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Naughty Excerpt from “Beth's Futa Transformation”

My heart pounded in my chest, my stomach twisting in horror as my clit sprouted into my step-sister's sucking mouth. The futa-demon, Lilith, had transformed me. She'd filled me with her sinful seed in my dream, ramming her girl-dick into my wanton sex. Just as she had flooded me with her creamy passion, I woke up to my step-sister, Ester, shaking me.

I was somehow naked, having thrown off my heavy nightgown in my sleep. Ester had stared down at me, her straw-blonde hair framing her round, worried face lit by the silver light streaming through our bedroom window.

Then she noticed the cum leaking out of my sinful hole. She saw how wanton I was. How I was the futa-demon's hussy in my dream. I had begged Lilith to take me. The demon had slipped her girl-cock into my rectum and then my pussy where she exploded with such rapture. I tried to stop Ester from tasting the cum leaking out of me, but it entranced her.

Poisoned her. The demon's lust had infected her. She let out a wanton moan and sucked on my clitoris while kneeling beside me. The moment her lips wrapped around my bud, it began sprouting. Now it grew into her mouth, her lips spreading around the enlarging girth, the tip brushing the back of her throat.

“No, Ester,” I gasped, my eyes falling on her rump, her white, linen nightgown stretched over her body.

I had loved Ester for awhile, hiding my lesbian desires from my Amish family and community. They would shun me if they learned of my deviant desires. They would send me to a reform camp to help me understand that the Lord created me to be with a man, not a woman. It was my depraved fantasies, aching to have a cock so I could be with Ester, that summoned Lilith.

The reality struck me as Ester moaned about my growing girth. Her head rose with my enlarging girth. Her blonde hair caressed my belly and thighs as she lifted her head as my clit-dick swelled longer and longer. It ached inside of her warm, wet mouth. It throbbed.

It felt so good.

“I'm so sorry, Ester,” I moaned, afflicting the demon's sin on her. I let Lilith cum in me. She made me a vessel. I didn't care in my dream. I was just so aroused I invited her into me. “Please, please, you have to stop. Don't...” My eyes widened. “Don't suck.”

Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked. She moaned about the tip of my cock. Her right hand wrapped about the base, squeezing it like she was exploring what had sprouted. Her tongue did the same to the crown. She swiped around it, lightning zapping down my shaft to my pussy.

My snatch clenched, forcing out more of the demon's futa-seed. It leaked out of me to dribble onto our sheets. I shuddered, squirming on the hay-stuffed mattress. I sucked in a deep breath, my naked, round breasts rising and falling.

“Oh, no,” I whimpered. I needed to get Ester to stop. This was so wrong. I couldn't let the demon's corruption spread to my sweet, innocent sister.

But... I also didn't want the pleasure to stop. Her sucking mouth felt so incredible. My pussy kept clenching. My sinful hole reveled in the delight her hot, wet tongue gave as it swirled around the tip of my cock. Her right hand stroked up and down my shaft, her fingers and palm so silky against my new appendage.

My back arched as I moaned again. My toes curled as the pleasure ravaged my body. Her every suck swelled something in the depths of my pussy while at the tip of my new girl-dick, something ached. Something needed to explode out of me. I whimpered again, my heart thudding. Our parents and younger brothers were in the house.

If we were caught...

If someone discovered what the futa-succubus did to me...

I grasped her blonde hair. I had to pulled her mouth off of my cock. My fingers ran through her cornsilk strands. They felt so wonderful against my digits. I grasped her head, wanting to pull her lips off my dick, but... but the suction...

Instead of pulling her head off, I pushed her head down. Her lips slid down my cock, taking more of my girl-dick until it brushed the back of her throat. Then I pulled her up. I moaned, fucking her mouth up and down my clit-dick. My shaft throbbed inside her mouth. It felt so good.

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

My heart pounded in my chest, my stomach twisting in horror as my clit sprouted into my step-sister's sucking mouth. The futa-demon, Lilith, had transformed me. She'd filled me with her sinful seed in my dream, ramming her girl-dick into my wanton sex. Just as she had flooded me with her creamy passion, I woke up to my step-sister, Ester, shaking me.

I was somehow naked, having thrown off my heavy nightgown in my sleep. Ester had stared down at me, her straw-blonde hair framing her round, worried face lit by the silver light streaming through our bedroom window.

Then she noticed the cum leaking out of my sinful hole. She saw how wanton I was. How I was the futa-demon's hussy in my dream. I had begged Lilith to take me. The demon had slipped her girl-cock into my rectum and then my pussy where she exploded with such rapture. I tried to stop Ester from tasting the cum leaking out of me, but it entranced her.

Poisoned her. The demon's lust had infected her. She let out a wanton moan and sucked on my clitoris while kneeling beside me. The moment her lips wrapped around my bud, it began sprouting. Now it grew into her mouth, her lips spreading around the enlarging girth, the tip brushing the back of her throat.

“No, Ester,” I gasped, my eyes falling on her rump, her white, linen nightgown stretched over her body.

I had loved Ester for awhile, hiding my lesbian desires from my Amish family and community. They would shun me if they learned of my deviant desires. They would send me to a reform camp to help me understand that the Lord created me to be with a man, not a woman. It was my depraved fantasies, aching to have a cock so I could be with Ester, that summoned Lilith.

