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Naughty Excerpt from “Futa-Wife's Naughty Exam”

“She's right in there,” he said, pointing down the hallway. “Second door. Just head on in when you're ready.”

He walked off.

I stared at the door, my breasts rising and falling. I still wore my dress. It felt so out of place as I stood by the nurse's station. I struggled to picture what it would look like. I pictured a big strap-on thrusting from her pussy. I never liked those. Especially not the realistic-looking fake cocks.

Could I do this?

I glanced down at my wedding ring. I played with the band of white gold studded with little diamonds. I swore to stay with her through health and sickness. It wasn't her fault this happened. I would be supportive. I would march in there and be an amazing wife.

“You can do this, Sam,” I muttered as I marched ahead on my heels.

My little breasts jiggled. My blonde braid fell down my back. I grabbed the doorknob and twisted it. I thrust it open, walked in, and froze. I was not at all ready for what I found inside. My jaw dropped. I gasped.

It wasn't the fact my wife had a cock thrusting up from her crotch nor that she was sitting naked she sat on the hospital the bed that so thoroughly flabbergasted me. It was the fact that there were two nurses who were both licking and sucking and kissing on the tip of her transformed clitoris.

The two nurses both were naked, too. One had black hair spilling down around her face, her hand gripping the bottom of my wife's new cock, a wedding ring flashing on her hand. The other was Hispanic, her hair glossy black, her skin golden brown, contrasting with my wife's fleshy cock.

“Sam!” Tiffany said brightly, her large, naked breasts swaying. She was leaned back on her hands, her green eyes bright with delight. “Look, look! I have a cock!”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Futa-Wife's Naughty Exam

“Three wonderful years,” purred my wife as she raised her champagne class, “and here's to ten times as long, Sam. Twenty!”

I raised my glass up and smiled at her, a giddy rush surging through me. We tinked them together, a surge of bubbles rising up the blonde drinks. Then I raised mine to my lips and took a long sip of the fizzy wine. It was the real stuff. Dom Perignon. I groaned at the delight, squirming in my seat, my tight dress squeezing about my body.

Three years married to Tiffany... I couldn't believe so much time passed since our wedding. When I was a little girl and I told my mother I wanted to marry a girl, she'd told me, “You can marry a boy, honey. That's what girls marry. Not other girls.”

The world had changed. America had changed. And I'd been able to marry the girl I loved.

Tiffany lowered her glass, her red lips pressed together. They were so plump. So kissable. I loved that shade on her. I couldn't help but stare at her across our table in the quiet part of the French cuisine restaurant. It had two Michelin stars. Getting one was hard enough. Three was the highest, but two was amazing. I hoped the food would be fantastic.

As fantastic as my wife.

Her red hair fell in a full-body wave around her face. She was young, in her mid-twenties like me, her green eyes sparkling. Her large breasts filled out the crimson dress she wore with a square bodice to show off plenty of enticing cleavage. The diamonds I bought her for Christmas last year looked amazing draped over those tits.

I was a boob girl. Always had been. It was her breasts that had first attracted my notice. Luckily, the rest of her, personality included, was a treat. I wore the sapphire earrings and bracelet she'd bought me. She liked me in blue because it brought out my eyes and went with my blonde locks. I wore my hair in a braid tonight, her favorite style even if it took a while to plait it.

The dress I wore fit my slender body like a sleeve. It was stretchy with a high neckline and now sleeves. Without a bra on, my nipples made clear impressions against the fabric. A black belt cinched at the waist and the skirt showed off my tone thighs. We'd both bought the other the outfit. I was a boob girl, but it was all legs with Tiffany.

She loved my legs. Especially putting her head between them.

“This place is gorgeous,” Tiffany said as the side of her foot rubbed up and down my calf, feeling my freshly waxed skin. I didn't normally do that, either. But tonight was special. Three wonderful years.

“Not as gorgeous as you,” I said.

“Samantha Plair-Thomas,” she said, a smile playing on her lips, “are you flirting with me?”

“Well, you are getting me drunk,” I said, bringing the glass to my lips.

“Mmm, and that does relax you. Makes it easier for me to ply my wiles on you.” She slid her foot up higher. “I'm going to ravish you tonight. I'll make you howl out in ecstasy, wench.”

I shuddered. “I'm going to be the wench this time?” I leaned forward, her foot at my knees. “I thought you liked it when I donned the sash and pirate blouse and then captured you.”

She giggled. “With that big strap-on stuffed down your pants. Shiver me timbers, but that was fun.”

I nodded, eager for tonight, but I also wanted to enjoy our dinner. To have a fun evening with my wife. Her foot pushed across the outside of my thigh, sliding back and forth. She was skilled at her stroking touch, her eyes almost glowing.

“Mmm, how about we ravish her?” my wife said. “Look at those legs.”

I glanced to see a woman sitting down in a chair being held by her date. She wore a tight, black dress, her breasts nice and bouncy. “We're not having a threesome.”

