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“And I know you enjoyed watching me with Amy. If I wasn't trying to manipulate you, if I didn't scare you with my passion, I bet you could have joined us and had fun.” I sighed. “I'm so sorry, Mistress. But I'm here now. I'll be what you want. Just enjoy Lilith.” 

“Yes,” Annie moaned, her voice slurred. “Yes, yes, I am.”

I blinked. Did she hear me?

Or was it just a coincidence.

“Mmm, is Lilith making you feel good?” 

She shuddered beneath me, her hips undulating like she was grinding herself against a futa fucking her pussy. “So good.”

“Yes, yes, I know she is,” I gasped, my excitement surging through me. My futa-dick throbbed against her. My hips wiggled, feeling the heat of her pussy. Mine was rubbing into hers, our bushes mixing together. “Just relax. Don't be afraid. You're going to love being a futanari. She's going to change you.” 

“Change me...” Annie whimpered. “She's... in me. So hard... Victoria.” 

“Mistress!” I gasped, my pussy clenching as my excitement surged through me. “You're going to cum so hard.” 

“Hard!” she moaned. “It's building... Lilith... I'm going to cum... Lilith!” 

“Yes, yes, cum!”

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

I couldn't sleep. And it just wasn't because of the sounds of passion coming from my parents room. They were noises that I had never heard them make before. Bed creaking, flesh slapping flesh, two feminine voices moaning and groaning in rapture.

Yes, two feminine. Amish girls normally didn't have two mothers. Yesterday, I had a mother and a father, but thanks to Lilith, the futa-succubus, things were changing in our village. Those of us who were futanari, were spreading, and my friend Eleanor had the power to gender-swap men into women. Whenever they grew aroused, they became sexy females aching for futa-cock. My mother, also a futanari, had discovered the changes Eleanor made to my father today. 

Now they were reveling in it.  

I doubt my father—no she was my gender-swapped mother now—would even care that mother had cuckolded him with our neighbor, the widow Catherine. The beautiful, older woman had turned my mother into her sex slave. Catherine even made me into a submissive, too. 

And she gave me to her daughter, Annie.

That was why I couldn't sleep. I was supposed to be Annie's sex slave. She was supposed to dominate me, to give me all those delicious delights that I had discovered. I enjoyed bondage, being spanked, being controlled by a sexy woman. A sexy girl whom I had a crush on secretly for a while. I hid it, not wanting my Amish village to know I lusted after a girl, that I wanted to commit lesbian sin. 

Now, as a futa, I had succumbed utterly to sin. Annie lost her virginity to me today. Her mother left me tied up naked on Annie's bed. When the girl found me, she was initially overcome with lust. She enjoyed me. But when I wanted her to spank me, to use the flogger her mother left for her, she balked.  

She panicked and freed me. Then she left.

I failed to be a good enough submissive for her. I was a failure as an Amish sex slave.

I rolled over onto my side, staring out my window. Through the darkness, I could just make out the shape of Catherine's dry good store. In back slept Annie in her bedroom. She was dreaming right now. I bet Lilith would be visiting her at any moment. Soon Annie would be a futanari. But she wouldn't be my Mistress. She wouldn't love me the way I wanted her to.

And I felt like she could. She just had to get over her fear of hurting me. Because I wanted her to hurt me. It was... exciting. Being disciplined. Being controlled. I wanted to surrender my passion to her. I tried to get her angry at me by fucking Amy, Eleanor's gender-swapped betrothed. I fucked her hard while Annie watched. 

But she didn't get mad. She fled.

I rolled over onto my other side. How could I get her to dominate me? I wanted it so much. My body craved it. My clit swelled into a dick. It thrust from my pussy, pulsing and aching. I couldn't help the lust surging through me.  

Lilith... I could feel the futa-succubus moving through the village. She was out there, seducing Annie into being a futanari. Then Annie would have fun. She would enjoy her new cock. But would she enjoy it with me? 

“Annie...” I whimpered.

“Victoria,” I imagined her whispering back. “I need you, Annie. You have to love me. You can't give up on me.” 

“Give up?” I groaned, my hand sliding down to grasp my futa-dick. I stroked it, my pussy clenching and relaxing. The delight spilled through me.

“I need you. You have to overcome the fear.” 

Overcome the fear... Amy, Eleanor's gender-swapped betrothed, told me something like that today. She asked me what did I do when I was scared. How did I found comfort. My eyes flicked to the window. If it was storming, like last night, I would get scared. When I was younger, I would run to my parents' room and huddle against my mother. She would hold me until I calmed down. 

