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Then I slipped beneath the booth.

She gasped, “Wait, here? What are you doing?”

I grabbed her knees in the darkness beneath the booth. It was cozy. The sounds were muted. I slid my hands up her legs, caressing her silky skin. She shuddered. The heat of her flesh burned beneath my hands. I pressed beneath her skirt.

“You are not doing this, are you?” she asked, her voice tight. “Not here?”

“You challenged me,” I purred, my clit throbbing. My hands grabbed her panties. I hooked my fingers into the waistband. I drew them down. “I'm going to give you that smile.”

Ekatrina let out a whimper as she lifted her rump. “I can't believe I'm letting you do this.”

“You're letting me do this because you're wet.” I inhaled as I drew down her panties. I smelled a flowery perfume of arousal. That sweet musk. “I can smell how aroused you are. Mmm, you smell good.”

“You are a naughty lesbian, aren't you?”

“Futa,” I said, my clit throbbing as I pulled her panties out from beneath her skirt. The pale rose panties had lace on them. I breathed in her sweet musk. “I'm a futa, not a lesbian.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Futa-Spy Seduces the Hot Wife

I stepped into the bar. It was a dim place, the feel of something dark and romantic. It was quiet, a Tuesday night. Soft jazz music played through it. My eyes swept across the room, passing the few people talking at booths. Russian drifted through the room. I shifted in my trench coat, unbelting it and revealing the short, black dress I wore beneath. My heart beat with excitement as I searched for my target.

I spotted her at the bar, a martini gripped in her hand as she sipped it, her hand resting on a clutch purse, her wedding ring glinting. Mrs. Ekatrina Mikhailov was a young woman, her blonde hair spilling about her round, Slavic face. The Russian woman had her legs crossed, her pale-beige dress left much of her thighs bare. Her black, knee-high boots looked sensual on her.

I pulled my phone from my purse and sent: Thinking about a drink after work. Want to join me?

I slipped the phone back into my purse. The response didn't matter. It was a code that I had located Ekatrina. I sauntered into the room, my heels clicking on the floor. I was an intelligence officer (a spy) for a little known agency: American Reconnaissance Service. ARS had given me purpose. I was lost after losing my memory, my life.

I knew my first name, Juana, but not much else.

Bella Mars and her agency had trained me to use my special skills. It was a rush. Exhilarating. I had a dangerous mission to infiltrate a Russian security agency. Ekatrina was the key to get in.

I shuddered as I sauntered across the bar, passing a pair of men laughing as they drank at a booth, their Russian spilling over me. My hips swayed back and forth. At a table, a pair of women laughing glanced at me. The dark-haired one's cheeks grew dark as she stared at me. With my brown skin, I stood out a little in Moscow, but most people took me to be a Tartar or Kazakh.

It wasn't my skin why she was blushing. Women just... reacted to me. I didn't understand it, just like I didn't understand why my clit could transform. That itch burned at the tip. That wonderful delight wanting to grow into a futa-cock.

I kept it under control.

My trench coat swayed around me. The bartender looked up at me, a slender man in a pressed, white shirt. He nodded to me. I took a seat next to Ekatrina, setting my purse on the bar and crossed my legs.

Ekatrina glanced at me. Her blue eyes flicked up and down. Her body shifted on her stool, turning to face me. I didn't stare at her as the bartender walked up to me, but I felt her scrutiny. A heat rushed through my body, my nipples hardening.

“Cosmopolitan,” I ordered in Russian. “Please.”

He nodded and went to make it. Ekatrina sipped her martini. I glanced at her now, giving her a shy smile. The married woman licked her lips. Her breasts rose as she drew in a deep breath. She had a nice pair of round tits, delicious.

I pictured what they looked like.

“Shame for a beautiful woman to drink alone,” I said to Ekatrina. My eyes glanced down at her wedding ring. “Your husband is a pig to not be here with you.”

“He's out of town on a business trip,” she said. “Work, work, work.”

“Ah,” I said. “Finding your own entertainment.”

“Just unwinding after work.” She shifted on her stool. “What about you? Another beautiful woman drinking alone.”

“Well, I'm not married,” I said. “Besides, am I alone.”

Ekatrina arched an eyebrow. “True.”

The bartender set my cosmo before me. I picked up the glass by its narrow stem and held it up. “Nazdarovya.”

She clanked her glass against mine, the ringing sound echoing around us. I brought the drink to my lips and sipped it. I savored the flavor, letting the warmth pour down my throat. I let out a sigh of delight as I set down my glass.

“It must be lonely if your husband is traveling all the time,” I said.

“It's only lonely if I let it,” she said. “After all, I'm no longer drinking alone, am I.”

“True,” I said. “I'm Galya.” I liked the name. Juana wouldn't work, but Galya Sobol was pretty, my cover identity.

“Ekatrina,” she said, extending her hand.

