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Naughty Excerpt from “Hot Wife's Futa Spell”

Her tongue swirled and danced. She slid her lips farther down it. My eyes rolled back in my head. My fingers clenched. I gripped her thick hair, holding her as I swayed. My toes curled against the wooden floor of my small shack. I breathed in the scent of the mix of herbs that hung from my ceiling, drying over my head. 

“Yes, yes, yes, you do love my futa-cock,” I moaned, my ovaries squeezing tight. “I'm going to explode.” 

She sucked harder.

“I need to cum in your pussy for the potion,” I groaned as she bobbed her head. Her mouth was so warm and delicious. I could just unload my cum in her. “I'm not an Aphrodite futanari. I don't have their stamina. We have to hurry. She'll be here soon.” 

Her mouth popped off my dick. A mischievous smile crossing her lips. “Oh... So I shouldn't do this?”

She jammed the dildo up into my pussy. I gasped as her girl-cock slammed into my cunt. My pussy clenched down on the smooth shaft, the bulbous head caressing my pussy. My snatch clenched down on it, drinking in the smooth feel of it. I felt the power brimming in it, the collected feminine energy.

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

“How am I supposed to ride your futa-cock and fuck you with the dildo, Lovelie?” asked Lamanté, my new apprentice. She held the mangrove dildo in her hand, her fingers, a rich brown, stroking up and down the paler wood. It was polished to a smooth finish, the end bulbous. A watery aura danced around it, brimming with the passion of the women it had already fucked. 

“Why, reverse cowgirl style,” I told her.

Lamanté gave me a blank look, her dark eyes blinking. She cocked her head to the side, her delicate face furrowing with confusion. “Reverse... cowgirl...”

“Mmm, yes,” I told her, my futa-cock swelling hard beneath my white robe. “We must prepare the potion.”

Her eyes flicked around the room. “Are the spirits whispering to you, Lovelie?” 

“The spirits are always whispering,” I said, cupping her cheeks. My ebony fingers stroked across her brown cheeks to brush her ears. She was such a beautiful creature, young and beautiful. I stroked her lobes. “You just need to open your ears.” 

“I'm trying,” she said. “I am.”

“I know.” I couldn't help leaning in and kissing her.  

She was special. She brimmed with power, guided into my path by my Loa, the voudon Goddess I served as a priestess. Mama Wata chose me for this task of hers, arranging for me to gain my futa-cock from one of Aphrodite's followers. This girl was created by another Greek Goddess, Demeter.  

My lips worked on hers, my nipples aching against the thin, white robe I wore. I loved this barely legal girl. The moment I saw her, possessed by the devilish spirit Bakoulou Baka, she captured my heart. I was destined to love this girl. To guide her. Protect her.

Serve her.

“You will get it,” I purred when I broke the kiss, my fingers stroking her cheeks. “You're special.” 

“I don't feel special,” she muttered. 

I smiled at that. “Humility is good. When you awaken, you will have balance.”

“Awaken into what?” Her eyes blinked. “What am I, Lovelie?”

“You know what you are,” I said. 

“Your apprentice,” she muttered, eyes looking down. 

“Yes. And more.” I kissed her again, nibbling on her lower lip. It was such a wondrous delight. She tasted so sweet. My hands slid down her cheeks to her neck, feeling her pulse fluttering through her until I found the robe she wore, a match to my white. My fingers slid into the neckline, gripping her shoulders. 

...Beautiful... whispered the spirits.  

...Such love...

...Your passion shines from you...  

...I feast on it...

She swayed when I broke the kiss, her eyes fluttering. Her head shook. She drew in a deep breath. “Feast...” she said, blinking. “Who's having a feast?” 

I smiled at her, nodding my head. “See, I told you. Listen.”

“I was... distracted by your lips,” she said, her cheeks growing darker, becoming a deeper brown with her flush. She licked them. “So... reverse cowgirl. I know that. It's where the girl is on top. Riding... like horse. So reverse... Would I be facing away?” 

“I get to stare at the cute rump of yours sliding up and down on my futa-dick,” I said. 

She stared down at the dildo she held between us. She pressed the tip into the swell of her breast. When I met her, she had budding tits. Little A cups. They were larger now, hovering on the verge of a C cup, swollen by her coming closer to her awakening, blossoming from youth to womanhood.  

“I see now,” she said. “That is wicked. You didn't learn that from the mambo who trained you, did you?” 

“No,” I said. A mambo, like me, was a priestess in what some people called voodoo. We didn't perform evil magic for the most part. I served Mama Wata. I helped women with fertility and relationships. “Mambo Dominique did not have a futa-cock.” 

“You're unique,” the girl said, her eyes flicking down. Was that envy in her tone? 

“No, no, plenty of whores in the Aphrodite Sisterhood have cocks.”

“Whores?” she asked.

“Most do not know love, just fucking,” I told her. “Their hearts are empty. Mama Wata is different.” 

“She's a faithful whore,” the girl said. “She prizes monogamous even as she has multiple lovers.” 

“Lovers that she is faithful, too,” I said. “You can love more than one person. And sometimes, well, the connection of flesh to flesh creates powerful bonds.”

She smiled and shivered. “So... we have a potion to make. Someone is coming.”

“A woman in need,” I said. 

...Adultery...

...Impotence...

...Fidelity...  

