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    Quick Preview Excerpt 
 
      
 
    I felt her pussy quivers getting stronger and stronger.  I was getting hornier and my pussy was wet.  My clit was swollen and my pussy lips were swollen and spread.  I took Sarah's hand and put it against my gash, praying that she would play with me. 
 
      
 
    “Play with me, Sarah.” 
 
      
 
    I felt her finger slip between my pussy lips. 
 
      
 
    “Jack me off like you jack your husband.” 
 
      
 
    I jerked her thick cock again with fast movements.  My lust became almost unbearable.  I did not care anymore.  Sarah moaned louder.  Again and again, I jacked her lady-dick as Sarah's moan got louder.  She kept raising her butt and pushing her legs further apart.  Her hands moved to her chest and kneaded her breasts while she twisted her nipples.  Every time I touched Sarah's cockhead, she trembled slightly.

I swung my legs over her head so my cunt was right in her face as I continued to stroke her meat.  She did not care.  I shoved my gash against her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Eat me.” 
 
      
 
    She wanted to lick my pussy and taste the juices.  Her tongue slipped between my lips and bumped my clit.  It was electric.  I ground my gash into her face harder and she plunged my pussy hole with her tongue.  I moaned as she sucked and licked every fold.  I could feel her getting harder as she ate me.  I needed her in me now. 
 
      
 
    “Sarah...” 
 
      
 
    “Yes?” 
 
      
 
    “Show me what you can do with your cock.  Take me from behind.  I want to feel you in me like my husband.  You're so much bigger than him.” 
 
      
 
   


  
 

 Another boring day at the cabin... 
 
      
 
    It was the dog days of summer and the last few days were really hot.  Morning was already a scorcher.  I could before I even climbed out of bed.  I had a week off of work and had been at our cabin for the last couple days.  My husband couldn't make it until later.  He was always at work... even when he wasn't physically there.  I also had plenty of boredom at our cabin.  My days consisted of going for a swim, maybe laying out in the sun for a while, cook dinner, swim, go to bed, repeat.  Today was going to be no different.  After I woke up, I stood in front of the dresser and tidied up a bit. Just like women do.

It was almost noon and already very warm in the cabin. I had slept naked with a fan on and I was still uncomfortable.  When I was getting ready, I got even warmer.  I pulled my T-shirt down over my head.  After I pulled it down, I saw myself in the mirror above the dresser.  I studied myself for a moment.  Why isn't he here right now?  If only he could see me... I found myself beautiful as I stood there.  I had a nice figure.  My hands went to my breasts, which were hidden under my shirt.  I pulled my shirt tight and made my nipples poke through.  I would fuck me...  My husband knew I had a thing for women now and then.  We joked that I was 90% straight and 10% real fun.  I held my breasts and pushed them up in a pin-up pose to maximize my cleavage.  The things we do when we are alone...  I pulled up my shirt to look at my naked chest.  My eyes drifted over my skin, studying the bumps of my nipples in the mirror.  I could feel my pussy getting hot.  Almost naked, I stood there.  Why did I have to wear clothes?  I took my shirt back off and beheld my nakedness.  I stroked my flat stomach and watched my fingers drag over my nipples.  The lightest touch sent lightning through my chest.  My pussy was getting wet now.   I looked down and saw my smooth pussy, which I had shaved the evening before.  I felt my labia as I stroked them.  I liked the feeling of caressing myself.

