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Naughty Excerpt from “Victoria's Futa Surrender”

“Mmm, now this is something you do to a futa-slave,” she purred. “You bind her up. You make her into your naughty toy. And then you fuck her.” 

I trembled at that.

“You want me to fuck you, don't you, Victoria?” she purred. She knelt beside me. I stared up her body, her hands sliding up to her hairless pussy. I could see the shape of her pussy lips, the crease of her slit. Her clit was a hard bud.

It sprouted.

“I do!” I moaned as I stared at her expanding futa-dick. It thrust at me, a fleshy hue growing across the pink shaft. Except the tip. It became like Catherine's cock, a crown with a slit around it. My pussy clenched in aching need. I wanted to be filled by it. “So much.” 

“You want my sin,” she purred. “You welcome me into your pussy.” 

“I do!” I gasped as she moved down my body, her futa-dick bouncing along with her heavy tits. I turned my head, following her. “I want you to... to be in me!”

“Mmm, yes,” moaned Lilith. Her cock pressed into my blonde bush then rubbed against my deflowered pussy. “Such a welcoming, submissive futa-slave. You will make your mistress so happy.” 

I shivered in delight.

Then she rammed into me. Her futa-cock filled my pussy. I groaned, my body shifting in my bondage. The ropes bit at my flesh as I wiggled. I couldn't move much, my fingers flexing as the bonds creaked. Pleasure rippled through my body.  

My small tits, ropes wrapped above and below them, jiggled as she drew back her dick and rammed into me. She fucked me. She pumped her girl-dick in and out of me. I whimpered as the pleasure surged through me.

“Yes, you love that,” groaned Lilith as she slammed her girl-dick into me over and over.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Victoria's Futa Surrender

“It was such a pleasure visiting with your family,” Catherine, the older woman who ran the dry goods store in our Amish village, said. It made me shiver to hear her speaking those words to my father after Catherine had cuckolded him and claimed my virginity beneath his nose tonight. 

Catherine was something I'd never heard of. Something that should be impossible. The older widow looked like a proper, Amish woman, but she was a sinful harlot. Beneath her skirt, she had a clitoris that could turn into a big dick. The dick that she used to fuck me and my mother. Not us together, but apart, enjoying us one after the other. 

And that's not all she wanted from me. 

I hovered behind my parents. My father, the village blacksmith, stood beside my mother. He had no idea that she cuckold him. Despite the pity I felt for him, I couldn't help but give Catherine a naughty smile of farewell as she stood out in the stormy night after coming over for dinner. The blonde woman was so beautiful. I would let her do naughty things to me again and again. 

And she wanted me to be her daughter's... sex slave. The way my mother had become hers. 

“Oh, yes, we are all glad you came,” my father said. 

“Mmm, me, too,” Catherine said, a purr to her voice that made me shudder, my deflowered pussy clenching, aching to be filled by her futa-cock again. “It was such a delicious evening.” 

Father nodded. “The Lord send us many more.”

“Indeed,” Catherine said. “I hope you all have a blessed night and such... pleasant dreams.”

I shivered, almost whimpering. She was speaking to me. She told me a being called Lilith would appear in my dreams tonight. She would make me into a futanari. Like her. Like my mother. I would gain my own clit-dick. 

I almost swooned.

“Blessed night,” Walker said.

“The Lord watch over you while you sleep,” Mother added. I could hear the longing in her voice. She would rather go home with Catherine than stay the night with Father.

Catherine gave a final smile. Then the older woman wrapped her shawl about her and strode off into the stormy night to walk to her home. It wasn't far. She strode with an almost airy gait. The buoyed steps of a woman who had such joy in her heart. As she did, her voice echoed in my mind.

“Oh, yes, you are going to be such a perfect futa-slave for my daughter. You're going to be visited by Lilith in your dreams, and she's going to transform you.” 

I shuddered, picturing Annie. She was eighteen, like me. We grew up together as neighbors, one of the few Amish who lived in our village. Most were out in the surrounding farms. My father was one of the skilled craftsmen who used his blacksmithing to support us as opposed to working in the fields as a farmer. Annie was a younger version of her mother with the same shade of light-brown hair and delightful, blue eyes.

I would be Annie's sex slave. I'd masturbated to Annie before, sinfully abusing myself while imagining being with her. And now... it would happen, and it would be an even more wicked way than I imagined. 

“Come on,” Mother said, putting her arm round my shoulder. “Let's get ready for bed, Victoria. You need your sleep.” 

“Yes, Mamm,” I said, using the Amish word for mother. She lead me away from the front door while father remained behind. I heard the scratch of a match and knew he was smoking his pipe, unfazed by the stormy night. 

A trembled ran through me. “Does it hurt, Mamm?”

“What?” she asked, furrowing her brow. “Becoming a futanari?”

I nodded, a tremble racing through me. I glanced at her face, her blonde hair—a lighter shade than my golden curls—pinned up into a thick bun.