“You're no fun,” pouted Tiffany. “You never let us have one. I thought, since it was our anniversary...”

“That you were going to get a straight woman in our bed when she's out on a date with a guy?”

“She's just using him for dinner.” Tiffany leaned in. “Look at him. He's too nervous. Too eager for sealing the deal and getting some of that P. I bet she's got a stud lined up to nail her after she's fed. Can't do that to lesbians.”

“Tiffany!” I gasped. “You don't know that.”

Tiffany shrugged. “So there's hope.”

“No threesomes.” I gave her a look. “We made a commitment. You proposed. You knew what you were getting into. Monogamy.”

“I know,” she said. “But I keep hoping.” She slid her foot over my thigh. “But you're enough woman for me.”

I shuddered as she pressed her foot up beneath my skirt. She reached further and further, slouching down in her seat just a tad. I shuddered as her foot found the thong I was wearing. She rubbed at it, rustling my pubic hair that spilled out around the thin strip of cloth.

“You wore a thong but didn't shave?” she asked while the pleasure tingled through me. I swallowed, my clit throbbing. “Kinky.”

“Didn't want a panty line,” I muttered.

“I can't wait to see.” She shuddered. “Come on, supper, get here. I'm eager for dessert. I'm having a sundae whipped up by my sweet Sam.”

I shivered.

“There'll be plenty of cream, won't there be?” Her smile grew. “Yeah, there will be.”

I nodded, my chest rising and falling. My heart pounded faster in my chest. This was getting out of control. Her foot massaged me. Would she give me an orgasm in the middle of the restaurant? I wouldn't put it past her. She was wilder than me.

If I hadn't met her, I never would have gone skydiving or hiked the entire Appalachian Trail or even tried real Mexican food. She pushed me to do new things, getting me out of my comfort zone, and she always led me to new delights. I loved hiking now. We went skydiving a few times a year. Mexican was my favorite food, spices and all.

The server appeared, a young man in black slacks, a tie, and a white dress shirt. He set down our plates, mine held duck on a bed of couscous drizzled in a raspberry sauce. My wife went with the sea bass seasoned with white truffles.

Her foot pulled away as she set up and grinned. “This looks delicious.”

I agreed.

The duck was cooked to perfection. It had a stronger taste than chicken. Gamier, but the sauce balanced it out. The couscous was a lovely addition. My meal came with some lovely asparagus that I nibbled on between bites. My wife devoured her sea bass. She groaned with orgasmic delight after each bite, quivering through it, her cheeks growing more and more flushed.

Not only was this a treat for my body, but my mouth. My taste buds had come to life. This was worth the money we were spending on it. Splurging once a year on an amazing meal at the best restaurant in town was worth it. The experience was worth it.

Especially sharing it with my wife.

“Mmm, I'm going to throw you down on our bed and just devour you,” Tiffany purred while the server cleared our plates.

The young man's eyes flicked with interest. He suddenly seemed to be going so slow.

“Tiffany,” I groaned.

“Just going to butter your twat up with my tongue,” she continued. “Get you nice and juicy, then I'm going to stuff three fingers in you. I know how much you like that.”

My cheeks blazed. “Tiffany, we're not alone.”

“Oh, it's fine. He's seen porn.”

The server hurried away now, and I shook my head at my wife.

“He'll be jerking off to us tonight,” Tiffany said. “He won't need porn because he'll have us in his mind. Isn't that so hot?”

“Not really,” I said, not wanting to think about a guy spanking to me making love to my wife. “You're not going to propose we find someplace in public. We almost got arrested last time.”

“But we didn't,” she said, her words coming out slow. She peered down at her crotch, her forehead furrowing. “They never found us... hiding beneath that hedge...”

“Is something wrong?” I asked.

“Um...” She looked up and her face paled. “I think...” Her eyes bulged. She gasped and shoved both her hands beneath the table. “Oh, no.”

“Oh, no, what?” I had no idea. Did she have an accident? I couldn't believe that, but... Her cheeks were so pale. Almost no color. “What's wrong?”

“It's, well... There is something definitely wrong. I think... I think I need to go to the hospital.”

Those words unleashed a panic in me. A frantic fear. I stood up, unable to think, to remember what I should be doing. Everything became a hazy blur of grabbing her and helping her stand. The staff rushed up to us. I think I threw some wadded bills at them. A few hundred. I couldn't remember.

I just had to get my wife to the hospital.

*   *   *

“She's a futanari,” Dr. Carmichael said to me a few hours later.

“She's a what?” I asked, the word he'd said slipping through my tired brain.

I didn't quite get the story from my wife on what was wrong. She kept clutching her crotch while I darted around in a panic. I rushed her to the nearest ER and had her checked in. It must have been a slow night because I didn't even fill out half her intake form before she was whisked off in a wheelchair, leaving me alone in the waiting area.

Scared.

It had been forever. An hour or longer. The entire time, such dread held me. Something was wrong down there. That couldn't be good. I feared it as life-threatening, that we wouldn't get another thirty or sixty years together. That it was all going to come to an end.