I sat down on the bed and continued to look in the mirror.  I spread my legs and my labia opened a bit.  I had a good view of my gash and now a better feeling as my fingers touched my clit.  I opened my legs even further and now I could see better.  My hand was between my legs as I continued to watch myself in the mirror.  Between my pussy lips, it began to shine and my lust became stronger.  My fingers moved faster and I closed my eyes.  Images of random people popped into my mind.  First, it was the tall, handsome waiter from dinner the other night.  My fingers rubbed my clit as I thought about him stripping and letting me suck his cock.  Then two of my fingers slid into my sopping hole and plunged my pussy as I imagined his cock filling me up.  What would it feel like if he took me?  Would he have more passion than my absent husband?  I continued to finger myself picturing him pounding me.  It felt amazing, but there was something missing...  Then the sight of one of the waitresses entered the picture.  She was a cute little blonde thing.  Short and slender.  I'm sure all the guys at the restaurant made jokes about putting it in her soft or that she was a spinner.  Her soft lips began kissing mine.  My hand became her hand fingering me.  She knew how to work my G-spot and I felt myself quivering and on the edge of orgasm.  I leaned in and sucked her pink nipple as I stroked her petite breast.  She moaned and pulled her fingers out of me.  She couldn't get her pants off quick enough.  She stripped and immediately slid her legs around mine to scissor me.  Our pussies rubbed in my fantasy.  I switched back to my clit as I continued to fantasize and rub myself silly.  Our wet sexes ground into each other as our clits touched and stimulated each other.  She was groaning and panting with excitement.  I felt pressure against my pussy as she continued to work us.  It felt like something was getting bigger.  Then I felt her penetrate me.  I was confused for a second why I could feel her in me and not just rubbing against me.  I looked down and saw that she now had a thick penis where her clit was and she was fucking me in a lesbian scissor position, but her cock was in me.  I could feel her fill me up as she pumped in and out of me.  It was not long before an intense orgasm passed through my body.  I came so hard.  My hand was dripping and the sheets on the bed were soaked.  What the fuck was that?  I couldn't remember the last time I got off so hard.  My eyes opened in disbelief.  Maybe I needed some water.  The best sex I had in forever was some gender-bender fantasy about a girl with a dick.  But she could do stuff that guys couldn't.  She was soft like loving a woman, and hard like a man.  Slowly I came back around to reality. 
 
      
 
    ***

I got back up out of bed and headed downstairs to the kitchen.  I opened the fridge and saw that breakfast was looking pretty blah.  It was time to go shopping today.

I put on a light summer dress and looked at myself in the mirror one last time.  It was a nice dress and fit very well.  It went to my knees.  I grabbed my panties from the dresser but paused and thought for a moment.  No one would notice if I left without them today.  It would be nice not to wear anything underneath.  I put the thong back in the dresser. 

I pulled my sandals on my feet, grabbed her bag, and pulled the cabin door shut as I walked out.  It was not far to the local shopping center.  I drove the few miles and pulled into the parking lot.  As I parked, I noticed some new shops that were not here last time I was up at the cabin.  Food could wait until the end of the trip.  I wanted to see what else I could buy today.  I strolled through the shops one by one until I finally found something that caught my attention. 

I saw a young woman between the clothes racks.  She had a similar summer dress and short blonde hair.  Something made me curious about her and I walked casually in her direction.  As I passed around a shelf, she was just gone.  Where did she go?  I looked around the rest of the store, but she was nowhere to be found.

I walked out of the shop and into the next one. There I looked at a few more outfits and various nick-knacks for the house and cabin.  When I was looking a different direction while walking, I collided with someone.  I turned and in front of me stood the young woman in the summer dress.  We were both startled by the collision and each tried to apologize.  
 
      
 
    “I'm so sorry!  I wasn't paying attention!” I said. 
 
      
 
    “No, no, it was my fault.  I wasn't looking where I was going.” 
 
      
 
    But we both had to laugh at each other's pleas.  As we laughed, I caught my eye on the wide neckline of the young woman.  She was really daring and showed quite a lot.  But I quickly looked into her face.  I didn't want to stir up another embarrassing situation if I got caught checking out the woman I bumped into.  She had a friendly smile and a cute little nose.

"Oops, I'm dropping stuff," she said as I watched clothes falling from the pile in her arms.  At the same time, we both stooped to pick them up and bumped our heads together.  We were now crouched on the ground between the racks, holding our heads.  It was funny, as if we had known each other for a long time.  The laughter felt so familiar.  I helped her pick up some of the clothes and handed them to her.  We exchanged a few trivial words of mutual apology, then she turned and disappeared down the aisle.

