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Naughty Excerpt from “Beth's Futa Dream”

I wished so badly that I was a boy. Then I could marry Ester. She wasn't my real sister. It happened from time-to-time, step-brothers marrying their step-sisters. I could love her if I was born with a penis instead of a vagina. I wanted that so badly.

I clung to that idea as I closed my eyes.

Sleep stole over me at some point. I sank into confused dreams. Images that bled one into the other that really didn't make much sense. Flashes of cleaning the house for church service, making a quilt with my step-mother and cousins, endlessly threshing the wheat crop, golden dust falling through the air like ripe snow.

And then she entered my dream.

She arrested me the moment she appeared. A goddess. Her body bountiful and lush, clothed only in her raven-black hair that fell about her ivory skin. She walked with a sensuous sway, exuding sexual desire. The sight of her made my naughty sex so wet. I let out a wanton moan. I knew I was dreaming the moment she let out a purring groan, her red eyes flicking up and down my body. She licked ruby lips, her hands sliding up her curvy body to cup her large, pillowy breasts. She had fat nipples that thrust hard from wide areolas.

I shuddered on my bed, realizing I was naked, too. My breasts rose and fell faster and faster as she approached my bed. My eyes ran down her body to her crotch. She didn't have any pubic hair. She had shaved herself like some of the English girls would do.

I stared at her bare pussy. It was the only word to describe it. A pussy.

She has a plump vulva glistening with her sinful juices. She looked as wet as mine felt. My blood screamed through my veins as I stared at that sight. I wanted to taste her. To part her pussy lips and lick her.

A shiver ran through me. This was a dream, but she wasn't apart of me, but an external presence, intruding upon me. This dark-haired, red-eyed beauty didn't come from my imagination. I didn't conjure her. I had never seen a woman like this. Raw sexuality bled off of her. She almost glowed with it.

“D-demon,” I whispered, my heart thudding in my chest. “Succubus.”

Her smile grew. “Your desires have summoned me, Beth.”

I shook my head in vehement denial. I crawled back on my bed, pressing my back into my goose-feather stuffed pillows. I clamped my hands over my naked, round breasts. My dusky nipples rubbed against my palms, tingling down to my naughty pussy.

“Mmm, you wanted this so much, Beth,” the succubus continued. “Your desires cried out to me. They were the sweetest music I had ever heard. A siren's call that had me dripping with ardor for you. Be honored, mortal, it takes a great deal of sexual lust to summon Lilith, firstborn daughter of man.”

“I didn't summon you,” I protested as she reached my bed.

Her hands cupped both her breasts, fingers digging into her pillowy flesh. She licked her ruby lips again, moistening them. They sparkled in the silvery light painting her body, flooding through my bedroom window.

“You didn't wish to have a cock?” she asked. Her hands squeezed her breasts one more time before her hands slid down the silky, pale skin of her belly.

I wanted to touch her. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to—

No! Don't succumb to sin. Not even in a dream.

“You didn't desire to have a cock and fuck that sweet, petite thing lying beside you in your bed, Beth?” Her fingers reached her shaved pudenda. She pressed lower, reaching her pussy lips. She parted them, exposing that little bud that sprouted in women's sexes.

That place of amazing delight that made me shiver when I touched it.

“You don't want your clit to turn into a big cock?” Lilith purred. “To become a futanari.”

“Futa... nari?”

“A dickgirl,” she purred. “To have a clit-dick.” Lilith laughed. “That's the little bud you discovered. That's your clitoris. Your clit. And I can change it. I can make it into this.”

She rubbed her pink bud, her clitoris, and it throbbed. It twitched and swelled. I gasped, my eyes widening. My head shook, my dark-blonde hair swaying about my shoulders. My heart thundered beneath my breasts as my jaw dropped. This couldn't be happening. Her clit grew longer and longer, transforming into a fleshy shaft.

Into a penis.

A cock.

A clit-dick.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Beth's Futa Dream

“Is there something on my face, sister Beth?” my step-sister asked, pausing as she ran her comb through her straw-blonde hair. Her round face scrunched up in a question, her small, button nose almost twitching like a cute bunny.

My cheeks warmed. I looked away from Ester and shook my head. “I was just... thinking.”

That naughty itch between my thighs had me squirming on our shared bed. My breasts rose and fell in my heavy nightgown. The linen rubbed on my suddenly hard nipples, making them tingle. Sensations ran down between my thighs to my sinful sex.

I shouldn't be having these feelings. Ester was a woman. We were Amish, not the sinful English who lived in the World. We were supposed to be apart of it. We were supposed to reject sin and strive to live perfect lives. It wasn't always possible, but that was why we devoted ourselves to living simple to keep away temptation.

But my temptation shared my bed.

I shouldn't find women attractive. I should desire to be with a man, to find my mate and marry like a proper woman. I was twenty, already on my way towards spinsterhood. But none of the boys interested me like Ester did.

She wasn't the only girl who attracted my impure attention. My friend Victoria, my second cousins Eleanor and Annie, and my sister-in-law Penelope drew my gaze. Even my step-mother, Ester's mother and my father's second wife, made me tingle in such a wanton way. I didn't want to admit what I was. I wanted to deny it.

Lesbian.

I couldn't be a lesbian. I had to be straight. It was such a sin, but these desires... They filled me. They consumed me with such passion for the slender, eighteen-year-old girl who ran her brush through her cornsilk hair.

“I expect Caleb will show up for worship tomorrow,” Ester said. “When are you going to say yes to his proposal?”

I shrugged. “I'm not sure he's right for my mate.” Because I want you.