The reality struck me as Ester moaned about my growing girth. Her head rose with my enlarging girth. Her blonde hair caressed my belly and thighs as she lifted her head as my clit-dick swelled longer and longer. It ached inside of her warm, wet mouth. It throbbed.

It felt so good.

“I'm so sorry, Ester,” I moaned, afflicting the demon's sin on her. I let Lilith cum in me. She made me a vessel. I didn't care in my dream. I was just so aroused I invited her into me. “Please, please, you have to stop. Don't...” My eyes widened. “Don't suck.”

Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked. She moaned about the tip of my cock. Her right hand wrapped about the base, squeezing it like she was exploring what had sprouted. Her tongue did the same to the crown. She swiped around it, lightning zapping down my shaft to my pussy.

My snatch clenched, forcing out more of the demon's futa-seed. It leaked out of me to dribble onto our sheets. I shuddered, squirming on the hay-stuffed mattress. I sucked in a deep breath, my naked, round breasts rising and falling.

“Oh, no,” I whimpered. I needed to get Ester to stop. This was so wrong. I couldn't let the demon's corruption spread to my sweet, innocent sister.

But... I also didn't want the pleasure to stop. Her sucking mouth felt so incredible. My pussy kept clenching. My sinful hole reveled in the delight her hot, wet tongue gave as it swirled around the tip of my cock. Her right hand stroked up and down my shaft, her fingers and palm so silky against my new appendage.

My back arched as I moaned again. My toes curled as the pleasure ravaged my body. Her every suck swelled something in the depths of my pussy while at the tip of my new girl-dick, something ached. Something needed to explode out of me. I whimpered again, my heart thudding. Our parents and younger brothers were in the house.

If we were caught...

If someone discovered what the futa-succubus did to me...

I grasped her blonde hair. I had to pulled her mouth off of my cock. My fingers ran through her cornsilk strands. They felt so wonderful against my digits. I grasped her head, wanting to pull her lips off my dick, but... but the suction...

Instead of pulling her head off, I pushed her head down. Her lips slid down my cock, taking more of my girl-dick until it brushed the back of her throat. Then I pulled her up. I moaned, fucking her mouth up and down my clit-dick. My shaft throbbed inside her mouth. It felt so good.

“Ester, Ester,” I groaned, surrendering to the lust. “I'm sorry, Ester.”

Her hips wiggled. I stared at her rump as she knelt next to me, working her mouth up and down my girl-dick. My pussy ached, clenching every time she sucked. She kept moaning about it, her passion humming around the tip of my cock.

I loved it. It was so wrong. I knew it was a sin. I was corrupting my poor, sweet Ester. I loved her. I fantasized about her, and now... And now... I used her. I had to satiate my cock. I had to cum. My orgasm swelled in the depths of my pussy. It swelled at the tip of my cock. I whimpered louder, squirming my hips, rubbing my ass into the pillow.

“Touch my pussy, Ester,” I moaned. “Finger me while you suck my cock! I need more. I need to cum, Ester. Help me cum.”

My sister moaned louder about my girl-dick. Her left hand brushed my thigh. Tingles raced up my flesh as she slid it higher and higher up my leg, coming closer and closer to my sex. My heart thudded faster, eager for her touch.

She reached my cum-filled sex. Her fingers brushed my labia. She stroked through my blonde bush, stroking my delicious flesh. Her digit parted my folds, touching my inner flesh as she stroked up to the base of my clit-dick.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I whimpered as she stroked up and down it. She sucked harder. I fucked her mouth up and down my dick faster and faster. Her lips sealed tight about my shaft, the pressure increasing while she diddled my pussy. “Now put your finger into me. Please, please, Ester. I know it's wrong. But I need it.”

Ester, my sweet Ester, obliged.

Her finger slipped into my pussy. I trembled as she caressed the liquid depths of my sex. My silky walls drank in the feel of her digit as she probed deeper and deeper into me. The sensations shot up to the tip of my cock buried in her mouth. It throbbed and twitched, the ache swelling. I came closer and closer to erupting.

“You're so wonderful, Ester,” I groaned, my lusts drowning out my shame. It was hard to care about how wrong this was. “You're amazing. You're going to make me cum, Ester. Cum!”

My back arched, my head pressing into the goose-down pillows. I let out a whimpering sigh, her finger pumping in and out of my cum-filled sex. I bobbed her mouth faster up and down my dick, the suction reaching deep into my pussy's depths. Such wicked tingles rippled through me.

My pussy clenched. The pressure swelled and swelled. That ache hit a point. A throbbing that couldn't be denied. I squirmed as my body hung on the cusp of my orgasm. Her finger wiggled in my depths. Her tongue caressed the spongy crown.

These sensations built together and set me off.

I came.

My cum exploded into her mouth. Hot blasts of jizz pumped out of my dick and into her mouth. Ester moaned. Her head tried to pull off my girl-cock, but I held her in place. I groaned as I heard the sounds of her noisy swallowing.

“Yes, yes, drink my futa-cum, sweet Ester,” I panted, the ecstasy firing through my body.

Cumming with a cock was even more intense then any orgasms that Lilith gave me in my dreams. Waves of pleasure washed out of my pussy. My cunt convulsed about her digits as the pleasure surged through me. My feet drummed on the bed as the twin delights slammed into my mind.