I took it, gave her a brief shake while my thumb rubbed against the back of her hand. She shuddered. Her blue eyes dilated. That effect I had on women, this strange arousal I stirred in them, had her trembling. Her stool creaked as she pressed her thighs tight together.

I shifted on my stool as I released her. I brushed my foot against her boot, caressing her. My knee brushed hers. My clit was on fire, my pussy molten. I wasn't wearing panties beneath my skirt. I pressed my thighs tight, putting pressure on my clit. It pulsed with need.

My nipples were hard, poking at my dress. Hers were just as hard, just as beautiful. She swallowed as she glanced at me, my hand sliding down to rest on her knee. Her skin was warm. My smile played on my lips.

Ekatrina grabbed her drink. She threw it back. I shuddered as I stroked her leg. She shifted on the stool as I licked my lips. Her body shivered. I could see the confusion in her eyes. She wasn't gay. She didn't react this way to women. Her body was on fire.

I ran my tongue over my lips. “Want to slide into a booth and get to know each other. I'm new to Moscow. I could use a friend. And since your husband is always traveling, well, I bet you could use some safe company.”

“Are you safe?” she asked as my hand slid higher and higher, caressing her warm skin.

“Of course I'm safe,” I purred at her, her skin so creamy pale. I loved how lighter it was from my own. “Your husband could hardly be worried about you if you are spending your time with a woman.”

“You think he worries about me?” she asked, my hand reaching the hem of her dress.

“If you were my wife, and you were alone and drinking at a bar looking as beautiful as you...” I glanced around the bar. “Well, you could give him some peace of mind.”

Her hand grabbed my wrist at the hem of her skirt. Her grip wasn't strong. She was putting up token resistance. I could press farther and I knew she would let go. I could slide my hand right beneath her skirt.

Instead, I pulled my hand away. She kept holding my wrist as I brought her hand to my leg. She shuddered as she shifted her grip from my wrist to my thigh. Her fingers were warm on against my skin. Her eyes were wide now. She looked shocked that she was doing this. That she wasn't letting go.

I released her and arched an eyebrow. “Don't you want to get to know me better. I feel like we're vibing. Connecting.”

She swallowed, her hand sliding up my thigh. “I... I guess we are, Galya. You're... intriguing.”

“Mmm, I try,” I said, grabbing my cosmo and taking another sip as a shiver ran through me. My clit pulsed and throbbed as the waves of heat swept up to my pussy. My juicy snatch clenched.

Her hand reached the hem of my skirt. Her fingertips just dipped beneath it. She froze then. Her breasts rose and fell faster. Her tongue flicked over her lips. I smiled at her, loving the warmth of her hand on my thigh. My futa-dick wanted to sprout. To burst out and have fun.

Her hand disappeared beneath my skirt. She let out a groan of shock. Her free hand grabbed her drink, bringing it to her lips. She finished off her martini as her hand pressed up beneath my skirt right there at the bar, moving higher and higher.

I shuddered as her fingers reached further up my leg. If my thighs weren't crossed so tight, she would be rubbing at my pussy. Instead, she was brushing my pubic mound, caressing my landing strip, her eyes widened.

“I find panties just get in the way of meeting new friends,” I said. I glanced at the bartender. “Another round of drinks for us.”

He nodded, unaware that her hand was buried beneath my skirt. My toes curled in my shoes as she played with my landing strip. I polished off my first cosmo as she trembled. I loved the shock fading from her expression, a look of lust spilling over her round face, her cheeks bright.

The bartender set down our new drinks.

She gasped and jerked her hand away, a look of guilt appearing in her eyes. I loved how cute she looked. It was incredible to enjoy. Her fingers flexed. She stared down at her hand like she thought it was a stranger.

“Shall we get a booth?” I said, snagging my cosmopolitan and my purse, shifting in my stool. “Get to know each other better.”

She swallowed and nodded.

I slipped off my stool, buzzing with delight. I sauntered through the bar, confident that she followed. The click of her heeled boots echoed with my own heels. I shuddered as I reached the farthest booth, the coziest one in the bar. I set my drink and purse down then slipped out of my trench coat, my black dress clinging to my curvy body.

Ekatrina's eyes flicked up and down me. I folded up my coat and set it on the booth beside me then slipped in, my breasts jiggling in my tight blouse. I had no bra on, my nipples poking hard. My clit ached and throbbed.

“So... do you always hit on married women?” she asked when she slipped into the booth opposite me.

“Always,” I purred. “Lonely women draw my attention. If your poor husband doesn't want to pay attention to you, well, I can put a smile on your face.”

“A smile?” she asked. She donned a big, fake grin. “See, you've done it.”

“Oh, no, not that sort of smile.” I slipped my heel off my right foot then reached out. I brushed her boot, stroking the slick leather. I pressed against her with my foot and stroked her. “That satiated smile of a woman who's been pleased.”

“Pleased,” she asked, my foot rising higher. My clit ached and throbbed.

“Shall I demonstrate?” I asked. “Give you a little preview of what will happen when you take me home with you.”

