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I have always adored summer!

Those long, lazy days when the sky was an endless blue with not even a wisp of white. Days when the sun shone bright, hot and relentless. Some people moaned about the heat, but I couldn’t get enough of the sweltering, sweaty joy that was summer.

That morning the sun bathed my bedroom in white as I lay in bed. Everything was illuminated in white. My naked skin buzzed from the light and the heat. Sunlight played across my large breasts, danced down my smooth, soft stomach and glinted off the shiny head of my cock.

To some, I was a freak, a sideshow, a futanari (futa for short) or that most inelegant of so-called insults, a ‘chick with a dick’.

My name is Azure. I possess a perfectly serviceable vagina. I also have a quite wonderful nine-inch cock. Fuck the haters and the name-callers, I love my body, including my cock, and I love myself and my life.

I am aged twenty-three, weigh 120 pounds, have raven-black hair, brown eyes, a curvy figure, large breasts and a perfect damn peach or an ass. What the fuck did I have to feel bad about? I was blessed.

This was definitely going to be a Futa girl summer, with lots of fun, sun and plenty of sex. I was a confident woman. I knew what I wanted and most of the time I got it. Today I was going to soak up the sun and find myself some hot, juicy fucking. 

As I lay on the bed and the sun beat down on me and I felt that spark of arousal play through me. The sun always made me this way.

I could not help but play a little before I set off into the gorgeous summer day. I teased my nipples and made them rock hard and super sensitive to the touch. A very familiar thrill ran through me as my other hand sought out my cock which stood to attention as it did every morning when I awoke. There really was something quite magnificent about a morning wood!

It was thick and hard and clearly needed some attention if I was going to get anything done. First I needed some lube, so dipped three fingers in my cunt and worked up a little of my own. I could have stayed there longer but the throb in my cock was more demanding than that in my cunt. At least for now. 

I ran my dripping fingers up and down the shaft, slow and gentle. My balls ached, and my cock throbbed as I pinched my nipples in turn. This was that delicious moment of anticipation. Those seconds before I was consumed by pleasure. My breathing increased, and I felt my heart begin to pound faster in my chest. 

My hand slid up and down the shaft. God, it felt good to feel the thick girth in my hand. I started to pump it a little harder, waves of pleasure coursed through me and I began to push my hips upward to match the rhythm. 

The sun blazed across the bed, kissing my breasts as they rose and fell. The sun was my lover, watching from the sidelines, adding occasional kisses as I played with my cock and tits. With the heat of the room and the all-consuming horniness of my mood, I could have cum within a few minutes, but I was the queen of denial. I played for about ten minutes, taking myself to the brink of a delicious orgasm and then stopping short, breathless and aching to spray my spunk all over myself. 

I picked up my phone from the bedside cabinet. It was already eleven-thirty and I wanted to get out and enjoy the beautiful day but needed both a shower and to cum before I was in a fit state to greet the world and so decided to combine them both because I was a multi-tasking kind of futa girl. 

I got up from the bed, cock bobbing and balls screaming for release. I took a look at myself in the long mirror that stood in the corner. My breasts were round and succulent. My hips were curved, my waist not exactly tiny, but I loved it as I loved all my body, including my cock which was in severe need of milking. 

I hopped into the shower, had a lukewarm shower and finished it off with a creamy orgasm, my cun shooting in an arc and splattering against the wall of the shower. I went a little weak at the knees as the pleasure flowed through me. It was going to be a good day!

I dressed in a loose-fitting, yellow and blue summer dress. It was far too hot for underwear, plus there was nothing like the feel of the summer breeze against my pussy and cock. I never used much makeup, just a little around the eyes, but I was sure to add plenty of sunscreen to my exposed flesh as the sun blazed away outside. I added a floppy sun hat, dark glasses and sandals and I was ready to greet the world. 

The sun was high as I left the apartment. It felt divine against my skin. That warm tingle of anticipation and desire started to rise again. I decided to walk down to the beach and see what happened from there. When it came to pick-ups and sex I was usually quite casual and never really planned anything, although if a few hours passed without any action I always had a few local fuck buddies I could call on. But today I felt like something new. A stranger, a chance encounter. That made my cunt tingle and cock twitch. 

The small beachfront in the town where I lived buzzed with people all going about their business or for the lucky ones just soaking in the sun on the beach or playing in the sea. There was a row of arcades, and other assorted trinket stores mixing with the more regular markets and such. Just a normal, beach town that hummed in the summer and sank into a slumber the rest of the year. 

