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I pulled my cock out of the lesbian Irene. The blonde, mature beauty groaned as my clit-dick slid out of her cunt. She gasped as the cum started leaking out of her cunt. She lifted her head from between the golden-brown thighs of her sister-in-law.

Lana Victoria, the married woman next door, panted as she sat on her couch, coming down from the orgasm that Irene, her sister-in-law, had given her. The Hawaiian MILF's big, fake tits quivered as she shuddered. They had such a firm, round shape to them. Such gorgeous tits.

“Wow,” Lana moaned. “Irene, you are amazing at eating pussy.”

“Lesbian,” Irene said. “You'd hope that I was good at it.” The blonde turned to me, her eyes flicking up and down my busty figure.

My large tits rose and fell as I breathed heavily. Pussy cream soaked my black bush and ran down my thighs. My girl-dick twitched, soaked in her juices. It had been so much fun fucking her. I was glad she came over during the middle of my seduction of Lana.

“Mmm, Erica,” Irene purred. She had a pair of round and surprisingly perky tits given she was our age, forty. While she was in the MILF age category, she definitely had never had a kid. “Let's see how good you are at eating pussy. I got all that cum you fired into me. Tell me, you're going to lick me up.”

“Of course,” I said, sinking to the living room floor. We were in Lana's house. It was the middle of the workday, her husband Steve was out at his job. He would have quite the surprise tomorrow when he became first a woman than a futa.

Gender-swapped just like me.

“Just sit on my face, and I'll take you for a ride,” I said, stretching out on my back. My big boob settled into a pair of soft mounds.

“I like the sound of that,” Irene said. She licked lips coated in her sister-in-law's pussy cream.

The lesbian straddled me. She had a pierced clit that gleamed amid the pink, shaved folds of her pussy. My futa-cum leaked milky out of her as she sank to her knees then planted her twat right on my mouth. The mix of our passions poured into my mouth.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Dr. Janelle Counsels the Futa Wives

As the Futa MILF Virus outbreak spreads, relationships are strained. The changes that occur in the infected over the age of forty are dramatic, leading to many changes of sexuality and concepts of fidelity. Past indiscretions come to the light as the virus's spread is growing.

A disease spread through sexual contact causes many issues.

*   *   *

Ashley Carter – Futa Patient

I arrived at the mall and Secret Delights, the lingerie shop my wife managed, this Monday evening. It was strange being a woman. A futa-MILF. Wearing dresses. Bras. Panties. My clit aching to turn into a dick at the slightest provocation.

I used to be a whole other man. Arthur was my name. No longer a tall guy with glasses, I was now a busty woman with glasses that didn't fit the new shape of my face. They felt weird slipping on my nose as I entered the lingerie shop, my stomach churning.

I was here to pick up my wife, Janet. I looked around, wondering if my wife had fucked Pita again. That was the Hispanic, barely legal cutie that my wife was having an affair with. An affair that had started before my wife became a futa over the weekend and infected me with this strange disease.

It had all come out. How she was dominating Pita at work and making the little slut be her personal pussy worshiper. I spotted the homewrecker putting out new lingerie on a rack. She turned to me and smiled. This wicked heat danced in her eyes.

I knew that Pita had seduced my wife, but that didn't change my anger. My jealousy at the girl swelled inside of me. I wanted to go over there and yell at her. To grab the little lezzie hussy and shake her. Slap her. Pull her hair. Throw her to the floor and claw out her face.

I shuddered at this anger rushing through me.

“Ashley,” my wife said. She hurried up through the store wearing a sheath dress that clung to her curvy figure. She had her blonde hair in an elegant bun, her blue eyes sparkling with delight. “I'm ready to go.”

“I see she's still working here.”

My wife rolled her eyes. “You are so jealous.” Janet took my arm and snuggled up beside me. “You need to relax, honey.”

“Relax?” I hissed. “You are having an affair with her!”

“And?” She smiled at me. “Mmm, do you need a blowjob? I could have Pita blow you. Just suck that big girl-dick and swallow all your girl-jizz.”

I stared at my wife in shock. My clit throbbed in my panties. This heat rushed through me. “I don't want that little homewrecker to blow me.”

“Homewrecker.” My wife laughed. “Oh, you're so old fashion, Ashley. Fine, fine. I could blow you. Take that edge off.”

I blinked at that. “Uh... We have our appointment with the marriage counselor. We don't have time for that.”

“Sure we do,” my wife said. “Pita, you're in charge. You better not neglect the store to go eat out a MILF's pussy in the changing room. I'll check the cameras.”

Pita just grinned wickedly at my wife and winked. The little hussy.

“Come on, Ashley,” my wife said and dragged me out of the lingerie store and into the flow of customers in the mall's main thoroughfare.

My stomach roiled. Hurt and anger and lust all dancing through me. This weekend had been a roller coaster, to say the least. Gender-swapping into a woman, learning of my wife's affair with Pita, then growing my clit-dick and becoming a futa-MILF were all so bewildering. That was why I had made an appointment with Dr. Janelle Wright. She was supposed to be the best marriage counselor in Pierce County.

We left the bustle of the South Hill Mall out through the nearest exit. My heart pounded in my chest with nervousness. My wife seemed to find nothing wrong with her behavior. That it was okay to cheat on me with Pita. To even offer to have Pita blow me.

What about fidelity and love? Did that mean nothing to Janet?

