

Futanari Lipstick Surprise

Futa Makeup Transformation 1

by

Reed James


Copyright © 2017 by Reed James

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the expressed written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. Published in the United States of America, 2017

All characters depicted in this work of fiction are over the age of eighteen (18).

Cover Photo © juice_team | Depositphotos.com 

Logo © Anton Brand | Dreamstime.com 

Naughty Ladies Publications

www.NaughtyLadiesPublications.com 

If you liked what you read, you can sign up for Reed James's newsletter. Every subscriber gets two FREE erotica ebooks as well as updates on new releases, coupons, sells, and upcoming projects. Your contact information will not be shared with anyone!

Like Reed on Facebook and follow him on Twitter @NLPublications!

Check out Reed James's Catalog of steamy erotica on Amazon.

Reviews at the retailer are appreciated. Honest feedback is very important to Reed. 


Table of Contents

Futanari Lipstick Surprise 

Naughty Excerpt from “Futanari Lipstick Surprise” 

Other Futa Tales 

Futanari Lipstick Surprise 


Naughty Excerpt from “Futanari Lipstick Surprise”

“Are you okay?” Justin whispered as I lowered my hand beneath the table. 

“Hmm?” I asked, realizing I pushed my peas around with my fork.

“You're not eating.” 

“Sorry,” I said. “I'm just nervous and...” My hand reached my crotch. Felt my clit bulging my panties. 

Bulging my panties?

I squeezed my clit. It throbbed, feeling like a big cock. My eyes widened in panic. I stroked up and down the length of my engorged bud. She had grown so big, stretching out my panties, the tip trying to worm pass the waistband and... 

“Are you not feeling well, sweetie?” Susan asked, leaning forward to stare past her son at me. 

Giving me a good look down her cleavage, her breasts swaying, cupped in a bra. I caught just a hint of it in her cleavage. Her face shown with that sexy, motherly concern. My clit throbbed in my hand, growing larger.

The tip poked out of my waistband, rubbing on my skin. It felt so spongy. I slid my finger up my length, pressing on it through my jeans. It twitched and throbbed, drinking in the sensations as it wanted to escape my tight jeans, my strangling panties. 

My finger dipped into my waistband, wiggling down to brush the crown. It felt...like a dick. That same texture. And then I brushed a slit, slick juices leaking out... Precum. 

“Oh, no,” I groaned, bolting to my feet. “Bathroom?”

“That way,” Justin pointed, looking at me with concern. “Second door on the left.”

I bolted in a panic. I couldn't have a cock. That was impossible. I was a woman. I had a pussy. Right? My cunt clenched, still feeling so hot and molten. It made my dick twitch. What was going on. I raced out of the dining room and down a short hallway. I wrenched open the second door on the left, stepped into a bathroom. 

My eyes swept passed the decorative soaps, the little knickknacks, the washcloths stitched with mooing cows, and stared at my reflection in the mirror. An unmistakable outline of a cock tented the front of my jeans.

“No, no, no, no,” I groaned, fumbling with the snap of my jean, my blonde hair swaying about my panicked face.

The zipper rasped. I shoved my jeans down. The tip of my clit-dick stared up at me, peeking out of my sky-blue panties. Pink, a little wrinkled, precum bubbling out of the slit. I groaned, shoving down my panties, the dick flopping out before me. 

It was long. Bigger than Justin's. Bigger than my past boyfriends'. The folds of my pussy wrapped around the base, all glistening pink with my arousal. Cream dribbled down my thighs as my snatch itched to be touched.

“This can't be happening,” I groaned, grasping my impossible girl-dick. I fished my phone out of my pocket one-handed, my right glued to my cock.

It stroked up and down my shaft. Pleasure tingled through me with every stroke of my hand. My pussy clenched, shivers of delight shooting through my body. 

I swiped my code across the screen, unlocking my phone, and navigated with my left thumb. I opened a web browser, switched over to voice control, and gasped, “Chick who grows a dick!”

Google produced a definition at the top of the search screen for Futanari. I blinked, reading, “Futanari are women who grow penises in addition to their normal genitalia. This often happens through magical or scientific means. A popular genre in Japanese Hentai, a pornographic offshoot of their graphic novel and animation works. The word futanari itself means hermaphrodite, but has become the byword across the world for chicks who grow dicks.” 

“It's fiction,” I gasped, stroking my cock faster. “But I grew a real cock. I can't be one of these futanari.” 

I scrolled down, eyes widening at the cartoon images I found of futanari with huge cocks, stroking them hard, cum fountaining in the air. Some had balls, others didn't, but they all had their pretty pussies and looked so happy. 

“Yes, yes, suck my futa-dick, you naughty whore,” read one speech bubble in a cartoon.

“Futa-dick,” I panted, staring down at my own monster, precum lubing my pumping hand.

My pussy clenched. I groaned, shuddering, staring at these images turning me on so much. Something built and built in me. I whimpered, my hand stroking faster, wanting to release the pent-up pressure in me.

“I'm going to cum,” I groaned in realization, feeling the ache swell up to the tip of my new appendage. “This can't be happening.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Futanari Lipstick Surprise

Aurora Uberti, President of Fuller & Uberti Toiletries of America

“We have a big problem, Aurora!”

I looked up from my desk to see who burst into my office and blinked. Dr. Hilda Granger, my lead scientist in the product testing department, stood there, her clothing disheveled, her white lab coat half-hanging from her shoulders. Several buttons of her blouse looked missing, dark marks, like hickeys, adorning the pale slopes of her half-exposed breasts and... 

“Is that cum running down your thighs?” I gaped at the sight of the white cream trickling out from beneath the curvy scientist's skirt, running pearly down her dark nylons.  

“Yes!” She said. “That's the problem.” She rushed to my desk, leaning over it. “That's Jasmine's cum.” 

“Jasmine?” I frowned. “What is going on? I don't need to see proof that—” 

“Jasmine's one of our product testers,” the scientist hissed. “Aurora, she's a female product tester.” 