“You think I'm taking you home with me?” she asked. “I'm married.”

“And?” I asked. “You're a woman. Besides, how can your husband worry? I'm another woman. We're just... being friendly with each other. Helping each other out.”

“Still,” Ekatrina said. She sipped her drink. She shuddered as my foot reached her bare knee. I caressed up her thigh. “My husband wouldn't be pleased if I brought someone else into our bed. I shouldn't do that.”

“He's out of town,” I said. “He's not here to put that smile on your face. But I am.”

“Can a woman put that sort of smile on my face?” she asked.

“Oh, well, I have a cock,” I said, winking at her.

Her eyes flicked to my purse. “Hiding a dildo in there.”

“Something like that.” I licked my lips. “You don't think I can give you as much pleasure as your husband.”

“Or another man,” she said.

I smiled at her. “That sounds like a challenge.”

“Well, how are you going to do that?” Ekatrina asked, my foot sliding up and down her outer thigh, feeling the softness of her skin. “I'm not taking you home with me.”

“I'll show you,” I said.

Then I slipped beneath the booth.

She gasped, “Wait, here? What are you doing?”

I grabbed her knees in the darkness beneath the booth. It was cozy. The sounds were muted. I slid my hands up her legs, caressing her silky skin. She shuddered. The heat of her flesh burned beneath my hands. I pressed beneath her skirt.

“You are not doing this, are you?” she asked, her voice tight. “Not here?”

“You challenged me,” I purred, my clit throbbing. My hands grabbed her panties. I hooked my fingers into the waistband. I drew them down. “I'm going to give you that smile.”

Ekatrina let out a whimper as she lifted her rump. “I can't believe I'm letting you do this.”

“You're letting me do this because you're wet.” I inhaled as I drew down her panties. I smelled a flowery perfume of arousal. That sweet musk. “I can smell how aroused you are. Mmm, you smell good.”

“You are a naughty lesbian, aren't you?”

“Futa,” I said, my clit throbbing as I pulled her panties out from beneath her skirt. The pale rose panties had lace on them. I breathed in her sweet musk. “I'm a futa, not a lesbian.”

“Sure,” she moaned. “I just can't believe... We're in the bar. There are people around us.”

“Mmm, I know,” I said as her legs pressed tight. I pulled the panties down and over her boots, taking them off those dark boots. “That makes this so much fun.”

I pushed her thighs apart, that sweet musk filled my nose. I pressed between her thighs, hungry for her. My clit grew. It thrust from my pussy, sprouting hard and fast. I kissed down her silky leg, feeling her quiver. She moaned while the tip of my sprouting futa-dick pressed against the fabric of my skirt.

I pressed into her silky pubic hair. I nuzzled into her. I licked through her labia, tasting her married pussy. That sweet delight caressed my tongue. It soaked me with her pleasure. My futa-dick twitched and throbbed. My own cream dribbled down my thighs.

“Blyat,” she groaned, her voice throbbing. “You're really doing this.”

“Mmm, of course I am,” I purred. “You taste so good.”

I lapped at Ekatrina's hot snatch. I thrust my tongue into her pussy. I fluttered around in her. My left hand gripped her thigh as my left shot down to my skirt. I pulled up my dress, the tip of my cock drinking in the feel of my skirt's fabric, sending pleasure down my body.

I grabbed my exposed cock. I pumped up and down my clit-dick. I fisted myself. I shuddered, my pussy clenching as my tongue darted through her cuntlips. I lapped at the married woman. She shifted on the booth. Her moans echoed above the soft jazz.

She tasted so good. I loved my job. I was serving my country and pleasing this Russian beauty all at the same time.

My tongue darted into her depths. I fluttered through her cunt. I pressed my mouth tight against her snatch. Her ticklish pubic hairs rubbed against my face. She had a thick, silky bush. I loved it. I reveled in it as I fisted my futa-dick.

I pumped up and down my girl-cock faster. My pussy clenched. I brushed my labia on the downstroke. Then I slid up to the sensitive crown. Pleasure spilled over me. I moaned into her pussy. My tongue darted around inside of her, licking up her sweet juices.

She moaned softly. Her thighs squeezed around my head. Her married passion spilled over my mouth. I loved that flavor. I drank it down. I lapped up every bit of her passion I could get. It was amazing to enjoy.

I fluttered my tongue through her folds. It was incredible to drink. This amazing flavor spilled over my tongue. I fluttered against her. I darted and thrust my mouth into her folds. My tongue writhed between her pussy lips. It was just incredible. I thrust into her pussy's depths, teasing her.

“Blyat,” she groaned. “You are eating my pussy.”

“Such a yummy pussy,” I moaned. “Makes my futa-cock so hard.”

I sucked on her clit. I nibbled on it. She gasped. My tongue swirled around her bud. I teased her while I pumped my fist up and down my futa-cock. The ache built at the tip. That wonderful, explosive need. I whimpered into her pussy. I groaned, my own cunt clenching. That ache built in my depths.

