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"Hey Mrs. Harper," Trixie called out from her driveway.

I smiled and waved at her while my eyes roamed her body. Trixie had such an interesting taste in clothing. I didn't quite understand the goth culture, but Trixie didn't seem to worship any devils or anything horrible like that.

Her short black skirt barely covered the curve of her ass and the black and gray bra she wore covered her top. In our community, it wasn't a huge deal on Sunday. Most everyone was out socializing at the church in these early morning hours. I would have gone, but they didn't quite appreciate that I married a woman. Little did they know, my wife got her fair share of cock from me.

"Hey, Trixie. How are things going over there?" I asked.

"Not so great, my microwave just died and I'm not in the mood to cook a tiny damn pizza in the oven. Call me lazy, but I'm probably just going to wait until lunch to eat," she called back.

I sighed and lifted my hand to gesture for her to come over, "No ma'am, you're not going without breakfast. I was just stretching and making sure it didn't look like it was going to storm before I made something to eat."

"You sure? I mean, people talk. I doubt you'd want this kind of thing to get back to your wife," Trixie called back.

She seemed to be a thinking about something a little more sensual than just breakfast. Then again, I couldn't pretend like I wasn't curious as to what her slit looked like, "Girl, if you don't bring your little ass over here, I'm going to come over there and bend you over my knee!" The thought of her tight ass bending over at all was enough to make my futa-cock stir in my pajama pants.

She giggled and started walking towards me. I didn't quite have a reason for her to be outside this early in the morning, but I couldn't bring myself to question it. She had such a nice, petite body. Maybe some would have preferred her to have more in the ass department, but I loved a thin woman with long legs.

"Now, was that a treat or an offer, Mrs. Harper?" she asked.

"A little bit of both, depending on how you keep acting," I teased. "And you can call me Kim, it's fine."

When she got closer she looked down at her attire, "Are you sure I shouldn't put something on? I wouldn't want anyone looking to get the wrong idea."

"If I was worried about it, I'd tell you. Now scoot your little butt inside!"

"You keep calling my butt small and I'm going to start talking about yours," she huffed. Trixie was being playful and that was a nice change of pace. As much as I loved my wife, our relationship had grown a little stale.

I chuckled and led her inside. Once inside, I shut and locked the door, "No worries. I don't mind people talking about my butt. My wife does it all the time." A little white lie about my wife wouldn't hurt, besides, if Trixie talked, I'd like to at least pretend that things were going better than they really were.

Trixie's hands played along the bottom of her skirt, "Er, is she going to be okay with me being here like this?"

"I don't see why not? Besides, we don't have to tell her. It's not like anything is happening, I'm just making you breakfast. She thinks you're a little weird but I'm sure she's fine with you getting to know me a little."

Trixie sighed, "I hope she doesn't hate me or anything."

"It's not that. She grew up in the south, the goth types were more than uncomfortable to be around. So yeah, she's got a little stigma about the culture but she's not out to get you or anything."

"Doesn't help that I'm like half of her age," Trixie mumbled.

I laughed, "Don't worry, you look great for your age."

Trixie stamped her foot, "Are you kidding me? Shouldn't that be my line?"

"If you were quick enough. I guess being eighteen doesn't mean you're all that witty or sharp, huh?" I teased.

"Mrs. Harper, you keep playing these games with me and I'm going to take off the gloves," she said.

I took a minute to collect the dishes I would need to make a breakfast and get the ingredients. Sausage, eggs, and pancakes would have to be good enough for her. "Take them off, but don't be surprised if I give you more than a run for your money, Trixie."

"So your wife is fine with you cooking a half-naked woman breakfast?" she asked as if that might put me on the defensive.

"She'd be more than fine with it, especially if she could watch me feed you my sausage," I said.

Trixie's eyes widened, "Well then, that was definitely not what I thought you'd say."

"What? I can't be a little bit of a tease because I'm older than you? Poor little thing, you think you're going to get coddled over here?" I asked.

"I definitely hope not, but I don't know if I'm going to be able to stay if you keep joking like that," she said. Trixie took a seat at the table and crossed her legs.

For the briefest of moments, I could see between her legs and her sexy white and black panties had a damp spot forming already. "Mm, if you're getting wet, you should know that I'm just getting started. I don't mind having a good time," I said. I turned back towards the stove and started cooking the meal.

Her hands slammed onto the table, "Mrs. Harper! You shouldn't be looking at another woman, you're married!"