“Then let's help her,” she said, her eyes bright. Her hands, one still clutching the dildo, shot to the ties of my robe. She fumbled at the loose knot. Then she ripped it open. She exposed my round breasts, a little larger than her own. My dark-brown nipples thrust hard atop them. She nudged the bottom of my breast with the tip of the dildo as she moved, her eyes sliding down to my girl-cock. 

It thrust out from my thick, wiry bush of black hair. It throbbed and pulsed, twitching with my pounding heart. My pussy burned. A line of juices ran down her thighs. It was incredible, the anticipation building in me.

Her hand grasped my futa-cock. She stroked me. She pumped her free hand up and down my girl-dick. Pleasure spilled down my shaft down to my cunt. My snatch squeezed. My hips wiggled from side to side.

“Mmm, you really like that, don't you?” I moaned.

“I do, Lovelie,” Lamanté said. What a beautiful name she had. It was perfect, brimming with fertile meaning. “It's so fascinating.” She fell to her knees before me. Her hand pumped up and down my shaft. Her lips nuzzled at the tip. She sucked on it. 

I shuddered. Her lips sealed around the dark dip. She sucked against me. My futa-dick throbbed in her grip. I groaned, my back arching. Her tongue caressed the crown, brushing the slit at the tip. I trembled, loving being a futanari. 

“Thank you, Mama Wata,” I moaned.

Lamanté purred around my cock, her hand tightening on my dick. She pumped faster as she worshiped the tip. Her passion was wonderful. It spilled through me. I stared into her dark-brown eyes. My pussy clenched every time she sucked. 

Her tongue swirled and danced. She slid her lips farther down it. My eyes rolled back in my head. My fingers clenched. I gripped her thick hair, holding her as I swayed. My toes curled against the wooden floor of my small shack. I breathed in the scent of the mix of herbs that hung from my ceiling, drying over my head. 

“Yes, yes, yes, you do love my futa-cock,” I moaned, my ovaries squeezing tight. “I'm going to explode.” 

She sucked harder.

“I need to cum in your pussy for the potion,” I groaned as she bobbed her head. Her mouth was so warm and delicious. I could just unload my cum in her. “I'm not an Aphrodite futanari. I don't have their stamina. We have to hurry. She'll be here soon.” 

Her mouth popped off my dick. A mischievous smile crossing her lips. “Oh... So I shouldn't do this?”

She jammed the dildo up into my pussy. I gasped as her girl-cock slammed into my cunt. My pussy clenched down on the smooth shaft, the bulbous head caressing my pussy. My snatch clenched down on it, drinking in the smooth feel of it. I felt the power brimming in it, the collected feminine energy. 

She grinned up at me, thrusting it in and out of my pussy. Pleasure rippled through me. Tingles raced through me. My eyes fluttered. Stars danced before my eyes. My cream trickled as the dimples shone in her brown cheeks.

She licked the tip of my cock, gathering my precum beading there. 

“Oh, you are such a wicked thing,” I moaned, my breasts jiggling. “Teasing me. Such a wicked apprentice. I should discipline you.” 

“Spank me?” she asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Oh, is there a little bit of kink in you?” I asked her, my cock throbbing in her stroking grip, her pussy clenching about the thrusting dildo. 

“Well, I am learning from you,” she said. She nibbled on the tip of my cock with her lips.  

“Wicked thing,” I moaned.

...Hurry...

...Fuck your apprentice... 

...Make the potion...

...Ride her, Lamanté...

Lamanté pulled her mouth away. “Fine, fine, I'll ride her and...” She blinked, looking around. “I heard them say my name.”

“Mmm, yes, they like you,” I said. “You should listen to them. They don't want to harm us.” 

“Then I guess I should ride you. Reverse cowgirl.” She licked her lips. “You should lie down, Lovelie. I can't ride you any other way. What are you waiting on?” 

I shook my head at her. “The mouth on you, girl. So impish.”

I moved to our pallet, the dildo clutched in my pussy, shifting around. My girl-dick throbbed before me. I shuddered as I stretched out on my back on our mattress covered in fresh-smelling sheets. We slept here together, pleasure rippling through me. My cock thrust out before me. My fingers played with the pearls about my neck, fingering the round orbs. 

My apprentice sauntered to me, slipping out of her robe. It fell down her lithe body. Her round breasts jiggled, firm and perky. Her nipples were coal-dark, puckered hard. My eyes slid down her body, her wiry hair glistening with her juices. 

Then my eyes arrested on the tattoo of the snake wrapped around her breasts, a thick snake inked in black, marking her as special. Snakes were sacred to Mama Wata, creatures of seduction and the water. It appeared after I saved her from her possession.

Lamanté straddled me, her back lithe, her rump cute and tight. She grabbed my cock, aiming it for her pussy. She shifted her, wiggling them back and forth. She looked over her shoulder at me. The sensuality in it was beyond what a girl her age should give. It possessed such seductive delight, her eyes smoldering. 

“I love this cock, Lovelie,” she moaned, pressing the tip into the hot flesh of her pussy, her wiry pubic hair caressing the sides. She guided it to the entrance of her sheath. “Mmm, when you fill me I feel complete.” 

“So do I,” I moaned, my pussy squeezing around the dildo buried in me.

I whimpered as she slid her twat down my futa-cock. She moaned, her ass clenching and back arching. Her thick hair swayed about her narrow neck. Her snatch swallowed more and more of my dick, engulfing it with her wet, silky delight. Her ass lowered.

She engulfed my cock.

