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Naughty Excerpt from “Futa-Senator's Cherry Bribe”

Her futa-cock massaged my pussy. That thick shaft buried into my married flesh again and again. Hot cream dripped down my shaft, the beads sliding over the sensitive crown of my cock. I groaned, my dick twitching and throbbing.

I squeezed my twat around her dick, increasing the friction. It flared me towards my orgasm. I came closer and closer to cumming with her every thrust into my twat. She slammed into me hard. Fast. She fucked me with passion.

“Mrs. Donovan!” I moaned as she churned up my cunt. “Yes, yes, keep pounding me!”

Her hands slid around my body and squeezed my small breasts. “You going to cum on my futa-dick like the slutty politician you are?”

“Yes!” I moaned, clenching my cunt around her futa-dick. “I'm such a slut. I love your futa-dick, Mrs. Donovan!”

She pinched my nipples. “You politicians are all whores, but you, Jessabelle, you are the type of whore that is honest about it.”

“Mmm, yes, yes, such a whore for your futa-cock!” I squeezed my cunt down hard, her fingernails pinching my nubs shooting sparks down to my cunt. “I'm going to explode on your futa-cock. Yes, yes, yes!”

“Good,” she purred as she buried her clit-dick to the hilt in me. “I want that. I want to hear you gasping out like a whore in my dick.”

“Keep pounding me!” I moaned.

She slammed her clit-dick into me. Her breasts smacked together behind me. I threw a look and groaned at the sight of the mature futa fucking me. A MILF with round breasts. Her short, blonde hair framed her face, her blue eyes sparkling with intensity. She rammed her cock deep into me. Hard. She churned up my pussy as she pinched my nipples.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Futa-Senator's Cherry Bribe

“Mmm, that's it, my naughty senator,” moaned Sallie Mae Donovan as she slid her big futa-dick into my pussy. “That's my delicious cunt.”

“Yes!” I moaned as the big, thick dick slid deeper and deeper into my cunt. She went in slowly, making me feel every last inch of her large cock. My pussy clenched down around her shaft, the delight racing to the tip of my own futa-dick. “Your delicious cunt, Mrs. Donovan!”

She was my biggest donor. The woman who had turned me into a futa. Without her, I never would have won my first political office, a state senator in Nebraska. But now I represented the thirty-second district all thanks to the rich futa who so thoroughly reamed my cunt.

My perky tits jiggled beneath me as I groaned. My blonde hair fell around my face. My hips wiggled from side to side, stirring my twat around her big futa-dick. My own girl-cock swayed between my thighs.

“Jessabelle!” moaned Sallie Mae Donovan. She drew back her hips. My cunt clenched about her flesh. Pleasure rippled through my body. I reveled in the thrill. “Senator Jessabelle Tanner. Mmm, I love saying that as I fuck you.”

“You enjoy fucking politicians?” I asked as she slammed her futa-cock hard into my cunt. My entire body rocked forward from the force.

“Everyone does,” she groaned. “Since you fuck us over all the time.”

I giggled then gasped as she buried back into me. She pounded me with force. She rammed that big dick into my cunt over and over again. I groaned, clenching my twat around Sallie Mae Donovan. The widower had turned her dead husband's failing business into one of the most prosperous in the state. She had been driven and confident before becoming a futa.

Now she seized everything that she wanted, including my married pussy.

I wiggled my hips, stirring my cunt around her futa-dick. She filled my pussy with her big cock. I groaned as she rammed forward into me with powerful thrusts. She hammered me. I groaned, my butt-cheeks jiggling from the impacts of her crotch.

Her futa-cock massaged my pussy. That thick shaft buried into my married flesh again and again. Hot cream dripped down my shaft, the beads sliding over the sensitive crown of my cock. I groaned, my dick twitching and throbbing.

I squeezed my twat around her dick, increasing the friction. It flared me towards my orgasm. I came closer and closer to cumming with her every thrust into my twat. She slammed into me hard. Fast. She fucked me with passion.

“Mrs. Donovan!” I moaned as she churned up my cunt. “Yes, yes, keep pounding me!”

Her hands slid around my body and squeezed my small breasts. “You going to cum on my futa-dick like the slutty politician you are?”

“Yes!” I moaned, clenching my cunt around her futa-dick. “I'm such a slut. I love your futa-dick, Mrs. Donovan!”

She pinched my nipples. “You politicians are all whores, but you, Jessabelle, you are the type of whore that is honest about it.”

“Mmm, yes, yes, such a whore for your futa-cock!” I squeezed my cunt down hard, her fingernails pinching my nubs shooting sparks down to my cunt. “I'm going to explode on your futa-cock. Yes, yes, yes!”

“Good,” she purred as she buried her clit-dick to the hilt in me. “I want that. I want to hear you gasping out like a whore in my dick.”

“Keep pounding me!” I moaned.

She slammed her clit-dick into me. Her breasts smacked together behind me. I threw a look and groaned at the sight of the mature futa fucking me. A MILF with round breasts. Her short, blonde hair framed her face, her blue eyes sparkling with intensity. She rammed her cock deep into me. Hard. She churned up my pussy as she pinched my nipples.

I hurtled towards my orgasm. My moans echoed through my office in the state capital building in Lincoln. I shuddered, my toes curling. I gripped her shaft with my juicy twat. I whimpered and moaned, my nipples throbbing between her fingers.

The pressure swelled towards that explosive release. She rammed her cock into me, stimulating me. I gasped and squeezed my cunt down on her dick. As she drew back, my pussy walls drank in the silky delight.

“Aphrodite, yes!” I gasped, crying out to the goddess that made this all possible.

I came.

My pussy writhed and spasmed around her girl-dick. I groaned and gasped, wiggling my hips from side to side. The heat was amazing. My flesh rippled around her hot cunt. Wave after wave of delight washed through my body. It swept over my mind and drowned my thoughts. My cock unloaded. Cum fired from my dick along with ecstasy.

“Mrs. Donovan!” I gasped. “Yes, yes, yes!”

She buried her clit-dick to the hilt in me. She slammed her cock all the way into my cunt. I groaned at the feel of her big shaft invading me. My pussy convulsed around her shaft while my cock erupted over and over again.

“You naughty, slutty politician!” Sallie Mae Donovan moaned. She buried to the hilt in me. “Aphrodite, you're such a whore!”

“I am!” I moaned, my pussy writhing around her cock. “Cum in me!”

She exploded in me.

I gasped as her hot futa-jizz splashed against my cervix. Her dick spurted again and again into me. My twat writhed around her. I shuddered, my cunt working out every drop of cum that she had in her ovaries.

Stars danced before my eyes. I groaned, my cunt convulsing with wild delight. My futa-dick spurted more and more jizz to splash on my office floor. I trembled there as she unloaded in my cunt. She pumped me full of all her cum.

I loved it.

“Mrs. Donovan!” I moaned, working out every drop of jizz that her ovaries held, my own emptying onto the floor. My orgasm hit my own pinnacle. I hovered there, floating on delight.

Then it died to buzzing bliss.

“Mmm, yes,” she panted as she fired the last of her cum into me.

My head slumped as I panted. “Oh, Mrs. Donovan, it's always such a pleasure when you come and visit.”

“Mmm, you are my favorite politician to see,” purred Sallie Mae Donovan. “I do so love getting cock-deep in your snatch.”

I giggled, wiggling my hips. “Is there a senator with a better cunt to fuck than me?”

“Maybe,” she said, her hand stroking my back.

“Ooh, now you're making me jealous,” I groaned, loving her caress. My pussy clenched down on her futa-dick.

“Since when are futas ever monogamous?” she asked. “You think you're the only politician I fuck.”

“Mmm, but are they as sexy as me?” I asked.

“Well, they do lack that extra bit you have.”

“Extra?” My futa-cock throbbed. “My clit-dick is as big as yours. And you do not have an extra bit. You have a monster. Ooh, I love it in me.”

“Flirt.” The older futa let out a throaty laugh. “Mmm, I need you to support the reduced taxes on textiles. You're on the committee. Let the bill out for a general vote.”

I frowned. “That's a republican initiative.”

“And?” she asked. “Nothing wrong with some bipartisan support.”

“But the state needs that revenue,” I moaned, my hips wiggling from side to side.

“Mmm, but I can't compete if my hemp fabric is more expensive than the product from other states because of that silly tax,” she purred, her hands caressing up and down my back.

I bit my lip. I didn't want to say no to Sallie Mae Donovan. It really was thanks to her that I beat my opponent. I won a red district thanks to becoming a futa and getting all the women on my side. I promised them social programs. And that required revenue.

“It'll bring in new jobs,” said Sallie Mae Donovan, her voice a sultry croon. “And that will bring in taxes in a different way.”

I groaned, seeing my out. “Okay. It'll have my support.”

“Wonderful,” purred Sallie Mae Donovan. She pulled out of me.

I shuddered at the feel of that thick cock sliding inch after inch after inch out of me. I savored the amazing feel of her cum matting my thighs. I let my clit-dick shrink as I sank back into my chair. It felt amazing against my naked body.

“You are doing wondrous work,” Sallie Mae Donovan said, pulling on her business skirt suit she had doffed to pound me hard.

“Thanks,” I said.

“We'll have you running for governor in no time,” she added, her futa-dick vanishing as she drew her skirt up her thighs. Her cock retracted into a little clit and vanished into her blonde bush. Her breasts swayed.

“My wife will be pleased,” I said. “She's eager for me to become president. I think she wants to be the first lady and wear pretty dresses.”

Sallie Mae Donovan laughed. “Yes, your Taylor has changed.” She shook her head. “That day you two came to my office... He had been so eager to let me fuck you so I would support your candidacy. He had no problem being cucked.”

“Nor in turning into a woman,” I said, my cunt clenching. I threw my legs up on my desk, both spread wide. The cum brimmed in me. I smiled, loving the feel of it.

I closed my eyes and luxuriated in it as Sallie Mae Donovan finished dressing and left. I loved being a politician. I had held my post for a year. I would have to defend it soon. Unless I became governor. I would be young to gain that post. I would get to shape the state. Make policy.

Have so much fun as a futa.

My antics always made the paper. I didn't hide my various affairs. I loved fucking. I was a futa. I cuckolded powerful men by fucking their trophy wives behind their backs. I pumped my cock into my supporters, too. Women who were so eager to slide into my bed and squeal out how they had voted for me.

It made me ache just thinking about it.

My office door opened. My wife entered wearing a business skirt suit of her own, one with a low-cut blouse that showed off her large tits. Her black hair fell in a glossy wave about her beautiful and naughty face. Aphrodite's magic had utterly transformed her.

“I see your meeting with Sallie Mae Donovan was productive,” Taylor purred as she stared down at my gaping-open pussy. She should be able to see all the cum that pooled inside of me.

“So productive,” I moaned. “I don't want to do any more work for the day. I just want to live here and let her cum soak in me.”

Taylor licked her lips, staring at my twat.

“Don't be shy,” I purred, closing my eyes. “You can lick up all that cum. I know how much you love futa-jizz fresh from a hot cunt. Such a slut for creampies.”

“Mmm, I am, but Ronald Fillmore is here.”

I groaned. “Not that slimy bastard. What does he want?”

“What do you think?” asked Taylor. “He made an appointment. You want me to kick him out so I can lick you clean?”

“No, no,” I said. “Where are my clothes?”

“Scattered everywhere.” My wife picked up a pair of lacy panties hanging off my monitor.

I grinned. “Sallie Mae was frisky.”

She laughed and tossed them to me.

I drew on the panties, trapping that delicious cum in me. Then I pulled on a silk blouse and my skirt. I zipped up, feeling all sticky from the wild sex. The air brimmed with hot pussy and salty cum. I breathed it in one last time.

Then I cast a naughty spell, loving that I could do that as one of Aphrodite's futas. “Aphrodite, cleanse our bodies and the room of all evidence of our tryst, hiding our love-making from suspicious eyes!”

The magic whisked around my body and the office, cleaning up the stains. I felt like just had a bath while keeping my clothes on. My mussed hair straightened, my wrinkled clothes looked freshly dry-cleaned. I hummed in delight, ready to face the blowhard.

“Send him in, please,” I told my wife sweetly.

Taylor gave me a quick kiss on the lips, hers so soft and plump. She made such a curvy woman. Busty and leggy. She swept around my desk and opened the door to my outer office. My assistant, Kitty, worked in there along with my campaign manager, Yvette.

“About time,” a gruff voice muttered. Then Ronald Fillmore stepped and his face became all friendly. “Jessabelle, how wonderful to see you again.”

“And you, Ronald!” I said, thrusting my hand over the desk to shake his. “How's your daughter doing?”

“Wonderful, wonderful,” he said. “Just turned eighteen.”

My clit throbbed. “How delightful!”

I released his hand, wishing it was his daughter here instead of this oaf. He was a tall man, his hair as gray as a great white shark's skin, his eyes just as predatory. He was the owner of AgriBiz, a large GMO producer. Nebraska was a farming state, but many of the farms were owned by big corporations who then paid farmers to work the land. A lot of farmers traded in the risk of managing their own land for the security of working for one of the conglomerates.

It was sad.

“What do you need, Ronald?” I asked, trying to keep my loathing out of my voice. I hated GMO's, but they brought in so much money for the state. Saying that out loud was a way that could turn a lot of heat against me.

“I think the state should relax some of its regulations,” he said and then spent the next five minutes getting into the details on what he wanted.

It was boring stuff, but when you served on the Agriculture Committee, you had to deal with boring stuff. I had learned a lot about growing crops in the last year. From soil studies to environmental regulations to how grain silos worked.

“Why would I agree to relax regulations that are there to safeguard the public's safety?” I asked, staring at him in disgust.

“Those regulations are letting Monsanto dominate,” he said, leaning back. Monsanto was the world's largest producer of food. “Do not tell me you'd rather have an international conglomerate prosper in Nebraska than one of the state's own sons. I get that you don't like what AgriBiz does, but it could be a whole helluva a lot worse, and you know it.”

“They follow the safety regulation,” I pointed out.

“Because they have more resources so they can take the loss. That's why they lobbied for it in the first place, because they knew it would affect me and the other smaller companies. Drive us out of business.” Ronald Fillmore folded his arms. “I care about Nebraska. I give back to the community. I'm not an outsider like they are. Who would you rather support?”

“The people of Nebraska,” I said. “I'm not relaxing on their safety for nothing.”

“Oh, it's not for nothing,” he said and stood up. He marched to the door and opened it. “Missy, honey.”

I frowned. Missy? That was his daughter's name.

A moment later, a girl of eighteen entered. She had black hair that fell down her back, her petite body clad in a sundress. Sleeveless, the skirt falling down to just her knees. She licked her lips, her cheeks flushed.

My brow furrowed even as my cum-filled pussy clenched. She was such a succulent peach. Just turned eighteen. Barely legal. Newly ripened into adulthood. I salivated for her. My clit throbbed, aching to transform.

“I know what you like, Jessabelle,” he said, pushing his daughter before him. “What you want.”

I shivered. “Are you selling your daughter to me so that I'll support you?”

“Don't think of it as selling,” Ronald said. “She's eighteen. An adult. She can make her own decisions. So can you. If you two happen to enjoy each other...”

“I wouldn't mind,” said the girl. “If you were my first, Senator Tanner. If you would help my daddy...”