“No, it's...” An expression crossed her face, something so sinful and wrong. Something I should never see on my mother's face. “It's amazing. You're going to enjoy it. Lilith knows what you secretly crave. She'll unleash that sin in you and... the futa-cock is it's manifestation.” 

“So... you don't love Daed?” I asked, using the Amish word for father. “You love Catherine?”

“That's not a simple question to answer,” Mother said as she lead me to the stairs. “Catherine is my Mistress. She gives me something your daed can never. You'll see. With Annie. And it pleases my Mistress that I'm married so she can enjoy me behind your daed's back.” 

“That's... so sinful.” 

Mother nodded, a wicked smile crossing her lips. “Now you get ready for bed, young lady, and say your prayers.” She kissed me on the forehead. “I love you.” 

“Love you, Mamm,” I said and broke away from her, so confused and dazed.

I climbed up the stairs to the third floor and my bedroom. I felt so exhausted all of a sudden. I felt so weary from the sex. I felt Catherine's cum leaking out of me. It stained my thighs beneath my clothing. Trembling, I unpinned my gray apron from the plain, dark-brown skirt of my dress and hung it up. Then I worked the buttons. My heart fluttered more and more. Despite my exhaustion, I was... eager for Lilith's visit. 

This wanton heat pulsed through my veins.

I slipped my arms out of my dress's bodice and worked it down my flesh leaving me in a shift. I hung my dress up in my closet beside my other three. Then I fell to my knees by the foot of the bed. I wore my prayer cap atop my head, my thick braid of golden hair falling down my back, shifting as I trembled. I prayed to the Lord, not to deliver me from sin, but to watch over our family, to guide us, and to care for us. 

I knew nothing would stop me from sin. I wanted to serve Catherine. I wanted to become her daughter's futa-slave. 

My prayers finished, I snuffed out the oil lamp lighting my room. My bedroom shuddered and rattled as the storm intensified. Normally, that kept me awake. But tonight, the moment my head rested on my pillow, dreams slipped over me.

For a while, my dreams were normal, confused, bleeding from one into the other until... I felt awake. I was lying on my bed, only I was naked. I didn't go to bed naked, but here I was, my small breasts rising and falling. My blonde bush glistened with dew between my slender thighs. I was so incredibly excited. I ached for this. 

Lilith appeared in my doorway. I recognized her. She was no Amish woman. Not even Catherine had that confident, sensuality exuded from her very essence. She stalked to my bed, her large breasts swaying back and forth. She pursed her ruby lips, her scarlet eyes flicking up and down my young body. 

Her tongue flicked across her lips. “You're going to be such a submissive thing, aren't you, Victoria?” 

“I thinks so,” I said. “I really don't know what being a futa-slave means. My mother was so... eager to obey Catherine. She did whatever the older woman wanted.” 

“That's part of it,” Lilith said as she reached my bed. “But it's finding pleasure—joy—in serving another. In surrendering your will to another and devoting yourself to their passions. You crave them to decide how and when you experience your bliss. When you get to cum. And by giving over control to your Mistress, you find freedom to experience sin however she wants.” 

“Okay,” I said. “But... how would Annie control my pleasure?” 

“Roll over onto your hands and knees,” she ordered with such authority crackling in her voice. Such confidence. She gave the command not hoping I would obey, but expecting it. Like it was a given I would and... 

I rolled over onto my hands and knees. I felt her eyes on my rump. My pussy clenched, exposed to her. I trembled, my small breasts quivering. My blonde braid slipped off my left shoulder, falling down to the quilt of my bed. I stared at it as my snatch grew hotter and hotter. I felt so... open now. 

No longer a virgin.

I heard the creak of rope. I looked at her and... she had a rope in her hand and a wicked glint in her scarlet eyes. I shuddered as she sprang, her large breasts swaying before her. She grasped my ankle and in moments the rope was tied around me. I shuddered as she moved the rope around my body. She pulled my legs tight together, she worked the rope around them, making me shiver.

“The English... really do this?” I asked. To us Amish, all the other people in the World were the English.

“Japanese call this shibari,” she answered. “It's an art to them, tying up pretty girls like you.” 

I shuddered as she kept working. She bound me up, the rope's rough fibers caressing my body. It was such a delicious sensation. My body trembled as she worked until I couldn't move much at all, my hands bound behind my back, my cheek pressed into my bed, my rump thrust up into the air. I was bent into a triangle. 

“Mmm, now this is something you do to a futa-slave,” she purred. “You bind her up. You make her into your naughty toy. And then you fuck her.” 

I trembled at that.

“You want me to fuck you, don't you, Victoria?” she purred. She knelt beside me. I stared up her body, her hands sliding up to her hairless pussy. I could see the shape of her pussy lips, the crease of her slit. Her clit was a hard bud.

It sprouted.

“I do!” I moaned as I stared at her expanding futa-dick. It thrust at me, a fleshy hue growing across the pink shaft. Except the tip. It became like Catherine's cock, a crown with a slit around it. My pussy clenched in aching need. I wanted to be filled by it. “So much.” 