“Then how's that her cum on your thigh?” 

“We were testing out any potential hazards from crossing products. She used these three”—the scientist slapped a printout on my desk—“and in a half hour, her clitoris grew into a fully functional penis.” A shudder ran through Hilda's body, her lips curling in a radiant smile. “Fully functional.” 

My eyes flicked to her thighs dribbling with cum. She couldn't mean... I snatched up the paper. “Are you saying if a woman uses our Goddess's Signature Color Vibrant Ruby Lipstick, Goddess's Liquid Youthful Foundation, and Goddess's Revitalization Moisture Cream she'll grow a dick?” 

“That's exactly what I'm saying,” Hilda nodded. “The correct term might be futanari, a Japanese—” 

“If this is your idea of a joke?” I demanded. “We just launched this new lipstick color. It's been selling out everywhere. And this is our most popular liquid foundation and moisturizer.” 

“We have to issue a recall right now?” 

“Right.” I stood up. “This isn't funny, Dr. Granter. I have half-a-mind to fire you on—”

My office door crashed open for the second time. A naked, dusky-skinned woman burst in, her lips painted with that unmistakable shade of vibrant ruby. She had honey-brown hair framing her hungry face, her body curvy, one hand grasping a breast, the other... 

My jaw dropped.

The other grasped a huge cock thrusting from a shaved pussy. The woman had a dick. A huge dick.  

“Oh, my,” I said.

“There you are, Doctor!” Jasmine moaned, her voice so throaty. She charged forward. “Don't move an inch.” 

“Yes!” the scientist moaned, leaning over farther. Her hands actually hiked up her skirt.

I stood there stunned as the woman with a dick, the futanari as the scientist called her, rammed her girl-cock deep into Hilda's pussy. My own clenched in a certain amount of envy at the wanton pleasure pouring from Hilda's mouth. 

“We have to...have a recall...” moaned Hilda, her eyes rolling back into her head. “Oh, yes, Jasmine, fuck me!”

I sank down into my chair, my hand sliding up my thighs to masturbate as I watched the impossible. I couldn't believe using three of our products could cause this to happen. My fingers reached the wet gusset of my panties, stroking my hot pussy. 

Then I thrust it aside and buried my digits into my sopping cunt. This was an utter disaster. It would ruin the company. I whimpered, pumping my fingers in and out of my cunt as I watched Jasmine's tits heave as she fucked the scientist. 

*   *   *

Heather Turner

“You almost ready, hun?” my boyfriend asked through the bathroom door.

“Almost ready,” I said. “I want to be perfect to meet your family.” 

“They'll like you,” he said. “Trust me. You're better than the last girl I brought home.” 

“Anyone's better than that drunk you used to date,” I told him, uncapping my brand-new lipstick. I stared into the mirror, the rest of my makeup done. I drew on the vibrant ruby, my lips popping as I applied the hue. 

“So, you're going to be just fine. They'll love you as much as I do.” 

My heart gave a little flutter. Justin was such a great guy, even if he had made some lousy choices in dating women in the past. We'd known each other in college, orbiting in the same circle of friends. He always had some skank he was dating, party girls that would end up getting too drunk and sucking off a quarterback or fucking a frat boy behind his back. He was just to onto superficial things a few years ago. 

And those girls all put out with such ease.

I thought I'd never see Justin again. I got a job in Manhattan for a publishing company, reading over manuscripts. I had no idea his adopted family actually lived in New York. I just assumed like most of us at NYU that he was from out of state. 

And then we bumped into each other at a bistro and started talking about college. It was two years after graduating, and we were both feeling nostalgic for the ease that was college. That turned into an offer for coffee, which turned into dinner. 

Which turned into amazing sex. All those skanks Justine had dated taught him how to eat pussy. 

“I don't want to be late. Traffic's going to be a mess. And the Uber's almost here.” 

“Just finishing up,” I told him.

I grabbed a piece of toilet paper, pressing my lips against it to blot off the excess. Damn, I loved this new color from the Goddess Venus line. They put out the best line of makeup. I capped the lipstick, dropped it in my purse in case I needed to touch up at his parents house. After dating for three months, we were having the “meet the family dinner.” 

I was nervous and excited all at the same time. I'd never done this. Well, not since high school, and did that even count? No.

I put away my makeup, my liquid foundation falling off the edge of the counter in my haste. I groaned, leaning down to snag it. The tight pair of jeans I wore hugged my rear as I bent over. I snagged up my foundation and put it away with everything else.

“Heather,” Justin called. “You're beautiful even if you're not wearing makeup.” 

I smiled at that. He always knew the right things to say. 

“Coming,” I told him, rising and double-checking myself in the mirror. My blonde hair fell in fun curves about my face, my blue eyes looking so bright with my eye shadow. I had just a touch of rogue on my cheeks, my lashes long and thick, my eyebrows plucked into narrow, sexy lines.  

And my lips...

“Damn,” Justin said when I stepped out, his eyes widening. “Heather, damn, you are smoking.”

I grinned, posing in my tight jeans. I felt my belly piercing sway beneath my blouse, my dolphin charm rubbing on my stomach. “So, think this was worth being a few minutes late?” 

“Definitely,” he said, moving to me, his dark-brown hair slicked back with gel. I smelled something exciting about him, not just his usual aftershave, but something more tantalizing, a scent almost like steel and leather. He wore cologne.

I liked it.

I shuddered as he kissed me, knowing the lipstick wouldn't smear (one of the reason I loved the Goddess Venus line of Signature lipsticks). I breathed in his smell, my hands rubbing his cheeks, so smooth after shaving, his lips so strong. I felt something rise in his blue jeans. 

A hot shiver ran through me. He was getting lucky tonight if he kept this up.

Then his phone beeped. He broke the kiss, glancing at it. “The Uber's here. Let's go.” 