But going to my mother wouldn't help. Or hers. Catherine probably had a submissive women in bed with her. I doubt my mother was her only sex slave. There were other women in our village and the surrounding farms. Catherine probably was enjoying herself. The way my mother was enjoying herself with my... mother. 

So what could I do to help...

Annie was scared. She needed someone to comfort her. To hold her. Right now, Lilith would be invading Annie's dreams, her soul, offering to turn her into a futanari. Maybe... I could be that mother. Maybe I could hold her and love her and soothe her. 

The idea struck me. I needed to be her submissive. I needed to love her. I wanted to love her. It was more than the fact Catherine gave me to Annie as a gift, it was the fact that I loved Annie for a while. That I desired her. I scared her with my desires, but that wasn't my job as her submissive. It was pleasing her. That was where my joy came from. 

So if she didn't want to tie me up, if she didn't want to spank me, that was okay. I just wanted to love her.

I threw off my quilt and hopped to my bare feet. My small breasts and hard cock jiggled and bounced. My dick's tip was so swollen. I shuddered, my sleek thighs rubbing together, sticky with my juices leaking out of my pussy. I darted naked to my bedroom door. I threw it open. 

The sounds coming from my parents' room grew louder.

“Yes, yes, yes, Louisa, fuck my pussy!” groaned my gender-swapped mother, taking my futa-mother's cock. 

“So tight!” groaned my futa-mother. “Ooh, I'm going to flood your pussy with so much jizz.” 

I shuddered as I raced down the stairs from the third floor to the second. I passed their door, the sounds of flesh slapping flesh echoing louder. That rhythmic sound I wanted to make with my futa-Mistress. I darted past and down the stairs to the first floor. I raced across the floor and darted out of the house.  

The chill of the outside air almost cost me my erection. I just surged out of the house, my bare feet slapping across the porch and then onto the path. I hugged myself, my futa-dick bobbing before me as the chill stole at my flesh.

Whimpering, I raced for Catherine's dry goods business. I darted up to the door and burst into the store. She didn't lock her door—no one did out here. Amish didn't steal from each other. Inside, I swallowed. I moved through the shelves. In the dark, everything had a sinister quality. I felt like such an interloper. 

I shouldn't be here. I should have stayed in my bed. Annie already rejected me. 

I swallowed those fears. I would comfort Annie and... I would find comfort with her. We would help each other. Complete each other. I pressed on, sweeping through the darkness, spotting the door through the black. It beckoned me.

I slipped through it into the hallway leading to the bedrooms. Sounds of gasps and moans came from Catherine's bedroom. I knew it. She did have another sex slave in there. I didn't care who it was. Catherine could have as many as she wanted. I just needed Annie. 

I stopped before Annie's door.  

I heard a whimper coming through the door. It sounded muffled, strained. I shivered, feeling the energy brimming through the air. A presence filled the house. Sin personified as Lilith. She was everything us Amish had rejected, the world distilled into a futanari succubus. She spread it through us. We couldn't resist our suppressed desires. They boiled through us now. 

I wrenched open the door.

Annie lay sleeping on her back, wearing her linen shift. The blankets were thrown off of her. Her legs were spread and bent like they were open for an invisible lover. Like Lilith was fucking her. Annie's face twisted, her eyes twitching beneath her closed lids.  

I licked my lips and moved in. Lilith was making beautiful love to my mistress. I reached the bed, staring at my Mistress as she whimpered. Her tongue flicked across her lips. Her legs twitched, closing slightly like they were gripping the futa-succubus.

“You are having such a good time,” I said. “Just loving it. I know you are. You came so hard when you rode my cock. See, Annie, you don't have to be scared.” 

I pushed up her nightgown. I exposed more and more of her thighs. I shivered, licking my lips as I moved between her legs, occupying the space where Lilith was in Annie's dreams. My futa-dick throbbed and ached. My cock pulsed with excitement. It aimed right between her thighs. 

I exposed her brown bush. I shuddered at the sight of her pussy hidden by those dark curls. Right now, Lilith was filling her pussy in her dream, plunging in and out of her. I wanted to just thrust my cock into her. I wanted to plow hard into her, to feel her pussy wrapped around me. 

But I wasn't here to fuck her, but comfort her. 

I straddled her waist, my cock rubbing against her nightgown bunched around her waist. I shuddered as I settled down atop her. I hugged her to me, pressing my forehead against hers. She whimpered louder, sighing and groaning as she experienced Lilith's pleasure. 

“Yes, yes, it's okay,” I told her. “Ooh, you are going to love it. You don't have to be afraid of anything. Not even me. I love you, Annie.” 

My nose rubbed against hers.

“I'll stop trying to force you into being what I want. It's okay if you don't want to spank me or flog me. It's okay if you don't want that. But you don't need to be afraid of this. Of what we have. I know it's a sin, but you enjoyed my girl-cock. You came so hard on me.