Then Dr. Carmichael had appeared. He was a tall man, handsome for a guy, with a tanned face and dark-brown hair. He wore his white doctor's coat over a set of green scrubs, his arms hugging a metal clipboard to his chest.

“She's become a futanari,” he said again.

I knew that word. “No, she didn't. What's really wrong with her.”

“She has Futanari Syndrome,” he said for the third time. “Have you heard of it?”

“Well, I mean, who hasn't. It makes girls grow...” My cheeks burned just thinking about it.

“It transforms a woman's clitoris into a penis,” he said, the clinical words rolling from his mouth. “It happens spontaneously and rapidly. By the time she was admitted, her penis had neared its full growth. It's now fourteen inches in length with a width a little more than three inches across.”

“She can't have a cock,” I muttered, struggling to understand what was happening. “I know her. She doesn't have one.”

“She does, Mrs. Plair-Thomas,” he said.

“Don't have to call me that,” I muttered, trying to understand this. To picture my wife with a... a...

“Samantha, I'm sorry,” he said.

No one called me Samantha but my mother. I didn't correct him. There were far, far more important things happening here. My wife had a cock? “No, no, she can't have that. We're lesbians.”

“She's still your wife,” the doctor said. “I'm sure you'll adjust. She's still a woman. She has two Y chromosomes, just like you. She has a vagina. Breasts. She just has something extra.”

“She can't have anything extra. I don't... I mean...” My cheeks burned. “I wear the, uh, the strap-on in our relationship. I don't like to have... phallic things in me.”

“Oh, well, would you like a counselor? Futanari Syndrome is still quite rare. She's the eighth case in the United States, so there is no therapist specializing in it, but there are plenty of relationship and sex therapists out there that can help you and your wife find a new and healthy balance in all aspects of your life.”

“This can't be happening,” I muttered.

“I'm sorry, but it is,” he said. “Now, you need to understand that becoming a futanari comes with an increased libido. And, well, she can have some stimulating effect on other women.

“What does that mean?”

“Just don't be surprised if she's... flirtier than she used to be.”

“She's already flirty,” I muttered. “And what does 'stimulating effect' mean?”

“Researchers really aren't clear on this, but it seems that the idea of a woman with a penis has quite the effect on other women's libido. A, uh, increase in sex drive. It's not pheromones or anything like that. More the idea of a woman having a penis is just so novel, it, well, turns many women on.”

I didn't like the sound of that. “Well, can you fix her? There must be a cure or something.”

“There's no known cure for Futanari Syndrome.” He gave a helpless shrug. “I mean, with only thirty cases worldwide, it's not like many resources are being devoted to it. Besides, it's not like it comes with any, well, life-impacting changes.”

“She has a cock! That seems pretty impacting!”

“I mean in a medical sense. It's not going to have any detrimental effect on her quality of life. It won't give her any pain. No complications that could cause other problems.”

“Well, what if you cut it off?” I asked. My wife couldn't have a cock.

“We can try amputation, but futa-penises always grow back on the few who tried. No one is sure about what that is.”

“But... but...” I said.

“Listen, your wife is waiting for you. Just remember, it's not her fault. She didn't ask for it. If you love her, it shouldn't matter that she's a futanari now, should it?”

Shame rippled through me. He was right. “Okay. I'm just... This is so shocking.”

“She's right in there,” he said, pointing down the hallway. “Second door. Just head on in when you're ready.”

He walked off.

I stared at the door, my breasts rising and falling. I still wore my dress. It felt so out of place as I stood by the nurse's station. I struggled to picture what it would look like. I pictured a big strap-on thrusting from her pussy. I never liked those. Especially not the realistic-looking fake cocks.

Could I do this?

I glanced down at my wedding ring. I played with the band of white gold studded with little diamonds. I swore to stay with her through health and sickness. It wasn't her fault this happened. I would be supportive. I would march in there and be an amazing wife.

“You can do this, Sam,” I muttered as I marched ahead on my heels.

My little breasts jiggled. My blonde braid fell down my back. I grabbed the doorknob and twisted it. I thrust it open, walked in, and froze. I was not at all ready for what I found inside. My jaw dropped. I gasped.

It wasn't the fact my wife had a cock thrusting up from her crotch nor that she was sitting naked she sat on the hospital the bed that so thoroughly flabbergasted me. It was the fact that there were two nurses who were both licking and sucking and kissing on the tip of her transformed clitoris.

The two nurses both were naked, too. One had black hair spilling down around her face, her hand gripping the bottom of my wife's new cock, a wedding ring flashing on her hand. The other was Hispanic, her hair glossy black, her skin golden brown, contrasting with my wife's fleshy cock.

“Sam!” Tiffany said brightly, her large, naked breasts swaying. She was leaned back on her hands, her green eyes bright with delight. “Look, look! I have a cock!”

“I can see that,” I croaked. The shock was metastasizing into anger. “Why are they sucking on it?”