More and more futa-spunk fired from my clit-dick into my sister's mouth. She swallowed the forbidden seed. This was so wrong. We grew up together. It was bad enough that I lusted for her, but now... Now she drank my seed.

And I wanted to do more to her. I wanted to love her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to... to spill my seed into my sister's pussy. My futa-seed.

“Ester!” I kept groaning as my cock flooded her mouth over and over with my cum. It kept spurting out of my big cock. My pussy convulsed about her finger, massaging it as she pumped it in and out of me. “Sweet Ester!”

The final blast of jizz fired into her mouth. My fingers relaxed in her hair.

She swallowed and then her head snapped up, her lips popping off my shaft. She shot me a look, her eyes wide, almost glowing in the moonlight. White trickled out of the corners of her lips. My futa-cum... She looked so beautiful, her eighteen-year-old face flushed. My little sister licked at my jizz on her lips as she stared at me.

“Beth!” she moaned. “Beth, what is going on?”

“I...” Such shame shot through me.

“It was amazing! That salty seed. Your... your...”

“My futa-cum,” I moaned. “I'm a futanari. A futa. That's what she did to me. I'm so sorry for soiling your mouth.” The hot shame swelled through me. Tears burned at the corners of my eyes.

But then Ester let out such a wanton moan. She spun around and threw herself at me. Her nightgown-clad body draped over mine as her arms seized me around the neck. Her hot lips found mine.

I was kissing my step-sister. I was kissing my sweet sister. I had been in love with her for so long, hiding my feelings, yearning to kiss her pink lips night after night. And now... Now it was happening. Her lips were sweet and salty all at the same time. They felt so wonderful on me. Tingles raced through me. My nipples rubbed into the linen of her nightgown, my dick throbbing into the fabric.

I hugged her, cradled her to me. I kissed her so hard. I loved her lips on mine. I celebrated this moment. Such joy burst through my heart. Tears fell down my cheeks as the emotions swirled through me.

It was all my dreams come true.

Thanks to a futa-demon.

Thanks to sin.

I shouldn't enjoy this. I shouldn't revel in this. I had corrupted my sister into such taboo sin. I had grown up with her. And now I perverted her. I soiled her. But I couldn't stop my hands sliding down her back to cup her rump through her nightgown. I squeezed her, pulling her against me, my futa-dick throbbing against her.

I wanted to soil her so much. I wanted to claim her. I wanted to fuck my sister with my new futa-dick. The shame swirled through me for my wanton desires. They made me feel so bad even as the lust surged out of my girl-dick and my pussy.

I surrendered into them.

Ester didn't fight me as I rolled her over onto her back, settling atop her. I kissed her so hard. My tongue probed against her tongue. I had seen this sort of kissing when I was running around in the World before I joined the Amish Church. The English—anyone who wasn't Amish was English—called it French kissing.

My tongue probed deeper and deeper into her mouth. I explored her, touching her tongue. She sighed into the kiss, her fingers caressing my naked back as she squirmed beneath me. Our blonde hair, mine a darker shade than hers, spilling together around us on our pillow. I could kiss her all night.

But she had a body I had yearned to touch. To explore. Every time she changed clothing before me, I lusted for her flesh. And now... Now I could enjoy her. I had this sinful cock. It throbbed to bury into her.

I had to feel her. Love her.

My lips moved, nibbling onto her chin and cheeks. She shuddered beneath me as my hands slid down her body, feeling her through her nightgown. It was so thick and bulky, hiding her flesh from my lusts. My girl-dick throbbed and pulsed, aching to know her innocent flesh.

“Beth,” she whimpered as my lips nibbled at the nape her neck, tasting the salty sweetness of her flesh. “Beth... This is... I'm so... I... I...”

“I know,” I purred. “I know just what you need. I'll give it to you. My futa-dick. In your pussy.”

“P-pussy,” she said, saying that dirty word with her sweet voice, degrading her.

It made my futa-dick throb more to revel in sin with her. I corrupted her. I made her writhe beneath her. I felt her slender body. I had to see her. I had to unveil her.

I sat up, my round breasts and new futa-dick bouncing before me. Her eyes locked on my girl-dick. They widened again, her mouth opening, lower lip quivering. Her breath quickened, nipples dimpling the front of her nightgown. I knew she had a wet pussy. I grabbed the hem of her nightgown, her bare toes curling and twitching.

I dragged it up her legs, exposing more and more of her snowy flesh. She clutched her hands to her breasts, staring at me with that cute, quivering lips. I was such a monster. A futa-monster. I couldn't stop myself from unveiling more and more of her body.

I revealed her upper thighs and then groaned at the sight of her golden down adorning her pudenda and pussy. Silver light spilled across her as she shifted. Dew glinted on her silk. I leaned in, inhaling her spicy musk. Her liquid passion.

“Beth,” she said, her voice quivering.

“Shhh. I'll make you feel so good, my sweet Ester. I'll love you. I love you. I've wanted this for so long. You'll love it. You'll love sinning with me. Don't fight it.”

She just mewled, her button nose twitching.

I kept pushing up her nightgown as I nuzzled my face into her pussy. I exposed her belly while my mouth brushed her silky pubic hair. Her spicy musk grew stronger and stronger. Her belly tensed, so taut and smooth, moments before my lips brushed her sex. I felt the hot, wet silk of her virgin pussy. My tongue flicked out.