“And I know you enjoyed watching me with Amy. If I wasn't trying to manipulate you, if I didn't scare you with my passion, I bet you could have joined us and had fun.” I sighed. “I'm so sorry, Mistress. But I'm here now. I'll be what you want. Just enjoy Lilith.” 

“Yes,” Annie moaned, her voice slurred. “Yes, yes, I am.”

I blinked. Did she hear me?

Or was it just a coincidence.

“Mmm, is Lilith making you feel good?” 

She shuddered beneath me, her hips undulating like she was grinding herself against a futa fucking her pussy. “So good.”

“Yes, yes, I know she is,” I gasped, my excitement surging through me. My futa-dick throbbed against her. My hips wiggled, feeling the heat of her pussy. Mine was rubbing into hers, our bushes mixing together. “Just relax. Don't be afraid. You're going to love being a futanari. She's going to change you.” 

“Change me...” Annie whimpered. “She's... in me. So hard... Victoria.” 

“Mistress!” I gasped, my pussy clenching as my excitement surged through me. “You're going to cum so hard.” 

“Hard!” she moaned. “It's building... Lilith... I'm going to cum... Lilith!” 

“Yes, yes, cum!”

My nose rubbed against hers as her eyes fluttered faster. Her hips thrusting and undulating. She shifted beneath me. Her breath kissed my lips as she groaned. Her body arched, her large breasts pressing against mine, our tits separated only by her linen shift.

“I'm just so sorry!” I groaned. “I should have been what you needed, not what I wanted you to be! I pushed you! I won't do it any longer! Don't be afraid of this.” 

“Victoria!” she moaned. Her hips thrust up. “Yes!”

She convulsed beneath me. Her body shook. Her gasps brimmed with such passion. She was cumming on Lilith's futa-dick. Her pussy was writhing about Lilith's girl-cock, milking it. The futa-succubus must be in rapture right now. 

Annie bucked so hard beneath me. Her pussy pressed up into mine. Her legs twitched. Her eyelids fluttered. Then I felt something pressing against my twat. Something growing and twitching, getting thicker, longer. It pushed into my snatch. 

“That's your clit-dick, Annie!” I gasped, feeling my Mistress becoming a futanari. “You're changing. It's wonderful.” 

“Victoria...” Annie groaned, her eyelids fluttering as her futa-dick swelled inside of me. She stretched out my pussy more and more. My girl-cock throbbed as my cunt drank in the feel of her growing girth. “Victoria!”

Her eyes opened, almost glowing blue in the dim moonlight streaming through her window. She gasped as her futa-dick erupted inside of me. I groaned as her girl-cum flooded my pussy for the first time. My snatch clenched down on her pulsing shaft, more and more of delicious jizz filling my depths. 

“Yes, yes, yes, Annie!” I groaned. “I'm so sorry! It was so wrong of me to push you into doing something you didn't like.”

“Victoria?” she gasped, her voice so thick and throaty. “You're really here. I thought... I thought that was the dream... That Lilith was showing me...” 

I nuzzled my nose against hers as she let out another whimpering groan. The final blast of her cum filled my pussy. I shuddered, groaning at the feel of her in me. I kissed her lips, tasting the sweetness of her mouth, reveling in this moment. 

Her arms tightened around me. Her hands grasped my rump. She squeezed into them. Though her cock had stopped erupting, she was still hard in me. My girl-dick throbbed between us, pressed into her linen shift and my warm belly.

My tongue danced around hers. My hips wiggled, squeezing my cunt around her dick as I worked my pussy up and down her snatch. She groaned into our kiss. Her tongue thrust into my mouth. Her fingers kneaded my butt-cheeks. She squirmed beneath me as I fucked my cunt up and down her cock. 

I loved her.

I reveled in her being in me. Her cum sloshed around inside of me, her dick plugging me up. This was so wrong. We were two Amish futas. We shouldn't exist, but we did. It was wonderful. My heart melted as I loved my Mistress. 

I broke the kiss, groaning, “Mistress, you're in me! You're like me!” 

“Yes, yes, yes!” she groaned, her fingers biting into my rump. Her hips thrust up, sliding her cock in and out of my pussy while I rocked on her. My nipples throbbed against her linen shift. Tingles race down to my snatch. “Victoria! Oh, wow, you're just... You're just so hot.” 

“Uh-huh!” I groaned, my hips undulating, stirring my cunt around her cock.

“You're so hot and juicy around me!” Her blue eyes fluttered. “Oh, wow, Victoria, I can't believe this. It's incredible. This is what you felt when I rode you yesterday?” 