“Lamanté!” I moaned. “Mama Wata! Yes!”

Her pussy clenched around my girl-cock. She shifted her hips, stirring around my shaft. My toes curled as the pleasure rippled through me. My whimpers burst from me. My eyes fluttered as the pleasure raced through my body.

She rose up me as she grabbed the dildo. She pulled that out of my pussy, stimulating my snatch while her twat caressed my girl-cock. The pleasure spilled through me. The dual delights swirled inside my depths, my ovaries growing tighter and tighter.

Then she slammed down me.

“Lovelie!” she moaned, thrusting the smooth dildo into my depths. Pleasure rippled through my body. “Oh, Lovelie, you're so thick. You're so amazing.” 

“Show me your passion,” I moaned. “We need to mix our rapture. Our love.” 

I loved the sight of her rump rising and falling before me. Her butt-cheeks clenched and relaxed as she rode me. Her silky pussy caressed my dick, the wet friction burning around my sensitive crown, pleasure spilling down into my cunt. My snatch ached, the dildo pumping in and out of me, thrusting into my depths.

Being a futanari was incredible. To have a cock and a pussy. The heel of her hand brushed my clit. I wasn't like an Aphrodite futanari. My cock wasn't an engorged clit. I still had my little bud buried in my pussy folds. It drank in the pleasure as she fucked me. Rode me. Pleasured me.

I gripped her hips, stroking her sides. I loved the feel of her skin beneath my hands, flowing like satin. My ebony fingers danced over her brown skin. I stroked up her back, massaging her as she rode me faster and faster. 

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped. “Oh, yes! I love your girl-dick in me.” 

“Keep riding me!” I moaned, my orgasm building in me. “We're going to help a woman. We're going to make wonder together.” 

“This is wonder!” Lamanté moaned. “We are making passion and wonder together, Lovelie! Intimacy! This is what's important.” 

“Yes!” I groaned, smiling that she understood. That she was coming more and more awake.

She worked that dildo faster and faster in and out of my cunt. My toes curled as the pleasure spilled through me. It was wonderful. My girl-cock throbbed inside of her pussy. She slid up and down it, squeezing me, massaging me. My hips bucked up into her, pleasure rippling through me. 

She was incredible. Wonderful. She was driving me wild. I couldn't take much more of her teasing passion. She jammed the dildo inside of me and wiggled the base, stirring it around. The polished shaft caressed my inner depths, stimulating me. Pleasure shot up to the tip of my girl-dick. 

I had to hold out, fighting the pressure building at the end of my futa-cock. I couldn't explode yet. I had to hold back. I wanted to erupt. I wanted to spill into her. I would flood her with so much jizz, pumping her hot cunt full of girl-spunk. 

“You have to cum,” I groaned as she worked up and down me. “I need you to cum.” 

“I'm getting there,” she panted. She leaned forward, changing how her pussy slid around my dick. My tip throbbed as it slid against her silky flesh. Her asscheeks parted, her little asshole peeking at me. 

An idea burst through my mind.

I thrust a hand behind my back. I unfastened the clasp of my pearl necklace. I pulled it off, the round stones caressing my skin. I brought them to her asshole, pressing the middle against her, forming two strands of beads.

I pushed my finger and the pearls into her asshole. 

Her bowels clenched down on my finger, squeezing the pearl necklace around my digit. She gasped, her back arching. Her pussy grew hotter around my silky delight. She threw a look behind her, her eyes were wide. 

“Oh, that's so wicked, Lovelie,” she moaned. “Oh, my, that feels amazing. Mmm, keep pumping them in me.” 

“Yes, yes, they're drinking in your aura,” I moaned, pushing more and more of the pearls popped into her, the two strands swaying as they dangled out of her puckered sphincter.  

She shuddered, my pearl necklace halfway in her asshole. She shifted around, riding me faster. Her hips swiveling. The two ends of the necklace swayed and bounced, dancing across her butt-cheeks. They spanked her. It was amazing.

My girl-cock shuddered through me. Her pussy squeezed down on me. It was wonderful. The pressure built and built as her pussy grew hotter and hotter around me. That silky sheath massaged me, sucking at me. 

Her moans sang through my shack. Her back flexed as she groaned. She pumped the dildo faster and faster in and out of me. Rapture rippled through me. My toes curled as I fought against it. I was so close. My dick's tip ached. I was about to erupt. 

I seized the end of the pearl necklace and yanked.

The round stones popped out of her asshole.

“Oh, yes!” screamed Lamanté. Her pussy squeezed down on me. “That's... that's... Lovelie!” 

As she screamed my name, her cunt spasmed around my girl-cock. That wonderful, silky sheath massaged my cock, working it, hungry for my cum. I let out a groan of relief as she slammed down my shaft, engulfing me entirely in her climaxing snatch. 

I erupted.

My futa-cum fired into her. Our passion mixed together inside of her, the union of our two flesh, the potential for new life. My jizz spurted into her juicy depths, our fluids swirling around. It was wonderful, all that Mama Wata represented brought together in her cunt. 

My pussy spasmed around my cunt. It rippled around the dildo. She kept pumping it in and out of me as she spasmed on me. Her pussy milked my cock, working out every drop of cum from my ovaries. 

“My Lamanté!” I moaned, gripping the pearls warm from her asshole. “You're wonderful! Milk me dry!” 