Ester shifted on the bed, a smile on her face. She always enjoyed it when our family hosted the community's Sunday service. Amish didn't have buildings built for worship. The various houses of the community would take turn hosting it. We had spent the day cleaning the house, scrubbing every inch to make sure it was perfect for tomorrow.

“Are you ready for bed?” Ester asked, setting her hairbrush beside our oil lamp lighting our room. It lay on the nightstand on her side of our shared bed.

“Yeah,” I said. I could suffer in the dark. My naughty sex begged me to touch it. To abuse it.

But I couldn't do that with my step-sister beside me.

She turned a little knob on the lamp which lifted the glass chimney. With a sharp breath, she snuffed out the flame. It plunged our room into darkness. Through our window, only a little silver bled through. I glanced out the window. You could see the light glowing on the horizon from the electricity of the nearby English (all non-Amish were English) town of Dover, a modest city in York, Country.

“Night, sister dear,” Ester said and gave me a quick kiss on my cheek.

My flesh burned with the impression of her lips. I shivered, my nipples throbbing more, my sex growing more wet. I squeezed my thighs so tight as I ran my tongue across my dry lips. Then I returned her affection, tasting the salt of her cheek.

I wanted to kiss her more.

“Good night, sweet Ester,” I said before we pulled our quilted cover over us.

I rolled on my side, looking away from her. She shifted on our hay-stuffed mattress. Why did I return after my running around? I should have stayed out in the World with the English. They accepted lesbians out there. I had even kissed a girl once. This English girl I met with bright-red hair and a tattoo on her neck of a serpent.

But I convinced myself it was a mistake. That I wasn't attracted to girls. That I should be a member of the Amish church. So I returned and was baptized into the faith. But... I wanted Ester so badly. I loved her so much. I wanted to marry her. I wanted to unite with her and form one flesh.

That was a sin. Only a man and a woman should ever unite their bodies, and only after marriage.

Ester shifted, letting out a sigh as she sank into sleep. I tried so hard to sleep, lying on my side, my sex growing so hot and wet. I tried not to squirm, but my entire body itched beneath my nightgown. I wanted to throw off the heavy quilt and my stuffy clothes, to expose my naked body and fondle my round breasts. I ached to slide my fingers through my blonde bush and rub my aching vagina. I would stroke myself. My... my dirty pussy.

Daisy, the redhead I kissed, had called her sex that. Her pussy. She said I made her pussy so wet. She wanted me to touch it. But I freaked out. I had a panic attack. But if I had... Maybe I would have the courage to try to touch Ester's.

But she would reject me. She wasn't a sinful lesbian like I was.

Please, Lord, I prayed, feeling ashamed that my head wasn't covered while talking with God, deliver me from these sins. Open my eyes and let me see Caleb as what I should desire. Then I could become his wife and live a proper life.

I didn't believe those words. I didn't want to reject my sin. I wanted to revel in it. But if anyone found out, I would be shunned. They would send me to a special camp to teach me how sinful being a lesbian was. Maybe I should let them so they could help me over come these desires.

I wished so badly that I was a boy. Then I could marry Ester. She wasn't my real sister. It happened from time-to-time, step-brothers marrying their step-sisters. I could love her if I was born with a penis instead of a vagina. I wanted that so badly.

I clung to that idea as I closed my eyes.

Sleep stole over me at some point. I sank into confused dreams. Images that bled one into the other that really didn't make much sense. Flashes of cleaning the house for church service, making a quilt with my step-mother and cousins, endlessly threshing the wheat crop, golden dust falling through the air like ripe snow.

And then she entered my dream.

She arrested me the moment she appeared. A goddess. Her body bountiful and lush, clothed only in her raven-black hair that fell about her ivory skin. She walked with a sensuous sway, exuding sexual desire. The sight of her made my naughty sex so wet. I let out a wanton moan. I knew I was dreaming the moment she let out a purring groan, her red eyes flicking up and down my body. She licked ruby lips, her hands sliding up her curvy body to cup her large, pillowy breasts. She had fat nipples that thrust hard from wide areolas.

I shuddered on my bed, realizing I was naked, too. My breasts rose and fell faster and faster as she approached my bed. My eyes ran down her body to her crotch. She didn't have any pubic hair. She had shaved herself like some of the English girls would do.

I stared at her bare pussy. It was the only word to describe it. A pussy.

She has a plump vulva glistening with her sinful juices. She looked as wet as mine felt. My blood screamed through my veins as I stared at that sight. I wanted to taste her. To part her pussy lips and lick her.

A shiver ran through me. This was a dream, but she wasn't apart of me, but an external presence, intruding upon me. This dark-haired, red-eyed beauty didn't come from my imagination. I didn't conjure her. I had never seen a woman like this. Raw sexuality bled off of her. She almost glowed with it.

“D-demon,” I whispered, my heart thudding in my chest. “Succubus.”

Her smile grew. “Your desires have summoned me, Beth.”

I shook my head in vehement denial. I crawled back on my bed, pressing my back into my goose-feather stuffed pillows. I clamped my hands over my naked, round breasts. My dusky nipples rubbed against my palms, tingling down to my naughty pussy.

“Mmm, you wanted this so much, Beth,” the succubus continued. “Your desires cried out to me. They were the sweetest music I had ever heard. A siren's call that had me dripping with ardor for you. Be honored, mortal, it takes a great deal of sexual lust to summon Lilith, firstborn daughter of man.”

“I didn't summon you,” I protested as she reached my bed.

