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 Naughty Excerpt from “Hot Wife's Christmas Futa-Gift” 

    “Yes,” Futa-Santa whispered as she slid her arms around my stomach. “That's my futa-cock in your pussy. And you're so tight, Janet.” 

    “How'd you know my name?” I whimpered, squirming on her big dick. I couldn't help it. This impossible shaft just felt so good in me. Her fingers rubbed at my stomach, somehow stroking my naked skin through my dress. 

    It was like my dress was an illusion. A trick of light that just projected it around me. A hologram that Futa-Santa and her invisible, massive dick could reach through. My cunt clenched on her cock, my flesh drinking in her girth. 

    “Mmm, yes, yes,” moaned Futa-Santa. “That's good. I'm a hermaphrodite. That's my clit-dick in you. I know, I cast a little spell. Now, enjoy your Christmas cheer.” 

    “No,” I groaned, squeezing my cunt down on her. “I... I... I can't cum in front of everyone.” 

    “Sure you can,” purred Futa-Santa. “And then you'll get your Christmas gift. Mmm, think about what you want from me. I can give you so much.” 

    “Oh, god,” I moaned, my hips shifting. 

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

    Elpis, Futa-Goddess of Hope and Cheer 

    Christmas approached. While it wasn't Elpis's holiday, it was the one time in the modern world that hope and cheer were being spread. That was her domain. So the minor futa-goddess enjoyed nothing more than using spirit of the season to manifest herself. 

    She became the Futa-Santa, inspired by all of Aphrodite's fun with her sisterhood of futas. 

    Dressed in a sexy version of the classic outfit that fit her busty body, she was eager to spread cheer and hope to every woman she could. Black, knee-high and heeled boots, a Santa outfit that was a tight dress that ended just past her rump and hemmed in white fur. Low cut to show off her ample assets, and the Santa cap perched on her head, her long fall of black hair spilling down her back. 

    Today, Futa-Santa had been hired to attend an office Christmas party. This would be a new experience for Elpis. 

    She was looking forward to it.  

    *   *   * 

    Janet Mitchel 

    I hated coming to my husband's office Christmas party. But I had to play the good wife and dress up and pretend I liked all the people he worked with and their family. They were all lawyers. My husband was one, too, but at least he wasn't a shark. 

    The others were sharks. I could feel them moving through the room like the predators they were. How many would try to hit on me and me her before the night was done? They always did at these events. Even the married ones. They were so disgusting. 

    Did my husband try to do that? There was that Lana bitch. 

    The party was held on the main office floor for the law firm. There were cubicles you could vanish into. Offices that could be slipped into. Though this part was open, it was easy to disappear for twenty minutes and not be noticed. Had her husband ever disappear? 

    Should she? 

    “There she is,” said Juana. She was a paralegal that worked here and one of the few women I could stand. She wore a red cocktail dress and stiletto heels. She was a wild one. A party girl. She was on her second drink. By the end of the night, she would add to her collection of naughty stories detailing all the kinky things she had done. 

    Still, she was a fun girl. Playful. She wasn't catty. Didn't get into forming cliques and trading barbed insults about whose husband had the bigger bonus, bigger car, bigger home, and all that stuff. She might be an earthy girl, but she wasn't pretentious. 

    “There's who?” asked Rhonda, the other woman here I was friends with. She was a black-haired woman whose ample breasts filled out her blue cocktail dress. 

    “Yeah, what are you talking about?” I asked. I wore a black cocktail dress. You know, that little black dress everyone woman should wear. It hugged my round breasts, the thin spaghetti straps holding it up. It hugged my body, the stretch skirt tight over my rump and gripped my thighs. I had a thong on to have no visible panty lines. My blonde hair swayed as I looked around. 

    “The Santa,” muttered Juana. “It's such bullshit. They hired a woman Santa for the party. Futa-Santa, she calls herself. Whatever that means. It's all this PC bullshit. You know Mrs. Smythe, she's got that feminist bug crawled up her cootch.” 

    “A female Santa, huh?” I asked. “That's progressive. I'm glad.” 

    Juana rolled her eyes. She hated feminism, which was insane. How could she hate what allowed her to have her job and not be barefoot and pregnant in the kitchen? I mean, I didn't have a job. Not any longer. Hank made more than enough money. 

    “I'm glad they're...” My words trailed off as I spotted her.  

    Futa-Santa had arrived.  

    She was a stunning woman moving through the party in a tight, sheath dress that looked like it was straight out the Halloween shop's sexy costume section. Black, knee-high boots. Heeled ones, of course, and a skirt shorter than mine. It threatened to flash her ass. Her large tits jiggled in the low-cut, stretchy top. Red, of course, and trimmed in faux white fur. She even had the Santa cap perched on her dark hair. I shook my head in shock. 

    “That's Stripper-Santa,” I muttered, feeling a little more disgusted. 

    “I was half-expecting some fat bitch,” muttered Juana. “Well, the men are going to love her.” 

    Already, they were circling her. She was gorgeous. “Yeah. I mean... She's flawless.” 

    “Yeah,” Rhonda muttered. She was married to another lawyer at the firm. One at the same level as mine. Which made him overworked. George, her husband, was around here somewhere, already balding at his age. “She's just strutting on through, though. Not a care.” 

    “Still, should have hired a proper Santa,” muttered Juana. “And a Black Pedrochk.” 

    “Black Pedro?” I asked. 

    Juana waved her hand. “Doesn't matter. Look, she's sitting down.” 

    She did sit down like a good Santa and then glanced out at the crowd. Smiling, she patted her lap in invitation. I shuddered. That slender thing was going to have people sit on her lap? Some of the men here were not light. They were chubby, and she looked like she was lighter than me. I was in great shape, but Futa-Santa looked flawless. 

    Just perfect. 

    Out of the crowd, Evelyn Smythe appeared. The mature woman looked amazing for her age. No, even for a woman younger than her. She was a senior partner who worked hard to look gorgeous. Every female lawyer I had ever met did. They all had this belief that if they didn't look sexy they wouldn't be taken seriously. 

    Mrs. Smythe, her blonde hair in a bun and her curvy body filling out a red cocktail dress, turned and sat down on Futa-Santa's lap. The woman's arms went around Mrs. Smythe's waist. The Steel Bitch, as she was often called, gasped and squirmed. Her head threw back like something had happened to her. I didn't see anything. 

    Then she started squirming. Futa-Santa whispered something into her ears. My cheeks blazed with heat. I swallowed, wishing I had a drink. Juana polished off hers and muttered something beneath her breath. Everyone was watching as the senior partner quivered on Futa-Santa's lap. Her face twisted, cheeks growing flushed. 

    “What is happening to her?” I asked, my pussy clenching. My nipples throbbed hard in my bra.  

    “No idea,” Rhonda said. “It's almost like she's—” 

    “Being fucked,” Juana said bluntly. “The Steel Bitch is squirming like a slut on a guy's dick.” 

    “But she's just sitting on a woman's lap,” I protested, others murmuring, too. “And Futa-Santa's not even touching her. She's just whispering in the woman's ear.” 

    Mrs. Smythe nodded. I swallowed, my heart thundering in my chest. What was going on here? Something was off. Something naughty. My friends and the others watched in silence. My thong grew sticky with my excitement. 

    Then Mrs. Smythe threw back her head. She bucked and groaned, squirming on Futa-Santa's lap. My jaw dropped. It was like she was getting off. Cumming. From what? Nothing was happening to her, and yet she shuddered through her bliss. 

    “Damn,” Rhonda muttered. 

    “Right?” I asked. 

    “Did I just see the Steel Bitch climax?” asked Rhonda. 

    Mrs. Smythe panted and then she stood up. She looked unsteady for a second, but that smile on her lips. She glowed with Christmas cheer. The naughty sort. She strode away a moment later, marching with purpose. Her henpecked husband handed her a drink. She took it without a word. Everyone knew the Steel Bitch cuckolded him. It was rumored he even knew but was such a browbeaten man he stayed with her. 

    I glanced around, people were shocked. My husband was nearby. He met my gaze and fired me a sheepish grin. Hank was a tall guy wearing slacks and a festive sweater. He was a handsome guy. With his long hours, I wondered if he wasn't cheating on me. There was that Lana Verona he worked with... 

    Then that very bitch Lana Verona stepped up beside him. My eyes narrowed. The redhead woman, a venomous lawyer at the firm, wore a silky green cocktail dress. It cupped her fake tits and curvy figure. She had an athletic tone to her legs. She was fit. Aggressive. 

    She worked with my husband all the time. She was too gorgeous. 

    Jealousy flared in me while another woman I didn't know sat on Futa-Santa's lap. The same thing happened to her. She was gasping and shuddering. It looked like she was having an orgasm, everyone laughing and enjoying the show. The men were staring at her with hunger as her boobs jiggled in her tight dress. 

    “You should go do it, Janet,” Rhonda said, glancing at me. “Go sit on Futa-Santa's lap.” 

    “Me?” I gasped. I swallowed. “Why would I do it?” 

    “To feel good,” Rhonda said. “I mean, look at her.” 

    The second woman got up and stumbled a few steps. She had that same smile. That look of satiated desire. How was Futa-Santa making them cum? It was insane. I couldn't believe anyone would do it, but a brunette woman, one of the lawyer's girlfriends, sauntered up. People wolf-whistled and clapped. 

    “Why don't you do it?” I muttered. 

    “And cum in front of all these people?” Rhonda asked. 

    “Juana, you're into that sort of crazy stuff,” I said. “Why aren't you lining up?” 

    “I might,” she said. “But you should. I mean, it would show your husband that you're desirable.” 

    “My husband?” I gave her a sharp look. “What is that supposed to mean? Have you heard rumors? Are he and Lana...?” 

    Juana shrugged. 

    My stomach lurched. “You don't 'know, though?” 

    “It's just office gossip,” Juana admitted. “I mean, I've heard enough wrong about myself that it's not always reliable, but...”  

    I glanced over at my husband. He was talking with her while another woman was gasping and moaning on Futa-Santa's lap. Another woman was having an orgasm right before everyone. It was insane. What was going at on this party? Why would Mrs. Smythe hire this crazy Stripper-Santa, and what was she doing to every woman that sat on her lap? 

    “You know you're curious,” Rhonda said, her voice playful. “Go sit on her lap, Janet.” 

    “No,” I groaned. “If you're curious, you do it.” 

    “With my husband here?” she gasped. “That'd be so embarrassing. Plus all these people.” 

    “Exactly,” I said, my pussy on fire. I was molten. I couldn't believe any of this was happening or that I was more than a little curious about it. “So why would I want to be one of the women it's happening to?” 

    “Lana Verona's going for it,” Juana said. 

    I looked over to see the busty redhead, her ass swaying in her green dress she wore. My husband was watching her. He had that hungry look on his eyes. Lana slipped through the crowd and took her seat on Futa-Santa's lap. 

    The moment she did, she shuddered. I swear, it was like she sat on a cock or something. But that was impossible. Then she squirmed there as Futa-Santa whispered in her ear. My pussy blazed so hot as my husband stared with such hunger, watching his coworker squirming and grinding and groaning on Futa-Santa's lap. 

    “Wow,” Juana said. “Look at those tits. She paid a lot of money for them and... Wow, they are just bouncing.” 

    “Uh-huh,” groaned Rhonda. “God, every man in the office is going to be hard and randy. My husband is watching like a dog.” 

    “Yeah,” I said, this tide of jealousy rushing through me. My husband liked seeing Lana on Futa-Santa's lap, huh? 

    Lana bucked a final time, her flushed face, almost as red as her hair, twisting in delight. She rose and almost lost her balance. She fanned at her cheek, that dazzling smile, full of all that good cheer, spread on her lips. 

    My husband was staring at her too hard. Were they having an affair? I wasn't sure, but... 

    Would Hank stare at me as hard? He better, because I was already marching forward, unable to stop myself. It that hussy could do it, so could I. 

    “Go, Janet,” Juana cheered. “Enjoy.” 

    “Janet?” my husband called.  

    I ignored him, but felt his eyes on me, and pushed through the crowd. I slipped through the ring and then I was at Futa-Santa sitting on a cheap office chair, a Christmas tree behind her decorated in silver tinsel and flashing Christmas lights. The gorgeous woman smiled at the sight of me and patted her lap, her legs pressed tight together, her skirt barely hiding her pussy. 

    “Don't be shy,” she said, a big grin on her face. Her dark eyes smoldered. She had a presence. A sensual delight.  

    I turned around and there was my shocked husband staring at me, Lana standing near him, still smiling like a fool. I stared hard at Hank, thrilled to have his attention, and then I sank down onto Futa-Santa's lap and... 

    As I sank down, something hard somehow passed through my skirt and thong. It nudged into the lips of my pussy. They spread around it. I gasped as a thick shaft entered me. I gasped as impaled down it, this thick... cock spreading me open. 

    It was impossible that there could be a dick thrusting up invisibly from Futa-Santa's lap, let alone one able of passing through my clothes. I gasped and moaned. It was a huge dick. It reached all the way to my cervix and stretched out my pussy more than anything ever had. 

    I gasped and squeezed down on this shaft. I felt it throbbing in me. Twitching with Futa-Santa's heartbeat. My back arched, pressing into her dress. Only it was like we were naked because her tits were rubbing on my skin, her nipples hard. 

    “Yes,” Futa-Santa whispered as she slid her arms around my stomach. “That's my futa-cock in your pussy. And you're so tight, Janet.” 

    “How'd you know my name?” I whimpered, squirming on her big dick. I couldn't help it. This impossible shaft just felt so good in me. Her fingers rubbed at my stomach, somehow stroking my naked skin through my dress. 

    It was like my dress was an illusion. A trick of light that just projected it around me. A hologram that Futa-Santa and her invisible, massive dick could reach through. My cunt clenched on her cock, my flesh drinking in her girth. 

    “Mmm, yes, yes,” moaned Futa-Santa. “That's good. I'm a hermaphrodite. That's my clit-dick in you. I know, I cast a little spell. Now, enjoy your Christmas cheer.” 

    “No,” I groaned, squeezing my cunt down on her. “I... I... I can't cum in front of everyone.” 

    “Sure you can,” purred Futa-Santa. “And then you'll get your Christmas gift. Mmm, think about what you want from me. I can give you so much.” 

    “Oh, god,” I moaned, my hips shifting. 

    I squirmed, everyone watching me stirring my pussy around that big dick buried in my cunt. I groaned, my toes curling in my heels. This heat swelled and swelled in me. It was insane that I was doing this. Just crazy, and yet here I was working my cunt around her dick. 

    The pleasure rippled through me. I moaned, unable able to stop myself. I looked out at all the lawyers staring at me with hunger. My husband watched. Lana pouted. My two friends were whispering together.  

    I felt like such a whore. 

    “Mmm, and what's so wrong with that?” Futa-Santa moaned, her nipples rubbing into my back. Her clit-dick filled me up. “Just enjoy my futa-cock. You're going to cum and receive some Christmas cheer. You need it.” 

    “I do,” I groaned, glancing at my husband. He looked stunned and yet watched my round breast jiggling in the cocktail dress I wore. 

    I shuddered as my thighs flexed. I couldn't believe I was doing this. It was insane. Crazy. And yet I was working my cunt from side to side. I was stirring my snatch around on her invisible clit-dick. This was so delicious. Her magical futa-cock felt amazing in me. 

