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Futa's Hot Wife 


Naughty Excerpt from “Futa's Hot Wife”

I barely remember the drive to Chic Futa, the dance club in downtown Seattle. I found parking on the street, and escorted my lovely wife. Every futa watched her with hungry eyes as we headed to the entrance. My dick ached hard while pride swelled through me.

My woman was desired.

The club was dark inside, with soft lights tinging everything blue. The house music pounded through the club, the thudding rhythm making anyone itch to dance and have fun. Maryanne attracted more attention as we walked to the bar.

“You sit right here, Lily, and watch,” she purred, pushing me down onto a barstool. She gave me a quick kiss. “I don't want you to miss anything.”

I nodded my head, my eyes following her to the dance floor. She stepped out, letting her body sway to the music. It wasn't long before the futas came, drawn to her like a fly to the honeypot. The way she moved, so lithe, so graceful, so alive, her arms over her head, her breasts jiggling, her skirt swaying, flashing glimpses of the red thong she wore.

She had never worn a thong or such a daring dress.

I sipped my martini as I watched her. I was transfixed by her beauty. Her face was animated, full of delight as she danced with the futas. She wasn't shy, she wasn't reserved. I had given her the freedom to be wild tonight.

Who would be the futa-bull that cuckolded me tonight?

My wife glanced at me, a hungry smile on her lips as she ground back into a futa, rubbing her ass against the futa's crotch. The futa's ass shook as she ground back into my wife, both their skirts flashing about their thighs.

The second futa, Black, danced before my wife. The Black futa was tall, a silver dress clinging to her lush body. Her breasts were larger than my wife's, bouncing as the futa danced. She pressed against my wife, sandwiching Maryanne between the two futas.

My wife threw back her head. Her face twisted in delight.

My dick throbbed in my panties. I kept my legs crossed, trying to hide my erection while my pussy itched. I sipped at my second martini, my cheeks burning and my stomach twisting. My wife danced with two futas, and she looked like she was having fun.

Both futas humped against my wife. The Black one was bold, her hands sliding up and down my wife's stocking thighs and even disappearing beneath Maryanne's short skirt. Then the Black futa's hands slid up, squeezing my wife's breasts through her thin dress.

Another futa touched my wife. The shame twisted my stomach. I should stop this. Maybe this was a mistake. That Black futa was so tall, so much sexier than I was. I bet she had a bigger cock then mine. She would make an incredible futa-bull to steal my wife away from me. I wanted to march across the room and grab my wife.

But my wet pussy and hard dick stopped me.

This is what I wanted.

The song ended, and the first futa departed, leaving my wife with the Black futa. Maryanne turned around, pressing her ass into the futa's cock as the next song's pulsing beat thudded through the club. My wife raised her arms over her head, reaching back to rub at the futa's neck while the futa's hands roamed my wife's body.

It was such a sensual act. My wife's head leaned back, her mouth open with excitement as the Black futa's dark hands caressed my wife's ivory body. The futa's hands dipped beneath the cloth wrapping her breasts, squeezing my wife's tits.

My wife bucked and shuddered. The futa ground harder against my wife's ass. It was so suggestive. This futa would fuck my wife so hard, so fast. Maryanne would gasp and moan on the futa-bull's cock. My wife's hips moved faster, more aggressive, really rubbing back into the futa.

The futa's lips kissed at the nape of my wife's neck.

I almost dropped my glass. My shame burned hotter. This shouldn't be hot. That was my wife enjoying another futa's lips, another futa's hands. I bit my lip, a hot shudder running through my body.

And then the futa's right hand boldly slid down Maryanne's skirt and dipped between her thighs. My wife bucked hard. Her mouth opened in a moan. The futa's hand moved between Maryanne's thighs. My wife let the futa masturbate her on the dance floor.

My wife writhed on the futa's fingers. If it wasn't for the loud, thudding bass, I would hear my wife's moans of bliss as the futa worked Maryanne to an orgasm. Her fingers tightened in the futa's frizzy, dark hair while the ebony fingers worked between my wife's ivory thighs.

Maryanne bucked hard when she came. It was so obvious. I squeezed my thighs so tightly together, my pussy clenching and my dick throbbing. I almost came. It was so hot, so shameful, so humiliating. I had been cuckolded at a club.

And it was only the beginning.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Futa's Hot Wife

The bathroom door opened and my wife slipped out, wearing her long, cotton night gown. She rarely wore anything sexy to bed after five years of marriage. Her red curls fell in a tangled mess about her shoulders, her face stripped of her makeup. She was still pretty in a natural way. Her green eyes alive, and a smile played on her face as she advanced to the bed. I blinked, there was something stirring about those eyes. My cock hardened, my pussy itched, and my nipples tingled atop my small breasts.

“What?” I asked, setting aside my book, the latest thriller from Jamie Paterson, on the nightstand as Maryanne threw back the covers.

I wore only a loose pair of panties and no bra, my small breasts naked. The sight of my wife's smile made my cock swell the white cotton of my panties. She glanced at it and rolled her eyes. “You futas get so excited so easily, Lily.”

“Sorry,” I said, “but when my wife walks out with that smile on her face, it's hard not to get excited.”

“Well, that's true,” Maryanne said as she slipped into bed. She moved closer to me, pressing against my side. The fabric of her nightgown molded around her round breasts. Her nipples were hard dimples.