“You want my sin,” she purred. “You welcome me into your pussy.” 

“I do!” I gasped as she moved down my body, her futa-dick bouncing along with her heavy tits. I turned my head, following her. “I want you to... to be in me!”

“Mmm, yes,” moaned Lilith. Her cock pressed into my blonde bush then rubbed against my deflowered pussy. “Such a welcoming, submissive futa-slave. You will make your mistress so happy.” 

I shivered in delight.

Then she rammed into me. Her futa-cock filled my pussy. I groaned, my body shifting in my bondage. The ropes bit at my flesh as I wiggled. I couldn't move much, my fingers flexing as the bonds creaked. Pleasure rippled through my body.  

My small tits, ropes wrapped above and below them, jiggled as she drew back her dick and rammed into me. She fucked me. She pumped her girl-dick in and out of me. I whimpered as the pleasure surged through me.

“Yes, you love that,” groaned Lilith as she slammed her girl-dick into me over and over.

“Uh-huh,” I whimpered, drinking in this sinful pleasure. My snatch clenched down on her thrusting shaft.

“You want to please me. You don't care about your own pleasure, only mine.” 

I shuddered and found my hips wiggling as much as I could. I licked my lips as the friction increased. I rocked and bucked my body back into her thrusts. I wanted to please her. I wanted her to cum in me.

She smacked my rump as she drew her clit-dick back. Then she rammed into me. She buried to the hilt in me. I groaned as my body squirmed. Rapture built and built in me as I pleased her. I wanted her to have so much bliss. I wanted her to explode in me. 

“Please, Lilith, I want you to cum!” I moaned, my braid swinging and swaying beside my head.

“So you can become a futanari?” she asked, her hands clenching my hips.

“So you can have your bliss, and so I can serve Annie as her futa-slave!” I moaned. “She must be like her mother. She has to enjoy my body. My girl-dick! I need it!” 

“Ooh, yes, yes, such a submissive slut!” groaned Lilith. “A little Amish-slave!”

Her hips thrust harder. I gasped at the increased pleasure surging through my pussy. My pussy clenched down on her. This dream was so wild. The futa-demon pounded me. She fucked me with all her passion, her crotch smacking into my rump.

My cheek rubbed against the quilt. I shuddered, my eyes squeezing shut. Stars danced through the darkness. Rapture built and built in me as she drove her girl-dick deep into me. I whimpered, clenching down on her, increasing the friction.

She moaned louder. Her tits slapped together as she pounded me. I could tell that she loved my pussy. That she savored fucking into my cunt over and over. She loved my snatch's juicy tightness. And I loved pleasing her. 

“Cum in me!” I begged, my orgasm building and building in me. My fingers flexed and clenched. The pleasure rippled through my body. 

This was incredible.

“Cum in me, Lilith! Use my pussy!”

“Your tight, Amish-slut pussy?” hissed the futa-demon. “You should be pure! You should be without sin!” 

“I should, but I love it! I love futa-sin!” I screamed out, my orgasm on the verge of exploding through me. 

The futa-demon buried her cock into me. Her crotch smacked into my rump. Her dick erupted. My eyes widened. I gasped in delight at the feel of her girl-jizz spurting hot into my cunt. And there was something more flowing into me. 

Sin.

My orgasm burst through me. I gasped and moaned as my clit blossomed. I felt every pulsing, engorging throb race through my swelling bud. It became a dick, thrusting past the ropes binding my body. I whimpered, shaking and shuddering. 

The winds howled outside the window. Rain drummed against the windows as the pleasure coursed through me. I shook and shuddered on the bed as my girl-dick spurted my cum out. I whimpered and—

Woke up in my bed, lying on my side. My new girl-dick was spurting against my shift, soaking the fabric. The storm raged outside. Rain drummed on my window. I rolled onto my back, my pussy convulsing, suddenly so empty and yet... 

Felt so wet. 

I could feel Lilith leaking out of me despite the fact that she fucked me in my dream, proof I let her sin into me. I soiled myself and... I felt so amazing. I wiggled, pressing my arms tight to my side, missing the bondage. 

Annie... Annie would be my mistress soon.

I stared up at the ceiling as my new futa-dick shrank into being a little clit. Exhaustion pulled me down. The sounds of the storm faded once more as I sank into normal dreams once more. They were full of such joy and rapture. 

*   *   *

The next morning, the smell of cum filled my bedroom. I woke up, my shift stained with my cum and matted to my belly. I blinked. The storm had faded. The sky looked pink as dawn approached. I groaned and rolled over. Then I peeled off my shift. I was... changed by sin.

I dressed without putting on a fresh shift. I pulled on my brown dress over my naked body and then pinned my apron to the front of my skirt. My nipples tingled as they rubbed against my bodice. My thighs were sticky with Lilith's futa-jizz leaking out of me.