She gasped, her hips rising with my tongue sliding up her slit and brushed her little, hard bud. I flicked her clitoris, making her shudder. I kept pushing up her nightgown, reaching her small breasts. I exposed those firm, little handfuls, her nipples hard, thrusting up from little rings of pink. I pinched them as my tongue lapped through her snatch again.

“Beth!” she gasped, her voice as liquid as the cream flowing out of her. “Oh, Beth... Oh, wow.”

“I know,” I purred and took another lick, savoring her spicy flavor. Her juices spilled into my mouth as I caressed her. My tongue brushed her clit at the end every lap. My fingers twisted her nipples, loving the feel of them between my fingers.

My sweet sister shuddered and withed on the bed. She smeared her pussy lips against my hungry mouth. I feasted on her. My tongue licked out faster and faster. I had to keep tasting her, reveling in her. I breathed in her musk, drank down her juices. I worshiped her.

Loved her.

I brushed her hymen over and over, feeling the proof of her virginity I wanted to violate. My dick ached and throbbed to penetrate her. Cream leaked out of my own snatch and ran down my shaft. My hips wiggled from side-to-side as I enjoyed the ticklish feel. Everything made me feel so alive It was so amazing to finally devour her. This taboo pussy. This forbidden sex.

I latched onto her clit, sucking on it with such passion. She whimpered as she pulled off her nightgown, throwing it to the floor. Her blonde hair spilled about her face. Her hands grabbed my own as I pinched her nipples. She held them, stroking them, her eyes so wide.

“Beth,” she whimpered. “Oh, Beth... Something... Something's happening in me.”

“That's your orgasm,” I moaned and then licked her clitoris. “Don't fight it. Just surrender to it, my sweet Ester.”

My sister nodded her head, her eyes shining glassy as they caught the moonlight. Then she shuddered as I sucked on her clit again. My fingers twisted her nipples harder. I loved the feel of them between my fingers. She whimpered louder, her face contorting.

Her juices flowed past my cheeks, so hot and creamy. I nibbled on her bud. I teased it with my lips, my tongue. I did everything to her that Lilith did to me. I made my sister gasp and shudder. Her body shook.

She came.

Her cream flowed out of her as she writhed on our bed. The wooden frame creaked as she shuddered. She moaned through clenched teeth. Her hands squeezed my wrists, holding my hands to her small tits.

“Beth!” groaned out of her lips as I lapped up her juices. “Beth... Beth...”

I could hear her need as she smeared her virgin flesh on my lips. That aching need to finally be penetrated. To have that itch deep in her satiated. Just like Lilith did for me in my dream. My futa-dick ached to give it to her.

I rose. I answered her need. Her hands grabbed my breasts, squeezing them as I mounted her. I stared down at her, imagining she was my Amish bride. That our religion would let two women, one with a futa-cock, marry. That they accepted lesbians like the English did in the outside world. Then I wouldn't have to feel such shame nibbling at the edges of my lust.

I kissed her on the lips, letting my sister taste her own passion. She sighed into the kiss, her hands squeezing my breasts. Her fingers nudged my nipples. Our tongues met, dancing around each other as I guided my girl-dick to her pussy.

I brushed my sister-bride's pussy. I felt her hymen against the tip of my girl-dick. I shuddered atop her at the hot feel of her sex on my futa-dick. I moaned into her kiss. She felt so amazing against me. This dick was created to penetrate her hymen, to unite our bodies together.

Lilith gave me this so I could love her. Was that really so wrong?

I broke the kiss, staring into my sister's sapphire depths. “Can I?”

“Yes, Beth,” she whispered, her fingers rubbing my nipples. My nubs throbbed, shooting electricity down to my dick. “I... I want it. Do it, please, before I get too afraid. I'm so...”

“Me, too,” I nodded, so horny for her.

I kissed her lips, sharing her spicy juices again, and thrust.

Her hymen stretched and stretched before my futa-dick. Her maidenhead resisted me, fighting to keep her pure. But my lusts were too strong. I penetrated her virginity. She groaned into my lips while I moaned. My eyes widened.

Her mouth felt wonderful.

Her pussy felt incredible.

Hot, tight, wet silk engulfed my clit-dick. I shuddered atop her as my cock slid deeper and deeper into her pussy. She clenched down on me, her legs wrapping about my waist. She pinched my nipples, her nubs rubbing into the bottom slopes of my breasts. She shivered beneath me, whimpering and groaning into my mouth.

I had to move in her. I had to pump away. She felt so amazing I just had to enjoy her. I had to share this pleasure with her. I drew back my hips, the friction feeling so incredible around my dick. She pinched my nipples hard.

Then I rammed into her. I shuddered as I buried into her, filling her up. She gripped me with her pussy walls. Her hips moved with mine. We worked together, sharing our passion, our forbidden love. No one could ever know what we did, it had to be our secret.

Our wonderful, sinful secret.

“My sweet Ester,” I whispered, pumping harder, faster, working my cock in and out of her pussy. “You're amazing. I love you.”

“Beth!” she groaned, her hands moving from my breasts and sliding to grip my back. She pulled me tighter against her, our breasts pressed together. Hers felt so firm on mine. “This is wonderful. Your girl-dick... Yes!”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned. “Your pussy. It feels so good around my futa-cock.”