“I see I'm not the only one excited,” I said. Were we making love tonight? But we both had work in the morning. Sex these days waited for the weekends.

“Your birthday is this Friday,” she said, her hand circling my naked breast up to my hard nipple. A tingle rushed down to my cock, and I couldn't help letting out a soft moan. “We can be... creative. If you want me to try something, anal, maybe spanking, or some light bondage. You know, whatever your fantasy is.”

My throat almost caught. She really couldn't be asking for my true fantasy. “Anything?”

“Well, I'm not going to bring another woman into our bed,” she laughed. “I know all you futas love it when us girls get playful together, but that's not for me.” Her face blanched. “The only tits and pussy I like to play with have to come with a nice cock.”

I licked my lips. “Are you sure?”

It was her turn to swallow. “What is it? Is it something really weird?” She lowered her voice, like there might be people in our bedroom spying on us. “Is it... wearing a diaper?”

“No.” Did people do that?

Her fingers went back to playing with my nipple. “What? I can dress up for you. Sexy nurse, sexy schoolgirl, maybe a dominatrix? Do you want to be spanked?”

My stomach roiled. There was one thing I had always wanted to see. It always filled me with shame whenever I jerked off my cock thinking about it. When I browsed for porn online, it was always for one thing.

“You won't think I'm a weirdo?”

“We all have our fetishes,” she grinned. “You'd probably think mine was strange.” She paused. “And I'm not telling you mine, so don't ask. It'll never happen.”

I swallowed. “Okay. I... I want to go to a club with you and watch you.”

“Watch me?” She frowned. “Like, what, dancing with girls?”

I shook my head. “Dancing with other futas.” The shame burned through me even as my cock throbbed harder. My mouth was dry. Why did I find this idea so sexy? “I want to watch you find a futa to bring home to our bed, then I want to watch you have sex with them.”

Maryanne blinked in shock. “Really, Lily?”

I nodded. “You're just so beautiful and sexy, and I want to see you let yourself go. To enjoy another futa while I watch.”

“So you'd be sitting on the chair in the corner or something?”

I nodded. My dick was so hard. Her hand slid down and touched my cock through my panties. My pussy clenched at her touch. “You're so hard, Lily. You really want that? To see me cheat on you?”

“Cuckold me,” I corrected. “Yes.”

“And you won't think I'm a whore afterward?” Maryanne bit her lip, her hips shifting. She suddenly straddled me, her nightgown riding up her thighs. “You won't be disgusted with me after watching another futa fuck me?” She ground her hot pussy, covered by her panties, against my throbbing member. Her moisture bled through both our panties.

I had never felt her so wet before.

Her hand reached down, pulling out my cock and pushing aside her panties. She sank down my cock. My pussy clenched as she leaned over me, her red hair falling about us as she stared into my eyes. “You want to watch another cock slide into my cunt and cum in me?”

“Yes,” I groaned as she slid up and down my shaft. “So badly.”

“And what if I like her more?” she moaned. “Aren't you afraid you'll lose me?”

“I...” My stomach tensed. “Yes. That's... that's the thrill. That she'll be a futa-bull and claim you.”

Her pussy tightened on my cock. Her head threw back. “What if I find the futa with the biggest cock in the club? Someone that makes your dick seem puny?”

“That would be so hot,” I groaned, the pressure rushing to the tip of my dick. My pussy clenched. My ovaries were about to unleash a blast of cum into her pussy already. I gasped, shocked by how turned on I was. My stomach still roiled with shame. My wife was so wet to fuck another futa, and that only increased the excitement building at the tip of my dick.

“I'm going to fuck her so hard,” moaned Maryanne, her eyes squeezed shut. “I'm going to cum so hard while you jerk your little cock and watch. Oh, yes. Oh, damn. What if she's Black?”

“Oh, yes!” I gasped, my hands squeezing her ass through her bunched up nightgown.

Maryanne tossed back her head. Her velvety pussy spasmed about my cock as her orgasm burst through her. She slammed down on me, moaning, “She'd be so hung. She'd have a big, Black cock reaming my pussy and big, ebony breasts that would bounce and jiggle as she plowed me. She'd be better than you in every way.”

“Your futa-bull!”

My dick erupted into my wife's spasming pussy. The image of a Black futa-bull claiming my wife and fucking Maryanne hard burned through my mind. The pleasure crashed through my body as my dick spurted over and over into my wife's pussy. I was such a pathetic, futa-wife for wanting to watch my wife with another futa.

But I couldn't help it. I needed to see it once, a birthday treat, and then we could go back to normal.

Maryanne collapsed on me. “Wow, I haven't cum that hard in years.” Her lips met mine, a soft kiss. “Do you really want this?”

I nodded my head.

A smile crossed her lips. “I think I know just the club. But I'm going to have to buy a new dress. I'll have to return the gift I bought you to afford it.”

“That's fine,” I panted.

Maryanne rolled off of me and smiled. “I did not think you were that kinky, Lily.”

“You got off pretty fast, too.”

“I did,” she smiled, her eyes closed. A shudder ran through her. “Oh, why do I have work in the morning? I want to go again.”

I smiled. “We haven't gone twice in a night since our first year of marriage.”