I swallowed. A virgin. I glanced at the father. He was such a slimy guy to do this. I glanced at the girl. She had blushing cheeks. She squirmed there, staring at me. Her blue eyes gleamed. She had this shy, submissive quality to her. She was... captivating. Beguiling.

My futa-dick ached to swell.

I bit my lower lip and then glanced at Taylor. She was standing in the corner. She gave a slight shake of the head. A subtle clue not to do this, but... She was eighteen. Her father was offering her up to me. It was so hot.

“Missy, Missy, Missy,” I said. “You sure you want to do this?”

“Yes,” she said, her cheeks blushing so bright. “If you'll... If you'll help my daddy's company. I would gladly. I mean... I just...”

Goddess, she was adorable.

“I think we have a deal,” I said, my dick throbbing. “You can leave, Ronald. I don't think you want to watch this next part.”

“Er, no,” he said then gave his daughter's shoulders a squeeze. He turned and walked out of my office.

Taylor shook her head, not looking pleased, but how can I resist Missy? I was only a futa.

I moved around my desk and leaned against it. “You really don't have to do this, Missy.”

“I want to,” she said, lifting her head. “You're just so pretty, Senator Tanner. You're so sophisticated and sexy and... and... You're a futa!” Her last word echoed through the room as it burst from her mouth.

I smiled. “Call me Jessabelle. After all, you're about to lick my pussy, aren't you?”

She swallowed. “Your pussy? Not suck your... your...”

“Futa-dick,” I purred and hiked my gray pencil skirt. I slid the fabric up my thighs and exposed those lacy panties trapping in all of Sallie Mae Donovan's cum. “But I have a special treat brimming in my pussy. Just pull down my panties, and you'll find out.”

The girl shuddered. She bit her lip, staring at me.

My wife pushed off the wall. She had this wild gleam in her eyes as she sauntered around the desk. I knew she was turned on. She had already begun unbuttoning her blouse. She still looked disappointed in me, but she was going to play.

How could she resist this delightful creature? God, I could fall in love with Missy. She was that cute.

“Just go fall to your knees and pull her panties down, Missy,” purred my wife. Taylor's blouse fell open, her large tits swaying out. She never wore bras. Her breasts were magnificent. Large and soft and yet so deliciously perky. And the tie she wore around her neck that dangled between them only set them off.

The girl licked her lips. Then she sank to her knees before me. She stared up at me, her blue eyes shining. Her hands grabbed my legs above the knees. I loved how she trembled. Her hands slid up my thighs, reaching for my panties. The heat swelled through me. This wild rush that swept through my body.

She hooked my panties.

“That's it,” Taylor cooed, her blouse fluttering to her floor. Then she unzipped her pencil skirt. “Just pull those down and feast.”

I grinned at my wife, watching her big boobs sway, the tie dangling between them. She dropped her skirt, a red thong clinging to her pussy lips. Her thick labia pressed on the fabric. She hooked those next and shoved them down.

As she did, the girl drew down my panties. They rolled off my hips. Suddenly, my spicy musk, mixed with the salty aroma of Sallie Mae Donovan's spunk, filled the air. I breathed it in and shuddered. The girl whimpered.

“Is that...?” Missy whispered.

“Yes, it is,” I groaned. “Futa-cum. Enjoy.”

“You'll love it,” Taylor said, naked save for her blue tie. Her thick pussy lips gleamed with cunt cream. She shaved these days, letting me see every bit of her twat. “Feast.” She pushed on the back of the virgin's head. Not hard.

Just enough to guide the nervous and shy girl to my twat.

Missy nuzzled into my blonde bush sticky with cum. I felt the hairs crinkling. Then she pressed right against my pussy lips. She just held there for a moment. It was such a treat to enjoy her lips on my nethers. Her tongue then licked.

I gasped as she slid her tongue through my pussy folds. I groaned at that naughty lap. She slid through me. My face scrunched up. I whimpered and groaned, loving the feel of her tongue sliding through my folds.

“Oh!” she gasped. “Oh, my.”

“First taste of cunt?” Taylor asked, her hands kneading her tits.

“Uh-huh, Mrs. Tanner,” the girl moaned and then licked again at my pussy. She stroked through my flesh and shuddered, her eyes squeezing shut. “My first taste of pussy and cum.”

“Mmm, that's a special moment,” Taylor groaned. “I remember my first time licking spunk out of my wife's twat...” My wife trembled, her big boobs jiggling in her kneading hands. “It was ambrosia.”

I grinned, remembering that day that Sallie Mae Donovan made me into a futa and Taylor into a woman. The futa had utterly dominated us both and changed us for the better.

Missy licked with more hunger at my pussy. The virgin was getting into pussy licking. As she did, Taylor hiked the girl's skirt and kneaded her rump. My wife had a wicked grin on her face. I knew it wouldn't be long before she was fingering the girl's virgin pussy.

Missy moaned as she lapped at my twat. She licked the cum out of me, her blue eyes sparkling up at me. I shuddered and unbuttoned my blouse. I revealed my small tits, little B-cup titties that had such a perky jiggle to them.

She groaned and then thrust her tongue into my twat. She swirled around in me. Taylor grinned at me. I really couldn't see what her hands were doing. Missy enjoyed it. The girl moaned and squealed into my pussy.

“Yes, you like that,” cooed my wife. “Mmm, Jessabelle, honey, that's a virgin licking at your twat. Missy's got a cherry and everything.”

“Wonderful,” I moaned as the virgin's tongue slid into my cunt.

She licked and lapped out the cum in me. My clit throbbed. Her upper lip rubbed against it as she feasted on me. I couldn't hold back any longer. I let my cock blossom. My bud throbbed and expanded with my heartbeat.

Missy gasped and pulled her head back. Her blue eyes stared at the shaft that was growing before her. She grabbed it with her right hand, holding it. My shaft grew thicker and longer in her hand, surpassing my husband's old cock, and it kept growing.

“This...” whispered Missy. “You keep getting bigger.”

“Mmm, you're going to love her reaming out your pussy,” my wife cooed. “This naughty hole will savor it.”

The girl gasped, her eyes so wide. My cock reached its full size and stopped growing. I shuddered as she just held me, staring at my dick. I loved the look of awe in her eyes. She licked her pussy-stained lips.

“Now get back to licking her pussy,” my wife said, hugging Missy from behind. “You lick her pussy clean while I finger your twat. Leave her girl-dick to me.”

“Okay, Mrs. Tanner,” the girl said and then leaned forward.

She buried her face back into my pussy, my cock gripped in her hand and thrusting over her forehead. That put it in easy reach of my gender-swapped wife's mouth. Taylor didn't hesitate to swallow the tip of my cock.

I groaned, my face scrunching up. My wife was no stranger to sucking my girl-dick. She nursed on my cock with hunger. She swirled her tongue around the sensitive crown. I groaned at the naughty things she did to it. My pussy clenched around Missy's tongue.

“Aphrodite,” I moaned to my loving Goddess. “Oh, yes, yes, that's amazing.”

I had a tongue probing at my cunt and another sweeping around the crown of my dick. This was amazing. I moaned, my breasts jiggling. Missy lapped the cum out of my pussy. She licked it all out of me with that hungry tongue of hers.

I groaned, savoring the delight of her passion. She licked. Lapped. She made me feel amazing. I shuddered, my undulating hips grinding my twat on her mouth. Her tongue thrust into me. She fluttered around in me in fast circles, moaning more and more.

Taylor purred about my futa-cock, giving me a hummer. The delight shot down my shaft to my cunt being so deliciously devoured by the eighteen-year-old virgin. Her father prostituted her to help his company.

What a douchebag!

But she was just adorable. She wanted to eat me out. I could feel her delight as she devoured my pussy. She moaned as she did. Her tongue wiggled so deep in me. I shuddered, my futa-dick throbbing in my wife's hungry mouth.

Taylor sucked so hard on my futa-dick. She nursed with passion, her green eyes staring up at me. I looked down at her, loving the passion. My wife was so sexy. Such a loving and naughty woman. My pussy clenched around Missy's tongue.

“I'm going to cum!” I moaned.

My wife sucked harder.

“Jessabelle!” moaned the girl. She stared up at me around my dick with this feverish light in her eyes. She thrust her tongue deep in me, stirring around in my naughty cunt.

My pussy drank it in. My ovaries swelled with the pressure. My wife nursed on my cock, her head bobbing, working her lips a few inches up and down my shaft. Her cheeks hollowed, the suction incredible. They both pleased me.

“Aphrodite!” I gasped as I came.

My hot futa-cum flooded my wife's mouth. Taylor gulped it down like it was ambrosia. It was clear that she loved it. She swallowed with hunger. She gulped down every last drop of spunk. It was incredible. I loved every moment of it.

My pussy convulsed, juices flooding Missy's mouth. I gasped, my small tits jiggling. The dual delights rushed through my body. My cunt writhed while my futa-dick erupted. I groaned, loving both delights. The flavor rushed through my body.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I cried, my mind melting. “Aphrodite!”

I fired the last of my cum into my wife's hungry mouth. I shuddered and swayed there, my pussy aching. My cunt clenched. Such naughty rapture surged through me. It was amazing. I quivered there, my twat aching from the delight that just swept through me.

Missy lifted her face from my pussy. She stared up at me around my dick still in Taylor's nursing mouth. She trembled and then she squealed in delight. I had forgotten my wife was fingering the girl's virgin pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned.

My wife's mouth popped off my dick. “Mmm, yes, yes, that hot pussy is going to love being reamed by my wife's big dick.”

“Yes!” the girl gasped, her blue eyes glossy.

“Then let's get you naked.” My wife stood up, her hands sliding out of the girl's panties. Fingers gleamed on Taylor's right hand. She popped her digits into her mouth and sucked on them, her cheeks hollowing.

The girl stood up, her breasts rising and falling. She looked so cute and adorable. I smiled, loving how she quivered. Her hands rubbed at her body. She bit her tongue, her cheeks flushed. I loved how sexy and adorable she was.

My wife slid her fingers from her mouth and then pulled the girl's sundress up her body. She thrust her arms up in the air, revealing a pair of pink panties with white lace trimming the waistband. My futa-dick throbbed at how cute they were. Her sexy midriff appeared, her navel a cute dimple. She wore a white bra that cupped her little titties, smaller than my own.

She hardly needed a bra.

She thrust her arms into the air so my wife could pull off the sundress. Missy's black hair fell down around her shoulders. She trembled there in her underwear, her cheeks so bright. My wife grinned and then attacked the girl's bra, undoing the band.

“Let's show my wife how sexy those tits are,” Taylor purred. She pushed the straps off the girl's shoulders.

The bra fell away from Missy's tits. She went to cover them and then stopped. She stood there, trembling, scared and yet proud of her naked body. Her small breasts were little mounds topped by cute, pink nipples.

I licked my lips and ducked my head down. I sucked one into my mouth.

“Jessabelle!” she moaned as I nursed on her. “Oh, oh, that's nice.”

“Mmm, it is,” my wife said. She hugged the virgin from behind. My wife kissed Missy over the girl's shoulder, their lips melting together, Missy's wet with my cunt.

I shuddered as I sucked, watching them kissing. My wife jammed her tongue into the virgin's mouth. She shuddered. I kept sucking on her nipple. I worshiped her nub while my hands slid down her sides. I loved the feel of her silky skin. My futa-cock throbbed, still so hard and aching to be in the virgin.

My hands reached her panties. I hooked the waistband, loving the feel of the frilly lace. I pulled them down off her hips and rump. The fabric rolled down her thighs, exposing her. I suckled hard on her nipple. I worshiped her nub.

She moaned and broke the kiss. She trembled. “You two... You two are so sexy.”

“I know,” my wife purred. “Mmm, I bet you want to feel that big futa-cock popping your cherry.”

“I do,” she moaned. She shuddered there. “I want it so much. I... I... would do this even if you told my father no.”

I popped my mouth off her nub. “I won't. He was so kind to bring you. To introduce us. Not many fathers would do that.”

“He's not a very good father,” said Missy. Then she smiled. “Or he's an amazing one for letting me have this chance.”

I laughed. “Maybe he's both.”

She grinned at me.

I kissed her, tasting my spicy cunt on her lips. She moaned, melting into me. I turned her as we kissed and guided her back towards my desk. She didn't resist. She let me push her back against the desk. She sank down on it, my tongue still dancing with hers.

I broke the kiss. She stretched out on her back, looking nervous and aroused. She had her legs pressed tight, her black bush covering her thighs. I pried her legs apart. She didn't resist me. I grinned at the juices soaking her bush.

A sweet aroma filled the air.

My wife sauntered around my desk. She leaned over Missy and kissed her on the mouth. Their lips melted together as they shared an upside-down kiss. I shuddered at the sight. I guided my cock to Missy's pussy and pressed my dick into her silky bush. The curls brushed the tip. Pleasure flowed down my shaft.

Then I rubbed into her cuntlips.

She gasped into the kiss with Taylor. My wife broke it and rose, her big boobs jiggling, her tie dangling between them. She winked at me. I shuddered and pressed my cock against Missy's hymen. Her membrane stretched.

The girl moaned, “Jessabelle!”

Her cherry popped.

My cock slammed into her pussy. I groaned at the wonderful delight of her cunt engulfing my shaft. That hot, silky, delicious sheath stretching for the first time to take a clit-dick. My clit-dick. I reveled in this gift, my back arching.

“Mmm, that look on your face,” my wife purred as she mounted the desk and then the girl, and stared into my eyes. She planted her cunt right on Missy's face, smothering the girl in gender-swapped cunt. “So gorgeous.”

My wife cupped my cheeks as I sank to the hilt in Missy's cunt. Taylor kissed me. Her lips sealed on mine. Her tongue thrust into my mouth. I groaned, kissing her back as I drew back my hips. Missy's deflowered pussy clung to my shaft.

She moaned, her voice muffled by my wife's hot cunt. That delicious twat. I loved licking Taylor's pussy, reveling in the miracle of her new body. Aphrodite had transformed her. Made her into something new and exciting.

Something I worshiped.

I kissed her with hunger as I pulled back my hips. The virgin's twat clung to my dick. She held me tight. I reveled in her hot flesh. I thrust back into her snatch, burying to the hilt in her. She groaned into my wife's cunt. Such a wicked sound of delight.

I savored it. Loved it. I kissed my wife and pumped away at Missy's deflowered twat. My dick drank in the silky friction. The delight flowed down to my own cunt. My bush grew soaked with my juices. A bead ran down my thighs, escaped from my pubic hair.

I broke the kiss with Taylor and purred, “How is her tongue?”

“Amazing,” my wife groaned. “Oh, Jessabelle, she's got a tongue on her. Licking. Lapping. She flutters through me. It's amazing. She's a natural-born cunt-lapper.”

“I am!” the girl gasped. “I love pussy! It's so yummy.”

“Mmm, I know it is,” I moaned, pumping away at the girl's cunt. I reveled in her twat squeezing around me.

Every thrust into her brought me closer and closer to cumming. To that wonderful moment when I would dump my jizz into her snatch. Just flood her deflowered depths with all my delicious cum. My dick throbbed as I savored my bribe. And it wasn't like helping a local company wouldn't be a popular decision.

This was such a wicked treat. I loved being a futa-politician. So much chance for such naughty delights. I groaned, thrusting forward harder. Faster. I rammed my cock to the hilt in her snatch again and again.