“You're cumming in me!” she moaned, her snatch spasming. “Oh, yes, yes, Lovelie! I love it! You're filling me up. You're spurting through me. That's wonderful. That's amazing. We're uniting our passions.” 

“Yes!” I moaned. “The base of our potion.”

My orgasm peaked in me. It left me buzzing in delight. I shuddered, my pussy soaking the dildo in my passion, adding more feminine lust to the power growing in it. Bringing it closer and closer to being ready.

“Oh, where's the bowl,” Lamanté moaned, shifting on me. “Where did I leave it?” 

“Did you lose my bowl?” I asked her as she squirmed on me, my dick softening inside of her pussy. My body buzzed.

“I didn't lose it,” she groaned. “It's in here. Somewhere.” 

“It's not a big space,” I said, my eyes fluttering. I wanted to sink into sleep, but Beatrice Petriote would be here soon. She needed my help.  

“There it is!” my apprentice moaned.  

She slid off my futa-cock, her hand clamping down between her thighs, trapping my cum in her. She rose on shaky legs and dashed across my shaft. I smiled, watching her, reveling in the scent of our musk lingering the air, our two different pussy juices—mine tart and hers tangy—with just a hint of salt adding it.

...She is blossoming... whispered the spirits.  

...Soon...

...She will awaken... 

...You will love her...

...Destiny...

I smiled at the whispering spirits as I rose, pulling the dildo out of my pussy. I licked at my tart cream as I padded to her. She was at my work table, holding the blue bowl. It had waves painted on the inside, meeting a lighter blue sky. She knelt on the floor, squatting and placing the bowl between her thighs.

She groaned as my cum, mixed with her passionate juices, poured into the bowl, white futa-jizz splattering the side. Her eyes fluttered and her delicate face tensed. Her breasts jiggled. Were they a little bigger.

I knelt before her and groped her tits, feeling them. 

“Mmm, I like that,” she said, eyes opening, so deep and dark as the depths of the ocean. I could fall into her abyss.

“Your breasts are bigger,” I said. I squeezed again. “Not much, but they are.” 

“Why do they grow bigger?” she asked, staring at me.

“You're blossoming to who you truly are,” I told her. “You know that. You'll be voluptuous, a woman at the peak of her beauty.” 

She bit her lip.

“It's okay to be scared,” I said, pressing my forehead against hers. I nuzzled my nose against hers. “There's nothing wrong with apprehension at destiny. Sometimes, it should be fought, and other times accepted.” 

“You think I should accept this future?” she asked, biting her lip.

“I do,” I said. “What do you think?”

She shivered. “That you love me and won't see me harmed.”

I kissed her hard, loving this young woman. She wrapped her arms around my neck, kissing me with such passion. Such trust. I could never harm this girl. I would never see her hurt. I would protect her. She knew that. She was coming closer and closer to who she truly was. 

My sweet Lamanté.

...Hurry...

...She comes...

Lamanté broke the kiss. “We have a potion to make.”

I nodded my head. I scooped up the bowl, my cum sloshing at the bottom. The scent of the salty delight mixed with her tangy juices filled my nose. I loved it. I rose and sat the bowl down on the worktable.  

“Grind the cattail with the damiana,” I said. “I will prepare the nutmeg.”

“Okay, Lovelie,” she said.

She darted around my shack, gathering the ingredients. She sat down next to me, her round breasts jiggling. She placed the phallic cattails mixed with the damiana roots into the mortar. She jabbed the pestle into it, grinding.

I opened my jar of nutmeg spice. I whispered as I shook the herb into my cum, speckling it. I stirred the substance, my prayers to Mama Wata spilling from my words. Voudon was manipulation of spiritual energy. It was found in everything in different concentrations and types. The prayers brought the proper Loa's blessing to it, adding their essence to effect it.  

Anyone could learn it with patience.

“Cattail and damiana are both aphrodisiacs,” Lamanté said. “Cattail for the man, damiana for the woman.” 

I nodded my head.

“And yet the nutmeg would counteract male potency.” She gave me a look, still grinding the pestle. “It would make the man impotent even while inflaming his lust for a woman. And then we are sealing it in a medium of combined passion. Our passion.” 

I nodded my head.

“That doesn't make any sense,” she said. “It's like you're making...” Her words trailed off. She stopped grinding. “Oh, yes, yes, I see.” 

I smiled at her. “Of course you do. It is who you are. You were born to understand this.” 

She ground harder, working them into a fine powder. She hummed beneath her breath, a melody that stirred a song inside of me. I swayed beside her, my hair brushing my shoulder. The harmony rose beneath me as I mixed her concoction into the potion. 

I walk at night oh! I don't have any luck,

I walk during the day misfortune happens to me,

I only have one daughter Mambo La Sirène oh!

I only have one daughter Mambo La Sirène oh!

See I walk at night misfortune happens to me.

Women suffered misfortune, but we had La Sirène, Mama Wata, to watch over us. To help us. Just like we would help Beatrice. The spirits whispered. I shuddered as I turned, glancing at the gauzy curtain that separated me from the Port-au-Prince market beyond. The world of Haiti separated from us by the thinnest linen. 

“Do not be afraid, Beatrice Petriote,” I said. “Enter, and you shall find what you seek. I shall give you the succor and justice that you crave.”

I could feel the woman out there, staring in shock at the curtain. 

“I feel your pain,” I said, the turmoil echoing through her resounded through the spirit world. “He has hurt you greatly, but we shall remedy it. I have what you crave. Are you sure that it is what you want?” 