I nodded, not wanting to let our ride-share wait too long. I followed him out of our uptown apartment. It was rent-controlled, a sublet from his aunt. The only reason we could even afford to live here.  

“Any topics I should avoid?” I asked in the elevator ride down. “Beside politics?”

“Definitely not politics,” he said. “Dad's a hard-core republican and Mom's a democrat. We never talk politics.” 

I nodded, pulling out my moisturizer. I loved the vanilla scent the Goddess's Revitalizing Moisture Cream had. I smeared it on my hands as the elevator descended, then worked it up my arms. I loved how soft my skin felt. 

Justin had a bit of a smirk on his handsome face.

“Want some?” I asked him.

“I'm good.”

“Afraid a little lotion will turn you into a metrosexual?” I purred, my hands, still oily, rubbing his face. “Make you into someone effeminate. Mmm, I bet you'd look cute like that.”

“No,” he said. “But you wouldn't want my manly hands to get soft.” He grabbed my ass through my jeans, pulling him to him. “Huh?”

I giggled as he kissed me again. Just in time for the elevator to reach the lobby and open. A woman let out a gasp of shock. My cheeks burning, I broke the kiss with my boyfriend. I gave the older matron a nod as we walked out. 

She winked at me.

A strange itch formed between my thighs on the drive to his parents house. We sat in the back of a rather nice Honda Acura, the Sikh driver playing that catchy Bollywood music. I didn't understand the words, but I bobbed my head to it.

And tried to ignore that itch.

I squirmed on the entire ride. The itch seemed to concentrate in my clit. It wasn't quite like being horny. But it was close. I frowned, hoping I wouldn't have to go and see my gynecologist. I tried to put it out of my mind. I wanted to enjoy the dinner.

His parents had a brownstone in Queens on a lovely street lined with broad-leafed trees that were clearly planted a hundred years ago. A group of children were playing kick the can, laughing and running around, some gripping their cellphones in hand, pausing to snap selfies or take pics of their friends racing for the goal. 

“You ready?” Justin asked as we stood on the curb, the Uber driver pulling away, disrupting the kid's game. 

“Oh, yes,” I nodded, my excitement tamping down my itching clit.

“Okay, let's do this.” 

I swear my boyfriend was more scared than I was. That made me smile. He wanted his adopted family to love me. His parents were great enough to adopt him and his sister, to take them in, and he didn't want to let them down. I had a feeling in another six months, he'd be on his knees with a diamond ring. And I probably would say yes.

If he asked right now, I probably would say yes. 

We climbed the stairs up to the dark-brown door. Lights blazed inside, distorted by the frosted windows that framed the door. He grabbed an old-fashioned knocker, pounding hard on it. Then footsteps hastened towards us.

The door opened and a motherly woman appeared. She was in her late forties but took very good care of herself, her hair dyed an obvious shade of artificial red, falling in lovely waves down around to her shoulders. Such a smile spread across her lips. 

“You must be Heather!” she said moments before capturing me and pulling me into a tight embrace.

I felt her large breasts against mine, separated by our clothing, and the hot itch in my clit intensified. I shivered, a sudden wave of heat rising out of my pussy. What felt like almost horniness transformed into full-blown lust as I breathed in the perfume wafting around Justin's adopted mother. 

I hugged her tight. My hands wanted to slid down, to feel her curving rump. She was such an attractive older woman. So well put together and... 

I blinked, breaking the embrace. So confused. Why had his mother turned me on? I didn't like women? I was into men. My cheeks burning, I said, “Hi, Mrs. Johnson, it's so nice to meet you.” 

“Call me Susan, dear,” she said, leading me into the house. “Henry, come and meet Justin's gorgeous girlfriend.” 

From the living room, I heard, “Fuller & Uberti's massive recall is making waves through the beauty industry. They're popular new lipstick, Vibrant Ruby, part of their Goddess Venus Signature Line, is one of the three products on recall. And that's causing quite a stir among the company's many loyal—” 

The woman talking cut off as the TV turned off. I blinked at a news report about my new lipstick. I licked my lips, wondering if there was a problem with it? 

A recliner groaned and then a fit, older man walked into sight. He stood as tall as his son, his hair black, face rugged with age, giving him a respectable appearance instead of Justin's boyish looks. “Sorry, the news was on.” 

“You mean Rhonda Rubin was on,” smiled Susan at her husband. “Only thing he'll watch on MSNBC is her show. Otherwise it's Fox News.” 

“She gives great reporting,” he said, his face going a little pink.

“He even follows her on twitter,” Susan said with good humor.

I knew Rhonda Rubin, a young and feisty reporter who just got a show on MSNBC a few months ago. My theory, the low-cut blouses she employed combined with tits far, far larger than mine caused her success.

My clit itched more. Maybe I should watch her. She did have a nice pair of cleavage. Her tits had to be as big as Susan's and... 

I jerked my gaze up from Susan's blouse. 

“Pot roast's done,” a younger girl, eighteen or nineteen, said, her head popping out from the kitchen. Her black hair fell long and sleek about her youthful face. “Hi. You're Heather?” 

“And you must be Dee,” I said, trying not to salivate. Justin had a cute, adopted sister and...

What was wrong with me? I clenched my sweaty hands, my clit throbbing and itching. Did it have something to do with the recall? Was there a problem with my new lipstick? Did it somehow turn women gay? 

“You dress better than Justin's other girlfriends,” Dee said before disappearing into the kitchen. 

“Yes, you are,” Susan smiled, cupping my cheeks. I savored her touch, my clit throbbing harder. “She's the one, Justin. Don't let her get away.” 

Justin put his arm around my shoulder, beaming with such pride. 

His parents ushered us into the dining room. I offered to help but, “You're our guest, sweetie,” Susan said, giving me such a motherly grin that I perversely found exciting. “So just sit down and let us serve you.” 