“Well...” Tiffany frowned. She glanced down at them. “They were doing some final checkups and then, well, they were just so kind to offer to help me out.”

“Help you out?” I took two steps forward as the two women kept licking and sucking and nibbling on the side of my wife's cock.

My wife had a cock.

“How is this helping you out?”

“You seem angry,” she said. “I mean, I was so hard. I needed some relief, and they're giving it to me and... Oh, Sam, it feels incredible. I'm going to have my first orgasm with my cock, Sam! I'm going to cum so hard.”

The way she said that shocked me. This delight crossed her face while the two nurses sucked and kissed the crown. Their tongues swirled around the pink tip. I swallowed, really staring at it now. It thrust up from the folds of my wife's pussy, her labia spread around it, the gaping entrance to her sheath right beneath it.

Her cock had girth and length. It was thicker and longer than any dildo we owned. It was a monster. It pulsed and twitched in a way that no toy would. Precum bubbled out of her tip before being swiped up by one of the nurses.

“Oh, yes, yes, they're such sweet things,” my wife moaned. “They're making me feel amazing. They're going to make me explode.”

I swallowed. My stomach rippled. This heat built in me. I should be so mad at her. She was cheating on me with the nurses, but... but... I just watched their tongue dancing around that spongy crown.

My tongue flicked over my lips. Slowly.

A shiver shook my body. My pussy clenched. A heat blossomed in me, one snuffed out by my earlier panic. My wife had a cock. A big, throbbing clit-dick. Two women sucked on it. Worshiped it. Two complete strangers.

One was married. The black-haired nurse with the heart-shaped face had a wedding ring glinting on the hand with which she held my wife's cock. This was so shocking. So surprising. I swallowed, struggling to regain control of myself.

Fine, this cock might be stimulating to even me, but my wife shouldn't be letting these two trollops pleasuring it. That should be me taking care of her cock. I should be on my knees sucking on her and loving her. I should be sliding my lips over her new dick.

“Oh, yes, yes, Allison!” gasped my wife. “And Juanita. Ooh, you're going to get a face full of cum.”

“Good,” moaned Allison, still ignoring I was here. Did she care she was being a homewrecker right now? “You're so much bigger than my husband's.”

“Cum on our faces,” moaned Juanita. “You're precum tastes amazing.”

“I bet it does,” Tiffany said. She grinned at me. “Oh, honey, I'm going to cum all over their faces. Isn't that hot?”

“I don't think it's hot,” I muttered even as my pussy clenched. Heat rippled out of me.

“Yes, yes, watch as I cum on their faces. Oh, this is incredible.” Tiffany threw back her head. “Yes!”

Her cock erupted.

I gasped as I witnessed my first ever cumming dick. White girl-jizz spurted from the slit and splashed across both women's faces. The wicked nurses leaned in, letting it splash into their open mouths. My wife erupted over and over again, adding thick dollops of pearly passion to the women's features, painting across them.

I swallowed, trembling. My hands rubbed at my stomach. My pussy ached so much. I couldn't remember the last time I'd been so wet. I swayed, shifting on my heels. My face burned. My breast rose and fell. My hips wiggled back and forth.

“Oh, yes, yes, this is incredible!” moaned my wife. “Sam, Sam, look at me baste their faces. Ooh, I'm firing so much futa-jizz!”

“Yes!” gasped Juanita.

“So good!” moaned Allison.

My wife bucked, her big boobs heaving together. Her cock erupted that final time. Allison's tongue caught a dollop of jizz. She groaned as she pulled it into her mouth and swallowed it. Her entire body shook. She squirmed from side to side, beaming. She looked like she was in heaven. Her delight so palpable.

Her breasts heaved as she panted. The two women attacked each other. They were licking at each other like they were used to getting facials from the same cock. Maybe they were. Maybe straight women loved having jizz fired on their faces.

I didn't think they did, but these two were wild for it.

“Look at them go,” panted Tiffany. “Isn't that so hot?”

I shook my head, my cheeks burning.

“Liar.” My wife smiled at me. “Mmm, yeah, you're so turned on right now.”

“You're cheating on me!” I gasped, stamping my foot. “With the nurses!”

“Don't think of it as cheating,” she said, her eyes still locked on the two women licking the futa-spunk off the other's faces. Pink tongues gathered white jizz. “Think of them as medical professionals making sure that my new dick is perfectly healthy. And it is, Sam! Did you see how much I came? Guys don't cum like that.”

“Where have you seen guys cum?”

“In porn.”

“You watch straight porn?” The room spun around me. I couldn't believe this was happening.

“Honey, not recently. But I did. When I was younger. And those studs do not cum like this.” She sat up and reached out to grab my hand. “Now, why don't you just get to know my cock. It'll be fine. You look so sexy. And, see, I'm still hard. The doctor said futanari don't have the same refractive period as men.” Her grin swallowed most of her face. A Cheshire Cat grin. “That means I can fuck and fuck and fuck and not ever go soft!”

