little awkward, but I didn't care.  Kayla slipped the question in between two long kisses.  My consent was smothered again in a new kiss.  I was momentarily disappointed when Kayla stopped kissing me.  Then her hand slid up my spine and opened my bra clasp.  She made up for whatever disappointment I felt.  My bra coming off released my breasts and they hung down, naked and free for her to touch directly now.  While Kayla gave me a soft kiss on my neck, I felt my breasts being lifted from below, and Kayla's hands pushed them together to caress them.  Her thumbs slid across the top of my breasts, and then towards my nipples.  Kayla moved behind me and I leaned back against her.  I enjoyed the caress of her lips on my neck and her hands on my body.  My whole body felt like it was glowing with a wonderful warm sensation.  With my eyes closed, I enjoyed the warmth and smell of another woman.  Then I felt a poke down by my butt... 
 
      
 
    It startled me.  “What was that?!” 
 
      
 
    “Sorry...  I should have given you some warning.  I didn't mean to startle you.  It's the futa surprise portion of your massage.  I thought you were ready for the next step.” 
 
      
 
    “What do you mean?  Why does everyone keep saying this word 'futa'?” 
 
      
 
    “You don't know what a futa is?” 
 
      
 
    “No!  Please tell me.  When I asked the receptionist, she laughed and hung up.”  Then I looked down and notice the bulge in her pants.  It looked like a cock, but the shape was different.  “What the fuck is that?”  I pointed at her bulge. 
 
      
 
    Kayla began to stand up.  “I'm a woman, OK?  But when I get excited, my pussy does something special...” 
 
      
 
    “Alright...” 
 
      
 
    “I have a clitoris like every other woman, but my clit just gets a lot bigger.  Here, let me show you...”  She started to pull the waist of her pants down.  My pussy was soaked.  Now the intrigue of what she was about to reveal had me on the edge of the bed.  I could see her neatly-trimmed pubic hair.  Her slender, feminine fingers pushed against the fabric of her pants.  She pushed the back of them down first to reveal her plump, soft ass.  Then she worked the front down as well.  I could tell they were hung up on something inside.  When she finally got them off, I was staring at a large, well-formed, pink penis.  It looked like a cock, except it was moist and all delicate, pink skin like the inside of my pussy lips.  It really did look like a giant clit without a hood.  There was a small slit on the end. 
 
      
 
    “What's that?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Well, I can ejaculate with my futa-cock.  I still have a fully-fuctional pussy too.  This is just for fun.” 
 
      
 
    “Woooowww!”  I couldn't believe what I was seeing!  It was getting to see a man and a woman in one.  She was all woman, but she still had the right equipment to satisfy me deeply.  “Can I touch it?” 
 
      
 
    “Please.  I want you to.  That is why I went ahead and skipped to this part.  I was so excited behind you in bed that I couldn't keep it in any longer.  Normally, my clit stays large, but lady-sized.  If I get really aroused, I feel this pressure.  But I can hold it back.  If I let go, this happens.  It just gets bigger and bigger.  I can feel it throb and it's just as sensitive as my clit normally is.  So I get to have fun like it's a cock, but the sensation of it being a clit.” 
 
      
 
    “That's amazing...”  I wrapped one hand around her shaft.  There was easily half her futa-cock sticking out.  I put my other hand above my first hand and there was still a little sticking out.  She had to be a solid 8 or 9 inches.  It was so smooth and it glistened from her wetness.  It had ribs and the hint of a head, but not the distinct shape of a man's cock.

A few drops of pre-cum dripped from Kayla's futa-cockhole.  Mesmerized, I looked at it.  "Oh my God, I am so horny now,"  I brought my hand to my mouth and licked my fingers.  It was tangy like  pussy juice.  Kayla's futa-cock stayed slick like a pussy would.  She followed my example and took the my hand to her mouth and sucked my fingers.  It was the delicious smell that tickled my nose and made my arousal even more intense.  I kissed her again.  Now our kisses became wild and aggressive.  Our tongues forcefully rubbed past each other.  Teeth bit gently into lips.  Hands rubbed over breasts and nipples.  I moaned.  She gasped.  It was becoming passionate sex.

The hand between my legs was still unexpected.  Kayla skillfully worked around my panties and her finger stroked me between my wet pussy lips.  Her finger was immediately soaked with my wetness and found my sensitive clit.  Her other free hand  gently pushed back down onto the bed.  My legs spread and my pussy opened.  Two fingers slowly disappeared into me.  Her thumb soon found my clit and rubbed me into a trembling orgasm.  I took a breath and felt her skilled massage hand caress me through my climax.  It was nearly overwhelming.