Maryanne gave me another kiss before she headed to the bathroom to get cleaned up. I closed my eyes, the lethargy of my hard cum dragging me down into sleep. I dreamed of Maryanne with Black futa after Black futa, gasping and moaning as she came on their dicks while I watched every second of it.

My fantasies were about to become reality. I couldn't believe how wonderful my wife was for giving this to me.

*   *   *

The week seemed to drag towards Friday. My work, a boring office job where I worked middle-management for a distribution company overseeing the accountant department, had never seemed more tedious. The next day, Wednesday, Maryanne was late from work. When she did arrive home, she carried a number of shopping bags.

“You will be blown over,” she winked at me as she raced upstairs. “And no peeking in the boxes. It's a surprise for your birthday.”

I nodded at her.

The curiosity ate at me. We made love again Wednesday and Thursday night, both times my wife rode me, moaning about how hard she would be fucked by her futa-bull and how many times she would cum. Each time I felt so ashamed for cumming in my wife as she was lost to her fantasy of being fucked by another futa.

I felt like such a pussy. A wimpy futa-wife. I was supposed to be the only futa she craved. The one that made her that wet and cum that hard. My shame only made my dick harder and cum faster.

Friday was the longest day. I was even taking off a few hours early for my birthday and still it felt like time was grinding to a standstill. All day, my wife sent me texts and pictures of Black futas in slinky gowns she found on social media.

“What if she fucked me tonight?” her texts read. “Imagine her cock stretching out my pussy.”

She kept me hard all day. My stomach never stopped twisting with shame. The longer the day grew, the more tense I became. I trembled and shook, glancing at the clock every few minutes as I imagined tonight.

Would we really go through with it? Would I really enjoy it? Was this a mistake? Was I jeopardizing our marriage?

But my cock was too hard to stop us now.

There was office cake for me, and everyone sung me happy birthday before splitting up the cake. I barely could eat it. My stomach was so unsettled. More texts came from my wife, this time of Black dicks thrusting up from wet pussies with accompanying captions, “Look at how hung she is. She would stretch my pussy more than your little dick.”

My wife was deliberately driving me wild. She was such a wicked temptress.

Finally, it was three o'clock and I slipped out. My coworkers thought I was having a hot night with my wife, but they had no idea just how depraved it would be. I fought against my trembling as I walked through the office to the elevator.

The drive home seemed to take an eternity.

When I walked in, the shower ran upstairs and a note awaited me on the kitchen counter next to a small bundle of birthday balloons attached to a bottle of expensive champagne. I grabbed the card and opened it.

“Happy birthday to my wonderful futa-wife,” read the card. “I'm upstairs right now getting ready. Don't be a bad futa and peek! I left you clothes in the downstairs bathroom. Shower, get ready, and wait for my unveiling. Tonight, you will experience your deepest fantasy.

“Tonight, I will cuckold you.”

My dick swelled in my panties and pressed against my tight miniskirt.

I followed the instructions. My wife had left out my blue party dress. It wasn't terribly attractive or slinky, but it's what I tended to wear to office parties. I stripped naked and showered. When I finished, I tamed my short, black hair so it fell in a cute bob around my narrow face. I applied my makeup, a dull red lipstick, some eyeshadow, and a touch of rouge. I wasn't one of those futas that wore makeup like a woman, just a touch to enhance my beauty.

I pulled on the dress, the top cut low enough to show what little cleavage I had, while the skirt was tight about my curvy ass and fell down almost to my knees. I added on the necklace Maryanne bought me for my last birthday, and headed into the living room to wait.

I sat on the chair, trying to watch TV, when the click of heels announced my wife descending the stairs. I stood up, swallowing in anticipation of her beauty unveiled. A tremble went through me. My dick swelled in the silk panties Maryanne left out.

The first thing I saw were her legs. The black stiletto heels she wore made her calves, clad in black stockings, look so firm and toned. As more and more of her came into view, her knees, and then the sweep of her thighs, I began to wonder if she even wore anything else. The tops of her thigh-high stockings, held up by a garter belt, were revealed before the hem of her black, sparkling dress.

It was short. It barely fell past her ass and the fabric swayed about her in a light manner. I swallowed as more of her was revealed. Much of her sides and belly were exposed, with only a thin strip of cloth that ran up her middle to the bands of cloth that wrapped about her breasts.

The way her tits bounced as she descended made it clear she wore no bra beneath.

The diamond earrings I gave her for our fifth wedding anniversary sparkled amid the gorgeous tresses of her red hair. The pendant I gave her for her birthday last year, studded with garnets, bounced between the exposed slopes of her breasts.

I was speechless.

“Mmm, I must look amazing,” she grinned as she strolled to me, her hips swaying and her breasts jiggling. “You are tenting your dress.”

“You are going to turn heads. Every futa will want to go home with you.”

“Isn't that the plan?” she laughed, hooking her arm in mine. Her flowery perfume tickled my nose.

I swallowed and nodded.

“Well, let's go.”

I barely remember the drive to Chic Futa, the dance club in downtown Seattle. I found parking on the street, and escorted my lovely wife. Every futa watched her with hungry eyes as we headed to the entrance. My dick ached hard while pride swelled through me.

My woman was desired.

The club was dark inside, with soft lights tinging everything blue. The house music pounded through the club, the thudding rhythm making anyone itch to dance and have fun. Maryanne attracted more attention as we walked to the bar.