“Mmm, fuck that cutie,” my wife moaned, her big tits swaying around her blue tie. She looked so sexy wearing that with her twat planted on the eighteen-year-old girl's face.

“I'm fucking her hard!” I moaned, thrusting away.

“Yeah, you are!” Taylor licked her lips before ducking her head down. She sucked my nipple into her mouth.

I gasped at that wonderful delight. The pleasure shot down to my cunt then rippled up my futa-dick plunging in and out of Missy's twat. I shuddered, the ache in my ovaries growing with every thrust into the girl. I fucked into her hard. Fast. I buried to the hilt in her and loved every second of it.

My blonde hair danced around my face. I groaned, shuddering in delight. My cunt clenched as I drove my girl-dick deep and hard into her cunt. I fucked her with passion. I buried my girl-cock hard into her.

She moaned. Groaned. Her face twisted in delight. I loved the feel of her deflowered snatch squeezing down around me. Every thrust into her fed my orgasm. My wife moaned around my nipple. She sucked with wet smacks, my nub bursting with sparks.

“You two are driving me wild!” I moaned. “Aphrodite! I'm going to cum in this girl.”

“Cum in me!” Missy moaned, her voice muffled by hot cunt.

My wife groaned and sucked harder. I didn't know what Missy was doing, but my wife loved it. She gripped my hips and nursed on my nipple. I groaned, the delight rushing to my ovaries brimming with my next load of futa-cum.

I slammed into Missy's pussy, the ache hitting that wild peak. I couldn't hold it back much longer. This was too amazing. My wife danced her tongue around my nipple before she ripped her mouth away.

“Oh, my god, I'm going to cum!” Taylor moaned. “You naughty, little slut. Oh, yes, yes, Missy! Suck my clit! Fuck, yes!”

My wife trembled. I recognized all the signs to know she was cumming. Her pussy drenched that naughty girl. Just flooding her with all that cum. I shuddered, loving every moment of it. Then Missy moaned. Her pussy clamped down around my cock.

It went wild.

I gasped as her twat writhed around my futa-dick. As I pulled back, her snatch sucked at me. The pressure at the tip swelled and swelled. I groaned and then I thrust back into her pussy, savoring that wonderful delight.

“Yes, yes, yes,” my wife gasped.

“Aphrodite!” I squealed.

I erupted.

My futa-cum flooded the deflowered girl's pussy. I pumped my jizz into her. My cunt writhed. Juices flooded down my thighs. I shuddered, moaning out with my wife. Rapture washed out of my cunt and ecstasy fired from my dick. Two wonderful delights.

“You're cumming in me!” Missy squealed.

“Yes, she is,” my wife moaned licking her lips. “And she's going to lick you clean!”

My eyes widened in delight. I shuddered, my orgasm intensifying. Stars danced before my eyes as I pumped my cum into her spasming pussy. Her twat milked me. She worked out all the jizz I had ready in my ovaries. I shuddered, hitting that wonderful peak of rapture.

I hung there for a glorious second before descending into panting bliss. I groaned, my body buzzing with delight. I wanted more. I ached to lick my own cum from the girl's pussy. That would be such a delicious treat.

My wife knew just how to arrange things.

I was on my back and Missy sat her pussy right on my face. Her black curls rubbed my face. Immediately, salty cum seasoned by her sweet cream poured into my mouth. The girl moaned as she ground her cunt on me.

As I licked at her, Taylor straddled my waist and grabbed my pussy-soaked cock. She guided me not to her cunt but her asshole. I groaned as she sank her anal ring around my crown. Her velvety hole swallowed my clit-dick. Inch after inch of her delicious bowels engulfed my shaft.

“Fuck,” I moaned. “Aphrodite, that's good.”

“Oh, my, in the butt?” groaned Missy as she squirmed on me, more of my futa-cum leaking out of her cunt and dripping into my mouth.

“Yes!” Taylor moaned. “Ooh, all my holes are open to my wife's use.”

They were. I loved it. Her bowels sank all the way down my cock. She engulfed every inch of me in her velvety heaven. I loved it. My tongue flicked through Missy's cunt, scooping out my salty futa-jizz. I feasted on her, staring at her cute rump.

She squirmed, her black hair swaying down her supple back. She gasped, her twat squeezing around my probing tongue. I scooped out that delicious treat. I sucked it into my mouth and enjoyed every bit of her passion.

The cream spilled into my mouth. I groaned as I feasted on her. I licked and lapped at her. I gathered up every drop as my wife worked her asshole up and down my futa-cock. Her tight bowels sucked at me, the ache growing at the tip of my dick.

My toes curled. I groaned, swirling my tongue around in Missy's cunt. It felt incredible having my wife's asshole riding my girl-cock. She swelled that ache at the tip with her wonderful bowels. I whimpered into the girl's snatch. I fluttered my tongue through her twat. I scooped out that delicious futa-cum.

“Oh, that's good,” moaned Missy. “She's licking out her cum, Mrs. Tanner. Your wife is eating all her futa-jizz out of my cunt.”

“She's good at that,” groaned Taylor. “Oh, damn, this cock...”

“It's amazing,” cooed Missy. “I loved it in me. I thought it would hurt, but only for a moment. Then it was rapture.”

“Futas are amazing!” Taylor gasped, slamming her tight bowels down my cock. She bottomed out on me and slid back up.

I moaned, my tongue thrusting into Missy's depths. I didn't find any more of my futa-cum. Only her yummy cream. I feasted on that sweet delight. I stirred her up as she squirmed on me. Her bush rubbed across my face. It was such a delight to enjoy.

Her cream ran over my chin. My tongue danced around in her cunt. I fluttered up and down her slit. I loved the way she groaned. My wife rode me faster and faster. My dick ached in her velvety bowels.

“Oh, my god,” she groaned. “Fuck, Jessabelle, I love your dick. I love you.”

“Love you, honey,” I moaned into Missy's pussy.

Taylor slammed her asshole down my cock. Her tight bowels engulfed every inch of my futa-dick. She gasped out in delight. Her velvety sheath convulsed around my dick. Hot juices gushed out and splashed my stomach.

“Yes, yes, yes,” my gender-swapped wife moaned as she came. “Jessabelle!”

“Taylor!” I moaned into Missy's pussy, the delight of my wife's spasming asshole sucking at my dick.

I shuddered and erupted.

I sucked on Missy's clit as I pumped my futa-spunk into my wife's asshole. Taylor's bowels milked my cock. I moaned and groaned, stars dancing across my vision. Missy moaned and then she bucked. Her sweet juices gushed into my mouth.

“Jessabelle!” gasped the girl. “I love this. Futas are so sexy. So awesome!”

“Yes,” my wife moaned, her asshole writhing around my cock. She milked me dry. “Oh, yes, yes, they are.”

I pumped my cum into her asshole and drank Missy's pussy cream. I savored that sweet flavor as my mind blazed from the ecstasy burning through my body. The flames consumed me. I trembled on my desk, loving that I was a futa-politician.

I couldn't wait to rise to even greater heights of bliss. To reach the very pinnacle of the political landscape. To be the futa-president. The fun I would have then.

I trembled on my desk, savoring that sweet cunt on my mouth. That delicious snatch. I licked at her as we all descended from our bliss. What a lovely treat she was! I gave her twat a final flick with my tongue.

“I'll do what I can to get the regulation repealed,” I told the girl. “No promises.”

She squealed in delight. “Thank you, thank you! You're amazing!”

*   *   *

A month later...

My wife thrust her head into my office. I set my office phone down on its receiver, smiling at the naughty pic Missy Fillmore had sent me. I looked up at my wife. “Yes?”

“George Markins needs to speak with you,” she said. “Something about your support of the agriculture bill. He looks like he smells blood in the air.”

I frowned. What did that reporter want?

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Futa Politician's Naughty Mistress!
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Sneak Preview of “Hot Wife Sells Out”

I made her cum.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she groaned as my tongue licked up her tangy juices with hunger.

“You did it, Jess,” my husband panted, his voice so husky.

“Yes, you did!” Mrs. Donovan moaned as I ripped my fingers out of her cunt.

I sealed my lips around her pussy and drank the juices gushing out of her with hunger. It was so wild. Her pussy cream ran down my chin and neck. More dripped from my digits. Her body shuddered. Her clit pulsed.

And then it grew. It pressed forward, brushing my lips. I gasped and pulled my head back. My eyes focused on that pink bud growing with pulses. It swelled thicker. Longer. My jaw dropped. I couldn't believe what I was staring at.

“Yes!” Mrs. Donovan moaned, her entire body shaking. “Mmm, look at that. Yes, yes, yes, that's my girl-dick growing. Isn't that just a sexy thing?”

“I... That's...” I swallowed, staring in awe at her clit growing thicker. Longer. She was swelling up before me. My eyes bulged as I saw the shape that it was taking. The shaft grew fleshy. The tip stayed pink, though. It grew spongy. A slit appeared. “You're growing a dick, Mrs. Donovan.”

“I know,” she purred, her eyes wild with delight.

If you want to read more about Jessebella's campaign, click here for Hot Wife Sells Out (Hot Futa Politics 1))!
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 Naughty Excerpt from “Futa Politician's Naughty Mistress” 

    “Oh, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Missy. Ooh, the way you suck cock.” My pussy clenched again. She sucked so hard. “Aphrodite!” 

    I shuddered there as Brad appeared. His smile half-slipped as he realized what my mistress was doing. He sat down the two wine glasses then popped the cork on the bottle. He poured the two glasses, his cheeks growing redder. 

    I just smiled as Missy sucked with such force on my girl-cock. Her hand slid up my thigh and found the folds of my pussy. She stroked through my trimmed, blonde bush to rub at my hot cuntlips. I shuddered in delight as she caressed up and down my petals.  

    “Mmm, she's such a delight,” I said. “Leave the bottle.” 

    “Yes, Senator Tanner.” He cleared his throat. “I'll, uh, come back for your order.” 

    I winked at him. “She'll be done soon. She's...” I gasped as Missy thrust two of her fingers into my cunt. “Oh, she's eager to drink my girl-cum.” 

    Brad fled. 

    I shuddered, my cunt clenching on those probing fingers. The naughty girl worked them in and out of me while sucking on my girl-dick. I smiled, reveling in this wonderful delight. She was so intoxicating. I could just love her forever. 

    I leaned back in the booth and just let her work her digits in and out of me. There were no problems here. No committees. No boring meetings. This was the joy of being a futa-politician: enjoying the sexy, young things who worshiped you with their mouths and fingers. 

    “Oh, Goddess,” I moaned, my pussy gripping her digits. “Mmm, you naughty thing. You're going to make me explode.” 

    To find out what happens next, read on! 
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 Futa Politician's Naughty Mistress 

    Why did George Markins want to speak to me?  

    He was a reporter for the Lincoln Gazette, the largest Nebraskan newspaper. I glanced at my wife. Taylor just shrugged at me, her shoulders rising and falling. Her big boobs jiggled. She worked for me in the capital, assisting with crafting bills and such. She had a good head for that. 

    And she was so damned sexy. 

    I glanced down at my phone. Missy Fillmore had sent me a dirty pic. That eighteen-year-old girl I had deflowered a month ago had become quite the fixture in my life. She was intoxicating. I'd taken her on a few dates now, just fucking her brains out. 

    She was like my secret mistress that every good politician had. I felt such a heady passion for Missy. Only my wife knew about her and didn't mind. We had an open relationship. Futanari could never be monogamous. We were just too sexy. Women threw themselves at me, and I wanted to fuck them all. 

    “Well, send him in,” I said. I turned off my phone and sat up straighter. I adjusted my blouse, my legs crossed. My pussy was all juicy from the sexy pics that the nubile girl had sent me. She had been bent over, her pussy and pretty asshole on display. She was shaved now for me.  

    My wife opened the door to my office and George Markins swept in. A rotund man with a sharp eye. He wore a suit that fit him well. He unbuttoned his blazer before sitting down at the chair, a gregarious smile on his face. 

    “George,” I said politely. “How's the wife?” 

    He furrowed his brow and stared at me. Did he wonder if I had seduced her and fucked her like so many other women? The answer was yes. She was a delicious thing and had squealed so wonderfully on my cock. 

    “Debbie's fine,” he said. “How are you and Taylor doing, Senator?” 

    I glanced at my wife. “Well, she's doing fine because she is fine.” 

    Taylor groped her tits through her blouse as she stood behind George and winked at me. 

    “Good, good,” George said then pulled out his recorder. “Do you mind?” 

    “No,” I said It was a good reminder that anything I said here could end up in a news article. 

    “Now, Jessabelle, you helped write Senate Bill 102 and saw it through committee to the state senate floor,” he said. 

    “Yes,” I said cautiously. “I'm rather proud of the bill and what it will do for Nebraska.” 

    “And it's true that it will reduce some taxes on certain crops? Like hemp?” 

    He said that last part so casually. I felt the baited hook waiting to snag me. “Yes. Yes, I did.” 

    “And this benefits Sallie Mae Donovan, your biggest donor. Reducing taxes certainly goes against many of your campaign promises.” 

    There it was, but this was an easy hook to avoid. “No, this helps Nebraska to be competitive. Other states don't have these taxes which means their hemp can be sold cheaper. How can our farmers be competitive in this growing market if we have placed an additional burden on them? It'll mean more jobs for Nebraskans. How is that wrong?” 

    George smiled. He glanced down at a notebook will I sat back, feeling relaxed. If that was the best he had, then what was the problem. 

    “This bill also removes certain safety regulations on GMOs,” he added. 

    Genetically modified organisms where big money in a farming state. “Overly legislatively and burdensome ones that don't really do anything effective.” 

    “Monsanto is against this,” George said. Monsanto was the world's largest food company. They had their tendrils across the entire world. “They are saying there are shady businesses like AgriBiz that will take shortcuts and damage the consumer without this regulation.” 

    I felt a little nervous now. I had accepted a bride, in the form of Missy Fillmore's cherry pussy, to support get that changed. I swallowed and then smiled. “AgriBiz is a local company that is being burdened by regulations Monsanto had lobbied for. These regulations were designed to drive them, and other Nebraskan companies, out of business. Monsanto is an uncaring international conglomerate while AgriBiz is a native Nebraskan company that we should support.” 

    “And the fact your fucking Ronald Fillmore's daughter has nothing to do with it?” George asked bluntly. He owned AgriBiz. 

    “I fuck a lot of women,” I said, smiling as I remembered Debbie Markins gasping on my futa-dick. It had been at the Christmas party right after I won my election (which I'd won by seducing my own opponent into being my whore). I had cum all over Debbie's face and then Taylor had licked her clean.  

    From the way my wife smiled, she was remembering that hot time. 

    George continued on, “I have a source that says he gave you his daughter for your vote. That you took her virginity as a bribe.” 

    “What a sordid lie,” I said, putting all the outrage I had into it. “Missy and I met and are having an affair. Nothing more to say. Okay? You are not going to embarrass me with my sex life. My supporters know that I have an active and varied sex life with many different partners. Missy is not even anyone's wife.” 

    “Well, that's all I needed,” George said and turned off the recorder. He smiled at me. “Thanks.” 

    “You're welcome,” I said. “Glad we got this little rumor straightened out.” 