Now I stood with a couple things in my arms and looked at them again.  I then hung three of them back up and grabbed one more.  I held them to my chest but could not decide. Would she stand that?  There was no mirror nearby, so I headed around the corner to the fitting rooms.  I headed for the first one curtain.  The curtain was not completely pulled shut and I assumed it was open.  I pushed the curtain aside and looked into the fitting room.  There she was again, this cute but strange woman.  Only this time she didn't have her summer dress on.  Only in her panties with her bra in one hand.  Her small chest bared for me to see. 

"Oh, sorry," I said to her, slightly embarrassed. 

"I didn't close it completely.  It was my mistake.  Please excuse me," she answered.

I was a little surprised.  I did not expect such a calm response to walking in on a nearly-naked woman. 

"It's OK, I just wanted to know if the bra sits comfortably before I buy it.”

"Yeah, I do it that way too,"I replied.  My eyes uncontrollably fell on the naked breast of the young woman.  Her breasts were not very big at all but still proportional for her figure.  She had beautiful nipples that stuck out a bit.  My gaze continued to drift down.  Except for a tiny pair of panties, she had nothing on.  I felt my pussy spasm a little and a drop of wetness ran down my leg.

"Well... while I have you here, maybe you can tell me if I look OK in this one?"  She pulled the bra up her arms and put her arms down to present herself to me.  The bra really was perfect for her.  It looked like it fit just right.  I also didn't complain that it was slightly transparent white sheer fabric.

Her small nipples poked out clearly as if they were trying to break through the thin fabric. I looked at her in awe.  She was a super sexy woman standing before me. 

"It looks like it fits well and looks great," I replied.  I could feel my pussy moistening again.  "I would certainly wear something like that." 

She removed the bra and stood in front of me, bare-chested again.  My nipples were starting to firm up as she looked at me, naked.  She then looked at my chosen dress off the rack.  "That looks very nice as well. How much is that one?"  She reached for the price tag and read it.  "Do you want to try it on?  I'd be happy to give you my opinion.  If you weren't looking for some company today, you would not still be here.  Come on, see if it fit you.  Don't be bashful...”

"Uhhh, OK..." I stuttered.  Then I remembered that I was not wearing any underwear. 

"It'll look great on you!" 

I thought for a moment and decided that it didn't matter.  I put my bag on the small bench along the back of the stall and pulled my dress up over my head.  When the fabric passed over my face, I now stood naked in front of a stranger in the dressing room.  I felt her eyes take in my beauty.

“Sometimes I don't wear anything under it in weather like this either...” she remarked. 

"Absolutely," I replied with a smile as I slipped the new dress over my head and pulled it down.  I then turned to face the mirror.  It was very figure-hugging but I loved it.  Or did I just love the look I was getting from her? 

"Hey, you have good taste.  You're also very fit.  I like your ass in that," she said. 

I looked at myself in the mirror again and then changed back into my dress.  I felt her eyes fall over my body as I changed.  It was a weird feeling that I was just naked together with a stranger in a dressing room.  The other woman put on her dress again. Together we walked to the register and paid.  She then stopped me as we were leaving the store.

"Do you want to get some ice cream?" she asked me.

“Why not?  That sounds amazing!" 

We headed for the ice cream shop further down the shopping center and sat down at a small table off in the corner. 

"I should have introduced myself earlier.  My name is Sarah.”  The stranger finally had a name. 

"I'm Kelly.  Nice to meet you." 

Everything was very relaxed going forward, as if we had known each other for a long time.  I learned that Sarah was a student and was here on break.  
 
      
 
    "Well, he'll be glad if you surprise him with your new dress." I said as we were finishing our ice cream.

"That will certainly be exciting," Sarah responded, "I can tell you what he says when he sees it.  Give me your phone number so we can stay in contact."

We took out our cell phones and exchanged numbers.  We paid our separate bills and said our goodbyes.  Sarah quickly disappeared among the rows of cars in the parking lot.

I returned home.  As soon as I got in the door, I crashed on the sofa and thought about everything that had happened in the last few hours.  I was crazy to stand naked with a stranger in the fitting room.  I saw Sarah's hard nipples and her beautiful, bronzed skin.