Her hands cupped both her breasts, fingers digging into her pillowy flesh. She licked her ruby lips again, moistening them. They sparkled in the silvery light painting her body, flooding through my bedroom window.

“You didn't wish to have a cock?” she asked. Her hands squeezed her breasts one more time before her hands slid down the silky, pale skin of her belly.

I wanted to touch her. I wanted to kiss her. I wanted to—

No! Don't succumb to sin. Not even in a dream.

“You didn't desire to have a cock and fuck that sweet, petite thing lying beside you in your bed, Beth?” Her fingers reached her shaved pudenda. She pressed lower, reaching her pussy lips. She parted them, exposing that little bud that sprouted in women's sexes.

That place of amazing delight that made me shiver when I touched it.

“You don't want your clit to turn into a big cock?” Lilith purred. “To become a futanari.”

“Futa... nari?”

“A dickgirl,” she purred. “To have a clit-dick.” Lilith laughed. “That's the little bud you discovered. That's your clitoris. Your clit. And I can change it. I can make it into this.”

She rubbed her pink bud, her clitoris, and it throbbed. It twitched and swelled. I gasped, my eyes widening. My head shook, my dark-blonde hair swaying about my shoulders. My heart thundered beneath my breasts as my jaw dropped. This couldn't be happening. Her clit grew longer and longer, transforming into a fleshy shaft.

Into a penis.

A cock.

A clit-dick.

My mouth went so dry. I swallowed and worked my tongue against the roof of my mouth. This couldn't be happening. Not even in a dream. This succubus demon was perverting God's creation by turning her clitoris into a dick.

It grew so big and thick. The tip looked like the crown of a mushroom, pink and spongy looking. Her shaft looked so thick, the same ivory-beige of her skin. Her pussy lips spread around the base, looking like the silky petals of a pink flower.

A drop of something clear beaded from the slit. Her thumb smeared it across the crown of her dick.

“Mmm, you like the sight of my precum, don't you?” she asked. “Watching it bubble out of my dick. It makes your pussy so hot.”

I shook my head even as my sex swelled with a heat. Not even when I kissed Daisy had I felt so wanton as right now. My heart thudded in my chest as the succubus and her impossible futa-cock mounted my bed. The shaft bounced before her.

“You like it, don't you?” Lilith purred. “Seeing me as a futa. It makes you so wet. I can smell your sweet musk.”

I inhaled, my eyes widening. I did smell something sweet and earthy. Was that... Was that my sex? My hot pussy?

Lilith licked her lips as she crawled to me, her pillowy breasts swaying from side-to-side, her dick bobbing and twitching. My heart screamed in my chest. I shouldn't let this happen, but I couldn't help myself. I was just so turned on. I... I wanted to sin with her.

“Lord, deliver me from this evil.”

“You have to mean it,” Lilith said as her hands touched my ankle. “You have to desire protecting your purity to ward me off. But you don't want to guard your chastity. You want me.”

Her hands slid up my calves, sliding up to my knees. Tingles raced down my skin in advance of her touch. My eyes widened as the sensations reached my sinful pussy. My sex clenched, my virgin depths itching to be filled.

“See,” she purred. “You ache for this.” She pushed my knees apart.

I let her.

I felt so exposed. Her eyes fell on my dark-blonde bush. I whimpered, looking down at my sin. It leaked out of me, staining my hairs. I trembled as her hot finger slid down my inner thighs. Waves of tingles raced down my legs to my sex. I shuddered, my flesh clenching as she came closer and closer to my virginity.

“It's only a dream,” I whispered. “You're not real.”

“You don't believe that either,” the succubus said as she leaned her head down. Her silky, black hair brushed my thighs, caressing me. She came closer and closer to my pussy. I whimpered and squirmed.

This wasn't real. It wasn't. This wasn't happening. I wasn't sinning with a demon that had a clit-dick. A futa-succubus. It—

She licked through my folds.

Pleasure unlike any I had ever felt before in my life shuddered through my body. My back arched against the down-stuffed pillows. My breasts jiggled against my hands as she flicked my clitoris. My bud drank in the feel of her wet tongue's caressing, shooting delight through my body. My toes curled against the quilt comforter as I made the most wanton sounds.

Lilith's red eyes stared up at me as she took another lick through my body. Her tongue lapped again and again. She caressed the lips of my pussy. She brushed my little bud. She ran her tongue over my hymen, pressing at my maidenhead guarding my innocence.

My heart thudded faster and faster as I shifted on the bed. My eyes rolled back into my head, little stars twinkling red and blue and yellow across my vision. I shuddered and groaned, my heart thudding so fast in my chest. I chewed on my lip, fighting this sinful delight.

This wasn't real. It wasn't.

Lilith purred in delight, mocking me as her tongue fluttered against my bud.

Every strike of her tongue on my clit, drumming it hard, sent me shuddering and whimpering. My body convulsed on the bed. My heart pounded so hard in my chest as the futa-succubus feasted on me, her ruby eyes staring up at me.

My hands, still covering my breasts, squeezed. I whimpered, my nipples throbbing against the palms of my hands as I kneaded my mounds. It felt so nice. I couldn't stop myself. Every lick of Lilith's tongue on my pussy had me groaning and gasping. Bit by bit, I surrendered into sin.

“Y-you have to stop,” I moaned, my fingers digging into my round breasts. I massaged my nipples, shooting new delights to join the rapture brewing in my sex's depths. “Please.”

“You don't want me to stop,” she purred. “You want me to ravish you. You want to experience my futa-passion. You want to be a futa. You want to grow a clit-dick and fuck that nubile step-sister sleeping beside you.”