    It was some sort of naughty Christmas miracle. My pleasure grew and grew as I worked my cunt around on this big dick. The thick shaft stimulated me. It brought me closer and closer to cumming before everyone else. Women were watching with envy, waiting for their turn. 

    “Oh, my god,” I groaned. 

    “That's it,” Futa-Santa purred. “Mmm, just cum. Let me feel that pussy going wild about my dick.” 

    “Y-yes,” I groaned, my cunt squeezing down on her big shaft. My orgasm swelled so fast.  

    Her hand massaged my stomach. She slid up for a moment and squeezed my round breasts. I felt her fingers right on my tits, my nipples pressing into her palms. Jolts of delight shot down to my cunt clenching about her futa-dick. 

    I climaxed. 

    My pussy convulsed around her futa-dick. I gasped as the pleasure shot through me. This wave of euphoric cheer that swept over my mind. I groaned, my snatch rippling around her big clit-dick. I trembled, everyone watching me shudder. 

    “What do you want for Christmas, Janet Mitchel?” Futa-Santa cooed as I rode the bliss. 

    “To stop my husband from having an affair with Lana,” I groaned, my pussy rippling around her cock, sucking at her. 

    “Mmm, merry Christmas!” 

    Her futa-cock spurted into my pussy. I felt the cum firing into my snatch. I gasped at the jizz splashing into my cunt. I bucked through the pleasure of this moment. It was crazy. Insane. I groaned, my head tossing from side to side as she basted my cunt with her jizz. I whimpered, my heart pounding in my chest. 

    My pussy milked her cock. My spasming snatch worked out all that futa-cheer flooding into me. This hopeful delight swept through me that my husband would not have an affair with that big titty hussy. I groaned, everyone cheering, knowing that I had somehow climaxed. 

    My gaze shot to my husband and then to Lana watching me. 

    “Oh, my god,” I whimpered. 

    “Mmm, goddess,” groaned Futa-Santa.  

    I hit the peak of my pleasure. I quivered there, my cunt working out the last of the spunk she must have in her. I shuddered, my tits rising and falling. Then I stood up on unsteady legs. My pussy slid up and up her cock and then it popped out. 

    I panted at that. I shuddered, trembling from the cheer of the watching men and women. I shuddered and stumbled forward. I felt Futa-Santa's cum in me. Then I saw my husband. He didn't look happy. He had fun watching Lana cum before everyone but not me. 

    I shuddered. He had no idea what had truly happened. That I had enjoyed a big dick. I turned away from my husband and went for the egg nog. I needed something to drink. I liked the stuff. I dipped the ladle in and poured it into a cup. It had rum or something in it. 

    I needed the alcohol, too. 

    I gulped it down, my body on fire. I felt amazing. Just so good. I finished my drink, feeling the alcohol adding to that good cheer. I hummed, this delight rushing through me. I licked my lips, my heart racing through my veins. 

    “Hot, right?” a voice purred. 

    I glanced over and saw that Lana was there. The redhead with her big, fake tits and naughty smile. Her green eyes glowed with something bright. I swallowed. “I mean... You felt it, right?” 

    She nodded, a big grin on her face. “I want to show you something.” 

    “What?” I asked as she took my hand and led me towards the right. The crowd was focused on who was sitting on Futa-Santa's lap next. “Where are we going? Show me what?” 

    “Oh, you have to see this,” Lana said and then opened an office door. It was dark inside. She closed it and flicked on the light. A desk appeared, bookshelves on the wall with heavy law tomes, the expensive ones lawyers bought to look pretentious but that they never read. There was a diploma and photos of one of my husband's coworkers with various people. Some local politicians and businessmen, I think. 

    “Did you get a cock like me?” Lana said from behind me. 

    I turned around to find her drawing up her short, green skirt to reveal a red thong. She shoved the cloth to the side to reveal a shaved pussy from which... A cock grew. It sprouted from her pussy lips, a clit growing into a big dick. I gaped at her, this wave of heat rushing through my cum-filled cunt. 

    She had jizz leaking out of her pussy, too. It wasn't invisible at all. It spilled down her thighs and coated her vulva. But I could hardly notice the futa-spunk as her cock swelled larger than my husband. Than any guy I had ever dated. 

    My clit pulsed and throbbed. My thong grew tighter, squeezing on my clit. It felt trapped, pushing and pushing against the cloth until my bud slipped passed it. I shuddered as it pushed into the fabric of my skirt, swelling and aching and... 

    I glanced down. 

    “Holy shit,” I gasped at the bulge forming in the front of my skirt.  

    “So you got a futa-dick from Santa, too,” purred Lana. “Mmm, that's so interesting. I always thought futas were tall tales. That no one woman could just grow a dick. But... look at you. At me.” 

    I pulled up my black skirt, the stretchy fabric sliding over my cock. Then my skirt popped over my new girth and my massive clit-dick popped out. I groaned at the huge shaft throbbing before me. I gaped at my Christmas present from Futa-Santa. 

    Then I looked at Lana's. Hers was big and throbbing. It thrust out from her with just demanding need. I shuddered and then I was falling to my knees before her. Futa-cum soaked my thong as I grabbed her big clit-dick. 

    I held her in both hands and opened my mouth wide. Her cock was just so sexy. I slid my lips over the crown of her dick. I loved the texture. I swallowed her and sealed my mouth around her shaft. I sucked. She groaned, her cock throbbing in my mouth.  

    “Oh, wow, Janet,” she moaned. “Mmm, your husband wanted me, but you... You get me.” 

    I moaned, staring up at her. I knew Hank was sniffing around after her. He wouldn't get her now. Oh, no, I would stop him. I shuddered, sucking hard on her dick. I could smell the tangy aroma of her pussy. Her shaved folds, dripping in futa-cum, were right before my eyes. Her labia wrapped around the base of her dick. 

    My right hand cupped her pussy, cum and pussy cream smearing into my palm. I dragged my fingers along her folds. She groaned as I gathered the cum up that was on her labia while nursing on her clit-dick. 

    “Mmm, that's good,” she moaned, staring down at me. She shoved down the front of her green dress. Her big, fake tits appeared. They were so firm and round. Their size defied gravity with their perkiness. “Oh, yes, yes, suck my cock and finger my snatch.” 

    I slid my lips off her clit-dick and purred, “I will!” 

    Before I re-swallowed her cock, I smeared Futa-Santa's salty cum across the crown of her dick and then sucked her dick back into my mouth. She groaned, tossing back her head and moaning out her delight. Her body shuddered as I nursed on her. I suckled with hunger on her girl-dick, the salty flavor melting across my taste buds. 

    Futa-cum was amazing. I nursed on her with hunger, wanting that thick and creamy substance to fire into my mouth. My pussy clenched, my own girl-cock throbbing with my heartbeat. It pulsed and twitch, this ache forming at the tip. 

    I shoved my hand back to her pussy and stroked her. I had never touched another woman, and now I had my fingers stroking her folds, feeling their silky texture and the wet heat. This was such a thrill. I caressed her and she whimpered. 

    “Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned. Then she shuddered as I thrust two fingers into her sloppy depths. 

    Her big boobs swayed over me. She grabbed a fistful of my blonde hair, her pussy clamping down on my digits. My tongue swirled around her girl-cock, pleasing her. She shuddered, her big boobs heaving. 

    “Damn,” she groaned. “Oh, wow, that's amazing, Janet.” 

    I winked at her. 

    “Mmm, you're just going to make me explode, aren't you?”  

    I nodded, suckling hard and thrusting my fingers into the juicy depths of her pussy. I groaned, loving the texture of her cunt. I shuddered, pumping my digits in and out of her snatch. I buried them in deep. I plunged in hard while her cock throbbed in my mouth. 

    “Oh, yes,” she groaned, the flavor of salty precum growing. “I'm going to cum so hard.” 

    I winked at her, sucking with such passion. 

    She smiled at me and then she groaned. Her face contorted as I nursed on her I suckled with passion on her girl-cock. Her back arched and her fake titties jiggled. She grabbed her fat nipples and twisted them. 

    “Janet!”  

    Her futa-cock erupted. 

    Her thick and creamy girl-cum splashed against the back of my throat. The wonderful spunk spurted again and again. She gasped, her pussy convulsing around my digits. Pussy cream flooded my hand. 

    She basted my tonsils with her passion. It was incredible to feel. I loved every second of her spurting again and again into my mouth. I gulped it down. I savored swallowing every drop of the naughty spunk. 

    “Oh, damn, that's great!” she panted. 

    It flowed down my throat. I groaned as it warmed my belly. This festive delight. I gulped down her futa-cheer with hunger. Her pussy's spasms slowed around my digits. She fired a final spurt of cum into my mouth. 

    I held it there and slid my mouth off her cock. I rose and she pounced on me. She kissed me hard, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. She moaned as tasted her cum. Then she pushed me back to the desk. I sat on it, knocking over an inbox tray. It crashed to the floor, plastic snapping and papers rustling. 

    She pushed my spaghetti straps off my shoulders and shoved my dress down. My round breasts popped out. Her big, fake tits pressed into them as we kissed. Our futa-dicks rubbed together, the gifts from the naughty Santa throbbing and twitching. 

    She moaned into the kiss. It was such a heady delight to enjoy. My hands slid down her back, some of my fingers were wet with her pussy cream. I grabbed her ass, squeezing tight. My fingers bit in as she shifted her weight. 

    Her clit-dick slid down my cock. I shuddered as she slid it into my pussy lips. My pubic hairs rustled. I shuddered as she found the entrance to my snatch. I gasped as she rammed forward. She buried her girl-dick into my cunt. 

    I broke the kiss and gasped, “Oh, my god!” 

    Her big dick entered me, sliding into me as thick and as deep as Futa-Santa's had. She bottomed out in me in seconds, my futa-cock throbbing and twitching between us. I shuddered, clenching my twat down around on her cock. 

    “Oh, my god,” I moaned and peeled off my cocktail dress. I threw it to the side and then sank back on the desk, lying on my elbows. “That's incredible. You're huge.” 

    “And you're tight,” she moaned. “Ooh, having a dick is incredible. Wait until you're in me.” 

    I grinned at her and then she drew back. 

    I had just sat on Futa-Santa's dick, and now Lana fucked me. 

    Her red hair danced about her flushed face as she slammed back into me. The friction surged up to the tip of my futa-dick. My cock throbbed as her big shaft pumped away at my cunt. My married snatch squeezed down around her thick pole. 

    “Oh, my god,” I moaned as her futa-dick buried to the hilt in me. Then she drew back. Shivers of delight ran through my body. My round tits jiggled. “That's incredible.” 

    “It's fucking amazing!” Lana moaned as she fucked my married cunt. She snagged my cock. Her hand grasped it. Then she stroked up my shaft as she thrust her dick into my depths.  

    “So's that!” I gasped, pleasure bursting from my dick and flowing down to my cunt. “Oh, my god, that's incredible. My cock is so sensitive.” 

    “You have no idea,” she moaned, thrusting away at me. 

    Lana buried her cock over and over into my cunt. She plunged deep into me while stroking my throbbing futa-dick. Her red hair swayed around her gorgeous face while her fake tits jiggled. They had such weight to them. 

    I sank all the way onto my back and then shot my hands up. I grabbed her big tits and squeezed. I felt her silicone enhancements beneath. I kneaded her. Groped her. I loved the feel of her in my hands. It was incredible. 

    She moaned as I played with her tits. Her passion echoed through the room. It was outstanding to feel her drilling her girl-dick into my cunt. She pumped into my depths while her hand slid up and down my cock. 

    “Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, squeezing her titties, massaging those silicone-enhanced beauties. “Fuck me! I'm going to cum on your dick!” 

    “Good!” she moaned, slamming forward. My pussy gripped her. “Oh, this is awesome. Better than using a strap-on.” 

    “Oh, wow! Oh, my god, that's good. That's real good.” 

    My pussy squeezed about her girl-dick, my orgasm building and building. I felt it growing along with new sensations. The explosive ache at the tip of my cock and the points of pressure deep in my pussy. They felt like they wanted to boil over. 

    I groaned, my cunt drinking in the friction. Her hand stroked up and own my dick. She slid up to the tip of my shaft. She stroked my cock. She brushed the sensitive crown. I gasped, my cock twitching in her hand and my snatch clamping down on her cock. 

    My orgasm hurtled closer and closer. Her every plunge into my cunt. Her every stroke up to the pinnacle of my dick. I squirmed there, kneading her boobs. I whimpered as the pressure at the tip of my dick hit that breaking point. 

    “Oh, my god!” I howled and came. 

    My futa-dick erupted. Spurts of white cream arched in the air and fell on my round tits. I groaned and bucked, my cunt going wild around her girl-dick. I shuddered, the heat rushing through my body. It was incredible to enjoy. I tossed my head from side to side, the pleasure rushing through me. 

    My pussy convulsed around her dick as more and more of my cum splashed on my tits and belly. She groaned, burying into my spasming depths. Two different, and amazing, raptures rushed through me. An intense ecstasy and a familiar euphoria. 

    “I love this!” I moaned. “Cum in me!” 

    “God, yes!” Lana groaned and slammed into me, her red hair dancing. 

    Her futa-cock erupted. 

    Hot cum basted my snatch again. I shuddered, loving the feel of her cum pumping into my snatch. It was amazing. Incredible. I bucked on the desk as my pussy milked her girl-dick. I worked out all the spunk in her ovaries. 

    I drained her dry. I groaned and moaned through this bliss as I worked out every drop of spunk she had. My cock spurted a final time, jizz splashing hot over my belly. It was incredible to enjoy. I whimpered, thrilled to have such bliss. 

    To cum with my Christmas gift. 

    “Oh, wow,” I groaned, her dick firing a last few spurts of cum into my pussy. My cum-splattered tits rose and fell. “Ooh, that was great.” 

    “Wait until you're fucking me,” she moaned and then drew her cock out of my pussy. 

    I gasped as that thick delight slid out of my married depths. I couldn't believe that I was the one having sex with Lana. I didn't mean for this to happen when I asked Futa-Santa for my gift, but it was such a delicious and wicked delight. 

    She grabbed my round boobs and ducked her head down. Her big tits pressed into my belly as her tongue licked the cum off off my breast. I shuddered as she dragged her warm, wet tongue up my boob and gathered my futa-spunk. 

    She moaned the entire time, savoring the taste of my girl-seed. She reached my pink nipple coated in the delight. She flicked her tongue over my nub. I shuddered at her touch. My entire body trembled. I flexed my toes, my heart pounding in my chest. This was such a wicked delight. I quivered, my cunt on fire from that delight. 

    “Lana,” I groaned as the redheaded futa licked and lapped at the cum.  

    She winked a green eye at me and followed the lines of spunk that had coated my tit. Her big boobs rubbed into my belly as she worked, her nipples hard. They massaged my flesh in such wonderful ways.  

    I shuddered as her tongue bathed my right breast, licking everywhere. She cleaned me up with hunger, her tongue flashing into her mouth. She moaned, smacking her lips, clearly loving the taste of my spunk. 

    Hers was amazing. 

    “Mmm,” she cooed and then attacked my left breast. 

    “Oh, yes,” I gasped as she slid her tongue over my boob. My body shuddered. My futa-dick twitched, pinned between our bodies. The tip rubbed into the slope of her breasts. I shuddered at the stimulation, my pussy dripping with her cum. 