About a half hour later I heard a text alert chime from my cell phone.  I quickly rummaged through my bag to find my phone.  I pressed a button to turn the screen on.  It was a message from Sarah...

It was so nice to meet you!  Sorry I had to leave so fast.  Hope to see you again soon!  
 
      
 
    PS- I thought it was exciting to be with you when you tried on your dress! 

I was startled.  Exciting in the fitting room?!  Did she mean what I hoped she did?  How do I answer?  My fingers became a little shaky as they started to type.  Then an answer came to me.

I thought it was exciting too.  That was something that I don't experience everyday.  Count me in if you ever need an opinion about something you're trying on... 

I reread the text and debated whether to send it...  Then I hit send and said Fuck it to myself.  I had an answer from Sarah minutes later.

It was nice to see you naked... even if it was just shopping.

What was that?  Is she into women too?  Or is she just kidding?  My fingers typed a reply.

What did you like best?

I hit send. 

My phone buzzed a minute later with another message from her.

I'm often alone and someone is rarely there.  I'm thinking crazy thoughts and you're crazy sexy.

That didn't leave much room for doubt.  Now what?  I thought for a moment.  Then my fingers replied.

I was thinking the same about you.

Another reply came through. 
 
      
 
    Well we might have to see each other again, won't we?  I have an early morning tomorrow.  Kisses.

Where was this going?  I laid awake in bed that night thinking about the end of her message.  Kisses? 
 
      
 
    When I woke up the next morning, I picked up my phone and saw that I had received a message.  It was Sarah again.

good morning sweetie 

I replied-
  
 
    Good morning too.  How did you sleep? 

The next text came in immediately. 

Not bad.  I went home yesterday and had a long talk with my friend on the phone.  I had to tell him about the fitting room. He said it is a hot story and he was sorry he missed it.  Men huh?

I smiled as I read her message.
  
 
    Yeah men alright!

Sarah wrote- 

Well the thought had made me a bit horny. Could not sleep. I won't tell you about having to take care of myself. Ooops already did!

Holy shit!  She had to rub one out after yesterday?!  Me too.  Then I had an idea to get her over here...
  
 
    What are you doing today? Do you want to go swimming with me? I have a cabin on a small lake.

Three minutes later and my phone rang.  She said she had some time and swimming sounded great.  I explained where the lake was and she said she could be over in an hour.  I told her to just pack a bag.  I had stuff to eat and drink.  I had towels and sunscreen.  Should she pack a bikini?  Absolutely!  
 
      
 
    I got undressed and went to the bathroom to shave quickly.  I wanted to be nice and smooth for her if I got the chance to show her.  I was very thorough this time. 

I put on another light summer dress.  I left my underwear off on purpose.  Was Sarah going to be wearing any today?  
 
      
 
    ***

About an hour after we spoke, Sarah pulled up to the cabin.  We exchanged friendly greetings and headed down to the lake.  We spread a blanket on the sand.  She immediately pulled her dress over her head.  I did the same once I saw her do it.  I was very warm and went into the water.  It was wonderfully refreshing.  I felt the cool wet on my skin and swam around.  Sarah stood naked in front of me on the edge of the water.  She was just as naked as I was, no panties and also freshly shaven.  "Here I come!"

Sarah ran into the water and swam next to me.  After a few minutes, we both got out.  "May I?" she asked, gesturing to the towel.

"Of course," I responded. 

Sarah laid down next to me as we tried to dry off in the sun. 

"So, you talked to a friend yesterday...?" I began the conversation.

"Yeah, he's a little bit of a crazy man.  He wanted to know every detail of our encounter."  Sarah began to laugh.  "He also asked me if I touched you and what you look like.” 

"I imagined what it would have been like if you would touched me in the locker room and how it would have felt if we had kissed.  When we finished talking on the phone, I had some dirty thoughts." 

" Yeah, me too... "

"Well, I was alone here.  So I played with myself." 

"Was it nice?" she asked softly. 