“You sit right here, Lily, and watch,” she purred, pushing me down onto a barstool. She gave me a quick kiss. “I don't want you to miss anything.”

I nodded my head, my eyes following her to the dance floor. She stepped out, letting her body sway to the music. It wasn't long before the futas came, drawn to her like a fly to the honeypot. The way she moved, so lithe, so graceful, so alive, her arms over her head, her breasts jiggling, her skirt swaying, flashing glimpses of the red thong she wore.

She had never worn a thong or such a daring dress.

I sipped my martini as I watched her. I was transfixed by her beauty. Her face was animated, full of delight as she danced with the futas. She wasn't shy, she wasn't reserved. I had given her the freedom to be wild tonight.

Who would be the futa-bull that cuckolded me tonight?

My wife glanced at me, a hungry smile on her lips as she ground back into a futa, rubbing her ass against the futa's crotch. The futa's ass shook as she ground back into my wife, both their skirts flashing about their thighs.

The second futa, Black, danced before my wife. The Black futa was tall, a silver dress clinging to her lush body. Her breasts were larger than my wife's, bouncing as the futa danced. She pressed against my wife, sandwiching Maryanne between the two futas.

My wife threw back her head. Her face twisted in delight.

My dick throbbed in my panties. I kept my legs crossed, trying to hide my erection while my pussy itched. I sipped at my second martini, my cheeks burning and my stomach twisting. My wife danced with two futas, and she looked like she was having fun.

Both futas humped against my wife. The Black one was bold, her hands sliding up and down my wife's stocking thighs and even disappearing beneath Maryanne's short skirt. Then the Black futa's hands slid up, squeezing my wife's breasts through her thin dress.

Another futa touched my wife. The shame twisted my stomach. I should stop this. Maybe this was a mistake. That Black futa was so tall, so much sexier than I was. I bet she had a bigger cock then mine. She would make an incredible futa-bull to steal my wife away from me. I wanted to march across the room and grab my wife.

But my wet pussy and hard dick stopped me.

This is what I wanted.

The song ended, and the first futa departed, leaving my wife with the Black futa. Maryanne turned around, pressing her ass into the futa's cock as the next song's pulsing beat thudded through the club. My wife raised her arms over her head, reaching back to rub at the futa's neck while the futa's hands roamed my wife's body.

It was such a sensual act. My wife's head leaned back, her mouth open with excitement as the Black futa's dark hands caressed my wife's ivory body. The futa's hands dipped beneath the cloth wrapping her breasts, squeezing my wife's tits.

My wife bucked and shuddered. The futa ground harder against my wife's ass. It was so suggestive. This futa would fuck my wife so hard, so fast. Maryanne would gasp and moan on the futa-bull's cock. My wife's hips moved faster, more aggressive, really rubbing back into the futa.

The futa's lips kissed at the nape of my wife's neck.

I almost dropped my glass. My shame burned hotter. This shouldn't be hot. That was my wife enjoying another futa's lips, another futa's hands. I bit my lip, a hot shudder running through my body.

And then the futa's right hand boldly slid down Maryanne's skirt and dipped between her thighs. My wife bucked hard. Her mouth opened in a moan. The futa's hand moved between Maryanne's thighs. My wife let the futa masturbate her on the dance floor.

My wife writhed on the futa's fingers. If it wasn't for the loud, thudding bass, I would hear my wife's moans of bliss as the futa worked Maryanne to an orgasm. Her fingers tightened in the futa's frizzy, dark hair while the ebony fingers worked between my wife's ivory thighs.

Maryanne bucked hard when she came. It was so obvious. I squeezed my thighs so tightly together, my pussy clenching and my dick throbbing. I almost came. It was so hot, so shameful, so humiliating. I had been cuckolded at a club.

And it was only the beginning.

After my wife came down from her orgasm, she twisted and whispered in the futa's ear. The futa grinned, her hips shifting and her ebony breasts jiggling in her silvery dress. My wife seized the futa's hand and led her to me. I swallowed. This was happening.

“Lily,” Maryanne purred, holding up the futa's hands glistening with my wife's juices. “I hoped you enjoyed watching me dance with Raven.”

I did. I was speechless. I nodded my head emphatically.

“Good,” she breathed. “I'm glad you're enjoying your birthday treat.”

The futa studied me, a mocking, hungry smile on her lips, her eyes staring down at me like I was so weak and pathetic. She was a futa-bull, eager to claim my wife. “Your wife tells me she's eager for a big, Black cock to fuck her.”

“So eager,” moaned my wife like a whore. “Let's go, honey. The night's young. We're going to have so much fun.”

“Yes,” I swallowed, my eyes glancing down at the large bulge tenting the front of Raven's skirt. She was far bigger than I was. My hand shook as I opened my purse to pay my tab. Finished, I squeaked, “Let's go.”

My wife and Raven walked like a giggling couple, exchanging kisses as I strolled behind them to my car. Raven's hand was on my wife's ass, her skirt pulled up to reveal her red thong disturbed by the futa's caresses, showing hints of my wife's fiery pubic hair.

“You have quite the wife,” Raven said when we reached the car. She opened the back door for my wife. I guess I would be chauffeuring them. “If she was mine, I would never let her dance with other futas in that dress.”

“Raven was so wicked,” groaned my wife. “She fingered me to an orgasm. Did you see me cum?”