My wife clung to me until we reached our car. Then she broke off and headed for the passenger seat. I unlocked it with the remote and slid into the driver's seat. My wife grinned at me from the passenger seat. She thrust her hand onto my thigh and pushed up my skirt. I shuddered at the warmth of her touch.

Her silky hand slid higher and higher. My pussy clenched and clit throbbed. My nipples hardened in my bra at her touch. I stared at my wife in shock. She licked her lips, this hunger burning in her blue depths as she pushed her hand higher.

She found my panties.

“Oh, now those are just in the way,” she huffed. “Why are you wearing panties?”

“What are you doing?” I demanded, my heart racing.

“Blowing you,” she said, licking her lips. “You're tense. It's my wifely duty to take care of my adorable futa-wifey.” She winked at me. “Just want to be a good wife.”

“Are you mocking me?” I demanded.

“So prickly,” she said, her fingers shoving my panties to the side, her digits sliding through my curls. I gasped at that. She stroked over my wet pussy lips. Heat shot through me. She found my clit. “I'm not. I truly want to help you relax, Ashley. I do love you.”

I groaned, gripping the steering wheel as she stroked my clit. She ran her fingers in slow circles over my nub. It pulsed. Throbbed. I couldn't help myself. My futa-dick blossomed. I sprouted against her fingers. She cooed in delight as I swelled bigger and bigger.

She gripped my swelling shaft and shoved back my skirt. I appeared growing pink in her hand. The tip already formed into that mushroom-shaped crown. The slit appeared, precum beading from that hole. It was a strange sensation.

She ducked her head down and sucked my cock into her mouth.

I gasped at what she did. My face contorted. I groaned as she suckled on me. Her tongue danced around my dick. I whimpered, my heart beating in my chest. I couldn't just sit here in the parking lot as she worked her mouth up and down swelling dick. I reached my full girth, so much bigger now that I was a futa-MILF than as a guy.

“Fuck,” I breathed and put the car into reverse. My wife suckled hard on my dick as I looked behind me.

I backed up, pleasure shooting down my shaft and soaking my pussy. My breasts rose and fell in my bra and bodice. I groaned and whimpered, making such feminine sounds now. My ovaries drank in the heat, swelling with the pressure.

I turned my car and backed out of the space. I put it into drive and navigated out of the South Hill Mall's parking lot. My wife worked her mouth up and down my dick as I did. I soon reached the light at Meridian, signaling to turn left and head down into Puyallup.

“Jesus, Janet,” I groaned at her hunger. Her mouth slid up and down, her lips plump and silky.

She moaned around my cock, swirling her tongue about my clit-dick.

It was so different being a futa. Having a cock was familiar, but that hot pussy clenching and relaxing, drinking in the heat, was new. So juicy. The cuntlips itching. The pressure grew now in my ovaries deep inside me instead of my nuts.

My wife's fingers rubbed at my furry muff. She rustled the curls of my bush and stroked my pussy lips. Then she thrust her digits into my cunt. I gasped as she did that. She plunged them into me. She worked them in and out, teasing me.

I groaned, squeezing my pussy down on her digits.

My breasts jiggled and quivered. They swayed side to side as she nursed on me. She plunged her fingers to the hilt in my cunt. She pumped them away in me. She drove them into my snatch over and over again as she suckled.

“Damn,” I groaned as she slid her lips up and down my girl-cock.

I drove down Meridian, moving through the traffic, as my wife blew me. We headed down the hill into the valley. I shuddered, my cock aching and throbbing. I whimpered with her every suckle. Her every naughty nursing and plunge of her fingers into my cunt.

My face contorted with the delight of what she did to me. I groaned, the pressure building and building. She thrust her fingers in and out of my snatch. I shuddered, gripping the steering wheel. The pressure grew at the tip of my cock.

“Damn, Janet,” I moaned, her fingers thrusting in and out of me faster and faster. “Fuck!”

I reached the bottom of the hill, by the light at Good Sam, when I erupted.

“Shit!”

My futa-cum fired into her mouth while my pussy convulsed around her digits. The heat swept through me. I shuddered, my dick spurting over and over into her mouth. I flooded her with my jizz. I pumped her full of all that spunk brimming in my ovaries.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped, the waves of delight rushing out of my new cunt. They were so different from the jolts of ecstasy shooting from my futa-dick. “Goddamn, Janet!”

She gulped down my cum. Swallowed my jizz with noisy hunger. It was such a rush. A thrill to have that cum pump into her mouth. I shuddered, the dual pleasures rushing through my body. They splashed across my mind and soaked my thoughts in ecstasy.

My wife suckled hard, her fingers working in and out of my spasming cunt. I bucked as the light turned green. Traffic flowed before me as I pumped the last of my cum into my wife's hungry mouth. I panted, still shivering as my wife nursed on me. Her tongue slid over my slit to get out the last drops of precum. Then she slid her mouth off my dick with a wet plop.

“Mmm, that was yummy,” she purred, her voice throaty with her excitement. Her fingers slid out of my cunt, sending a shiver through me. “Just delicious.”

“Glad you... enjoyed it,” I panted, my breath coming in ragged pants.

“Oh, I adored it,” she moaned. She popped her fingers soaked in my pussy juices into her mouth. She suckled on them with such delight. My wife quivered in rapturous excitement.