I immediately drew stares as I walked down to the beachfront. Both men and women drank me in with long, lascivious looks. I smiled. I liked to be looked at, to be lusted after and my shades allowed me to linger where I wished without giving any clues as to my desires that sunny day. 

The beach was busy. All the usual muscle men, beach bunnies, and old timers warming their bones. There was plenty of divine flesh on display. I was a bi-curious girl, with a strong leaning toward women. I guess men weren’t so important when you had a cock of your own!

That day, the beach was crammed with toned bodies, some dark and tanned, others porcelain white. I felt my cock and cunt start their own pulses as two blondes tossed a beach ball to each other and giggled. I was sure they knew that many eyes were consuming them as they did and they did not seem to mind being one of the main attractions on the beach that day.

One of the blondes was curvy and large-breasted. Her tits bounced with the confines of her tiny bikini top as she played. It was a mesmerizing sight and I felt familiar urges begin. She ran to catch the ball and her ample round ass jiggled as she did. Her partner was her opposite. Tall, athletic, and small-breasted, her butt was sculpted to a perfect tiny peach. She moved with grace and assurance. My cock wanted them both, and my cunt wholeheartedly agreed. 

My mind began to draw them into a steamy threesome. In some summer beach house with a huge white bed, we sprawled in a circle of pleasure. The three of us kissing, exploring and discovering all the joys of multiple partners. The athletic one was coy, and needed coaxing, The large-breasted one was eager, seeking out my tits. 

The scene switched and the two of them were on their knees. They sucked on my thick cock taking it in turns to swallow the whole nine inches while the other paid expert attention to my balls  

Another switch, one on all fours, the other on her back as I fucked them both in turn. Their bodies rose to meet each thrust of my cock, their moans loud and passionate. 

“Hey, quit daydreaming in the middle of the sidewalk,” said someone as they brushed past me. I crashed back into reality, it was like stepping from a warm bath into a freezing cold shower. 

The person who had berated me was a roller skate girl. All crop top, hot pants, retro headphones and an amazing ass that swayed as she progressed forward.

I was transfixed by her tight ass as she carried on down the sidewalk. My cock, already stirring from my daydream, would not be denied by this real-life vision of feminine hotness. It started to grow, throbbing and hardening. Pretty soon there would be no denying my arousal and walking around with a huge erection tenting out my pretty summer dress was probably not a good idea.

Despite only coming a short time ago I had underestimated just how horny the heat had made me. I needed to cool off, to take a little time out from the sun and the parade of flesh and get myself under control. I stepped into the nearest store on the seafront. 

It was dim in the bookstore I had entered. It was one of those indie shops with books everywhere. The aisles ran down the center of the shop but there were tables, carts, and even the floor piled with teetering towers of literature. 

This was perfect. I would browse a little, calm down, and then as I was not to be trusted would call one of my semi-regular sex partners for a fuck or three because my instant arousal at the sight of the beach bunnies and the angry roller girl told me that I seriously needed some skin on skin action.

I picked up a few books and lost myself reading. The AC cooled me down and my erection ebbed away. I was lost in some old romantic poetry when I felt that old sensation of being observed intently. 

It was not some grumpy old bookstore owner as I expected but a woman in a well-tailored business suit that accented rather than hid her curves. A yellow plastic lanyard was attached to her jacket pocket. It read ‘Sasha Jenkins, Delegate.

Her eyes were green. Her hair was a light brown with a few unashamed hints of gray. I liked that. It was authentic, no bullshit. Her breasts were bigger than mine, at least 36DD. She smiled, I returned a smile and she took a step forward. I knew the look on her face. I knew what she wanted. I skipped out of the aisle and into the next one.

I was aroused as all fuck, but I also couldn't resist a little tease when the desire on her face told me that this was already a done deal.

In the next aisle, I waited. The sound of clacking heels told me she was following. I bent down to retrieve a book from the bottom shelf ensuring that as she turned the corner she was greeted with the sight of my round arse, at its most luscious. The linen of the dress stretched across my butt making it semi-transparent and I heard a quiet gasp.

She knew what she was getting into now. I slowly stood up, turned and grinned at her. My shades slipped to the tip of my nose. That look on her face had changed from desire to ache. She took a step forward and once again I stepped away into the next aisle.

This time the heels were clacking straight away and she was greeted by the sight of me leaning forward, once again searching for an elusive book, and this time revealing my large breast, hanging pendulous and free for her to gaze upon.

The look on her face was now one of total need. I stood up and smiled, my cock was growing visible beneath the summer dress. Her eyes fixed on it with utter wonder and delight which spoke of that ultimate truth that most women were delighted by dicks if not always the gender they were attached to.