“Not too much food,” laughed Henry, reaching out to shake my hand. Justin's adopted father smelled so similar to my boyfriend, the same brand of cologne and after-shave. And with his hair slicked back, I wondered if they used the same hair-care product. “She's got just the right amount of meat on her bones, son.”

“Dad,” groaned Justin. “Don't say that.”

“What?” he asked, giving his son a look. “She's not anorexic skinny like some of those girls you brought home. She's got just the right amount of curves.” 

“Oh, yes, she does,” Dee nodded, entering from the kitchen carrying the pot roast on a large platter. Her hazel eyes sparkled on me.

I sat up straighter, feeling my small breasts pressing against my blouse. I wish I wore a more daring cut, letting Dee see some nice cleavage as she admired my body. She sat across from me, that smile on her lips so winsome and... 

I shook my head, grabbing a glass of water with my plate setting. I downed the cool liquid, wishing this strange heat, this strange attraction for my boyfriend's adopted mother and sister, would vanish. Images of tall and sleek Dee naked, her breasts unfurled to my gaze, filled my thoughts. She pressed her nubile body up against her mother's curvaceous body. 

My panties grew tighter, pressing against my clit.

“Thirsty?” laughed Henry, grabbing the knife and fork to cut off slices of the pot roast.

“I guess so,” I said as my boyfriend grabbed the container holding the pees and mushrooms, ladling himself a pile of vegetables.

“Well, would you like some wine then, sweetie?” Susan asked, appearing from the kitchen with a bottle of red in hand. “This is just a delicious Merlot that Henry and I adore.”

“Yes, that sounds perfect,” I groaned. Anything to distract me from my treacherous clit.

I ladled up pees and mushrooms, then the home-made mash potatoes with a delicious gravy, and last a thick slice of the pot roast. Justin's plate bulged with food, an eager grin on his face. Maybe I should learn how to cook homemade food. Clearly, he grew up on it. I could talk to Susan, learn all her secrets.

Alone in the kitchen.

She'd press up behind me, those big tits rubbing on my back, nipples so hard. Her arms would wrap about my waist, hands caressing my stomach. One would play with my belly piercing, making the dolphin slide around my skin. The other hand would climb higher and higher, cupping a perky tit, kneading it.

Don't be afraid to use your hands, sweetie, Susan purred in that sensual, motherly voice that made my clit throb larger, my panties so tight. You have to really dig into the food. The hand playing with my piercing moved down, discovering my shaved pudenda, caressing my plump flesh as she went lower and lower. Just jam in there in and mix it around. 

Her fingers would caress my fat clit before plunging into my hot pussy. She'd stir me around, pumping so hard. I squirmed on my seat, my poor clit trapped, strangled by my tight panties. It almost hurt, pulsing with my heartbeat, so engorged as I imagined my boyfriend's mother fingering my twat so hard. 

She'd stir me to a hot froth with those fingers. Just mix my cunt until it brimmed with passion. I could picture it so vividly. My cunt sucking on her digits, drinking in the stimulation. My juices leaked out, my tight panties soaking them out while my clit grew bigger and bigger and... 

Bigger?

“Are you okay?” Justin whispered as I lowered my hand beneath the table. 

“Hmm?” I asked, realizing I pushed my peas around with my fork.

“You're not eating.” 

“Sorry,” I said. “I'm just nervous and...” My hand reached my crotch. Felt my clit bulging my panties. 

Bulging my panties?

I squeezed my clit. It throbbed, feeling like a big cock. My eyes widened in panic. I stroked up and down the length of my engorged bud. She had grown so big, stretching out my panties, the tip trying to worm pass the waistband and... 

“Are you not feeling well, sweetie?” Susan asked, leaning forward to stare past her son at me. 

Giving me a good look down her cleavage, her breasts swaying, cupped in a bra. I caught just a hint of it in her cleavage. Her face shown with that sexy, motherly concern. My clit throbbed in my hand, growing larger.

The tip poked out of my waistband, rubbing on my skin. It felt so spongy. I slid my finger up my length, pressing on it through my jeans. It twitched and throbbed, drinking in the sensations as it wanted to escape my tight jeans, my strangling panties. 

My finger dipped into my waistband, wiggling down to brush the crown. It felt...like a dick. That same texture. And then I brushed a slit, slick juices leaking out... Precum. 

“Oh, no,” I groaned, bolting to my feet. “Bathroom?”

“That way,” Justin pointed, looking at me with concern. “Second door on the left.”

I bolted in a panic. I couldn't have a cock. That was impossible. I was a woman. I had a pussy. Right? My cunt clenched, still feeling so hot and molten. It made my dick twitch. What was going on. I raced out of the dining room and down a short hallway. I wrenched open the second door on the left, stepped into a bathroom. 

My eyes swept passed the decorative soaps, the little knickknacks, the washcloths stitched with mooing cows, and stared at my reflection in the mirror. An unmistakable outline of a cock tented the front of my jeans.

“No, no, no, no,” I groaned, fumbling with the snap of my jean, my blonde hair swaying about my panicked face.

The zipper rasped. I shoved my jeans down. The tip of my clit-dick stared up at me, peeking out of my sky-blue panties. Pink, a little wrinkled, precum bubbling out of the slit. I groaned, shoving down my panties, the dick flopping out before me. 

It was long. Bigger than Justin's. Bigger than my past boyfriends'. The folds of my pussy wrapped around the base, all glistening pink with my arousal. Cream dribbled down my thighs as my snatch itched to be touched.

“This can't be happening,” I groaned, grasping my impossible girl-dick. I fished my phone out of my pocket one-handed, my right glued to my cock.

It stroked up and down my shaft. Pleasure tingled through me with every stroke of my hand. My pussy clenched, shivers of delight shooting through my body. 

I swiped my code across the screen, unlocking my phone, and navigated with my left thumb. I opened a web browser, switched over to voice control, and gasped, “Chick who grows a dick!”