    Taylor opened the door for George and then shut it on the way out. she leaned against it, her breasts rising and falling. She had a purple tie falling between her tits. She still liked wearing ties with low-cut blouses not designed for them. But it made her boobs look fetching. 

    “She's fishing,” I said, waving a hand. “Don't be worried.” 

    “Fishing?” My wife bit her lip. Taylor's black hair fell around her pale face. “How did she even know to make that accusation?” 

    “It's not like my affair with Missy isn't being noticed,” I said. “But how is anyone going to know that I took her as a bribe? It would have to be someone in this room. That's Me, Missy, you, and Ronald Fillmore. It's not like he's going to admit he offered up his virgin daughter to me as a bribe.” 

    My wife sighed. She had been against it. “You're right. But, still, for Markins to have pieced it together.” 

    “They just on my public calendar that I met with Ronald Fillmore right before I took his daughter the philharmonic.” I smiled. “That girl sucked my cock so amazingly while the music played. You should have come with us.” 

    My wife shrugged. 

    I stood up and walked around my desk. I grabbed my wife's arms. “You're not jealous that I've been playing with Missy.” 

    “Of course not,” she said, smiling at me. “She's just a little whore. You'll get bored of her soon.” 

    “Mmm, I don't know,” I said, pulling my wife to me. “I'm thinking of marrying her.” 

    My wife stiffened. “You're married to me.” 

    “Well, if I can get bigamy legalized, I can have two wives.” My hands grabbed Taylor's ass. “Don't tell me you don't like playing around with her, too. She's intoxicating.” 

    Before my wife could say anything, there was a rap at the door. Then my intern opened it. “A package, Jessabelle.” 

    I smiled at Kitty, the pretty, young redhead that could suck cock like the best of them. She often spent an hour beneath my desk during the day. She had a box that was a little larger than her hand. I took it and smiled.  

    It was from FuTech Fertility Labs. 

    “It arrived,” I said in delight and took it. “Ooh, Missy is going to like this.” 

    My wife frowned. “What is that?” 

    “A treatment.” A giddy rush shot through me. “And just in time for my date with Missy tonight.” 

    “Another one?” my wife asked. “That's the third one this week. What about me? Am I invited?” 

    “It's Thursday. Aren't you going to the library?” It wasn't just any library, but a futa-library. Run by Miss Lily, it was a place where the women of Lincoln, Nebraska could go to read books and fuck futas. “It's your book club meeting, right? What salacious erotica are you reading in the group tonight?” 

    “Lesbian MILF's Date Night,” she said. “Part of the Lesbian MILF series. They're hot stories. All about women becoming lesbians after this naughty wish.” 

    “See,” I said, smiling. “You have fun discussing that book. And I'm sure you'll be acting it out. I'll have a big surprise for you when I see you.” 

    Her eyes flicked to the box. “I do like surprises.” 

    I kissed her. I loved Taylor, I did, but Missy was so exciting. That little virgin had gotten into my blood. She did such kinky things for me.  

    *   *   * 

    I opened the seal on the treatment. Inside was a creamy, white elixir. It was still warm despite taking three days to ship from Seattle. I could tell there was futa-magic at work here. I smiled and then I downed it. 

    The creamy medicine poured down my throat. I shuddered, my toes curling, as I took the treatment. I felt in my ovaries. My clit throbbed, aching to turn into a clit. I groaned at how good it tasted. It left his creamy, cantaloupe aftertaste in my mouth. 

    Best medicine I had ever taken. 

    I capped it and slipped it into the glove box. Humming, I slid out of my car in a tight, black dress that hugged my ass and my small tits. A halter top style dress, it left my back bare. My heels clicked as I headed up to the front door of Ronald Fillmore's farm-style mansion. 

    It was surrounded by cornfields, his family's farm since pioneer days. 

    I rang the doorbell. The door flung open to reveal Missy Fillmore. She had such a big smile on her girlish face. She wore a blue sheath dress that fit her slender form like a glove. A diamond necklace gleamed about her throat.  

    “Jessabelle,” she moaned and threw herself at me. She molded to me, kissing me with hunger. I grabbed her rump. I pulled her tight, savoring kissing her. She had such a delicious taste on her lips.  

    Tangerine. Yum. 

    I broke the kiss, loving the feel of the girl. I was almost old enough to be her mother. Well, a big sister. I only had twelve years on her. My clit throbbed even harder. I let it sprout, the bud growing between us. She shuddered, feeling it swelling in my skirt. 

    “I have missed you,” I said. “I had such a tedious day. So many dumb committee meetings. I need my little Missy to cheer me up.” 

    “Your wife didn't help?” Missy asked. 

    “She didn't have time,” I said. “It's just been such a busy day. I only fucked two women today. Two.” 

    “You poor futa,” Missy said in a teasing way. 

    “I know,” I said. “And they were Taylor and Kitty. I mean, no new pussy at all.” 

    “And you're not getting new pussy with me,” Missy said.  

    “Mmm, I don't mind. The treatment came.” 

    Missy's eyes widened. “You mean...?” 

    “Yep.” I pulled her from her front door, my futa-dick throbbing. “Come on, we have reservations at The Ranch.” Best steakhouse in Lincoln. 

    Missy clung to me on the way to the car. I even opened the passenger door for her. I had the cock in our relationship. It felt fun. If I was with Taylor, even though she was now a woman, she would do the driving and the door opening, but with Missy... 

    I kept glancing at the girl as we drove into Lincoln. It took about twenty minutes. The state capital wasn't that big of a city and it didn't take long to get from the farmlands into the city proper. Some places had suburbs. Lincoln was just surrounded by farmland. You could go from cornfields to downtown in five minutes and not once get on a freeway. 

    We arrived at The Ranch. I parked my car and we headed inside, Missy clinging to me. Our heels clicked together. We were so overdressed, and I didn't care. We were going to have fun tonight, both of us looking so pretty. 

    I felt so wicked with my date on my arm. My barely legal mistress. My futa-dick throbbed in delight. In another time, we would want to keep our affair a secret, but I loved flaunting it. Taylor didn't mind. She was going to get all the action she wanted at the futa-library tonight. She would come home dripping in girl-cum and smiling. 

    “Ah, Senator Tanner,” the maître d' said when I walked in. “And your lovely friend.” 

    “Mistress,” I corrected, groping Missy's ass. 

    “Yes, yes,” he said, keeping a straight face. “We have your usual table. Brad will be your server tonight.” 

    The restaurant didn't let their female wait staff attend me. They had learned I would just get their waitresses sucking my cock beneath the table, or I would slip into the private dining room reserved for parties to fuck them. 

    Of even just fuck them bent over my table for anyone to watch. 

    They were such spoilsports. There were more than a few cute waitresses, but slowly the owner had been hiring men for the job. I supposed it was my fault for having a favorite restaurant, but, still, it was hot having a waitress deliver your food and then suck your girl-cock. 

    Or eat out my date's pussy. 

    Brad was a tall, young man. Chiseled face. Far, far too masculine for his own good. I would love to gender-swap him. I bet he would make a gorgeous woman. She could be called Barb and have huge tits and give amazing head. 

    I took my seat at the small, intimate booth. It was in a part of the restaurant that gave a couple privacy. Meaning, it was unlikely any of the other patrons would get to see my naughty antics. The owner tolerated them since one of his business partners was Sallie Mae Donovan who was my biggest donor and sponsor. 

    She had made me into a futa. 

    “A bottle of red,” I said. “A good one, Brad. We're celebrating.” 

    “What?” asked Brad. 

    “Our one month anniversary,” I said. I glanced at Missy. “And something else.” 

    “Something amazing,” she said, her hand sliding up beneath my tight skirt to grab my futa-cock. 

    “Congrats,” Brad said. “I'll be right back with it.” 

    “Mmm, hurry,” moaned Missy. “I'm thirsty.” 

    Before Brad had even turned to go, she ducked her head down. She had been such a shy thing the day I took her virginity, now she initiated the fun. I groaned, closing my eyes and enjoying her warm, wet mouth sliding over my futa-dick. 

    She slid her lips over my cock and sucked on me with hunger. My pussy clenched at the force of her passion. I shuddered, my heart pounding in my chest. Her sucking mouth felt incredible. I groaned at her nursing. She sucked with passion.  

    “Missy!” I moaned, enjoying my sexy mistress sucking on my futa-dick. 

    I grabbed my phone out of my clutch purse and snapped a photo of the girl's mouth wrapped around my futa-dick and sent it to my wife. I captioned it: “Enjoy book club. I'm having a blast.” 

    I hit send then set my phone back on the table. I leaned back in the booth and savored the feel of the girl's naughty mouth. She bobbed her head. She worked her lips up and down my futa-cock. It was incredible.  

    Missy nursed with absolute passion. 

    She sucked on me, her cheeks hollowing. I groaned, my twat clenching. The pleasure swelled and swelled in me. I whimpered and moaned, my nipples throbbing against the material of my dress. I placed my hand on the back of Missy's head, gripping her black locks.  

    “Oh, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Missy. Ooh, the way you suck cock.” My pussy clenched again. She sucked so hard. “Aphrodite!” 

    I shuddered there as Brad appeared. His smile half-slipped as he realized what my mistress was doing. He sat down the two wine glasses then popped the cork on the bottle. He poured the two glasses, his cheeks growing redder. 

    I just smiled as Missy sucked with such force on my girl-cock. Her hand slid up my thigh and found the folds of my pussy. She stroked through my trimmed, blonde bush to rub at my hot cuntlips. I shuddered in delight as she caressed up and down my petals.  

    “Mmm, she's such a delight,” I said. “Leave the bottle.” 

    “Yes, Senator Tanner.” He cleared his throat. “I'll, uh, come back for your order.” 

    I winked at him. “She'll be done soon. She's...” I gasped as Missy thrust two of her fingers into my cunt. “Oh, she's eager to drink my girl-cum.” 

    Brad fled. 

    I shuddered, my cunt clenching on those probing fingers. The naughty girl worked them in and out of me while sucking on my girl-dick. I smiled, reveling in this wonderful delight. She was so intoxicating. I could just love her forever. 

    I leaned back in the booth and just let her work her digits in and out of me. There were no problems here. No committees. No boring meetings. This was the joy of being a futa-politician: enjoying the sexy, young things who worshiped you with their mouths and fingers. 

    “Oh, Goddess,” I moaned, my pussy gripping her digits. “Mmm, you naughty thing. You're going to make me explode.” 

    She sucked hard on me. She nursed with passion on me. I groaned at the way she sucked. How she bobbed her head, working her mouth up and down my dick. It was fantastic. I closed my eyes, loving how she nursed with such passion on my dick. It was incredible. 

    I rose towards my orgasm. I would have such a huge eruption of cum. Just a mighty burst of jizz flooding into her mouth. My toes curled. It was fantastic. I shuddered, loving every moment of her nursing on me. 

    “Yes, yes, yes, that's amazing!” I gasped. “Missy!” 

    She swirled her tongue around my futa-dick and thrust a third finger into my twat. I gasped at that. My snatch squeezed down around her digits. I trembled there, my boobs jiggling. This was incredible. My toes curled in my shoes, my orgasm building faster and faster. 

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

    I rose towards that moment of my eruption. She nursed on me. My sexy mistress made me feel amazing. She jammed her digits deep into my cunt. She wiggled them around in me. My face scrunched up. My breasts jiggled in my blouse. 

    Her tongue caressed slowly over the crown of my cock in this delicious, teasing manner. I gasped and bucked. I whimpered, my cunt clenching down on her fingers. She nursed with such passion on my dick. 

    “Yes!” I gasped and came. 

    My futa-jizz pumped into her mouth. Spurt after spurt of my spunk flooded the back of her throat. Stars fluttered before my eyes. I squirmed, rubbing into the back of the chair. My pussy convulsed and writhed around her digits. 

    She sucked and slurped and gulped down the cum that burst out of my futa-dick. I shuddered as she drank it down. She swallowed every last drop of spunk that fired out of my cock. I emptied my ovaries in her. 

    “Missy!” I moaned, savoring her sucking on my dick. My pussy rippled around her fingers. She shoved them deep in me. “Aphrodite, you're amazing.” 

    I spurted a final blast into her mouth. She sucked hard and then popped her lips off. She sat up, licking her chops. She looked so naughty there. I grinned at her and then cupped her face. I kissed her hard. I thrust my tongue into her mouth and swirled about. 

    She kissed me back with such hunger, sharing my own futa-cum with me. I savored that intoxicating delight. My futa-dick throbbed. I was so eager to make love to her. I had such a big surprise for Taylor. I just hoped she would find it amazing. 

    I broke the kiss and panted. I glanced out and noticed at the one table you could see this booth from. There sat George Markins. I smiled at the reporter as Missy leaned back in her seat. If he wanted to broadcast our affair, I was fine with that. 

    “Oh, that was delicious,” Missy said. She grabbed her own glass of wine. Yes, she was eighteen. Who cared, she was an adult. She sipped it and shuddered in delight. “Wine and cum. Yum.” 

    I winked at her. 

    Then she gasped. “I didn't waste the treatment?” 

    “It's not the next time I cum,” I told her. “It's the next time I cum in a hot, juicy pussy that it works.” 

    Relief spilled across her face. “That's good. I didn't want to ruin it. I want everything to be perfect.” 

    “It will be,” I told her. I squeezed her hand. “Taylor will love it.” I hoped. I hadn't talked to my wife about it. She had been a little jealous of Missy lately and...  

    Had Taylor leaked this story to the press? A chill ran through me. 

    Then I shook my head. No, no, Taylor was behind my career. She had pushed me to become a politician. She wanted me to be the first woman Governor of Nebraska. Even the first woman President of the United States. 

    Now I would be the first futa to hold those offices. It made my futa-dick throb just thinking about it. I shuddered, wanting to fuck Missy hard, but I also wanted to have a delicious dinner first then have her for dessert. 

    Brad returned, cautiously, until he saw Missy sitting up. He took our orders. I had the porterhouse with mushrooms while Missy went with a sirloin with this delicious brandy sauce that they made here fresh at The Ranch. The steaks came. They were delicious, and so was the cob salad I ordered on the side. 

    We ate. We laughed. We shared bites of meat. 

    It was a delicious dinner. Then we lingered over our wine for a bit while my dick grew harder and harder. I had to enjoy my dessert. My sexy date. I could drive her to my place or hers, but I was too horny for that. 

    And it was hotter here. 

    “Dessert?” Brad asked us. 

    “Mmm, I think I'll have some pussy,” I told him and then just slipped beneath the table. 

    I loved the shock on his face I witnessed right before I vanished beneath the dark space created by the tablecloth. It was so cozy down here. The scent of hot pussies filled the air. My spicy delight and Missy's sweet cream. I breathed in heavily, loving the heady mix of aromas.  

    I pushed my date's thighs apart. My sexy mistress didn't resist me. I heard her ordering a lava cake, the naughty girl. She could enjoy her dessert as I feasted on mine. That sweet scent filled my nose. That intoxicating aroma beckoned me on to her barely legal twat. 

    Every politician needed an eighteen-year-old girl for their mistress. It was a delicious treat. 

    I pressed my face between her thighs, my hair brushing her skin. The sweet aroma of her pussy filled my nose. I knew she wasn't wearing panties. I could just smell that delicious, young twat too strongly for that. 