My lips sucked on her clit. I nibbled on her. I made her gasp. Those sounds were amazing, better music than the jazz. Her hand shot beneath the table. She grabbed my brown hair. She gripped it, pulling me tight into her.

My tongue jammed into her pussy. I fucked in and out of her. My hand flew up and down my girl-dick. My pleasure built and built. This wild passion built in me. This need to explode out of me. I groaned. My cunt squeezed tight. My ovaries brimmed.

“Blyat, you're going to make me explode,” moaned Ekatrina. “Oh, Galya, yes! Work that tongue in me. I can't believe this.”

It was so hot. Right here in the bar, this hot wife was about to cum on my dick.

My tongue darted into her depths. I stimulated her pussy walls. My nose pressed into her bush, massaging her clit. My forearm burned. I stroked through the pain as I approached my limit. This explosive release built and built. My cunt clenched.

“Bog!” hissed the hot wife.

Her sweet juices gushed over me. It spilled over my mouth. I licked and lapped at her pussy as she came. She moaned through clenched teeth. Her hand grabbed my hair, holding me tight, while her left drummed on the table, rattling our glasses.

Her passion spilled into me. My tongue flew over her pussy lips. I savored the flavor of her. I licked and lapped through her. That wonderful pleasure built in me. I made this hot wife cum in the middle of the bar.

My eyes squeezed shut as I came. My orgasm exploded out of me. I shuddered as the pleasure shot through me. That wonderful blast of passion. My cum fired from my dick, splashing against her booth. My pussy convulsed, sending waves of bliss through me.

The dual delights spilled through me. Juices gushed out of my pussy. My cum exploded from my clit-dick. Stars burned through me. I groaned into her pussy. Rapture raced through my mind. I groaned and gasped into her pussy as this bliss burned across my mind.

For a moment, a memory flared like it always did when I came. A glimpse of my old life:

“Juana,” a girl called before pinching my plump and curvy ass.

“Let's kick her ass!” cheered another girl. She was hugging a blonde as she jumped in excitement.

“Yeah!” a third girl grinned. She looked up at the blonde. “I can't wait to cum on your cock, Shelley!”

I shuddered. My tongue fluttered through her folds as I pumped my hand up and down my clit-dick. It was incredible. It was amazing. I licked my lips, savoring her sweet pussy. I groaned and gasped, my heart pounding in my chest.

“That was incredible,” groaned Ekatrina. “Blyat, what did you do to me?”

I slipped out from beneath her desk. I sat down on the booth, my tongue fluttering over my lips. I savored that wonderful, sweet flavor. It was incredible to see Ekatrina flushed and smiling, her blue eyes sparkling, her blonde hair swaying about her face.

“I told you I would put a smile on your face,” I said. I grabbed my drink and downed my cosmo in a single gulp, savoring the burning warmth. My clit-dick shrank, dwindling back to a little bud.

“I drenched you,” she said, staring at me in awe. “I don't recall ever cumming that hard.” She leaned over the table. “That was amazing.”

I leaned over her and kissed her on the mouth. She shuddered as my tongue thrust into her mouth, letting her taste her own pussy. Her lips were plump and warm. Our tongues caressed each other as we moaned. A hot delight shot through me.

“Mmm, so, I showed you I could put a smile on your face,” I purred to her, my body buzzing from my orgasm. “So... do you want to be alone tonight?”

“No,” she groaned. Her right hand brushed her wedding ring. She caressed the gold band. “No, I don't.”

I smiled. I drew out my phone and sent a quick text. “Having a great time at the bar. Wish you were here.”

Code message sent, I slipped my phone back into my purse and arched an eyebrow. “Shall we pay and leave? Or do you want me to go down on you again?”

Ekatrina licked her lips. “I don't know. You keep talking about this futa-cock. It sounds like a naughty sex toy.”

I grinned at her and then slipped out of the booth. “Let me just pay and we'll go.”

She sipped her martini as I sauntered to the bar. I felt her eyes on me curvy ass. I had a great rump, bubbly and delicious. I leaned over the bar, wiggling my hips, knowing she was staring at me, my skirt almost riding up to flash my naked rear.

I paid cash. No paper trail. I counted out the crisp rubles and winked, leaving a tip. Then I sauntered away. Ekatrina had my coat and purse. I took both, draping my coat over my arm. We sauntered through the bar, those women I passed earlier staring at me with such envy in their eyes. They both shifted.

I winked at them.

I was like a female James Bond. Sexy women threw themselves at me. Though I doubt he had a cock as big as mine.

We hailed a cab, slipping into the back. Her hand was on my thigh, stroking me. She had this wicked look on her face. The cabbie must have had a thrill as she leaned over and kissed me. Her arms went around my neck. She was hungry for it. She had such an appetite for what I offered. Our tongues caressed each other.

My hands caressed her body through her dress. I was so eager for this. I would play with her. I would give her such a huge shock. I would satiate her, then I would find out what I needed from her. I shuddered as I kissed her, eager to get into her apartment.

