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Sizzling Excerpt from “Futa's Hot Wife Delivery”

“Oh, my god,” I groaned, bemused that this was happening.

That I had two sexy girls sucking on my futa-dick.

Reese and Xandra had their lips pressed to the thick, spongy tip of my transformed clit. My pussy drank in the sensations. My body trembled. The baggy polo shirt I wore to deliver pizzas rustled over my breasts. My khaki pants were bunched around my mid-thighs. If anyone passed the house, they'd see my cute ass.

Their tongues caressed around the spongy tip. Their faces pressed tight together. The two college-aged girls, maybe a year or two younger than me, loved my cock. Their pizzas lay forgotten on the floor behind them as they received their “tip.”

“Oh, my god, I love this cock,” Xandra moaned. The Black girl had a mini afro and silver rings piercing her black eyebrows. Her Ebony skin contrasted with Reese's pale face.

And my beige clit-dick.

“How do you even have this?” Reese moaned. The blonde coed's short hair swayed about her elfin face. Her blue eyes gleamed while a diamond nose stud shone with brilliance in the porch light.

“Long story,” I panted. Their lips both nibbled on my cock. “Fuck, that's good. You two are going to make me explode.”

“Wonderful,” giggled Reese. “Mmm, so you can cum.”

“I can't believe your clit turned into this huge dick,” Xandra said, pulling her lips back. “Shit, that was— Hey!”

Reese took advantage of Xandra speaking to suck the spongy crown of my girl-dick into her own hungry mouth. She slid her pink lips around my shaft and sucked. My pussy clenched and throbbed, my ovaries brewing with a load of cum.

Read on to find out what happens next!
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Futa's Hot Wife Delivery

Matilda Stone

“Oh, my god,” I groaned, bemused that this was happening.

That I had two sexy girls sucking on my futa-dick.

Reese and Xandra had their lips pressed to the thick, spongy tip of my transformed clit. My pussy drank in the sensations. My body trembled. The baggy polo shirt I wore to deliver pizzas rustled over my breasts. My khaki pants were bunched around my mid-thighs. If anyone passed the house, they'd see my cute ass.

Their tongues caressed around the spongy tip. Their faces pressed tight together. The two college-aged girls, maybe a year or two younger than me, loved my cock. Their pizzas lay forgotten on the floor behind them as they received their “tip.”

“Oh, my god, I love this cock,” Xandra moaned. The Black girl had a mini afro and silver rings piercing her black eyebrows. Her Ebony skin contrasted with Reese's pale face.

And my beige clit-dick.

“How do you even have this?” Reese moaned. The blonde coed's short hair swayed about her elfin face. Her blue eyes gleamed while a diamond nose stud shone with brilliance in the porch light.

“Long story,” I panted. Their lips both nibbled on my cock. “Fuck, that's good. You two are going to make me explode.”

“Wonderful,” giggled Reese. “Mmm, so you can cum.”

“I can't believe your clit turned into this huge dick,” Xandra said, pulling her lips back. “Shit, that was— Hey!”

Reese took advantage of Xandra speaking to suck the spongy crown of my girl-dick into her own hungry mouth. She slid her pink lips around my shaft and sucked. My pussy clenched and throbbed, my ovaries brewing with a load of cum.

“It's all my boyfriend's fault,” I panted. “It seems when he fucks a girl, they get something special.”

“Holy shit!” groaned Xandra. “That's hot. He gave you a dick. And now you're letting us suck it?”

“Uh-huh,” I panted, Reese's mouth nursing hard on my cock. “An hour ago, I swung by his house. I had a hot time with him. And his other girlfriend, Vanessa. She's like me, a hung dickgirl. We were fooling around.”

“Threesomes are hot,” purred Xandra. “Save when someone hogs all that beautiful cock.”

Reese popped her mouth off my futa-dick. “Mmm, suck on her. She has such yummy precum.”

Xandra nuzzled in. The Black girl's lips slid slowly over my cock's sensitive tip. I gasped, my breasts jiggling beneath my uniform. My pussy clenched as I thought about the hot time I had at Carter's house. I had been low-key flirting with the cute guy whenever I'd delivered to him. I had a thing for nerdy virgins, there was something so vulnerable and enticing about them. Him. This time, he picked up on it.

This time, he was bold and just took what I'd been subtly offering. He made me cum and cum. Then Vanessa showed up with her futa-dick and things got wild. Carter fucked me. I fucked him. Vanessa fucked me. It was a blast.

A shame I had to get back to work before I could fully enjoy my boyfriend's harem. Like the hot-assed step-mom he had. A dickgirl-MILF I was looking forward to enjoying. I get we would have such hot fun together.

After Carter had fucked me, I'd grown my clit-dick.

“I need to meet your boyfriend,” moaned Reese, her blue eyes twinkling.