    I followed the narrowing V of her thighs. They guided my pussy to her twat. My lips nuzzled into her shaved pussy. I savored the sweet aroma of her pussy spilling over my lips. This wonderful and intoxicating delight. My tongue flicked through her folds, stroking her petals. 

    She gasped as I did that. Her thighs squeezed about my head. She held me tight. I groaned as she did. She humped against me, grinding her juicy twat on my face. I loved the taste of her sweet cream spilling over my lips. It was a wonderful treat.  

    Something I would treasure. 

    “Jessabelle!” she moaned as I thrust my tongue into her twat. “Yes, yes, that's so good. Oh, that's amazing.” 

    I licked and lapped at her cunt. I caressed her naughty flesh. She shuddered and whimpered. Her moans drifted down to me feasting. I loved feasting on my nubile mistress's yummy cunt. I wanted to take a picture of this moment and send it to my wife. 

    A pussy-snorkeling selfie. Proof of my wicked affair. 

    But I'd left my phone up on the table. 

    So I just devoured my dessert. I feasted on that wonderful twat. My tongue flicked up and down her young and fertile pussy, my futa-cock aching and throbbing. I thrust my tongue into her depths and swirled around in her. I caressed her. Loved her.  

    Her pussy clenched around my tongue. Her thighs gripped my head. She held me tight to her pussy. She humped against me, smearing her shaved pussy lips across my face. Her sweet cream adorned my cheeks and nose. 

    I breathed in that intoxicating breath. 

    “Ooh, thank you,” Missy said. “I love lava cake.” 

    Brad cleared his throat. “I, uh, hope you two enjoy your desserts.” 

    “Jessabelle is enjoying hers,” Missy purred. “Ooh, she's got her tongue so deep in me.” 

    “Well, uh, enjoy,” the waiter said then his footsteps hurried off. 

    “I will,” purred Missy. 

    She was such a wicked thing. I had corrupted this sweet and innocent girl. I was so glad her father offered her up as a bribe. She was intoxicating. I thrust my tongue into her twat. I stirred around in her, licking, lapping, gathering up her sweet cream. 

    She whimpered and moaned. She humped against me, thighs gripping my head. I heard her groan. Was she eating her lava cake while I was eating her out? I hoped so. What a delicious and wicked thing she was. 

    Her pussy grew hotter and hotter. My tongue danced around in her fertile depths, my futa-cock throbbing to be in her. My ovaries burned with this wild heat. This was such a delicious treat. I flicked my tongue up and brushed her clit. 

    She gasped, “Jessabelle!” 

    I swirled my tongue around her clit. I loved the feel of her bud against my tongue. I caressed her. Licked at her. I savored the delight of feasting on her cunt. I would make her explode. Just drink down every drop of pussy cream in her. 

    I nibbled on her bud. My lips worked around that naughty clit. I sucked on her. She gasped, her moans louder than the general hum of conversation around the room. I swirled my tongue about her, wanting her to explode. 

    “Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, my god, that's good. That's so good. Jessabelle. Mmm, I love this. I love you.” 

    Her admission sent a wild thrill through me. I sucked harder on her clit. My tongue danced around her bud. She gasped and ground her cunt against my face. Her hot flesh smothered my lips with her passion. 

    Then she squealed. Her pussy cream gushed out. I groaned and drank my lovely dessert. I gulped down all the wonderful passion that poured out of my mistress's cunt. This heady rush rippled out of my twat. My futa-dick throbbed and ached. 

    It was amazing. Just delicious to drink. 

    “Jessabelle! Love you! I love you so much!” 

    Her groans were intoxicating. I licked and lapped at her cunt, drinking her cream, giving her as much pleasure as she gave me. The vinyl of the booth's cushion creaked beneath her. I drank down her cream. 

    It was fantastic.  

    She shuddered and then her thighs relaxed from about my head. I took a last, lingering lick at her slit before I pulled my face away. Then I crawled out, her cream dripping down my features. I sat beside her. 

    She stared at me, her eyes lidded with dewy passion. Those blue sapphires shone. She had chocolate on her lips, a half-eaten lava cake before her, the molten chocolate in the middle oozing out and soaking the sponge cake. 

    I kissed her, savoring the bitterness of the chocolate mixed with the sweetness of her pussy. She moaned, her lips working against mine. She cupped my face, smearing chocolate on my cheek. I didn't care. I kissed her, feeling George Markins watching us.  

    Let him watch. I had made his wife cum on my cock. I should take her to dinner. That would be hot. 

    But I would want Missy or Taylor with me. Or both. The four of us could have a wild time.  

    I broke the kiss and stared at my mistress in the eyes. “I love you, Missy.” 

    “As much as you love your wife?” she asked. 

    “Can't I love you in different ways?” I asked her. “Don't start getting jealous on me. Who's getting my delicious gift?” 

    She smiled. “I am.” She grabbed my cock. “Are we really going to have a baby?” 

    “That's what the treatment does. It's magic. Only way for futas to impregnate other women. I will breed the first pussy I cum in.” I licked her lips. “That's yours.” 

    She gripped my cock hard. “I can't believe it. We've only been dating a month, but I want this. I want to be a mother so badly. I thought it would be with a guy, but you... You're so much better than any guy I dated.” 

    “They couldn't be that impressive if you never gave up that cherry,” I said. 

    She giggled wickedly.  

    I just knew the treatment from Dr. Gwen and Dr. Charlize's fertility clinic in Seattle would work. The only way for a futa to breed a girl. Taylor and I were too busy running my political career to have children, but Missy... 

    She could have our babies. I wanted to surprise Taylor with this. 

    I grabbed the fork and cut off a bite of the lava cake. I popped it into my mouth, the sponge cake moist, the chocolate rich and bitter. It was so warm and gooey. I loved it. I cut off another bite and held it up to her mouth. 

    She opened wide. I grinned as I fed my sexy mistress the rich dessert. Then I got to lick her lips to clean off the chocolate sauce on them. That led to more kissing. More wonderful delights as Brad hovered on the edge to give us the bill. 

    I pulled out my credit card and handed it over. “Put 30% tip on there for you.” 

    “Thanks, Senator,” he said, grinning now. 

    I winked at him and then poured us each another glass of wine. I leaned over and whispered. “Now, I could breed you at your home or mine? Or we could slip into the restroom here and be dirty, nasty sluts? Where do you want me to fuck you hard and knock you up?” 

    She shivered and then said something absolutely filthy. “Will you fuck me in the ass first?” 

    How could I not love this girl? 

    I signed the credit card slip, pocketed my card, and then pulled her to the restroom. I pushed her into one of the single-occupancy bathrooms and locked the door. It smelled of fresh orange cleaner—The Ranch prided itself on its immaculate facilities—and shoved her back to the counter. 

    I bent her over and hiked her skirt, my futa-dick tenting my dress. Her rump came into view. That peachy ass that I wanted to fuck so hard. Just ram it into her bowels and erupt in her. Then I would go for the true delight. 

    Breeding her pussy. 

    I hiked my skirt. My futa-dick flopped out and smacked her in the rump. In the mirror, I watched the reflection of her face twisting in eager anticipation. She wiggled her hips back and forth, her eyes so wild. She was so eager for me to slam into her asshole.  

    I slid my cock into her crack, my spongy crown vanishing into that naughty valley. I slid down her crevasse, shuddering at the feel of her flesh about me. I found her asshole. I groaned and thrust into her bowels.  

    Her anal ring surrendered with eager ease to my thick futa-dick. I had plundered her anal sheath before. Missy loved it up the ass. Joy burst across her face, reflecting back at me in the mirror. I smiled as I sank to the hilt in her naughty hole. I loved the delight of her velvety flesh massaging my dick. 

    I slid to the hilt in her. I groaned as I bottomed out in her bowels. It was incredible to feel. I shuddered as my dick twitched and throbbed in her asshole. It was just an absolute delight to experience. I gripped her hips. 

    Sodomized her hard. 

    “Yes, yes, yes!” grunted the naughty girl as I reamed out her bowels. “Oh, that's so good, Jessabelle. Fuck my ass! Ram that big dick in me. I want it so dirty when you breed me.” 

    “You nasty slut!” I groaned, slamming to the hilt in her. “Oh, you nasty whore!” 

    I pounded her hard and fast. I buried into her bowels over and over again. I plunged to the hilt in her. She felt incredible. I loved every moment of thrusting into her. I fucked her hard and fast. I buried to the hilt in her velvety sheath.  

    Her bowels squeezed about my clit-dick. She held me tight. I groaned at the feel of her gripping me. The ache grew at the tip of my futa-cock. Her hips wiggled from side to side. It was incredible to enjoy. A true delight to experience. 

    “Yes, yes, yes,” she groaned, her bowels clenching around me. I reveled in her hot grip. I thrust into her while my pussy grew hotter and hotter. My ovaries tighter and tighter. “Oh, Jessabelle, I'm going to cum.” 

    “Mmm, just milking my dick. Yeah, you want my cum in your asshole and your pussy. You want it all your holes.” 

    “God, yes!” She threw back her head, her black hair flying about her face. “Oh, Jessabelle, this is so hot I love it. The restaurants. The dates. Your cock in my ass!” 

    “God, you're such a wicked thing,” I moaned, pumping away at her. “Just a naughty, little slut.” 

    “Your slut, Jessabelle!” 

    I groaned and slammed hard into her bowels. Her flesh gripped me. My orgasm swelled and swelled with my every thrust into her velvety sheath. Her asshole massaged my dick, sending such sweet delight flowing down my cock to my cunt. 

    My snatch grew hotter and hotter. My bush dripped with my pussy cream. Dribbles ran down my thighs. My twat clenched every time I thrust into her bowels. My ovaries grew warmer and warmer, aching to flood her asshole with my cum. 

    Not yet. I was getting there. 

    I gripped her hips as I fucked into her bowels. They were such a sweet delight. I couldn't hold out much longer. I was eager to get to breeding her pussy. I wanted to spurt my cum into her snatch and make a baby in her. 

    A woman breeding a woman. 

    “Aphrodite, yes!” I howled and slammed to the hilt in my mistress's asshole. 

    I erupted. 

    Just the idea of breeding her was too much. I came so fast. I bucked, my tits heaving as I dumped my cum into her bowels. I gripped her hips as I basted her asshole with all my futa-cum. I fired so much jizz into her. 

    “Jessabelle!” she groaned, her bowels clenching about my futa-dick. “Yes, yes, I love it when you cum in me!” 

    Her asshole rippled around my cock. 

    “Oh, Missy, I love you!” I moaned as her climaxing asshole massaged my cock. 

    It was such a wonderful treat to feel my fertile mistress's bowels rippling around my clit-dick. She worked out the cum from my ovaries. I basted her. Each blast sent pleasure shooting to my mind. My thoughts electrified. Felt amazing. 

    I loved every moment of it. My thoughts burst with such wild sparks. I groaned, shuddering through the wild delight. I hit the peak of my pleasure. I fired the last of my cum into her bowels, my tits rising and falling in my dress. 

    “Now rip that dirty dick out of my asshole and breed my cunt!” she moaned. “Please, please, I need it.” 

    “Oh, you are such a kinky thing,” I moaned. 

    “Well, I did let my father trade my virginity for concessions.”  

    “No, you just used that as an excuse to meet me and fuck me,” I purred, my cock throbbing in her bowels. 

    “It was both.” She threw a look over her shoulder. “I wish I hadn't. I didn't expect to love you, Jessabelle. Just... enjoy you and help my dad out.” 

    I winked at her and pulled out of her. She groaned and then gasped as I popped out of her bowels. I slid my cock down to the wet folds of her pussy. I rubbed against her clean pussy cream, smearing my dirty dick up and down her hot flesh. 

    “Ready to buff my dick clean of your naughty asshole?” I purred. 

    “Ready to breed my dirty cunt,” she moaned. “Ooh, I want it in me so badly, Jessabelle. Knock me up. I want your baby! I love you!” 

    “Love you!” I moaned and thrust. 

    I buried to the hilt in her, my heart beating for joy. I loved two women. My gender-swapped wife and my barely legal mistress. They were both amazing in their own ways. I groaned as I buried to the hilt in her hot, juicy cunt. 

    Pleasure rushed down my futa-dick still sensitive from unloading in her bowels. Her hot twat squeezed about me, buffing my cock clean of her asshole. I loved the feel of her hot flesh around me. I drew back, savoring her twat polishing my pole. 

    “Missy!” I moaned. 

    “Yes, yes, yes,” she gasped. “Ooh, I'll clean your dick, Jessabelle.” 

    “Such an anal slut!” I moaned and thrust back into her cunt. 

    I grabbed her butt-cheeks, pulling them apart. I loved how her asshole winked at me. My futa-cum bubbled out of her. A thick line of it ran down her taint to the pussy lips that I fucked. My cum spilled over her folds and reached my dirty dick pumping in and out of her cunt. 

    I drove some of my cum into her pussy. 

    I shuddered at how hot that was. I dug my fingers into her butt-cheeks as I fucked her hard. I plunged into her pussy again and again. I savored the way she squeezed about me. How her cunt gripped me. Held me tight. 

    “Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, glancing at my reflection in the mirror. My blonde hair danced around my flushed face. My blue eyes sparkled with the delight I took in hammering her asshole. I rammed into her with powerful strokes. 

    “Oh, my god, yes, yes!” she moaned, her blue eyes twinkling in the mirror, too. Her black hair fell about her youthful face. “Jessabelle!” 

    “Mmm, polish that dick!” I moaned. “Get me all nice and pristine for when I cum in your pussy.” 

    “When you breed me!” Her pussy clamped down tight on my cock. 

    I gasped as I drew back, her twat buffing my futa-dick clean. I could feel it. I thrust back into her juicy depths, reveling in the silky delight of burying to the hilt in her cunt again and again. She felt amazing. Just a delight. I groaned, my dick throbbing. Aching. 

    I slammed harder into her. faster. My pussy cream dripped down my thighs now. The air brimmed with our passion. Sweet cunt. Spicy twat. Salty cum. I breathed it in as I churned up her pussy with my big futa-dick. 

    “Oh, yes, yes, that's good,” I groaned. “Aphrodite, I'm going to breed this pussy.” 

    “Breed me!” she moaned. “Knock me up. I want you to pump all that cum into me. I need it. I need it so badly.” 

    “I bet you do,” I groaned, slamming into her pussy. “Ooh, that's amazing. That's the best. I'm going to pump so much jizz into your snatch. Just flood you with every drop of cum into your twat that I can. You'll be dripping my cum for days. Won't that be hot?” 

    “Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped. “You're going to knock me up. You're going to be the futa-momma to my baby!” 

    “Goddess, yes!” 

    I thrust as hard as I could, my orgasm hurtling closer and closer. Our moans and gasps echoed through the bathroom as I drilled my cock into her pussy. I buried to the hilt in her again and again. I fucked her with all the passion I had. I held nothing back. 

    I rammed my clit-dick to the hilt in her again and again. My fingers dug into her rump. I massaged her ass as I fucked her cunt. Her face twisted in the mirror, her cheeks flushed with her excitement. She rocked back into my thrusts. 

    “Jessabelle!” she moaned, her cunt clamping down on me. “I'm almost there.” 

    “Cum on my dick!” I gasped. “I want to feel that pussy writhing and spasming around my futa-cock!” 

    “I want that, too!” she cried out. “Breed me!” 