I panted, feeling better. But my wife was so different. She was so wild. Sexually free. Pita had changed her. Janet had no problem with having an open marriage, but that wasn't what it was supposed to be, right?

It was supposed to be just me and her. My first wife had been a disaster. I met Janet not long after that train wreck. She had been such a different woman. We had been married for seventeen years. It was a long time just to throw it away. I wanted to make it work.

It might have been different if it was a guy. I might have just walked away.

But Bianca, my daughter, adored her step-mother. Even if she was getting into trouble all the time and had to be spanked by Janet. My wife was old-fashioned in that regard. She was a strict disciplinarian with my daughter.

I turned onto Pioneer in a few minutes and headed a few blocks to the marriage counselor's office. I turned into the parking lot and found a place. The sun was setting. It was getting dark down here in Puyallup. I slipped out of the car, my wife joining me.

My wife was in such a good mood as we headed inside, rode the elevator to the third floor, and found Dr. Janelle Wright's office. We headed through the door that had frosted glass set in a frame of wood, and entered a small waiting area.

“Hi,” a perky redhead said. She sat at the receptionist desk in a blouse that had one too many buttons undone showing off her cleavage. She smiled at us in this professional manner. “I'm Shelly. Do you have an appointment?”

“Yes, we do,” my wife purred in this throaty way.

I glanced at Janet. My wife stared at Shelly like a wolf at the sheep. My wife wanted to gobble Shelly up. The redhead just smiled at my wife in this friendly manner. Almost flirty. Jealousy swelled in me. My heart pounded faster and faster.

“Yeah, the Carters,” I muttered. “Ashley and Janet.”

“Right, right,” Shelly said. She typed on her computer. “Got you here. You can go on in. You're a minute late, but that's okay.”

“Traffic,” I muttered as my wife was almost drooling over the receptionist.

“You know how it is,” my wife said. “Mmm, you just have to be perfect before you go out. I bet you're late all the time getting that red hair to shine like that.”

“Honey,” I said, putting my hand on the small of my wife's back and pushing her to the door to the doctor's office. “We're here for our meeting.”

“Right, right,” said my wife. “I do love that hair, Shelly. And that blouse. It looks amazing on you. Just delicious.”

“Oh, thank you,” Shelly said, beaming at my wife.

I opened the wooden door that led to a large office. There was a desk, a chair facing a love seat over a coffee table, bookshelves, and a window overlooking the parking lot. It had a professional and relaxing atmosphere to it.

A woman with her brown hair in a bun sat at the desk. She looked up from her keyboard, glasses perched on her nose. She smiled at the sight of us and rose, wearing a pink blouse and gray pencil skirt. And beige nylons. They looked quite elegant on her as she strode around the desk.

“You must be the Carters,” she said warmly. “I'm Dr. Wright, but you can call me Dr. Janelle, if you prefer.”

“I'm Janet, and this is my better half, Ashley,” my wife said, not nervous at all.

I smiled politely, my stomach churning.

“Wonderful. Come, come, sit.” Dr. Janelle motioned to the love seat. “Would you like any tea?” She headed to a small kitchenette I hadn't noticed in the corner of the room. “I just heated a pot. I have Earl Gray and this wonderful Mandarin Orange. Ooh, and something spicy from Sumatra.”

“Earl Gray,” my wife said.

“I'm fine,” I muttered and sat down.

I squirmed there while my wife sat at her ease, her leg crossed. She smiled when the marriage counselor brought over two mugs of tea with the bags in them. She set them on the coffee table on coasters. Steam poured off each, the scent of the herbs filling the air.

“So, I understand that there is a strain on your marriage?” Dr. Janelle asked, flicking her gaze over us.

“That's an understatement,” I muttered.

“Well,” Janet said. “It's a minor thing. We just need Ashley to open herself up to the new changes in her life. Then things will be fine.”

“New changes?” asked Dr. Janelle, staring at me. “A new job?”

“I was a man on Saturday,” I muttered.

The doctor blinked. She stared at me in shock. Her brow furrowed, and she shot my wife a confused look.

“I know, it sounds insane,” I continued, “but it's true. I was a man. Then my wife brought home this STD she picked up from that slut Pita who works for her, and now we're both futas. Her tits are lactating. We both can grow our clits into dicks. I don't even know how I'm supposed to explain any of this to my family.”

“Bianca was very understanding,” Janet said, smiling at me. “That's our daughter.”

“STD? That made you into... a woman?” The marriage counselor's brow was so contorted with her confusion, she had deep folds spilling across her forehead. “I don't think I'm following. And who is Pita?”

“She works for me at the store I run,” Janet said and picked up her cup of tea, sipping it.

“She's the slut that's been eating my wife's pussy at work,” I hissed. “Just burying her face into my wife's twat and licking her out. And that was before my wife became a futa over the weekend.”

“She...” My wife squirmed. “She seduced me, the naughty girl. And, well, it was a real thrill to dominate her and spank her and make her eat my pussy at work. Just a little delight on the side. I would have shared her with Ashley. Well, she was Arthur then, but I never knew how to tell her. And now...” My wife shrugged. “Well, she changed. It's going around. This sickness. Our clits can turn into dicks. Futas. That's what Pita called it.”

“Okay, this is... I mean...” The marriage counselor stared at us in disbelief. “You really don't expect me to believe that you can grow a cock from your clit. Or that Ashley was Arthur a few days ago. Sex changes take months, even years, of treatments. They don't just happen overnight.”