I swallowed at that as I let her pull me to the bed. I sidled around the two nurses licking her clean. Then I was sitting down beside her. She brought my hand to her twitching cock. I grasped it and gasped at the feel of it.

“So warm,” I whispered.

“And your hand feels so good on it,” my wife said. Tiffany grabbed the back of my head. She gently pushed me down. “Why don't you lick it?”

“I-I-I've never licked a cock before.”

“I know.” She ran her fingers through my hair. “And I know you're not a fan of strap-ons or dildos, but this is the real deal. That's a lesbian's cock. A clit-dick. And you love clits, don't you?”

“Yes,” I whimpered. I swallowed, this wicked heat surging through me. “I do. A lot.”

“Then just imagine that it's still a clit,” she said while the two nurses kept licking and lapping at each other's faces.

I shifted over, ending up on my knees so I could bend over lower. I couldn't stop myself. This was insane, but I was so... turned on. This was my wife. The doctor said I could adjust. Tiffany hadn't changed. She'd just... gotten carried away with her new growth. I mean, it had to be such an adjustment for her.

I could give her this one pass for letting the nurses blow her.

My lips nuzzled against her futa-cock. Kissed it. It was so thick. Her crown had this almost wrinkly texture to it, but it smoothed when I pressed on it. The material felt so soft. Almost like a sponge. Not nearly as hard as a little clit.

I swirled my tongue around the edge like I would a clit anyways. It was so wide. I brushed her slit and tasted something salty. That wasn't her tart pussy cream that I was used to. That was the taste of her cum. A preview for the same jizz adorning the two nurses.

I was going to taste spunk for the first time. My wife's spunk.

“This is crazy,” I muttered.

“I know, but you feel so good against me.” Her hand tightened on the back of my head. She pushed me back to her cock. “Just suck me. Love me. Like a big nipple for you to suck on. You like nipples.”

“Yes,” I groaned. “I'm a boob girl, after all.”

“And maybe you'll be a dick girl.” She smiled. “A futa-dick girl, I mean. Not a guy's.”

I whimpered as she pressed my mouth against her cock. This time, I let my lips spread over it. I swallowed her cock, opening my jaw all the way. My wife let out a throaty groan of delight. Her futa-dick throbbed in my mouth.

I sucked on her. Precum bubbled out and spilled over my tongue. This naughty rush rippled through my pussy. I was really sucking on a cock. Trying to get my wife's dick to spurt in my mouth. To fire all her cum.

Would I like it? Hate it? I guessed there was only one way to find out.

I kept nursing on her. I sucked hard, cheeks hollowing. My hand still gripped her base. Her cock throbbed with her heartbeat. I could feel how frantic it was getting. She groaned, her fingers sliding through my hair.

“Well, look at that,” purred one of the nurses. “She's sucking that cock hard, Juanita.”

“She sure is,” Juanita said. “Mmm, makes me want to just nuzzle in there and lick at Tiffany's pussy.”

“Oh, go for it!” Tiffany moaned.

My eyes widened. I wanted to object, but Tiffany held my head down, keeping me sucking her cock. Juanita's head appeared as she pressed her face right into my wife's shaved twat. The Hispanic nurse licked at Tiffany's folds.

“Mmm, I've never licked a pussy before,” Juanita purred. “I wish I had. That's delicious.”

I knew it was. That was my pussy to lick. She shouldn't be touching it. I pulled my hand from my wife's cock and watched Juanita's pink tongue darting out and sliding through my wife's engorged labia. The Hispanic nurse, a few streaks of cum on her face, nuzzled in deep. She moaned, rooting around in my wife's twat to lick up her cream.

I couldn't believe this was happening. It was crazy. I trembled, my pussy dripping juices. They soaked my thong as I knelt there, jealousy building and building in me. I wanted to stop her from eating my wife. I couldn't.

So I sucked hard. With an angry passion.

“Ooh, that really inspired my wife to love my girl-cock,” Tiffany moaned. “Mmm, Abigail, try licking her pussy. I bet that will make her really go crazy.”

“Why not?” Allison said. “Juanita seems to be enjoying yours.”

“She tastes sooooo fucking good!” purred the Hispanic nurse.

I knew that. She was licking out my wife's cunt.

Allison climbed on the bed and then worked her head between my kneeling legs. She shoved up my skirt and then wrenched my thong to the side. She pulled my rump down with her hands until my bush rubbed into her face.

I didn't fight her. Maybe I was angry at my wife for getting her pussy licked out, or maybe I was just too turned on to care that I was having a foursome—which was worse than having a threesome—on my wedding anniversary.

Allison's tongue licked through my pussy. I hadn't had a straight woman eat me out since I was nineteen and in college. Allison didn't have much skill, but she was enthusiastic. I moaned around my wife's clit-dick as she thrust her tongue up into my twat and swirled it around.

“Oh, that's incredible,” moaned Tiffany. “Sam, honey, having my cock sucked by you and my pussy ate out at the same time is amazing. Ooh, I love it. Thank you for blowing me.”