I felt a little embarrassed.  "Yes...  Did you do anything?"  My heart was pounding now. 

"Yeah, why not?" she replied.  “When was the last time you had sex?"

“Not since coming up to the cabin this past week," I answered honestly.  The conversation was making me horny.  I would have liked to get between her legs and stroke her pussy.  But that might come later.   "Have you ever done anything with a woman?" I asked. 

"No, I've never had anything with a woman but I'd like to try it...  Do you want to hear a secret now?" Sarah asked.  I nodded.  "The thought of being with a woman drives me crazy.  I like watching lesbian porn and videos where women play with themselves.  I would like to see another woman stroke herself in person." 
 
      
 
    "Yeah I understand the appeal.  I fingered myself in front of the mirror yesterday..."  I laughed at the fact that I just told her this. 

"Really?" Sarah said "Wow, I would have liked to have seen that..." 

"You didn't get to see how I did it yesterday.  Do you have any favorite toys or do you use your fingers?" I asked boldly. 

"My fingers" Sarah replied with a grin.  "I can rub my clit like magic.  I haven't found a toy or partner that can compare."  Sarah had a hot, sexy look in her eyes.  She certainly did not want to keep the talk anything but X-rated.  "Fingers can be much gentler... or rougher if I want."  With these words, she turned on her back and opened her legs, put her hand to her pussy over her bikini and began to caress her mound.  "Then I do it like this."   
 
      
 
    I watched as her finger slipped between her pussy lips.  I could feel myself getting wet at the sight of her playing with herself so freely.  I saw how Sarah stroked her crevice, with small movements around her clit.  Her fingers were so delicate, but I could tell they did what she wanted.  Her eyes began to close and she let out a small moan.  She immediately stopped.

"Time out!  Sorry, I got a little carried away there.  It was just starting to feel really good.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, I could tell.  Wow!  You are starting to get me hot too.  I wish I could just get lost in pleasure like that.”

"Oh, poor girl.  You can't?  Or you won't?  Sometimes you just need to relax." she said and stroked my head.  Her hand worked its way down my neck, back, and across my stomach.  She paused as she got up to my underboob.  I knew she was waiting for me to make the next move.

I leaned in and gave her a kiss on the mouth.  She smiled and moved her fingers up towards my nipple.  "May I continue?" Sarah asked. 

I could only get a faint "Hmm" out.  She pulled my top away and started to suck on my nipple while her hand began to move down towards my pussy.  I wanted her to touch me so bad now.  She hooked her finger in my bikini bottom and started to pull them down.  I lifted my butt so she could get them all the way off.  She could see my pussy clearly.  My labia were swollen and starting to part.  My body was eager for something to penetrate me.  She saw my nice neglected clit.  I looked into Sarah's eyes and smiled at her.  
 
    
"Oh, nice," said Sarah, "your nipples have gotten bigger," and she laughed.  She could tell I was genuinely aroused at this point.  Now she slowly started to rub my stomach. Slow and gentle, as she had already done on my head.  Without saying anything, she grabbed my chest and stroked my tits. I closed my eyes.  Sarah's fingers touched my nipples again. She stayed and played with them.  This just made me want her to touch me all the more.  I reached out and touched Sarah's thigh.  It was nice to feel her skin beneath my fingertips.  Everywhere I stroked my fingers.  I heard a soft moan from Sarah.  It seemed to please her.  I liked it too.  My stomach tingled again in her stomach as I stroked over her skin. 

I gently pulled her bikini bottom down.  My fingers slipped between her thighs.  I felt a hard nub as my finger grazed against it.  Sarah's clit was rock hard and huge.  It stuck out further than I thought a woman's could.  I opened my eyes and saw it.  Sarah was staring back at me as if I had found something that I wasn't supposed to. 
 
      
 
    “What it is?” I asked. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry.” 
 
      
 
    “For what?” 
 
      
 
    “My clit...” 
 
      
 
    “What about it?  All girls have them.” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah, but mine is different.” 
 
      
 
    “Well, it's a little bigger than my tiny nub.  But that just means that there's more for me to suck on in a moment.” 
 