Google produced a definition at the top of the search screen for Futanari. I blinked, reading, “Futanari are women who grow penises in addition to their normal genitalia. This often happens through magical or scientific means. A popular genre in Japanese Hentai, a pornographic offshoot of their graphic novel and animation works. The word futanari itself means hermaphrodite, but has become the byword across the world for chicks who grow dicks.” 

“It's fiction,” I gasped, stroking my cock faster. “But I grew a real cock. I can't be one of these futanari.” 

I scrolled down, eyes widening at the cartoon images I found of futanari with huge cocks, stroking them hard, cum fountaining in the air. Some had balls, others didn't, but they all had their pretty pussies and looked so happy. 

“Yes, yes, suck my futa-dick, you naughty whore,” read one speech bubble in a cartoon.

“Futa-dick,” I panted, staring down at my own monster, precum lubing my pumping hand.

My pussy clenched. I groaned, shuddering, staring at these images turning me on so much. Something built and built in me. I whimpered, my hand stroking faster, wanting to release the pent-up pressure in me.

“I'm going to cum,” I groaned in realization, feeling the ache swell up to the tip of my new appendage. “This can't be happening.” 

I licked my lips, letting out little groans. Every stroke made me shiver and sway. More and more juices flooded out of my pussy and down my thighs. I groaned, stroking my cock, fapping as hard as I could to the pictures of sexy futanari. 

I found them sucking on each other's cocks, fucking each other, ramming their futa-dicks into the same pussy, stretching out the girl until she howled her head off. They fucked mouths and asses and pussies. 

And there was so much cum. 

I loved cum. I could drink Justin's cum happily. I liked to feel it splatter my skin. I shuddered, my hips wiggling, my jeans caught around my mid-thigh. The tip of my dick throbbed, swelling with the need to erupt. 

“Yes,” I hissed, staring at a pink-haired futanari with huge tits ramming her cock into the mouth of a purple-haired girl. “She's going to cum down your throat. Ooh, we're both going to cum so hard, you little futa-slut!” 

Just picturing Susan kneeling before me, her motherly eyes staring up at me as she worshiped my cock, fisting it with her hands while her tongue danced around the crown. I shuddered, my orgasm swelling.

I wanted to fuck my boyfriend's mother so badly. To hear her squeal on my dick. To feel her gasping, groaning, cumming so hard on my big girl-cock as I fucked her married cunt. Just ramming into that hot snatch. 

“I'm going to fuck you so hard,” I groaned, lost to my fantasy. I set my phone down, shoving up my blouse to grope my tits through my bra. My nipples tingled. “Once you swallow my cum, I'm going to bend you over the sink and plow that cunt!”

Susan sucked so hard, moaning about my futa-cock, so eager for it.

I came.

My futa-jizz spurted from my dick, splashing in pearly ropes across the mirror. I groaned, my body shuddering as a second and third blast erupted. Pleasure surged through me, intense, knifing through the familiar rapture rippling out of my convulsing cunt.

The immediate ecstasy reached my mind. My body shuddered, breasts jiggling in my bra. I squeezed my right tit hard, my hand squeezing out every drop of futa-cum from my new clit-dick. Juices flooded out of my pussy. 

“So good!” I groaned, a final blast erupted, splattering the mirror.

My orgasm peaked through me. I groaned, breathing heavily. I panted, still clutching my dick with one hand. I braced myself against the counter with my other, drawing in deep breaths. I blinked, my face so flushed and...

“Oh, no,” I gasped, seeing the ropy cum covering the mirror. I drenched it. So much jizz. Far more than Justin or any other guy I'd been with produced. There was so much dribbling down the silvery surface. More covered the porcelain sink, the pink, decorative soaps, and the wall. “That's not good!” 

“Is something wrong?” a young voice asked.

Before I could stop her, Dee burst into the bathroom, concern on her young face. My boyfriend's sister froze, her eyes going so wide as she stared at my big, throbbing futa-dick. It stayed hard despite my orgasm, my hand idly stroking it. 

Dee stepped into the bathroom, slamming the door shut behind her. Her hazel eyes widened. She licked her lips, her face growing more and more flushed. I didn't know what to do. What to say. How could I explain growing a futa-dick out of the blue? 

The ridiculous thought that the product recall on my lipstick might have caused this flitted through my mind. But that was impossible.

Like growing a girl-dick.

“You have a...” Dee trailed off. “How?” 

“I...I don't know. It just grew and... Dee!” 

The girl sprang at me, her silky, black hair trailed behind her as she fell to her knees, grabbing my dick. She turned me to face her by jerking my futa-cock to her face. Her pink lips opened wide, her jaw practically unhinging, and she inhaled my cock. 

“Oh, fuck!” I gasped at the warm, wet rapture engulfing the crown of my clit-dick.

And then she sucked. Her blushing cheeks hollowed. Her tongue danced around my tip. The suction reached down my shaft into my pussy. My cunt clenched. My dick throbbed. Pleasure rippled through my body. 

I swayed as my boyfriend's little sister sucked and slurped on my girl-dick. Her hands grasped the thick base, fisting it as she bobbed her mouth up and down it. She whimpered in awakened lust, her hazel eyes smoldering as they stared up at me. 

“Oh, god, what are you doing, Dee?” I panted. “We can't do this.” 

But even as I said it, I knew I couldn't stop her. This felt too good. And she didn't care that she sucked her brother's girlfriend's futa-cock. She just loved it. The naughty eighteen-year-old swirled her tongue about my tip as she sucked it, her head moving, shifting, twisting, rubbing the crown of my clit-dick on different parts of her mouth. 

It felt amazing. 

Pussy juices leaked down my thighs. I trembled, my hands grabbing her black hair. I slid my fingers through her silky tresses, groaning as she worshiped my dick. Every suck made my cunt tightened and sent tingles racing through my body. 

“Oh, that's good,” I whimpered to Dee. “It just feels so amazing.” 

She only moaned about my dick, too busy loving it to respond. I shuddered, my breasts rising and falling in my blouse. My top suddenly felt so tight. My fingers went to the buttons, working them as my boyfriend's adopted sister sucked and loved my dick. 