“He'd fuck you hard and give you a big dick,” I told her, my heart pounding in my chest. “He would make you cum, and then you'd get to have fun.”

“Hot!” she moaned. “And you have a pussy, too! I like pussy. Just ask Xandra.”

“Can't, she's busy,” I pointed out.

“True,” said Reese. Then the blonde ducked her head between my thighs. She yanked down my khakis further. I went commando after leaving Carter's. She had nothing between her and my thick pussy lips.

She nuzzled into my shaved vulva. Her tongue flicked out. I gasped as tingles raced up my cock from my dick buried in Xandra's mouth. The Black girl nursed with hunger, her cheeks hollowing as she loved my clit-dick.

I loved this. The dual pleasures mixed and swirled in the depths of my cunt. Reese's tongue caressed up and down my folds while Xandra bobbed her head. The pressure built and built at the tip. I groaned, my face twisting with bliss.

“I want to cum on both your faces,” I moaned.

“Mmm, you will,” Reese panted. “God, you're just so sexy.”

“And you two are cute,” I groaned. “Shit, yes, work that tongue up and down my pussy folds.”

She did. Her tongue fluttered up and down my labia. She teased me. I groaned, my heart pounding fast in my chest. My cock throbbed in Xandra's mouth. The naughty, Black girl sucked even harder, her tongue dancing across my cock.

Reese thrust her tongue deep into my pussy. She purred in delight, clearly loving the flavor of my cunt. Her tongue caressed my inner walls. She stroked and teased me, sending bliss shooting through my body.

Every moment brought me closer and closer to that moment of eruption. To that point when my jizz would spurt into Xandra's mouth. I groaned, my heart pounding. My blood howled through my veins. I quivered in delight.

“It's about to happen!” I squealed.

Reese slid her tongue through my pussy a final time. Then the girl ripped her lips from my pussy and pressed her face against her Black friend's cheek. I groaned and drew back, my cock popping out of the Xandra's sucking mouth.

The black girl grabbed me. Stroked me. “Cum on our faces! Get your tip, pizza girl!”

I shuddered as her dark hand stroked up and down my cock. She fisted me with her hunger. She stroked me fast and hard. She worked her hand up and down my shaft. It was incredible to experience her stroking touch.

Ivory and ebony faces stared up at me with hunger, their tongues thrust out, both pink and delicious. Their eyes smoldered, blue and brown. I groaned, my pussy clenching as the pleasure surged closer and closer to exploding out of me.

To that moment of hot bliss when I would pump my cum across their faces. “Holy shit!”

“Cum on us, pizza girl!” whimpered Xandra.

“Yes, yes, jizz all over us, you wild pizza girl!” moaned Reese.

Their excitement was so incredible to witness. “Fuck, yes!”

I exploded.

I painted their faces in my jizz. I splattered both girls in my spunk. This wonderful, powerful, amazing pleasure shot through me. I shuddered at the experience, my breasts heaving as the cum fired down my cock and splattered across their faces. I basted them in my passion.

Ropy lines of my jizz ran from ebony Xandra to ivory Reese. My pussy convulsed. The two delights of a futa-orgasm swept through my body. I gasped, my breasts heaving in my top as I reveled at sight of both of them. My mind drank in the bliss erupting from my new cock.

“Oh, my god, yes!” Reese whimpered.

“Your cum tastes amazing!” Xandra moaned. Jizz ran down her dark features.

Reese turned her head and attacked the cum on her friend's face, licking and lapping up my girl-cum. I groaned and spurted a final blast that splashed across Xandra's nose and forehead. My pussy convulsed a final time.

I panted as Xandra purred, “Enjoy your tip?”

“I did,” I groaned. “Enjoy your meal.”

The Black girl winked at me and turned her head. In a flash, she and her friend were kissing each other. Their tongues danced together, sharing my futa-jizz. I groaned, my head shaking. I wanted to stay and have more fun, but I was already on thin ice with my manage after how long I'd taken to deliver the pizza to Carter's house.

I pulled up my khaki panties and let my clit-dick shrink and shrink back into a little bud. It vanished into the folds of my pussy lips. I sighed as I left the two hotties kissing and snowballing my cum, more of my futa-jizz running down their faces.

I climbed into my car, panting. I had another pizza still to deliver. I pushed on my clutch and put my Mazda into gear. I took off, speeding down the dark, residential street. I rolled through the stop sign and whipped out onto the next street, shifting through the gears as I raced past the speed limit. The air whipped through my unrolled window, my hair brass-brown hair getting blown around my face.

I drove fast normally. I booked it to the next house. I wonder if I would have the same fun there. Maybe another cute girl would be waiting just aching to suck my dick. Or two girls. I could fuck one while the other licked my asshole.

I loved these kinky ideas.