    I wanted more. I wanted to fuck her. I ached to ram into her and make her cum. To feel her flesh writhing around my dick. That would be incredible. I whimpered as she licked up to my left nipple and then suckled. 

    “Lana!” I moaned. 

    She nursed on my bud. She sucked and slurped on it. she knew just how to make me shiver and shudder. It was incredible. My futa-cock throbbed against her belly as I squirmed on my back. I would have such a big explosion of bliss. Just a mighty burst of rapture that would sweep over me. It would be incredible. 

    My toes curled as she suckled at me. She nibbled on me. Her tongue danced while her hands grabbed my boobs and massaged them. I groaned, my back arching into the lawyer's desk. I shuddered, face scrunching up. 

    She popped her mouth off my nub and rose. “I want you to fuck me hard! I want you to ram that big dick into me.” 

    “Yes,” I moaned as she planted her hands on the desk beside me. She thrust out her rump, her big tits jiggling. Her futa-cock swayed beneath her. She had such a big one.  

    A dick that I just wanted to suck again. 

    I rose and stepped on my heels. I wore only my thong, the cloth shoved to the side still. I saw no need to change that. I moved behind her, loving the green dress bunched around her waist and that curve of her hip. Her shaved pussy, her lips pressed tight, was framed by her lovely thighs.  

    I just had to be in her. I had never done this, but guys did it. So how hard could it be? 

    I aimed my cock at her pussy and thrust. I hit the top of her snatch and popped up. My clit-dick slid up her taint and into her butt-cheeks where I hit her asshole. I gasped at the feel of her sphincter rubbing on my crown. 

    “Oh, wow,” said Lana. She threw a look over her shoulder. “Fuck me in the ass!” 

    I blinked and then thrust against her asshole. Her anal ring widened and widened around my cock. I had no lube, and yet it felt like the precum my dick was leaking was lube enough. I groaned as her anal ring widened more and more. It spread and spread over the crown of my futa-shaft.  

    Then I popped into her bowels.  

    I groaned, savoring the way her flesh slid over my cock. It felt incredible. My back arched as her hot, velvety sheath gripped me. She moaned as I penetrated deeper and deeper and deeper into her bowels. My cock vanished into her back door. 

    “Oh, god, I love anal,” she moaned. “But I never took a dildo that big back there. Futa-dicks are amazing.” 

    “Yes!” I moaned, my cum-filled pussy clenching. The jizz leaked out of me. I felt it soaking my thong and dribbling down my right thigh. “I loved your cock in me. You just stretched me out, Lana.” 

    “God, I know!” she moaned, her back arching. “Now fuck my ass with that huge cock. Pound me. I want you to make me cum.” 

    “Uh-huh,” I groaned and then I drew back my cock..  

    Her flesh clung to me. It was incredible how her anal sheath massaged the tip of my cock. This was awesome. My pussy clenched, more futa-jizz spilling down my thigh. I thrust back into her asshole, burying to the hilt in her. My crotch smacked her butt-cheeks. They rippled while my tits bounced. 

    I gripped her hips and fucked her. I rammed my girl-dick n and out of her bowels. I thrust into her again and again. I loved every moment of ramming into her. I plunged to the hilt in her anal sheath. I loved the feel of her asshole squeezing around me. It was incredible to enjoy. 

    “Oh, god, that's good,” I moaned, loving being a futa. 

    I pumped away at her velvety sheath hard. Fast. I buried into her again and again. I savored the way she gripped me. Held me. It was awesome. Her bowels held my cock. I shuddered, slamming to the hilt in her asshole again and again. 

    I pumped away at her. I fucked her with hard strokes. I buried to the hilt in her again and again and again. It was incredible to enjoy. I shuddered, burying into her. It was awesome. Amazing. I groaned, pumping away hard and fast at her bowels. 

    “Oh, yes, Janet!” she moaned, her asshole squeezing down around me. “You're going to make me cum.” 

    “Oh, I know it!” I gasped, my tits heaving. The ache built at the tip of my cock along with that familiar orgasm swelling in my cunt. “I'm going to erupt in your pretty ass. Just cum and cum and cum.” 

    “Do it!” she moaned. 

    My tits bounced before me as I fucked her asshole. I pounded her with hard strokes. I buried into her again and again and again. It was an incredible delight to enjoy. I shuddered as I pumped away, making her butt-cheeks jiggle. 

    The pressure swelled faster at the tip of my cock. Her bowels swelled it. I groaned, loving the massaging bliss of her asshole. That naughty anal sheath brought me so close to cumming. To spurting all my spunk. 

    “Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, slamming hard into her bowels. “That's so good. Oh, yes, you're going to make me cum. I'm so close.” 

    “So fucking close, Janet!” the redhead moaned, her fiery hair dancing. “Shit, pound my asshole. Just make me cum. I can feel the pressure ruling at the tip of my dick.” 

    “Me, too!” I groaned. “Oh, yes, yes, I can feel it, too.” 

    That ache was incredible. I was so close to cumming. I pumped away harder and faster, my pussy clenching. My tits bounced as her tight anal sheath massaged the tip of my cock. I whimpered, hurtling towards my climax. 

    I slammed into her asshole hard. My crotch smacked into her butt-cheeks, my round tits heaving. My blonde bush rubbed on her quivering cheeks. They had such a plumpness to them. She groaned, her bowels clenching down hardon my clit-dick. 

    “Janet!” she moaned. 

    Her bowels spasmed around my cock. I gasped, feeling her velvety sheet climaxing. It was such a treat. This was insane to feel. To experience. I groaned, savoring this pleasure rippling and writhing around my cock. 

    “Oh, Lana!” I moaned and then erupted. 

    I fired spurt after spurt of cum into her asshole. The pleasure slammed into my mind, that intense delight that came from cumming with my futa-dick. With it came the gentler bliss washing out of my spasming cunt. 

    Pussy cream and futa-cum gushed out of my snatch and dribbled down my thighs. I groaned, my hands gripping her hips. I spurted over and over into her bowels while her hot flesh massaged my dick. Stars burst across my vision. 

    “I love cumming with my futa-dick!” I moaned. 

    “Oh, god, yes!” gasped Lana. “Merry Christmas, Janet!” 

    “Merry Christmas!” I howled, spurting blast after blast of cum into her bowels.  

    The heady rush swept through me. It was amazing. I trembled as I pumped her asshole full of all the cum brimming in my ovaries. My head tossed from side to side as I basted her. She worked out the last of my cum. 

    I ran dry. 

    I groaned, my pussy's convulsions slowing. My orgasms became a euphoria that settled through me. This wonderful, cheerful bliss. I groaned and then pulled out of her asshole. I took a step back, my breasts rising and falling. 

    “God, I have to get back before my husband realizes I'm missing,” I groaned, patting at my blonde hair. 

    “Mmm,” she moaned. “You're right. It's hotter when he doesn't know, right?” 

    I shivered. It was. 

    I panted, coming down from the high of our wild passion. It was so incredible having this futa-dick, but I concentrated to shrink it back into a little clit before my husband found about this amazing gift Futa-Santa gave me. 

    “Mmm,” purred Lana, her cock returning to a clit, too. “What did you ask to receive from Futa-Santa. I wished to fuck you tonight.” 

    “Me?” I gasped in shock. “You wanted to fuck me?” 

    “Well, yeah,” she said, her big, fake tits jiggling. “I'm gay. And you're hot. I love seducing married women.” 

    I burst into giggles. “I asked to stop my husband from having an affair with you.” 

    “Oh, you got that,” said Lana. “I'm going to be having one with you.” 

    I nodded and pulled her close, my body buzzing from the delight we shared. “Merry Christmas.” 

    “Merry Christmas, Janet,” she moaned and kissed me. 

    Our lips melted together as Christmas cheer burst through me. This was one office Christmas party that I would remember fondly. Lana and her big dick were such a treat. I was glad that we had our little romp. 

    Dressed, we slipped out of the office. I didn't see either of my friends as I gazed around the room, my body buzzing from the wild time I had. My boob jiggled in my cocktail dress. Lana and I broke apart as we re-entered the party. I noticed my husband was moving around. Futa-Santa seemed to have packed up and left. 

    “Hey,” my husband said, frowning. 

    “Mmm?” I asked. 

    “You, uh... On her lap.” 

    “Yeah,” I said. “She's just the real deal.” My eyes flicked to Lana smiling at me. “Gave us women some festive cheer.” 

    As my husband laughed, Lana winked at me. I shuddered, looking forward to enjoying our Christmas gifts as often as possible. I don't know how Futa-Santa did it, how she gave us these big cocks, but I was so glad she had.  

    I felt this itch growing. Something was going on in the bathroom. Another woman's Christmas gift? I think I had to go find out. 

    To be continued... 

    Want to read the next part? Click here for Hot Wife's Shocking Futa-Gift! 

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

      

   

 Sneak Preview of “Tis the Futa-Season” 

      

    She leaned in, the end of her Santa hat swaying about her face. The fuzzy ball pressed into my left thigh as she came closer and closer to my twat. I shuddered, my wedding ring flashing on my left hand as the naughty Futa-Santa leaned in to deliver that holiday cheer I needed. 

    A wonderful wet dream. 

    “This is no dream,” she cooed right before her face nuzzled into my pussy. 

    My silken curls caressed over her flushed cheeks. Her ruby lips kissed against my twat. I shuddered at how intense it felt. This wasn't like a dream. But it couldn't be real. She came down a chimney. She had a dick. If it were real, then I was cheating on my husband. 

    Her tongue flicked through my folds. I gasped at the caress of her hot tongue stroking up my labia. That wonderful caress had me shuddering. My toes curled. A moan rose from my throat. I whimpered as her tongue danced up and down my folds. She lapped at my clit. She brushed that wonderful bud. Sparks flared and showered through me. 

    “Oh, my,” I groaned. It did feel so intense. 

    This had to be a dream though, because... because... 

    Her tongue slid through my folds again, a slow stroke that sent shuddering bliss rippling through me. I groaned, my fingers flexing and relaxing. I let out a soft whimper, so enjoying Futa-Santa's licking. Lapping. She knew just where to touch me. 

    Her fingers stroked my thighs as her tongue swirled around my clit. Her honey-brown eyes stared up at me with that warm intensity. Her tongue thrust into my depths. I groaned, savoring the way she stirred up my pussy. 

    “Oh, my,” I gasped at the hot plunge of her tongue. “Oh, that's... Mmm, that's just delicious. Yes, yes, that's amazing, Futa-Santa.” 

    If you want to read more, click here for Tis the Futa-Season (Spreading futa Christmas Cheer 1)! 
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It was huge. I arched my back, pressing into Futa-Santa's breasts. I felt those big boobs rubbing on my skin despite the blue cocktail dress I was wearing. Her nipples poked hard into my back, her breasts so soft and warm against my skin.

“What?” I gasped, my pussy clenching down on what was a huge dick. The biggest I had ever taken in my pussy. It stretched me out to my utter limits. I shuddered, my snatch squeezing down on her girth. “That's... You...”

“I know,” she purred, her hand sliding around my stomach. I felt her fingers touching my naked skin directly. I looked down, my large boobs blocking my sight of her fingers. I was still dressed. The stretchy fabric of my outfit clung to my tits, my nipples poking hard. “I have a big futa-cock buried in your pussy. Mmm, you're so tight, Rhonda.”

“Oh, god,” I shuddered, understanding now why every woman had cum. This dick was so huge. So amazing.

And she was enjoying being in me in front of everyone. The men were all watching her. If they knew that Futa-Santa had a dick bigger than any of them—an invisible, magical dick—they would freak out. They would not be watching and joking with each other. They would be getting pissed off because it meant their women were going to enjoy something far better than theirs.

I shifted and squirmed on her lap, the big dick stimulating my pussy. It was a wonderful delight. I groaned, loving this big dick in me. I didn't care that everyone was watching. That my husband was watching.

This was my Christmas gift. A real cock. A big dick to love me. Stretch me out. To make me cum like I hadn't in so many years. I rubbed my back into her tits, feeling those boobs on me. How did she have a cock. Was she a shemale?

“I'm a futa,” she moaned. “That's my clit that grew into a dick.” Her fingers rubbed at my stomach, warm and silky. “Mmm, yes, yes, you are so unfulfilled. Just enjoy my festive cheer. Take hope in it. You'll have such a climax.”

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

Elpis, Futa-Goddess of Hope and Cheer

The futa-goddess found being Futa-Santa at a corporate Christmas party to be a wicked treat.

Elpis was loving all the women that were becoming futas tonight. Lawyers and other staff from the firm along with the wives and girlfriends of the men. So much cheer and hope were being unleashed. Passion.

Janet Mitchel was off to enjoy her Christmas Gift with Lana Verona. Elpis liked how that had worked out so well. They were both going to get what they wanted. Now another wife was stepping up. Rhonda Murray.

Elpis beamed, her futa-cock throbbing. No one could see it, her illusion making her look clothed and hiding her cock thrusting from her waist. She was a goddess. These things were easy for her. Just like slipping her touch through clothing to enjoy the women directly.

*   *   *

Rhonda Murray

Janet did it. I could do the same.

My friend looked like she had a big orgasm on Futa-Santa's lap. It was so inane. How were all these women cumming just sitting on the busty and sexy woman's lap? I pushed through the crowd of men who were watching, all enjoying the sight of women getting off on Futa-Santa's lap. Even Evelyn Smythe, the Steel Bitch herself, had cum on the lap.

I reached Futa-Santa. She wore a red sheath dress hemmed in white fur. It was low cut to show off her large breasts and the skirt so short she would be flashing her panties if she didn't have her legs pressed together. Black, knee-high and heeled boots clad her legs while a Santa's cap perched on her head. She was young and smiling. Hiring a female Santa, this Futa-Santa, was some progressive gesture. I thought it was a great idea until stripper Santa had shown up.

Now...

Now I thought it was a great idea again.

I turned around and saw my husband watching. He was balding, putting on weight. His gut stretched out the white dress shirt he wore, a red tie with green Christmas trees on it. He wore his blue blazer and slacks. He was an associate at the firm. He didn't have the ambition to make partner. He should quit. It was destroying his health. He wasn't the stud I married. I was still in shape.

He didn't look happy as I sank onto Futa-Santa's lap.

“That's it,” the woman purred. “Just sit right on my lap. Mmm, you're going to love this, Rhonda Murray.”

Before I could ask how she knew my name, something slipped through my skirt and panties to press right on the lips of my wet pussy. After all those women had cum on her lap, I was dripping. I gasped as it felt like a thick shaft, a huge cock, pushing apart my labia. Then it slid into my twat. I groaned as I impaled myself down a... a...

Cock?

An invisible, magical cock that had somehow passed through my skirt and panties?

It was huge. I arched my back, pressing into Futa-Santa's breasts. I felt those big boobs rubbing on my skin despite the blue cocktail dress I was wearing. Her nipples poked hard into my back, her breasts so soft and warm against my skin.

“What?” I gasped, my pussy clenching down on what was a huge dick. The biggest I had ever taken in my pussy. It stretched me out to my utter limits. I shuddered, my snatch squeezing down on her girth. “That's... You...”