“Futa... Futa...” she moaned. “It's such a naughty word. Is this a dream?”

“I don't know. Maybe. Does it matter? I love you so much.”

She kissed me hard, her hands sliding down my back. Her fingers found my rump, squeezing it, pulling on me. I thrust harder, sliding into her depths. Her pussy gripped my clit-dick. The pleasure surged through me. It made me shudder beneath her, building the pressure in my pussy.

I would spill my seed in her. I would dump my cum into her once virgin pussy. It was so wrong. She was my sister. We weren't of the same blood, but we had grown up together. Her fingers kneaded my rear, clenching with her passion.

My butthole tingled. It remembered how Lilith used me.

“Ester!” I groaned. “Put your finger in my rectum! Please, please! It'll make me feel so good.”

“Beth?” she gasped, her sex squeezing down on my plunging dick, increasing the wonderful friction. “But that's so dirty... You can't mean it.”

“I do,” I moaned and decided to show her.

I shoved my right hand beneath her rump and slid my fingers into her butt-crack. I savored the way her blue eyes widened as my finger quested between her butt-cheeks to find her sphincter. I brushed it, caressing around the puckered opening.

Then penetrated it.

She convulsed beneath as I sank into the velvety delight of her bowels. She shivered, her heart pounding. Her pussy clenched around my cock. I savored the delight of penetrating both her holes. I loved the way she whimpered as I worked my finger in and out of her rectum like I did with my cock in and out of her sex.

Her hands moved on my rump, fingers exploring into my crack. I smiled down at her, giving her an encouraging nod. I shuddered as she found my asshole. She teased it, caressing my tight ring, making my pussy clench.

Then she entered me.

I groaned, driving my girl-dick into her silky pussy. It felt so good feeling her finger inside my asshole. A velvety warmth swept through me to the passion boiling in my pussy. Her rectum clenched down on my probing finger as she bit her lip.

“My sweet Ester,” I groaned, my orgasm building and building. “I'm going to cum in you. Spill my girl-jizz in your depths.”

“Girl... jizz...” she whispered, savoring those words. She wiggled her finger in my butt-hole. “Yes, yes, yes! I... I want that, sweet sister. I know it's wrong. I know we're sinning, but...”

I kissed my sister hard on the mouth and rammed my futa-dick into her depths. Her silky flesh engulfed my shaft. Her asshole clenched ion my finger. Then she bucked beneath me. Our nipples kissed while she moaned into my mouth. Her pussy spasmed about my dick.

I made her cum again. I gave her more rapture.

She jammed her finger as deep into my bowels as she could. I shuddered, my rectum clenching about her digit while I rammed my futa-dick into the depths of her snatch. I filled her convulsing sheath, the friction surging through me. It felt incredible.

I erupted.

My futa-cum spilled into her spasming pussy.

Her writhing sex milked my girl-dick. Blast after blast of rapture surged through my body. It joined the bliss rippling out of my pussy as I reveled in spurting my seed into my sister's pussy. Her flesh rejoiced around my shaft, massaging it, rippling with delight.

We moaned as we kissed. Our bodies shared in our taboo union. Our fingers wiggled in each other's rectums, hers stirring added euphoria through my orgasm. She felt so incredible beneath me. I never wanted this to end. I just wanted to love her forever.

I broke the kiss. “Ester!”

“My sweet sister!” she moaned, her back arching.

My pleasure peaked as I spilled the last drops of my futa-seed into her quivering sex. Then I collapsed on her. Our fingers slipped out of each other's rectums. She held me to her body while my clit-dick... My clit-dick shrunk.

It retreated out of her, withdrawing from her warm flesh and becoming a little bud again. I didn't know if it would ever come back. I didn't care. I just floated on the rapture, my eyes closing as we savored our pleasure in breathy silence.

Sleep descended on me. My body felt so wonderfully drained. I felt so warm and safe in her arms. I didn't fight it. Just as my dreams washed over me, I heard Ester whisper my name like a prayer.

I felt so loved.

*   *   *

The cry of a rooster dragged me out of my dreams. My eyes opened. I lay naked in bed with Ester, our bodies intertwined. She stirred, her blue eyes fluttering open. She stared at me and... it hit us both. Blood rushed to my cheeks. Her face turned crimson before she sprung away from me and almost fell off our shared bed in the third floor of the farmhouse.

“Oh, Lord,” I breathed, the shame of what we did last night sweeping through me. She squeaked and pulled up the quilt comforter to hide her naked body. “Ester...”

She squeezed her eyes shut, her body trembling. I soiled her. I ruined her. She loved Gabriel. They would probably marry, and she wouldn't be a virgin. I had spilled my futa-seed into her depths. What if she quickened with child? Could she quicken with child?

I was a woman, even if I had a cock last night.

I turned away from her. “I'm so sorry, Ester. It just... I couldn't help myself.”

My step-sister didn't answer.

I didn't know what to say, what to do. The weight of our sin crushed my shoulders. My eyes stung with emotion while my stomach churned. The air was thick with our musk, the mix of my sweet pussy juices and her spicy cream. And that salty, pungent scent. Futa-cum. My thighs were sticky with Lilith's and hers... Hers had to be sticky with mine.