“Yes,” a voice said, feminine and bold. There was fury in it, masking over the hurt. “I am. That hussy has to pay.” 

“I am not an instrument of punishing other women,” I told her. “She is not the cheater; he is. Your husband has transgressed against you.” 

Lamanté gave me a look, then her head cocked. “And you still love him anyways, don't you, Beatrice?”

I smiled, glad Lamanté could read the woman's aura out there. That she could feel the pain and anger that only true passion could produce. Only in love could a hurt so deep be felt. And only through love could it be mended. Whether love for herself, or her love forgiving him. 

The gauze threw aside and a young woman with curly, light-brown hair marched in, her face set. She had a lovely shade of coffee-brown skin that enhanced the bronze of her dress, snugged tight about fertile hips and cupping round breasts. Her gazed flicked back and forth at us, seeing our naked bodies, but she said nothing. 

“Mambo, I want him back. He is my husband,” she hissed. “I won't let that hussy have her claws in him. He's with her right now! I know it! She shook those big udders at him!” 

“Fidelity can be so hard to maintain,” Lamanté said. “We can't compel him to be faithful. Only... encourage him.”

“Who are you, girl, to...” Beatrice's words trailed off as she stared at my apprentice's tits. At the snake tattooed around them. Her eyes widened. A tremble raced through her. “She... she...” 

“Is Lamanté, my apprentice,” I said. “And she is correct. What I can do is encourage him to only go to your bed. But whether he will resent you or find bliss in it, is up to you.” 

“Me?” she frowned.

“Will you forgive him or punish him?” I asked. “If you truly want him back and are not looking for vengeance, then you must forgive him. You cannot continually throw it in his face or use your power over him to make him suffer. You will lose him. You will make him miserable. And he will hate you.” 

Beatrice blinked, her aura rippling around her. Vengeance lurked in her, the wild passion of feminine wrath beating in her heart. But there was something else, the positive side of a woman's heart. Compassion and love, motherly affection. Duality existed in all in various balances. Masculine and feminine, darkness and light, order and chaos.  

Hatred and love.

What would win inside of Beatrice?

“Just so long as he comes back to me,” she said, her eyes becoming raw. She marched to me and knelt, her head bowed, her forehead almost pressing into the end of my hardening cock. “Please, Mambo Lovelie, I need La Sirène's blessing. Make me so attractive to him that he never wants another woman. I love him. I should hate him for being with her, but... but...” 

“We are all weak and make mistakes,” I said. 

She shivered.

“Lamanté, the potion,” I said, my cock aching as it swelled. She was a lovely woman. “Then fetch the harness.” 

“Yes, Lovelie,” the girl moaned, her voice throaty with excitement.

“Harness?” asked Beatrice as I took the bowl from Lovelie. The scorned wife looked up at me, her face lush and beautiful. She was young, in her mid-twenties, and full of brimming fertility.

“Mmm, we have much to do to prepare you,” I said. “Here is the first step. Drink.” I brought the bowl to her lips. 

Tipped it. 

She gulped down the potion infused with my cum and Lamanté's pussy juices. Beatrice's head tipped back as she gulped it. My pussy clenched, juices soaking my bush as my excitement mounted. Her every swallow made my dick twitch. 

Behind the kneeling woman, Lamanté drew up the vinyl harness, the only product of the modern world found in my shack. It was simpler buying it from a sex shop then making one myself, and had no effect on its efficacy. 

She grabbed the mangrove dildo, still wet with my own pussy juices. She slipped it through the harness's sheath and adjusted it so it thrust out from her body, the brown of the wood almost a match for her skin in the dim light. 

For a moment, it appeared she was a futanari like me.

Beatrice drained the potion. I pulled the bowl away and she licked her lips. “That was... delicious. It was a familiar...” Her eyes flicked to my now hard futa-dick thrusting out at her. “Oh... that was your seed.” 

“Mmm, the feminine seed, a potent union of the masculine and the feminine. And seasoned with Mama Wata's passion,” I answered. 

The woman shuddered. “So... now what.” 

“Now we activate it,” I purred. “An act of passion.” I held my hand out to her. 

She took it, her grip warm, her fingers silky. I shivered and helped her stand then led her to the passion-mussed sheets of my bed. She licked her lips, her eyes staring down at my thick and hard futa-dick. She swallowed. 

We sank down to the bed and I kissed her, cupping her mouth, the flavor of the potion, spiced with nutmeg and damiana, lingered on the married woman's soft lips. She whimpered and shuddered, her hands going to my hips, gripping my naked flesh. 

Lamanté sauntered to us, joining us. The girl knew what to do. She drew down the zipper of the woman's dress and slipped it off her shoulders. Lamanté kissed the hot wife's neck, nibbling on it, making Beatrice shiver into the kiss. 

“You are... going to... fuck me...?” Beatrice whimpered when I broke the kiss. She glanced at Lamanté, eyes flicking to the strap-on dildo. “Both of you?” 

“An act of passion,” I purred, my girl-dick hard as her breasts came into view, round and plump, her nipples were a lovely shade of pink-brown. I cupped her tits, my thumbs rubbing over both of them.

“We're going to make you quiver,” Lamanté purred. “Lie down and let us love you, Beatrice.” 

The hot wife stretched out on my bed as I massaged her nipples with my thumb. I leaned down and sucked on her nipple, engulfing it with my hungry mouth. She gasped as I loved her little nub, my tongue dancing around it. Her whimpers echoed through my hovel.

