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away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
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Author's Note

This book is a work of fiction. The people
in it aren't real. This story is not meant as an instruction
manual, but as escapist entertainment. Always play safe and
responsibly.

 


Futa Fruit Stand
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situations including but not limited to, Futanari, Lesbian,
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Rimming, Virgin, Anal Virgin, DP/Double Penetration, and
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 Futa Fruit Stand

 


Amanda Mann

 



Prologue

 


I rushed over to my best friend's apartment.
The news I had to share was just too big and juicy to share over a
text or even a Zoom...

 


"You know that hot chick at the fruit
stand?" I asked, breathlessly.

 


"Yeah...?" she replied, because, of course,
she did. Michelle's the one who pointed her out to me. She's the
one who went back with me, the next day, too. Today, though, I'd
gone alone.

 


"You're not gonna believe this," I said,
"but she's got a big, fat dick!" The WTF face on Michelle was
instantaneous.

 


"You mean, like a strap-on, right? A dildo?"
My head started twitching. Hell, even twenty minutes after I'd left
the stand, I still had a hard time believing it.

 


"No," I said, in all seriousness. "I mean a
big, fat, flesh-and-blood cock!" She was clearly taken aback, the
something crossed her mind.

 


"Wait a minute," she said, giving me a
suspicious eye. "How do you know?!"

 


How, indeed...

 



Chapter 1

 


 I can't believe I was at the
fruit stand for the third day in a row. Crazy, because four days before,
I didn't even know that it existed. If it hadn't been for the poor
signage on the construction detour, Michelle and I might never have
gotten lost. And, if that hadn't happened, none of this would have
ever happened.

 


"Where the fuck are we?" I asked. Sadly, my
phone was back at my place, sitting in a plastic container full of
rice. And Michelle's?

 


"Hell if I know," she said, holding up her
phone. "I've got no bars at all." I was about to tell her that I
didn't know why she had me make that left turn at Albuquerque Ave
when she frantically pointed at a fruit stand. "Stop in there!" she
said, so animated that I wondered what was wrong with her. "We can
ask for directions."

 


There were only two other cars parked
outside the shack. There was only one little old lady, buying
fruit. Seeing no traffic as far as I could see in either direction,
I wondered how they could even stay in business. "I'll bet the
construction is killing them," said Michelle, as if answering the
question I'd just thought. That did seem logical.

 


As we walked from the car to the stand, I
could see the little old lady was talking. Knowing how seniors like
that can be, I planned to wait for the first gap in her babbling,
ask my question, then get the flip back on the road. I didn't want
to be there one second longer than I had to.

 


That all changed the exact second that I saw
who was working there. If I'm being honest – and maybe even a tad
bit racist – I was expecting an older Hispanic man who needed a
shave. And I expected him to flirt with me, which I didn't want to
deal with. It had happened so many times in the past. It was bad
enough when it was just me, it always got far worse when Michelle
was with me.

 


And, I get it. I really do. Two fit, kind of
hot 18-year-olds in tight short shorts and revealing tops. I even
tugged the bottom of my crop top down as I approached, trying in
vain to conceal even a little bit of my bare mid-section.

 


But, I was wrong. There wasn't a man working
there, Hispanic or otherwise. There was a woman. And she literally
was the hottest thing I'd ever seen! From her wavy hair to her
flawless face and olive complexion. Her skin was unblemished, from
what I could see, and I could see plenty!
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