Her tongue danced across the tip of my girl-cock, shooting pleasure down to my pussy. Juices dribbled down my thighs. I shivered, loving the feeling. I finished unbuttoning my blouse, sliding it off my shoulders and baring my breasts. 

Dee sucked so hard, whimpering.

“Oh, do you want to see my tits?” I asked, staring into her hazel eyes.

She moaned again, her head nodding up and down as she kept loving my clit-dick.

“You naughty slut,” I grinned. “Just sucking my dick. I'm dating your brother, but you don't care.” 

She shook her head.

I laughed, reaching behind me. I unhooked my bra, shrugging the straps off my shoulders. My small breasts came into sight, quivering with the trembles racing through my body. Dee let out a purring sigh around my cock, her eyes so hungry as they stared at my tits. 

I cupped them, squeezing them as she loved my futa-dick. She purred in delight, bobbing her head, cheeks hollowing as she worshiped my impossible cock. Her hands slid up my inner thigh, brushing the folds of my pussy.

She shoved two into me.

“Oooh, you're a saucy slut!” I groaned, my pussy clenching down on her invading digits. “Mmm, finger my twat and suck my cock. Ooh, my boyfriend has such a slut for a little sister!”

The minx shuddered, her tongue fluttering around my crown. My pussy drank in the delight of her probing fingers. The dual delights merged together in my nethers. I groaned, squeezing my tits so hard as I quivered, on the verge of exploding. 

“I'm going to dump so much girl-cum into your mouth,” I hissed. “You're going to drink it all, aren't you?” 

My boyfriend's slutty sister moaned about my dick, so eager for it. Her fingers curled in my pussy, sliding along my silky flesh. Stimulation rippled out of me. My toes curled in my shoes. I let out a whimpering moan. 

Came.

“Is everything all right in there?” Susan asked, her voice so motherly as I fired my first blast of futa-cum into her daughter's mouth. 

“Yes!” I gasped as the pleasure pulsed through me.

My cock spurted, shooting bliss through me every time as I pumped Dee's mouth with my cum. She gulped it down with such greedy hunger, her fingers massaging my pussy walls, sending more delight coursing through me. 

I groaned, my cunt convulsing about her fingers. Juices flooding out of my twat while futa-cum kept firing from my girl-dick. I trembled, whimpering as the naughty, barely legal slut sucked so hard on my dick. 

“You sound like you're in trouble,” the motherly Susan said, opening the door. 

“No, wait!” I gasped, jumping in alarm, pulling my dick out of Dee's mouth. 

Just in time to fire a load of cum past her head and splatter her adopted mother in the stomach with my jizz. The older woman's eyes widened as she stared at my huge cock thrusting from the folds of my pussy. My cum dick kept erupting, my pearly spunk soaking through her blouse to her skin beneath. 

“Oh, my, that is quite the predicament you have there,” Susan said, completely unfazed by the sight of my clit-dick, the cum splattering her belly, or the fact her adopted daughter's fingers were buried in the pussy of her son's girlfriend. “Well, let's see what we can do about it.” 

“Yes,” I groaned as this busty MILF stepped into the bathroom and closed the door behind her.

“I gave her a blowjob, Mom,” Dee moaned. “And fingered her pussy.” 

“Yes, I can see that,” Susan nodded. The MILF swiped her finger through the cum soaking into her blouse, bringing the pearly glob to her lips. She sucked on it. “Ooh, my, that taste better than your father's, Dee.” 

“Or my boyfriend,” the girl moaned. “Ooh, Mom, isn't this so hot? She's got a cock. Does my brother know?” 

“It just happened,” I panted. “It grew. I think there's something wrong with my makeup. There's a recall and then this happened.” 

“Interesting,” the mother said. She reached out, grabbing my dick. “And such girth.”

I want it in me so badly,” groaned Dee.

“Well, what are you waiting on, honey,” cooed the mother. “Hop up on the counter. There's plenty of led in this big pencil.” 

It was all so surreal, but it was like just the sight of me having this big, huge cock had unleashed passions in the mother and her adopted daughter. Like they just couldn't resist giving in to their lusts. And neither could I. I loved Justin, I did, but I wanted to fuck his mother and sister so badly.

Dee hopped up onto the counter, already hiking up her dress. She had a pink pair of frilly underwear underneath, the crotch soaked with her juices. To my utter delight, her mother shoved her hands down there and pulled off Dee's underwear. 

“Boy, you are excited, Honey,” Susan said, holding up her daughter's panties. “Look at that stain.” 

I groaned as the mother pressed her adopted daughter's panties into her face, inhaling deeply. My dick throbbed as I moved between Dee's thighs, staring at her mother rubbing those pink panties into her face, licking the crotch, utterly lost to the forbidden delight of tasting her daughter's pussy cream.

Then Dee grabbed my cock, guiding me to her hot, barely legal pussy. I groaned, feeling the lips of her pussy rubbing on the tip of my dick. I groaned at that heat, trembling in dizzy delight. Then I thrust into the furnace of her cunt. 

“Yes, yes, fuck my baby girl,” moaned the mother, her voice muffled by the panties pressed tight against her mouth. “She needs it so bad. She's so wet.” 

“So wet!” groaned Dee, her thighs locking around my hips, her pussy clenching down hard on my new girl-dick. 

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, my eyes rolling back into my head as I savored my first taste of fucking a woman's pussy.  

So hot and silky and wet and amazing. I groaned, drawing back through her silky delight then slamming into her. I shivered, my eyes rolling back into my head, my tits jiggling before me. Dee grabbed them, squeezing my little mounds as I pounded her barely legal pussy.

I fucked my boyfriend's little sister hard with my huge futa-dick. I rammed it into her silky depths. She whimpered and moaned, her head leaning forward. She engulfed my pink nipple. I whimpered, pleasure shooting down to my own cunt, juices dribbling down my thighs. 