She stood up, pulling the quilt with her, and opened our window. Fresh air washed in, cold with the early morning chill. My nipples hardened, but not out of arousal. Goosebumps pimpled my arms and thighs. I shivered but endured it. I deserved to suffer for letting that futa-succubus use me in my dreams, for inviting her sin in and then spreading it to Ester.

I loved her and then I used her like that? What type of person was I? I was twenty. A woman. I took advantage of her lust-addled mind.

I wanted to beg for her forgiveness. But she didn't say a word. She just dressed in silence, hiding the evidence of our sin. Tears fell fat down my cheeks as my shoulders shook. She didn't look at me once. She kept turning her head, her eyes darting past me.

She paused at the door. “I'll tell Mamm that I'll do the wash,” she said, using the Amish word for mother. “You'll have to help her with the canning.”

I nodded my head. “I will, Beth. I'm... I'm sorry.”

She looked down at her hands folded before her gray apron covering the skirt of her brown-red dress. Her bare feet peeked out through the hem—we went barefoot around the house and farm usually. They were such cute toes. I wanted to lick them. To nuzzle and suck them.

My clitoris throbbed.

What was wrong with me?

Then Ester left.

I couldn't sit her and mope and cry. My step-mother, Ester's real mother, would march up here, seize me by the ear, and haul me down the stairs to help with the chores. I forced myself to stand, wanting to wash myself like I had the previous night. But there wasn't time. Besides, my father and younger half-brothers would be up and working in the yard. They'd see me using the hand pump outside the kitchen. I'd have to find a chance later on to clean up between my thighs.

I dressed in my normal cloud-gray dress and pinned my darker gray apron to the front of it. I smoothed my skirts before draping my white prayer cap over my head. I needed it badly today. I had my dark-blonde hair gathered in a loose braid today, untidy, but my hands shook too much.

“There you are,” my step-mother said when I walked in. She was an older version of Ester with the same round face and button nose though hers was worn by age. She still was beautiful, but wasn't the fresh blossom of her daughter. She glared at me when I entered the kitchen, Beth already helping with breakfast. “Thought you could laze abed, did you?”

“Sorry, Mamm,” I said contritely, hands folded before me. She wore a dark brown dress, her gray apron dusted with flour. I could smell the loaves of bread already baking in the oven.

“Well, you can fry the eggs,” she said then turned.

My eyes lingered on her rump, her skirt falling down over it. She had more curves than her daughter, her figure fuller. I licked my lips, a tingle prickling my clit, a wet wave of heat washing through my sinful pussy.

Lilith had utterly corrupted me.

I hardly had an appetite when we sat down for breakfast. I just didn't have the stomach for it, but with my step-mother glaring at me, I forced myself to eat every bite. Waste not, want not. Then dishes were done and Ester volunteered to do the weekly linen laundering.

“Just as well,” my step-mother said, giving me an eye, “I wanted to have a word with your sister.”

I did not gulp audibly. Even at twenty, a woman baptized into he Amish church, my step-mother wouldn't hesitate to strap my bottom. So long as I lived beneath her roof, I would be as dutiful as any daughter. Would my own mother have been so strict if she hadn't died when I was a babe?

I followed my step-mother into the canning room. She ran a family business selling our preserves. We even had a webpage and everything. People think the Amish shunned technology, but that wasn't true. We just evaluated anything new invented and would decide whether or not it caused a distraction from our true purpose: giving thanks to God. Since we had to run businesses in the modern world, we had a computer in our phone box. It looked like an outhouse built at the edge of our property, but it had electricity, our landline for conducing business with the outside world, and an old computer we bought at a thrift store.

My step-mother set a large pot to boil on the stove while we began preparing the apricots, our sleeves rolled up, our knives freshly sharpened by my father. I kept glancing at her, a few strands of her straw-blonde hair, the same hue as her daughter's, peeking out of her bun. One fell down her cheek.

I wanted to brush it back. To nibble on her. My clit throbbed more.

“I awoke in the middle of the night,” she said, her words blunt.

“Oh,” I said, my skin tightening across my entire body. My hand shook holding the knife above the apricot.

“I heard... sounds.” Her cheeks grew pink. “Obscene sounds.”

I swallowed.

“You and my daughter... We're you...” She gave me a direct look. “We're you abusing each other.”

My cheeks burned. I trembled. “I... I...” I didn't know what to say. Memories of last night shot through my mind. My clit tingled more and more. “We weren't...”

“Do not lie to me, child. I heard the sounds. I know the kinds of sighs and moans a woman experiencing pleasure makes. I've been wife to two good men, God rest my first husband's soul. You and my daughter...”

My clitoris throbbed, my pussy clenched even as my shame twisted through my stomach. Tears built in the corners of my eyes. My stomach writhed and roiled, bile burning the back of my throat. What do I do? How could I explain it?

“It was all me, Mamm,” I said. “I... I seduced Ester... She didn't... She wasn't...”

“I know you are a... lesbian.” She said the word with such distaste. “I've had an inkling for a while. For one, your refusal to marry that Caleb boy, a good youth who'd make a fine husband. I've seen the way your eyes linger on the other girls. On my daughter. I'd hoped you'd come out of this phase. It happens sometimes, to girls. They...” She swallowed, sweat broke out across her brow. “When you're young, everything feels so intense. Your body... Your body has those sinful cravings and it's easy to become confused at where to direct them. You're more comfortable around girls. You're close to them. Share a bed with one. Easy to get confused.”