I growled around her girl-dick as the pleasure mixed with my annoying anger. The two fed each other, sending a swirl of rapture through me. I groaned, my pussy clenching. I swallowed the precum that flooded out of her cock.

There was so much of it. Each suck produced more.

My hips wiggled from side to side as Allison's tongue now parted through my folds. She flicked my clit, sparks bursting from it. I groaned my snatch on her face, rubbing my pussy lips against her hungry mouth as she plundered my twat.

She thrust her tongue deep into my cunt.

She wiggled them around. She teased me. The pleasure building and building in me was incredible. Her tongue danced around me again. My juices must be soaking her mouth already. I was so wet. Was sucking my wife's cock turning me on so much?

It wasn't that bad. Not like sucking on a dildo. While Tiffany liked doing that when I donned one, I never saw the point. She couldn't feel me when I darted my tongue around the tip or bobbed my head to work my lips up and down the fake cock. She could now. Everything I did to my wife's cock gave her pleasure.

That excited me.

Allison's tongue brought me closer and closer to cumming. To that moment when my pussy would convulse and my pussy cream would gush out of me. I wiggled my hips back and forth, smearing my twat on her mouth, aching for that orgasm.

Suck off my wife, would she? She had to pay. She had to make me cum!

“Oh, damn, Juanita!” gasped Tiffany. “Just like that. Ooh, Sam, she's got the promise to be a great pussy licker. Maybe not your skill, but you're an artist and... Ooh, and you're doing amazing things to my cock, honey. I'm getting so close to cumming.

I nursed a little harder, now wanting to enjoy my first taste of girl-cum. My heart beat faster and faster.

My braid of hair swung off my side as I twitched. My pussy clenched around Allison's tongue. She had to make me cum so hard. My clit throbbed, needing her attention. Not that I could tell her to give me a lick. Not with my mouth occupied.

“Almost there,” whimpered Tiffany. Her fingers gripped my hair. “Sam! Juanita!”

Her cock twitched in my mouth. I wasn't prepared for the force of her cum firing out of her girl-cock. It splashed against the back of my mouth. I groaned as it swirled around inside of me, spilling over my tongue.

The salty flavor was strong but... but...

It set my taste buds alight.

Her jizz filled my mouth. So much gushed out of her. As much as I was enjoying the taste, I had to gulp it down. I swallowed her futa-seed with a hunger that shocked me. My pussy clenched around Allison's probing tongue.

She didn't need to find my clit. I burst in a frothy explosion of rapture.

My throat worked fast and hard. I gulped down my wife's yummy cream as the waves of bliss washed out of my convulsing twat. I gushed juices into Allison's mouth. She gasped and then kept licking me as I drowned her.

Stars danced before my eyes. I moaned around my wife's cock. I stared down at Juanita lapping up the cream flooding out of my wife's cunt, her tart musk growing stronger. My wife groaned, the hospital bed creaking.

“Oh, fuck, that was incredible!” she moaned as the last spurt of cum fired into my mouth.

I trembled through my orgasm, still nursing on her cock despite no more cum left to enjoy. She twitched and throbbed in my mouth. Allison kept licking me as my climax hit that wonderful peak of pleasure. I trembled there for a moment.

Then my pleasure died to rippling bliss. I shuddered and then ripped my mouth off her cock. I panted. I looked at my wife, sitting on Allison's face fully, and prepared to give Tiffany a talking to for what just happened.

She grabbed my face and kissed me. Her tongue thrust into my mouth while her hands found the back of my dress and unzipped me. It fell down my body before I could stop her while Tiffany kept licking at my twat.

My wife cupped my face and turned me. She pushed me to the side and I found myself slipping off of Allison and stretching out on my back. I panted, now lying beside the married nurse, her heart-shaped face drenched in my cream, her breasts rising and falling.

“Let's get this off,” said Tiffany, yanking my dress off my hips and then up my legs. She tossed it to the floor. “And this. Ooh, that is a cute thong. Is it new?”

“Bought it at Victoria’s Secret last week.”

“Hot!” She threw it to the side, too. Then she pressed my thighs apart. “You look more than wet enough. Allison made you cum hard.”

“She should have for sucking my wife's cock,” I muttered.

“That's the spirit,” said my wife. “So now it's your turn to lick her pussy. I mean, fair is fair. She made you cum.”

“What?” I gasped while my wife nuzzled her futa-dick into my blonde bush. Then into my juicy twat still buzzing from my orgasm.

“I think that's fair,” said Allison, sitting up. Then she straddled my head. “I hope you're good. My husband's not bad.”

Then she lowered her shaved pussy lips to my mouth. She had thick labia. I gasped as her tangy musk filled my nose. Then her cunt was on my mouth. Her folds spread over my lips and nose. She ground her married twat on me.

My wife thrust her girl-cock into my pussy.

I gasped into Allison's cunt at the feel of that wide shaft. It was larger than any dildo I'd taken. It was thick and long and warm. I could tell that wasn't anything artificial. That was all cock. Big, throbbing, hard futa-cock that was filling my cunt to the hilt.