    Her pussy convulsed around my futa-dick. 

    I buried my cock into her buffing depths. She polished my dick. I threw back my head, my hands gripping her butt-cheeks. My breasts bounced in my dress as I erupted. My futa-cock pumped my enchanted seed into her cunt. 

    I felt it. The magic of this moment. I was breeding her. I was knocking up my mistress. The pleasure hammered my mind. My pussy convulsed while hers writhed around my spurting clit-dick. Waves of delight washed through my body. Every bit of me shuddered in delight. 

    “Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, pumping my jizz into her twat.  

    “Just flood me, Jessabelle!” she groaned, her pussy milking my futa-dick, her cunt hungry for my seed. “Pump that spunk into my body. Ooh, yes, this is amazing.” 

    “I'm breeding you!” I howled. 

    I shuddered, my futa-dick spurting more and more cum into her fertile pussy. I emptied my ovaries in her. She groaned, her pussy milking me dry. I could feel her working out all that spunk. She drained every bit of me with that hot sheath. 

    I hit the peak of my orgasm. I shuddered there, just knowing Taylor would love my surprise. The three of us would have a daughter to raise. It would be fantastic. It would create such a scandal. I couldn't wait for the controversy. 

    I buzzed from the delight of breeding Missy as we left the restaurant, dressed and smiling.  

    But I was the one in for a surprise as I stepped out and found the press outside. I blinked in shock as they were crowding the exit, running up to ask questions. Missy gasped, clinging to me as the bright lights of their camcorders were shining in our face. 

    “Is it true that Ronald Fillmore sold his daughter to you for your support, Senator Tanner!” one reporter shouted from my right. 

    “Any comment on the video that purportedly shows you agreeing to support the bill in exchange for Missy Fillmore's virginity?” another asked. 

    Video? “No comment,” I said, panic surging through me. “We're just having a date, okay?” 

    “Is Missy Fillmore's presence tonight proof that you're still doing favors for Ronald Fillmore and AgriBiz?” a third asked. 

    “The video is quite damning,” the second reporter said. “It clearly shows you accepting Ronald's bribe of his daughter.” 

    I pushed through the crowd, panic filling me. Missy clung to me, whimpering, as the questions surrounded us. What was going on? A video? Who had recorded us? What was going on? I pushed her into my car and then climbed in after, the questions shouting at me from a dozen directions. 

    I put my car into reverse, the journalists moving out of the way to let me leave. But they were still at my window, asking questions. Missy cowered in the seat, holding up her purse to hide her face. I drove forward, stunned. 

    “W-what is going on, Jessabelle?” she whimpered. 

    I grabbed her hand as I drove onto the street. “I have no idea.” I fished out my phone and saw a dozen messages from my wife. “It's bad, though.” 

    I shivered and realized I had my first political scandal. Unlike enjoying my mistress, this was not the fun I thought it would be. This wasn't the scandal that I thought I would have. My fear weighed down my stomach as I raced home to figure out what to do about this.  

    And to find out if I was any trouble.  

    To be continued... 

    Want to read the next part? Click here for Futa's Naughty Scandal Erupts! 

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

      

   

 Sneak Preview of “Hot Wife Sells Out” 

    I made her cum. 

    “Yes, yes, yes!” she groaned as my tongue licked up her tangy juices with hunger. 

    “You did it, Jess,” my husband panted, his voice so husky. 

    “Yes, you did!” Mrs. Donovan moaned as I ripped my fingers out of her cunt. 

    I sealed my lips around her pussy and drank the juices gushing out of her with hunger. It was so wild. Her pussy cream ran down my chin and neck. More dripped from my digits. Her body shuddered. Her clit pulsed. 

    And then it grew. It pressed forward, brushing my lips. I gasped and pulled my head back. My eyes focused on that pink bud growing with pulses. It swelled thicker. Longer. My jaw dropped. I couldn't believe what I was staring at. 

    “Yes!” Mrs. Donovan moaned, her entire body shaking. “Mmm, look at that. Yes, yes, yes, that's my girl-dick growing. Isn't that just a sexy thing?” 

    “I... That's...” I swallowed, staring in awe at her clit growing thicker. Longer. She was swelling up before me. My eyes bulged as I saw the shape that it was taking. The shaft grew fleshy. The tip stayed pink, though. It grew spongy. A slit appeared. “You're growing a dick, Mrs. Donovan.” 

    “I know,” she purred, her eyes wild with delight. 

    If you want to read more about Jessebella's campaign, click here for Hot Wife Sells Out (Hot Futa Politics 1))! 
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 Naughty Excerpt from “Futa's Naughty Scandal Erupts” 

    “Oh, Missy!” I moaned. “Taylor. Aphrodite, that's so good. Oh, yes, yes, that's amazing. Taylor, your tongue... Ooh, your tongue is amazing, and Missy... I love your sucking my dick!” 

    “Mmm, just relax,” Taylor purred into my cunt. Her tongue thrust into my depths.  

    I shuddered, Missy sucking hard. My special night was ruined. I was so eager to surprise my wife with the fact I had bred Missy. That she was pregnant with my futa-daughter. The girl had been eager to be bred, wanting my baby. My wife and I had always been too busy with our careers as lawyers than my campaign to be a politician to have children. 

    Missy having a child for the three of us to love was perfect. 

    And Jeffery Hormel ruined it with his spy-camera. 

    But it was hard to think about that with my loving wife and naughty mistress pleasing me. Taylor had her tongue swirling around in my cunt. She jammed it into my depths and stimulated me. It was incredible to feel. I loved every moment of her tongue dancing through my folds. The bliss rushed up to the tip of my cock buried in naughty Missy's mouth. 

    Her tongue danced around the sensitive crown. She stroked me. Stimulated me. She gave me such wonderful pleasure. It was incredible to experience. A true delight to enjoy. I squirmed on the couch and savored them both pleasing me. 

    “Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Oh, my god, that's good. That's amazing. Don't stop. You two are wonderful. I love you both.” 

    My gender-swapped wife nibbled on my labia. Missy sucked hard on my clit-dick. My ovaries tightened. They brimmed with my next load of futa-cum that would explode out of me. Just a mighty burst of spunk that would erupt out of my girl-cock and shower the air. It would be incredible. I groaned, loving it. 

    “Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped. “That's so good. That's amazing. You're going to make me explode. Oh, my god, yes, yes, that's awesome. That's stupendous. I love it. I fucking love what you're doing to me. Ooh, yes, yes, I'm going to erupt. I'm going to explode. Don't stop!” 

    Missy sucked hard. 

    To find out what happens next, read on! 
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 Futa's Naughty Scandal Erupts 

    My special night was ruined. 

    I came home to find my gender-swapped wife, Taylor, in the living room pacing back and forth. It was her book club night at the futa-library. She should be dripping in pussy cream and futa-cum, looking thoroughly fucked and utterly satiated. 

    Instead, she had a pensive look on her face as she snapped up to me. I came in wearing my black party dress and trailed by my mistress, the cute and adorable Missy Fillmore. My eighteen-year-old girlfriend that I had been enjoying an amazing evening with until we were ambushed by the press. 

    “What is going on?” I asked my wife. “I was mobbed by reporters. They said that we were being filmed when we talked to Ronald Fillmore.” 

    That had been a month ago. Ronald Fillmore was the owner of AgroBiz, one of the corporate farms here in Nebraska. Long gone were the days when most farms in America were run by independent farmers. They still existed, but many of them had sold out to various corporations. Monsanto, an international monstrosity, was the largest, but there were some local ones like AgroBiz. Ronald wanted some regulations removed so that he could better compete with Monsanto.  

    He offered his eighteen-year-old, virgin daughter as a bribe for my cooperation. The perfect thing to entice a horny futa-politician. I couldn't say no to the very willing and nubile cutie. Missy had been trembling but eager to be deflowered by my big futa-dick. 

    “Oh, they filmed us, Jessabelle,” Taylor said. My wife pulled out her phone and held it up. “I got a hold of the original that's made the rounds amid all the news organizations.”  

    She hit play. There was a color video of my office in the capitol building. I was a state senator for Nebraska. The footage came from a camera in the ceiling. You could see me working and then Taylor coming in. We talked for a moment and then there was Ronald Fillmore. 

    “Holy shit,” I groaned. “I had just been fucked by Sallie Mae Donovan, too.” 

    “That's on a different video,” she said. “But it's being ignored by most of the media in exchange for this one.” 

    And there it was, the moment Ronald brought in his daughter and showed her off. It was clear he was offering her to me. Then he left and my wife and I enjoyed her. We fucked Missy hard in my office. Using her. 

    “Where did this come from?” I asked, slumping down on the couch. Missy whimpered and snuggled up to me. She held me tight and kissed my cheek. She was such a sweet thing. 

    Taylor stared at us, her face expressionless. She had her arms folded before her low-cut bodice. She was in casual clothes for her book club. Her black hair fell about her face, her green eyes unreadable. 

    Was she mad that Missy had comforted me? I found the girl intoxicating. She was my mistress. I was a politician, so having a side-piece practicality came with the territory. Of course, Taylor knew about her. We had shared her many times the last month. 

    “Taylor,” I repeated, “where did this come from? That's in my office.” 

    “And the state police have already recovered the camera and are looking into that,” said Taylor. “But rumors I've heard say it's Stacy Hormel's ex-husband.” 

    I blinked. Stacey Hormel had been my Republican opponent in the election. At our debate last year, I had seduced her and fucked her hard. She had not only quit her campaign, but came out of the closet as a lesbian, divorced her husband, and endorsed me. We had a fling for a few weeks. Her husband had tried to take her place as a last-minute write-in candidate. 

    He'd failed miserably. He'd hated me ever since. 

    “This is how George Markins knew to ask those questions,” I said, fuming. George was a reporter for the Lincoln Gazette who'd come to my office. “Now we know how he knew.” 

    “He guessed, anyways, Jessabelle,” said Taylor. “The only saving grace is there's no audio. It's all muffled garbage. It was installed next to the HVAC duct and you just hear rattling from it. But it still looks bad. It's clear he's offering Nissy up to be fucked, and then you go and get a bill through committee that helps his company out.” 

    “Oh, my Goddess,” I whimpered. “Oh, my Goddess. That's bribery. I could have an ethics investigation. The police could investigate me for corruption. I could go to prison, Taylor.” 

    I stared at my wife, the panic bubbling through me. She had tried to stop me from taking the virgin bribe, telling me no, but I just couldn't resist Missy. She shifted beside me on the couch as I sucked in rapid breaths. The room spun around me. 

    “I won't become governor. It was just a little favor. No money. Missy was willing. She wanted to be fucked by me. It was hardly even a bribe. Politicians do these things all the time. But they don't get caught.” The words spilled out of my mouth. “I'm going to go to prison. They'll lock me up. Make an example out of me.” 

    I gripped the couch cushion, darkness devouring the edges of my vision. This pressure pushed on my chest, forcing me to gulp even faster breaths. My heart screamed in my chest, beating a thousand miles a minute and... 

    My wife sucked on my clit. 

    I gasped in shock at the feel of her lips sealed on my aching nub. When had she fallen to her knees before me? Pushed up my skirt? But there she was, sucking on my clit. She was nuzzled into my blonde hair and nursing on my naughty bud. 

    With a groan, I let my clit sprout.  

    My dick grew into a cock, the pleasure soothing away the panic. I regained my breath, no long hyperventilating. The world grew sharper once more as Taylor kept sucking on my growing futa-dick. She stared up at me, her green eyes reassuring. 

    “Taylor,” I groaned at my wife. I loved her. Loved Missy, too. “Taylor, thank you.” 

    I needed this. Losing my head wouldn't help in this crisis. 

    I closed my eyes as my futa-dick reached its full girth. Stretching out Taylor's mouth. Her lips slid up and down the shaft. She sucked on it. I groaned at the powerful suction. It reached down to my cunt. my twat clenched, the heat rushing through me. 

    That felt amazing. I bit my lip and arched my back, my blonde hair rustling about my face. Missy shifted beside me. Then the cute thing sank to the floor next to Taylor. My mistress leaned her head in, nuzzling her cheek against my gender-swapped wife.  

    Taylor popped her mouth off my cock and passed it over to Missy. The cutie sucked it into her mouth, her eyes staring up at me with a look of gentle love. She was such a naughty girl, and could be positively filthy when horny, but right now she was full of compassion. 

    “Oh, Missy, thank you, too,” I moaned as the naughty girl nursed. 

    “Just relax,” Taylor said. “Politicians have survived worse. You will, too. We'll figure it out.” 

    I nodded and then gasped as Taylor nuzzled her lips into my pussy. My wife licked at my cunt with her expert tongue. She knew my pussy better than anyone. She licked and lapped through my folds. She caressed me with hunger. I shuddered at her touch. It was such a sweet thing to enjoy.  

    I squirmed on the couch, my thighs opening wide than then squeezing close about their faces. They were both so wonderful. Missy sucked hard while Taylor ran her tongue through my folds. She licked me in just the right way, stirring such delight through me. 

    I groaned, my heart pumping wild heat through my veins. It was such a delight to experience. My toes curled in my heels. My nipples throbbed against the fabric of my dress. It had a halter-top bodice, the cloth cupping my tits and then tying behind my neck. I reached behind me, undid the knots. 

    My small, perky tits spilled into sight. I grabbed them both, moaning as my wife and mistress licked my cunt and sucked my futa-dick. They both made me feel amazing. My orgasm swelled in the depths of my twat. 

    “Oh, Missy!” I moaned. “Taylor. Aphrodite, that's so good. Oh, yes, yes, that's amazing. Taylor, your tongue... Ooh, your tongue is amazing, and Missy... I love your sucking my dick!” 

    “Mmm, just relax,” Taylor purred into my cunt. Her tongue thrust into my depths.  

    I shuddered, Missy sucking hard. My special night was ruined. I was so eager to surprise my wife with the fact I had bred Missy. That she was pregnant with my futa-daughter. The girl had been eager to be bred, wanting my baby. My wife and I had always been too busy with our careers as lawyers than my campaign to be a politician to have children. 

    Missy having a child for the three of us to love was perfect. 

    And Jeffery Hormel ruined it with his spy-camera. 

    But it was hard to think about that with my loving wife and naughty mistress pleasing me. Taylor had her tongue swirling around in my cunt. She jammed it into my depths and stimulated me. It was incredible to feel. I loved every moment of her tongue dancing through my folds. The bliss rushed up to the tip of my cock buried in naughty Missy's mouth. 

    Her tongue danced around the sensitive crown. She stroked me. Stimulated me. She gave me such wonderful pleasure. It was incredible to experience. A true delight to enjoy. I squirmed on the couch and savored them both pleasing me. 

    “Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Oh, my god, that's good. That's amazing. Don't stop. You two are wonderful. I love you both.” 

    My gender-swapped wife nibbled on my labia. Missy sucked hard on my clit-dick. My ovaries tightened. They brimmed with my next load of futa-cum that would explode out of me. Just a mighty burst of spunk that would erupt out of my girl-cock and shower the air. It would be incredible. I groaned, loving it. 

    “Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped. “That's so good. That's amazing. You're going to make me explode. Oh, my god, yes, yes, that's awesome. That's stupendous. I love it. I fucking love what you're doing to me. Ooh, yes, yes, I'm going to erupt. I'm going to explode. Don't stop!” 