I shook my head, moaning my denial.

But she knew my wanton desires.

Her tongue licked faster and faster. She swirled it around my bud, making me quiver and gasp in delight. Her tongue drummed on it, my pussy tightening. Something swelled in me. An explosion that threatened to drown me in ecstasy.

“P-please, Lilith,” I whimpered. This surging, swelling, boiling ecstasy in my pussy frightened me. “Y-you have to stop.”

“And you have to cum!” she groaned and sucked on my clit.

My eyes bulged. Her lips nursed at my bud. The suction had my pussy clenching. My toes curled. I squeezed my nipples as hard as I could, tugging on them, stretching them. The abuse made them feel so good. They shot rapture down to my burgeoning explosion.

“God!” I gasped as I screamed out in rapture.

My pussy convulsed. My juices flooded out of my sex and into her mouth. She lapped them up as the pleasure surged through me. It slammed into my mind. It drowned me in euphoria. I had never felt anything like this in my life. I bucked and shuddered as the pleasure rippled through my body.

The rapture smothered my thoughts as she kept licking my virgin flesh. I pinched and tugged on my nipples as the hot pleasure shot through me. Darkness washed across my vision. Stars burst before me.

It. Was. Amazing.

“Ester!” I screamed out as my body bucked and heaved.

“You cannot deny what your body craves,” Lilith moaned, her words nibbling on the edge of my awareness. I groaned and gasped, my eyes fluttering as she rose over me.

She brought her cock to my pussy.

I didn't care. Not while I was consumed by the rapture. I felt her clit-dick pressing on the entrance of my sex, pushing on my hymen. Her large breasts brushed my wrists. I pulled my hands away from my nipples, letting our mounds come together. Our nubs caressed, shooting fresh tingles to my spasming pussy.

Her cock pushed forward against my maidenhead. My hymen valiantly fought to preserve my innocence and purity, but the futa-succubus's depravity would not be denied. A sharp stab of pain shot through my sex.

And then...

Rapture.

Her clit-dick slid into my untouched, spasming depths. I gasped as my wanton pussy welcomed her girth. She stretched me so open. My toes curled as new waves of rapture shot out of my pussy. Euphoria drowned my thoughts again as another eruption of frothy ecstasy exploded from my depths.

“Such sweet delights,” whimpered the futa-succubus, her pillowy tits pressing tighter to me. Her ruby eyes filled my vision. “You are going to be such a delicious toy. Wait until your Ester convulses around your futa-dick.”

I didn't care about her words, just the feel of her girl-cock pumping in and out of my pussy. It slid in and out of me, plunging so deep into me before withdrawing only to thrust back in. My flesh clenched and spasmed about her, drinking in the friction of her shaft.

Juices flooded out of me. A wet spot formed on the quilt beneath my rear. I whimpered and groaned, my limbs seizing her body. Arms and legs held her as I writhed in wanton need beneath her. I new it was so wrong, and I didn't care.

Couldn't care.

Not when this rapture gripped me. Not when this ecstasy rippled through me. I moaned and groaned, pleasure washing over and over through me as she pumped faster and faster. She purred her delight, enjoying my sinful flesh.

“Oh, yes, my sweet Beth, you're going to have so much wicked fun! Your community needs a little sin. So prim. So proper. So repressed. You are going to be my conduit!”

I only whimpered and writhed, my fingers biting into her back, my thighs squeezing about her waist. My flesh kept convulsing about her thrusting cock, my pleasure rippling over and over through my body. I whimpered and moaned and cried out in ecstasy.

“Ooh, you keep cumming on my dick,” moaned the futa-succubus. “You keep orgasming. Reaching your climax. You love it, don't you?”

“Yes!” I screamed out, holding her so tight, our breasts pressed together. My nipples kept rubbing against hers, shooting such delight to my boiling snatch.

My flesh convulsed about her thrusting clit-dick. I welcomed her into my depths over and over. I trembled beneath her. She pumped harder and harder. She rammed her girl-dick so hard and deep into my depths.

Her eyes flashed. “Beth!” she hissed as she buried her futa-cock into my depths. “My sweet, wanton Beth!”

Something hot spurted into me. My eyes widened. Her seed spilled into me. Her futa-seed. I shuddered, my flesh convulsing harder. Ecstasy sweeping out of my body. I spasmed beneath her, my naughty pussy milking her dick.

“Yes, yes, yes, take my futa-cum!” she moaned. “My girl-jizz. You love it, little Amish slut! You're my sinful whore now!”

“Yes,” I screamed as her cum felt so hot in me. It filled me. A woman's dick was erupting into me. Filling me with her seed. I reveled in the sin of this moment. I howled out in rapture, bucking, groaning, shuddering beneath her.

I—

Woke up.

My nightgown clung to my sweaty body. I had thrown off the heavy quilt as I slept. My breathing came hard and fast. I trembled, ripples of pleasure still tingling through my body. Ester slept beside me. She had no idea how naughty my dream was and...

I felt so wet between my thighs. So juicy. I had never felt this before. I shivered, biting my lip, and lifted my nightgown. I slid my hand between my thighs and felt my sinful flesh. I discovered something hot and sticky leaking out of me.

I held it up, saw the pearly seed glistening on my fingers in the silver streaming through the window. The full moon framed it, shining its revealing light upon my sin. My eyes widened. My heart clenched.

The demon's futa-seed filled me. It wasn't a dream.

A wave of clammy panic shot through me. I let a succubus take me in my dream. She inserted her abominable clit-dick into my sinful sex. My pussy clenched. I felt so... so open. Deflowered. Tears stung my eyes as my body shook, emotion ravaging my flesh. Turmoil writhed through me.