“Here,” my wife said and set her teacup down. She stood up and pulled up the skirt of her sheath dress, revealing lush thighs, then a thick bush dripping with her excitement.

“Mrs. Carter!” gasped the marriage counselor. Dr. Janelle stood up. “That is quite enough of that. Shove your skirt down and get out of my office right... now...”

The marriage counselor's words trailed off as she witnessed my wife's clit-dick growing. Thrusting from those blonde folds was a growing shaft. The tip pink and dainty but swelling thicker and longer with my wife's every heartbeat. The marriage counselor gasped, her hands clapping over her mouth as she watched my wife grow a dick.

“So, the problem is, really, that I like having young fucktoys,” my wife said, her hands on her hips. There was this shift in her posture. Something more dominating. “Just nubile, young women, like your receptionist Shelly, that will do what I say. Pleasure me. I would even share them with Ashley. But she doesn't seem to want it. She is tied up in this old-fashion idea of fidelity. What do you think?”

The doctor was just staring at my wife's futa-dick.

“Dr. Janelle,” purred Janet, her voice throaty. “Mmm I know my futa-cock is amazing, but what are your thoughts on fucktoys?”

“Fuck t-toys?” stammered the marriage counselor. Her cheeks were red. “I... I've never had much thought on the subject. That's a cock.”

“Uh-huh,” my wife purred. “A futa-cock. So you never wanted to make that delicious redhead receptionist kneel before you? Never wanted to grab the back of her head and pull her face into your pussy and make her eat your cunt to an orgasm?”

“Janet,” I gasped, staring at my wife in shock. “Are there more than just Pita?”

“Why w-would I do that to Shelly?” stammered the doctor. “I would never do that.”

“You sure?” my wife asked and marched to the door. She glanced at me. “Of course there are more, Ashley. You'll see. Just need to unbunch those panties. You're a futa-MILF now. Time to enjoy yourself and that pussy and big futa-dick the disease gave you.”

She peeled off her dress, revealing her naked body. Her plump ass swayed on her way to the door. She opened it and stepped out boldly. Shelly gasped in the other room. I didn't know what to do. My clit throbbed and pulsed with a growing excitement. My breasts rose and fell.

Dr. Janelle just stood there trembling, her cheeks flaming. They looked to be burning as hot as mine felt. My heart pumped excitement through my veins, my pussy getting wetter and wetter with every moment. Then my wife marched back in dragging Shelly after her.

Shelly was stumbling, her boobs jiggling in her blouse. She wore black nylons that clad her legs. Only her skirt was so short that the tops of the stockings peeked out. Thigh highs. My clit throbbed even worse than that.

My wife brought Shelly over to us, the girl staring down at my wife's throbbing girl-dick. Janet released the girl and put her hands on her hips, her large breasts rising and falling with her breaths. With her hair in a bun, my wife seemed like some naughty dominatrix. This authoritarian woman about to make that girl suck her clit-dick.

“You like that, don't you?” Janet purred. “That makes that young cunt so wet. My big girl-dick. Mmm, look at you, Shelly, licking those cock-sucking lips. You want to blow me. You want to engulf my cock with that hot mouth and nurse on me.”

“What is going on,” Dr. Janelle asked. “This is... I mean... You can't just do this.”

“Can't I?” Janet asked. “I'm a futa-MILF. Young girls love big clit-dicks. Look at her. She's drooling for it. Aren't you, slut?”

“Slut?” Dr. Janelle gasped.

“Mmm, you want to be my little fucktoy, don't you, Shelly?” my wife purred. She cupped Shelly's mouth. “Your cunt is molten right now. You want to just fall to your knees and suck on my futa-dick. You want to feel that huge cock ramming into your cunt. Right?”

The girl nodded, her eyes so wide. Her lustrous, red hair spilled around her face.

I couldn't believe this was happening. My wife had gone insane. I had never seen her like this. So dominating. So strong and in charge. Was this how she acted with those sluts? Pita and the others? I swallowed, my pussy on fire.

“If you want to enjoy my futa-dick, then you have to kneel before my darling Ashley, shove up her skirt, pull down her panties, and suck on her clit.” My wife stared into Shelly's eyes. “Right now, slut! Earn being my fucktoy!”

“Yes, Mrs. Carter!” Shelly squeaked.

The receptionist fell to her knees before me. I stared down at her in shock as she shoved up my skirts. Her green eyes peered up at me as she bunched my skirt around my waist, revealing the pair of cream-hued panties I borrowed from my wife.

Shelly hooked those with her fingers and whisked them down. Dr. Janelle just stood there shocked, her eyes so wide as she witnessed her receptionist dragging my panties down my thighs. As she did that, my wife fell to her knees and shoved up the receptionist's skirt, revealing a red thong vanishing between the girl's butt-cheeks.

“My, my, that's delicious,” my wife said and drew back her hand.

SLAP!

Shelly gasped from my wife's spank. The girl's eyes widened. She quivered, her butt-cheeks clenching. My clit throbbed at the sight.

“Suck on my wife's clit, fucktoy,” hissed Janet. Her hand drew back.

SLAP!

“Now!”

“Yes, Mrs. Carter,” the girl moaned in throaty delight, her rump turning as red as her thong.