I swallowed, her words making my heart thunder beneath my breast. Last night burned through my mind, how Ester had trembled beneath me. How she'd moaned. How she tasted. I licked my lips, wishing her spicy musk adorned my lips.

And I couldn't help but notice the swell of my step-mother's breasts. My clit ached and throbbed more.

“We've all been beset with sexual desires,” she continued. “You just have to channel them into... appropriate places. To your husband. You need to marry this Caleb boy. I won't have your perversion beneath my roof. I won't have you confusing my daughter with your sinful touch.”

My fingers clenched on the knife, remembering how her daughter felt beneath my hands. My clitoris grew harder, thrusting forward. It brushed my linen slip I wore beneath my dress. My eyes widened as I glanced down, watching my gray apron bulge with my swelling hardon. I was like a boy growing aroused, only it was my clit that swelled.

This couldn't be happening.

“I don't want to have to tell your father about this,” my step-mother continued, her cheeks such a blushing red. “I don't know what to do about you sharing a bed with your sister. Perhaps you can have Paul's room. The boys can share a room together again.”

“I...” I couldn't look away from my bulge. It was back. It was so hard and throbbing. I needed satisfaction.

“Do you understand...?” My step-mother's words trailed off as she glanced down at my skirt. Her eyes widened. She let out a gasp. “What is that?”

“It's...”

My words trailed off as my step-mother did something that utterly shocked me. She grabbed my skirt and with both her fists, seizing my linen shift beneath in the process, and hauled up my garments. In a blink of an eye, my futa-cock bounced about before me, thrusting from the sticky folds of my pussy.

“How...?” My step-mother let out a croaking moan. “How do you have... have this, Beth?”

My shame overcame me. I was so hard, so aching with lust. I was such a sinful creature. I buried my face into my hands, trembling as I felt her eyes staring at my throbbing hardon. My pussy clenched, my juices running down my stained thighs.

“You're... you're hung,” she said. “You're... This is... Lord have mercy upon my sinful soul.”

Something warm and wet engulfed my cock. My eyes bulged as a tongue swirled around the sensitive tip of my futa-dick. I ripped my hands away and witnessed my married mother sucking on my girl-dick. Her cheeks hollowed as the Amish matron worshiped my cock.

My hands clenched at the shock of it. Lust surged through my body. It was such a surprise, such a sinful sight, it overwhelmed me. Pleasure shot down my shaft to my juicy pussy. I let out a wanton moan as my cum fired into my mother's mouth.

Her blue eyes widened at the first blast. Her cheeks bulged as more and more of my girl-spunk flooded her mouth. I shuddered, the rapture surging through my body with every eruption. Ecstasy slammed into my confused, shame-filled mind.

Now I was corrupting my mother. This couldn't be happening. “Mamm! Oh, Lord, yes!”

My braid swung down my back as she gulped down my futa-cream. Her blue eyes squeezed shut as she let out such a wanton moan. The futa-demon had transformed me into a beacon of sin. Who else would I corrupt?

And what about Ester? I loved her and now... Now I was unfaithful to her with her mother. Confusion billowed through me along with the lust as my futa-dick unloaded the last blast of cum into my step-mother's mouth.

“Mamm!” I groaned again, sucking in such deep breaths, my nipples throbbing against my slip.

My mother's mouth popped off my dick. Cum ran down the corners of her lips. Like with Beth last night, the lust had consumed her. She rose to her feet and pounced on me. My cock lay trapped between us as she kissed me hard, with such aggression. Her tongue was wild.

It was like she was a bridled beast, a lioness muzzled from feasting on the Savannah, who was suddenly unleashed. She pressed me back into the worktable, her salty lips nibbling and biting on mine. We groaned into the kiss, sharing our sinful embrace.

This was my father's wife. My step-mother. She raised me since I was two. She was like my real mother, and now... Now my girl-dick throbbed against her. I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to pound her hard. I didn't want to make love to her like I did with Ester last night.

No, this was such a primal, carnal need that seized me.

I broke the kiss, staring into her glassy, blue eyes—the same shade as Ester's. “Bend over the table, Mamm!” I hissed. “Do it!”

“Yes, daughter!” she moaned with such need.

“I'm going to fuck your whore-pussy!” All those nasty words Lilith said to me last night in my dream tumbled from my mouth. I couldn't stop them. Such a lecherous desire gripped me. “I'm going to use your married, cheating cunt. I'm going to pound you so hard. I'm going to spill my seed in your married pussy and make you explode.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned, lost to the lust flooding out of my girl-dick. Lilith wanted this. She made me her vessel to spread her sin.

And I didn't care right now. Having my dick sucked, kissing my mother, had drowned me in lusts. I only cared about satiating that ache in my girl-dick. My mother, my prim-and-proper mother, bent over the work table like a wanton whore, wiggling her hips. She threw a lust-filled look over her shoulder, her hair pinned up in a matronly bun.

I hauled up her skirt and slip, exposing her plump rear, so pale. She had a thick, golden bush between her thighs. I inhaled a spicy musk. I shuddered, savoring that perfume as I brought my new clit-dick to her bush.