“Uh-huh,” I said, nodding my head, ripples of delight rolling through my body. “Mmm, that's so nice.” 

“It is!” she said, beaming at me. “Ooh, yes, yes, I like this. I like this... a lot.”

“Yes!”

Then I gasped as she suddenly twitched her body and rolled me onto my back, following me onto me. She was just so lithe atop me. She stared down at me, her brown braid falling off her shoulder. Her eyes sparkled as she punched her hips, her body lifting. She ripped off her shirt, throwing it to the ground. 

Her large tits bounced and heaved above me as she rammed her futa-dick into me. My own girl-cock twitched and throbbed between us, thrusting over my belly. The ache built at the tip of my shaft, precum dripping down onto my stomach. It bobbed up and down as she fucked me. Every time she rammed into my juicy cunt, pleasure rippled through my body. 

“Oooh, yes, yes, I love this,” I groaned. I grabbed her tits. I squeezed her tits. I massaged them. I swept my thumbs across her areolas, brushing her pink nubs.

She grinned at me. “That's nice. You're playing with my breasts.” 

“Your big boobies!” I moaned. I pulled her tits to my face pressing them together, bringing both her nipples to my mouth. “I've always wanted to do this. I've dreamed of loving you for so long.” 

Her eyes widened. Then she gasped as I sucked on both her nipples. I loved those rubbery nubs as I loved them both at the same time. My girl-dick twitched and throbbed. I swirled my tongue around both those fat nipples while her shaft fucked deep into my snatch.

She gasped, her eyes squeezing tight. Her dick plunged deep into me. My hands squeezed and kneaded her titties. I made such naughty sounds as I loved them. My tongue danced around them. She thrust harder and harder.

“Oh, wow, Victoria,” she groaned. “You've really wanted me. Like... You were a lesbian before this futa-thing happened.” 

“Uh-huh!” I moaned, my fingers digging into her flesh. 

She just thrust harder into my cum-filled depths. My futa-dick twitched hard, smacking up into her belly before thwacking down into mine. Pleasure shot down it. My pussy squeezed tight, increasing the friction of her cock thrusting into me. 

Cum dribbled out of my cunt and ran down to my asshole. My ovaries swelled and swelled. My cock's tip ached. That pressure grew at it. My futa-jizz wanted to just erupt out of me. I whimpered as I loved her nipples. I nibbled and sucked on them. 

“Victoria!” she moaned. “Oh, I'm going to cum again. I'm going to flood you with all my jizz.”

“Do it!” I groaned about her nubs. “Just use me. I'm yours. You own me. Your mother gave me to you, and that makes me happy!” 

“Lord, that's naughty!” she groaned. 

She slammed into me. Her face twisted in rapture. Her tits jiggled. Her cum fired into me. I felt such delicious passion spilling into me. Her spunk flooded into me again. I loved that delicious delight of my Mistress spurting into me. The pressure surged to the tip of my girl-cock.

Exploded out of me. 

My salty futa-jizz fired up my body. It splattered my tits. It coated them. Every pulse of rapture spilled more cum across me while my pussy writhed about Annie's shaft. Dual pleasures slammed into my mind. I groaned about her nubs as my mind melted. 

“Victoria!” Annie gasped and groaned. “Oh, yes, yes, yes. That's just amazing!” 

“It is, Mistress!” I moaned, my head falling back onto my pillow. My body shuddering the, rapture shooting through me.

My cock fired hard, a blast of my cum splattering my tits. It coated my lips. Annie collapsed on me, kissing me, tasting my jizz. Our tongues dueled, sharing the flavor of my passion. My cock throbbed and twitched between us, the last of my spunk spurting out of me.

My body buzzed through me. She squirmed atop me. She ground her body against me. Our tongues danced and dueled together. Our kiss deepened. I loved this. We were together, her big boobs pressed into my cum-coated tits. My dick twitched between us, hers throbbing inside my pussy.

She broke the kiss, staring into my eyes. “Victoria...”

“Mistress.” I licked my lips. “I... I'm so sorry for how I acted yesterday. I shouldn't have pressured you into doing things you weren't comfortable in doing. I scared you. I didn't mean to.” 

She licked her lips. “You... really want that.”

I nodded my head. “When I was bound up, it was so scary being so helpless, but I knew you wouldn't harm me. Maybe you'd hurt me, but I knew it would feel good. Your mother and Lilith opened me to what I truly desire.  

“But I'm your sex slave. I serve you. I should cater to your desires. That's what makes me happy. It brings me such joy to do what you want. So...” I arched an eyebrow. “What do you want? How can I earn your forgiveness?” 

“If you only want to serve me, then why were you fucking that girl yesterday,” she said. “And who was that?”