She buried her face into my black bush. I gasped, my glasses slipping on my nose as the girl kissed at my pussy lips. Then she licked my cunt, her tongue sliding up my folds to my clit. She brushed my bud. I shuddered, my boobs jiggling in my bra. The girl latched on and suckled.

I groaned as she nursed on my clit. My wife smiled at me as she heard the suckling. This wicked delight gleamed in Janet's blue eyes. She winked at me, her hand drawing back to deliver another spank on the girl's rump.

SLAP!

Shelly moaned around my clit as she suckled on it.

“Enjoy, honey,” my wife purred. “Mmm, see, sharing fucktoys is going to be amazing.”

I just gaped at my wife as my clit throbbed and sprouted. It grew into a futa-dick, swelling into the naughty receptionist's mouth. The redhead suckled hard on my cock. She nursed with such passion on my dick. She suckled on me with hunger, my growing rod swelling in her mouth.

She pulled back her head as I brushed the back of her throat. I loved the sensation. She swirled her tongue around my growing crown. Dr. Janelle pushed up her glasses as she watched. Her eyes widened as she realized I had a girl-dick, too.

SLAP!

The stinging smack of my wife spanking the girl's ass echoed through the office. The girl suckled so hard on my cock, moaning at her delight in having her ass spanked. She nursed on me with such hunger.

“How is she doing?” my wife asked. “Is she sucking your dick as good as I do, honey?”

“I...” This was so messed up. “She's doing great.”

SLAP!

“Just great, fucktoy,” my wife moaned. “So amazing. Worship that dick, slut!”

Shelly moaned around my dick. She nursed with hunger on me, bobbing her head and working up and down my girl-dick. I groaned, my pussy clenching. My wife smiled as she hooked the girl's thong and pulled it out of her butt-crack.

My futa-wife brought her cock to the girl's pussy. I bet Shelly was shaved. The redhead sucked my dick with hunger. She nursed on me with passion as my wife moved into position. It was absolutely amazing to feel her bobbing her head and working her mouth up and down my dick.

It was amazing. Just fantastic.

I groaned, my face contorting with the delight as my wife thrust her futa-dick into Shelly's twat. The girl squealed around my cock. She nursed with such wild passion on my clit-rod. She moaned with passion. I shuddered, savoring the pleasure of it.

It was amazing feeling that delicious mouth working up and down my futa-dick while Janet fucked her. My wife's big boobs bounced as she gripped the girl's hips. She plowed into the receptionist's cunt hard. It was insane.

Dr. Janelle watched on as if she couldn't believe this was happening.

I couldn't, either.

“Ooh, Shelly, you are a delicious fucktoy,” moaned my wife. “Dr. Janelle, you're going to love having this little slut working for you. Ooh, she's got a good pussy. And is the blowjob amazing, honey?”

“Yes, Janet,” I gasped, my pussy clenching as that naughty girl worked her mouth up and down my dick. “Damn, Shelly. That's amazing!”

The receptionist winked at me. She suckled with such hunger on me. It was an amazing feeling those plump lips sliding up and down my cock. She nursed hard, moaning as she took my wife's cock in her cunt. The naughty girl wiggled her hips.

Janet moaned, her boobs bouncing. She gripped the receptionist's hips, holding the bunched-up skirt, and fucked the girl with force. My futa-wife moaned, her girl-cock plowing into that hot twat. She buried into the cutie with force.

“This is... not how... things should be... happening,” whimpered Dr. Janelle.

“But shouldn't it?” panted my wife, her futa-dick burying hard into Shelly's cunt.

The girl moaned around my dick, sucking hard. My pussy clenched with each suckle. My ovaries brimmed with the jizz that would erupt out of me. I would fire so much cum. Just unleash it all. I would flood the receptionist's mouth.

My back arched. My face contorted with delight as the pressure built and built at the tip of my futa-dick. I shuddered, hurtling towards that moment of eruption. I came closer and closer to cumming. To bursting in the girl's mouth.

She suckled with passion, taking my cock to the back of her throat then sucking up the shaft. Her tongue bathed my crown. A shiver of delight raced through me. My ovaries tightened with the cum they would flood into her mouth.

“Oh, my god,” I groaned, my hands balling into fists.

“Cum in her mouth, honey,” Janet moaned. “Oh, Ashley, honey, just flood her! Give that fucktoy slut what she craves. Your yummy futa-cum!”

“Janet,” I groaned, staring at my wife. Her blue eyes burned with such intensity. “Oh, god, I... I... Yes!”

My pussy convulsed. My futa-dick erupted. Hot cum jetted into Shelly's mouth. I groaned, pussy cream soaking my bush and spilling hot down my thighs. Waves of rapture and jolts of ecstasy filled my body with euphoria. My brain quivered.

Shelly moaned and gulped it all down. She drank my futa-cum, moaning her hunger. She nursed out my jizz while my wife fucked her hard. Janet's boobs heaved as she pounded the redhead's cunt hard. My wife's face contorted with delight.

Then the redhead squealed around my futa-cock.

“Ooh, you naughty fucktoy!” Janet moaned. “Yes, yes, cum on my dick, you dirty whore! Fuck!”

My wife buried to the hilt in the receptionist. Janet threw back her head. Her face contorted with delight. It was clear she erupted into Shelly's pussy. Janet pumped spurt after spurt of cum into the redhead's pussy while I flooded her mouth.

Dr. Janelle just trembled there, watching on in wordless silence.