“I know,” she purred, her hand sliding around my stomach. I felt her fingers touching my naked skin directly. I looked down, my large boobs blocking my sight of her fingers. I was still dressed. The stretchy fabric of my outfit clung to my tits, my nipples poking hard. “I have a big futa-cock buried in your pussy. Mmm, you're so tight, Rhonda.”

“Oh, god,” I shuddered, understanding now why every woman had cum. This dick was so huge. So amazing.

And she was enjoying being in me in front of everyone. The men were all watching her. If they knew that Futa-Santa had a dick bigger than any of them—an invisible, magical dick—they would freak out. They would not be watching and joking with each other. They would be getting pissed off, because it meant their women were going to enjoy something far better than theirs.

I shifted and squirmed on her lap, the big dick stimulating my pussy. It was a wonderful delight. I groaned, loving this big dick in me. I didn't care that everyone was watching. That my husband was watching.

This was my Christmas gift. A real cock. A big dick to love me. To stretch me out. To make me cum like I hadn't in so many years. I rubbed my back into her tits, feeling those boobs on me. How did she have a cock? Was she a shemale?

“I'm a futa,” she moaned. “That's my clit that grew into a dick.” Her fingers rubbed at my stomach, warm and silky. “Mmm, yes, yes, you are so unfulfilled. Just enjoy my festive cheer. Take hope in it. You'll have such a climax.”

“I will,” I whimpered, the pleasure building and building in me as I squirmed on her cock. I would just detonate. My other friend, Juana, watched.

A naughty paralegal who worked for the firm, she had a wicked smile on her lips, her hips wiggling from side to side. A party girl, she had a reputation at Christmas parties. If my husband wasn't a schlub, I'd be worried about her.

He just continued to glower. Guys were ribbing him, laughing as I squirmed on the cock. I was cuckolding him. I didn't mean to, but this dick just felt so amazing. So wonderful. I groaned, my pussy squeezing down on her big girl-dick. I squeezed my cunt down on her, groaning in delight.

“Yes, yes, just enjoy my cock,” cooed Futa-Santa. “This is the time of year to have cheer and hope. Things will get better. A new year awaits. Oh, yes, yes, you have such a tight pussy.”

“Thanks,” I whimpered, my cunt squeezing down on her cock. “Oh, your dick is so amazing.”

“Mmm,” purred Futa-Santa. “And you have such a wonderful twat. Oh, it's so tight and lovely. Yes, yes, squeeze that cunt down on me. Let's cum together.”

I nodded, my orgasm building and building. Her nipples rubbed into my back while my own ached in my strapless demi bra. My tits were cradled in it, a precarious situation for a woman with boobs as big as mine. Buck too much, and they might pop out, but I just felt so good.

The pleasure swelled and swelled as my pussy worshiped her big dick. All those eyes stared at me. I was the center of the party's attention. I bit my lip, this heat building and building. My cunt drank in the pleasure of her cock.

It was such a majestic dick.

I would have such a big climax. I was so eager for it. So ready to just cum and cum. It would be awesome. I was so ready to just have a mighty orgasm. Her fingers slid higher. They brushed the bottom swell of my tits.

Then she grabbed them, rubbing my boobs through my blouse and bra. My nipples burst with tingling joy. The cheerful delight shot down to my cunt. My twat squeezed down on her cock. I groaned and then I exploded.

My pussy went wild around her girl-dick.

“That's it,” she moaned as my orgasm burst through me. My cunt rippled and writhed around her cock, sucking at it. “Suck out my futa-cum. All my girl-jizz!”

“Futa-Santa,” I whimpered.

The men wolf-whistled as they saw me climax. My husband folded arms, his face red. His bald spot burned scarlet.

Pleasure rippled through my body. It was incredible. I couldn't remember the last time I felt so good. My cunt suckled hungrily at her cock, wanting her cum to fire out into my pussy. I trembled on her, rubbing my back into her tits.

She moaned and erupted. Hot futa-cum splashed into my pussy. Her jizz flooded me. I loved the feel of her seed splashing on my cervix. My cunt suckled with hunger on her clit-dick. This wonderful bliss swept through me. Euphoria. Joy. Rapture.

“What do you want for your Christmas gift?” cooed Futa-Santa as her cock unloaded more and more of her girl-jizz in me.

“For my husband not to be a balding schlub any longer,” I moaned, staring at him through the stars dancing across my vision. “To be hot and sexy again.”

“Mmm, done!” she moaned, her festive cum firing hard into my cunt.

I shuddered, my pussy rippling around her, the pleasure drowning my mind. I arched my back as I hit the peak of my rapture. My twat milked out the last of her cum. She fired it all into my married depths while my husband watched.

And then it passed.

I panted, the men still applauding and laughing. I shuddered and then I stood up. I whimpered as I rose off that cock. It left me brimming with cum. I could feel it. Her clit-dick popped out of my pussy and the cum soaked my panties.

Her jizz filled my pussy. This was so insane.

I took a few tottering steps forward, glancing back at Futa-Santa. I didn't see the cock that hat just so thoroughly filled my pussy. She gave me a rosy-cheek smile. Her eyes were twinkling. I panted and stumbled forward, riding a high of good cheer and hope. That was amazing. That was the best thing in the world.

Then my husband seized my arm. “Rhonda!”

“George,” I panted, floating.

“What the fuck was that?” he growled, sniggers following us as he pulled me from the crowd.

“Just enjoying the Christmas party,” I groaned. “You know, sitting on Futa-Santa's lap.”

“And cumming like all the other whores?” he growled.

“Oh, don't be like that,” I panted, still feeling too good to fight. “I was just sitting on her lap. It was a game. Do you really think I came on her lap?”

“Yes,” he growled. “Look at you. You looked like you were fucked hard.”

“By what?” I asked. “Her invisible girl-dick?”

He gave me a sharp look as he pulled me towards his office. “Do you know what a futa is?”

I shook my head. I had a good idea now.

“It's this new thing. Women who grow dicks. They've been around for a decade, growing more and more popular.”

“Hot,” I groaned, still feeling too good. “Mmm, but where was hers? Did you see it? I'm clothed.”

He pushed me into his office and finally let me go. He closed the door behind him. I shuddered and stared at him. Where had the man gone that had made me so wet? We used to fuck and fuck. He would throw me down on the bed and ravish me.

This heat swelled through me. My clit throbbed and pulsed. My pussy clenched, my panties soaking up the cum that leaked out of me. I was drenched down there. I wanted to be thrown down again by a hung futa now. A woman with a big dick.

My panties grew tight, squeezing about my clit. I frowned at that as I sat on the edge of his desk. I stared down past my breasts and my eyes widened. This bulge was forming. I was growing a dick. She had made me into a futa.

A futa with a big dick. I shuddered as it pressed up the front of my panties and then poked out the waistband. I shuddered, my cum-filled twat clenching. My new cock was trapped. I had to free it. But my husband was here.

“What the fuck?” growled George.

He had seen what I had grown. I looked up, ready for him to freak and out—

He was freaking out but for wholly different reasons. His beer gut was dwindling. His dress shirt no long stretched around his stomach. It bulged in a wholly different place. His chest. A pair of somethings were swelling up his chest like... like...

He was growing tits.

He gasped, his hands grabbing at them, his Christmas tree tie dangling between them. His waist narrowed more and more. He had a 44-inch waist and now... his pants were falling off of them. They dropped down legs that were becoming toned and sleek, all the thick hair melting away. His boxers barely hung onto his hips, the elastic waistband doing a better job as his body changed.

Shoulders narrowed. Fingers became slender, and his face... My eyes widened as his puffy face grew softer. The double chin melted from him. His nose grew dainty, lips pouty, and cheekbones delicate. Black hair sprouted from his bald spot and spilled down his shoulders and...

That was a woman's face. A woman's hot body.

I mean gorgeous. George had big tits and a slender waist. She blinked shocked eyes, her lips so thick and pouty. Bee-sting lips. She was still tall, maybe a few inches shorter. No longer 6'1'' but 5'9''. still taller than me. So leggy, too.

“What the fuck?” George gasped, her voice so feminine. “No, no, no!”

She began unbuttoning her shirt. She wrenched it open to reveal a pair of large and perky tits. They were big and bounced as she moved. I shuddered as my wife had a better pair of tits than me. Wide areola. Fat, pink nipples. I licked my lips, my futa-cock throbbing in my panties.

He had turned into a hottie.

“No, no, no,” she gasped and grabbed at her tits. She squeezed them, her tie falling between her breasts. “This can't... What is going on?”

“A Christmas miracle,” I moaned and slid off the desk. “Look.” I drew up my skirt. My wife's eyes fell on my crotch. She was a woman now. Gender-swapped. It was insane. But so was what I had.

I drew the stretchy skirt of my cocktail dress over my panties. My wife's dark eyes, her eyelashes lush, bulged as she saw what was tenting the front of my black panties. Then I slid the dress over the tip. It flopped out. I had a huge cock, the crown pink.

“What the fuck, Rhonda?” breathed my wife.

“I don't know...” I wanted to call her George, but that felt so wrong. George was a man's name, and that was no man before me. “Georgia. I really, really don't know.”

“Georgia?” she gasped, her fingers digging into her tits.

“You're a sexy woman now,” I cooed and sauntered towards her. “You got a pair of big tits and...

I fell to my knees. My tits bounced out of my strapless demi bra. They had moved too much to stay contained. Cumming on the futa's lap hadn't helped keep them in place. They were still held by my dress, my nipples pressing on the fabric.

I shoved my dress down, letting my breasts spill out. I reached behind me and undid my bra. I tossed the black thing away, my tits hanging heavy and full. My wife stared down at them past her new tits.

“Mmm, and I get yo have a juicy, wet pussy that just needs to be loved,” I cooed, stroking her toned legs. They were silky shaved, the magic waxing my wife. That was hot. I slid higher and higher to her plaid boxers. I tugged those down and...

A black bush faced me. No cock at all. There, peeking through her curls, were the lips of her pussy. Juicy folds that needed to be licked. A tart aroma filled my nose. It was faint, but the scent would grow. I would lick and lap at her. I would make her cum.

“Rhonda,” she whimpered. “What is going on?”

“My Christmas gift,” I whispered. “I wanted you to be hot. She... she made you into a hot woman.”

“Who?”

“Futa-Santa.”

I buried my face into my wife's snatch. I wasn't into women. At least, not before I grew this big cock that throbbed half-trapped in my panties. My face pressed through the curls of her thick bush and found the folds of her pussy. I kissed her, tasting something tart.

Her juices. I had to make her cream flow. I grabbed her ass and licked through her folds. My tongue slid through her pussy lips and brushed over her hymen. She was a virgin in this body. My clit-dick throbbed.

“What are you doing?” she gasped. “Don't do that.” Her boobs shook, her tie swaying between them. Her dress shirt swung around her breasts. “Stop that. I can't have a pussy.”

“Mmm, you have a yummy one, Georgia,” I purred and licked again.

“No, no, we have to get her to change me back,” she whimpered.

“I'm enjoying my Christmas gift,” I purred and licked her again. “I'm going to make you cum and then fuck you and... God, you're so hot, Georgia. Such a sexy woman.”

She blinked. “I am?”

“God, yes!”

I licked her again. And again. I lapped at my wife's new pussy. I fluttered my tongue up and down her folds. I loved the taste of her tart twat. Her virgin, gender-swapped cunt was so much fun to lick. I had never eaten pussy before.

I loved the silky curls rubbing on my face. The wet folds on my lips. I savored the silky texture my tongue stroked through. I brushed her clit, reveling in how she bucked. Her tits bounced. They were gorgeous. Filled me with such good cheer to eat her while my pussy and cock grew wetter and harder.

This was an amazing Christmas gift. There was something so delicious about eating my wife's new pussy. Something thrilling. Fulfilling. It felt so right to me, my cock throbbing and my naughty pussy dripping with Futa-Santa's cum. My tongue dragged through my wife's folds and brushed her clit.

“Oh, god,” she gasped. “Stop that, Rhonda.”

“Why?” I purred as she shuddered there, her big boobs heaving.

“Because... because...”

“You like it?” I took another long, slow drag through her pussy folds, stroking her labia and making Georgia buck again. Those lush tits of hers smacked together and rippled. They were so amazing.

“Of course I don't.”

“Liar.” I fluttered my tongue against her clit. “Enjoy your Christmas present.”

“What about my job? I can't become a woman. Everyone will gossip.”

“You hate your job.” I fluttered my tongue against her clit. “This is our chance for a new start. Mmm, a wonderful, new beginning. My futa-dick is so hard. I'm going to fuck you so hard. Just like we used to fuck. I'll pound you like you used to pound me.”

I suckled on her clit.

She gasped and bucked, her nub popping out of my mouth. Her head tossed from side to side. Her hair danced about her shoulders. She whimpered, the sounds she made so delicious. My gender-swapped wife's silky curls rubbed on my face as my tongue stroked over her hymen. I watched her boobs bouncing, her tie between them.

Her face twisted. Her back arched. My tongue danced around her clit. I fluttered against her bud again. I nibbled on it. I knew what made mine burst with pleasure and delivered that on my gender-swapped wife.

“Rhonda!” she moaned, shaking her head like she was trying to deny the inevitable.

I gripped her plump rump, my fingers digging into her delicious ass. “Just surrender and cum!”

I suckled on her clit. She gasped and tossed her head. Her hair flew through the air. She whimpered, her face twisting with such passion. Her boobs jiggled around that sexy tie. God, my wife was hot.

“Rhonda, please,” she whimpered, her voice so sweet. “I'm going to... to...”

Perfect.

I suckled hard on her clit, my fingernails biting into her rump. I held her tight, loving how she ground her snatch on my face. Her head tossed from side to side. Her face contorted. The bliss on her features was amazing.

This was such a beautiful sight to witness. My tongue caressed her. Teased her. I would make her explode.

She would burst with such rapture.

I fluttered my tongue against her folds, giving her clit a reprieve just for a moment. My tongue fluttered around in her snatch. I stirred her up. Her hot cream melted around my tongue. She tasted so good. Such a treat to love.

I found her clit. I sucked hard on it.

“Oh, god, no,” she gasped, grinding her snatch on my face.

Her pussy juices gushed out. My wife came as a woman for the first time. I shuddered at the flood of tart cream. I drank down her passion. Her juices flowed into my mouth. They spilled over my lips. I squeezed my eyes shut as I drank Georgia's feminine delight.

“Jesus!” she moaned, her voice echoing through her office. “Oh, my fucking Jesus!”

I drank down her cream. I gulped it all down. This wonderful delight. It poured into my mouth. It was such a delicious passion to drink. My futa-cock throbbed, twitching with my heartbeat. This was incredible. I loved every moment of it.

My tongue fluttered through her folds. I stroked across her hymen as she quivered through her orgasm. It was such a hot delight. Her pussy juices spilled down my chin. Her boobs shook above my head, her plump flesh rippling.

“Damn, damn, damn!” she moaned. “Oh, my god. That...”

“I know,” I moaned as she pleasure subsided. “Cumming like a woman's amazing.”

She panted for breath. I rose before her and threw my arms around her neck. I didn't have to raise on my tiptoes to kiss her. My breasts pressed into the bottom slopes of her tits as our lips met. She tasted herself on me as she kissed me back with hunger.

She thrust her tongue into my mouth. There was that aggression I remember before the long hours and the drinking and the beer gut. I shuddered as my wife kissed me like I was a woman. I shuddered, my pussy clenching and my futa-dick throbbing.