I nodded my head.

“I never came so hard with you,” my wife purred.

I flushed.

“You'll cum even harder on my cock,” Raven smiled as she climbed in after my wife.

“I bet I will,” laughed my wife. “I've always wanted to fuck a Black futa. Lily's cock is so small compared to yours.”

My hands gripped the steering wheel, my face burning at my wife's humiliating words. But my dick was still so hard and my pussy was so wet. I ached to cum. I drove fast while my wife and Raven made out in the back. Maryanne shuddered and moaned into the kiss. They didn't wear seatbelts, and it was pretty obvious my wife was fingered to another orgasm by the futa.

My wife's moans echoed through the car, the only sounds beside the engine and my breathing.

By the time I reached the house, I was driving one handed, the other was squeezing my small cock through my skirt and panties. My pussy clenched and flooded juices into my panties, drenching my silken undergarment.

“Mmm, we're home,” cooed my wife.

Raven climbed out and helped my wife step out in her heels. Maryanne's skirt was up around her waist and her thong was missing. I spotted it on the floor of the car. Juices trickled down my wife's thighs and her red bush was matted with excitement.

“Unlock the door honey,” moaned my wife as Raven pressed Maryanne up against the car. My wife shuddered as the futa fingered Maryann's pussy in plain view of our neighbors. If anyone saw, they would know my wife had cuckolded me.

My dick and pussy both itched worse.

I fumbled for my keys in my purse as I watched my wife moan like a wanton whore for Raven. I shoved the key into the lock and twisted. I pushed open the door for the pair of them, my breasts heaving with my excitement.

“Time to get fucked by a real futa, girl,” laughed Raven as she led my wife past me. Raven's insolent grin sent another wave of shame down to my hard cock.

I trailed after them, staring at my wife's dripping pussy as she climbed the stairs. Her stilettos fell away from her feet before they reached our bedroom. The door threw open. My wife had set up a chair in the corner and a video camera.

“To immortalize your birthday gift,” she winked at me, pressing a button that turned on a red light. Then Raven threw my wife down on the bed.

“You have made me so hard,” Raven said as I sat in the chair.

I hiked up my skirt, pushed down my panties enough for my dick to plop out, and stroked my shaft. I shuddered, my hand sliding slowly up and down as I savored this moment. My other hand shoved into my panties to finger my wet pussy.

“You ever sucked a Black cock before, slut?” my wife's futa-bull asked as she hiked up her silvery skirt. Her dick filled her tiny, silver panties, the ebony tip thrusting out the top of the waistband.

“I don't like sucking cock,” Maryanne said, staring entranced at Raven's dick.

“You'll love sucking this one, slut.”

Every time Raven called my wife slut, my pussy clenched on my probing fingers. As my wife eagerly reached for Raven's panties, pulling them down to get at the futa's cock, it was clear that Raven had turned my sweet wife into a slut.

A cock-hungry slut for the futa-bull's dick.

“So big,” moaned Maryanne, her eyes flashing momentarily to my hand stroking my cock. Then she seized the futa's dick. It was far longer and far thicker than mine. Both her hands wrapped around it and stroked up and down the shaft as she brought it to her lips.

“That's it, slut, suck my big, Black cock while your pathetic futa-wife jerks her tiny pud.”

Maryanne made a throaty moan as she sucked on the tip of the cock. She opened her mouth wide and barely fit it between her lips. She had rarely ever sucked my cock, and only when I coaxed her. Now she devoured the cock while her hands stroked the shaft.

“That's it, slut,” groaned Raven. “Put on a show. Show your futa-wife that you're my whore now. After you've had my big, Black dick stretching your White cunt, you ain't ever gonna want her little pud.”

My stomach twisted. I stroked my cock faster.

My wife made such obscene sounds as she sucked Raven's cock. Her saliva dripped down her chin as she moaned and gasped. She loved Raven's big, Black dick. She worshiped it like a whore, her hips shaking, her breasts jiggling in her disheveled dress.

Raven ran her ebony fingers through my wife's fiery hair, praising my wife's skills and insulting me all at the same time. My pussy clenched hard on my fingers. My hand stroked faster. My dick ached. I couldn't take much more.

“Look at her,” sneered Raven. “She's pounding that little, White pud like there's no tomorrow. She loves seeing her wife being my whore.”

“I do,” I groaned, my cheeks burning with humiliation.

“Jerk that cock, cuck,” laughed Raven, “while your wife sucks my big, Black dick. Do you think she'll swallow my cum? I bet she will. Does she ever swallow yours, pussy?”

“No,” I moaned, my dick aching.

Raven laughed as my wife sucked harder. “That's right, girl. You are hungry for my cum. You want to drink it down like the little, White whore you are. Damn, she sucks hard for a girl that doesn't have much experience. I guess she was a whore at heart. Just needed the right cock to unleash her.”

Raven gripped my wife's red hair and moaned, her breasts heaving, as she came in my wife's mouth. My wife swallowed, her eyes squeezed shut as she drank another futa's cum. Never once had she swallowed mine.

My dick erupted. My pussy spasmed. My cum shot up into the air to puddle on the carpet between where I sat and my marital bed. I groaned and twisted on the chair as my wife drank down every drop of the Black futa's cum like it was the tastiest drink in the world. When she finished, she even smacked her lips.