I had a bounce to my step as I headed downstairs, my bare feet padding on the hardwood floors. I hardly noticed the cold. Amish women went barefoot in the homes, only putting on stockings and shoes to go outside. I already heard my mother in the kitchen.

I burst in on her. She glanced at me and smiled. “Annie is going to love having you as a slave.”

“Thank you, Mamm,” I said, blushing to my roots. My entire face burned.

“Now, let's fix breakfast and do our chores before we can go over and serve our mistresses.”

I nodded my head. I understood. We were still Amish. We had work to do that came before our sinful pleasures.

We hurried fast. I scrambled the eggs while mother fried the bacon and the potatoes. Soon, we had breakfast ready and delivered it to my waiting father. I shivered as we ate. My father had no idea that we were futanari now. That we were enjoying such wicked pleasures behind his back.

“Catherine needs Victoria and me to help her today,” Mother said so off-hand.

Father nodded his head. “A charitable thing to do, wife.”

“Yes, very charitable,” Mother said, shifting in her seat, her cheeks tinged with red.

“I'm looking forward to help them, Daed,” I said, unable to help myself, my clit throbbing, wanting to sprout into a big, throbbing dick.

He gave me a smile, his light-brown beard speckled with gray hair. He was a broad-shouldered man, the biggest in our community. A lifetime spent working the forge gave him such strength. Once, I hoped to marry a man as strong as him and now...

Annie was such a busty girl like her mother. I couldn't wait to rest my head on my new mistress's breasts. I shivered at the wicked thought, squirming in my seat. My pussy was so hot. My clit throbbed between my jeans.

“Well, enjoy your day helping our neighbors,” Father said, nodding his head at us.

“And you, husband?” Mother asked.

“I have a dozen set of horseshoes to make,” he said. In addition to being the blacksmith, he was also a farrier. “And I need to make a new plow for Noah.”

Breakfast finished, Mother and I cleaned the kitchen, then we hurried through cleaning the house, making sure everything was in order before we could go and enjoy ourselves. It was so wonderful. I just wanted to get over there.

It was torture.

But it had to be done. We had to be responsible. Work before fun. But by mid-morning, we finished. House dusted. Furniture oiled. Floors swept. My mother gave me such an eager grin. She hooked her arm in mine.

“Ready.”

I nodded my head. “Lilith gave me a taste of being a futa-slave. She bound me up.”

A fond look entered my mother's eyes. “That is... nice.”

I swallowed as we headed barefoot to the dry goods store. It was nearby ours. The sun was shining. Everything looked fresh and clean in our village after the storm had passed through. The Lord had washed our village, but not us. My thighs pressed together, my clit throbbing. My futa-dick just wanted to sprout.

We reached the dry goods store. The closed sign was out, but we slipped inside anyways. It was full of shelves covered in everything from feed for animals to barrels of nails my father forged and sold by consignment here. Most of the goods were that, though some were items Catherine imported from the outside world.

The only modern item was the cash register and credit card machine, hooked up to the only power in the house. English tourists like to visit our village and buy our quality, hand-crafted goods. We had to be able to accept their payments in all their forms. We didn't eschew technology, we just didn't want it to detract from our mission of serving the Lord.

Even if we were so sinful now.

Catherine swept out of the back naked, her futa-cock thrusting before her, her brown hair still gathered in a matronly bun. She had tits as big as Lilith's, but hers were softer. I wanted to bury my face in them and love them.

My mother fell to her knees immediately, moaning, “Mistress!”

I squeaked and joined her, an excited rush surging through me. “Mistress Catherine!”

The futa-widow grinned at us, her blue eyes flicking back and forth between us while she pinched her own dusky-pink nipples. My nubs throbbed atop my small breasts. She flicked her tongue across her lips.

“Wait here, slut,” Catherine said then seized my braid.

I gasped as she hauled me to my feet. I scrambled to follow after her as she hurried through the shop, leaving behind my mother kneeling there. I groaned, my futa-dick sprouting, thrusting from the folds of my juicy pussy to tent my wool skirt. The fabric rubbed against my dick, sending tingles racing through my body.

“You are going to be such a good, submissive slut for my daughter, yes?” the MILF said as she brought me to Annie's small bedroom. It lay in the back of the house down a hallway. At the end of it was Catherine's room, and across from Annie's was her older brother's. 

Annie's room looked much like mine, though she didn't have a sloping ceiling by being in the attic or have a dormer window. Her bed was neatly made, covered in a blue and green quilt, the frame sturdy. Her wardrobe was closed. A small nightstand held a hairbrush entwined with a few brown strands. 

Then I noticed the manacles attacked to the bed's four posts.  

They weren't Amish work. Leather cuffs were attached to chains that looked different from any my father would make. The links were too regular, too obviously made on an assembly line. And the leather didn't look real, like it was some other stuffing, and the stitching in them looked machine.

Catherine bought these from the English.