I bolted from the bed. I could feel her... her cum dripping out of me. It ran down my thighs as I hurried out of my bedroom on the third floor of the farmhouse. My bare feet smacked on the cold hardwood floors. I reached the stairs, hurrying down them.

I had to clean myself.

I passed the second floor, hoping my parents or my younger half-brothers didn't stir from their bedroom, and headed to our first floor. I raced to the kitchen and found a fresh washcloth and a tin bucket. I darted out the kitchen door. Our well's hand pump lay just to the right of the door, a metal pipe topped by a spigot that thrust out of the ground.

I worked the handle with a frantic fear. I had to wash up. No one could know I had sex with a demon last night. A female demon. A futa-succubus. My body trembled as the memory of her cock sliding in and out of my pussy...

No!

The water gushed into the bucket in staccato flows, spurting out every time I pumped the handle down. I shivered, remembering the pulsing eruptions of the futa's cock in my sex, filling me with her sinful seed.

More ran down my thighs.

I dunked the washcloth into the bucket, the water icy cold. I didn't care. I squealed as I slid it up my thighs and pressed it against my feverish pussy. The lingering arousal fled before the chilling touch. I rubbed myself, cleaning out all the sin. I pushed it up inside me, groaning as I felt so open, my hymen utterly gone.

I scrubbed and scrubbed and scrubbed until I had washed away all evidence of my sin. I dumped out the bucket and the seed onto the lawn, looking for any milky traces. It had diluted in the water and vanished. Then I wrung out the washcloth as good as I could and placed it with the dirty one used to wash our supper dishes.

I ventured back to my bedroom, creeping through the slumbering house. No one else was plagued with such sin like me. When I entered my bedroom, I gasped at the silver painting Ester's slumbering face, so round, her lips so relaxed, her nose so cute.

I wanted to kiss her lips, her nose. I wanted to push up her nightgown and do all those sinful things to her sex Lilith did to mine. Suck on her clit. Lick her pussy. Make her cum.

I grabbed my prayer cap, fell to my knees, and clasped my hands before me. I prayed and prayed and prayed with such devotion to the Lord to forgiven me. I yearned for it. To be pure. I asked him to awaken attraction in me for Caleb. To finally find him attractive, to ache to be with him like I should instead of Ester.

But Lilith... She kept nibbling on my awareness, like she hovered around me, intruding on my communion with the Lord. She kept making my sex tingle, my clitoris ache, my nipples throb. I fought against them, my eyes squeezed shut so tight, my hands clasped so tightly.

“Beth?”

I squeaked in fright. Ester stood over me. The room was lighter, dawn almost upon us. My sister stood over me, leaning down in her dressing gown, her hair falling in loose, straw-blonde waves about that round, kissable face.

“Are you okay, Beth?”

“I... I had a bad dream,” I said. “I just... I just needed to speak to our Lord.”

She nodded her head in complete understanding. “Prayer is such a comfort, isn't it?”

“Yes,” I lied. I found no comfort because I could feel the succubus lurking around the house.

My temptation only grew worse when Ester pulled off her dressing gown. She had no concern for her modesty. She couldn't imagine that I lusted after her slender body, her hips almost flat, her rump cute and bubbly, and her breasts... Such small, little handfuls I wanted to grasp and squeeze, to suck on the light pink of her nipples. To make her moan and gasp. She had a fine down of rich gold between her thighs.

They weren't stained with her juices.

My cheeks burned as I forced myself to look away. We had to get ready and wear our Sunday best. We each only had four dresses, all a proper woman needed: one for wash, one for wear, one for dress, and one for spare. I grabbed my one for dress, a deep russet red but otherwise plain. I pulled on a fresh slip, my nipples poking against the linen. Then I drew on my dress, buttoning it up the front. Since I was unmarried and it was Sunday, I pulled a white apron on, married women wore black aprons to church. I attached it to my dress with straight pins at the waist. I smoothed it over my skirt.

Ester wore a gown of faded-blue, her apron pinned to the front. She looked so fetching in it. I could just see the small swell of her breasts in the bodice, her flesh hidden from my eyes, making me ache to see more of it.

“Well, shall we?” she asked. “Mamm will want us helping with the food.”

Hosting Sunday service was a big event. We had to feed the seventy or so members of our community as well as provide the space. I could already hear our father and our two younger half-brothers pulling down the wooden partitions that separated the first floor into different rooms. Soon the bench wagon would arrive with the seats for the congregation and there needed to be room.

Since it was Sunday, Ester and I wore our black stockings and shoes, but normally we went barefoot around the house and farm. We braided our hair and placed on our prayer caps then headed downstairs. We wore no makeup, letting our natural beauty shine through instead of embracing vanity like the English did.

We were not of the World.

I couldn't love Ester. I couldn't let the futa-succubus into my dreams.

“Hurry up, you lazy ragamuffins,” my step-mother said when we entered the kitchen. She already bustled about in a brown dress and black apron, her hair piled up into a thick straw-blonde hair piled up into a thick bun. Amish women never cut our hair.

She looked much like Ester, older, a little worn by the world, but still with traces of the same girlish beauty that I loved. She had that button nose but suckling three children, Ester and my two half-brothers, had filled out her bust more.

“Sorry, Mamm,” Ester said, using the Pennsylvanian Dutch word for mother to address the older woman. “Beth had a nightmare. It left her unsettled.”