She grabbed my arms and pushed me back, her lips still on me. I loved it. She thrust me back onto the desk. I knocked over a picture as I sat on it, our tongues dancing. My cock twitched. She grabbed my breasts.

I seized hers.

They were so plump and soft. I groped them, marveling in just how amazing tits were. They were so much to hold. To squeeze. Hers felt so amazing in my hands. My fingers dug into them. This was fantastic.

We kissed and devoured each other's mouths. Our tongues played. Our hands squeezed tits. I worked up to her nipples. I found them. Pinched them. I twisted her nubs. She squealed into my mouth.

Then she broke the kiss and stepped back.

She looked so gorgeous with those long legs. She would look killer in stiletto heels. She panted and then undid the tie. It whisked out of the collar and then was off. She undid the last buttons of her shirt and shrugged out of it.

“Put the tie back on,” I cooed. “You look so sexy with it dangling between your breasts.”

“God,” groaned Georgia, staring down at her body. “This has to be a dream. I can't be a woman.”

“You are,” I moaned. “And look... I have a big, throbbing dick that's going to pop your cherry.” I stroked the tip. She stared at it, licking her lips.

“Fuck,” she groaned and then wrapped the tie about her throat. She had it unknotted in seconds. She didn't tighten it about her neck. The tails dangled down between her large tits. They looked so sexy.

My pussy clenched, more cum leaking out into my panties.

Then she darted at me and grabbed my panties. She hooked them and yanked them off. I gasped as she peeled them off my ass and down my thighs. My legs pressed tight together. She drew them past my knees and then off my feet, my heels coming off in the process. I spread my legs.

“What the fuck?” she gasped, staring at the white stains on the gusset of my panties. Then her eyes flicked to my black bush dripping with futa-cum. “What the hell? You fucked another guy, Rhonda?”

“No, no, that's Futa-Santa's girl-cum,” I moaned. “What did you think I was cumming on? Her invisible and magical dick filled me up while I was on her lap. I had no idea it would happen until I sat down on her. But... God, it was amazing. Just like mine.”

She stared at me and shook her head. “You were cheating on me. Everyone was making fun of me.”

“Honey,” I said, my dick twitching. “I didn't mean to. Honest. I just... I wanted to find out what the other women were feeling.”

“How they were getting off on her lap?” she muttered.

“Well, yeah,” I moaned. “And it was a big, throbbing girl-dick. Like the one I'm rocking.” I shook it at my gender-swapped wife. “Mmm, look at this cock. Isn't it just gorgeous? You can't be mad that I enjoyed Futa-Santa. It's Christmas. It was a miracle. And look at what it's done.”

“Made you into a freak and me into a woman.” She looked down at her tits.

“Honey,” I groaned, wagging my cock at her. “Don't be like that. Enjoy your gift.” I giggled. “I won't mind if you sit on Futa-Santa's lap when we're done. Then you can enjoy her girl-dick, too. Have that naughty climax in front of everyone.”

She stared at me.

“It's hot,” I cooed. “And it's Christmas. This is a time for hope and cheer. Let me cheer you up with my big girl-dick.”

“That would never have worked on you,” Georgia muttered. “If you were mad at me, getting fucked by my dick wouldn't have made you feel better.”

“Don't be too sure that if you hadn't just thrown me down and fucked me, I wouldn't have loved it,” I moaned. “I would have pretended to be pissed off, but you can't trust women. We're all a bunch of liars. We play dumb games. Mmm, Let me throw you down and fuck you.” I shook my cock back and forth. “Imagine this in your pussy... Just fucking you hard. Making you cum.”

She licked her lips and then she sprang at me.

To my shock, her tits bouncing around her tie, she fell to her knees. She grabbed my legs and then buried her face into my cum-filled twat. I gasped. She nuzzled through my cum-matted bush and licked at my pussy. A shiver ran through me. My new futa-cock throbbed.

Her tongue fluttered up and down my slit. She gathered the futa-cum that flowed out of me, moaning like a slut. It was so hot. This was the passion Georgia used to have for me. She hadn't devoured my cunt like this in years.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, squeezing my thighs around her smooth face.

She felt so different. No rough stubble. Her lips softer. But her tongue was just as bold. She caressed me. Licked at me. She loved me in such wonderful ways. It was awesome. Her tongue thrust into my cunt.

She scooped out the cum.

She moaned as she feasted on Futa-Santa's festive jizz. I shuddered, such hope swelling through me. Joy burst in my soul as my wife devoured the girl-cum out of my snatch. My head tossed from side to side, my hair dancing.

She had such an amazing tongue. She licked and lapped at me with this hunger that had me shuddering. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest. This was such an amazing delight to enjoy. Such passion.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” I groaned, my thighs squeezing about her head. “That's so good. Oh, yes, honey!”

“God,” Georgia groaned. “Futa-Santa's cum... It's so good. So salty and with your tangy cream... Just perfect.”

“I'm glad,” I panted, my futa-cock throbbing as it thrust up before her face.

I leaned back on my left hand, my boobs jiggling as my wife feasted on me. She thrust her tongue deep into my cunt, the pleasure rushing up to the tip of my clit-dick. This gift was so incredible. I loved every moment of it.

My head tossed from side to side. The pleasure swelled and swelled. I whimpered, my face scrunching up. This wild beat surged through my heart. I groaned as she lapped at me. Licked at me. She devoured me with hunger.

With passion.

“Oh, that's so fucking good,” I whimpered. “That's just amazing. Oh, yes, yes, yes!”

She pulled her face from my pussy. “There's no more cum in you.”

“That's okay,” I moaned as she sucked jizz off my bush. “Just keep licking.”

“No cum in your pussy, but...” Her hand grabbed my dick. Her head rose, those dark eyes of hers glossy with lust.

“Do it!” I moaned. “Suck my cock, honey. Nurse on my girl-dick! Yes, yes, yes!”

She slid her lips around my futa-dick. I shuddered as her lips slid over the crown. She nursed on me with hunger. It was such a passionate delight. I groaned, savoring every moment of it. My head tossed back and forth. My hair danced.

She suckled. My pussy clenched as the tip of my dick burst with delight. It was so amazing to feel her warm mouth around my cock. The sucking pressure felt amazing. Incredible. Her tongue danced around the crown. I groaned, loving the sensation of her blowing me.

“Oh, my god,” I whimpered as she nursed.

She stared up at me as she suckled, winking at me.

I had no idea my cock could feel this good. Her tongue danced around the crown, the most sensitive part. Then she suckled. My pussy clenched. I felt the pressure reaching through my pussy to deep inside of my cunt. These twin points that were...

Building with something. My futa-cum? My girl-jizz? I could ejaculate with my new dick. Spurt spunk. It was such a heady realization as my gender-swapped wife nursed on me. This joy swelled in me as she nursed. It was so exciting to enjoy her blowjob. This was such a passionate moment.

“Oh, honey, yes,” I moaned as she bobbed her head, working her plump lips up and down my shaft. She knew just how to love me.

She purred. The humming delight rippled around my cock. I gasped at this new sensation. It was such an amazing treat to enjoy. I shuddered through this bliss. I tossed my head, loving every moment of it. I would have such a big orgasm. Just a mighty burst of rapture. I couldn't wait.

Her mouth sucked at me. She nursed with such hunger on me. I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest. I tossed my hair from side to side. My hips wiggled back and forth. I savored every moment of this. I loved every second of her nursing mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. “Oh, honey, that's so good. That's amazing.”

She purred around my futa-cock as she suckled. It was wonderful to enjoy. A pure treat. I shuddered, savoring that naughty heat. She blew me with such passion. She nursed on me with such force. It was incredible. I whimpered, tossing my head.

Then she thrust threes fingers into my cunt.

“Oh, my god!” I gasped. “Georgia!”

Her three digits thrust in and out of my pussy. She plunged them in deep and then drew them out. I groaned, savoring that delight. It was insane. This was so crazy. I loved it. I savored every moment of her suckling on my futa-cock.

I whimpered and moaned, my head tossing back and forth. I shuddered, my heart pounding in my chest. I loved it. I savored this delight. I would have such a big burst of rapture as she nursed on my new clit-dick and fingered my cunt.

“Georgia!” I groaned. “I'm going to cum!”

She suckled so hard.

My futa-dick throbbed in her mouth. My pussy clamped down on her digits. She thrust them in deep. The silky stimulation rose to the tip of my cock. The pressure built there. This amazing, explosive release that I hurtled closer and closer towards.

Her fingers jammed deep into my twat. I gasped at the friction caressing my inner walls. The pleasure rushed up to the tip of my dick just as she suckled hard. I threw back my head and cried out in rapture. My first orgasm with my new futa-dick exploded in me.

I gasped as my cock erupted into my wife's hungry mouth.

Spurt after spurt of jizz fired out of my futa-dick. Each one sent ecstasy slamming into my mind. My pussy convulsed at the same time, the familiar spasming unleashing cheerful waves of delight that washed through my cunt.

I groaned, tossing my head from side to side. The pleasure was incredible. I whimpered and moaned, my heart pounding wild beats. I shuddered and bucked, the heat rushing through my body. Stars burst across my mind

“Oh, my god, yes!” I gasped. “Oh, that's so good. That's amazing. You're making me feel so good. Oh, damn, that's awesome!”

She gulped down my cum. She swallowed it with hunger. I heard her drinking it down while I shuddered through my bliss. My pussy cream formed a puddle beneath my ass, the tangy musk filling the air.

“So amazing!”

I trembled through my delight. Stars exploded across my vision. The ecstasy blazed hot through my mind and then soothing rapture washed over my thoughts. I loved every moment of the dual pleasure filling my body with different delights.

“Oh, that's so good,” I whimpered. “Oh, yes, yes, that's amazing. Oh, Georgia, honey, yes!”

My wife suckled out all the cum. I fired the last of my jizz. I emptied my... my... I don't know what I emptied, but I poured all my new futa-cum into her mouth. She swallowed it all down. She gulped it with hunger.

Then she slid her mouth off my cock with a wet plop. I shuddered as she came off. My cock twitched and throbbed. This was an amazing delight. I trembled, shivering at how awesome this was. I loved being a futa.

“Thank you, Futa-Santa,” I whimpered.

My wife slid her lips off with a wet plop. My cock twitched and bobbed before her. I shuddered, my cock throbbing. I swallowed, trembling from the bliss of this moment. It was outstanding. My wife rose, my cum on her lips.

She kissed me.

I shuddered as she thrust her tongue into my mouth. The salty flavor was such a treat. That was my girl-cum I was tasting. It was incredible to enjoy. I whimpered and moaned into her lips, our tongues dancing together.

She grabbed my futa-cock. She stroked up and down my clit-dick. I throbbed in her grip, wet with her saliva. I squirmed in a puddle of pussy cream, my ass all sticky with it. I savored that feeling, not minding the wet spot right now. My wife's hand reached the tip of my dick, massaging that sensitive and spongy crown.

She broke the kiss and stared down at me. “You're still hard.”

I blinked. “Wow, I am.”

My wife stared at me, her hand tightening on my cock. Then her free hand pushed on my shoulder. She shoved me down onto my back. I knocked off her keyboard and bumped her computer monitor. She didn't care.

My wife straddled me. Her big boobs heaved. That sexy red tie with the green Christmas trees nestled between her lovely boobs. She held my cock with this wild gleam in her eyes. All that old passion and fire was back.

“Ride me!” I moaned. “Pop your cherry on my big futa-dick and ride me!”

She winked at me and pressed my cock into her bush. I gasped as she rubbed me up and down her flesh. Her silky curls caressed the tip of my clit-dick followed by the wet folds of her pussy. She lowered her weight, those gorgeous, toned thighs flexing.

I shuddered as she pressed her hymen right there on tip. Her dark eyes fluttered. Her big boobs rose and fell. I smiled at her, so ready for her to just impale her cunt down my cock and take her virginity.

“I am going to rock your world, Rhonda,” my wife cooed, that wicked gleam in her eyes.

“Do it!” I moaned.

She pressed her weight down on her hymen. The membrane stretched. Her face contorted. Then she gasped. Her cherry popped and her cunt slammed down my cock. I groaned as her hot pussy engulfed my cock.

She wasn't the only one losing her virginity.

It was my first time being inside a pussy with my new clit-dick. My back arched against the desk. My ass clenched in the puddle of my pussy juices. The pleasure shot down my shaft to my cunt. I groaned, shocked by how amazing this felt.

Her pussy had taken my cock to the hilt. She had swallowed every inch of my futa-dick. I shuddered, her silky flesh squeezed about me. My head tossed. I moaned, shocked by how incredible this was.

“Holy shit!” Georgia groaned, her cunt clenching down on me. “You're huge.”

“You're tight and wet and so sexy!” I moaned, joy swelling through me. “Oh, my god, Georgia, this is amazing.”

“It is!” she moaned and then slid up my cock.

My eyes bulged at how amazing it was to have her cunt sliding up and up my cock. My body trembled. My heart pounded. This was wonderful. She kept climbing and climbing, massaging my dick. Especially the crown.

Oh, that was so sensitive.

At the pinnacle, her boobs quivering, she then slammed back down my dick. She impaled herself. I gasped at the wonderful friction that burst around my cock. This silky delight burned into a fire that rushed down to my cunt and then to those points deep in my snatch where my cum brimmed.

I had another load for my wife.

“Georgia!” I whimpered.

“Rhonda!” she gasped, her tits heaving together, smacking around her tie.

She rode me. My wife worked her cunt up and down my cock with all her passion. It was incredible to witness. I stared in awe as she slid her cunt up and down my dick. My toes curled. I whimpered, savoring this heat. It was fantastic to experience. I loved every moment of her riding me. Her pussy massaged me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped. “Oh, my god, that's amazing.”

“You're so thick!” she whimpered, her tits bouncing above my head. “Oh, wow. Oh, my god. I love this Christmas gift.”

“Uh-huh!” I whimpered.

Her cunt massaged my cock. My wife's new, tight, and wet pussy slid up and down me. My back arched and my ass squirmed in the puddle of pussy cream spreading on her desk. The heat swelled in me. Another orgasm built and built, that explosive need to cum itching at the tip of my dick.

Her pussy soothed it.

That hot, naughty, silky twat slid up and down my futa-cock. I groaned, the pleasure spilling down my shaft and swelling through my cunt. My boobs jiggled as I squirmed. This heat rushed through me. I would have such a mighty burst of cum.

I would explode.

Detonate.

It would be amazing.

I whimpered as my wife's pussy brought me closer and closer to cumming. I watched her bouncing boobs, the tie fluttering between those heaving tits. They were so gorgeous. She was so gorgeous. Futa-Santa had done amazing work.

This was all so crazy. A Christmas miracle that I savored. I whimpered, the pressure building in those points. My futa-cum warmed up, eager to fire into my wife's cunt. I wanted to flood her. Just fill her new snatch with jizz.

“Rhonda!” she moaned. “Oh, god, I want you to cum in me!”

“You read my mind!” I gasped.

She slammed her cunt down my cock, her boobs bouncing around the tie. It looked so sexy between her tits. Her head tossed, her black hair dancing around her face. I shot my hands up and grabbed her boobs. I squeezed those large mounds, my fingers digging in deep.

“Yes!” she squealed and her pussy went wild.