“Strip,” Catherine growled. Like with Lilith in my dreams, the Amish futa's tone brooked no defiance. 

My fingers flew to the buttons of my bodice. I worked them fast, my girl-dick twitching and throbbing against my skirt. I bared my small tits and worked my dress off my hips. My cock sprang out, a flick of clear precum shooting from it. 

Catherine licked her lips, staring at me like a hungry barn cat staring at a mouse creeping out from behind a bale of hay.

I stood there, waiting for her next command as her eyes raked my body. She grasped my futa-cock, squeezing it, stroking it. I whimpered as she pumped her hand up and down the shaft. A dizzy wave of delight rippled through my body. 

My toes curled. My eyes fluttered. My heart pounded in my chest. It felt so incredible. Her hand stroked up and down my futa-dick. It made my head sway from side to side. She brushed the spongy crown, squeezing out more precum. 

“Mmm, Annie is going to love you,” she purred. “Now lay down on the bed. My daughter should be back from her errand. I told her to return to her room where she'd find a present from me.” 

I practically threw myself onto Annie's bed. The straw mattress felt hard. My girl-dick thwacked into my stomach. Precum splattered my small tits, cooling on them as I thrust my arms above my head and spread my legs, bringing my limbs in range of the bonds. 

Catherine smiled. “Naughty slut. So eager for it.”

“I am!” I groaned. “I'm going to awaken your daughter's domination! She's going to love me.” 

“Yes, she is,” Catherine said. She moved to the bed and seized my left wrist. She brought the cuff to it.

I groaned as the leather tightened around my wrist. Then Catherine leaned over me. Her large breasts dangled right above my hungry mouth. I latched onto her. I sucked so hard. She gasped as the feel of my mouth nibbling on her nub. 

“Naughty slave,” she groaned as she bond my right wrist.

I was.

She moved down my body. My mouth plopped off her nipple. Her breasts swayed while I groaned. She attached the cuffs on my ankles, securing me tight. I was helpless. I couldn't leave. I squirmed as she then opened her daughter's wardrobe and... 

My eyes widened. A riding crop, what looked like a flogger made of leather straps, and a feather duster hung there. “Toys for my daughter to use on your body.” The dominating Amish woman gave me a sidelong glance. “Enjoy.” 

“I will, Mistress Catherine,” I groaned.

“Now I have to attend to your mother.” The older futa shuddered. She sauntered out of the room and closed the door securely shut behind her. 

I heard her footsteps retreating. My heart thundered in my chest as I lay on the bed. I stared up at the ceiling, my eyes flicking along the hand-carved joists holding up the attic floor. My hips wiggled, my pussy growing hotter and wetter.

Footsteps returned. A pair of them. They passed the door and headed into Catherine's room. I heard muffled sounds of delight. I shuddered, trying not to picture what was happening in there I didn't need to think about my mother having sex with her futa-Mistress. 

The sounds of passion bled through the wall as my toes curled. Time passed so slowly. I felt the stitched-pattern of the quilt against my back and rump. Beads of sweat ran down my side and face, moving so slow, teasing my skin. The chains rattled as I squirmed. My dick twitched to the beat of my heart, precum dribbling down the shaft to my pussy lips or dripping down onto my stomach. 

“Mistress Annie,” I breathed, “where are you?” 

My fingers flexed. I shifted again, my braid thrust to the side, my right shoulder resting on part of it. I felt the silky flaxen of my hair. My toes curled and relaxed. I thrust my hips up into the air, bouncing my girl-dick. My pussy leaked so much juices they formed a wet spot beneath my rump. 

What was she? What was taking so long.

The slap of flesh bled through the walls know. My mother was getting fucked. Lucky her. I wanted it so badly. I would give anything to have it. I whimpered and groaned. It was such torture. Such wondrous, amazing torture, heightening my body's sensitivity and— 

I heard someone hurrying through the house. They entered the hallway. Bare feet slapped down the hallway and stopped before the door. It burst open. Annie entered in, wearing a light-blue dress, a gray apron pinned to her skirt, her large breasts swelling her bodice. She took two steps in and squeaked in shock.

“Surprise!” I said. “I'm your futa-slave, Mistress Annie.” 

My friend's jaw dropped. Her blue eyes bulged in her eyes. Her braid of brown hair, hanging off her left shoulder, swayed. She stared at me, hands clasping over her open mouth. Her eyes bugled. Crimson burned across her dick.

“Your mother gave me to you. I'm your sex slave now.” I smiled at her. “You can do anything to me.” 

Annie just let out a few squeaking moans.

“I know, I know, it's shocking,” I said. “But look at my clit-dick. See it thrusting from the folds of my pussy. Have you never seen, never imagined, something as wicked as that?” 

“Victoria,” she croaked, my name half-muffled by her hands. “I... I.. This is... My mother... My mother sent you here and... You're tied up and... You have a... a...” 

“Futa-cock,” I told her, saying the words calmly. “A big, throbbing clit-dick that is yours to enjoy, Mistress.” 