“That was Amos,” I said. “Eleanor can gender-swap men into hot women somehow. She turned my father into a woman, and her betrothed, too.” 

Annie's eyes widened. She whispered something. I thought it was a name: Willis. Did she want her betrothed gender-swapped. What would that mean for— 

“Did I give you permission to fuck her?” Annie asked, using such a strong word. “Huh? Did I give you permission to be a... to be a wanton futa-slattern? Just an utter hussy with her?” 

“No, Mistress,” I said, trembling beneath her, my futa-cock twitching. Her anger... aroused me. I felt so naughty. So bad. “You're right. I'm just a wanton futa-slattern.” 

She rose off of me, her big tits heaving. I groaned as she pulled her futa-cock out of me. Her girl-dick bounced before her, pussy cream flicking off of her shaft. She stretched her back, her tits thrusting out before her. I frowned, wondering what she was doing. She sauntered over to the wardrobe and opened it up and... 

The toys her mother left were still in there. The flogger, riding crop, and feather duster. She grabbed the flogger. Was this really happening? Was she really going to give me what I craved? I served her, and she provides me with the domination I ache for? 

My heart beat so fast as she pulled the flogger out, the leather tails swaying together. She turned around slowly. Her face was in shadows with just a gleam glinting off her eyes. I shuddered as she stared at me.

“You were so bad,” Annie said. She swished the flail before her. “So... I need to... I need to punish you.” 

“Do you want to punish me?” I asked her. “You don't have to, Mistress. I'm here to serve you. You don't have to force yourself to do something you don't like.” 

“But I want to do this,” she said. “You were naughty. You're my sex slave. So...” The flail swished before her. “So you have to be punished for fucking that little gender-swapped trollop. On your hands on knees!” 

My pussy clenched, forcing out more of her jizz. I rolled over onto my hands and knees. My futa-dick swayed beneath me. Her girl-cum leaked down my cock, running for my throbbing tip. My small tits jiggled. My golden-blonde braid swayed off my left shoulder, dangling for her bed.

“I am such a naughty futa-slave,” I whimpered. “Please, please, flog me. I need this so much. I have to learn my lesson, Mistress.” 

“Mistress...” She said the word, sounding almost in awe. Then she swished the flail before her again.

My rump clenched.

“I think... I like hearing that word.” She glanced at the wall, at the sounds bleeding through from her mother's room. “Maybe... I'm like my mother.” 

“I think so,” I said. “I'm like mine. Though that's not my mother in there. She's at home fucking my gender-swapped mother.” 

Annie shivered. “My mom has multiple sex slaves...”  

The glint in her blue eyes made me shiver.

Then she advanced on the bed, her futa-cock thrusting before her. She licked her lips, her eyes flicking from her girl-dick to my head. I frowned at her. Instead of moving behind me like I thought, she came alongside the bed, her cock thrusting at my cheek.

“Mistress?” I frowned.

She smacked the flail into her hands, her cute face twisting in pain for a moment, spoiling that strong, dominating expression she was trying to take. It only made her hotter, realer. This was my eighteen-year-old Mistress.  

“I love sucking Willis's cock, and yours,” she said. “I bet you love it, too. Suck my futa-dick while I flog your naughty ass!” 

“Yes, Mistress!” I moaned.

Such joy shot through me. I craned my neck and turned my head to the side. My lips nuzzled against her cock, wet with my pussy juices. I shuddered at the sweet flavor of my snatch. My lips spread over her cock. She groaned and whimpered as I engulfed her dick's crown. 

Sucked.

My cheeks hollowed. My tongue danced around the shaft. I gathered up my sweet cream, loving the flavor of my cunt. My hips wiggled. More jizz dribbled out of my pussy, running down my thighs and my girl-dick. 

“Yes!” she moaned, pleasure rippling across her face. “Ooh, you just love that, don't you? You're just a naughty, wanton futa-hussy.” 

I moaned my agreement, my head bobbing, working my mouth up and down her shaft. I cleaned off more and more of my pussy cream.

“You are! Look at that ass wiggle.” She shivered, staring at my rump, my futa-cock swaying beneath me. Her big breasts rose and fell. “You want this so much. You're a... a slut. Aren't you? Just a big whore!” 

I moaned a yes about her cock.

“A naughty, cheating slut!”

The flail swished. Her breasts heaved.

SMACK!

The thudding impact of the flogger cracked into my ass. My butt-cheeks and pussy clenched. My futa-dick throbbed. I whimpered about her girl-cock, sucking so hard on it as the pain soared through me. This delicious heat melted into my cunt. It warmed me up. It made my hips wiggle and shake from side to side.