“You loved it, huh?”

“I did,” my wife answered Raven.

“I knew you were a slut, girl. A hot, slutty wife. You're too much woman for your wimpy futa-wife.”

“I am,” groaned Maryanne as she let her lover push her down to our marital bed. My wife's ivory breasts came free and Raven squeezed them with her dark hands. My wife moaned and shuddered. “Fuck me.”

“In a minute,” laughed Raven. “Let me get you hot and wild. You sucked a lot of cum out of my ovaries.”

“Delicious cum,” my wife moaned, licking her lips. Then she glanced at me holding my half-hard cock. “You enjoying your gift, honey? Was it everything you wanted? Because I know it's fulfilling all my fantasies. I've always wanted to fuck a Black futa. Do you love this?”

“Yes,” I groaned, my dick getting hard as Raven sucked my wife's nipples into her hungry mouth. I was so pathetic for liking this.

My wife smiled at me. “Mmm, she is devouring my nipples. She loves sucking on them.”

“You have a great pair of titties,” Raven grinned, her dark fingers digging into my wife's pale flesh as she squeezed Maryanne's breasts.

Raven leaned down, sucking on my wife's pink nipples again. My wife squirmed, her thighs rubbing together. Then they parted, showing her drenched, red pubic hair. The lips of her pussy spread open, revealing the pink depths that only I should ever enjoy.

I slowly stroked my cock again as it hardened in my hand while my fingers pumped in and out of my pussy, stirring new pleasure through me.

Raven sucked and nibbled on my wife's breasts, leaving angry, brown-blue marks behind, hickeys that proved my wife was another futa's whore. My wife shuddered, her hands squeezing Raven's large breasts.

“Lower, eat my pussy. I need it. Show my futa-wife how to devour a slut's cunt.”

Raven grinned at me as she worked lower down my wife's body. Her ebony breasts dragged across my wife's flat stomach. Raven settled between my wife's thighs, pushing Maryanne's legs wide apart. Raven ran her fingers through my wife's soaked snatch.

“She is dripping wet for me,” Raven grinned at me. “Have you ever made your wife this wet?”

I shook my head. My cock throbbed in my hand. I stroked a little faster. I couldn't believe I was hard again. This was so hot. I was being cuckold. My wife writhed on the lips of another futa. I hated how much I loved watching Maryanne's breasts rise and to hear her slutty moans.

“Yes, eat my pussy,” gasped my wife. “Oh, make me cum so hard. I need it. I've been dreaming of this. Lily so rarely makes me cum. I have to fake it all the time.”

I swallowed, squirming in my chair. I was so pathetic.

“She is a wimp,” laughed Raven, her lips stained with my wife's juices. “But don't worry. I'll make you explode, slut.”

“Yes.”

My wife grabbed Raven's frizzy hair, and Maryanne held her futa lover to her pussy. She writhed and bucked, grinding against the dark face. Her breasts jiggled as her face twisted with passion. My dick stroked faster and faster as her moans echoed through our bedroom.

I bet the neighbors could hear her begging another futa to devour her pussy.

“So good, Raven,” Maryanne gasped. “Oh, yes. I'm your slut. Oh, damn. Eat my pussy. Get me wet and ready for that big, thick cock. I need it in me. I want to be stretched out by a real dick.”

Her every word only made the shame grow inside of me. My shoulders hunched as I watched. I slouched in the chair. I was so pathetic. A pussy. I let my woman be taken by another futa. Raven was a futa-bull. I would lose my wife. I was such an idiot.

I should stop this. I had to stop this. I couldn't let her fuck Raven's cock.

But I was so pathetic, I stroked my dick faster. My pussy clenched on my fingers. The pleasure mixed with the shame in my stomach. My toes curled as I watched the passion ripple across my wife's face. Passion I had never seen her experience.

She bucked and gasped into Raven's mouth. Maryanne's hips squirmed. Raven noisily ate out my wife's pussy. The futa's hands squeezed my wife's ass, pulling my wife's cunt tight against the futa's lips. She shoved her tongue deep into my wife's pussy.

“Are you watching, Lily?” screamed my wife, her eyes squeezed shut. “Are you watching how a real futa pleases a woman? Oh, yes. Are you watching me be Raven's slut?”

“I am,” I groaned.

“Is this what you wanted? Did you want to watch me be another futa's whore?”

“I did.”

My shameful admission triggered my wife's orgasm. She bucked and moaned, screaming Raven's name. My shoulders hunched. Maryanne had never called my name once during the bedroom, but she sang her praises for Raven's hungry mouth.

“That's it! Oh, damn! I'm cumming so hard! Oh, yes! Keep licking me! Oh, goddess, I'm cumming again. Yes, yes, yes.”

The bed creaked as she thrashed. I stopped jerking my cock, transfixed by the pleasure I had failed to ever give my wife. I was a failure as a futa-wife. I had never satisfied her as much as Raven did with merely her mouth.

And now it was time for my wife to really be fucked. Raven rose, her thick cock thrusting hard before her, juices dripping off her face. My wife must have cum so hard she squirted, drenching the Black futa. The juices ran down to Raven's heaving breasts.

My wife looked at me. “I'm going to fuck Raven so hard. I don't care if you want this to stop. It's too late for that.”