“M-Mistress?” she said.

“I'm your sex slave, Mistress.” Just saying that made me shudder. “You get to own me. Love me. Isn't that wonderful?” 

Annie shook her head. She threw a look over her shoulder at the door. Then she heard the loud, sensual moan coming from her mother's room. Her head snapped to the right, staring at the wall separating our rooms. 

“What is that?”

“My mother is your mother's sex slave,” I said, pride swelling through me. “Isn't that so hot? Now you get to enjoy me. Don't tell me your pussy isn't dripping wet.” 

She worked her jaw, her eyes shooting back to my dick.

“I'm helpless. I'm at your mercy. You can order me around. You can satiate that hot cunt between your thighs. You can use me.” I shuddered, saying those words making my own pussy wetter. My molten cream leaked out of me. “You can do anything to me. I'm your slut, Mistress. Your wanton slattern. Use me! Satiate yourself with my girl-dick. Whip me with the flogger or the riding crop. Tease me with the feather duster!” 

“I... I...” Annie took a step towards me, her cheeks absolutely crimson. “I don't know... what to do.” 

“Start by exploring my futa-dick,” I moaned. “Use your hands. Enjoy it. Discover how amazing it is.” 

“How do you even have that!” Annie asked. “It's... it's... impossible.” 

“Your mother opened the door for Lilith to give it to me,” I said. 

“My mother?” Annie reached the bed. She sat down beside it, her eyes staring at my girl-dick. Through her confusion, I could see the lust. She couldn't resist me. She had to use me. “What?”

“Just... just enjoy my futa-cock, Mistress. Love it.”

She whimpered and licked her pink lips. Then her right hand, trembling, drifted towards my cock. It was almost like an external force moved her. That she wasn't doing this on her own, but couldn't stop herself from reaching out to grab my futa-cock. My dick ached and throbbed, so eager for her to seize me.

She grasped my shaft.

I moaned. She gasped. She stroked up and down my girth, her hand squeezing my cock. Her thumb swept over the tip, massaging my precum into my crown. I groaned at the bliss. It made me tremble. My futa-cock pulsed in her hand. 

“This is... bigger than Willis,” she whispered.

“You've seen your betrothed's cock?” I asked in awe. 

She blushed but didn't answer. She leaned over, her braided hair dangling off her left shoulder. I felt her breath wash over my dick as she pumped up and down it. My eyes widened at the hot caress. She licked her lips again, wetting the pink. 

She pumped her hand faster up and down my dick. Every time her hand brushed over the sensitive crown, smearing more precum to lube her strokes, pleasure shot down my shaft. My pussy clenched. My toes curled. I let out a moan of delight, my small tits jiggling. I pulled at my restraints. 

I was utterly at her mercy. She could do anything to me. It was so exciting.

She swallowed, her head lowering closer and closer until her lips were only inches away. Her hand flew up and down my dick while her left hand rested on my belly. Her fingers felt like warm silk as they idly twitched and caressed my skin. Tingles raced through me, ending at my nipples and heating up my cunt. 

“You're just so much bigger than Willis,” she whimpered. “Can I even open my mouth wide enough to suck you.” 

“Yes!” I moaned, remembering sucking Catherine's futa-cock. “You can do it, Mistress Annie. You can do anything you want to me.” 

With a low groan, my new Mistress opened her mouth wide. Her lips lips slid across my throbbing, swollen futa-cock. She engulfed me. My pussy clenched at the hot delight of her sliding into her warm, wet oral cavity. 

Her tongue swept around my cock's spongy crown. I groaned, my pussy clenching. Pleasure shot up my body. My back arched. The delight radiated out from my cunt with her every suck. Her cheeks hollowed. 

“Mistress Annie!” I gasped. “Oh, that's so good. Ooh, yes, enjoy my futa-cock! If you want my cum, I'll erupt into your mouth. I'll give you all my salty jizz.” 

She sucked harder. It was like she realized I could cum and she wanted that.

Her head bobbed up and down my shaft. She took so much into her mouth, the tip of my cock brushing the back of her throat before she rose. Her lips were sealed tight. The suction was incredible. Two points deep inside my cunt clenched. 

My ovaries?

Were they growing full of my futa-cum?

My toes curled. My arms pulled at the restraints, my fingers twitching. I wanted to touch her and couldn't. I could just lie her and enjoy what she did to my body. How she pleased me. Used me. It was incredible. My heart hammered in my chest. My eyes rolled back in my head as she kept sucking on my dick. 

She brought me closer and closer to cumming.

Her hand resting on my stomach slid down to my bush. As she sucked my cock, bobbing her head up and down my girth, her fingers stroked through my golden-blonde pubic hair. I shuddered when her digits brushed the top folds of my pussy wrapped around my new clit-dick. 

Then they went lower.