I shuddered, spurting the last of my cum into the girl's mouth. It was fantastic to enjoy. Just such an amazing delight. I shuddered, smiling as the pleasure rippled out of my cunt and soaked my mind. I quivered through the dregs of my orgasm. A big smile spread on my lips.

“Oh, fucktoy, that was incredible,” my wife purred. “Wasn't it, honey?”

“I... I guess,” I said, panting. I was so confused. I had enjoyed that. “I guess it was... incredible.”

“Mmm, see, we can share almost all my fucktoys,” my wife said. “And you can find your own fucktoys. It'll make things so hot. Isn't that so amazing, Janet? We can have all this fun. We can—”

“No, no, no, no, no!” Dr. Janelle erupted. “This is not right! You just can't come into my office, fuck my receptionist, then make up with your wife like this wasn't the most depraved and inappropriate thing that has ever happened in my office! What is wrong with you!”

*   *   *

Dr. Janelle Wright – Futa Patient

Janet Carter rose. The blonde woman's girl-dick popped out of Shelly's pussy. The girl's shaved twat dripped with the woman's cum. Janet Carter had a clit that grew into a dick, and she ejaculated. That wasn't supposed to happen. Things like this weren't possible.

And yet this had just played out before me. I had never had a counseling session turn into a fuck session. My poor receptionist was used by Janet Carter. Ashley was standing there panting, confused by what she had just participated in.

She hadn't been consenting. She didn't know this would happen.

“You can't just do that,” I hissed, my pussy on fire. My cunt burned in my panties. The heat billowed through me. That big dick was so much bigger than my husband's. It throbbed out before Janet, dripping in Shelly's pussy cream. “You can't just drag my receptionist in here and make her blow your wife. That's not how a healthy relationship works!”

“Mmm, you're just mad that I got to enjoy your fucktoy first,” Janet said.

“What?” I gasped, blinking in shock. “You're just projecting your own depravity on me. You think that because you want her to be your fucktoy, that every other woman must, too.”

“No, you do,” said Janet, and she grabbed my bun.

I gasped as she yanked me towards my receptionist who was still nursing on Ashley's cock. The black-haired woman stepped back, sliding her girl-dick out of Shelly's mouth. She looked shocked that her wife was manhandling me.

Janet shoved me down to my knees behind my receptionist and pushed my face towards Shelly's twat. Jizz spilled out of the girl. Thick, pearly girl-cum dripped out of her well-fucked cunt and ran down her thighs towards her stockings.

“You want to enjoy that little fucktoy,” Janet purred and shoved my face into the girl's twat.

I couldn't believe that was happening. “No!” I gasped, my face smeared into Shelly's sloppy vulva. The spicy aroma of my receptionist's pussy filled my nose along with the salty scent of Janet's spunk. “I don't want to eat her out.”

“Sure you do,” Janet moaned and yanked up my skirt. She hauled it over my rump. I quivered as she grabbed my pantyhose and ripped.

She tore my pantyhose to get at my panties. She ripped it open while her left hand held my face into my receptionist's pussy. The flavor of spicy pussy and salty cum permeated my mouth. Despite how tight my lips were sealed, the juices were leaking through.

My cunt clenched. I burned with heat. I wanted to lick her. What was wrong with me?

Then Janet yanked down my panties. She hauled those over my butt-cheeks and down my rump. She exposed my ass and my juicy pussy. I shuddered as I felt my cream dripping down my thighs. I squirmed there, my heart racing.

SMACK!

I gasped at the pain bursting across my ass.

“Lick out my futa-cum, Dr. Janelle,” purred Janet. “Do it!”

SMACK!

The pain burned across my rump. The heat blazed down to my juicy cunt. I moaned into my receptionist's cunt. I couldn't believe this was happening. My pussy drank in the stinging impact and grew hotter.

SMACK!

“Eat her cunt, Dr. Janelle!” Janet cooed. “Right now! Feast on her!”

SMACK!

“God!” I gasped, my lips moving against Shelly's pussy.

Then my tongue licked at her cunt. Why was I doing this? I had a husband. A marriage that I adored. Yet here was my tongue licking and lapping at this girl's pussy. I scooped up the salty cum leaking out of her, mixed with her spicy juices. I had never devoured a twat before.

But I fasted on hers.

SMACK!

“That's it,” hissed Janet carter. “Lick that fucktoy's cunt!”

Ashley Carter just stood over me, watching as her wife made me eat my receptionist's pussy. The other Mrs. Carter pushed up her glasses, her futa-dick thrusting out hard before her. Her eyes hot as she licked her lips.

I licked Shelly's cunt. My receptionist moaned as I feasted on the cum leaking out of her depths. I loved the taste of her. The flavor of this spicy pussy and salty cum. They were so good mixed together. I couldn't help this lust burning through me.

I cheated on my husband of twenty years for the first time.

“That's it,” purred Janet. She pressed something through my bush. The thick tip nuzzled into my dirty cuntlips. It was her futa-dick. I wanted her to ram it into me. “You are devouring that fucktoy's cunt. You love it, Dr. Janelle.”

I did. I really did.

Janet thrust her girl-dick into my cunt.

I groaned as that thick shaft stretched me out. I gasped at her girth. The size of her futa-dick was intense. She reached deeper and deeper into my cunt, farther than my husband's cock. She slammed all the way to my cervix, utterly filling my pussy with her girl-rod.