I gasped as I felt my wife's new cunt cumming around my new clit-dick. My eyes bulged at the pleasure of her pussy rippling and writhing around my cock. She suckled at me. It was incredible to enjoy.

“Oh, my god,” I moaned.

“I know!” she gasped, her twat spasming wildly. My dick throbbed, the pressure rising.

I squeezed my hands into her boobs, the pleasure swelling through me. My toes curled and my pussy clenched. The delight around my futa-dick was too much to resist. My back arched and my big boobs jiggled.

I came.

My cock exploded. Cum spurted into my wife's pussy. I flooded her gender-swapped cunt with all my rapture. It was a majestic moment. Stars burst across my vision. Bright flashes of light blazed through my mind.

“Rhonda!” my wife moaned. “You're flooding me.”

“I am!”

I groaned, loving every moment of this rapture. I savored every last second of this bliss pumping out of my cock and gushing out of my pussy. More cream spilled out, making the wet spot even larger. I shuddered and bucked, my wife's pussy clenching around my spurting futa-dick.

“Oh, my god, yes!” I groaned. “Oh, that's incredible. That's amazing.”

Stars twinkled before my eyes. I shuddered through this bliss, reveling in every moment as her pussy milked out my cum. She worked out every drop of jizz that brimmed in me. I savored it. The dual delights of bliss washed through me.

“Oh, fuck!” moaned Georgia. “I love this Christmas gift! I love cumming on your dick!”

I shuddered, firing the last spurt of jizz into her pussy. My pleasure transformed into cheerful euphoria. I squirmed through the ecstasy, whimpering out my delight. My breasts rose and fell. I panted, loving how great I felt.

My gender-swapped wife's hands grabbed my breasts. “I want to sit on Futa-Santa's lap.”

“Go for it,” I purred, winking at her.

A few minutes later, I sank onto my wife's chair, luxuriating in the pleasure. Georgia slipped out in my cocktail dress. I wished I could watch her riding Futa-Santa's cock before everyone, but we only had one dress. I hummed, my feet resting on her desk as I reclined back in the chair. I noticed the picture that had been knocked down. I picked it up.

There I was in my white wedding dress seven years younger. My husband fit and handsome, his life not yet ruined by this place. We would need new wedding photos. Both of us in our white wedding dresses. Starting our new life.

I thought about it for the next fifteen or so minutes. Then my wife slipped in, and I smiled at the bulge forming. I wasn't the only one in the family with a big dick. I shuddered as I stared at another Christmas Miracle.

“Mmm, fuck me like you used to, Georgia,” I moaned.

“Merry Christmas, Rhonda,” my futa-wife purred as she came around the desk to fuck me hard.

What a wonderful holiday! Christmas would always be my favorite. I was glad to have a second chance with my wife. I would treasure Futa-Santa's gift.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Futa's Glory Hole Gift!

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


Sneak Preview of “Tis the Futa-Season”

She leaned in, the end of her Santa hat swaying about her face. The fuzzy ball pressed into my left thigh as she came closer and closer to my twat. I shuddered, my wedding ring flashing on my left hand as the naughty Futa-Santa leaned in to deliver that holiday cheer I needed.

A wonderful wet dream.

“This is no dream,” she cooed right before her face nuzzled into my pussy.

My silken curls caressed over her flushed cheeks. Her ruby lips kissed against my twat. I shuddered at how intense it felt. This wasn't like a dream. But it couldn't be real. She came down a chimney. She had a dick. If it were real, then I was cheating on my husband.

Her tongue flicked through my folds. I gasped at the caress of her hot tongue stroking up my labia. That wonderful caress had me shuddering. My toes curled. A moan rose from my throat. I whimpered as her tongue danced up and down my folds. She lapped at my clit. She brushed that wonderful bud. Sparks flared and showered through me.

“Oh, my,” I groaned. It did feel so intense.

This had to be a dream though, because... because...

Her tongue slid through my folds again, a slow stroke that sent shuddering bliss rippling through me. I groaned, my fingers flexing and relaxing. I let out a soft whimper, so enjoying Futa-Santa's licking. Lapping. She knew just where to touch me.

Her fingers stroked my thighs as her tongue swirled around my clit. Her honey-brown eyes stared up at me with that warm intensity. Her tongue thrust into my depths. I groaned, savoring the way she stirred up my pussy.

“Oh, my,” I gasped at the hot plunge of her tongue. “Oh, that's... Mmm, that's just delicious. Yes, yes, that's amazing, Futa-Santa.”

If you want to read more, click here for Tis the Futa-Season (Spreading futa Christmas Cheer 1)!
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 Naughty Excerpt from “Futa's Glory Hole Gift” 

    “Why, aren't you a naughty one,” Futa-Santa purred as I reached her and turned around to sit on her lap. 

    “Aren't we all?” I asked, turning to face the crowd. “I'm just honest about it.” 

    Futa-Santa laughed, a cheerful sound that made me smile. There was something so positive about her. I sat down, keeping my legs pressed tight so as not to flash my shaved pussy. I was going commando. It made me feel so wicked. I lowered myself and— 

    Something thick passed through my skirt and pressed into the lips of my pussy. I gasped as my cuntlips spread over something so familiar. The head of a cock. But a thick one. As my twat engulfed it, my back arched and I groaned. 

    A very thick one. 

    I whimpered as I sank down her cock, my pussy swallowing inch after inch of a dick. That was no toy, either. I could feel how warm it was. How it twitched. Noting beat the real thing in my pussy. A raw dick. Bareback. No condom to get in the way of flesh sliding down flesh. 

    “Madre de Dios,” I groaned softly as I swallowed more of her cock. 

    “I know, Juana Sanchez,” Futa-Santa purred. “That's a tight pussy you have. Excelente.” 

    “Yeah,” I panted as I bottomed out. Her cock reached to my cervix.  

    I had fucked hundreds of guys, and I had never had a cock anywhere near this big in me. This was insane she reached so deep into me. She was big and thick, her shaft brushing my cervix. My cunt squeezed down on her. 

    “You a bruja, Futa-Santa?” I moaned. “Make a spirit dick or something to fuck my pussy.” 

    To find out what happens next, read on! 
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 Futa's Glory Hole Gift 

    Juana Sanchez 

    The Smythe, Lawrence, & Thompson Christmas Party was far, far more interesting than normal. 

    I worked as a paralegal for the company. I liked the Christmas party. I would get a little drunk and have fun. See who I could have a romp within an office. I had a reputation as a party girl. I didn't mind. I liked having fun. 

    My two friends, both wives of the firm's lawyers, had had their go on Futa-Santa's lap and cum before the entire party. How Futa-Santa made women orgasm just by sitting on her lap was a mystery to me, but as Rhonda was dragged off by her angry husband, the two about to fight, I had to find out. I gave Rhonda a sympathetic look as I headed out to sit on Futa-Santa's lap. 

    She was a gorgeous woman who looked like a stripper. Usually, the law firm hired some fat, old guy to be Santa. No idea why—no children were allowed to attend the party—but this year they wanted to be PC and hire a female Santa. I was disgusted by the idea. I hated this whole PC crap. It was making the men nervous about hooking up at work. 

    They didn't want to be alone for fear I'd go to HR and say that fun romp we had wasn't fun for me. It was getting annoying.  

    But then Futa-Santa came in dressed in this red sheath dress with fur trimming. It hugged her curvy body, her large boobs jiggling. She had on knee-high stripper boots, black and heeled, and a Santa cap perched on her long fall of dark hair. She smiled, her cheeks flushed rosily with this naughty gleam in her eyes. 

    She stared at me as I broke out of the crowd and sauntered to her on my stiletto heels. My ass swayed, the short skirt of my red cocktail dress swishing. She pattered her lap, her smile getting so big. She looked so damned sexy. I wasn't really into girls—I'd have sex with them as part of fooling around with guys—but she was stunning. 

    How had she made my friends Janet and Rhonda, plus the other women, cum. Even Evelyn Smythe, the senior partner nicknamed the Steel Bitch, had sat on that lap and orgasmed. The men were cheering, drinking and laughing. 

    “Juana!” they whooped. 

    I grinned at them. I was hoping the alcohol in the eggnog would get them loose and eager to forget about HR complaints. I wanted to get fucked tonight. I wanted dick. So much dick. I wanted to get run through. 

    “Why, aren't you a naughty one,” Futa-Santa purred as I reached her and turned around to sit on her lap. 

    “Aren't we all?” I asked, turning to face the crowd. “I'm just honest about it.” 

    Futa-Santa laughed, a cheerful sound that made me smile. There was something so positive about her. I sat down, keeping my legs pressed tight so as not to flash my shaved pussy. I was going commando. It made me feel so wicked. I lowered myself and— 

    Something thick passed through my skirt and pressed into the lips of my pussy. I gasped as my cuntlips spread over something so familiar. The head of a cock. But a thick one. As my twat engulfed it, my back arched and I groaned. 

    A very thick one. 

    I whimpered as I sank down her cock, my pussy swallowing inch after inch of a dick. That was no toy, either. I could feel how warm it was. How it twitched. Noting beat the real thing in my pussy. A raw dick. Bareback. No condom to get in the way of flesh sliding down flesh. 

    “Madre de Dios,” I groaned softly as I swallowed more of her cock. 

    “I know, Juana Sanchez,” Futa-Santa purred. “That's a tight pussy you have. Excelente.” 

    “Yeah,” I panted as I bottomed out. Her cock reached to my cervix.  

    I had fucked hundreds of guys, and I had never had a cock anywhere near this big in me. This was insane she reached so deep into me. She was big and thick, her shaft brushing my cervix. My cunt squeezed down on her. 

    “You a bruja, Futa-Santa?” I moaned. “Made a spirit dick or something to fuck my pussy?” 

    “A futa-dick,” she moaned. “I'm a futa. Well, a hermaphrodite, but futa is the term Aphrodite's followers use. I like it. Makes me feel so hopeful and cheerful. I like that. Does it make you feel that?” 

    “Makes me feel delicious,” I moaned, squirming. Pleasure rippled through me as I stirred my cunt around on this big dick. “Madre de Dios, you're huge. I love it.” 

    “I'm glad,” she said, her hands sliding around my waist. I glanced down, my large tits filling out my dress. It was like I was naked, but I still had on my red dress. She had slid her passion through my clothes.  

    “You are a bruja,” I moaned. 

    “I like to think goddess. A futa-goddess.” She massaged me. “And I'm Futa-Santa. It's Christmas, or close enough, for there to be miracles.” 

    “Yes,” I moaned, staring out at all the men. How can I be happy with their little dicks after Futa-Santa's big cock? She was so huge. 

    And I was so horny. 

    I squirmed on her lap, savoring that big dick in me. I leaned back into her tits. Of course, they rubbed directly into my back, our clothes not in the way. She had such fat and hard nipples. I reveled in it, my toes curling in my heels. 

    My heart pounded in my chest as I squeezed my cunt down on their cock. I loved the feel of her shaft in me. It was such a treat. I groaned, squirming. Stirring up that shaft. It was such a treat for me to enjoy. It felt so amazing. 

    “Mierda, you feel good,” I purred. 

    “So does your pussy, Juana,” she moaned.  

    “So you fucked the Steel Bitch and both my friends?” I asked. 

    “I gave them a Christmas delight and some Christmas gifts. Just like you.” Her hands slid up and cupped my breasts. 

    The watching men groaned. I shuddered, staring at them. I spotted Janet's husband, but where was Janet? Where were many of the women? There were less and less of them. I shuddered, my hips shifting around, stirring up that cock. This heat built and built in me as I drank in all the men watching. 

    Futa-Santa hadn't groped the other women's tits. At least, not for more than a second, but she kneaded mine. I glanced down and see her fingers passing through my tight dress to rub at my braless tits beneath. They were large boobs. Double D's.  

    “You're so wicked,” I moaned. “Pinch my nipples. Let's get these horny men a thrill.” 

    “Such a naughty girl,” purred Futa-Santa. “Maybe I shouldn't give you a gift.” 

    “Going to put coal in my stockings?” I asked. 

    “No, no, I would never do that,” she moaned. “Not when you have such a nice pussy.” 

    “A nice pussy makes up for being a naughty girl, Futa-Santa?” 

    She pinched my nipples through my dress. My cunt clamped down on her cock. I shuddered beneath the gazes of my coworkers and the firm's clients as she purred, “Oh, yes.” 

    She twisted my nubs, the men groaning. I wiggled my hips as much as I could, reveling in stirring my cunt around this huge dick. I loved it. Her nipple-twisting shot ecstasy down to my cunt. I came closer and closer to cumming with every moment.  

    Closer and closer to exploding. I was there. I quivered, my twat on fire. She twisted my nipples. My back arched, rubbing into her fat nubs while she twisted mine. I whimpered, my orgasm climbing faster and faster. 

    “Oh, yes, yes, such a nice pussy,” moaned Futa-Santa. “You're going to have such a festive delight.” 

    “I'm going to cum,” I groaned. “Madre de Dios, you are amazing. Keep twisting my nipples. Oh, Futa-Santa, you're such a delicious hermaphrodite. A magical hermaphrodite.” 

    “I'm Futa-Santa,” she breathed and then licked my ear. 

    The guys moaned. 

    My pussy convulsed. 

    My orgasm burst through me from that naughty contact. I shuddered and bucked, my twat spasming around her dick. My cunt worshiped her massive futa-cock. Pleasure gushed out of me and swept through my body.  

    She twisted my nipples as my cunt writhed around her dick. I cried out, the men whooping and wolf-whistling as I came. They loved it, all staring at me with hunger. I would get so much cock tonight, but... 

    I wanted a big futa-dick. 

    “Juana!” Futa-Santa moaned and then her cock erupted in me.  

    Her cum fired into my spasming snatch. Spurt after spurt of her cum fired into my twat. It was amazing. It was fantastic. I loved the feel of that cum pumping away at my snatch. Her hot seed flooded me while my body bucked from the rapture of this moment. I loved every moment of it. 

    “What do you want for Christmas?” she cooed as the pleasure flooded my mind. “Huh, Juana?” 

    “To be fucked by so many huge cocks!” I moaned.  

    “Mmm, what a naughty gift,” she purred, basting my pussy with her futa-spunk. 

    The naughty futa pumped so much cum into me. As my orgasm hit that peak of ecstasy, she basted my cunt. I brimmed with so much spunk. I shuddered, hovering there. The bliss had me gasping and moaning. I felt so amazing. 

    I hovered there, her jizz splashing on my cervix, and then I slumped back into her. This was such a great delight. The men kept applauding as I panted. I blinked at them and then I smiled, drinking in the attention. 

    I stood up, whimpering as my pussy, sensitive from cumming, slid up and up her huge shaft. I glanced behind me as I popped off her dick and saw nothing. No cock was thrusting up of her lap. I swept my hand over her lap and brushed it, the invisible shaft wet with my cunt cream. 

    She winked at me. “Merry Christmas.” 

    “Merry Christmas,” I purred and then staggered for a moment on my stiletto heels. 

    All the guys wanted to fuck me. But they would all have such disappointing cocks after I had experienced that big girl. I moved through them, their eyes roving over me. They knew my reputation. I had fucked many of them, married or not. But tonight I wanted... 

    To pee. 

    “Mierda,” I muttered at how strongly the urge to go to the restroom swept on me. 