“Mistress Annie!” I gasped as she stroked my labia. Her fingers rubbed up and down my slit. She sucked harder. Her tongue swirled. “Yes, yes, Mistress Annie. Thank you for making me feel so good.” 

She groaned about my futa-dick.

Her fingers pressed into wet folds. She found the entrance to my pussy. Her fingers dipped in. She sucked hard for a moment. Then her mouth popped off my dick as she jammed two of her fingers deep into my cunt. 

“You're not a virgin, Victoria!” she gasped. 

“Your mother deflowered me last night,” I moaned. “To make me into a futanari so I could be your slave, Mistress.” 

Annie shuddered. She pumped her fingers faster and faster. Then she engulfed my girl-dick into her hungry mouth again. She sucked so hard, bobbing her head. I groaned, my toes curling. The pleasure rippled through me. She felt so incredible as she loved me. My head tossed from side to side as the pleasure built and swirled inside of me. 

The dual delights of her pumping fingers and sucking mouth was incredible. She teased my naughty body parts. My snatch clenched down on her fingers, drinking in the friction of their plunges. It swelled the ache building at the tip of my dick buried in her hungry mouth.

Her blue eyes stared up my body. She bobbed faster, flushed cheeks hollowing. She wanted me to cum so badly. I could see it. She yearned to taste me. I groaned, my body trembling. I couldn't hold out any longer.

“Mistress!” I moaned, my body bucking, my chains rattling. The cuffs bit into my wrists and ankles. “Oh, mistress Annie, yes!”

I came.

My hot cum spurted into her sucking mouth.

My pussy convulsed about her probing fingers. 

Pleasure raced through my body. Two different delights. One rippled out of my convulsing snatch. The other pulsed from my erupting girl-dick. As she swallowed my cum, she kept pumping her fingers in and out of my climaxing cunt. 

“Yes, yes!” I gasped, my body bucking, the bed creaking. My little tits jiggled and heaved while Annie closed her eyes and gulped down more of my futa-cum.

It kept erupting out of me. Every blast melted my mind. My thoughts fuzzed. Stars danced before my eyes. Such rapture burned through my body. I loved it. I never wanted it to stop. But... my cock only erupted a few more times and then my climax passed. 

“Mistress Annie,” I panted. “That was amazing. Thank you for giving me such pleasure.”

She slid her mouth off my cock, her fingers still buried in my pussy. She had cum dribbling out of the corners of her mouth. My cum. I shuddered at that naughty sight. Her glassy, blue eyes stared up my body. 

“You... you came more than Willis ever does,” she moans. “And you taste so much better. Mmm, I loved it.” 

“You've given Willis a blowjob?” I asked, shocked.

She nodded her head. “It's just a blowjob. We're getting married after Amos and Eleanor. It's fine.” 

I nodded my head. Who was I to judge? I wanted to be her sex slave.

“And you're still hard.” She moaned and sat up, pulling her fingers from my pussy. “Your dick didn't go soft.” 

“Futanari,” I said.

“Oh, Victoria,” she whimpered. “I want to do something so wicked. So wanton.”

“Do it,” I moaned. “That's why I'm here. You own me now. Your mother gave me to you.” 

A shudder ran through her body. Her eyes were so wide. “That's so wicked.” She brought her pussy-coated digits to her mouth. She inhaled my sweet musk. Then she popped then into her mouth. She moaned, savoring my taste. 

I would love to taste her. I always dreamed of doing naughty things to her. She always excited me. I ached to eat her pussy. I'd masturbated to it. And now... now she'd sucked my cock and enjoyed my cunt. 

She ripped her fingers out of her mouth, her face flushed. Then she attacked the buttons of her dress. In moments, her clothing fell off her hips, leaving her in her linen shift, her nipples poking at the thinner fabric. She ripped that off, exposing her curvy body. Her large tits, as big as her mother's but firmer, swayed before her. Dusky pink nipples thrust from small areolas. Her brown bush was soaked with her juices. 

“I want you in me!” she groaned. “I know I should save myself for Willis, but... My mother gave you to me. And... And... I'm just so...” 

“So horny!” I groaned. “Yes, yes, ride my slutty girl-dick, Mistress Annie!”

She mounted her bed and threw her left leg over mine, straddling over my thighs. She grasped my futa-dick as she shuffled up my body, her big boobs bouncing. My hands clenched. I wanted to touch her so badly.

I was denied that pleasure.

“I can't believe this is happening,” Annie moaned as she brought my cock to her pussy. The tip nuzzled into her pussy's folds. She rubbed it up and down her bush, her hairs soaked by her juices. 

“Mistress Annie!” I groaned at the first contact of her juicy pussy lips with my throbbing girl-dick.

“Victoria!” she moaned, her weight settling down on my dick. I felt something in her pussy, a barrier. 

Her maidenhead.

She was a virgin. I felt her purity stretching against my futa-cock's throbbing crown. She moaned, her stomach tensing. Her big boobs jiggled as she threw back her head. She pressed her weight down on it, my shaft on the verge of bending. 