Carter had changed my life. My nerdy boyfriend was something else. I couldn't wait to get home and slip my cock into his asshole. I would pound him so hard. I would love him with my big dick and make him scream his head off.

My pussy clenched at the wicked heat rushing through me. It would be so much fun. I couldn't wait to get wild.

I smiled as I turned onto the street and rushed down another quiet road. I glanced to my left, looking for numbers. Somewhere easy to read, big numbers with contrasting colors like a dark gray on a light gray house, but others were murder. Brass numbers were the absolute worse at night. They reflected back the light, making them hard to read unless you had your headlights aimed right at them. Raised numbers caused problems, too. If the exterior light was right by them, the numbers would shadow themselves.

But you learned tricks delivering pizzas. Where to look on houses. To study mailboxes, to pay attention to the previous houses. If I was looking for 1420 and I passed a 1402, a 1408, and a 1414, it was a good bet the next house would be 1420. It didn't always work like that. Houses could trick you. Sometimes the house you were looking for was behind another and you'd have to spot a long driveway. Others had gnarly bushes.

I found my house, delivering to a dad looking haggard by the screaming kids behind him. He gave me such a grateful smile as I brought him the dinner to shut the rugrats up. He slipped me a five as a tip and I beamed.

It wasn't cumming a pair of pretty girls' faces, but it made the trip worth it. If I made $2 a delivery and took twenty-five on a busy night, not unreasonable, that was $50. Not bad for six hours of work. Plus I had my hourly. It could get even better. Some people tipped more than $2, but if I held that average, I was having a good night.

That was why you had to speed. You might get a ticket a year, but odds were, the cops wouldn't catch you on back streets. You just had to be sharp. Get the pizzas delivered, know the area and where the lights were, understand how to avoid traffic, and take the short cuts that most people didn't know about.

Lot of little tricks I learned over the last year.

Soon, I was pulling back into the store's parking lot. Giacometti's Pizza. I parked my car and hopped out, grabbing my two delivery bags. I sauntered up to the side door and punched in the security code to get inside.

I stepped in and yelled, “Driver back!”

“Look at that, you made deliveries in a good amount of time,” said Shane, the shift manager for the evening. He was a greasy-haired scumbag. Tall and skinny, his ColOR polo shirt hanging too big for his lanky frame. It was half-tucked in. “I'm shocked.”

“Bite me,” I said. “Oh, no, wait, you'd do that, and I don't want your mouth on my cute ass.”

“Keep it up, Matilda, and I'll have the boss drop-kick your ass in an eye blink. I get ten applications a day for people wanting to deliver pizzas.”

“But are they as adorable as me?” I asked as I came up to the till. I pulled out my cash for the runs.

He punched in his code and cashed me out, handing me back the change which vanished into my pocket. Delivered pizzas were simple. When I returned from a run, I paid what was owed or turned in the signed credit card slips (we no longer accepted checks). Whatever was left over, I kept. At the end of the night, I returned my bank, twenty dollars I was given to make change for customers, minus what I'd earned in mileage. If you took as many delivers as I did in a shift, and they usually paid me money.

Then I just told the IRS about my hourly paycheck and made two or three hundred a week that Uncle Sam didn't know about.

Not a bad job if you were just cursing through life.

“Comb your hair,” he said. “You driving with your head thrown out the window. We have standards here.”

“Oh, then why are you allowed to work here?” I asked and pulled a comb out of my back pocket.

“Maybe I should send you out on a single,” he said, threatening me. I glanced at the delivery screen. It showed off the addresses of all the upcoming orders that had to go out. There was a queue of ten of them. One was already up on the rack ready to go. After a year, I could glance at the screen and know which orders went together.

“But I can take 110 and 112 with it,” I said. “Computer says they'll be out of the oven in five minutes.”

Triples were the most they let us take. Three runs to three different customers. When it was busy, you had to maximize things.

He shook his head. “Fine. They're yours. But you better be back fast.”

I winked at him.

I bagged up my orders as they came out and checked the sides on each of them. I lugged them out to my car, setting them on my seats in the order I'd take them. You didn't necessarily deliver them first come, first serve but in the most efficient route. Someone who was on the edge of the delivery area would wait a few extra minutes while I dropped off pies on the way out there.

I pulled out of the parking lot and took off, reaching the first house in only a few minutes. A close one. I was heading up the door, got the money from a bleary-eyed guy in a stained shirt, and headed back with a couple dollar tip.

Then I was off to the next.

The second home was buried deep in a housing development. A confusing sweep of streets that wound and turned and branched off from each other, the residences built so close together that you could spit from one window and hit your neighbor's siding. But I knew it pretty well, and soon I was pulling up at the house.

The owner was on his porch sipping a beer and relaxing. He didn't even stand up. He pulled a wad of cash out of the pocket of his open Hawaiian shirt, showing off a hairy belly. He eyed me and gave me a hungry grin.