It was incredible. She spanked me. She disciplined me. It hurt, but in a good way. In a way that made my toes curl and my fingers dig into the sheets of her bed. My eyes squeezed shut for a moment, my back arching.  

“Yes, yes, just a naughty, wanton slut!” hissed my futa-Mistress.

SMACK!

The second impact felt as incredible as the first. New stripes of stinging pain burned across my rump. Stars rippled across my vision. I groaned about her futa-dick, the sound of ecstatic pain. My hips wiggled more, the tails of the flogger still draped over my throbbing rump.

My head bobbed. Drool ran down my chin as I sucked and slurped on her girl-dick. Her tits rose and fell. Pleasure crossed her face. Her blue eyes stared down at me with a glassy, feverish light in them. 

She lifted the flogger.

I whimpered, my butt-cheeks tensing.

SMACK!

That wonderful kiss of leather tails against my ass. My body rocked forward. My cock slapped up into my belly. The tip throbbed. My tongue danced about her crown. She shuddered, lifting the flogger again. 

It swished.

SMACK!

I loved that thudding impact bringing more stinging pain.

SMACK!

My pussy drank it in.

SMACK!

It grew hotter and hotter as she disciplined me.

SMACK!

I moaned about her girl-dick, my entire body shaking.

SMACK!

Her hips thrust forward. She fucked her cock in and out of my mouth. She rammed it in, her big boobs shaking as the flogger whipped my ass again and again. She moaned, her lips spreading in a smile.

“You're just a naughty slut!” 

SMACK!

“You love it! You love being my Amish whore!”

SMACK!

“It's turning you on, Victoria!” 

It was. I wanted to moan that, but her dick filled my mouth. My tongue caressed her shaft as she plunged it over and over into me. It brushed the back of my throat. Her smile grew. She remembered the words I told Amy yesterday. 

“Submissive sluts even want to swallow all of their Mistress's cocks!” she cried out, repeating what I'd said.

Her cock thrust forward hard. She hit my gullet. I didn't resist her. I swallowed her cock. I sucked air through my nose. My entire ass burned. Her girl-dick speared down my throat. In moments, my lips were pressed into her pussy. I tasted her tangy cream.

Annie shuddered. She lifted the flail and flogged my ass again. The straps reached around my rump. She landed it differently this time. My eyes widened as the tails reached down between my thighs and smacked against my pussy, half-cushioned by my bush.

A flare of pain shot through my cunt. A wave of agony that heated my ovaries. 

I shuddered at how close it made me come to climaxing. My futa-dick throbbed as is it dangled beneath me. My body shivered as I loved her futa-dick. It was such a delicious delight. I was being used for her pleasure, disciplined for being naughty, and that all excited me. 

And now I had a new pleasure. 

SMACK!

The tails kissed my pussy again with fire.

SMACK!

I whimpered about her girl-dick as my labia drank in the thudding impacts.

SMACK!

My snatch turned the pain into rapture. Into ecstasy.

SMACK!

I rocked on the bed as her cock thrust forward again and again. She jammed her cock down my esophagus over and over. She fucked my mouth as she whipped my ass. Her tits heaved. Her moans echoed through the room.

“Yes, yes, yes, you're mine, Victoria!” she howled. 

The fail swished.

SMACK!

“Mine!”

My orgasm exploded through me. The kiss of the flail, her shouting declaration of ownership, rippled through me. My ovaries convulsed. My pussy spasmed. Juices gushed down my thighs, thick with her futa-cum, and my jizz erupted from my cock. 

Pleasure surged through me. A tidal wave of rapture poured through my body. The pleasure screaming from my throbbing pussy and spurting cock flooded my mind. My thoughts drowned. I moaned about the girl-dick plunging over and over into my throat.

“You're cumming?” Victoria gasped. “That's so naughty. I love it. Yes, yes, yes, I love it!” 

She rammed her girl-dick down my gullet. I moaned, my lips pressing into her bush. I breathed in her tangy musk while the pleasure melted my mind. Her big boobs heaved above my head. She cried out in rapture as her dick erupted.

Her hot cum pumped down my mouth.

I loved it. I savored it. I drank it in. Her girl-spunk poured down my throat. It raced to my belly. It wormed me. The fail smacked into my pussy and rump one more time as she threw back her head, crying out her rapture.

“Victoria! My futa-slave! I love this! Ooh, yes, yes, yes, I love this!” The tails of the flail slid along my rump. “Ooh, I bet you'll love that, too.”

I shuddered, coming down from my orgasmic high, futa-cum dripping from my still hard cock. What was she talking about. What would I love?

“Willis does other things to me,” she said. “I do more than suck his cock. It's something we learned while running around in the world. A way to keep me a virgin but still... do things.” 