Her husband, Stas Mikhailov, was an intelligence officer for the SVR, the Russian version of the CIA. He was out of the country on some sort of mission; I didn't need to know the details. I had a chance to get into his things and find the information I needed to gain access to his building.

We arrived at her apartment. We paid the driver, then we were rushing inside. She gripped my hand, grinning like a schoolgirl. She controlled herself as we swept by her neighbors. Just two friends enjoying a visit.

A short elevator ride later, and she was unlocking her door. The moment I was inside, I was on her. I was kissing her. She moaned against me. Her hands roamed my body. Our purses dropped to the floor as we loved each other. Our tongues danced and dueled. Our nipples ached and throbbed. We held each other tight as we drifted through her apartment.

I hardly paid attention to my surroundings. I had to get her naked. I had to love her, and not just for my mission. I wanted to show this woman passion.

My fingers found the zipper of her dress. It rasped as I drew it down. We burst into her bedroom, lights off. Dark and sensual. I pushed her down on the bed, her dress half-slipping off her body. Her breasts appeared clad in a rose-hued bra that matched the panties I'd removed. She shuddered, her thighs swishing together. Then she shoved her dress off her hips.

She hadn't put her panties back on while I was paying.

Her blonde bush was thick and matted with her excitement. Her legs were lithe as she squirmed. She unhooked her bra, throwing it to the side. Her breasts were round and plump, her nipples pink, hard. They thrust up her breasts. She quivered as she licked her lips, her hands sliding up her body and squeezing those lush mounds.

“I want to see your beauty,” she moaned. “I can't believe this, Galya. I've never been so turned on by a woman before.”

I gave her a smoky wink as I reached behind me and unzipped my dress. The black cloth grew loose about my round breasts. My hips wiggled. I slipped my arms through the sleeves. She groaned as my tits came into view, my brown nipples hard, fat. She rubbed her thighs together, licked her lips, and twisted her nipples.

“I can't believe this,” she groaned again as I wiggled my hips, my breasts swaying. The skirt slipped off my hips and dropped to the floor. I stepped out of them advancing on her in only my heels. Her boots rubbed together as she squirmed. “Blyat, you're just so sexy”

I smiled at her as I crawled onto the bed, my breasts swaying. “Mmm, so are you, Ekatrina. Your husband should quit his job and spend all his time worshiping your body.”

“He would never do that. His work is important to him.” She shuddered.

“Oh, what's he do?” I asked.

I saw that moment of hesitation before she said, “He's a minor diplomat. Works for the Ministry of Foreign Affairs.” That was the Russian Federation version of the State Department. “He's very proud of it.”

“I bet he is,” I said, my hand stroking up her side to her breast.

“Enough of him,” she moaned. “He's not here.” She bit her lip. “I can't believe I'm doing this.”

“He'll never know,” I purred. Ideally, he never would. This little security breach would go unnoticed. I leaned down and licked at her nipple. My tongue darted around her nub. She gasped. Her back arched as I circled her. I danced around her nub, teasing her, making her shiver and gasp.

I sucked on her nipple. She whimpered, shifting on the bed. I loved her nub. My tongue danced around it. I caressed it, fluttered mine against it. she whimpered. Her hands shot out, grabbing my own breasts. She squeezed them, kneaded them.

I shuddered as she played with them. Her touch was fantastic. It made me shudder. My heart pounded in my chest. It spilled passion through me. I groaned and squirmed, my clit aching to throb as she whimpered.

“Ooh, that's nice,” she moaned, my hand sliding down to her belly. “Mmm, Galya, this is so wicked. I want to do things to you. Things I've never done with a woman.”

I popped my nipple off her nub, staring up at her. “What sort of things?”

She blushed, squirmed. “Naughty things.”

I grinned as my fingers slid down to her bush. I caressed through her silky hair, feeling the warmth of her juices. Then I cupped her married pussy, rubbing up and down her flesh. She squirmed on the bed, gasping out in delight as I stroked her.

“You will,” I promised and then sucked on her nipple again.

I caressed the wet folds of her pussy while she twisted my nipples. She played with my nubs. I moaned around her nipple then sucked hard on it. My lips sealed around her turgid nub. She whimpered, her thighs clamping about my hand, trapping me between her thighs.

I stroked up and down her hot flesh. I teased her, my finger just nuzzling into her pussy folds. I didn't thrust into her. I wanted her on fire. I danced my tongue around her nipple then sucked hard on it, making her gasp again in delight. She tugged on my nubs, firing bliss down to my pussy. My clit throbbed.

Ached.

“Galya,” she groaned, squirming on the bed. “I... I...”

“I know,” I purred. I licked my lips. “Mmm, yes, yes, just relax. Let me love you. This is going to be amazing.”

“Mmm, it will,” she moaned. And then she moved. Her hands slid from my breasts to my shoulders. I didn't fight her as she pushed me onto my back. “You're just so beautiful. Let me love you. You made me feel so good.”