    I hurried to the nearest ladies' room. I stepped inside and found two flushed women patting their hair. They looked like they both had just gotten nailed in the bathroom. They were wives of clients. I didn't know them but had seen them ride Futa-Santa's cock. 

    They leaned forward and kissed. 

    I blinked at that and then headed into the middle stall. It was narrow, the salmon-painted walls close together. I hiked my skirt, feeling the futa-cum running down my thighs. I scooped up a line of it and popped it into my mouth. I savored the delightful taste. 

    Salty and seasoned by my tangy pussy. I groaned and sank onto the toilet. I leaned back, still buzzing from my orgasm. I passed my water and then stood up to wipe myself. More cum spilled down my thighs. I cleaned myself up, dropping the wad of toilet paper into the bowl and flushed. More cum leaked out of my pussy. 

    I stared down at my shaved flesh. I licked my lips, my clit throbbing. I wanted to masturbate. I had done it in this very stall before. I smiled and scooped up more cum up my inner thigh, the white looking so gorgeous against my golden-brown flesh. I brushed my pussy lips and then my aching bud. 

    My clit burst with sparks and then... 

    Sprouted. 

    I gasped, my large tits jiggling in my red dress, as I saw my swelling dick thrusting into view. I knew instantly what was happening. I was growing a futa-cock like Futa-Santa. I shuddered as my hand wrapped around my Christmas gift. I sank back down on the toilet and stroked up and down my shaft. I shivered at the feel of having a cock. I was expanding in my hand, becoming longer. Thicker. 

    As long and thick as Futa-Santa's big dick. 

    “Oh, my, a clit-dick,” I groaned. “This is wicked.” I stroked up and down my dick. “Oh, yes, this is very wicked.” 

    I pumped up and down my cock. I brushed that spongy crown. I gasped at how sensitive it was. A woman slid into the stall next to mine and I heard her gasp in delight. Did she get a futa-dick from Futa-Santa, too? 

    Movement caught my eye. A cock thrust out through the stall wall. I gaped to see a massive schlong, as big as the one I stroked, thrusting through a hole cut in the divider. My jaw dropped to see the glory hole. 

    That hadn't been here a minute ago. 

    There was another glory hole on the divider to my right, too, but no cock thrust through it. I shuddered as I remembered what I wanted for Christmas. Big dicks. Huge dicks. My mouth salivated as I stared at it. 

    Twitching. Throbbing. Precum beaded at the tip. It was a beige cock, a White woman's clit-dick. I slid off the toilet ball and knelt before her. through the glory hole, could see her dick thrusting out of a blonde bush, her pussy lips wrapped around the side of it. 

    “Please, please, I need to cum some more with my futa-dick,” the woman moaned. “I just felt I would if I came in here.” 

    “Merry Christmas to me!” I moaned and opened my mouth wide. 

    This year, naughty girls like me were getting rewarded. 

    My lips slid over the crown of her clit-dick. I shuddered as I felt that my crown sliding over her dick. She whimpered and groaned. The sound she made was such a wild delight. My lips slid further and further down her dick.  

    I sucked on her. 

    My cheeks hollowed. She moaned, her voice echoing on the other side of the stall. I stroked my futa-dick and nursed on her. It was so hot. I had no idea who she was. Blonde. That could be my friend Janet, Franny Carson, Lita, one of the wives, or even Evelyn Smythe. The Steel Bitch herself could be on the other side of the wall.  

    I groaned, suckling hard on her cock. I nursed on her, my dick throbbing in my hand. I fisted my futa-cock as I worshiped hers. My tongue danced around the crown of her dick. Then I bobbed my head, drool running down my chin. 

    “Oh, that's good,” the woman moaned, her voice echoing and partly muffled. I couldn't tell whose it was. That just made this so hot. I whimpered around her clit-dick. “Yes, yes, just like that. Oh, wow, you got a hot mouth.” 

    I moaned around her dick. 

    “Mmm, such a hot mouth,” she moaned. “Suck my futa-dick, whore. Oh, god, there's a glory hole. And I'm sticking my dick through it. I have a dick!” 

    I understood that sentiment. It was so exciting to have a girl-cock. I fisted my shaft and worshiped her cock. I suckled hard, my cheeks hollowing. My naughty suckles echoed around us. I bobbed my head, working my mouth up and down her clit-dick. 

    She throbbed in my mouth. She pulsed and twitched. It was so exciting feeling her do that. I loved her. I nursed on her with passion. My mouth bobbed up and down her clit-dick. I suckled on her with hunger. 

    It was amazing. I loved every moment of it. I loved every second of worshiping her clit-dick. I savored this delight. I bobbed my head faster and faster. I suckled on her with all the passion I could muster. 

    I wanted her cumming. 

    Gasping. 

    I wanted her firing all that wonderful cum into my mouth. Just spurting blast after blast of her jizz down my throat. I groaned, suckling hard on her futa-dick. I nursed on her. Loved her. It was amazing to do. This was a wonderful rapture. 

    My tongue danced over the crown of her futa-dick, drool running down my chin. The flavor of her precum grew and grew. I fisted my cock faster. My pussy clenched, futa-jizz running down my thighs. 

    The ache built and built at the tip of my cock. 

    I moaned around her dick. 

    “That's it, slut,” moaned the woman. “Oh, my god, first I fucked Lana and now I'm getting my dick sucked in the bathroom. Oh, yes, yes, this is so hot. My husband will freak out, but... but... I'm going to cum.” 

    I whimpered, suckling hard on her girl-dick. My hand flew up and down my futa-cock. My pussy clenched, the orgasm building and building in my depths. These two hard points brimmed. I would fire so much jizz. Just unload a torrent of spunk. 

    “Yeah, you want my cum, don't you, slut?” she moaned, her voice growing more and more shrill. “Oh, I'm almost there!” 

    I sucked with all my passion, droll spilling down my chin. My hand flew up and down my cock as I enjoyed this Christmas miracle. Magical glory holes and a big dick to love. Mmm, a big girl-dick. And there would be more. I could just feel it. 

    I was getting all the huge futa-cocks I craved. 

    I flogged my futa-dick hard and fast. The ache built and built at the tip. The woman moaned, her passion echoing through the bathroom. The stall divider shuddered. It rattled.  

    “Oh, yes!” the woman moaned. “I love my futa-dick!” 

    Her cum fired into my mouth. The salty flood was amazing. I groaned, savoring that wonderful spurt of cum splashing against the back of my throat. I shuddered, my eyes squeezing shut as more and more of her spunk fired out of her cock. 

    That wonderful, creamy, delicious girl-spunk. 

    Better than a man's. Not as bitter. Sweeter. But still just as salty. 

    I guzzled it down and erupted. My pussy convulsed, juices gushing out to wash down my thighs coated in spunk. My girl-jizz splashed the stall divider before me. I groaned, nursing down all that wonderful cum firing from the futa's dick. 

    I didn't know who she was, but I gulped down all her cum. I swallowed that amazing load. This was incredible. My boob jiggled in my top as the pleasure slammed through my body. Every time my cock erupted, the ecstasy slammed into my mind. 

    It was an intense pleasure wholly different from the waves of rapture washing out of my spasming cunt. 

    I savored the dual delights. My cock made my climax even sweeter. I loved being a hermaphrodite. A futa. This was delicious. Amazing. I swallowed down every drop of cum I could. I gulped it all down and loved it. 

    My orgasm hit that wild peak. My clit-dick erupted one last time. I groaned at the last spurt of pleasure from my cock while the bliss from my pussy died. I groaned, nursing on the cock, working out a few gobs of jizz from her urethra. 

    “Damn,” the woman moaned, sounding breathless. “I needed that.” 

    She slid her cock out of the hole. “Me, too.” 

    I licked my lips, my heart beating. I shoved down the top of my dress, my large tits spilling out. I grabbed them and licked my lips. As my blonde love left, the door to the right stall opened. I turned around and smiled as another White futa-cock slid through. I could see shaved pussy lips. 

    “Mmm, this is sexy,” she said. “A glory hole. Wow. When did these appear?” 

    “Christmas miracle,” I moaned and crawled to her.  

    “Just like fucking Janet Mitchel,” the woman moaned. “God, I wanted to munch of her snatch forever and then Futa-Santa made my wish come true.” 

    So, my friend Janet had gotten fucked by this woman? Hot. And what did Janet ask for her Christmas gift? She was getting jealous watching Lana flirting with her husband. I bet she wanted to nip that in the bud. 

    But how? 

    Was this Lana's cock I was about to suck? The woman who just left, the blonde, mentioned fucking Lana. Had that been my friend Janet's cock I had just fucked? I smacked my lips and grabbed this new dick. 

    I licked the crown. The cock throbbed in my hand while the woman shuddered. I dragged my tongue again over her spongy crown. Her dick pulsed in my hand. It was such a naughty thing to enjoy. My tongue dug into her slit, her precum soaking salty delight over my tongue. I shuddered, my cunt on fire. 

    “Mmm, that's so nice,” purred Lana. It sure sounded like her, anyway. “Just sucking on my cock. What a night! These futa-gifts are wonderful.” 

    “Merry Christmas, right?” I moaned and swallowed her girl-dick. 

    “Oh, yes, Merry Christmas!” she moaned, her dick throbbing in my mouth. 

    I suckled with passion on her cock. I nursed on her, bobbing my head. My clit-dick ached for more. I hadn't gone soft. I was still craving to cum again. Shouldn't it have gone soft? But, no, I was a woman. Just because I came didn't mean I was done. 

    I nursed on her that dick hard when the door to the left stall opened and closed. A woman gasped and I just knew she would be sliding her cock through the glory hole. I acted quick, so glad that the stall was so narrow. 

    I stood up on my heeled feet, keeping my body between over to suck on Lana's girl-dick. My big boobs swayed beneath me as I pressed my cunt right against the glory hole behind me. I felt the edges, my plump booty rubbing on the stall divider. 

    “I guess I just stick it through,” the woman was saying. “Wow, a glory hole. This is wild. Mmm, I love this night. I can't... Oh, my!” 

    She wasn't expecting to slide her cock into my pussy. But she had thrust through the hole so hard that she plunged right into my juicy cunt. My dangling futa-cock throbbed as she stretched out my twat. I whimpered around Lana's cock while the other futa buried into me. 

    “That's pussy,” the woman groaned. 

    “Mmm, I have her mouth!” Lana called. “Enjoy. I guess we're spit-roasting her.” 

    I loved being spit-roasted. A cock in my mouth and one in my cunt... What a treat! 

    The woman in my pussy drew back. My cunt clenched down on her futa-dick. I shuddered as she rammed back into my cunt. She buried deep and hard. I shuddered, my twat squeezing down on her girth. The stall divider rattled as she plowed away at me. 

    She buried hard and fast into my cunt, churning me up. Futa-Santa hadn't been able to fuck me. This was so incredible. I moaned around Lana's cock, my cheeks hollowing as I suckled hard. Pleasure rippled through me. 

    The futa-stranger churned up my cunt. Pussy cream ran down my thighs and my twitching futa-dick. Even though I wasn't touching my cock this time, my hands braced on the stall divider before me, the ache built. That explosive need to cum grew and grew in me. 

    I moaned, suckling with such hunger on the cock in my mouth. I nursed on Lana's clit-dick with hunger. My pussy squeezing down on the futa-shaft plowing into me. Pleasure rippled through me, the silky friction building my orgasm. 

    “Oh, wow, you're really fucking her hard,” groaned Lana. “That divider is rattling.” 

    “I know,” the woman fucking my cunt groaned. “Ooh, she has such a tight cunt. It's so strange, but the divider feels so cool on my tits. I don't even know who it is.” 

    “Right?” Lana panted, her precum spilling over my tongue. I swirled around her crown as I suckled. “Christmas miracle.” 

    “I love this holiday!” 

    I did, too. 

    This festive joy built and built in my cunt. A cheerful orgasm that would sweep over me. I squeezed my cunt down on the clit-dick that plunged into me. It was such an amazing cock to feel ramming into me.  

    That dick fucked me hard and fast. I shuddered as she pumped away at me with such hunger. She buried deep in me. She thrust that dick to the hilt in me. It was fantastic. I shuddered, savoring every second of her burying into me. 

    She plowed into me hard and fast. She slammed that dick to the hilt in me. It was amazing. Fantastic. I shuddered, savoring the pleasure of her burying into me again and again. My pussy gripped her. I moaned around the cock in my mouth, drool running down my tongue. 

    “Oh, she's sucking so hard,” moaned Lana. 

    “Mmm, she's so tight!” panted the other futa. “Such a tight and juicy cunt. I'm going to cum in her hard.” 

    This amazing rapture swept through me. I wanted her to plow into me. 

    She fucked me hard. She fucked me fast. She slammed to the hilt in me. It was amazing to feel. She thrust over and over into my cunt while I nursed on Lana's girl-dick. My orgasm built faster and faster. 

    I stood with my legs spread wide, pussy cream running down my thighs and futa-dick. The beads gathered at the tip and dripped to the floor. The tangy musk of my cream filled the air. I nursed on Lana's cock while the other futa pounded me. 

    “Oh, god, I'm going to erupt! Her pussy is too good. Oh, what a wonderful Christmas gift. Hot pussy on my dick! Yes!” 

    She slammed into me and erupted. 

    The feel of her hot cum jetting into my cunt set me off. It was amazing to feel. This wonderful bliss swept through me. I shuddered, my cunt writhing and convulsing around the huge dick in me. It was fantastic. 

    I groaned, savoring that delight of her cum flooding me. The splash of jizz on my cervix set me off. My pussy convulsed around her spurting dick. My futa-cock fired jizz to splatter the floor. I squealed around Lana's cock, stars bursting across my vision. 

    “Are you cumming?” Lana moaned as I suckled hard on her clit-dick. 

    “So hard!” gasped the futa flooding my cunt. “So is she. She's milking my cock! Oh, the Christmas slut is milking my ovaries dry!” 

    “Hot!” Lana moaned. “Yes!” 

    Another load of salty cum fired into my mouth. I shuddered, savoring the salty delight. I gulped down her treat as my orgasm slammed rapture into my mind. My pussy rippled around the other futa's cock. 

    Jizz pumped into me from both ends. 

    Wonderful, salty, delicious jizz.  

    My boobs swayed beneath me as the two White futas gave me everything they had. I reveled in it. I savored this delight as they spurted blast after blast of cum into my snatch. It was fantastic. Amazing. It was a wonderful treat. I loved every moment of it.  

    I shuddered, so glad to hit that peak of rapture. This was such a wonderful night. Just an amazing Christmas party. 

    Pussy cream ran down my thighs as I fired the last of my futa-cum on the floor. I milked the futa dry and suckled the last of the cum from Lana's clit-dick. Both of the futas were panting and groaning then their cocks withdrew. 

    Jizz spilled down my thighs. I shuddered and rose. My cock thrust out before me. I scooped up the futa-cum and brought it to my lips, the salty delight savored by my tangy cream. It was such an incredible treat. 

    “Thank you, Futa-Santa,” I murmured then scooped up more of the cum and popped it into my mouth. I shuddered, this wonderful delight rippling through me.  

    I feasted on the cum running out of me, bringing more and more of the jizz to my lips. I sucked my fingers clean. I savored the taste. It was wonderful. I shuddered, my eyes fluttering as I enjoyed that wonderful flavor. 