      
 
    “No, you don't understand.” 
 
      
 
    “Whatever it is, I'm OK with it...” 
 
      
 
    “Alright, you'll see in a minute.  Just keep doing what you were doing.” 
 
      
 
    With this, she had me both nervous and excited.  I gave her clit a few more rubs and I swear it grew more.  Sarah began to moan as I continued to rub it.  I dragged my fingers though her gash to pick up some wetness and continued to rub her.  Her clit was swelling more and more.  She was beginning to pant and shake her hips to our rhythm.  I thought she was getting close to coming, but her clit kept getting bigger.  It was now a good two inches long and rock hard.  She was also very thick.  I swung around on top of her to 69 and bury my face in her muff.  I took her clit into my mouth and it was like blowing my husband.  She was thicker and longer than any girl I had ever seen.  As I continued to suck and tongue her pleasure button, it was getting longer in my mouth.  She began to scream and sigh as I felt it fill my mouth.  I pulled back and now it was at least six inches long and shaped like an uncircumcised cock. 
 
      
 
    “Sarah?” 
 
      
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
      
 
    “What is that?” 
 
      
 
    “That's my secret.  I'm a futa.” 
 
      
 
    “A what?” 
 
      
 
    “A futa.  I'm a woman but when you get me going, my special clitty acts like a cock.” 
 
      
 
    I couldn't believe what I was looking at.  I reached out and gave her a stroke.  She gasped as I worked her rigid shaft.   
 
      
 
    “It's real!  It's actually a real cock!” 
 
      
 
    “Oh yeah!  Don't stop.  What did you think it was?  Magic?  This is like a built-in strap-on for me, bitch!  Keep working me...” 
 
      
 
    I moved my fingers down and touched her pussy lips.  She was soaked and my finger slid in with ease.  I grabbed her shaft again with my other hand and jerked her while I fingered at the same time.  She moaned at the stimulation.  This was no joke.  She had both parts and they worked.  My face moved down to her cock and my lips wrapped around her tip.  She pushed on the back of my head and forced my mouth down onto her.  Once again I gently stroked her pussy and a soft moan was heard again.  Sarah had her eyes closed and was visibly enjoying what I did to her.

I felt her pussy quivers getting stronger and stronger.  I was getting hornier and my pussy was wet.  My clit was swollen and my pussy lips were swollen and spread.  I took Sarah's hand and put it against my gash, praying that she would play with me. 
 
      
 
    “Play with me, Sarah.” 
 
      
 
    I felt her finger slip between my pussy lips. 
 
      
 
    “Jack me off like you jack your husband.” 
 
      
 
    I jerked her thick cock again with fast movements.  My lust became almost unbearable.  I did not care anymore.  Sarah moaned louder.  Again and again, I jacked her lady-dick as Sarah's moan got louder.  She kept raising her butt and pushing her legs further apart.  Her hands moved to her chest and kneaded her breasts while she twisted her nipples.  Every time I touched Sarah's cockhead, she trembled slightly.

I swung my legs over her head so my cunt was right in her face as I continued to stroke her meat.  She did not care.  I shoved my gash against her mouth. 
 
      
 
    “Eat me.” 
 
      
 
    She wanted to lick my pussy and taste the juices.  Her tongue slipped between my lips and bumped my clit.  It was electric.  I ground my gash into her face harder and she plunged my pussy hole with her tongue.  I moaned as she sucked and licked every fold.  I could feel her getting harder as she ate me.  I needed her in me now. 
 
      
 
    “Sarah...” 
 
      
 
    “Yes?” 
 
      
 
    “Show me what you can do with your cock.  Take me from behind.  I want to feel you in me like my husband.  You're so much bigger than him.” 
 
