
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


​Futa Girl 

​Vs

​Ms Scrooge

​

​

Krissy Kohl


Copyright © 2022 Krissy Kohl

Individuals pictured on the cover are models and are used for illustrative purposes only.

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

All characters depicted in sexual scenarios are over the age of eighteen.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without prior written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.


My name is Bobbie and I am a 19-year-old intern at a large company in the city. It’s a good opportunity for a college dropout like me but right now it sucks ass. 

It is 8 pm on Christmas Eve and I am still at work. I should be out partying with my friends. I should be getting drunk or on the prowl for some hot woman who likes sexy, brunette futa girls with big tits and a peachy, round ass.

But here I am, sitting at my computer writing up a sales pitch for my boss who is in her office waiting for me to finish.

My cell phone buzzes.

I pick it up and read the message.

Still at work?

Yep, sorry

Don’t be sorry, get ur ass here. I’m wearing something skimpy and feeling horny AF!!!

The message is from Marley, a very hot brunette in her thirties who contacted me on a hook-up app an hour ago. 

Fuck it! 

I’m done with this bullshit.

. I shut down my computer and text Marley that I will be there in twenty minutes.

I take a deep breath and walk into my boss's office. “I’m going home,” I say.

She looks up at me. “Is the pitch done?”

“I’ve been here since 7 am, I can’t focus anymore. I will complete it after Christmas.”

“That’s not good enough,” says my boss. Her gray eyes are cold as a winter night as they survey me.

I don't say anything. I have had enough. If this bitch wants to fire me she can.

“Are you coming in tomorrow?”

“It’s Christmas day!” I reply.

She sighs. “Typical Millennial. No work ethic. Okay go, but make sure you are here at 6 am the day after tomorrow and that pitch o on my desk by eight.”

My boss is in her late thirties and as much as I despise her, I can’t deny just how damn hot she is. I have a weakness for big-breasted brunettes with serious curves and lush asses and she has all that and more.

Even when she is being as utterly unreasonable as she is now, I feel a twin tingle between my legs as she dismisses me with a wave of her hand. I take one last look at her shapely tits that are barely concealed in the conservative cut of her expensively tailored suits. 

But screw her! It’s Christmas Eve and I am going to get some anonymous Christmas cunt and that is all I am going to focus on right now.

Marley lives in an upmarket apartment a ten-minute cab ride away from work.

She opens the door wearing a skimpy black teddy.

She grabs me and pulls me into the hallway.

I slam her against the wall and start kissing her. Our kisses are passionate, hard and probing. tongues circle and dart in and out of each other’s mouths.

There really is nothing like a hook-up with a stranger. There is no bullshit, no games, just needs that demand satisfaction.
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