    Sticky, salty, wonderful cum. I shoved fingers up into my pussy and scooped more of the unknown futa's jizz out of my snatch. Then I popped my digits into my mouth. I loved the taste. The creamy texture of futa-spunk. 

    It was fantastic. 

    The door opened. Footsteps echoed. I turned as I sucked my fingers and heard the woman enter the stall to my left. I smiled as I stared at the hole. Gloryholes worked both ways. I pressed my naked tits into the stall divider and thrust my cock through the hole. 

    “Oh, my,” the woman gasped. “You, too, huh?” 

    “Yeah,” I said, not recognizing the voice. “Merry Christmas.” 

    “Oh, yes, that's a nice cock,” she moaned, and then a soft hand grabbed my girl-dick. 

    Someone else touched my futa-cock. I groaned as she did, stroking up and down my shaft. It was, of course, better than my hand. I closed my eyes, savoring her touch. I heard clothes rustling and then her breath blew on the tip. She had knelt to be at eye level. 

    Her hand stroked up my cock, pleasure bursting from the sensitive tip. I shuddered, my pussy clenching. My ass clenched as she jerked off my cock. Then she licked the tip. Her tongue dragged over the crown. 

    “¡Mierda!” I gasped. 

    “Mmm, you are Hispanic,” she purred. “Is that you, Juana?” 

    “Maybe,” I groaned. “Who are you?” 

    “I'm not telling,” she said with a giggle and then engulfed my cock. 

    I shuddered as she suckled on my dick. It felt incredible to have her mouth sucking on my cock. My body trembled as this unknown woman nursed on my clit-dick. My pussy clenched from the heat of her suction. She worshiped my cock. 

    Loved it. Adored it. 

    I groaned, my heart racing. This was an incredible treat. My face scrunched up as she bobbed her head. She worked her naughty mouth up and down my cock. She suckled with such hunger on me. It was incredible to enjoy. I whimpered, the stall divider rattling. 

    My pussy clenched as she suckled on my cock. She nursed on me with all this passion and hunger. It was fantastic. My nipples throbbed against the stall divider. I savored her hunger. Her passion. She worshiped my Christmas gift. 

    “Thank you, Futa-Santa,” I moaned and looked up. 

    Mistletoe hung over the stall. I smiled. That naughty, white flower wasn't there for kissing. Oh, no, it was there for fucking. For glory hole passion.  

    My nipples throbbed against the stall divider as the stranger blew my cock. She suckled with hunger, moaning as she bobbed her head. She slid her lips up and down my cock. My cunt clenched, pussy cream running down my thighs. 

    I loved it. My orgasm built and built as her warm, wet mouth loved my clit-dick. Her tongue danced around the crown. She stroked it. Massaged it. She gave me such pleasure. Such delight. I shuddered, my heart racing. I hurtled towards having a big orgasm. Just a mighty blast of delight that would have me cumming hard. 

    I would explode. 

    My face contorted as she suckled on me. She nursed on me. It was incredible to enjoy. I loved every moment of it. I savored every second of her sucking on my dick. I loved the heat. The passion. The delight of her cock. She bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down my cock. I groaned, my cunt clenching. 

    “Oh, yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. “Oh, that's so good. Keep doing that. Keep sucking on my girl-dick.” 

    She did. She nursed. She suckled. She bobbed her head and loved my dick. It was incredible to enjoy. The ache swelled at the tip. My pussy clenched, hot cream running down my thighs. I rubbed my hot cheek into the cool, painted metal of the stall divider. My nipples throbbed against the smooth surface. 

    She bobbed her head, taking so much of my cock and then sliding back up it, suckling. I gasped, my toes curling in my stiletto heels. I whimpered, throwing back my head. Her tongue danced around my crown, stimulating it. 

    “¡Madre de Dios!” I howled and came. 

    My cum fired into her mouth. Powerful spurts of jizz erupted from me. They spurted into her mouth. She groaned and gulped them down. I shuddered, stars bursting across my vision. My voice echoed through the bathroom. 

    As my cock erupted, my pussy convulsed. The gentler waves of delight mixed with the powerful jolts of ecstasy. I loved every moment of it. I savored every last second of bliss racing through my body and zapping into my mind. 

    I shuddered as the last of my cum fired from my dick. I hit that wonderful peak of ecstasy and then floated there. Trembled, my pussy clenching a few times. It was a delicious orgasm. Having my cock touched was fantastic. 

    The lips slid off of me and then the woman moaned, “My turn.” 

    I thought she meant I had to suck her off, but before I could gather my wits and kneel, something tickled my cock. I frowned as these wet curls slid over it and then something wet kissed the tip. Something hot. Silky. They slid over my cock. It wasn't her mouth. It was her... 

    Pussy. 

    I groaned as the futa slid her pussy down my dick. She engulfed inch after inch of my cock in her snatch. This was a pleasure I hadn't expected to encounter. An amazing pleasure. My eyes bulged from the delight of her pussy sinking down and down my cock. She took more of my dick in her juicy cunt. I groaned, my snatch clenching as she swallowed my shaft with her twat. The heat raced won't down to my cunt. 

    “¡Mierda!” I gasped at how incredible this felt. It was amazing. “Wow, that's amazing. That's incredible. Do you know that? How awesome this is?” 

    “Oh, I know,” she moaned. “Oh, your dick is so long, Juana. Ooh, yes, yes, you got that big, Latina dick. You're going to make me cum hard.” 

    “You're going to make me explode,” I panted. Her pussy felt so amazing around my dick. Just perfect. Awesome. It was incredible to enjoy. I was so ready to be fucked by her. To feel that pussy work up and down my snatch. I couldn't wait for that magical moment to ripple through me. It was awesome.  

    She then slid her pussy up my cock. Her cunt clenched about my futa-dick. Pleasure rippled down to my pussy. The heat swelled up to those two hard points in me. My ovaries that brimmed with my girl-spunk. I shuddered as her twat gripped my shaft, massaging me. 

    Then she slammed back down my dick. Her cunt swallowed every inch of my dick. Her butt-cheeks smacked into the stall divider. It shook and rattled. I felt it in my tits pressed against the cold surface. 

    She rocked forward again. I shuddered as she fucked her cunt up and down my futa-dick. She worked that pussy, her hips rotating to stir around my dick. It was amazing to experience her cunt massaging my dick. Teasing me. The pressure swelled at the tip. 

    “Damn, that's hot. That's so amazing. ¡Mierda! That's great!” 

    “I know, Juana!” she purred, her pussy squeezing about my cock. “Ooh, yes, yes, you're going to have such a big orgasm, aren't you?” 

    “Such a big one,” I moaned, savoring that hot pussy working up and down my cock. “Oh, yes, yes, that's awesome. That's just amazing. Ooh, you're going to make me explode.” 

    “Good,” she moaned, her hips wiggling from side to side. She stirred her cunt around my dick. My face scrunched up as I loved every moment of her pussy working up and down my cock. Her snatch massaged me. 

    It was fantastic. Awesome. Just amazing. 

    I groaned, loving this rapture. This amazing ecstasy. I savored the way she worked her cunt down my cock. How she gripped me with her wonderful twat. She held me with such passion. Her silky flesh made my clit-dick throb. My twat grew hotter and hotter. 

    I trembled, rubbing my tits against the divider. Every time she slammed down my cock, her butt-cheeks smacked it. Shook the metal panel. I groaned, my dick throbbing. Aching. The pleasure swelled in me. I would have such a mighty burst of pleasure. 

    Just cum so hard. 

    I couldn't wait for that rapture to sweep through me. It would be fantastic. I groaned, my heart throbbing. Her pussy held me tight. I loved this passion. This wonderful snatch squeezing down on my cock. 

    She rocked back into me. She fucked me hard and fast. She slammed down my shaft with her powerful strokes. It was awesome. Amazing. Just a fantastic delight. I groaned, my dick throbbing in her cunt. 

    “Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, my face scrunching up. “¡Madre de Dios! I'm going to cum. I'm going to cum hard.” 

    “Mmm, good,” she moaned, squeezing her snatch around my dick. “That's good. That's amazing. I love your cock, Juana! Your big, Hispanic cock!” 

    “I love your tight cunt!” I moaned, the pressure building and building at the tip of my dick. It wouldn't be long before I was cumming. Nothing was stopping it. I was so close to that wonderful moment.  

    My pussy clenched. Hot cream ran down my thighs. I whimpered and groaned, the pressure hitting that wild peak as her cunt slammed down my clit-dick. She took all of me, her silky flesh massaging my spongy tip. 

    “¡Mierda!” I cried and came. “Merry Christmas!” 

    I fired my futa-spunk into her snatch, my head throwing back. I stared up at that mistletoe as I spurted blast after blast of cum into her pussy. She groaned, her snatch writhing around my cock. Her hot flesh milked me. It was incredible to feel. I groaned as I shuddered through this pleasure. It was intense. Incredible. Amazing. 

    “Juana!” she gasped. 

    Her pussy convulsed around my dick. As I spurted my cum into her pussy, the powerful pleasure slamming into my mind, she milked me. It was incredible to feel her hot flesh rippling around my futa-cock. She sucked out my cum with her naughty pussy. 

    “I love cumming as a futa!” the woman howled. 

    “Yes!” I cried out. 

    I loved every moment of her cunt massaging my cock. I savored every last second of cumming in her spasming snatch. I whimpered and groaned, stars bursting across my vision. My head shook. I whimpered, my heart pounding. This felt so good. 

    Just an amazing delight.  

    I hit the peak of my orgasm, my cock unloading my cum into her snatch. My head shook as her pussy worked out every drop of futa-jizz that I had in my ovaries. I panted, my body shaking while she whimpered. 

    “Oh, wow,” I panted. “Oh, damn, that's good. Ooh, you really, really know how to make a girl-cum.”  

    “Mmm, so do you,” she purred and slid her cunt off my cock. “Merry Christmas, Juana.” 

    “Merry Christmas,” I panted as she left, and then I heard a woman enter the right stall. 

    I turned and found an ebony futa-cock sliding through the glory hole. 

    I fell to my knees and swallowed that futa-cock, savoring my Christmas gift from the naughty Futa-Santa. I was so glad that the Steel Bitch had hired the naughty Futa-Santa to spread good cheer through the party. 

    Sexy cheer. 

    I worshiped that ebony schlong. My lips polished the Black futa's cock while she moaned and gasped. I thought I knew who she was, but didn't say. Well, I had a mouthful of cock so I really couldn't say at all. 

    I just enjoyed my Christmas gift. I knew I would have a parade of hard futa-cocks to fuck and suck (and for the futas to fuck and suck me). My pussy dripped fresh cum down my thighs as I worked my mouth up and down her cock. 

    “Oh, you naughty futa-ho!” she moaned. “Yes, yes, work that mouth up and down my cock. Never was one for Christmas, more a Kwanzaa girl, but, dayum, that's good. Yes, yes, work that mouth, you naughty slut.” 

    I was such a slut. 

    I drank her cum with greedy hunger. I suckled it all down, her jizz spilling down my throat while drool ran down my chin. My thighs were dripping with futa-spunk by them, all the cum leaking out of my cunt. 

    When a futa entered the left stall, I was ready, my cunt pressed right against the hole, my hands braced on the stall divider. A wonderful futa-dick plowed into my snatch and fucked me hard. Just thrust away at me. 

    I gasped and moaned and shuddered. She fucked me with passion and left my cunt dripping in jizz. I groaned, quickly spun around, and swallowed her cock before she could go. I sucked my tangy juices off her cunt while my ass humped again the hole on the right side. 

    A futa entered and slammed into my asshole. I gasped around the cock in my mouth as my bowels stretched and stretched to take that dick. I was in futa-heaven as they spit-roasted me, cum running down my thighs and dripping from my dick. 

    Just rapture. 

    I came hard and they flooded my mouth and asshole with my jizz. They left and more came. A parade of futas found their way to the bathroom when they weren't fucking each other out at the rest of the party. 

    I had orgasm after orgasm after orgasm. 

    On and on it went. For hours I was taking cocks in my mouth and pussy and asshole. The futas of the party enjoyed me. They spilled their seed in me. My stomach brimmed with cum. Jizz leaked out of my cunt and asshole. The floor was a mess in my spunk.  

    When I knelt to suck my last dick, my knees were coated in my jizz. I dripped in spunk. It covered me. I had so much fun sucking and fucking all those futas. It was the best Christmas ever. I loved it. 

    And the best part, as I stumbled out of the office around 3 that morning, I knew glory holes and futas would follow me around. I would find them. My Christmas cheer would be never-ending, because Futa-Santa was awesome. 

    I had to thank the Steel Bitch by fucking her hard for hiring Futa-Santa.  

    *   *   * 

    Elpis, Futa-Goddess of Hope and Cheer 

    As Georgia Murray (formerly George Murray) rose off Elpis's cock, the Futa-Goddess smiled. She had spread so much hope and cheer. She loved being Futa-Santa. She definitely had to take more office gigs.  

    Soon, she would be sliding down chimneys and fucking lucky women on Christmas Eve, but this was a nice warm-up. She rose and hummed, the men watching her with hunger never realizing that all their women were futas. 

    All happy and fucking. Juana was still going strong in the glory hole. Such a naughty girl, thought Elpis. 

    “Merry Christmas!” the Futa-Goddess cooed as she sauntered by the men in her heeled boots and her swishing skirt, her big boobs jiggling in her top. They all wanted her, but she didn't need men. She was all on board Aphrodite's plan. 

    A world of women and futas would one day arrive. She couldn't wait. 

    The END 

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

      

   

 Sneak Preview of “Tis the Futa-Season” 

      

    She leaned in, the end of her Santa hat swaying about her face. The fuzzy ball pressed into my left thigh as she came closer and closer to my twat. I shuddered, my wedding ring flashing on my left hand as the naughty Futa-Santa leaned in to deliver that holiday cheer I needed. 

    A wonderful wet dream. 

    “This is no dream,” she cooed right before her face nuzzled into my pussy. 

    My silken curls caressed over her flushed cheeks. Her ruby lips kissed against my twat. I shuddered at how intense it felt. This wasn't like a dream. But it couldn't be real. She came down a chimney. She had a dick. If it were real, then I was cheating on my husband. 

    Her tongue flicked through my folds. I gasped at the caress of her hot tongue stroking up my labia. That wonderful caress had me shuddering. My toes curled. A moan rose from my throat. I whimpered as her tongue danced up and down my folds. She lapped at my clit. She brushed that wonderful bud. Sparks flared and showered through me. 

    “Oh, my,” I groaned. It did feel so intense. 

    This had to be a dream though, because... because... 

    Her tongue slid through my folds again, a slow stroke that sent shuddering bliss rippling through me. I groaned, my fingers flexing and relaxing. I let out a soft whimper, so enjoying Futa-Santa's licking. Lapping. She knew just where to touch me. 

    Her fingers stroked my thighs as her tongue swirled around my clit. Her honey-brown eyes stared up at me with that warm intensity. Her tongue thrust into my depths. I groaned, savoring the way she stirred up my pussy. 

    “Oh, my,” I gasped at the hot plunge of her tongue. “Oh, that's... Mmm, that's just delicious. Yes, yes, that's amazing, Futa-Santa.” 

    If you want to read more, click here for Tis the Futa-Season (Spreading futa Christmas Cheer 1)! 
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