“The Lord defend you, child,” she said to me. “You do look as haggard as chicken who escaped the plucking. Well, work has to be done. I suspect you'll survive on little sleep.”

“Yes, Mamm,” I said, nodding my head.

The work progressed. We fried the chicken to feed the entire congregation, our sleeves rolled up. The kitchen filled with such rich scents. My cousins, Eleanor and Annie, appeared to help and then my friend Victoria, another slender girl like Ester. Victoria had a narrow face and golden-blonde hair, her nose sharp but her smile gorgeous.

Being around all these women made my heart patter faster and faster, bringing heat to my cheeks.

We chatted as we worked, many hands always making any task swifter and more enjoyable. It was all about community among the Amish. And even if I was a lesbian, I didn't want to lose that. When I ran around in the World, I saw that the English had utterly lost any sense of community. They lived in these large cities, pressed so tight, and yet they all seemed so alone in a sea of people.

It was so sad.

More women came to help out and then Sunday Service. My older brother, Paul, gave the sermon. His beard had sprouted nicely over the last year since he married Penelope. He stood tall before the congregation, talking about resisting sin.

I wish I could resist sin.

Then it was back to work. The lunch had to fished out. The men ate first while the older youths served them, running into the kitchen to grab the food the women prepared. Then it was us women's turn to eat. It was always such a joy to savor food you worked hard to cook. It made it taste extra special. My fingers grew greasy as I laughed and talked and almost forgot about the succubus.

Almost.

But I would notice a woman's smooth neck or the plumpness of her lips or how her dress creased around her breasts, emphasizing her bosom for a moment, and the heat would billow out of my sinful sex. My nipples would harden against my slip. My pussy would grow juicy again.

The young children ate after the women and then the older youths finally could satiate their hungers. Caleb found me not long after. He was a handsome enough boy, his cheeks smooth. He'd come from his own village to see me. It wasn't uncommon for unmarried youths and adults to visit other Amish churches, to find prospective mates or to see their “special” friends.

Ester had a special friend, Gabriel. She laughed as they talked beneath our chestnut tree, her hands playing with her apron. I wanted to be her special friend. I wanted to talk to her. They would probably announce their marriage soon.

“When will you accept my marriage proposal?” Caleb asked.

I should.

“I don't know,” I said. “It just... It just doesn't feel right.”

He sighed. “There's Joyce. She's been giving me friendly looks.”

I swallowed, nodding my head. “Well, maybe that's for the best. I don't think I would make you a good wife.”

He shook his head. “Yeah, I'm starting to realize that. I was surprised you returned, to be honest. I always thought you wanted to enter the World. When you did come back, I thought... I thought it was for me. But it wasn't.”

“Sorry,” I said, my eyes flicking to Ester.

I felt bad for him. I could see the anguish in his eyes as he broke away, making an excuse to join the football game starting up on our lawn. The young men, and a few not so young, were passing out different color handkerchiefs to mark teams while sleeves were rolled up and black vests removed.

If I married him, it would only be to pretend I was something I wasn't. And that wasn't fair to him. He should turn his attention to Joyce. She would make him happy. She was a kind girl with large breasts and...

I'd rather have her then him. And most of all I would rather have Ester.

The rest of the day passed in a daze for me. I sang in the evening with the other youths, the words spilling out of my mouth. The sun was setting as I helped my family put together our house after everyone left.

Weary, I changed into my nightgown. I didn't even ogle Ester. I just undid my braids, combed out my hair, and then sank beneath the quilt, lying on my side and looking away from her. I closed my eyes, listening to Ester hum beneath her breath as she kept brushing.

“Night, Beth,” she said, kissing my cheek after snuffing out the oil lamp.

I didn't answer.

I feared falling asleep. I felt the succubus lurking around. Would she come upon me again. Would she do what she threatened? Would she turn me into a futa like her? If she could spill her seed in me by ravishing me in my dreams, what else could she do?

Lord, I prayed, staring out the bedroom window at the twinkling stars, keep her from me. Defend my soul.

But you don't want your soul defended. You're so open for me. You welcomed me once. Why not again?

I shuddered at the purring voice caressing my thoughts. Lilith words tugged at me. Sleep suddenly weighed down my eyelids. I felt her calling to me, and my soul responded. My eyes closed. Darkness engulfed me.

When I opened my eyes, I knew I dreamed. I knelt on my hands and knees naked on my bed. I shuddered, my breasts swaying beneath me, my blonde hair falling about my face. I threw a look over my shoulder and...

Groaned.

Lilith stood there, her clitoris already transformed. She grinned at me, stroking her shaft. The tip glistened with... What had she called it? Precum? I shuddered at the naughty implications of that word.

A preview of her sinful seed.

My pussy clenched, aching to be filled again. I let out a whimper. I couldn't help wiggling my hips, inviting her towards me. Such shame rippled through my body at how wanton I was. Such a wicked hussy. My cheeks burned. My eyes squeezed shut.

“Yes, yes, you are so eager for it,” she purred. “You had a taste, and now you want more. Don't you?”

I didn't answer, too scared to say it out loud as I kept wiggling my hips. Her dick nuzzled through my bush. She rubbed it against my once virginal flesh. I whimpered as she slid her clit-cock up and down my dripping snatch, nuzzling it against my clit.

“Well, whore?” she asked. “Answer me. Or no cock for you.”

“Please, don't make me say it,” I said, my voice so strained. I shuddered, my fingers clawing at the quilt as she massaged the tip of her clit-dick against my bud.

“Then no cock for you, little slut.”

She withdrew her shaft.

“Wait!”