"You're half-naked in my house and I'm cooking you breakfast. If that doesn't afford me a tiny glance, then what does? Besides, I wasn't joking. If my wife could sit on the bed and watch you choke on my cock, she would," I said. Why would I back down from a little challenge? If Trixie was willing to come over here nearly naked, I might as well see where the lines were drawn.

Trixie coughed and had to take a moment to regain her composure. "K-Kim, you're starting to get me a little worked up. I don't know if this is all a joke or not, but if it is, I'm going to need a little bit of a break."

"No, I'm not joking," I turned towards her and patted my crotch. The bulge in my pajama pants was beyond obvious and Trixie's eyes were glued to it.

"Holy shit. That thing looks huge," she whispered.

"Eleven inches when I'm hard, but that's not a huge deal, is it?" I purred. Really, my wife would probably detest what I was thinking about doing. The issue with that, I didn't really care. I'd caught my wife cheating on me in the past and I tried to remain faithful. She said she had a 'business' trip, which was why she wasn't currently at home. I wanted to believe that she wasn't lying again, but really, I didn't care anymore.

Trixie stood up from the table and stepped behind me. Her hand reached around and she grabbed my girl-cock and then immediately pulled away, "F-Fuck, I thought it was a toy. I'm so sorry, I thought you were fucking with me."

"How about you put that hand back and play a little while I make our breakfast? Sure beats waiting around, doesn't it?" I asked. She deserved a little teasing and I needed to cum sometime today. If I could manage to make this little goth chick's day, I would happily pound her into submission.

She slowly reached back around my waist and put her hand into my pajama pants. I wasn't wearing any panties and she didn't seem to mind that at all. Her fingers wrapped around my shaft and she moaned softly as she started stroking me, "You've got nice veins."

"Great pickup line. Hey girl, so uh, you wanna step back to my place so we can bang? You've got nice veins, by the way," I teased. The feeling of her thin fingers wrapped around my cock was pleasant. Try as she might, she couldn't connect her fingers all the way around my thick shaft. I knew I was big, but she just made me feel massive.

She squeezed my cock hard enough to get the point across that she didn't approve of the joke, "Bang? Really? That's the word you're going for. How about this for a line? Hey, Mrs. Harper, I doubt your wife would be able to twerk on your cock while she nibbled on your tit, you down or nah?"

Her hand continued to make long pulls along my girl-cock and I let myself enjoy the sensation for a few moments before I finally responded, "Ooh, I've heard of twerking. I could definitely let you try, but how about we up the ante a little? I want to record us." I turned off the stove and divided the food up between two plates.

"Uh, but what if someone finds it?" she asked. Her hand finally pulled away from my cock and she took the plates to the table.

"Well, if that happened then you would just have to let me room with you and pay my half of the rent. But don't worry, nothing like that's going to happen. I don't plan on putting this online or anything. You know that my wife leaves for work occasionally and on those times, I'd love to have something to take care of myself with," I said. I grabbed us two bottles of water and two forks before joining her at the table.

"Let me think about it while I eat," she said quietly.

The meal went by slowly. The food was delicious and Trixie seemed to love it but I could tell that she wasn't too comfortable. When we finished, she mumbled, "If I didn't want you to record it, could we still have sex?"

"Yeah, of course. I don't want you to feel like that's something you have to do. It's just something I'd really appreciate. I don't get to have sex with a sexy goth half my age whenever I want, you know."

She gave me a weak smile and nodded, "Then we can do that. I'm fine with you recording it as long as you make sure that neither of our faces are in the shot."

"Done, I'll set up my camera to record from the chest down. How's that sound?" I asked.

"Sure, I'm going to make sure that you don't accidentally get a face shot though. So uh, I guess that means we’re going to be stuck on the bed for our first time?” she asked.

I kept my remark about giving her a facial to myself and nodded, “If you want to come back for seconds, we’ll probably not worry about the camera. But, just in case this is a one-time thing, I want to have something on hand when I’ve got my cock in my hand.”

She laughed at my joke and helped me clean up the dishes. Trixie leaned over the sink as she rinsed the dishes and her wet panties came into view again. My futa-cock jumped at the sight and I struggled to contain myself. To hell with my marriage, even if my wife found out, I wanted a piece of Trixie bad enough to risk it all.

We walked to my room and I set up my tripod and got my camera ready. My wife got it for me for Christmas last year, but I never had a reason to use it. When we did have sex, she got a little camera shy and we ended up having to stop and turn the camera off before she would really get into it.

Since I didn't get as much pussy as I would have preferred, I didn't complain when my wife made stipulations but was still willing to give it to me if I played along.