Allison squirmed on me, moaning, “That's so hot watching you fuck your wife! Ooh, you're huge!”

“Right!” gasped my wife. “What do you think, Sam? Is my futa-cock amazing?”

I wanted to say no. I was still angry at her for playing with the nurses but... but... “Yes!” I howled into Allison's twat. “Yes, it is!”

“Mmm, good!” my wife moaned and drew back her futa-dick.

I shuddered, my pussy clenching around it. I'd never liked strap-ons fucking me, but a real girl's dick, well, was different. It was amazing. My tongue fluttered out into Allison's married cunt before I could stop myself.

I stroked up and down her tangy folds, gathering her juices while my wife fucked me. She pumped her thick futa-cock in and out of me. Pleasure rippled through my body. My twat squeezed around her while I moaned into Allison's cunt.

“God, that is just so hot to watch,” Allison moaned. “Ooh, I have to watch some futa-porn with my husband when I get off. That Japanese futa porn star makes some hot shit.”

There was futa-porn?

“Wait, won't your husband be mad that you're doing this?” I asked, shocked at how casual she sounded.

“I have no idea!” she moaned. “It'll be our secret and... Ooh, please, please get that tongue in me.”

I did. I couldn't help myself. My wife's futa-dick felt so good pumping in and out of me it was hard not to just do naughty things to this cunt on my face. I licked through her thick labia. I drank down her tangy juices. I reveled in every hard thrust of my wife's girl-cock into my cunt.

“Mmm, and Juanita, why don't you suck on my wife's nipples?” Tiffany said as she thrust away. “She'll like that.”

“Trying to bribe me?” I moaned, clenching my pussy around her girl-dick.

“You know me so well!” she said.

She thrust her girl-dick hard and deep into me. She stirred me up. I groaned, my cunt clenching down hard around her girl-cock. The pleasure swept through me. I whimpered and moaned, my hips wiggling from side to side.

Then a new presence joined us on the bed. Juanita grabbed my small breasts. She squeezed them. Her tongue flicked my nipple. I gasped at the jolt of pleasure that shot down to my cunt. I squeezed my pussy around my wife's girl-cock.

“Yeah, she likes that, Juanita,” Tiffany panted. “Ooh, now suck on her nipple!”

Juanita did. It was hot. Delicious. Her mouth felt incredible as she nursed on my nub.

I groaned, my pussy drinking in all the friction of Tiffany's thrusts. She buried her futa-cock hard and fast into me. She pumped her dick to the hilt in my cunt. It was amazing. I loved every moment of it. My lips nibbled on Allison's cunt between licks.

“Oh, god, yes!” I groaned, my tongue darting around inside of Allison's snatch. Her juices spilled down my cheeks.

“Ooh, I'm going to cum on your wife's face!” Allison moaned. “Mmm, this is so hot.”

“Yes, yes, it is!” Tiffany moaned.

Allison shifted on me. Then I heard kissing sounds. I gasped in indignation. She was making out with my wife. While Juanita nursed on my nipple, my lips found Allison's clit. I gave her a quick nip with my teeth.

She gasped, breaking the kiss. “Oh, my god, that was new. Ooh, do that again.”

I nipped her clit again. She squealed and then she shuddered. Her pussy gushed juices. Tangy cream bathed my mouth. I gulped it down. I licked up every drop of her married passion while I shuddered on the hospital bed.

“You made her cum, honey!” my wife moaned, driving her girl-cock into my pussy. She fucked that shaft deep into me. Hard. She plunged to the hilt in me while the friction built and built. My nipple throbbed in Juanita's mouth.

Gulping down Allison's married pussy cream, my twat convulsed and spasmed around my wife's girl-cock. My orgasm burst through me. A tsunami of bliss that surged out of my cunt and swept through my body.

It spilled over my thoughts.

I groaned, loving them raining down on my mind. My cunt convulsed and writhed as I gulped down Allison's juices. My body bucked, nipple throbbing in Juanita's mouth. Her tongue danced and swirled around it.

“Honey!” Tiffany moaned as she buried into my spasming depths.

For the first time in my life, a cock came in me.

I gasped as I felt my wife's futa-cum flooding into my pussy. Her jizz spurted into me. Hot blasts of girl-jizz that spilled into my writhing flesh. I bucked and shuddered, my cunt spasming wildly. Stars burst across my eyes. I moaned, my pussy rippling and convulsing with such wild passion.

It was incredible. I drained my wife dry with my writhing cunt. It felt so right. Stars burst across my vision. If I wasn't licking a woman's cunt, this would be perfect. My orgasm hit my pinnacle of rapture while she spurted a final few blasts into me.

“Oh, Sam, Honey, your pussy was amazing.”

“And so was her mouth,” Allison panted, sliding off of me. “Mmm, I drenched her right back.”

“You did,” Tiffany said. She grinned, her green eyes twinkling. Her red hair danced about her face. “Juanita, want to lick my wife's pussy clean of my cum?”