“So you want it? You want my girl-dick plundering your hole? Fucking you? Making you cum like a wanton hussy?”

“Y-yes,” I whimpered.

“Say it!”

“I... I... I want your girl-dick plundering my hole!” The words spilled out of my mouth as my heart thundered in my chest. “Fucking me! Making me cum like a... like a wanton hussy! Your whore!”

“My futa-slut, little Beth?'

“Yes, yes, yes, your futa-slut!”

“My vessel?” She pressed her cock against my pussy again. “You'll be the vessel for my futa-seed.”

“I will!” I screamed out, my cunt clenching.

“Accepted,” she purred. “Now let's seal our bargain with depravity.”

“Bargain?” I asked then my eyes widened as her dick moved up. It slid past my pussy to nuzzle at my sphincter. My eyes widened, shaking my head as she pressed the tip of her girl-cock against my dirty hole. “What are you doing? That's my...”

“Your asshole?” she purred. “Mmm, it is. Every hole you possess—mouth, pussy, and asshole—can deliver pleasure. Don't worry, futa-cocks produce enough precum to lube the way. You're going to love this.”

She thrust her cock into my bowels. My back arched. The shame of my wanton moan rippled through me. It felt so strange as my sphincter stretched and stretched about her girth. My asshole drank in the wet friction. She slid into my hole. It felt so different from her using my pussy. A velvety delight compared to the silky rapture.

I... I liked it. What was wrong with me? How wanton was I?

So wanton. So horny. I wanted to revel in this. To writhe and shudder in passion. It was so wrong of me, but I couldn't help myself. I just had to enjoy this cock sliding into my bowels. It reached deeper and deeper into me, sending rough delight through my body.

“That's it,” she groaned. “That's it, my wanton whore. Ooh, yes, you love it. You're my hussy. And you're going to enjoy everything that I give you.”

“Yes!” I whimpered, my bowels clenching down on her girth, increasing the friction.

Which increased the pleasure.

She bottomed out in me. I felt her smooth, hot flesh rubbing on my rump. My pussy clenched, juices spilling down my thighs. I burned in the depths of my sex. I ached. I yearned for my pussy to be filled even as my asshole rejoiced in her dick moving inside of me. She withdrew.

And then thrust in again.

She slammed her crotch into my rump again, flesh slapping flesh. I groaned, my breasts swaying beneath me. My hips wiggled, stirring her dick around inside of me. It made me feel even more wanton. So wicked to enjoy this. My eyes fluttered. I sucked in such deep breaths as she pumped in and out of my asshole.

“Yes,” I groaned. “Oh, yes, that's so nice. That makes me feel so wicked.”

“A slut?”

“Yes, yes, a slut, Lilith!” I moaned, this terrible, filthy word only swelled the growing orgasm in my depths. Even as the shame gripped me for enjoying this, I couldn't stop myself from speaking such disgusting things. “Fuck my asshole! Ram that clit-cock into my depths. I'm such a hussy! A whore!”

“Yes, you are. And soon you'll be a futa-whore!” she promised, ramming her clit-dick harder and harder into my bowels.

I whimpered, every thrust swelling the pleasure in the depths of my body. I groaned and gasped, stirring my hips around her. My pussy grew tighter and hotter. I couldn't believe how good it felt having something pumping away inside my asshole. It made me feel so terribly wicked and wanton. My eyes rolled back into my head. I whimpered and groaned at the sheer delight spilling through me.

My hips rotated, swirling that amazing cock through my depths. I whimpered and shuddered, sucking in such deep breaths. She fucked me so hard. She pumped away, pounding me, using me for her own pleasures.

I loved being used. I loved being her wanton whore. My pussy clenched again, my bowels tightening on her thrusting dick. It made me feel so wanton and wicked. My eyes rolled back into my head. My heart pounded so hard and fast beneath my breasts.

My body rocked as she drove her girl-dick so deep and hard into me. I savored this wonderful delight. My breasts swayed, nipples throbbing at the ends of my mounds. Her hand stroked my body, touching me with fire, adding more and more delight to burn inside of my sex.

“Lilith!” I whimpered.

“Yes, yes, yes, let yourself go and cum!” she moaned as she worked her girl-dick in and out of my bowels. “Don't hold back ever, slut!”

“I won't!” I promised, utterly surrendered to sin.

Her futa-dick plundered to the hilt in my bowels. The velvety friction ignited a wave of fire. It burned into my pussy, reaching my growing orgasm. I squealed as the rapture surged through me. My cunt spasmed about nothing. Juices spurted out of my pussy and flooded down my thighs.

The pleasure burned through my body until it reached my mind. I screamed out in rapture as she plunged over and over into my writhing bowels. Such bliss filled me. I loved it. I craved orgasms. They were amazing.

Why could my body feel something so amazing at all?

“Yes, yes, yes, you little futa-slut!” hissed Lilith. “You are just perfect!”

She ripped her girl-dick out of my asshole.

“No,” I moaned, my bowels feeling so empty. “You didn't spill your seed in me! I want that!”

“You'll get it, whore!”

Her cock rammed into my pussy. My eyes widened. That was just in my butt. My dirty, filthy asshole. And now my juicy sex washed it clean. I shuddered, clamping down on her shaft to buff her futa-dick.

She groaned, plunging through my depths, sending new delight rippling through my body. New pleasure to drown my mind in ecstasy. I gasped and moaned and shuddered. I screamed out in such rapture as my body shook.

...Beth... called a distant voice.

“Yes, yes, yes, Lilith,” I moaned, thrashing, my pussy spasming so hard about her dirty cock, cleaning it.