Once everything was set up, Trixie looked over the setup and nodded, "Alright, so then, uh. I guess lay down? I'll try to do the twerking thing, but don't get too mad if I don't do it just right? I've only practiced with a dildo."

The idea of Trixie practicing something sexual at all had my cock rock hard. I stripped and she once again had her eyes glued to my cock. I chuckled, "You're going to want to get naked before we get on camera, remember? And you can't say my name and I won't say yours. Privacy and all that jazz, right?"

"Right," she whispered. Trixie slowly took off her bra to show her perky breasts, then went the skirt, and finally, her panties slid down her legs. A trail of her arousal strung from her panties to her pussy until they reached her mid-thigh and it finally snapped.

A bead of precum formed on my cock and I moaned quietly at that sight. There were a lot of things I could ignore. An eighteen-year-old goth chick with a soaked pussy because she was about to ride my cock, that wasn't something I could just write off.

I moved to lay on my bed and she called out, "Ready for me to press start?"

"Yeah. Just make sure you don't hurt yourself on my cock, Trixie," I purred.

She hit the button and walked over to the bed. The previous hesitation she seemed to hold onto was nowhere to be found as she swung her hips over my waist and straddled my cock. Trixie had to lift away to get my futa-cock's head to line up with her pussy. Once she did, she looked down at me and whispered, "I'm going to steal you from her."

I responded just as quietly, hoping that the words wouldn’t be picked up by the camera, “If that’s what you want, we’ll just have to see how things go over the next few months.”

She dropped her hips slowly onto my cock and I let out a quiet gasp. Her tight, wet pussy slid further down my girl-cock until she was about halfway down. She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around one of my nipples. Her teeth gently bit into the sensitive bud and it hardened quickly as her teeth and tongue danced around it.

Her hips bounced on my cock, barely moving more than a few inches at a time but she moved so quickly that I couldn't contain my moans. I'd never experienced something quite like it, but if that's what twerking was, I might just have to consider letting her actually steal me away from my wife.

The way her body moved took my breath away. Just when I thought she was slowing down, Trixie picked back up and rocked her hips in a different direction. Even as I gasped for air, I felt a massive pang of jealousy. Her fucking toy got to experience this so many times already.

A dull marriage in comparison to this horny little goth? No contest.

She moaned around the nipple in her mouth and slowly worked more of my cock into her tight cunt as she rode my cock. Trixie couldn't handle my full eleven inches and I couldn't even be upset, having her do this much was already more than I expected.

My hands slid down her waist and held onto her ass as she continued to work herself up and down my cock. Her quick motions slowly turned into more of a controlled pace. The parlor trick was nice, but having her pull away until just the thick crown of my girl-cock was in her before her pussy swallowed me nearly to my base felt much nicer.

I don't know how I managed to get this beautiful woman in my bed with my teasing but I didn't want to tempt fate. “God damn, you’re more than a handful, baby,” I purred.

She broke away from my nipple and looked at me with her half-lidded eyes, “C-Can I stay the night?”

“Don’t think you’ll be able to walk when we’re done?” I asked teasingly. As much as I tried to play it cool, my nights had been lonely for a few days. I missed having the warmth of someone I cared about in my bed and Trixie could easily fill that void for me.

“I just don’t want to be a-alone,” she whispered. Trixie continued to ride my cock while she waited for my answer. Before I could tell her she could stay, her pussy convulsed around my futa-cock and she called out, "F-Fuck I'm going to cum."

I moved my hands to her sides and rolled her over onto her back while her walls continued to squeeze my cock. She looked up to me with glazed over eyes and I whispered, "Good girl. And don’t you worry, I’ll make sure you soak my sheets at least three more times tonight."

I rolled my hips into her, pushing my futa-cock as deep into her body as she could manage. She moaned like a whore as I fucked her, each of her desperate cries only getting louder as I slammed into her. Trixie couldn’t stop bucking her hips into my thrusts as she tried to extend her blissful orgasm. Trixie's juices gushed out of her pussy, squirting onto my hips and soaking my cock.

Trixie’s hands clutched onto my wrists and she bucked her hips against me. Her eyes were shut and I craved to see the look of desire in those orbs. That was a look I missed seeing from my wife, and if I had to sneak around with this sexy goth, I would craft lie after lie to tell my wife.

When her soft blue eyes finally opened enough to see, I leaned down and pressed my lips to hers for a moment. Trixie returned the kiss but I couldn’t feel much passion behind the kiss. Of course, I understood that she just came and probably needed a moment, but I could feel her trying. That was much more than I could say from what my wife did for me.

I pulled away from the kiss, “You can stay the night and I’m going to delete the video. I’m going to hope that you’re not going to abandon me after one time, Trixie.”