“Ooh, fuck my baby girl, sweetie,” groaned Susan. “Yes, yes, just plow into her. Oh, yes, you just love that hot pussy wrapped about your girl-dick, don't you?” 

“So much!” I moaned, my hips plunging forward faster, harder. “And how does your daughter taste?” 

“So good. I had no idea pussy could taste so good, let alone my daughter's.” 

I shivered, driving my cock hard into Dee's snatch, her mouth hungrily sucking at my nipple. Her flesh grew hotter and hotter about my shaft as I pounded her. Every thrust sent pleasure shooting to the core of my cunt. 

To my ovaries filling with more futa-cum. 

I trembled, such naughty ideas shooting through me. Such perverted thoughts. I wanted to revel in them. To indulge in such a forbidden delight. I wanted to watch mother and her adopted daughter enjoy each other, too.

“I bet you want to taste my cum, too?” I groaned.

“Ooh, yes, what you fired on me tasted so good, sweetie,” panted the mother.

“And imagine my salty girl-cum mixed with your daughter's hot pussy,” I groaned. 

“That sounds so wonderfully naughty!” the mother answered. “Oh, wow, I think I want that.” 

Dee moaned about my nipple. She sucked on it so hard, trying to engulf my entire tit.

“Your daughter wants it, too,” I panted, pumping away at her hot pussy. “Her cunt's sucking at my dick. She wants me to fire my cum into hot snatch so you can lick it out of her. She wants her mother to eat her pussy.” 

“And I want to devour it, honey,” Susan said. “This is so wild, Heather. You've made me feel so wanton. Ooh, it's invigorating.” 

She smacked my ass.

“Cum in my daughter!”

“Yes!” I gasped, ramming forward, burying my cock to the hilt in her daughter's cunt. 

And came.

The pleasure exploded out of my ovaries. The cum shot out of me. It spurted hot into Dee's sucking pussy. I whimpered, trembling, holding her to my tit as the delight rippled through my body. Little stars danced before my eyes as I swayed. 

Every spurt of cum fired pleasure through my body. I swayed, my eyes fluttering. Dee sucked so hard on my nipple, whimpering, her pussy spasming about my dick. She milked my cock as she came, drawing out every drop. 

Making sure she had a juicy creampie for her adopted mother.

“Damn,” I moaned, yanking my still-hard girl-dick out of the daughter. “Eat her, Susan.”

“Gladly, sweetie,” the motherly woman beamed. 

Then she bent over and buried her face into her daughter's snatch. My dick throbbed, watching the hot MILF lick and lick through her daughter's snatch. I shivered, stroking my cock as I moved behind her. I had to enjoy the mother now. 

I hiked up her skirt as she feasted on Dee's pussy. The girl whimpered and moaned, her face twisting in taboo passion. She humped against her mother's hungry mouth. The MILF lapped up my cum out of her daughter's snatch.

“She's going to fuck you so hard, Mom,” Dee moaned as I yanked down the MILF's panties, exposing a plump ass. 

I shivered at a wicked idea. I parted the MILF's butt-cheeks, exposing her sphincter. I brought my futa-cock, lubed by her daughter's cunt cream, to her asshole. The MILF moaned, feeling my cock on her sphincter as she lapped at her daughter's cunt. 

“Fuck my mom's asshole!” Dee moaned. “Do it, Heather! You are so awesome! The best girlfriend Justin's ever had!” 

“I am!” I grinned at my boyfriend's little sister. Then I buggered his adopted mother.

I shuddered as hot, tight bowels engulfed my cock. My eyes rolled back into my head as I savored the heat engulfing my dick. I whimpered, velvety bowels engulfing my cock. I swayed, the heady rush surging through me as I slid deeper and deeper into hot bowels.

I groaned, bottoming out in MILF's asshole. She whimpered into her daughter's cunt, her hips wiggling as she savored my huge girth buried to the hilt in her bowels. I drew back, delighting in the rougher friction of fucking a woman's asshole, so much hotter than a pussy but lacking that silky glide. 

I loved my new clit-dick. 

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my mom's ass,” Dee moaned. “Ooh, this is so hot, Heather. She's got her tongue so deep in my pussy. My mom's searching for all your cum.” 

“It's so good,” the mom moaned between licks of her daughter's snatch. 

“Good,” I groaned, pumping my hips, working my futa-dick in and out of her bowels. “Lick it all up, slut. Devour your daughter!” 

“Yes,” the MILF moaned.

I shuddered, my tits jiggling gas I sodomized my boyfriend's mother. My dick ached and throbbed in her bowels. My eyes rolled back into my head. I pumped in and out of her so hard, driving my futa-cock to the hilt in the MILF's tight bowels. 

The friction swelled the pleasure in my pussy. I groaned, staring at Dee as she shuddered and moaned. Her eyes widened in rapture. Then her body quivered. She came on her mother's licking mouth. 

“That's so hot!” I groaned, buggering the older woman harder. “You made your daughter cum!” 

“She did!” Dee moaned in agreement. “Oh, mom, yes! You're so sexy. So hot! I love it!” 

The MILF shuddered, her bowels growing so tight about my dick as she licked her daughter's cumming snatch. Susan groaned louder. Her asshole grew hotter. Then she let out a low, growling moan of rapture, her sheath writhing about my dick. 

I savored her convulsing bowels. The MILF moaned her orgasms into her daughter's twat as I buggered her so hard. The friction burned around my clit-dick. The pleasure swelled in my ovaries. My girl-cum ached to explode out of me. 

I slammed into her bowels. The delicious slide of velvety, tight asshole against my dick sent pleasure shooting through me. My crotch smacked her ass. My breasts jiggled. A violent shudder wracked my body.

I came.

“Yes!” I moaned as I pumped blast after blast of jizz into Susan's asshole. I filled her bowels to the brim, savoring the thrill of fucking my boyfriend's mother. I was such a naughty girlfriend. 