My brow furrowed. I really, really didn't understand what she was talking about.

She pulled her girl-dick out of my mouth. I panted and gasped for air, my entire body trembling as she padded back to the wardrobe. Was she getting the riding crop? Would she really whip my body? Maybe... Maybe she'd punish my small tits. 

“Lie on your back and put a pillow beneath your rump,” she said. “It helps to elevate your hips to do this. Though there are other positions we could use.” 

I knew Willis had never fucked her pussy. I took her virginity yesterday. I felt her hymen rip when she impaled herself on my girl-dick. And she told me Willis never ate her pussy. So it couldn't be that. 

I grabbed her pillow and shifted it down. I rolled over onto my back, feeling the wet spot of my cum soaking into her sheets beneath my shoulders. I squirmed, my hips elevating, my still-hard dick throbbing and bobbing before me. 

She returned to the bed not with the riding crop, but the feather duster. I frowned. Did Willis do things to her with that? 

“My cock is soaked by your saliva,” she said as she mounted the bed and moved between my spread open thighs, “and though my cock is bigger than my betrothed's, I think this will still work.' 

“Work, Mistress?” I asked as she grabbed her wet cock with her left hand, the right clutching the feather duster. It had gray feathers that thrust at me, the ends all fuzzy and downy. “What are you talking about?” 

“Why, anal sex,” she said. “I've been letting Willis fuck me up the ass. Sodomize me. It satiates him and keeps me pure for... Well, it kept me pure for our marriage before you ruined me with your sin.” 

“Sorry, Mistress,” I groaned as she brought her futa-dick to my asshole.

“Ooh, my cum leaked out and coated your sphincter,” she said, rubbing her dick against it. “That helps, too.” 

I shuddered then gasped as she brought the feather duster down and stroked it up and down my futa-dick. My eyes widened. My cock twitched hard at the teasing caress. It was such a different sensation. It ripped down my pussy to my cunt. I gasped, my eyes fluttering and my back arching.

While she drove my cock wild, she rammed her girl-dick into my asshole.

My toes curled. My eyes widened. Her futa-cock filled me up while the feather duster stroked the spongy crown of my shaft. I whimpered at the velvety heat burying into my bowels. She stretched me open in a new way. She filled me up and sent such a wondrous pleasure through me. 

“Mistress!” I gasped. “Oh, Mistress, wow.”

“I know,” she groaned, a big smile crossing her lips. “I always loved it, too. Sometimes, I even suggest that he do it. After I suck on his cock and get him nice and wet. I try to pretend I don't love it, to claim that I'm just a pure, Amish girl reluctantly sinning to help out my betrothed relieve his passions, but... 

“I love it. I'm just a wicked girl.” She grinned at me and flicked the feather duster up to my small breasts. “Like you.”

I gasped as the feather duster played over my breasts. I whimpered. My bowels clenching about her girl-dick as she drew it out of me. My nipples throbbed, drinking in the feel of the duster. My eyes fluttered as the pleasure rippled out of me. 

My tits felt so alive. Everywhere the feathers stroked me made me whimper. My toes curled. My bowels clenched about her cock. It was such an incredible feeling. I couldn't believe how much I savored this. Welcomed it. 

Her girl-dick pumped away at my bowels. She rammed into me hard and fast. I wiggled my hips, my futa-cock bouncing and twitching. She grinned at me, her tits heaving as she played with my breasts, dancing the feather duster around my tits.

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes, you just love my futa-cock plundering your bowels!” she grinned. “Don't you, my little futa-slave?” 

“I do, Mistress!” I whimpered. “I love everything you do to me.”

“Yes!” I gasped. “Oh, yes, yes, yes!”

Her girl-dick rammed harder and harder into my bowels. Her furry crotch smacked into my rump, her pubic hair tickling my aching flesh. I groaned, my bowels clenching around on her while my nipples throbbed and ached.

She had such a mischievous grin on her face as she played with the feather duster. She swirled it around my left nub in slow circles, making me whimper. My toes curled and my futa-dick throbbed, the ache swelling at the tip. Then she slid the duster over to my right breast, stroking it up and down. The feathers flicked at my sensitive nipples. 

“Mistress!” I whimpered, my face scrunching with pleasure. “Oh, Mistress.”

“You like that?” she asked. “Does it feel good?” 

I nodded my head.

“Show me!” she pressed the feather duster at my hand. “Take it and play with my breasts!”

“Yes, Mistress,” I gasped, seizing the handle.

Her breasts heaved over me as her girl-dick plunged over and over into my bowels. I smiled as I swept the feathers across her breasts, grazing her nipples and areolas. Her blue eyes widened. She slammed her girl-dick deep into me.