She tensed up for a moment when I said her name, then she leaned up and kissed me softly. She broke our kiss and licked her lips, “Coconut lip balm? Kim, I’m not going to abandon you. You’ve been nothing but good to me and I don’t want this to ever stop. I don’t know what life will look like in a few years, but I know that my life will be brighter with you in it.”

“Yeah, it’s coconut,” I said and smiled at her. Even in the midst of a serious conversation, she managed to bring a smile to my lips. That was just another thing to add to the growing list of things my wife couldn’t do for me. Then again, having her tight lips still around my futa-cock made it a lot easier to take things in a light fashion.

“Now, mind if I keep going, Trixie? As much as I enjoy chatting with you, my balls are about to go on strike if they don’t get honest pay for honest work,” I said.

She laughed and wrapped her legs around my waist, “Fuck me hard, I wouldn’t want them to feel like they never got the chance to make a good impression on their employer.”

“This wordplay is awful, you know that, don’t you?” I asked.

Trixie’s thumbs rubbed along my wrists, “But it’s being awful with you. That makes it much better.”

I started thrusting into her with hard, deep strokes and her moaning picked back up. Trixie’s pleasure became my pleasure and with each hissing breath we took, my girl-cock dove into her. The pace became frantic, no longer could I pretend I was in control of my thrusts. I needed her, I needed to cum in her and let her see how much pleasure she brought me.

She let out a soft cry and lifted her hips from the bed as much as she could to make it easier for me to slam into her. The base of my cock crashed into her hips and even though she groaned from the deep insertion, she didn’t pull away. My futa-cock was finally as deep into her as it could possibly be.

Trixie whimpered as I pounded into her and she squeezed my wrists as hard as she could. I could feel her walls milking my cock for a second time tonight. This time, she wouldn’t be the only one climbing to the top of the mountain.

My orgasm ripple through me, igniting my entire body with a fevered passion that accumulated in my heavy balls before erupting from my girl-cock. I thrust deep into her body and unleashed shot after thick shot of my cum into her depths. Trixie’s warm juices squirted onto my thighs and I could feel them trickling down my smooth skin.

We rested there for a few moments before she finally unwrapped her legs from behind my back and whispered, “Son of a bitch…”

“Tell me about it,” I groaned.

Trixie pulled away from me and rolled off the bed. She then waddled her way to the camera and turned it off. “You want me to get you something to drink from the kitchen or something?” she asked.

“I just want you to come lay back down, baby,” I purred.

“Huh?” she asked, seemingly confused.

“What do you mean, huh? If you’re not going to grab something for yourself, I’m not sure why you’re offering,” I said.

She sighed and put her hands on her hips, “I was trying to give you an easy option to tell me to leave, Kim.”

I chuckled and patted the bed beside me, “Didn’t I say I wanted you to stay the night? I don’t believe in sweet nothings, Trixie. If I wanted to tell you to fuck off, you’d know. Now bring that cute little ass back here, alright?”

For the first time in a few months. I was thrilled to have a person join me in bed. My wife couldn’t compare to Trixie. As long as this goth chick wanted to be with me, I’d let her. While things might be hard to break to my wife, I knew that I could make things work out if Trixie and I got more serious with our desires. Besides, it wasn’t like I didn’t have a video of my wife fucking my other neighbor as a bargaining chip.

She would regret buying me that camera if she didn’t let me enjoy the same lifestyle she was out living.
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Futa Casey’s Sleepover

When Amber invites Casey over for a sleepover, Casey accepts. It's not until she thinks about it that things feel a little strange. Hannah has been eyeing her every time she comes over and the MILF seems pretty determined to try a futa for the first time. Casey doesn't mind trying new things, especially when Hannah talks herself into a situation. A little backdoor action couldn't hurt.

A Futa MILF and an Unexpected Masochist

When a dominatrix futa sees a poser 'dom' abusing someone she is very close to, Leah has to take things into her own hands. Kelsey deserves better than Leah will see to Kelsey getting that. The only problem is that Leah's husband might have a problem with Leah getting Kelsey pregnant. In the heat of the moment, it all seems like a wonderful idea, one that Leah and Kelsey explore intimately. Who said a woman's first time had to be gentle?

Futa Park Ranger and the Fertile Goth

Tracking down a littering woman on the nature trail shouldn't have been as wild as it ended up being. I had to give the Laurel some credit, she knew how to hold a conversation, but it wasn't a conversation she wanted to hold. After seeing my futa surprise, she had other intentions of a much more physical nature.
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