I groaned as her hands squeezed my tits again. She settled over me, rubbing her silky pussy into my stomach. Then she leaned over me, sliding her body down mine. At first, I thought she was going to kiss me, her blonde hair spilling in a golden curtain about her round face. Instead, she went for my nipples.

Her hands kneaded my breasts as she sucked my right nub into her mouth. Her tits rubbed on my belly as she squirmed her thighs down my body. She nibbled on my nipple, her eyes wide as she played with a woman's body.

My clit throbbed, begging to transform.

“Ekatrina,” I whimpered as her tongue danced around my nub. She teased me. My hands clenched and relaxed. “Ooh, that's nice.”

“Uh-huh,” she purred. Her lips flicked against my nipple. “Mmm, I'm going to do such naughty things to you.”

“Good!” I groaned, my heart pounding in my chest.

She sucked on my nipple again, making me gasp. Then she switched over to my other nub. She sucked on it hard. She engulfed half my areola, her lips sealed around me. I groaned at the wet heat, my clit aching, throbbing. Her blue eyes stared up at me, shining with her passion.

I could tell naughty ideas were flitting through her mind. I shuddered, my fingers clenching and relaxing. She moaned as she sucked. Her golden curls brushed my slopes, shining against my darker skin. I whimpered and squirmed, my toes curling.

Then she went lower and lower. Her mouth popped off my nub. I gasped, my heart pounding in my chest. Her lips smooched at the lower corner of my breast. Then she caressed and nibbled on me right there. She sucked on me. Her tongue licked across my flesh.

“Bog!” I groaned as she went lower and lower. “You want to lick my pussy?”

She nodded her head. She breathed in. “I can smell you. Tart. Different from my own pussy.”

“Every woman tastes different,” I groaned. “Ooh, yes, yes, Ekatrina!”

She kissed down my stomach. She passed my bellybutton. Then she was at my landing strip. She scooted down lower and lower, following that trail of dark hair to the shaved folds of my pussy. Her pale fingers stroked my flesh. I loved how exotic she was. A sexy, White woman about to please me.

Her lips brushed the top folds of my pussy. She kissed over my clitoral hood and brushed my throbbing bud. I shuddered, sparks flaring through me. My clit begged to sprout into a massive dick, aching and itching.

“Blyat,” groaned Ekatrina. “That's good.” Her tongue flicked through my pussy folds, caressing my sensitive bits. “That's very good.”

“Yes!” I moaned, squirming. My heart pounded passion through me as her tongue fluttered and licked.

Her tongue danced over my folds. She was wild. Her blue eyes smoldered. I savored the married woman enjoying her first taste of pussy. I shuddered, eager to unleash my surprise. I wanted it to be just right. My pussy clenched. My toes curled as the heat billowed through me.

Then she latched onto my bud. She sucked hard. I groaned. This exciting pleasure shot through me. My head tossed back and forth. I whimpered. My fingers clenched and relaxed. I groaned, toes curling. This heat shot through my body. My head tossed back and forth. I shuddered and bucked on the bed. My heart pounded in my chest.

The pleasure surged through me. My eyes fluttered. I panted. My thighs squeezed about her body. I humped against her. The pleasure spilled through me. This wicked heat that had me groaning and gasping. I licked my lips, my head tossing from side to side.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, my heart pounding. “Ooh, that's good. Mmm, yes, yes, lick my clit. Suck on it.”

She did.

The moment her lips latched onto my clit, I let my dick sprout. My hands grabbed her blonde curls, holding tight as she suckled on my sprouting bud. My toes curled as my futa-cock grew into her mouth. Her eyes widened. They shot up my body, staring at me in shock.

“Yes!” I moaned as my futa-cock grew into her mouth. “Mmm, yes, yes, yes. That's it. That's my big girl-dick.”

Her jaw opened wider and wider. She moaned about my dick. She sucked on it. her blue eyes were wild. She lifted her head as my shaft filled her mouth. She moaned. The spongy crown of my cock pressed against the roof of her mouth. Her head kept rising and rising as my futa-dick grew longer and longer.

“Yes, yes, suck my futa-cock!” I moaned. “Oh, you're such a sexy wife, Ekatrina! Show me your skill! Love my dick!”

She moaned and then she sucked on my girl-dick. I groaned at the heat shooting through me. This wild thrill rippled through my pussy. My pussy clenched. Rapture spilled through my flesh. I groaned and gasped. My eyes fluttered. This amazing heat burned through me as she sucked my dick.

I reached my full growth. Barely a quarter of my cock was in her mouth. Her flushed cheeks hollowed as she suckled. She moaned around my cock. Her drool dribbled down the shaft as she bobbed her head.

It was incredible. I had this sexy hot wife sucking my dick. She loved my futa-cock. Her tongue danced around the crown. My ovaries quivered. Every time she sucked, my pussy clenched. I groaned, gripping her hair, my breast jiggling.