Lamanté went lower. My apprentice ripped off the hot wife's skirt, baring legs that were long and lithe. A pair of panties, a deep shade of purple, clung to the woman's groin, the shade so bright to her coffee-brown skin. With a hungry moan, Lamanté ripped those off and gasped. 

“She's shaved, Lovelie!” she moaned. “Oh, wow, she has no hair down there at all. So smooth.” 

“I wax,” moaned Beatrice. “For Ricardo. And he still went to that slut!”

With a moan, Lamanté pressed her face into Beatrice's snatch, licking and fluttering. My lover's eyes stared up the woman's body at me. I watched her out of the corner of my right eye as I loved Beatrice's nipple. My hands squeezed both the hot wife's breasts as I loved her nub. 

Beatrice groaned. Her stomach rippled as her back arched. She gasped, Lamanté licking and fluttering her tongue. My own pussy clenched, remembering the girl's skill with her tongue. Though she was a virgin when I exorcised her, she had knowledge lurking inside of her that made me shudder to feel it unleashed. 

“Oh, Lovelie, your apprentice... Oh, my, that's divine. I've never had a woman... Ooh, she's fluttering her tongue against my clit.” 

“Just enjoy,” I told her between sucks on her nipple. I nibbled on it, loving the little bud as the hot wife groaned.

“I am enjoying it! Saints above, that's good. Ooh, yes, yes, what she's doing to me. Oh, Mambo Lovelie! Yes, yes!” 

I pinched her left nipple and nibbled on her right. My tongue danced around her nub, caressing her areola. Then I sucked again. She gasped, her body twitched as we shared our passion with her. My futa-dick ached, my tip throbbing, eager to be in her. 

My apprentice moaned as she feasted. She squeezed her eyes shut. She must have her tongue fluttering through Beatrice's folds, loving the woman's waxed snatch. The scent of sweet pussy filled the air, a wonderful delight. 

“Oh, Lovelie, you have to taste her,” Lamanté moaned. “She's so good.” 

My mouth popped off Beatrice's nipple. “I think I do. Share.” 

My head darted down Beatrice's body as Lamanté lifted up from the hot wife's snatch. Her lips and chin glistened with cream. My mouth claimed my apprentices. My tongue darted out, gathering that sweet musk. I groaned, savoring it, my hands squeezing the hot wife's breasts. 

“Do I taste good, Mambo?” asked Beatrice.

I broke the kiss. “Like heaven. I have to taste more.”

“Mmm, she's got plenty flooding out of her,” Lamanté purred then pressed her face back into the hot wife's snatch. 

I nuzzled into the woman's waxed-bare pudenda. I nibbled on her salty flesh, kissing lower and lower. A sweet flavor tinged her, then I reached the top folds of her pussy. My tongue flicked out, brushing a clit. 

The hot wife bucked. Her body shook and her moans grew louder and louder. I fluttered my tongue against her bud nestled in her pussy's petals. As Lamanté concentrated lower, I caressed the bud, teasing it, gathering all the sweet cream from it I could. 

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned, squirming on the ground. “Oh, that's good. You're teasing me. Mmm, I love it.” 

“Good,” I panted and flicked my tongue again. I caressed her bud, loving how she moaned. 

Her pudenda rubbed against my left cheek, her flesh so hot. She whimpered and squirmed. I stared into Lamanté's eyes as she feasted on the hot wife's snatch. She had her lips pressed tight, her tongue fluttering through the woman's depths. 

Then the hot wife gasped out in rapture. That unmistakable sound of a woman cumming burst from her lips. Her juices squirted out, splashing Lamanté's face. Cream spilled over my apprentice's rich-brown cheeks, coating them in glistening passion. 

“Saint's above, yes!” Beatrice howled. “Oh, that's good. Oh, Lord, you two are wicked! Mmm, making me cum! I'm a married woman!” 

“Yes, you are,” I moaned then sucked on her clit, my futa-dick aching, my pussy ready to enjoy her. 

...Now...  

...Fuck her...

...Her pussy is primed...

...Complete the spell, Mambo...

...Share your passions with her...  

...La Sirène, bless her...

“Yes, yes, it's time!” moaned Lamanté. “We're going to share her pussy, aren't we?” 

“Yes!” I moaned. “I just wish yours was real.” 

“I'll pretend it is,” she said. “After all, our senses shapes reality. Our minds construct whatever we believe.”

“Yes!” I moaned as I rose.

Beatrice shuddered, her body trembling. She was consumed with rapture, her eyes fluttering. I rolled her onto her side, humming as I stretched out beside her. I kissed her with passion, sharing her pussy juices with her.

She shuddered, her hands grabbing my futa-cock. She brought me to her pussy as our breasts came together. Our round tits pressed tight, nipples grazing one another. Pleasure raced through me down to my snatch then up to the tip of my dick pressing into her married pussy. 

I thrust into her.

“Mambo Lovelie!” she gasped as I slid into her hot sheath, her tight flesh squeezing around me. “You are so big!” 

“Aphrodite's fault,” I groaned. 

“I don't care whose fault it is,” she moaned. “Oh, you're filling me up. This is so wrong. But I love it. I love you in me! Fuck me!” 

“I will,” I moaned, my dick buried to the hilt in her snatch. “We just need Lamanté to join us.” 