“You can keep that change,” he said.

“Oh, thank you,” I cooed, playing up my feminine side. “That's so generous of you.”

“Generous guy,” he said. He then kicked the cooler at his feet. “Want a beer?”

“I'm driving for a living,” I told him. “You trying to get me in trouble?”

“Maybe,” he said. “You look like a girl who's up for trouble.”

I winked at him. “Try to stay out of it yourself.”

He laughed.

I felt his eyes on my tight khakis as I headed back to the car. I could put up with some leering and annoying flirting for a seven dollar tip. That was nearly as much as I made with my hourly. Not bad at all.

I headed out of the neighborhood and to the third house. It was out near the edge, in a more rural area. The houses here were older. The properties much, much larger. The road narrowed to one lane. I was lucky it was paved so I wasn't bounced around. I glanced at the mailboxes. Addresses out here weren't useful. They almost seemed haphazard.

Finally, a mailbox that looked like a henhouse had the address I was looking for. I pulled out onto a gravel driveway, a strip of grass down the center. Not intentional, but like it had sprouted over the last decade in clumps and the owner never bothered to fix it. A line of old cars marched down it, some rusting away on blocks, others looking fresh from the wrecking yard. The house itself was large, a wrap-around, covered porch on the right side, a garage on the left. Three stories, an attic room tucked up beneath the steep slope of the roof. The white siding looked in need of painting. The steps creaked as I headed up to the porch and rang the doorbell.

The bells chimed through the house. Footsteps thundered to the door.

A boy answered it, his face lighting up. “Pizza!”

He reached for my bag, and I pulled it away from him, shifting my stance. “Got to pay, first.”

“Mom! Pizza!” he called.

“Coming, coming,” a woman said.

A black-haired mother swept around the corner. He wore a pair of jeans and a loose t-shirt, purple and with a yellow duck on the front. She had that harried look of a woman who was constantly running around the house keeping it from falling apart. In her late thirties, she had beautiful features even without any makeup on.

“Go tell your dad the pizza's here,” she said.

“I will!” the kid said, bouncing in place. His eyes burned with hunger.

“That'll be $35.89.” I said, pulling the three boxes out of my pouch and handing them off to the kid. The wife had the money so I felt sure I would get paid.

He snagged them and darted away, bumping his mother in the side with the boxes in the process. Annoyance flashed over her face. She shook her head, her black hair tumbling about her shoulders. A naughty itch rippled through me.

She was beautiful. Hot even.

“Sorry about him,” she said as she counted out bills. “He's such a brat sometimes.”

“Just excited,” I said. “I don't mind. So how's your night going?”

“Long.” She sighed. “Glad you're here. I have three boys and my husband to feed.”

“So four boys.”

She burst into a laugh and her eyes flicked up to mine. “Something like that.”

“Well, you're keeping it together,” I said, my hand resting on her arm. I stroked up and down her, loving the feel of her skin beneath my fingers.

In the background, the four boys were tearing into the pizza, shouting and yelling and laughing.

“You get to relax after this?” I asked. “Maybe slip into a nice bubble bath while they gorge on the pizza?”

“I have to finish the laundry,” she said. “If I don't stay on top of it...”

“You poor thing,” I said. “You deserve to relax. To just be pampered.”

“Mmm,” she said. She pursed her lips. “Here's $36. I'd love to tip you, but...”

“Hubby?”

“He likes to... not spend more than we have to.”

“Right,” I said.

“I'd love to tip you, I would,” the wife continued as she pressed the money into my hands. “I feel really bad about this. I should have made him pay.”

“But he was too busy working out?” I asked.

“He never works out,” she said, her face twisting in puzzlement.

“Sure he does. The Budweiser exercise.” I grinned as I sipped the money into my pocket. “You know, it takes effort to lift that beer bottle to his mouth. Building definition in that arm.”

She burst into laughter. “Oh, you're a sassy one...” She glanced down at my chest, read my nametag, “Matilda.”

“Mmm, you have no idea,” I said, my hands taking hers. My thumbs stroked the back of them. “The sort of trouble my mouth gets me into.”

She laughed again, a pink flush highlighting her cheeks. Then her face fell. “Now I feel really bad that I'm not tipping you.”

“It happens,” I said, shrugging. I tugged on her hands, pulling her close to me. “Maybe there's another way you can tip me.”

“What?” she asked as she trembled before me.“I... What are you suggesting?”

“What do you think I'm suggesting?” I asked. She stood so close to me. I could feel the warmth from her body. She squirmed before me.

“That you... I mean...” She gave a nervous giggle. “I don't know what is going over me. Of course, you couldn't be wanting me to do anything like that.”

“Like what?” I kept stroking my thumbs across the backs of her hands. “Now you're making me curious.”