Juanita ripped her mouth off my nipple and moaned, “Yes!”

“Wait, what?” I gasped as my wife ripped her girl-cock out of me.

Before I could stop it, Juanita was licking at my cunt, gathering up the spunk and sending more pleasure through my body. And my wife, well, she pounced. She rammed her girl-cock into Juanita's cunt, fucking her hard. I shuddered while Allison started sucking on my nipples.

I tried to put a stop to it, I did, but Tiffany was in pussy and wouldn't have any of it. She fucked Juanita hard while the nurse licked cum out of my pussy. She gathered it out with an eagerness, and it felt kind of naughty.

With Allison sucking back and forth on my small nipples, I soon came. And so did my wife. She left Juanita with a cunt full of cum. Somehow, before I could realize it, I was sixty-nining with Juanita and licking her clean while Tiffany fucked Allison hard missionary style, their boobs pressed tight.

I really, really did try and stop it, but Tiffany was just so horny. Her girl-cock was out of control. She fucked us all before she finally collapsed for a moment while I just lay there beside her, struggling to understand what had happened.

This night had started off so normal.

*   *   *

After the nurses left to do their jobs, like they were supposed to, we finally stood up from the bed to dress and then check my wife out of the hospital. I was certain we'd get a hefty bill from our insurance company. They'd probably claim Futanari Syndrome was a “pre-existing” condition and refuse to cover any of it.

“You can't just let strange women suck your cock,” I complained as I put on my thong. “We're married.”

“I'm sorry,” she said. “It just happened. You know, this thing is kind of intense. It throbs and aches and it just needs satisfaction.”

“That's my job,” I said, giving her a look as I pulled on my dress. “Or do I not do my job that well?”

“Honey, you're amazing,” she said, working on her gown. “You always keep me satisfied. And now we have this cock. I promise, no more women.”

I gave her a hard look.

“I have never cheated on you,” she huffed.

“What just happened here?” I asked.

“You joined in, so it's not cheating.” She grinned at me. “Don't tell me you didn't love licking Allison's married pussy?”

I blushed.

“Someone's a lesbian homewrecker,” she said in a teasing, sing-song voice.

“Tiffany!” I groaned. “Come on, let's just go home.”

Tiffany was in high spirits. She clung to me, her futa-cock tenting the front of her crimson dress. It was so obvious that she had one. She had neglected to put on her panties, claiming they were uncomfortable.

“I'm going to make love to you until dawn,” she whispered in my ear. “Just fuck you with my futa-cock and...”

Her words trailed off as a beautiful woman strode past us in a pair of jeans and a halter top. My wife's head swiveled like a dog in heat. She almost panted with lust and then whimpered. She started to follow after her.

“Tiffany!” I hissed and pulled her short, keeping a tight grip on her arm.

“But... but... she could join us.” My wife flashed me a grin. “You know she wants to see my girl-cock. Which woman wouldn't?”

“No more threesomes,” I said, giving her a sharp look. “We swore a vow. Fidelity.”

“But...” She pouted. “What if I just flashed her? Is that so bad? I mean, she doesn't have to touch it. Not for long. Like, maybe a few strokes. Or a lick. She could give my cock a single lick. That won't matter.”

“You're impossible,” I growled.

I dragged her from the hospital as she groaned and spotted a nurse walking by in scrubs that hugged her curvy rump.

I sighed. What was I going to do?

God help me, I was married to a horny futa.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Futa-Wife's Naughty Slip-Up!

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


Sneak Preview of “Futanari Lipstick Surprise”

I swiped my code across the screen, unlocking my phone, and navigated with my left thumb. I opened a web browser, switched over to voice control, and gasped, “Chick who grows a dick!”

Google produced a definition at the top of the search screen for Futanari. I blinked, reading, “Futanari are women who grow penises in addition to their normal genitalia. This often happens through magical or scientific means. A popular genre in Japanese Hentai, a pornographic offshoot of their graphic novel and animation works. The word futanari itself means hermaphrodite, but has become the byword across the world for chicks who grow dicks.”

“It's fiction,” I gasped, stroking my cock faster. “But I grew a real cock. I can't be one of these futanari.”

I scrolled down, eyes widening at the cartoon images I found of futanari with huge cocks, stroking them hard, cum fountaining in the air. Some had balls, others didn't, but they all had their pretty pussies and looked so happy.

“Yes, yes, suck my futa-dick, you naughty whore,” read one speech bubble in a cartoon.

“Futa-dick,” I panted, staring down at my own monster, precum lubing my pumping hand.

My pussy clenched. I groaned, shuddering, staring at these images turning me on so much. Something built and built in me. I whimpered, my hand stroking faster, wanting to release the pent-up pressure in me.

“I'm going to cum,” I groaned in realization, feeling the ache swell up to the tip of my new appendage. “This can't be happening.”

If you want to read more, click here for Futanari Lipstick Surprise (Futa Makeup Transformation 1)!
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