I opened my mouth, but she continued, “I don't need your permission, Lily. I'm getting fucked.”

“Yes, you are,” Raven grinned as she knelt between my wife's spread legs, her large tits and her thick cock dangling beneath her.

My wife pulled Raven down. Their lips met in a kiss. My wife tasted her pussy juices, moaning like a slut as she writhed beneath the Black futa. Her hands were on Raven's cock. My wife guided the futa to her married pussy.

My stomach clenched. I couldn't move. I couldn't breathe. The tip of the futa's dick pressed at my wife's pussy. My heart thudded faster. This had to stop. I couldn't let her go through with this. I opened my mouth to object.

Instead, “Fuck my wife,” escaped my lips.

“What a pussy,” Raven grinned. She stared at me as she thrust into my wife's pussy.

“Yes,” gasped my wife. “Goddess, yes. She's so big. Oh, fuck, Lily, she's stretching my pussy out.”

I swallowed, unable to look away as Raven drove into my wife's pussy. My wife's cunt stretched obscenely around Raven's cock. The futa's pussy clenched between her thighs as she buried her cock all the way into my wife.

“So big. I can't believe I took it. You're stretching me out. Lily's cock will never feel nice in there again.”

“I ruined you,” laughed Raven, still looking at me. “Your wife will always want my dick. I'm her futa-bull now. She's my slut now.”

“Your slut,” agreed my wife.

They kissed again, their tongues dueling as my wife writhed and undulated beneath Raven's body. Their tits pressed and rubbed together while my wife's ivory thighs wrapped about Raven's dark waist. My wife bucked into the thrusts as our bed rocked.

Then her hand reached out towards me. She never broke the kiss. She never stopped fucking Raven, but her fingers beckoned to me. I swallowed and stood up. My dick ached before me. My wife writhed beneath another futa.

I needed to cum so badly.

I moved to the bed, hesitant, afraid. Raven fucked my wife so hard. The bed's headboard banged against the wall. I didn't know our bed could move that much. Raven broke the kiss, groaning and gasping as she fucked my wife's pussy.

They stared into each other's eyes as I stretched out on my side beside them. “That's it. Fuck my cunt,” moaned my wife. “Oh, yes. You're stretching me out. I'm going to cum so hard.”

Maryanne's hand grasped my dick, stroking it almost as an afterthought as she humped and writhed beneath her Black futa-bull. They kissed again, tongues dueling as their bodies heaved together.

“Oh, goddess,” gasped my wife. She shuddered, her hand tightening on my dick. She stroked me faster. “You're so good. Your cock is a gift, Raven. A fucking gift. Oh, yes. I didn't know. I had no idea a cock this wonderful existed. I've been stuck with this little dick for years.”

I shuddered in shame.

“You're gonna get my cock all the time,” groaned Raven.

“But...” I said. “This was just for my birthday.”

My wife didn't answer me. “Just keep fucking me. Yes, yes. I'm going to cum again. I'm going to cum so hard on your dick.”

Raven's strokes grew harder. I didn't know it was possible to fuck that hard. Their flesh slapped together. An obscene, wet sound echoed, mixing with their gasps and groans. The spicy musk of my wife's pussy mixed with the salt of sweat as their bodies heaved together.

My dick ached. I fingered my pussy as my wife stroked my dick. Her hand was tight as she stroked up my small shaft. The tip of my cock ached and my cunt clenched. I moaned, getting closer to cumming as I stared at their entwined bodies.

“Raven, yes!” screamed my wife, her hand flying on my cock. “I'm cumming. Goddess, yes, what a cock.”

Maryanne's neck arched. Her eyes squeezed shut. Raven sucked at my wife's pale throat as Maryanne writhed beneath the futa. My wife came on another futa's thick cock. She came so loud. My dick suddenly erupted. My cum splattered across her hand and wrist.

The pleasure and shame consumed me. I was a cuckold. I was a pathetic futa-wife. I shouldn't get off on it. But it was the best orgasm of my life. My pussy spasmed about my fingers as my ovaries pumped squirt after squirt of my cum out the tip of my dick. It stained the sheets and painted up her arm.

“Maryanne,” I groaned as I shuddered in bliss.

Maryanne let go of my cock. She wiped my cum off on the sheets, then wrapped her arm around Raven. “Keep fucking me. I want to feel that hot cum squirt in me. I need it. Give it to me. It's your turn to scream my name.”

Raven grinned at me. “Your wife is mine, pussy.”

“I'm yours,” my wife agreed, her thighs tight about Raven's hips. Maryanne bucked beneath Raven and came again. How many times had Maryanne orgasmed tonight? Four? Five?

I could never please my wife the way another futa had.

I watched them, my mouth dry as their bodies slammed together. They kissed and moaned. Raven left more hickeys on her pale neck, claiming my wife. Maryanne's body heaved beneath the futa's. Maryanne clawed Raven's back.

“Cum in me,” she begged.

“Slut,” Raven groaned. “I'm going to dump so much cum in you.”

“Yes,” shuddered my wife. “Do it. I need it. I need your cum flooding my pussy.”

Raven's strokes grew more frantic. Her face twisted. Her back arched, lifting her heavy breasts from my wife's. Raven buried her cock into my wife's pussy. Raven's mouth opened in the unmistakable look of a futa creaming a slut's pussy.

“Maryanne,” Raven groaned. “What a slut.”