“You nasty whore!” Lilith moaned. “You are getting off on anal play! Ooh, wait until you rim your first asshole. Ester will squeal when you do it, and you'll love it!”

“I will!” I moaned.

...Beth...

...You're dreaming...

…Wake up...

“Dump your cum in me, Lilith!” I gasped. “Please, please. Fill me with your futa-seed. I'm your vessel!”

Begging made me orgasm harder. My cunt convulsed about her flesh, milking her dick. My snatch felt so hungry for her spunk. I wanted to fill it spilling into me, coating my pussy with her passion. I whimpered, stars dancing before my eyes.

I was such a sinful, Amish girl.

“Lilith, please!” I begged.

...Beth...

...You're scaring me...

...Why are you naked?...

“Cum in my cunt!” I moaned, ignoring that voice calling across the distance. I didn't care about anything but the futa-succubus's dick hammering my sex. My juices flooded down my thighs, churned to a hot froth by her thrusting dick.

“My wanton, Amish slut!” snarled Lilith.

She rammed her dick into me.

Her cum fired into my sex.

I gasped and moaned, my body quivering. My tits shook beneath me as my pussy milked her dick of every drop of girl-cum she had. Her creamy jizz pumped over and over into me. I groaned and gasped, my eyes fluttering...

Open.

I stared up at Beth, her face framed by silvery light. Her eyes so wide as she shook me. My breasts jiggled. I felt one last squirt of cum firing into my pussy from an ethereal futa-cock. I had come awake, my body naked and drenched in sweat.

Futa-jizz leaked out of me.

“Beth!” Ester cried out in relief. “What happened? Why are you naked? You were moaning in your sleep. It sounded so... So sinful.”

“I...” I swallowed. “It was...”

Ester's eyes glanced down my body. My thighs were spread wide-open. I could see my bush was matted down my juices. My step-sister frowned. She slid down my bed, staring between my thighs.

She inhaled.

So did I. I smelled something salty and slightly bitter mixed with that sweet, earthy musk of my pussy.

“What is that?” Ester asked, her voice thick. “It... it smells so good.”

“No,” I gasped as she swiped a finger along my inner thigh and pulled up a dollop of the futa-succubus's cum. “Don't!”

Fear cut through my desire, a knife slashing through silk cloth. I had promised to make myself a vessel. The demon had rutted in my body. What had she done to me? She filled me with that seed and now Ester brought it to her mouth.

“It smells so good,” Ester said, her words slurred like she was drunk.

She licked it. Whimpered.

Then my sister ducked her head down between my thighs. I gasped as I felt her tongue licking at my flesh, scooping up more of the succubus's cum. Her nightgown stretched across her rump as she leaned over me, her silky, blonde hair caressing my legs and...

She found my clit.

“Ester!” I groaned. I had to stop her. I couldn't let her fall beneath the demon's spell any more. It gripped her and...

She sucked on my clitoris.

My eyes widened. Pleasure surged through me. My little bud throbbed with my heartbeat and...

Swelled.

It grew thicker and thicker, sliding into the lips of her mouth. My clitoris blossomed into a dick.

“You made me into a futa!” I cried out as my sister kept sucking on my growing girl-cock.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Beth's Futa Transformation!
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Sneak Preview of “Naughty Succubus Fun”

But it wasn't her face she saw. A beautiful, lush, hungry face, skin as pale as ivory, hair as black as midnight. The contrast made the woman's lush, red lips almost glow. Dark lashes fluttered and heavy breasts rose and fell.

“Oh, my gosh,” Jane gasped, her hands gripping the counter's edge.

Jane squeezed her eyes shut. Not real. Can't be real. I did not summon Ishtar. Nope. This is not happening.

A feminine voice laughed.

Jane cracked her eyes open. She gasped. The image leaned forward and left the mirror. The face became three-dimensional. A moment later, the heavy breasts fell out, dangling beneath the goddess. The lips neared Jane's.

The goddess's tongue flicked out, licking her lush lips. Then the goddess kissed Jane.

She shuddered. Her body convulsed. Her pussy spasmed as an orgasm rippled through her. Jane moaned into the kiss, the goddess's tongue fluttering against her lips. She opened them, letting the goddess in as the pleasure boiled through her body. Stars danced before her eyes as she moaned and sighed into the sweet kiss.

Hands touched Jane's breasts. Soft, feminine. They squeezed and then brushed her hardening nipples. The pleasure boiling from her pussy grew hotter. Her orgasm continued. Jane shuddered, clutching harder to the counter as the goddess slid out of the mirror and pressed her body to Jane's, the goddess's hand sliding around Jane's waist.

They hugged, breasts pressed against breasts and pussy pressed against cock.

Jane's eyes shot open. She tried to break the kiss as she felt the hard, thick cock rubbing on her pussy. She has a cock. The goddess has a cock. Her pussy clenched. Jane fought to escape the goddess's embrace, panic seizing her.

Relax and let me in, the goddess whispered in Jane's thoughts. You summoned me. I am here to answer your prayers.

The tip of the hard cock moved as the goddess undulated her hips. The dick's tip pressed through Jane's folds. She knew the feeling well. Billy had fucked her enough. And this cock felt even bigger. Her desires seized her thighs. She wiggled them apart and let the goddess in.

The dick rammed home into Jane's pussy. Her eyes widened as the girth stretched her out. It was so thick. So huge. Her body shuddered. Her pussy clenched down on the huge cock. Her nerve endings drank in the sensations.

If you want to read more, click here for Naughty Succubus Fun (Wicked Futa Succubus 1)!
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