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Sam sat at his desk doing his work as an average guy in an average job working for your average GigantoGlobalcorp.

Today went as much any day did during his time working in a cubicle farm where people looked like gophers sticking their heads over the top of cubicles.

The grey carpeting on the cubicle walls trapped him in the same box he had known since graduation. 

Just another day, Sam thought to himself, as he took a break looking over the TPS reports on his computer. 

So much better to be reviewing TPS reports on the computer than printed out. So much paper saved that used to go to waste. 

As Sam went through his TPS reports, his phone buzzed with a text from a friend. They were all heading out tonight to the local bar that they frequented on this night. 

Sam noted it was the regular time replying that he was looking forward to seeing everyone.

Sam’s life was quite regular, if not boring. Nothing different. Everything the same. He lived in a small one-bedroom apartment downtown wanting to be close to the action and his friends.

The downtown was hustling and bustling adorned with large skyscrapers that often filled half a block. Just on the edge of the downtown area, there was a street known for its retail stores and chain restaurants where everyone liked to grab lunch.

If you traveled down the street, not far from the downtown area, you would see a large stone building, built in the Second Empire style of architecture, almost two hundred years old with slate steps leading up to the entrances on the second floor with shops and stores on street level. The windows were all archways with each floor having gorgeous high ceilings as was the case for a building back then.

The shops on the first floor were all popular with many places to eat, pick up groceries, or grab a coffee. Once inside, the upper floors were a mix of offices and apartments. The apartments were quite hard to come by as this was seen as a prime address to live. Good size plus spacious ceilings made for good living.

Funny thing, nobody ever remembered the interior of the building. They would only claim it to be breathtaking. So breathtaking that you would want to live there. The only problem was the waitlist for an apartment, estimated at ten years long even if you were rich and famous.

It is not what happened during the daylight that made this building so unique. It is what happened when the sun went down. Particularly after midnight.

After midnight, the futanari would come out and patrol the street surrounding the building. The building was one block square with the streets leading out form the corners for a block being their territory. 

Curious men and women who would stroll through the area late at night risked being caught in the futanari web. The futanari would seek to tempt and seduce both men and women with offers of unimaginable passion.

It was a strange dichotomy but it worked for the city. Nobody talked about the building with strange architecture almost in the center of the city that buzzed with activity during the day yet remained a void once the sun went down.

On this particular night, Sam met his friends and walked home as he usually did afterwards prefer the cool air of the summer night. 

There was something good about being in the city in the summer before it got hot. The cool air and breeze made the walk refreshing and enjoyable.

Sam’s apartment was a couple of blocks away from the Futa District yet tonight he walked down the street without a cause stopping at the corner as the light turned red.

He looked up at what stars one could see at night in the darkness. Off to his left, across the street lay the block claimed by the futanari with the Futa District building a block away. 

On that street a few people wandered around; men, women, and futanari. About fifty feet from the corner across the street stood a mailbox with a bus stop next to it. In the small space, a futanari stood drinking an energy drink with a smile on her face.

The light turned and Sam crossed the street heading home but not before quickly glancing down the street. Nothing special he thought to himself as he walked the few remaining blocks back to his apartment.

The next day while walking to work, Sam stopped at the coffee shop in the Futa District to grab himself a cup of coffee. There were three good coffee shops on his walk to work and he rotated his business between the three. 

The coffee was good as always and he remembered why he did not stop for the last two weeks. The line was always longer here and he would pick his coffee shop based on the line. If the first shop had a small line, he always stopped in there first. The Futa District shop was the second stop but they usually had a long line. If that was the case, he got coffee from the third shop just outside his workplace.

Sam went about his day as he did every other day doing his work while texting friends in between assignments.

They planned on going out tonight with this night being Sam’s pick so he selected one of his favorite clubs a few blocks south of the Futa District meaning he would not be walking by on his way home.

After work, Sam walked home thinking that tonight he would like to stop at one of the shops in the Futa District for dinner. The market was upscale and everyone inside had a friendly smile. Their selections were broad and the prices were good for a downtown market.

When Sam walked over to the cold foods, he made the choice of a simple turkey and bacon wrap with guacamole. The chip aisle had a favorite blend from a company that made small batches. 

Thirty minutes later, Sam had a basket full of groceries as usually happened when he came in looking just for one item. The selection was broad and varied with Sam always leaving with a smile on his face.

His cashier was an attractive Asian woman with short, black hair an inch or so above her shoulders. She smiled and coughed at Sam while scanning his items blushing a bit because she was shy.

Sam smiled back thinking that she was cute noticing her green uniform stretching down to her knees. She had nice sized breasts and very cute makeup. Sam handed her the tote bag he always used for groceries remembering that they gave you credit for bringing your own bag. 

When she handed Sam his receipt and the tote bag, she said ‘thank you’ and come again’ in a voice sounding something like a bird.

Sam walked out holding his items whole feeling warm inside. The cashier was very pretty with her smile and soft voice.

Since Sam did not have a girlfriend, he wondered if she might be single. Her youthful Asian looks had him a little smitten as he sat and ate the wrap for dinner at home before munching on some chips.
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