Her cheeks flushed scarlet. “I don't even know why something that disgusting popped into my mind. I don't normally think of things like that.

“Now you're just teasing me,” I said, my clit throbbing and aching. I was soooo getting yelled at by Shane and I didn't care. “Tell me.”

“That you wanted me to... do things to you. Sexual things.”

“Lezzie things?” I asked, squeezing her hands.

“Oh, god, you do want me to,” she whimpered as I sidestepped to our right, moving her out of the doorway. “I can't do that for you. My husband's inside.”

“And we're outside,” I said moving closer to her.

She retreated back and hit the wall next to the door. She shuddered, her breath quickening. The sounds of her family drifted from inside as I pressed against her. My breasts rubbed into hers. Something about the new me turned women on.

“But you want to do lezzie things to me, don't you?” I purred, feeling the large swell of her breasts beneath her t-shirt. “You want to be a naughty MILF and give me a tip I'll never forget.”

“I... I...”

“It's why it popped into your head,” I said, my hands releasing hers. My nipples throbbed and my clit ached to become a futa-dick. My hands fell on her hips right beneath the hem of her t-shirt. I stroked up her jeans, the denim rasping beneath my fingers, and pushed beneath her top. “Why you're blushing. Why you're letting me do this.”

She gasped at the contact of my fingers on her naked waist. I moved upward, pushing her t-shirt up her body as I reached for those big breasts. I leaned my head closer and closer to her. She had a faint scent of lavender about her and a tinge of aloe vera.

Her skin supple was from her lotion.

“It's why you're going to let me do this,” I purred and kissed her.

The hot wife shuddered against me. Her lips sealed tight as I kissed her. Nibbled on her. I tilted my head, my hands climbing higher and higher up her waist. She trembled and whimpered. Her mouth relaxed.

My tongue slipped past her lips.

She gasped as I kissed her with passion. She still just shivered, not kissing me back, but she wasn't fighting me. Trying to get away. My hands brushed the bottom slopes of a comfortable sports bra. My pussy clenched as the heat swept through me.

I ducked my fingers just beneath it. I stroked along the bottom of her tits. She groaned and shuddered. I loved this. It was incredible. I pushed up her cups. I slid my hands around her naked breasts, squeezing them.

She kissed me back.

Her tongue moved against mine. Her arm went around my neck. This hot wife kissed me on her porch while her sons and husband ate dinner inside. She shuddered against me, undulating, surrendering to all the delights her body held.

My fingers massaged up to the tips of her breasts. I found her little nubs. I squeezed them. Teased them. She gasped as I pinched them. I tweaked them. Her entire body bucked against me, her crotch grinding on mine.

She broke the kiss and whimpered, “Matilda... You don't even know my name. This... We shouldn't do this.”

“Shouldn't... but that doesn't mean we can't.” I grinned at her. “And you're Mrs. Becky Daniels.”

“How do you know?”

“Name on the order slip,” I said and nuzzled against her nose. “Your husband's busy. He'll have no idea you're not doing laundry. That you're getting devoured by a futa.”

“Futa?”

“You'll see,” I said, squeezing her tits. Then I took a step back.

She gasped as I broke from her body. My hands buried beneath her t-shirt moved. I hauled that up her body. Her arms thrust into the air. Her black hair flew as I ripped it off and tossed it down to the wooden boards of the porch. Her large breasts rose and fell, her black sports bra shoved up and over them. Her nipples thrust fat and thick from dark-red, oval-shaped areolas. Her tits had a pillowy softness to them, a jiggle that her heavy breathing caused.

“Mmm, you're going to love this,” I promised, my hands grabbing her tits. I gripped them and leaned over, my brassy-brown hair falling down my face and caressing my cheeks. I nuzzled into her right nipple and latched on.

She gasped as I sucked on her. My mouth sealed over her hard nub. She tossed her head from side to side, the pleasure spilling from her lips as I sucked on her. Loved her. She groaned, her fingers sliding through my hair.

She held me to her tit. Her fingers massaged through my scalp as I sucked and loved her fat nub. How long had it been since anyone pleased this nipple? I swirled my tongue around her. I caressed her. Teased her. Made her shiver.

“Matilda,” she whimpered. “Oh, my god, what is going on tonight?”

I popped my mouth off her nub. “Just imagine that this is the best pizza delivery ever. That while the boys get to gorge on that yummy food, you get your own special treat. Because you're a MILF.”

“MILF?” she asked, brow knitting tight in confusion.

“A mother I'd love to fuck,” I purred, my hand squeezing her tits. “And I'm going to. With my clit-dick.”

“Clit... dick? Is that a sex toy?”

I winked at her and then engulfed her nipple again. She gasped and moaned, shuddering against me. Her nub felt wonderful in my mouth. I nibbled on it with my soft lips, loving the hard point. She gasped and shuddered.