“Yes, yes, that's it!” I moaned. “Oh, work that hungry mouth. Mmm, yes. You made me so hard. You made my clit-dick sprout.”

She moaned about my shaft. This wicked heat spilled through me. I shuddered. My toes curled in my heels. The bed creaked beneath me. I writhed, my eyes fluttering as this sexy woman sucked on my dick. She loved my cock, bobbing her head.

The pressure built and built in my ovaries. I whimpered, my breasts heaving. She sucked with wild abandon. She wanted my cum. She was burning for it. She was so turned on, she wasn't even questioning where it came from.

“Your husband was a fool for leaving you alone,” I groaned. “Blyat, you can suck cock!”

She purred around my dick in answer, her blue eyes glassy and bright.

The beautiful, Russian wife sucked my dick. She pleasured me with hunger, working her ruby lips up and down my dick. I groaned and shuddered, my breasts jiggling. The heat built and built in my pussy. My juices soaked the bedding beneath my ass, a growing wet spot.

Ekatrina took as much of my cock as she could into her mouth. She slid her lips down it, sucking hard. I groaned as she came back up. The pressure gripped my ovaries. They brimmed, quivered. My back arched as the pleasure surged through me.

My cum erupted.

“Aphrodite!” I cried out, gasping that name sometimes when I came. I didn't know why. I couldn't remember.

The pleasure surged through my body. My cum fired over and over into her mouth. I filled her with my jizz. This amazing bliss shot through me. This wonderful passion. My legs quivered and spasmed. My passion spilled through me. I shook my head. Stars burst across my vision. My heart hammered hard and fast.

My pussy gushed juices down my thighs. They soaked the bedding as the rapture shot through me. Ekatrina's mouth bulged with cum. Some spilled past her lips before she gulped it down. She kept sucking as the pleasure burned through my pussy.

I gasped and panted, squirming on the bed. She ripped off her mouth, staring up at me. “You grew a cock! Blyat, Galya, you grow a fucking cock!”

“I did,” I purred. “I told you I wasn't a lesbian but a futa.”

She stared at me for a moment. Then, with a hungry growl, she launched herself up my body. Our breasts pressed together, nipples caressing. Her mouth found mine, hungry and hot, tasting of my salty seed. She thrust her tongue past my lips, kissing me with such aggression while her silky bush rubbed on my still-hard cock.

I didn't go soft like a guy. Another mystery about me.

She shoved her hand down between our bodies. She gripped me. Her hand stroked me. She pumped up and down my shaft. I shuddered, loving the feel of her. She raised up my dick, rubbing it through her silky bush.

I groaned into her kiss. Our tongues dueled and danced. I savored the flavor of my jizz as she lifted her hips. She pressed the tip of my cock into the wet folds of her married cunt. With a moan, she impaled herself down my cock.

I shuddered as her silky, juicy pussy embraced my depths. I groaned into the kiss as she sank her married twat down my cock. Her husband was an enemy of my country. I was cuckolding him and serving the United States.

It was incredible.

My hands grabbed Ekatrina's rump. The Russian moaned as she flexed her ass. She rocked atop me, working her pussy up and down my dick as our tongues dueled. Our plump breasts rubbed together, her nipples caressing mine.

Sparks flew.

I dug my fingers into her ass, holding her, loving the feel of her. Our tongues danced and dueled as she rocked atop me, riding my futa-cock. I loved it. Savored the passion. This wicked delight burned through my mind. My heart pounded in my chest. I squirmed beneath her, loving her married cunt working up and down my dick.

My ovaries drank it in. My pussy clenched every time her cunt slid up my cock. Her pussy was so tight. The silky friction massaged my shaft. I groaned into the kiss with her, my heart beating faster and faster. This heat was incredible.

She broke the kiss, moaning, “Your futa-cock is amazing, Galya! Where did you get it.”

“I'm just lucky!” I groaned to her. I winked as she worked her cunt up and down my cock. She rode me faster, harder. “Mmm, work that pussy. Ride my dick.”

“You're huge!” She squeezed around me. “Blyat, you're huge! Where did you get a cock this big?”

“I'm just lucky,” I told her, groaning as she kept riding me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped. “Bog, you are. I love this dick!”

I kissed her again and rolled her over onto her back. I was on top now. Her thighs slid around my waist. I thrust into her. I fucked her hard, pounding her. Her silky pussy clung to my dick. She gripped me as she writhed beneath me.

Our tongues dueled as I made love to her, hips thrusting. My nipples ached and throbbed. Her hands roamed my back, fingernails lightly scratching. I savored the thrill. I pumped away at her. I buried my girl-dick again and again into her pussy.

I broke the kiss, moaning, “Ekatrina! You're so hot!”

“You're so huge!” Her face twisted with pleasure as her pussy clenched down around my thrusting futa-dick. “Oh, blyat, I'm going to cum on this dick!”