      
 
    Sarah moved to kneel behind me as I stuck my ass up in the air and arched my back.  My thighs framed my swollen gash and gave her a nice pink target to stuff with her meat.  I could feel the heat radiating from her substantial cock as she pushed it closer to my hot pussy.  My wetness began to run and drip from me as I imagined what it would feel like to be penetrated by a woman.  Her cockhead bumped against my lips and I bent down further to spread my pussy for her.  I felt her begin to press against my opening.  My lips began to spread for her wide load as she pushed harder to get in.  My body lit up as I felt her stretch me as she entered my opening.  I could feel every contour of her pussy piston as she slid in inch by inch.  I was trembling now.  I was so close to coming on her cock.  Then I felt her hit bottom and continue to stretch me as the last inch or two worked into me.  I began to moan as she started to pull back out.  She groaned and I felt her cock beginning to pulse.  Her orgasm was close.  Mine was closer. 
 
      
 
    “Fuck me, Sarah!  Fuck me good before you come.  I am so close, baby!” 
 
      
 
    “I'm so close as well.  When you moan, I can feel myself about to come.” 
 
      
 
    She picked up the pace and began to fuck me faster as she desperately tried to get a few pumps in before she blew her load.  I could feel myself beginning to clamp down on her.  Then it hit me and I began to shake as my climax took over. 
 
      
 
    “Mmm, Sarah!  Pound me!  Pound me!  Don't stop.  It feels so good right now!” 
 
      
 
    “Take my cock, bitch!  I'm not through with you yet.”  She continued to pound me from behind with a new ferver.  She sped up and stopped moaning.  I was about to come again, but I wanted to look into her eyes as I did.  I told her to stop for a moment and flipped onto my back so she could do me missionary-style.  She reentered me and resumed the trip to Pound Town.  I pulled her in close to me and kissed her soft lips.  She slipped her tongue into my mouth and I sucked it as I felt my orgasm building again.  She continued to pound as I felt myself tensing again.  It was amazing how good she made me feel with her cock.  She did not slow down until I had come again.  I screamed her name the whole way up and down my climax.  My nails dug into her back as I squealed with delight.  My husband never went this deep or hard for this long.  But this would be my secret for now... 
 
      
 
    When I finally recovered from my orgasm, I needed to make her pussy feel good as well.  I had her stop as deep in me as she could.  I then reached down and slid a finger in her wet gash.  She sighed.  The change in sensation gave her goosebumps.  I started to finger her pussy, even though I knew deep down that I couldn't make her feel as good as she made me feel.  Then I had another idea.  She climbed off me and laid down on her back.  I mounted her in a reverse cowgirl and worked my pussy like my husband liked.  He was always begging me to ride him.  I set the pace and rode her as I looked behind me and saw the veins on her neck begin to bulge.  I leaned down and tried to get my face into her pussy as I stayed on her dick.  I was just barely able to get my tongue into her snatch, but she loved it. 
 
      
 
    “Eat me while you jerk me, princess!” 
 
      
 
    She wanted it! She wanted to be licked by me!  I climbed off and buried my face in her pussy and she lustfully moaned really loud as I pushed my tongue against her entrance.  My fingers slid through her wet gash.  I began to finger her while I sucked on the tip of her cock.  She stopped me immediately. 
 
      
 
    “Sweetie, eat my pussy as you jack my dick.  Don't stop until I come.” 
 
      
 
    I buried my face in her again and I jerked her meat like I jerked my husband when I sucked his balls.  I could feel her opening tensing around my tongue as I twisted my fist around her cockhead.  She groaned when I ran my hand down her shaft.  Then I ran my hand back up to the tip and felt her tense again.  I heard her starting to breathe heavily after a few jerks. 
 
      
 
    “Oh God, Oh God...  Don't stop.  I'm so close now.” 
 
      
 
    I jacked her faster as my tongue worked her gash.  This was unlike any sex I had ever had before. 
 
      
 
    “Mmmm... that's it.  Jack me off while you suck my tip...” 
 
      
 
    I moved my mouth to the end of her lady-cock and began to wank her with both hands and I sucked down on her head as I watched her eyes close.  Her cockhead began to pulse.  I knew she was about to unload any second.  Just like my husband, a quick grunt and out came the sauce.  Hot seed blasted into my mouth but I didn't let up.  She screamed and thrashed as her orgasm exploded.  Spurt after spurt flooded my mouth.  She came way harder than any man I had ever been with.  Her load ran down my chin as she continued to ejaculate in my mouth.  My tongue swirled around to collect her hot seed.  After what seemed like gallons of jizz, she finally collapsed down onto the beach in a pile of heaving flesh. 
 