My pussy clenched down on her. It was intense filling that huge shaft in me. I moaned into my receptionist's pussy. My tongue thrust into her cunt, taste buds soaking in the mix of spicy twat and salty girl-jizz. I licked it out of her as Janet drew back.

I shuddered, my breasts jiggling in my blouse and bra. My pussy clamped down on her shaft. She pulled out of me then slammed back into my snatch. It was an incredible feeling that big shaft thrust back into my cunt. Her crotch smacked into my butt-cheeks.

“Fuck,” I moaned as that dick churned me up.

“Oh, Dr. Janelle,” moaned Shelly. “You're licking all that cum out of my snatch. Ooh, that's so nice.”

“She's your new fucktoy, Dr. Janelle,” groaned Janet as she fucked my cunt with her hard strokes. “Ooh, Ashley, see, this is this joy of being a futa-MILF. Me and you are going to have fun with so many barely legal fucktoys. Doesn't that sound hot, honey?”

“I... I... I think it does,” Ashley said, stroking her futa-dick now. “It was... hot sharing Shelly with you.”

“That's right,” moaned Janet, her hips thrusting away at my cunt. “You'll see, Dr. Janelle. You'll see. Ooh, bring home that little fucktoy and let your husband fuck her tonight!”

My pussy clamped down on that thrusting dick. This hot wave of delight rushed through me. It was so messed up. I couldn't believe I would even think this. It was burning through my mind. Just shooting through my thoughts.

I could do that. I could bring this naughty girl home.

I licked at her cunt with hunger. My tongue thrust into her spicy depths to find more and more of Janet's futa-cum. I had to find every drop of it. This was so wild. Such a naughty thing to experience. My pussy clamped down hard on that big clit-dick fucking me.

She pounded me hard, thrusting into my juicy snatch over and over again. I thrust my tongue into Shelly's pussy. I licked and lapped at her cunt, devouring that naughty spunk out of her. I had to reach further and further into her pussy to find it.

“Dr. Janelle,” the little fucktoy moaned. “Yes.”

God, it was hot to think of her as my little fucktoy. Not just my receptionist, but my redheaded pleasure-slut. It was amazing to have Janet churning me up. She fucked me with such force. She buried to the hilt in me again and again. It was fantastic to have her big clit-dick fuck my married cunt.

I couldn't find any more of the futa's cum in my naughty receptionist's cunt. I thrust my tongue deep into the fucktoy's twat, tasting only her spicy delight. I shuddered, my pussy clamping down on my probing tongue in this very exciting way.

I shuddered as she fucked me hard while my tongue licked at Shelly's cunt now. The receptionist moaned, her butt-cheeks clenching before my eyes. I stroked over her tongue. She gasped, her head tossing, red hair dancing.

“Dr. Janelle,” she cooed.

“Yes, yes, make your fucktoy cum,” moaned Janet, her futa-cock thrusting into my cunt over and over again. “Just make that little slut explode!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Ashley purred. “Make your fucktoy cum, Dr. Janelle.”

I suckled hard on my fucktoy's clit. I nursed on her as that huge girl-dick speared into my pussy. It was an incredible feeling her bury into me again and again. She churned up my pussy. It was so amazing to have her pounding me like that as I suckled on my receptionist's bud.

My nose pressed into my fucktoy's spicy folds. I breathed in her musk as I hurtled towards my orgasm. My pussy gripped that huge futa-shaft ramming into me over and over again. My twat melted around that huge shaft.

“Oh, god, yes,” moaned Janet as she drilled into me. “Ashley, I am going to flood her cunt with my cum.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Ashley moaned, stroking her futa-dick now. She fisted it. “Cum in her, honey!”

Janet fucked me harder. Her big boobs bounced and heaved behind me, slapping together with fleshy impacts. She churned up my pussy with her hard strokes. I squealed around my fucktoy's clit. I nursed hard on it as the pressure swelled in my nethers.

The futa-MILF buried her girl-dick into my cunt. She slammed to the hilt in me. I groaned as the pleasure burst inside of me. My married pussy wet wild around her futa-cock. The heat shot through me. Waves of delight that drowned my mind.

I groaned my passion, my snatch writhing and rippling around that huge girl-dick churning me up. She fucked into me with hard strokes. She buried that futa-dick into me over and over again, sending wave after wave of rapture gushing through me.

“Oh, my god!” I moaned and suckled hard on Shelly's clit.

“Dr. Janelle!” she squealed in delight. “Yes!”

My fucktoy's pussy cream gushed into my mouth. She bathed my face with her spicy delight as my cock writhed and spasmed around the futa's thrusting dick. I drank my receptionist's cunt juices. I reveled in them as my snatch suckled at Janet's futa-rod.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” Janet moaned. She buried to the hilt in my cunt. She plowed in deep. Her cum erupted.

Another person's jizz flooded my pussy. Someone other than my husband's. I shuddered, my twat writhing around that girl-seed flooding into my snatch. The heat swept through me. It was incredible to feel all that heat pumping into me.

“Oh, god, yes, yes, yes,” I moaned as that futa-dick flooded me.

“Fuck!” gasped Ashley. She darted towards her wife.

I lifted my head to follow her. She aimed her dick at her wife's tits and erupted. Pearly cum splashed across Janet's heaving boobs. Spurt after hot spurt of futa-spunk painted those bouncing breasts. Ashley moaned and Janet gasped.