“Do it!” I moaned, staring into her blue eyes. So bright like her crimson cheeks. White women were so sexy. “Cum on my dick.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned as I thrust into her.

Her pussy convulsed. She bucked beneath me. Her fingernails clawed my back. The married beauty spasmed and writhed. Her cunt milked me as I plunged into her hard. I buried over and over into the married woman's climaxing depths, savoring the silky friction.

It was intense.

Wonderful.

Her juices flooded out of her, bathing my crotch. My pussy lips drank in the ticklish feel of her bush every time I buried into her. My clit-dick throbbed in her snatch. My crown drank in the writhing delight of her spasming flesh.

“So good!” she howled. “Galya, cum in me! I want to feel you spurting in me. Bog, this is incredible!”

“I know!” I groaned, burying into her. My ovaries tightened. “Ekatrina!”

“Do it!” she howled, biting into my back.

I erupted into her pussy.

I fired my cum into her married cunt. Powerful jolts of ecstasy rushed out of me. I gasped and moaned, memories flashing before my mind. A roiling figure made of air stood before me with a hard cock. I sucked on it.

I whimpered and groaned, the memory fading as the rapture drowned my mind. Ekatrina's married cunt milked my dick. Ecstasy fired from my girl-cock with every blast. I shuddered on her, our nipples kissing.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Ekatrina moaned. “So much cum. You are flooding me, futa!”

“I know,” I groaned, my obey shuddering. “You're wonderful.”

Her pussy milked my futa-dick dry. I collapsed on her, kissing her. She thrust her tongue into my mouth as the pleasure buzzed through me. I shifted on her, stirring my dick through her silky pussy, now full of my cum.

She broke the kiss. “You're still hard, Galya.”

“I am,” I purred. “Do you need more satisfaction?”

“Yes!”

I kissed her again, reveling in this moment. My hips pumped, sliding my futa-dick in and out of her juicy pussy. New pleasure shuddered through me as I enjoyed performing my patriotic duty to my country.

I loved being a futa-spy.

*   *   *

Later, when I was sure Ekatrina was sleeping, I slipped from the bed. The room was full of our musk. I left her satiated. It was a wild time. I enjoyed her for hours. My cock was thoroughly satiated. I wanted to slip into sleep beside her.

I padded to her husband's office and began my search. I moved with careful skill, looking for any anti-tamper devices. Little signs that would alert him that someone had been in here. When I went to open her husband's drawer, I noticed the small bit of paper that fell out when I opened it. If I wasn't paying attention, I would have missed it.

I would replace it when I closed the drawer.

Inside was what I was looking for. The keycard that gave him access to the installation. I had a small device in my purse. It looked like a compact for my foundation, and it was, but it had a small slot hidden in the back. I thrust the card into there and waited until it beeped. I downloaded a copy of it, storing it in the ROM chip.

I slipped the keycard back where I found it. I closed the drawer and inserted the paper back into the catch. I straightened and smiled. Her husband would never know it was accessed. I licked my lips, savoring the flavor of her pussy, and sauntered into the bedroom.

I paused, staring at the sleeping beauty, wrapped up in a tangle of sheets. I wanted to stay, but... I had my mission. I pulled on my dress, drew on my trench coat, and then gave her a departing kiss on the forehead.

“Galya,” she breathed in her sleep.

“Sweet dreams, Ekatrina,” I whispered and then slipped out.

Once I was five blocks away from her apartment, I sent the following text: Had a great time at the bar. Missed you. I'm coming home now.

My phone beeped. Wonderful. I'll have dinner ready. Love you.

I shuddered. Ms. Bella Mars, the head of my agency, was pleased with me. It was time to head into phase two.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Futa-Spy's Wicked Disguise!

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

And don't forget to subscribe to Reed James's newsletter to keep up with the latest news, specials, and new releases! Read on for previews of other hot reads!


Sneak Preview of “My Roommate's Futa Lover”

Was Vivian shaved? What must it be like to lick a pussy covered in hair? Would it tickle my face? The water was suddenly cold, snapping me out of my reverie. I needed to be quick. I couldn't blow this golden opportunity. I turned off the shower, grabbed a towel and wiped off my skin. Then I wrapped a fresh towel around my wet hair, and stepped out of the bathroom naked, crossing the room to my closet.

“Oh, um, hi,” Vivian gasped. “I'm still here.”

“I know,” I smiled at her over my shoulder. “I hope you don't mind. Just us girl's here.”

“Uh, no, I don't mind.” Her voice sounded like liquid sex. She could bottle that sound and make millions.

As I stood before my closet, I could feel her eyes on my ass. Feeling very naughty, I bent over, my legs slightly spread, and gave her a good view of my shaved pussy between my thighs; Vivian groaned.

“Do you mind if I ask your opinion,” I said, turning around and facing her, my breasts jiggling.

“Sure.” She licked her lips then smiled.

“Am I pretty?”

If you want to read more, click here for My Roommate's Futa Lover (Futanari Coed 1)!
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