“I can't believe this is happening,” she whimpered as I pressed the tip of my cock into the silky curls of her bush. “What have you done to me, daughter?”

“Turned you into my married slut!” I hissed as her pubic hair caressed the tip of my dick. “My futa-slut!”

I found her pussy's entrance, that hot, wet, married hole. I thrust into her sex.

Her back arched. She let out such moan, sounding like a hussy. Her cunt clenched down on my dick as I slid deeper and deeper into her. I planted my hands on the table on either side of her, reveling in the heat of her snatch. My skirt rustled, bunched over my cock. It made a muffled thud against her rump every time I slammed into her pussy.

Her hot juices clenched around my cock. She gasped and groaned, shaking her head from side-to-side as I reamed her cunt again and again. She felt so amazing on my girl-dick. So juicy and delicious. I sucked in deep breaths, fucking her as hard as I could. I pounded her with every ounce of strength I had, using her to satiate my own depraved lusts.

I loved being a futa. Being in a woman's pussy felt incredible. That silky, juicy, hot sheath engulfed my dick. The lusts kept the shame and guilt at bay. I struggled not to think of my sweet Ester as I used our mother's cunt hard and fast.

“Take my cock, married whore!” I groaned. “You love it more than my father's dicks.”

“His has never filled me so much!” she whimpered. “I feel a virgin again! Oh, yes, yes, yes! Ram it into me, daughter! Oh, Lord, this is so wonderful! I shouldn't love it, but...”

“But you're my slut!”

“Yes, daughter!” Her married cunt clenched down on my girl-dick. “Your slut, daughter! This cock... This cock is stirring up my cunt.”

Cunt... Another nasty word for a pussy. I savored it. My mother had a hot cunt wrapped about my dick. I plowed into it, loving how the worktable rocked and creaked. The apricots shifted in the wicker basket beside us.

I churned her cunt to a hot froth. Her juices stained my dick. I smelled that spicy perfume mixing with my own sweet delight. My cream ran down my thighs, molten rivulets of my growing passion. My orgasm swelled and swelled in me.

“I'm such a whore!” moaned my mother as her pussy spasmed about my dick. She already came. “Oh, Lord, it's been so long since I orgasmed. So long! Not since Beth's father!” she whimpered. “Oh, yes, yes, yes!”

Her flesh convulsed around my futa-cock, sucking at it, eager for my cum spilling into her. But I wanted to enjoy another delight. My hands moved, prying apart her plump butt-cheeks and exposing that puckered hole just an inch above her pussy lips.

I ripped out of her, shifted, and rammed against her sphincter. She gasped in shock, throwing a flushed look over her shoulder as my hard thrust drove through the tightly clenched ring into the depths of her velvety rectum.

“No!” she groaned, blue eyes widening. “No, not there.”

“Yes!” I groaned. “Sluts love it up the ass! And you're my married, slut, aren't you?”

“I am!” she hissed, her bowels clenching around my dick. “How did this happen? I was just... And then... And now...”

“I know!” I groaned. “Futanari just make women so wet!” I couldn't help myself with Lilith. And like my sister, our mother couldn't help herself with me. “They make us into whores!”

Her bowels rippled about my dick, her orgasm still surging through her as I pounded her asshole. I plunged over and over into her depths, lubed by my precum and her pussy juices. My own sphincter burned, remembering Lilith's dick and Ester's finger.

I plundered my mother's asshole. I rammed in so hard, so fast. Every stroke into her tight, velvety sheath swelled the orgasm building in my pussy's depths. My flesh slapped into her rump with every thrust. She kept moaning, groaning out how much she loved it.

But I needed to hear the words.

“Say it!” I hissed. “Tell me how much you love my girl-dick plunging into her rectum.”

“It's so good, daughter!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, yes. I've never felt the like... This is incredible. I love it! Use me, daughter! Use your slut-mother!”

“Yes!” I growled and rammed to the hilt into her. Her words set me off.

My cock erupted.

I groaned and whimpered as I pumped blast after blast of my spunk into her bowels depths. Her writhing flesh milked my cock while the pleasure shot through me. It was such a different delight. It wasn't the loving passion I shared with Ester, but raw and aggressive. It made me feel like such a slut, just as depraved as my married mother.

My cum kept spurting into her depths. She moaned and gasped as I cuckolded my own father. His wife savored my spunk pumping into her asshole. Dizzy rapture swept through my body. My pussy juices gushed down my thighs.

“Mamm!” I hissed. “You're my slut! I'm going to fuck you! I'm going to use you!”

“Yes, daughter!” she groaned. “Such a sinful daughter! This is so wrong. And that makes me cum harder!”

The Amish wife's bowels wrung every drop of cum out of my girl-dick. My shaft throbbed in her rectum's grip as I swayed. My head tossed from side-to-side as the pleasure surged through me and—

Beth's shocked face stared at me from the doorway. All the color had drained from her. Then she turned and fled, her straw-blonde braids flying behind her as she fled from the depraved, forbidden sight she witnessed.

My pleasure crashed into my guilt. What had I just done?

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Beth's Futa Discovery!
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Sneak Preview of “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.

If you want to read more, click here for Beth's Futa Dream (Amish Girl's Futa Delight 1)!
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