Her futa-cock spurted over and over into my snatch. My cunt writhed around that delicious clit-dick. I milked her cock as I trembled through my ecstasy. My mind drowned in the rapture. It was ecstatic. I loved every moment of it.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Janet moaned. “Paint my tits, honey! Paint them in your cum! That's it. You're getting into it! Being a futa-MILF is amazing.”

“Yes!” she moaned.

I shuddered as Janet pumped the last of her cum into my pussy. I panted, my body trembling as my orgasm hit that wild peak. I quivered there then groaned as Janet pulled her clit-dick out of my cunt. I trembled with the delight of that.

She stood up and grabbed her wife's black hair. Janet yanked Ashley's head down to those cum-covered tits. Ashley groaned, licking the cum from those boobs with hunger. I quivered at the sight. It was wild to watch.

My cunt clenched as I rose. My pussy brimmed with cum. I sank on my chair, panting. I couldn't believe this happened. My pantyhose were ruined, bunched around my ankles with my panties. All that futa-jizz in me leaked out.

“Oh, yes, yes, you are loving this new life, aren't you, honey?” purred Janet.

“Yes,” Ashley moaned as she licked at the cum on her wife's tits.

“I think we have all our marriage problems worked out,” Janet said, a big smile on her face. “Ooh, Ashley, lick up that cum. That's right. You love it. Mmm, you're just a naughty slut for all that girl-jizz you fired on me. Want to share Pita tonight?”

“Yes,” groaned Ashley. “I want to fuck that little homewrecker so hard.”

“Don't be so quick to think that everything's changed,” I told them, that cum leaking out of my cunt. “These sort of problems just don't go away. You're both riding the high of euphoria. I want you to come in tomorrow. This time.”

“Oh, that sounds wonderful,” Janet said, breaking away from her wife. “Let's go. We can fuck Pita in the changing room. Hurry!”

She darted for the door, picking up her sheath dress on the way out. Ashley followed, shoving her skirt down over her futa-dick and snagging her panties. They were gone just like that. I shuddered, my breasts rising and falling.

I stared at Shelly on the floor, her face flushed. She looked at me. Then at my pussy.

“Should I lick you clean, Dr. Janelle?” she moaned, her tongue flicking over her tongue.

“Yes,” I groaned.

She crawled over to me. I trembled as she buried her face into my brown bush and licked. I shuddered, my glasses shifting on my nose. That naughty delight licked and lapped at me with such hunger, driving her tongue into my cunt. The pleasure shot through me. I had never had a man go down on my cunt before. This was certainly a new experience.

I groaned as her tongue slid through my folds. She licked at me with such hunger. She devoured my pussy with such an eagerness to please me. I quivered, my cunt brimming with all that excitement. I glanced at my wedding ring.

Then I reached over and grabbed my cell phone off the end table. I picked it up, the phone on silence, and called my husband. The phone rang three times. Then Roger picked it up. “Hey, honey.”

“Hey,” I purred, my voice throaty as my receptionist licked all that futa-cum out of my pussy. “I had a strange idea. A wild one.”

“Oh?” he asked.

“Tonight, I was thinking we could spice things up in the bedroom.” My left hand fell on that naughty fucktoy's head, holding her to my cunt as she licked out the cum in me. “A... new way to share our passion for each other.”

“Okay?” He was used to me trying new things.

“A... threesome,” I breathed. “Shelly. My receptionist. You know, the one you like to stare down her blouse because she never keeps it unbuttoned up high enough.”

My husband's breathing quickened. “Are you... serious? You know I don't need any woman but you.”

“I know,” I groaned, that naughty girl thrusting her tongue into my cunt. “But what do you say? Try it out. Tonight? She's very game.”

“I... I guess so,” he said, his voice throaty.

“Then it's a date,” I moaned, the pressure growing in my pussy. “I love you, honey.”

“Love you, babe,” he said. “Damn, I can't believe it. See you soon.”

I hung up on my husband and came like a whore on my fucktoy's face. My body bucked as the rapture shot through me. Those two futa-wives had utterly corrupted me so fast. I couldn't believe it. But I was different.

And I wanted to share it with Roger.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Dr. Janelle's Wild Futa Menage!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


Sneak Preview of “Luna's Exam Turns Naughty”

“Oh, my word,” Dr. Turner gasped, leaning back as my clit expanded.

Not just that three inches, it grew larger and larger. I gasped, my toes curling as this massive shaft thrust from my pussy. As the waves of heat burst with pleasure. My pussy convulsed, juices gushing out of me as my clit's pink faded into the beige of my skin. All save the tip. The tip became like a little helmet atop my engorged shaft and... and...

“I'm growing a dick?” I gasped in shock. “What the fuck?”

My dick swelled bigger than my lover's dildo. The doctor's jaw dropped as she stared at it. The color drained from her face. This rush of pleasure surged to the tip of my new girl-dick. I groaned, my twat spasming.

My new cock erupted.

Cum fired from my dick. It splashed across her face. Pearly, white jizz coated her features. More erupted. I gasped with each spurt. While the waves of pleasure surged from my pussy, ecstasy shot into my mind from my new cock. An intense rapture I'd never experienced assaulted me.

“Holy fucking shit!” I howled as my dick kept spurting.

If you want to read more, click here for Luna's Exam Turns Naughty (Shocking Futa Transformation 1)!
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