    Missy sucked hard. 

    Taylor fluttered her tongue up and down my pussy folds. 

    “Aphrodite, yes!” I squealed and came. 

    My futa-cum fired into Missy's hungry mouth. The eighteen-year-old cutie sucked hard. She gulped down the cum, her blue eyes shining up at me as she loved me. The pleasure rushed through my body. It slammed into my mind. 

    At the same time, my pussy convulsed, waves of delight washing through my body. Juices gushed out and showered my naughty wife. She licked and lapped them up. She drank the cream that flowed out of me. I whimpered and groaned, trembling on the couch as they soothed me with their love. 

    “Thank you! Thank you!” I howled as the two delights swept over my mind. Rapture and ecstasy mixed and swirled over my thoughts. “I love you both.” 

    I hit the peak of my orgasm. I bucked, my bared tits jiggling. I squirmed in place, stars blazing across my eyes. They danced with such flickering passion. I sucked in deep breaths while my pleasure buzzed through me. 

    “Oh, Goddess,” I panted. “Oh, Goddess, what are we going to do?” 

    Taylor lifted her face, my pussy cream dripping from her features. She slid onto the couch on my left. I leaned against her the way I had when she had been a he. Her arm went around me. Missy popped her mouth off my girl-cock and snuggled up to my right side, clinging to me the way I clung to my wife. I felt her trembling. 

    “I'm so screwed, Taylor.” I bit my lip. “This looks bad.” 

    “We can tell them I'm pregnant,” Missy said. “It's already out in the local society pages that we're having an affair.” 

    “And then we fake miscarriage in a few months?” asked Taylor. “After the scandal has died down. And hope no one snoops around the local gynecologist offices and learn you haven't been going to them or that you weren't pregnant.” 

    “I am pregnant,” Missy said. 

    “Futa's can't knock up girls,” Taylor said. “That's the one nice thing about it. Jessabelle can fuck as many women as she wants and there's no risk of that complication.” 

    “There is a way,” I said and explained about FuTech Fertility Lab run by Dr. Gwen and Dr. Charlize. They had cracked the reproduction problem of futas through a magical elixir. “I drank it and when I came in Missy, I just knew that I had bred her.” 

    Taylor stared at me in shock. 

    “Are you mad?” I asked. “I wanted it to be a surprise. Both of us are too busy to get pregnant, so I thought Missy was perfect. I love her. I want her to be apart of our family.” 

    Taylor didn't immediately respond. She looked distant. Then she stood up, pulling away from me. Was she mad? She didn't look mad. She looked... hurt. My stomach lurched. I had thought she would be happy about it. 

    “There's only one way out of this,” she finally said. She stopped and turned to face me, her expression becoming resolute. 

    “What?” I asked, hope swelling through me. 

    “You have to throw me under the bus, Jessabelle.” 

    I blinked in confusion. “I'm not following you, Taylor.” 

    “Divorce me,” Taylor said, her face twisting with pain.  

    My jaw dropped. “I'm not going to divorce you, unless...” I swallowed. “Do you want to divorce me because of Missy? I love you both. I mean it, Taylor. You know us futas by now. We have big hearts. I can love you both. Don't leave me.” 

    “I don't want to divorce you, but there has to be a bad guy.” Taylor drew in a deep breath. “I told Sallie Mae Donovan I would do anything for your election. This is it. You will tell the press that I didn't like your affair with Missy. That I was jealous. It had been going on since she turned eighteen, so before that video was recorded. That was why Ronald Fillmore was there. You were meeting him because you're in love with her. I recorded it and then lied about the contents out of jealousy.” 

    “I can't do that to you!” I objected, standing up. “You wouldn't do that.” 

    “Doesn't matter what I do. We have to give the press a new story. Something salacious that will get their readers clicking on articles. A tawdry affair. A pregnant mistress. A jealous wife. These things will drive website clicks and sell papers. It will explain it all and leave you untainted.” Taylor swallowed. Pain flashed across her face. “Then you can marry Missy and be happy like you want.” 

    “Taylor!” I gasped and flew from the couch to her. I threw my arms around her. “I want to marry you both.” I stared into her eyes. “I love you, Taylor.” 

    She nodded, tears in her eyes. “Doesn't matter. This is the best way out that lets you keep rising in your political career. It's the best thing I can do for you.” 

    “But why should you suffer when it was my mistake? You told me no. Not to take the bribe, but I did it anyway.” 

    “And you can see on the tape that I was an active participant,” Taylor muttered. “I barely stopped you because I wanted to fuck her, too. I wanted to watch you pop her cherry. I was so wet for it. Just so eager to have fun with you. I like having fun with you. Loving you.” Tears spilled down her cheek. “But that's the past. We have to do what we can to get out of this mess and—” 

    I kissed her. I pressed my lips tight to my wife's. My tongue thrust into her mouth. The salt of her tears spilled down her cheeks and seasoned our passion. I grabbed her top and pulled down sharply. Her tits popped out of the stretchy material and pressed against my small breasts.  

    I kissed her with passion. I would show her that she was loved. I didn't know how we were getting out of this mess, but Taylor was my wife. She had become a woman for my political campaign. She had sacrificed so much for me. 

    How could I not love her? 

    I broke the kiss and grabbed her breasts. I buried my face between them. They were so big and soft. I pushed them against my face. I rubbed them up and down, savoring their pillowy softness. She groaned as I did it.  

    “Jessabelle,” she moaned. 

    “Mmm, my delicious Taylor,” I purred and kissed up the inner slope of her left boob. I smooched to her nipple, fat and pink. I engulfed one. 

    I sucked hard on her. she groaned, her face twisting in delight. Her green eyes stared down at me as I nursed at her nub. My tongue swirled around it, my futa-dick throbbing hard. My pussy grew hot. Juicy. She moaned.  

    Then Missy swooped in on the other side and sucked Taylor's right nipple into her mouth. My mistress and I nursed on my wife's tits. We suckled at them, making such wicked sounds. Taylor moaned, squirming. 

    It was so hot to hear. My hands slid down to the skirt she wore. It was a simple tennis skirt. Something she could doff with ease to have fun at the futa-library. I yanked down on it as I suckled. Her bottom fell away from me, rustling down her thighs. 

    I shoved my hand between her legs and cupped her bare vulva. Both my wife and mistress shaved for me. They were both such sweet and loving women. I suckled hard on my wife as her pussy juices soaked my hand. 

    I thrust a pair of digits into her twat. She gasped, her cunt squeezing down on my fingers. Her juices soaked my hand. I worked them in and out of her cunt. I drove them into her depths, loving how she squirmed. 

    “Jessabelle,” she groaned. “Ooh, Missy!” 

    I had to show my wife she was loved. By both myself and Missy. I had to prove to Taylor that this wasn't the way. I didn't have any other ideas, but her sacrificing herself couldn't be the right way to do this.  

    We would get through this together. 

    I fell to my knees, staring at my wife's shaved pussy. her tangy musk filled my nose. I groaned at the scent of it. This heavenly aroma filled my nostrils. A moment later, Missy joined me, her soft cheek rubbing against mine. 

    “Mmm, shall we?” I asked her. 

    “Yes!” she moaned. 

    Together, we thrust our heads up between Taylor's thighs and nuzzled against her pussy. My wife gasped as Missy and I kissed at those shaved pussy lips. My mistress and I smooched up and down Taylor's gender-swapped pussy, her tangy juices spilled over my lips. 

    It was such a delicious thing to share with Missy. A true dessert after the fun we had at the restaurant. My tongue flicked out, sliding through Taylor's slit. My gender-swapped wife's big boobs jiggled and heaved. They swayed and slapped together, rippling. 

    They were so pillowy soft. Just a delight to stare at. They excited me like nothing else. It had my cunt clenching. The heat rushed through me. I had to just feast on her. Devour her. I thrust my tongue into her cunt. 

    “Oh, yes, yes,” she moaned as my tongue danced around in her. “Ooh, that's delicious, Jessabelle.” 

    “I bet,” Missy moaned and then her tongue joined mine. 

    Taylor gasped, her boobs heaving as she had two tongues swirling around in her pussy. Missy and I licked at my wife's twat. We caressed her hot flesh. Her tangy juices spilled over my chin as I plundered her cunt with my mistress. 

    Taylor's moans echoed through the living room. Her hands grabbed her tits. She squeezed her big boobs, fingers digging into her naughty flesh. Her pussy clenched around our tongues, squeezing mine against Missy's. 

    “Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Taylor. “Jessabelle! Missy! Oh, my god, that's good.” 

    She hefted her left breast and sucked her nipple into her mouth. She nursed on it. It was such a delight to witness. She suckled with such hunger on it, her cheeks hollowing. I loved the sounds she made as we feasted on her pussy. 

    Her cunt grew hotter and hotter. Her juices spilled over my cheeks and chin. It was such a treat to enjoy. I licked and lapped at her twat. I feasted on her snatch with such hunger, Missy moaning beside me. 

    My tongue flicked out of her depths and found her clit. I sucked on my wife's bud. She gasped around her nub. She sucked harder. Louder. I nibbled on her bud, loving the feel of it between my lips. I worshiped her, my own clit-dick aching to be in her. 

    Her mouth popped off her nipple. “Oh, my fucking god! Ooh, Jessabelle! That's good. Keep sucking on my clit and Missy... You know how to work that tongue.” 

    “I taught her well,” I moaned between sucks. 

    “It was Taylor,” Missy moaned. “She taught me so many naughty things to please you. Like ass to pussy.” 

    “I did that when I bred her,” I moaned to my wife. 

    “Good!” she moaned and then gasped as I sucked on her clit again. “Yes, yes, yes, I'm going to cum. You two are driving me wild.” 

    That was what I wanted to hear. I nursed on her. I sucked and slurped on her clit with hunger. Her juices ran down my chin. She moaned, digging her fingers into her tits and jiggling them. Then she bucked. 

    Her juices gushed out. 

    Missy and I licked and lapped up Taylor's tangy cream. We feasted on the passion pouring out of her cunt. It was such a wicked thing to enjoy. I loved every second of it. I feasted on her with such alacrity. 

    “You two are fucking amazing!” she moaned, bucking through her orgasm. 

    It was amazing. Delicious. I had to show my wife that this was worth fighting for. That she couldn't throw it away just to save me from my own mistake. That wasn't right. So I drank her juices with hunger. I licked at her cunt. I savored how she moaned. 

    Bucked. 

    Cried out in bliss. 

    “Oh, my god,” she panted, her orgasm passed. 

    I stood up and peeled off my dress. “Let's go to the bedroom,” I said, grabbing my wife's hand. I tugged her. “Let's make love. The three of us.” 

    “Yes,” Missy moaned, taking off her sheath dress. She pulled it down, exposing her small breasts. They were just budding mounds. She had a slight curve to her hips and a tight, shaved twat. My pussy cream dripped out of her from our romp at the restaurant. 

    Missy padded behind as I led Taylor through our living room and down the hallway to our bedroom. My wife shoved her top down over her waist and let it fall down her legs as we came closer and closer. We were all naked. 

    In our bedroom, I pulled her to me and kissed her with hunger, tasting my own spicy juices on her lips while she luxuriated in her tangy cream adorning mine. I kissed her hard and pushed her down on the bed, sliding atop her. 

    I kissed her, our breasts rubbing together, mine firm and small, hers big and large. Our tongues danced as she slid her hands up and down my sides. My futa-cock pressed into her pubic mound and stomach, trapped between us. 

    “You two are so beautiful,” moaned Missy as she slid into the bed and lay on her side beside us. She watched with hungry, blue eyes. 

    I broke the kiss with Taylor. “Isn't she just adorable?” 

    “Yes,” Taylor said. “I can see how you fell in love with her. Especially when you're thinking with that big, throbbing clit-dick between your thighs.” 

    I giggled. “You're so right. I am thinking with a huge clit-dick, aren't I?” 

    “Just the hugest,” I told her, my futa-dick throbbing against her. “Ooh, I'm going to slide into you. I'm going to ram into you hard.” 

    “Yes,” she said, trembling beneath me. My futa-cock throbbed against her smooth skin. 

    I slid my hips back, my cock sliding over my wife's pubic mound. The tip nuzzled down into her hot flesh. I rubbed against her gender-swapped pussy. I savored being in her all the time. It was such a sweet treat. 

    I rammed my girl-dick to the hilt in her cunt. She gasped, her pussy squeezing down around my shaft. I groaned at that sweet delight embracing my girl-cock I slid deeper and deeper into her twat while she shuddered beneath me. 

    “Oh, my god,” she whimpered. “Oh, my fucking god, that's good.” 

    “Right,” I told her. “Ooh, yes, yes, that's just amazing. You have such a hot and tight cunt. I love you, Taylor.” 

    “Jessabelle!” She shuddered beneath me as I bottomed out in her. 

    “You two are so beautiful together,” Missy moaned and then nuzzled into kiss us. 

    Our three lips met together. Our tongues danced, the tangy flavor of Taylor's pussy adorning Missy's lips. It sent such a wild surge of heat through me. I drew back my cock. My dick slid through that juicy cunt. 

    Pleasure shot through me. It was amazing. I groaned and pumped away at her pussy. Not a hard fuck, but a slow one. A loving one. My wife groaned into our three-way kiss. She squeezed her pussy around me, trembling. 

    “Jessabelle!” she groaned. 

    “I know,” I panted, savoring the slow strokes. I wanted this to be a delicious and sweet as possible. “Mmm, just enjoy.” 

    “I am.” 

    “I'm so happy!” Missy cooed. “Oh, Taylor, I'm so glad that you can share your wife with me. I do love her.” 

    “I know,” Taylor groaned and then kissed Missy. 

    I shuddered and thrust harder into her pussy as their tongues danced. Their pink flashed as I thrust into Taylor's gender-swapped pussy. Her hot flesh squeezed about me. She welcomed me into her cunt with my every stroke into her twat. 

    I savored it. I loved it. I reveled in this hot delight. It was incredible. I groaned, burying deep and hard into her. I fucked her with passion. With zeal. It was absolutely incredible. I pumped away at her, loving how she moaned into the kiss with Missy. 

    “Oh, Taylor, yes!” I whimpered, driving my girl-dick into her cunt.  

    She broke the kiss. “Jessabelle! Oh, that's nice, Jessabelle. That's so nice. Drive that cock into me. Yes, yes, yes. That's good. That's wonderful. I love it when you fuck me.” 

    “Mmm, I love being in you so much.” I smiled. “You are amazing.” 

    She smiled at me. Emotion shone in her green eyes. So sparkling and vivid.  

    I kissed her again, sealing my lips about her as I drove my futa-cock into her pussy. I wouldn't let this mistake rip us apart. I wouldn't. The intensity of my emotions propelled my cock. I drove into her with the pounding beat of my heart. 

    She was my wife. I wasn't giving her up. 

    She groaned beneath me, writhing and shuddering. Her pussy clenched about me. Her pussy held me tight. She felt incredible around me. The ache at the tip of my cock swelled and swelled. I pumped away with more and more force into her. 

    I made love with such passion for my wife. I kissed her hard. Our tongues danced together. They swirled about each other. This wonderful play of lust and rapture. The ache grew and grew in my pussy. At the tip of my dick plunging into her juicy twat. My nipples slid over her soft breasts, brushing her nubs. 