“Oh, my, that feels good,” she groaned. “Ooh, I like that.” 

“Me, too,” I said, beaming at her and then attacking her right nipple with the feathers.

She shuddered, hips hammering hard into my bowels. She buried her girl-dick over and over into me as I danced the feather duster around on her big boobs. I flicked from one nipple to the other. Her back arched. Her head danced from side to side.

My bowels drank in the feel of her girl-dick reaming me. She buried it into me again and again. She filled me to the hilt. The velvety friction melted to my pussy. It grew hotter and hotter with her every plunge. 

It made my body quiver.

My wrist flicked the feather duster back and forth across her tits faster and faster.

“Yes, yes, yes, my Victoria!” she groaned.

“I am yours!” I moaned. “Oh, Mistress, cum in me! Spill your seed in me. I want that so badly.” 

She grinned down at me, her hips pumping away. “I know you do, you little Amish-slave! My Amish-slave.” 

“Forever, Mistress!” I gasped, swiping the feather duster in fast circles around her heaving, right tit.

My futa-cock smacked into my belly over and over. Every time she buried into me, my cock rose and then fell. I squirmed on her bed. My burning ass rubbed into her pillow and drank in the thudding impacts of her groin. 

Everything combined inside of me. It grew and swell. It felt so incredible inside of me. I groaned and whimpered. My eyes fluttered. I never wanted this joy to end. I wanted it to keep surging through me. It was so wonderful. My bowels squeezed down on her as she plundered me with her hard thrusts. 

I was so close to cumming. To exploding. It was incredible. Just amazing. I whimpered and groaned, my bowels clenching down on her girl-dick as I flicked the feather duster across her tits. I couldn't take much more. The pressure pressed at the tip of my dick. 

“Cum in my bowels, Mistress!” I screamed.

“Victoria!” she gasped then buried into me.

Her girl-dick unloaded.

My eyes widened at the first spurt of hot cum firing into my bowels. That wonderful moment of her jizz rushing into me. It splattered through my asshole. It filled my anal sheath with her hot passion. Her moans echoed through the room. 

I pleased my futa-Mistress.

Joy exploded in my heart. 

Pleasure detonated in my cunt.

My hot jizz erupted from my girl-cock. It arched up my body. At an angle, it soared over my tits this time to splatter my face. I threw the feather duster to the side and opened my mouth. I drank my own cum while my Mistress flooded my bowels with her jizz.

The pleasure melted my mind while my salty futa-spunk filled my mouth. I groaned and whimpered. Waves of darkness washed across my vision as my joy rippled through me. It was such a wonderful, incredible moment.  

“Mistress!” I gaped.

“My futa-slave!” she moaned.

We both trembled, sharing this wonderful moment of our united pleasures. My bowels rippled about her girl-dick. I milked out of the last of her cum. She collapsed over me, trapping my futa-dick between us again as it spurted its final eruptions of girl-jizz. Her big boobs pressed into my small tits.

Her mouth found mine.

She kissed me with such love and passion as we shared my futa-cum. I held her to me, reveling in this moment. I could feel how much she loved me. How much she enjoyed dominating me. She would do so many wicked things to me. I had awakened her to her true passion. She loved it. 

Her tongue danced through my mouth. I shuddered, letting her kiss me as hard as she wanted. I just closed my eyes and enjoyed her weight atop me. I knew this would be my life. I would be her Amish slave. I knew the Lord was disappointed in us. 

But we were all flawed. We all surrendered to our sins. And it was such sweet sin to revel in.

I whimpered when Annie broke the kiss. Her blue eyes fluttered at me. “Mmm, so... Eleanor can change men into women.” 

“Well, while they're horny,” I said. “They change back into men once they cool off. But if they start getting aroused, well, they become so sexy and hot and... Mmm, beautiful. Like Amy.” 

“Or... Willis?” She grinned at me. “Once she's a cute, sexy girl, you are going to have to teach her to be your Mistress, too. I'm marrying him—her—in a month. What do you say to that?” 

“That I'm your futa-slave, Mistress,” I said. “And if you want to share me with your betrothed, well, I will serve her with just as much joy as you.” 

“We are going to have so much naughty fun,” she declared then kissed me again. 

I surrendered to her. I meant it. I was her futa-slave. I submitted to her. If she wanted me to fuck Willis, I would. I would do anything for her because, through my submission to her desires, I fulfilled mine. 

Thank you, Lilith, for turning me into a futa-submissive. I didn't have to suppress my desires any longer. It was wonderful. I held my futa-Mistress tight and trembled, eager for that future we would share together. 

The END of Victoria's Tale

Want to read the next part? Click here for Amy's Futa Delight! 
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