My hands abandoned her breasts—which was an absolute chore because I loved squeezing and kneading them—to slide down her body. She quivered and moaned, her face twisting with pleasure as I loved her nub. She grew more and more beautiful with every moment I suckled on her nipple, her inner woman bursting through the weary wife and mother.

“Oh, Matilda,” she groaned. “This is so wrong, but... but... I need this. I really, really do.”

I popped my mouth off her nipple as my hands reached her jeans. “Just relax and enjoy this.”

“But I thought I was supposed to be tipping you,” she moaned. “Doing lezzie things to you.”

“You'll be pleasing me,” I told her. My fingers found the fastener of her jeans.

I popped it.

She gasped.

The zipper rasped as I reached into her fly. I felt her panties. Cotton. Boring. Perfect for a MILF. I loved it. I licked my lips and then dropped to my knees before her. I tugged down her mom jeans, her white panties, decorated with blue flowers, appeared. I breathed in and groaned at the mouth-watering scent of her married twat.

A sweet musk filled my nose.

She stepped out of her jeans, her legs sleek and toned. She kept in good shape. I loved it. Then I yanked down her panties next while she peeled off her sports bra. Her large tits heaved. Then her black bush came into view. Her pussy's musk swelled in the air. More and more of that wonderful scent filled my nose.

I salivated to feast upon her.

I kissed at her bush, her silky hairs caressing my face. As I dragged her panties down her legs, I smooched through her black forest. The ticklish strands caressed my lips and nose. Her musk swelled and then I felt her hot folds.

She gasped as I nuzzled into her pussy. She stared down at me past her heaving tits. How long since she'd had someone eat her out? A year? A decade? What if she'd never had this delight? I shuddered, my clit-throbbing.

I had to make this perfect for her.

“Matilda!” she gasped as my tongue darted through the folds of her pussy.

Her sweet juices coated my tongue. Her hot flesh rubbed on my mouth while her ticklish hairs stroked my cheeks. She wiggled her hips, trembling from my strokes. I brushed her hard clit peeking out of its little sheath.

I feasted on her, my futa-dick aching and throbbing in my khakis. My juices soaked my panties. She moaned, her naked tits jiggling over me. Becky's hair swayed about her face, those black locks dancing over her flesh while her dark-red nipples jiggled.

I loved the pillowy sway of her breasts. They bounced and jiggled, looking so sexy as I licked and lapped at her pussy. I feasted on her while watching that naughty sway. My cock throbbed and ached. The pleasure swept through me, a mighty explosion that would burst out of me. I groaned, resisting the urge to just rise up and fuck her.

I wanted her to cum. She deserved it.

The sounds of her family destroying the pizza drifted from inside. It only made this hotter. She whimpered and groaned, rubbing against the siding, loving my tongue feasting on her married twat. Her sweet cream dribbled over my chin.

“Oh, wow, Matilda,” she groaned. “Oh, wow, you're going to make me... me...”

“Cum?” I asked between licks.

She nodded.

I thrust my tongue deep into her cunt. I swirled it around, dancing it through her sheath. My nose rubbed into her clit. I breathed in her married musk while her juices marinated around my tongue. She whimpered.

Groaned.

Her body bucked. Her pussy juices gushed out of her cunt and into my mouth. I savored them flooding out of her. They drowned my mouth. I groaned, licking and lapping and devouring the cream that flowed out of me.

“Matilda!” she gasped. “Oh, my gosh, Matilda!”

I licked up her married juices. I savored the sweet flavor gushing out of her. She bucked, her tits heaving. She tossed her head from side to side, her blonde hair dancing around her shoulders. She grabbed her breasts, squeezing them.

I kept licking her. Feasting on her. I drove my tongue into her twat again and again, savoring her spasming delight. I wanted to give her all the bliss that I could. I wanted to drink up all her juices and drive her wild.

She gasped, her body trembling. She tossed her head from side to side, her black hair dancing. She groaned and whimpered. Her passion surged through her body. Her juices dripped down my chin. She whimpered.

“I can't...” she gasped. “Oh, my god, it's too much! I keep cumming!”

I sucked on her clit.

“Matilda!” she squealed, her fingers digging into her heavy tits.

More juices flooded out. They ran over my chin. I gave this woman what she deserved. All the pleasure she'd missed out on. My cunt clenched, this wild heat sweeping through me. I was so glad I could do this for her.

That I could please her.

My tongue darted through her folds. I licked and lapped at her. I savored the flavor of her juices. The wonderful delight of her passion. She grabbed my head and pulled me from her pussy. I panted as she shuddered.

“I still have to give you a tip,” she whimpered.

“Yes,” I moaned and stood up.