    The sparks of their meetings showered through me. 

    “Ooh, you two are so beautiful,” moaned Missy as she squirmed beside us. “Ooh, look at you two go.” 

    I broke the kiss. “Mmm, she's just delicious, isn't she?” 

    “Yes!” Missy said. “Your wife is amazing.” 

    Taylor's cunt squeezed about my cock. Her pussy grew warmer. She shuddered beneath me, her fingernails scratching at my back. Felt her passion as I thrust into her. I fucked her with force. With wild strength. She felt incredible to penetrate. 

    Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned, burying into her with such passion. “Oh, that's amazing. That's just the best. Aphrodite!” 

    “Jessabelle!” my wife gasped. Her pussy clamped down on my cock as I pulled back. “Just a little more. Slam that dick into me. Fill me up!” 

    “Yes!” I moaned and thrust forward into her cunt. 

    I buried to the hilt in her snatch. Her hot flesh engulfed me. Then she bucked. Her cunt went wild around my cock. Her flesh spasmed. Writhed. That wonderful twat massaged me. Rippled and writhed around me. 

    “Is she cumming?” Missy asked. “Is her futa-dick going wild around you?” 

    “Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, driving my girl-cock to the hilt in my wife's spasming pussy. It's amazing.” 

    “So cum in me!” Taylor gasped. “If my cunt is so amazing, give me that jizz. You know I love it!” 

    “Yes!” I growled and buried into her. 

    My cock exploded. My pussy convulsed. Juices gushed out of my twat and cum fired out of my futa-dick. I bucked atop my wife, stars bursting across my vision. I pumped my jizz into her writhing cunt. her hot flesh rippled about me. 

    She milked me. 

    It was incredible to enjoy. A wonderful delight to experience. I whimpered and moaned, trembling through all the rapture of her snatch. I unloaded my hot cum into her. I shuddered atop her, pumping her cunt full of all my jizz. 

    “Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned as her pussy writhed around my spurting dick. “Oh, my god, that's good. That's amazing. Fuck!” 

    I spurted my jizz into her twat. I pumped load after load of cum into her snatch. I flooded her. I filled her to the brim with all this passion. It was incredible to experience. I trembled on her, juices gushing out of my pussy. 

    I kissed her as her pussy milked out the last of my cum. She worked me dry with that amazing snatch of hers. She had such a delicious cunt. It was heavenly to enjoy. I was so thrilled to share this passion with her. 

    I panted as I pumped the last spurts of my jizz into her pussy. Stars danced before my eyes. They danced and flickered. They were a beautiful thing to witness. I groaned at how amazing it felt to be in her. It was outstanding. 

    I groaned atop her. This wonderful bliss suffused my very being. I sucked in deep breaths through my nose as I kissed her. She trembled beneath me. Her hands stroked my back. She caressed me with such passion. 

    It was delicious to feel. 

    Then I remembered Missy was here. I broke the kiss and said, “I think my mistress wants to lick my cum out of your twat.” 

    “Yes, yes,” Missy moaned. “Let me love your cunt. I will lick and lap and just gather up all that yummy spunk in your pussy.” 

    Taylor's cunt clenched about my futa-cock. “Mmm, and what will you be doing to her, Jessabelle?” Her green eyes sparkled up at me. “Say, fucking her in the ass?” 

    I grinned. “I think Missy likes anal.” 

    “I love anal!” Missy squealed. “You know that, Jessabelle... Oh, you're teasing me.” She giggled. “I'm an anal fiend. Slide that big dick into my asshole and fuck me so hard!” 

    “What happened to that shy girl that had come into your office a month ago?” Taylor asked me, amusement in her eyes. 

    “I wicked futa-politician got her lecherous hands all over her nubile body.” 

    “That naughty cad.” Taylor giggled. “Mmm, slip that cock into her asshole. I think the poor girl needs it.” 

    “I need it so much!” Missy moaned.  

    I rose off of Taylor, my cock sliding out of her cunt. On my hands and knees, I crawled backward, pussy-soaked dick swaying beneath me. I licked my lips, eager to have some fun. Missy immediately took my place between Taylor's thighs. The naughty girl then did something so wicked. She thrust her ass up into the air and wiggled it around like she just didn't care. 

    I stared at that naughty booty. Cum matted her butt-crack from our romp. I had fucked her in the ass before breeding her cunt. She begged me to do it. She truly was an anal fiend. A naughty and nasty girl that I loved. 

    I grabbed her butt-cheeks. As she started feasting on the creampie that I left in Taylor's cunt, I licked my futa-jizz making Missy's crack a sticky mess. I licked at her taint, gathering up the salty cum, flavored sour by her bowels. I slid over her asshole, feeling that puckered sphincter, and kept licking. 

    “Jessabelle,” she moaned, her butt-cheeks squeezing about my face. 

    “Are you licking her asshole?” asked Taylor, her voice throaty. 

    “Of course I was,” I said and then licked her asshole again. I rimmed over her, more cum bubbling out of her depths. 

    I sealed my lips around her sphincter and suckled. The salty, sour cum spilled into my mouth while the naughty girl moaned. I loved the sounds she made. I was so glad I could do this for her. 

    I would make her cum so hard. 

    I sucked with all my might. I nursed on her, gathering up more of my cum. The naughty flavor coated my lips. Feeling satisfied with that, I rose up and guided my cock right for her asshole. I stared at her black hair spilled Taylor's thighs, the naughty Missy feasting on my wife's cum-filled twat with obvious zeal. 

    I found her asshole. I pressed right against my mistress's naughty hole. Her anal ring parted with hungry ease for my cock.. She moaned as I slipped into her depths. I went deeper and deeper into her asshole. 

    It was so incredible to enjoy. I shuddered at the feel of that tight asshole squeezing about me. I would have such a huge orgasm fucking Missy's bowels. I bottomed out in her while she moaned into my wife's cunt. 

    Taylor squirmed on her back, her face twisting in delight. She humped her cunt into Missy's licking mouth. Pleasure crossed her face. It was such a delight to witness. I smiled at my gender-swapped wife as I drew back my hips. 

    “Fuck her asshole hard,” purred Taylor. 

    “Oh, I plan on it!” I groaned and thrust forward.  

    My futa-cock throbbed as I plunged into Missy's tight asshole. She moaned into Taylor's cunt, her bowels clenching about my flesh. It was intoxicating to feel. My cunt clenched as I drew back. My blonde hair rustled about my shoulders as I fucked away. 

    I thrust into Missy again and again. I buried into her. I fucked her with passion. With strength and vigor. It was such a powerful delight to experience. I thrust into her again and again as she feasted on my wife. 

    The three of us loved each other. | It was perfect. | I wouldn't give this up. 

    “Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. “Aphrodite, thank you! Thank you for this delight. Ooh, Missy, your asshole!” 

    “You're futa-dick!” she moaned, squeezing her bowels around me. “I'm going to cum on this dick.” 

    “That licking mouth!” my wife moaned. “Come on, Missy, really lick at my twat. Make me cum. I know you want my pussy cream gushing in your mouth.” 

    “Yes!” I hissed, slamming into her anal depths. 

    The crown of my dick swelled with the pressure. I hurtled towards my orgasm. I would have such a huge one. Just a might explosion of bliss. I would cum so hard. It would be fantastic. I shuddered, reveling in every thrust into her bowels. 

    Her hot flesh clung to me. That velvety sheath massaged me. My small tits quivered. My crotch smacked into her rump as I sodomized her hard and fast. All three of us were moaning, the bed creaking. My pussy clenched, the heat building and building in my ovaries. 

    “Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Taylor, bucking on the bed. “Drink my cream! Ooh, you love it, you sexy cutie!” 

    “I do!” Missy moaned, her bowels clenching around my futa-dick thrusting in and out of her bowels. “It's so yummy to enjoy when I have Jessabelle's big dick in my asshole. Ooh, yes, yes, I love it!” 

    Her hot bowels writhed around my girl-dick. I gasped at the sucking pressure of my mistress's velvety flesh. My cunt clenching, I buried into her asshole and erupted. I spurted my futa-cum into her anal sheath. 

    My body bucked through the orgasm. The pleasure raced through my flesh. I groaned, stars dancing before my eyes. They detonated with such intensity. It was incredible to enjoy. I groaned, savoring every spurt of my cum into her asshole. 

    “Oh, my god, yes!” I groaned, spurting load after load of cum into her bowels. 

    “Jessabelle!” gasped Missy, her asshole milking my dick. She worked out my cum. 

    I savored it. My pussy washed ecstasy into my mind. My futa-cock fired rapture. The two delights swirled and mixed. I loved being a futa. My clit-dick erupted a final time into her spasming bowels. She drained my ovaries dry. 

    I buzzed from the rapture. Panting, I pulled out of her and cuddled up on the left side of Taylor. Missy sprawled onto the right side, her face smeared in pussy cream. The three of us panted as we lay together, bodies pressed tight. 

    “See,” I whispered to my wife, “we can share this. The three of us. It was beautiful.” 

    “Beautiful,” cooed Missy, sounding dreamy and content. Her hand played with Taylor's boob, idly tracing a finger over it. 

    “There's no other way,” Taylor said, staring up at the ceiling. “Your career is more important. Have Yvette set up a press conference. If you won't, I'll do it myself. I'll tell them what I did.” 

    I stared at her. Saw the truth. “Fine.” 

    I hated this so much. I just wanted us all to be happy. What was so wrong with that? So I agreed to help a guy in exchange for fucking his daughter. It was a sweet delight. And the bill would be good for Nebraska.  

    I dreaded the morning.  

    *   *   * 

    I stepped up before the microphones outside the state capitol. All the local reporters were here. George Markins, Tina Kathe from the Friendly Herald, Brian Veras from the Nebraska Times, plus all the local affiliates of ABC, NBC, Fox, and CBS had gathered. The cameras were rolling. 

    I just had to throw my wife under the bus to save myself. It felt so wrong. I gripped the podium. I stared out at the press. Missy was in the sidelines. Taylor was, too. She would come out to give her own statement about our divorce. It would be nasty, played out for the reporters. Full of all the sleaze they would love to report. 

    They would get clicks and views. People would watch their reporting and read their articles. Everyone would be gossiping about us. I hated it. I didn't want my wife to have to do this. I didn't want to destroy our marriage. 

    I wouldn't. 

    “You have all seen the video of Ronald Fillmore, his daughter, and myself,” I said, “but do you know the context? Missy is my mistress. My lover. I enjoy her company. Her father came to me to lobby for the changes to the regulations. He brought his daughter because she wanted to meet me. She had a crush on me like many young women do. Sparks flared. That taste of love filled the air. You've seen how salacious it grew. 

    “That's just what happens around me. I have encounters like that all the time. They've been reported about many times. My affair with the coach of the Cornhusker's wife. Or my dalliance with Mayor Nancy Murphy. My wife and I were both smitten with Missy. You may have noticed that Missy and I have been seen around town. She's my mistress. 

    “I would marry her if I could. If bigamy were legal, I would make her my second wife. Taylor and I both adore her.” 

    I could see my wife's frown out of the corner of my eye. The confusion. 

    “In fact, Missy just found out she's pregnant with our child,” I said. “But none of that has to do with the bill that I helped write. AgroBiz, Ronald's company, is just one of many local farms that will benefit from the loosening of some over-zealous regulations. Regulations sponsored by Monsanto to drive away their local competition. 

    “I wasn't taking a bribe. I was hearing from a concerned citizen about how one of those nasty international corporations who don't care about the little guy but their profit margins. Monsanto was using the State of Nebraska to squeeze out a few extra pennies. It was a stifling of free trade, and I helped undo it. Nebraska will prosper for it. And in the process, I met someone I have come to care for.” 

    I held out my hand, motioning to Taylor and Missy. My wife came out reluctantly while Missy flowed to me. I pulled them both to me, letting the cameras see us together. My new family. I had vowed to never be ashamed of my futa sexuality. 

    But to be proud of it. 

    “I am not only proud of this bill, but I want to change it so that people can marry whomever they want. Gay marriage was an important step, but what about polyamorous people who love more than another. Today marks the fight for bigamy legalization.” 

    I felt proud at what I had said. Would it work? I didn't know, but the press exploded in questions. I gave them a new salacious story to talk about. Would it be enough to bury these allegations of corruption and bribery?  

    *   *   * 

    One Month Later... 

    “It really worked,” Taylor said in awe as she came into my office. “The ethics committee is going to find that you did nothing wrong later today.” 

    I looked up from my desk at my wife as she strode in, a box tucked beneath her arm. She had a big grin on her face. Joy suffused through me. I stood up and flew to her, joy bursting through me. I hugged her tight. 

    “Really?” I asked. 

    “That's what Senator McClintock's and Darby's aides told me. It was done. They decided it this morning.” 

    I let out a sigh of relief. The uproar over me breeding my mistress had overshadowed everything else in the news. I even let myself get caught fucking another married woman, this time the wife of an NBA star when she came back home to visit her family.  

    She had been a delight to enjoy.  

    “So, what's in the box?” I asked, pulling away from my wife. Missy's pregnant was going great. She was four weeks along, everything healthy so far. I couldn't wait for our daughter to be born. She had already moved in with Taylor and me. 

    We even had a nursery being built. It was so exciting. 

    My wife pulled the box out and thrust it at me. I looked at the shipping label and gasped. “FuTech Fertility Lab?” I glanced at my wife. “Do you...?” 

    “I want to have your baby, too,” Taylor said. “We just survived your first major scandal. Let's celebrate!” 

    I laughed in delight. I had. My first real scandal. There would be more, of course. Every politician had them. But I would keep rising. Keep soaring high. I would become the first futa-governor than the first futa-president. It would be amazing. 

    I was so glad I had my gender-swapped wife to support me. Taylor made this all possible. So I drank the elixir, pushed her down on my desk, and bred the hell out of my wife's juicy pussy. I loved being a futa-politician.  

    The END 

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

      

   

 Sneak Preview of “Hot Wife Sells Out” 

    I made her cum. 

    “Yes, yes, yes!” she groaned as my tongue licked up her tangy juices with hunger. 

    “You did it, Jess,” my husband panted, his voice so husky. 

    “Yes, you did!” Mrs. Donovan moaned as I ripped my fingers out of her cunt. 

    I sealed my lips around her pussy and drank the juices gushing out of her with hunger. It was so wild. Her pussy cream ran down my chin and neck. More dripped from my digits. Her body shuddered. Her clit pulsed. 

    And then it grew. It pressed forward, brushing my lips. I gasped and pulled my head back. My eyes focused on that pink bud growing with pulses. It swelled thicker. Longer. My jaw dropped. I couldn't believe what I was staring at. 

    “Yes!” Mrs. Donovan moaned, her entire body shaking. “Mmm, look at that. Yes, yes, yes, that's my girl-dick growing. Isn't that just a sexy thing?” 

    “I... That's...” I swallowed, staring in awe at her clit growing thicker. Longer. She was swelling up before me. My eyes bulged as I saw the shape that it was taking. The shaft grew fleshy. The tip stayed pink, though. It grew spongy. A slit appeared. “You're growing a dick, Mrs. Donovan.” 

    “I know,” she purred, her eyes wild with delight. 

    If you want to read more about Jessebella's campaign, click here for Hot Wife Sells Out (Hot Futa Politics 1))! 
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