“Hi,” she said.

‘’Hey,” I replied.

Then I turned, wiggled my ass at her and moved on to the next aisle. I was now at the back of the store, the light was dim, and shadows swarmed around me. She stepped into the aisle.

“Nowhere else to go,” she said. Her grin was wide and wicked. 

“Nowhere else I want to go,'' I said, and this time I took a step forward and slid my arms around her waist, my hand groping her ass with fervor as we sunk into a hard, horny kiss, all tongues and spit. 

Her hand grabbed my hardening cock. She stopped kissing me for a second. “God this is magnificent,” she said. 

“You want it?”

“I need it,” she whispered, tugging and twisting it and sticking her tongue back down my throat. 

I reached inside her jacket and cupped her breasts in turn. She moaned in my mouth and as I stroked across her crisp white blouse I felt her nipples hard and proud. I pushed my body closer against hers and twisted her against the bookcase. It swayed a little but held firm as we began to grind hard against each other. Our passions were unleashed, not caring if we were discovered. 

“I’m staying in a hotel a few minutes from here,” she panted in my ear. 

I pushed my erect cock against her thigh. “We need to deal with this first,” I said.

“No problem, sweetie,” she said and sank to her knees as I lifted my dress. My cock bobbed before her open mouth and with a few licks of the shaft, she took it deep in her mouth and was working it hard, while her hand switched between my balls and my clit.

I stood exposed in the bookstore, getting an expert blowjob from a hot stranger. Sometimes things just worked out perfectly. My hands were in her hair and guiding her gently up and down my shaft. She gagged a little, but her green eyes blazed with hunger for my meat. I pushed my hips and she slammed down on it. With her playing with my balls and cunt too it didn’t take long for me to cum hard. I usually liked to delay my orgasms until my skin was screaming but this was purely an aperitif or palette cleanser perhaps.

The woman stood, swallowed the last of my seed and kissed me. The taste of the familiar and the foreign already started to revive my cock. “Come on, let’s go,” I said to her.

“I’m Sasha,” she said. 

It was a little weird to do introductions after I had just come in her mouth, but I liked the quaint formality of it. 

“So I can see,” I said, indicating her delegate badge. “I’m Azure. I’m a degenerate,” I said with a smile. 

“I think I will be missing today’s lecture on Marketing for Millenials,” said Sasha, leaning in and kissing me lightly on the lips, the taste of my seed still fresh on her lips.

“I’m a millennial, you can carry out some field research,” I said.

Sasha giggled. “That sounds like a perfect plan.”

We left the bookstore hand in hand. The sun was high and hot, and so was I. I had gone into the store as a brief respite from my out-of-control libido and had stepped right into the ideal solution, an afternoon of hot, sex with a huge-breasted hottie. 

We chatted on the walk to the hotel. Just breezy, flirty nonsense. We both knew this was a one-off thing. No need for life stories. All that mattered was the pleasure that we would enjoy together. 

The reception of the hotel was deserted, but Sasha had her electronic key and so we rode up six floors, eagerly kissing and groping as we did. 

The room was cool, the sun shone through partly closed curtains which I opened. I wanted the sun to join us in our passion. 

Sasha stood by the door and watched me as I took in the room. The large bed was ideal for our adventures to come, and the mirror that faced it above a writing desk and drawers would be fun to watch us in action. Her small pink suitcase was open on the floor, and the debris of morning coffee and various brochures from the conference were on the desk. 

I turned from my study of the hotel room and threw my hat and glasses on the bedside cabinet and then in a single fluid move pulled the dress over my head and stood naked before her.

Sasha couldn’t contain her gasp.

“Am I your first futa girl?” I asked.

She nodded.

“Any questions?”

“None, just a lot of ideas,” she said, her smile smooth and dirty as she took off her coat and started to unbutton her blouse.

“Oh, I like ideas,” I said as I approached her. I took her hand and kissed it. “Let me undress you and see just how crazy fucking horny I can make you before I taste your cunt.”

I could see that she wanted to pounce on me. She trembled but did not make a move. I was in control and she was happy to let me play.

My love of the tease played out as I took my time with each button of her blouse, I kissed and licked whatever flesh was revealed. Her bra was white and lacy and strained against her huge tits. My mind raced with all the things I would do with these magnificent boobs but I kept my pace slow. I removed her blouse and placed it over a chair. 

Sasha’s flat, toned stomach rose and fell as I kissed it. She breathed heavily as I playfully nibbled on the exposed flesh. I did not allow myself to touch her tits but did kiss the lacy straps across her shoulders before I sank to my knees.
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