I loved it. The rapture boiled my mind. Intense euphoria whipped through me. I groaned and gasped, swaying as I gripped the MILF's hips. Her daughter shuddered, whimpering as her own pleasure peaked. 

“Oh, Mom, you're such a good pussy licker,” the girl moaned. 

“Uh-huh,” panted the MILF. “Ooh, this was so naughty of us.”

“So naughty,” I panted in agreement, firing the last blast of my cum into her bowels.

“So,” Dee said, smiling at me, “what are these recalled beauty products?” 

The MILF's bowels clenched on my dick. “Oh, yes, we have to...investigate.” 

“Let's find out,” I grinned, grabbing my phone off the counter. 

*   *   *

Aurora Uberti, President of Fuller & Uberti Toiletries of America

I shivered as my cock erupted, spraying cum up my body to splatter my upswept breasts. I convulsed on my leather chair, my back and ass sticking to the material. My toes curled, resting on my desk as the pleasure rushed through me.

I loved my new clit-dick. I couldn't resist using the three products on me to replicate it. And cumming took my mind away from the impending bankruptcy of my company. Women would sue us over this. It would ruin our reputation. And just when we'd invested so much into this add campaign for the new product. 

All wasted.

The door to my office opened. Dr. Hilda Granger entered, her clothing once again in disarray, her new futa-dick thrusting out before her, glistening with pussy juices. “We have another problem.” 

I groaned. “Did you discover another combination of chemicals that gives women dicks?” 

The scientist shook her head. “This happened with Lee while he was testing some of the male products.”

“What happened to Lee?”

“There you are,” a woman purred. A golden-blonde woman with small breasts and sleek legs appeared, hugging my scientist from behind. “Mmm, I need to be fucked by that wonderful girl-dick some more.” 

“This is what happened to Lee,” Hilda groaned as my eyes widened, staring at the woman who used to be a man. 

“Oh, fuck!”

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Gender-Swapped Cologne Surprise! 
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Sneak Preview of “Beth's Futa Dream”

I wished so badly that I was a boy. Then I could marry Ester. She wasn't my real sister. It happened from time-to-time, step-brothers marrying their step-sisters. I could love her if I was born with a penis instead of a vagina. I wanted that so badly.

I clung to that idea as I closed my eyes.

Sleep stole over me at some point. I sank into confused dreams. Images that bled one into the other that really didn't make much sense. Flashes of cleaning the house for church service, making a quilt with my step-mother and cousins, endlessly threshing the wheat crop, golden dust falling through the air like ripe snow.

And then she entered my dream.

She arrested me the moment she appeared. A goddess. Her body bountiful and lush, clothed only in her raven-black hair that fell about her ivory skin. She walked with a sensuous sway, exuding sexual desire. The sight of her made my naughty sex so wet. I let out a wanton moan. I knew I was dreaming the moment she let out a purring groan, her red eyes flicking up and down my body. She licked ruby lips, her hands sliding up her curvy body to cup her large, pillowy breasts. She had fat nipples that thrust hard from wide areolas.

I shuddered on my bed, realizing I was naked, too. My breasts rose and fell faster and faster as she approached my bed. My eyes ran down her body to her crotch. She didn't have any pubic hair. She had shaved herself like some of the English girls would do.

I stared at her bare pussy. It was the only word to describe it. A pussy.

She has a plump vulva glistening with her sinful juices. She looked as wet as mine felt. My blood screamed through my veins as I stared at that sight. I wanted to taste her. To part her pussy lips and lick her.

A shiver ran through me. This was a dream, but she wasn't apart of me, but an external presence, intruding upon me. This dark-haired, red-eyed beauty didn't come from my imagination. I didn't conjure her. I had never seen a woman like this. Raw sexuality bled off of her. She almost glowed with it.

“D-demon,” I whispered, my heart thudding in my chest. “Succubus.”

Her smile grew. “Your desires have summoned me, Beth.”

I shook my head in vehement denial. I crawled back on my bed, pressing my back into my goose-feather stuffed pillows. I clamped my hands over my naked, round breasts. My dusky nipples rubbed against my palms, tingling down to my naughty pussy.

“Mmm, you wanted this so much, Beth,” the succubus continued. “Your desires cried out to me. They were the sweetest music I had ever heard. A siren's call that had me dripping with ardor for you. Be honored, mortal, it takes a great deal of sexual lust to summon Lilith, firstborn daughter of man.”

“I didn't summon you,” I protested as she reached my bed.

Her hands cupped both her breasts, fingers digging into her pillowy flesh. She licked her ruby lips again, moistening them. They sparkled in the silvery light painting her body, flooding through my bedroom window.

“You didn't wish to have a cock?” she asked. Her hands squeezed her breasts one more time before her hands slid down the silky, pale skin of her belly.

I wanted to touch her. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to—

No! Don't succumb to sin. Not even in a dream.

“You didn't desire to have a cock and fuck that sweet, petite thing lying beside you in your bed, Beth?” Her fingers reached her shaved pudenda. She pressed lower, reaching her pussy lips. She parted them, exposing that little bud that sprouted in women's sexes.

That place of amazing delight that made me shiver when I touched it.

“You don't want your clit to turn into a big cock?” Lilith purred. “To become a futanari.”

“Futa... nari?”

“A dickgirl,” she purred. “To have a clit-dick.” Lilith laughed. “That's the little bud you discovered. That's your clitoris. Your clit. And I can change it. I can make it into this.”

She rubbed her pink bud, her clitoris, and it throbbed. It twitched and swelled. I gasped, my eyes widening. My head shook, my dark-blonde hair swaying about my shoulders. My heart thundered beneath my breasts as my jaw dropped. This couldn't be happening. Her clit grew longer and longer, transforming into a fleshy shaft.

Into a penis.

A cock.

A clit-dick.

If you want to read more, click here for Beth's Futa Dream (Amish Girl's Futa Delight 1)! 
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