“Join...” Her words trailed off as Lamanté's dildo pressed into Beatrice's pussy, the wooden shaft rubbing on my dick. “Oh, no, Mambo.” 

“Oh, yes,” Lamanté purred. “You will love this. I can feel it.”  

She thrust.

Beatrice groaned as Lamanté's dildo sank deeper and deeper into the married woman's already cock-stuffed cunt. I shuddered, my girl-dick drink in the smooth friction of the hard, wooden dildo rubbing down my length. It brushed the tip, my dick throbbing. 

Beatrice shuddered between us, moaning and gasping, her face twisted with pleasure already. I smiled as Lamanté nibbled on the hot wife's ear. Then, together, my apprentice and I drew back and slammed in together. 

We fucked the married woman's tight snatch. 

My girl-dick throbbed and ached, drinking in the friction of Beatrice's pussy and the smooth dildo. The hot wife's snatch squeezed my cock against that rigid phallus and its polished exterior. I groaned, pleasure racing down my dick. It spurred me to fuck faster and faster, to ram my shaft in and out of her pussy and reveling in it. 

“Saints above!” gasped Beatrice. “Oh, yes, yes, yes! This is... I mean... Oh, wow. You're both in me.” 

“Sharing our passion,” groaned Lamanté. “Ooh, you feel so hot and silky against me. And Lovelie, your dick is so soft and warm.” 

“Mmm, yes, we're going to cum together. The three of us!” I gasped. “Mama Wata's power brims in us, the sharing of the feminine.” 

“So feminine!” moaned Beatrice. “Our tits are rubbing together. Your breasts are so soft against mine even as you fuck that big dick in and out of me. Two dicks. Oh, yes, yes, I'm going to explode on them.” 

“Good!” Lamanté moaned, her face twisting with pleasure. “Lovelie... I'm going to cum so fast.”

“Me, too,” I moaned, my hips thrusting away.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter. My juices stained my thighs as I thrust my futa-dick deep and hard into Beatrice's pussy. The dildo slid past my cock, caressing the underside, massaging the tip of my dick. It added a different friction from the silky caress of Beatrice's pussy. 

The delights built in me. My ovaries drank them in. My eyes widened as I thrust harder, faster. I whimpered, my nipples throbbing as they grazed Beatrice's. I stared into the hot wife's eyes as our three energies merged and danced together, reacting with the potion screaming through her body. 

“Lord, I'm going to cum on their dicks!” Beatrice moaned, her hands gripping my rump. She pulled me in tight. “They're stirring me up. They're incredible.” 

“Don't hold back!” I moaned. “Your body was made to explode in rapture. Enjoy it!” 

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped, squeezing her pussy down on my cock, pressing me against that wooden dildo. Pleasure tingled down my shaft. My pussy grew hotter. “Oh, Lovelie... Lamanté... I can't... Yes!”

Beatrice's pussy convulsed around my thrusting girl-dick. Her pleasure burst through her. Her body shook. Her fingers bit into my rump. She trembled between us as her climaxing snatch pressed my thrusting dick tight against Lamanté's dildo. 

The pressure built and built at the tip of my futa-cock. That ache to explode. My ovaries grew tighter and tighter. I whimpered, more pussy juices flooding out of my cunt and staining my thighs with my hot passion. 

“Cum in me!” howled the hot wife. “Please, please, fill me with your jizz, Mambo. Bless me!” 

“Bless her, Mama Wata!” I moaned. “La Sirène, pour your passion in her.” 

“Yes!” groaned Lamanté, her hips thrusting harder, her dildo sliding past my girl-dick faster and faster.

My tip throbbed. The stimulation shot through me. My face contorted in delight. I shuddered and groaned as the majesty of this moment shot through me. My pussy clenched as I rammed to the hilt in Beatrice's pussy. 

“I'm cumming!” howled my apprentice, thrusting her dildo wildly in and out of Beatrice's snatch. 

“As am I!” I gasped, my futa-cock erupting. Pleasure spiked through me. “Mama Wata, bless her with my feminine seed! Activate the spell. Let her husband only desire her!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Beatrice, her pussy convulsing about my snatch, milking my spurting dick.

I trembled as I clutched her, my breasts rubbing hers as the pleasure burst through me. Rapture washed out of my spasming pussy. My erupting cock fired ecstasy into my mind. It slammed into my thoughts, leaving me reeling.

More and more cum fired into her. The heat swirled around me, the mixing of juices. It was incredible. So much futa-jizz was in her. She was filled with so much spunk. It was more than I should produce. It bathed my cock as it twitched against a fleshy shaft. 

Stars burst across my vision, the universe celebrating this moment. Our feminine energies all united in one moment of shared rapture. They spilled and swirled together inside of Beatrice. The married woman moaned, her body heaving. 

That energy then shot out of us. It sped through the capital of Haiti. I caught a flash of a man, skin brown, body muscled, thrusting his cock into the depths of a woman with coal-black skin. He was on the verge of cumming and... 

His dick went limp.

Then my pleasure crashed, the vision ending.

I panted, my cock going soft in the hot wife's pussy. Lamanté whimpered. She pulled her hard dildo out of the hot wife and rolled onto her back. Her face heaved. Her tits were larger now, jiggling, bigger than my own. Her face was lusher, lips plumper. 

“Oh, that was amazing,” groaned Beatrice. “I feel so wonderful. I'm buzzing.” 