      
 
    After she caught her breath, she crawled to her bag that was set down by my stuff and dug around in a pocket.  A moment later, she turned back to me and held out a small container.  The label said Futa Magic. 
 
      
 
    I took the container from her and heard a rattle of what sounded like pills inside.  “What's this?” 
 
      
 
    “Would you like to play the penetrator next time, Kelly?” 
 
      
 
    “I don't understand...” 
 
      
 
    “They're futa pills.  You don't think there's girls out there with dicks, do you?  I took a pill earlier.  That's what they do.” 
 
      
 
    I opened the container and popped one in my mouth.  A quick swig of water and I was going to be ready for round two.  I could feel a bulge forming between my pussy lips.  I looked down and saw a small cock beginning to form.  I watched as it plumped up and got thicker.  Then my new cock began to stick out.  I watched as my lady-boner grew until it was bigger than my husband's natural cock.  Part of me wanted him to be here right now so I could belittle him and force him to suck it.  Part of me just wanted him to stare at it with envy.  His wasn't short or small.  It was just... on the low end of average.  All those nights that I wanted someone to stuff me full of man-meat and jizz until my back teeth were floating...  Sarah stuffed me and came by the bucketful.  But she wasn't my husband.  She was my futa lover.  With my new futa-cock just about ready for duty, Sarah climbed on top, lined up my she-johnson and slid down.  The pressure of her tight snatch was unlike anything I thought I would feel in my life.  I knew understood why my husband wanted to stick his dick in me all the time.  I slid into her and it was like a warm bath mixed with velvet all around my clit.  I was so used to just the brush of a finger across my clit hood or the occasional tongue under it.  Now I understood the pressure of a tight twat and the pushing and pulling of cock skin as Sarah impaled herself on my futa-pole.  It felt so good so quick.  A pressure was starting to build deep inside me. 
 
      
 
    “Sarah...  Sarah...  I feel like I'm about to come.  I don't- uhhhh, mmmm, don't know how much longer I-I can do this...” 
 
      
 
    “Come in me, Kelly.  I want you to gush at our deepest.”  She began to twist her nipples and moan.  Sarah tried to work herself up enough to come at the same time.  She slid down and began to grind her twat against my pelvis.  I felt her quivering pussy begin to tighten around my cock.  I wanted to pull out and blast my cum across her face and tits, but there wasn't enough time.  Sarah had made sure that I couldn't get out in time.  Then I let go.  Wave after wave of pleasure surged through my cock as I orgasmed.  Sarah climaxed shortly after and her cunt spasms tickled my dick more.  I could feel spurt after spurt shooting out into her.  She moaned as I pumped her full of lady-jizz.  After a few seconds, I was released from my orgasm and collapsed just as she did, utterly spent.  Sarah climbed off and I watched as my load flowed out from between her swollen pussy lips as fell onto me in glops of thick, hot load. 
 
      
 
    *** 
 
      
 
    Sarah and I put our bikinis back on and walked out into the water to cool off.  Just as we got out into water deep enough to float around, I heard the sounds of someone approaching. 
 
      
 
    “Sorry I'm so late, hun!” 
 
      
 
    It was my husband walking down to the beach. 
 
      
 
    “Who's your new friend?” he asked. 
 
      
 
    “This is Sarah.” 
 
      
 
    “Hi, Sarah.  Nice to meet you.” 
 
      
 
    “Hello.  It's nice to put a face to the name.  I've heard so much about you,” Sarah replied. 
 
      
 
    “All good things I hope...” he said. 
 
      
 
    I turned to Sarah and we both giggled like giddy schoolgirls.  If only he knew... 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Flip to the next page for previews of my other books! 
 
   


  
 

 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? 
 
   


  
 

 My Older Boss Is A Futa 
 
      
 
    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. 
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