She kissed me with hunger. She pressed me back, her hands grabbing my polo shirt while she tasted her juices on my mouth. She hauled my top over my stomach and breasts. I thrust my arms up in the air. Our kiss broke just long enough to for her to sweep off my top.

Then she threw it to the porch while her mouth devoured mine. I had awakened something beautiful in those women. I had unleashed her passion. I was ready to drown in them. To be utterly consumed by them. This amazing heat swept through my body. I groaned, my pussy clenching and relaxing.

Then she attacked my khaki pants, her boobs rubbing into my bra-clad tits. She unsnapped them and shoved them down my hips, my panties ripping down with the tight bottoms. The air kissed my shaved pussy lips. My clit throbbed.

“Oh, god,” she moaned, breaking the kiss. She looked at my crotch. “I've never gone down on a woman.”

“Oh, you don't have to go down on me,” I told her. “I'm going to fuck you hard.”

“What?” she asked, staring at my pussy. “Do you have a strap-on hidden in your car or something? That's how women lezzie out, right? Pussy licking and strap-ons.”

“I told you, I have a futa-cock,” I purred and let my dick sprout.

“So it's in your car?” she asked, peering past me.

“Look down,” I moaned as my clit throbbed thicker and longer. It sprouted pink from my pussy lips but already the shaft was fading into my beige skin tone.

Becky looked down and gasped. She clapped her hands over her mouth, her big tits heaving. I grinned and unhooked my bra as she watched my futa-dick get bigger and thicker and longer. She whimpered.

“It's larger than my husband and...” She let out a throaty moan. “It keeps growing.”

“Fucking your married cunt is my tip,” I purred. I didn't need another blowjob. I need pussy on my dick. Hers.

“Yes!” she gasped, trembling.

I dropped my bra, my tits exposed. I grabbed her and spun her. She gasped as I pressed her naked into the siding of her house by the still-open front door. I pressed into her from behind, my futa-dick sinking between the cheeks of her ass, my breasts pillowing into her back.

I nuzzled into her ear and purred, “I'm going to fuck you so hard from behind.”

“Oh, god, yes,” she whimpered in abject delight. “I want that. Do that!”

I grinned and grabbed my shaft. I manipulated it, sliding the tip of my futa-cock down between the cheeks of her butt. I groaned at the feel of her crack. I passed her sphincter, a tempting target, but I wanted Becky's married twat. I reached her taint, her bush, then I felt the hot folds of her pussy.

She trembled against the door, her back supple against my aching nipples. I rubbed my cock against her juicy pussy. Her cream soaked my crown. Pleasure throbbed down to my twat while my ovaries ached.

“How do you have this?” she asked.

“You have to be fucked by my boyfriend,” I told her. I loved that. Carter Smith was my boyfriend. “His cum does it.”

“Why?”

“Magic,” I panted and thrust into her pussy.

Becky gasped as I invaded her married twat. Her juicy flesh engulfed inch after inch of my dick. I slid deeper and deeper into her, loving the silky embrace of her welcoming cunt. All that hot flesh wrapped around me It was incredible to experience. I groaned as there was more and more of my cock to slide into her. Her hot flesh engulfed my futa-dick in her silky heaven.

It was fantastic.

I groaned when I bottomed out in her, my pussy lips and crotch pressing into her rump. She whimpered, squeezing her married twat around my cock. Her hips wiggled back and forth, stirring me around inside of her.

It felt outstanding. The best. I loved every minute of it. I savored the bliss of being in her tight, married cunt. The hot wife whimpered, her back massaging my nipples. The pleasure surged through me. I groaned as I drew back.

“Matilda!” she moaned. But not loud. A soft groaned. “Oh, my god, that's incredible. You're huge.”

“I know,” I said. I was so glad I had delivered the order to Carter's house. That I became a part of his futa-harem.

I thrust into her depths. I buried to the hilt in her wonderful pussy. The pleasure felt incredible. I sank deeper and deeper into her. I reveled in being in her cunt. The pleasure of her snatch massaged me as I pumped away at her snatch.

The ache built and built at the tip of my cock while she moaned. She pressed her cheek into the wall. I nuzzled into her left ear as I plowed into her, my crotch smacking into her rump. Her pussy clenched about my cock as she whimpered.

“Cum on my big futa-cock,” I whispered in her ear. “Just explode on me while your husband ignores you. Climax on a real cock!”

“You're so bad!” she whimpered. “Oh, Matilda, you're such a bad pizza girl!”

“And a wicked futa!” I moaned. “Fucking a naughty hot wife! Ooh, let me feel that pussy convulsed around my cunt. Milk me! I want to flood you!”

“Oh, gosh!” Becky groaned, her pussy squeezing about my dick, increasing the friction.

I drove hard into her and she gasped. Her pussy rippled around my girl-dick plunging into her cunt. I shuddered at the feel of her twat writhing and spasming around my dick. This heady pleasure shot through me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped as she came on my girl-dick.