“Your husband will only grow erect for you,” I said. “For any other woman, he shall be flaccid. Impotent. He can only find his pleasure in you. Do not abuse this power you have over him. Treasure it. Use it build something better between you.” 

“Or you will only find grief,” Lamanté purred, her voice throaty and sensual, power brimming in it.”

“Yes,” Beatrice said. “I will, Mamba. Thank you, Mama Wata for acting through your servant.” 

I nodded at her, panting, my body buzzing. I just wanted to nap. Lamanté cuddled up to me, still wearing her strap-on, as Beatrice dressed. I held Lamanté, reveling in the feel of her against me. My eyes closed, sleep pulling me down, the air thick with feminine passion. 

Sweet. Tangy. Tart. Salty.

After she left, Lamanté's plumper tits rubbing into my side, she whispered, “For a moment, I truly believed that the dildo was my cock,” she whispered. “Not just pretend. I even imagined I was cumming with it.” 

“Mmm, maybe you were cumming with me,” I said, holding her tight.

“I think I'm going to enjoy my destiny,” Lamanté said, her voice sleepy like mine.

I nodded my head, smiling.

...Soon...

...The priestess of Demeter comes...

...Once the bargain is fulfilled, it will happen...  

...You have prepared her well, Lovelie...

...La Sirène will be pleased with you...

I drifted off to sleep holding my lover and listening to the spirits promises of the future.

To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “Futa Priestess's Naughty Ritual”

Pleasure rippled around my ebony girl-cock as Stéphanie sucked on it. The married woman's lips were latched tight about the crown, her nut-brown cheeks hollowing as she sucked on it. The Haitian wife shuddered as she nursed on my dick, her eyes fluttering.

“That's it,” I purred, feeling the power trembling through the room. “There is vitality in my feminine seed, blessed by Mama Wata. She will give you what you need.”

Stéphanie moaned her agreement, her dark eyes glassy with passion. She brought the dildo, carved from mangrove wood, to her pussy. To my sight, a faint, watery aura surrounded the polished phallus, the tip bulbous. She rubbed the wood into her black bush, sliding it up and down her labia. With a groan, she thrust it into her snatch, her eyes closing.

Energy rippled through the air. It gathered around me, moved through me. I was a conduit for my Loa, the divine Mama Wata. She was my Goddess. I had given her my soul, my love. I was her mambo, her priestess, spreading her influence and power, helping those in Port-au-Prince who needed her blessing. 

Like Stéphanie.

“My seed shall kindle your womb, Stéphanie,” I said. “Suck harder. Drink it all down. Pleasure yourself with the dildo. Let it stir your passions. Let it burst through you. It will wash through you. You shall quicken a child with your husband.”

The wife moaned louder. Her head bobbed as she lay on the small altar in my shack. Herbs hung around us, drying. The various scents formed a delicious melange. My pussy clenched as she sucked on my girl-cock, a gift from the Goddess Aphrodite, the power siphoned from one of her followers with the aid of Demeter's magic.

Stéphanie thrust her dildo in and out of her cunt. Her toes curled. Her round breasts jiggled, topped by dark-brown nipples. She sucked hard, loving my dick. My cream trickled down my thighs, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. My hips wiggled from side to side. My hips thrust forward, driving into her mouth.
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Other Works by Reed James

Check out Reed James's catalog of hot, sexy erotica on Amazon! If you like cheating wives, swinging couples, futanari, or sexy lesbians, the there is a steamy erotica for you!

Aphrodite's Devils (Futa-on-Female, Domination, MC) 

Dancing on the Futa's Pole 

Futa Beach Party 

Dominating the Lawyer 

Futa Divorce Lawyer (Futa-on-Female, Hot Wife, Cuckolding, Revenge) 

Hot Wife Spurned 

Legal Futa Dictation 

The Cuckold's Negotiations 

Futa Legal Passion (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Office) 

Sultry Futa Negotiation 

Judicial Futa Passion 

Naughty Futa Negotiations 

Dominated by the Futa Judge (Futa-on-Female, BDSM, Discipline) 

Naughty Lawyer Spanked 

Futa Judge’s Sultry Decision 

Futa Judge’s Wicked Order 

Hot Futa Cruise (Futa-on-Female, Hot Wife, Cuckolding) 

Relaxing with the Hot Wives 

Futa's Sunbathing Delight 

Futa's Sultry Fortune 

Gender-Swap Futa Transformation (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Gender-Swap) 

Futa Shop's Naughty Contest 

Hot Futa Cruise 

Naughty Futa Transformation 

Gender Swaps' Futa Support Group (Futa-on-Female, Gender-Swap, Cum Addiction) 

HuCow's Creamy Desire 

Futa Massage Desire 

Futa Massage Desire 

Futa Judge's Naughty Courtroom (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, BDSM, Spanking) 

Futa-Judge Spanks the Naughty Lawyer 

Futa-Judge's Cherry Delight 

Futa's Wicked Temptation 

Futa Voodoo Passion (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Hot Wife) 

Futa Priestess's Naughty Ritual 


About the Author

Reed James is a thirty year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.

“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”

Check out his Amazon Author Page, follow him on twitter @NLPublications, like him on Facebook, check out his Patreon page for exclusive rewards, and visit his blog where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks. 


Table of Contents

Hot Wife's Futa Spell

Naughty Excerpt from “Hot Wife's Futa Spell”

Stories of the Aphrodite Sisterhood Universe

Hot Wife's Futa Spell

OEBPS/image_8.jpg