Immediately after my orgasm, Kayla climbed on top of me and rubbed her futa-cock against my sopping opening.  I could not keep my hands still as I ran them through Kayla's hair.  I grabbed it tightly and brought Kayla's lips back to her lips.  The sweet taste of her own juice was still clearly evident while our tongues played.  With everything she had done to me so far, I was begging to be penetrated.  With a slow nod from me, Kayla slid into my desperate cunt hole.  It was so smooth compared to the usual sloppy, rough fuck of a man.  No balls slapping against me.  Just pure pleasure.  I was so wet and excited that she pumped me easier than I had ever been fucked.  I tightened my legs around her ass to keep her as deep in me as she could go.  I could tell Kayla was loving every second of our union.  She began to breath heavily.  I knew she was close to coming.  The knowledge that my pussy was rubbing her futa-cock the right way drove me wild and made me ready to come.  I wanted to come when she did.  I wanted to feel the pulsing sensations when we both climaxed in unison. 
 
      
 
    Moaning, I said, "I want to see your cunt...  I want to lick it...  But first, you need to come in me."  My coarse language was a sharp contrast to our intense but tender play so far.  Kayla looked me in the eyes as she continued to plunge my happy hole.  With a shutter, her eyes rolled back and closed.  She began to pant as her futa-cock spurted its hot love sauce in me.  This was the final act that set me off.  With a scream, I came hard and clamped down on her futa-unit.  She groaned as the sudden stimulation made her shoot off another load in me.  When we finally calmed back down, she climbed off of me and I felt her slide out of me, followed by large amounts of her futa-seed.  It ran down my ass and soaked the bed sheets.

As she stood up, I drank up the beauty of this slender woman.  She was different from my lascivious roundness.  Kayla laid down on the bed next to where I was.  I crawled in between her thighs to service her.  I looked at the spot where her legs came together.  I was astonished.  Her futa-cock had shrunk back down to the size of a large clit and her pussy was readily accessible.  Short hair, nicely shaved in a line, accentuated her clam.  But it was not just the sight of her gash that was stimulating.  It was the smell of feminine arousal that mixed with the smell of the massage oil.  I breathed it in thoughtlessly, but it only made me more aroused.  Despite the burning desire to be satisfied again... and again, I wanted to please Kayla now.  I began to caress what looked like her clit.  I wanted to see if I could wake the beast again.  I could feel that Kayla was almost as wet as I was. 
 
      
 
    "Are you getting excited...?  Because I am..." I whispered to Kayla as I stroked her pussy.  I could feel her clit engorging again.

"Go on..." she whispered back. 
 
      
 
    "Your hot body, your beautiful breasts...  And how you taste ... Oh God!"  I couldn't stand not touching her.  Kayla put her hand on top of mine to control the pace and the rhythm.  Faster and more intense, she masturbated with my hand, her face twisted and contorted as she went through different phases of pleasure.  Then her futa-cock reappeared.  Her clit had slowly swelled beneath my fingers until I was stroking her she-dick.  My mouth instinctively moved towards it.  I gave her cockhead a nice lick that made her shudder.

"I'm here for you.  Do whatever you want to me..." Kayla reassured me. 
 
      
 
    I continued to suck her and stroke her she-cock to her delight.  She moaned and gasped as I worked my hand up and down her substantial shaft.  When I couldn't take it any longer, I climbed back over her and squatted down onto it.  She parted my lips and slid deep into me again.  I rode that futa-cock to another screaming orgasm as I came all down her shaft and soaked her with my love juice.  Kayla loved sex, but the sensation of her complete surrender were new to her.  She felt her orgasm build again, deep inside, and it would become intense.  She threw her head back, moaned loudly, and grabbed my hips as she pumped me full of her she-cum one more time. 
 
      
 
    I was thoroughly exhausted when we were finally both satisfied for the last time.  I looked over at the clock.  It was almost 6.  Holy shit, that afternoon flew bye.  I offered Kayla a shower to clean up.  The only stipulation was that I got to join her and help her soap up. 
 
      
 
    The hot shower was ready and we climbed in.  A few minutes later, we were both lathered up and goofing off putting suds on each other's nipples.  Then we heard a knock on the closed bathroom door. 
 
      
 
    “Oh shit!” I whispered to Kayla.  She looked at me with panicked eyes.  Who could it be?  We had left our clothes on the floor of the bedroom.  The sheets were soaked with our juices.  It probably stunk of pussy in there. 
 
      
 
    Ben said, “Sweetie, I'm home a little earlier than expected.”  We heard the door creak as it opened and he stepped into the bathroom.  He walked up to the shower and pulled the curtain back to reveal both of us standing under the water stream.  Ben's eyes grew wider as he looked down and saw Kayla's veiny-but-flaccid futa-penis still hanging between her thighs.  I guess she hadn't calmed down enough yet for it to retract. 
 
      
 
    “Oh, hi Ben!  This is my masseuse Kayla!  You're home early...” 
 
      
 
    He didn't say a word.  He just stared.  I couldn't tell if he was horrified or intrigued...
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