I pumped away faster at her married pussy. I buried deep into her spasming twat. I loved every moment of plundering her convulsing cunt. The amazing delight of being in the hot wife's flesh and giving her bliss surged rapture through me.

It was the best. Her pussy spasmed around me. She brought me closer and close to cumming. My own snatch grew hotter. My ovaries brimmed with my load of futa-cum. I slammed hard into her, my heart beating fast in my chest.

“Beg for it!” I groaned. “Beg for my cum to flood you!”

“Yes!” she moaned, her pussy rippling and writhing around me. “Oh, yes, cum in me! Please, please, flood me! I want it!”

Becky's moans sent me over the edge.

I buried to the hilt in her married twat and erupted.

The bliss surged out of me. The hot pulses of rapture spurted into her cunt. I groaned as I pumped her full of my cum. The pleasure swept through me. I trembled, my heart screaming in my chest while my jizz flooded her delicious twat. I loved it. I savored every moment of cumming. Stars danced before my eyes.

They celebrated the pleasure rushing out of me. That amazing bliss that swept from my pussy and fired from my dick. Both had me gasping out in rapture. Stars danced before my eyes. My body bucked, my nipples rubbing into her back.

“Oh, my god!” she whimpered. “You're firing so much into me!”

“You're so hot!” I moaned. “Oh, Becky, I love this! Your pussy... Oh, god!”

My mind melted beneath the dual onslaught of cumming with a dick and a cunt. Her pussy rippled around me. She wrung out my spunk. I panted with each eruption. I fired so much of my futa-spunk into her married depths.

“Becky!” I whimpered, hitting the peak of my pleasure.

“Matilda!” she whimpered.

“Honey,” her husband called from inside as I fired the last of my futa-cum into her spasming twat. “You out on the porch.”

She gasped, her pussy clenching and spasming wildly around my girl-dick. I groaned as she worked out the last of my cum. Two naughty pleasures shot through my body. Her husband's footsteps approached. Would he catch us?

That would be so hot.

She thrust her head to the side, peering in and hiding just how naked she was. That my cock was buried to the hilt in her pussy. She clenched around my throbbing girth as she moaned, “Oh, sorry, just talking on the phone and enjoying the air. How was the pizza?”

“Great,” he said. I heard a recliner groan. The TV came on. “Oh, damn, forgot there was a race on tonight.”

Becky leaned back in, her back rubbing across my nipples. She panted and whispered, “Too close.”

“Made it real hot there at the end,” I purred. “You had a little orgasm, didn't you?”

“I did,” she groaned. “Oh, god, we have to stop before we're caught.”

“Yeah, I have to get back to work and get yelled at,” I muttered and pulled out of her pussy. My girl-dick bobbed before I covered in her juices. I stumbled back to the porch railing and let it shrink.

She gave me one last kiss before we dressed. Then she headed inside, closing the door behind her. I shuddered and headed back to my car. It was still running. Not great for my gas tank. I climbed in and panted. Then I headed back to work ready for the worse.

If I got fired, who cared. I was a futa and part of Carter's harem. It just meant I would get to rejoin him earlier. Then I could make such love to him and to Vanessa and to his busty step-mother. Being a part of his harem would be hot.

“I have one hot story to tell you,” I texted him as I drove back.

I reached the restaurant and climbed out. My boss was outside smoking a cigarette. He glanced up and said, “If you get a flat tire, you can call and let me know. I was thinking you ditched me again.”

“Oh, yeah,” I said, confused. “My phone was dead, can you believe that?”

“No.” He stared at me. “Lucky you, the customer called to apologize for her husband leaving the rake in the middle of the driveway.”

“Er, yeah, didn't even see it. Popped my tire.” I swallowed. “But he was cool enough to change it for me.”

“That's what Mrs. Daniels said. Claimed you were real professional about it. Complimented you, in fact. Said you left her with a smile on her face.”

“I do my best,” I said, fighting my grin. “I'll make sure I call next time. It was just such a shock, you know?”

“Yeah.” He frowned. “You have a full-size spare.”

My spine went cold. “Yeah, my dad. He doesn't like those doughnuts. Bought it for me.”

He puffed on his cigarette and nodded. “Well, let me cash you out. There's probably a run or two up. But we're slowing down.”

I guess I wasn't fired. I'd have to find a way to thank Becky Daniels. Maybe I could arrange for her and Carter to hook up. I bet if she were a futa, that husband of hers would grow more attentive. Or she could find someone better.

I smiled and headed inside to finish my shift. It was going to enjoy being a futa pizza girl.

The END of this Futa-Genie Tale

Want to read about more futas, click here for Questioning the Naughty Futa-Genie!

Want to read about how Matilda joined the harem, click here for Harem's Futa Delivery!
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