“So hot! So much! Lily, she's flooding my pussy. It's so good. Are you watching me be Raven's slut, honey?”

“Yes,” I groaned.

“Good!” she screamed and came again.

They collapsed into a sweaty embrace, kissing like lovers. I squirmed. I felt so excluded. I tried to reach out and touch my wife, but I held back. I didn't know what to do. What would happen next? Was this really what I wanted? Did I want my wife claimed by a futa-bull?

It had been hot, but was Maryanne still my wife?

Or was she Raven's slut?

Raven rolled off my wife. They stared at each other for a moment, then my wife stood up and grabbed my hand. I didn't fight as she pulled me off the bed and led me to the door. I swallowed, my body trembling.

Maryanne opened the door and pushed me through. She put her arms around my neck, pressing her naked body against mine. Another futa's cum ran out of her pussy as she stared into my eyes. “Happy birthday. I love you, Lily.”

Then she kissed me.

It was a wonderful kiss. My heart beat. I closed my eyes, getting lost in it. I could smell Raven's perfume on my wife, and the musk of their fucking filled my nose. My dick throbbed against her naked stomach, growing hard again.

Then my wife broke the kiss. “Goodnight, dear.”

“Goodnight?” I frowned as she closed our bedroom door. I caught it before it shut.

“We need our privacy. Why don't you go sleep on the couch?” I didn't resist as Maryanne closed the door in my face.

A moment later, the bed creaked and my wife squealed in delight.

Swallowing, my stomach roiling in shame and my cock rock hard, I headed down stairs. I grabbed a blanket out of the linen closet and stretched out on our couch. Through the ceiling, the bed creaked and my wife moaned her pleasure.

I jerked my cock one more time as I was fully, and truly, cuckolded. I had no idea what tomorrow would bring. How would things change between my wife and me now that a futa-bull had claimed her? I didn't know.

But I had gotten my birthday wish.

I wasn't sure it was what I wanted, but my cock was hard and my wife's moans spurred me to stroke harder.

To be continued...
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“Brenda, honey,” I said, putting on the sweetest face possible. “I need you to run to Trader Jane's and get some things.”

“But... that's an hour drive,” she groaned. “I had things to do today.”

“Like?” I asked, using my mom voice I had developed the last few years. I arched an eyebrow.

“Um, well, hanging out with Felicity.”

“Felicity is working,” I reminded my futa-daughter. “She doesn't need you annoying her while she cleans my pool.”

“But...”

“No buts,” I said, handing her the grocery list. “Your futa-mother wants you to listen to me, right?”

“Yeah,” Brenda sighed. “Can't it wait?”

“Nope. Now go, missy.”

Brenda stood up, adjusting her speedo around her hardening cock. She grabbed her white shorts and stepped into them, pulling them up her legs, her round breasts jiggling.

She did have a nice pair.

No. Stop that. No thinking about your futa-step-daughter.

I sat down on the vinyl lounge chair and shook my bottle of tanning oil. I rubbed it on my body while Brenda watched. She walked backwards to the gate, dragging her feet the entire way.

“Hurry along,” I told her as I rubbed the coconut-scented oil into my thighs.

“Yeah,” Brenda groaned then gave Felicity an envious look.

Felicity, who was trying to pretend to clean the pool, stared at me with hungry eyes. Her cock tented her shorts. Her nipples were hard points in her bikini top. I smiled at her as I rubbed the oil into my inner thighs, my legs stretched open, the thin material molded to my pussy lips.

Felicity groaned.

This was so much fun.

She barely moved as I rubbed the tanning oil into my body, working it into my flat stomach, the slopes of my breasts, my sides, and shoulders, Then I rolled onto my back and untied the string keeping my top on. I looked at her and smiled, “Would you mind?”

“Mind?” Felicity asked. “I... uh...”

“Putting it on my back. It's so hard to reach. I don't want to burn.”

“No,” she moaned.

The futa moved to me. She knelt down and took the bottle. She poured oil on my back and then her slim fingers hesitantly rubbed it into my skin. I sighed as she worked, her fingers moving up and down, doing a thorough job.

My pussy clenched.

“I've been thinking of tanning completely topless,” I told Felicity. “What do you think?”

“I... uh...” All her confidence was gone. This was so much fun.

I rolled over, my bikini top slipping off, my bare tits fully exposed. Her eyes locked on the pale triangles of untanned flesh surrounding my nipples. “I think I need to tan fully nude.”

“Yes, Mrs. Jordan,” she nodded, hypnotized by my breasts.

“Would you mind,” I grinned, “since your hands are already covered in oil?”

“Goddess, yes,” moaned Felicity.

Her hands reached out and grasped my breasts. They squeezed my soft mounds, her fingers and palms running across my excited nipples. I moaned and squirmed as she pleasured them, squirming beneath her.

“Mmm, that's perfect,” I purred. “Make sure you do a thorough job.”

“Yes, Mrs. Jordan,” groaned the futa, her eyes wide.

She squeezed again, and then her fingers pinched my nipples. I shuddered as the excited electricity shot down to my pussy. I squirmed my hips, the lounge chair creaking beneath me. I moaned in delight as she played with my nipples.

“Don't forget to take off my bottoms and apply the sunscreen on my pubic mound,” I purred. “I would really hate to burn there.”
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