Her cherry popped.

Virgin pussy impaled down my dick.

“Mistress!” I howled at the treat of being the first cock to enter her.

“Victoria!” she moaned as her pussy took my dick. My friend—my Mistress—whimpered. “You're huge!” 

“You're tight!” I moaned.  

Pleasure like I had never experienced flowed down my futa-dick. I groaned as she wiggled her hips and clenched down with her tight sheath. Then she slid up me. Her pussy lips clung to my shaft tighter than her lips had, creating a naughty suction that reached down to my ovaries. They quivered, eager to unleash a flood of cum into her depths.

My Mistress wiggled her hips, stirring her cunt around my futa-dick's sensitive crown. The friction sent silky bliss flooding down to my pussy and then out into my body. I groaned, my eyes fluttering. She then slammed herself down me again. 

“Victoria!”

“Mistress Annie!” I groaned, my wrists pulling so hard on the cuffs. “Just ride my whorish girl-dick. Let my shaft pleasure you!” 

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped, working her pussy up and down my futa-dick.

It was so incredible. Her cunt gripped me. She slid up and down me, massaging me, driving me wild. My dick throbbed in her. The caress of her juicy cunt against my spongy crown made my toes curl and my twat clench.

Her every movement drove me towards an orgasm. I wanted to just explode in her. But I was here to please her, not myself. I couldn't just erupt. I needed to give her bliss, to make her orgasm. I grit my teeth, fighting against the bliss of just firing into her as she rode me faster and faster. 

“Oh, Victoria!” she groaned, her hands cupping my small breasts. She massaged my nipples with her thumb.

It grew harder to resist cumming.

“Your futa-dick... It's incredible.” Her blue eyes fluttered. “Ooh, yes, yes, I'm going to have an incredible orgasm, aren't I?” 

“So incredible,” I moaned as her silky pussy gripped me. “Just keep riding me and... And don't fight it. Cum on my dick, Mistress. Cum on my whorish futa-cock!”

“Yes!” she groaned.

Her pussy clenched hard on my futa-dick as she rose up my shaft. The friction grew incredible. My body spasmed as I fought my impending orgasm. She reached the pinnacle of my cock before slamming back down me.

Her tits heaved and slapped together. They bounced before me as she rode me faster and faster. Her hands squeezed my little handfuls as she enjoyed my futa-cock. Her pleasure crisscrossed her face. Her eyes grew glassier and glassier.

“Victoria, it's happening!” she groaned, hips dancing. 

“Don't fight it, Mistress! Just cum! Explode! Let me feel that wonderful pussy spasming about my futa-dick.” 

“Yes!” she moaned and impaled herself down my cock.

Her back arched. Her pussy clenched. For a moment, she just sat there, her cunt engulfing every inch of my shaft. Then she screamed out in rapture. Her snatch went wild about my futa-dick. Pleasure shot down to my pussy as she massaged me. 

I made my Mistress cum.

I didn't fight it any longer. I surrendered to my bliss.

We cried out together as my futa-cum pumped into her snatch. I flooded her pussy with my futa-cum. It was incredible to cum in my first pussy. The pleasure fired into my mind. Great blasts of ecstasy that left me dizzy and trembling.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” Annie moaned. “Victoria, you're firing your jizz into me. You're filling me up with your cum.” 

“Uh-huh!” I moaned, beset by the dizzying bliss.

It screamed through my mind as her pussy milked my cock. She leaned over me as the dual raptures blazed through my thoughts. Darkness washed across my vision. For a moment, there was only stars bursting before me as the intensity of cumming into her convulsing depths consumed me. 

Then she groaned as she leaned over me. Her swaying breast brushed my tits. Her flushed face stared down at me. She sucked in breaths as her pussy milked out the last drops of my futa-passion. She licked her lips.

“Oh, Mistress,” I panted. “That was incredible.”

“Yeah,” she said then swallowed. “What do we do now?” 

I glanced at the toys her mother left for us. “Why, you play with your futa-slave, Mistress!” 

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Victoria's Futa Display! 
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“Yes, yes, yes,” I panted. “Mmm, you're such a naughty thing. Just licking my pussy. Driving me wild.”

“You taste so good,” she groaned and then licked again. “So naughty. I'm such a... a slut for doing this.”

“A nasty, wanton, Amish whore,” I panted.

“I am!” she moaned.

“Mmm, suck on my labia! My pussy lips! Tease them. Please them like... Yes, yes, like that!”

She nibbled on my pussy lips then sucked on them. She worked her mouth up and down them, teasing them before she licked again. She found the entrance to my pussy. I groaned as she jammed her tongue into my depths, swirling it around in me. She teased me. She made me squirm and groan.

I squeezed my tits so hard through my blouse. My moans echoed through the room. It was incredible feeling her lick and nuzzle. She put her all into driving me wild. It was great. Amazing. I shuddered, my thighs squeezing about her head as she feasted on me with such abound.
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