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Naughty Excerpt from “Ester's Futa Delight”

I so wanted to play with my new futa-cock. I wanted to make love to Beth with it. To hear her moan, Oh, my sweet Ester, yes, yes, I love your girl-cock in me. 

I was being nice, letting my mother enjoy her new futa-cock and my step-sister's body. Futas were so delicious and wicked. We shouldn't exist in our closed, Amish community. We were infecting it. But right now, I wished my sister was fucking me. 

Why did I have to be so nice?

Because it was the right thing to do. My mother deserved pleasure. I knew Beth loved me. That it was just sex between them. Depraved, kinky, sinful sex. I shouldn't be feeling this jealous ache between my thighs. 

I should just focus on cleaning the kitchen. Work still had to be done on the farm. Just because we had our new sinful clit-dicks didn't mean we shouldn't be as industrious as before. I swept harder, gripping the shortened broom handle in my hand, my right gripping it by the polished, rounded end.

The handle had broken a year ago, but the bristles were still god. So Father just smoothed out the end, and I still used it since I was short enough. My braid swung down my back as I attacked the dust and dirt in the kitchen, sweeping it towards the open door.

Another loud moan drifted out of the cannery. Beth was fucking my mom so hard.

My pussy clenched. My clit throbbed. I whimpered as I lost control of it. My bud blossomed into a futa-cock. I gasped, staring down at the gray apron pinned to my waist. A tent formed, a bulge no woman should have. My dick pressed against my skirt, the rough weave teasing the spongy crown. Pleasure zapped up it. 

I whimpered, squeezing my eyes shut and gripping the broom. I forced myself to keep sweeping. I couldn't be naughty. I had to keep working and... and...

Beth and my mother were not working... They were indulging in sinful pleasure. While I worked.

I closed the kitchen door, my hand sliding up and down the polished handle of the broom, striking it, loving the feel of it in my hand. It was thick. My pussy clenched as I stared down at it. An idea that I never would have imagined before assaulted me. 

I could... pleasure myself.

I bit my lip, glancing at the door. The kitchen was clean after breakfast and... And...

I leaned against the counter and drew up my skirt. I whimpered as the cloth rubbed on my futa-dick's tip. Higher and higher, inch by inch, I lifted the long skirt. I revealed more and more of my slender thighs. My cute toes curled against the floor and... 

“Ooh, you are such a beautiful cock,” I whimpered when it popped free. “Just like Lilith promised.” 

My pussy clenched as I grasped my futa-cock. It throbbed and pulsed in my hand to the beat of my heart. I slowly stroked myself, sliding up to the tip. I brushed that cute, pink crown, squeezing out a big, clear drop of precum from the tip. My thumb smeared it around. 

Pleasure tingled down my shaft to my pussy. My cunt clenched, aching to be filled. Lilith's cock had filled me last night in my dreams. She visited me. She appeared before me and promised me so much wicked pleasure. 

“You want to have that same naughty, throbbing futa-cock that your wicked sister has, Ester, don't you?” Lilith purred in my dream. I pictured her standing in the kitchen, her body lush and sinful. She exuded sexuality in a way I never witnessed from any Amish woman. 

It wasn't just the fact the demoness was naked, her breasts large and full, her futa-cock thrusting hard from the shaved folds of her pussy. It was the glint in her red eyes. The way she pursed her plump, ruby lips. How she held her body. Everything about her had my pussy melting. 

“You want to have a clit that can slide into your sister's wet pussy and fuck her like she fucked you, don't you?” 

“Yes,” I whimpered back. 

Lilith then brought her cock to my pussy. As I relieved my dream, I fisted myself faster while slipping the broom between my thighs. It was at the perfect height to nuzzle against my hot flesh. The rounded tip rubbed against my pussy lips, nudging the base of my cock. 

It penetrated me. I imagined it was Lilith's dick sliding into me. The polished wood spread open my hot pussy, stimulating me almost as nicely as Beth's shaft. My back arched as my futa-dick twitched in my stroking hand. My sex squeezed down on it. 

This was so naughty. I was masturbating in our kitchen. The old me would never have done this.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Ester's Futa Delight

I shivered as I glanced at the door that led to the cannery, part of my family's farmhouse. I bit my lip, hearing catches of the moans and gasps bleeding through the door. Beneath my plain dress, my pussy dripped juices that ran down my thighs. Clit ached and throbbed, wanting to transform.

My hands smoothed the gray apron pinned to the front of my dress. I sucked in a deep breath. The naughty sounds made me yearn to enjoy my new futa-cock. I knew it was sinful to have one. An Amish girl shouldn't have something so depraved. She shouldn't allow a futa-demon to lead her down such a wicked road. 

But I had.

I followed my step-sister Beth's wicked path. I let myself get swept up by the delight of my step-sister's new futa-cock yesterday. I surrendered to Beth's passion and gave my heart to my twenty-year-old sister. She took my virginity. She made such sweet love to me. Our bodies had united in forbidden passion. We committed acts that would see us shunned by our Amish community. 

And now Beth performed those acts with my mother. 

I stood in our home's kitchen, cleaning up after breakfast. I allowed Beth to fuck (I felt so wicked even thinking such a sinful word) my mother. She was married to Beth's father. I was a baby when they wed. My real father and Beth's real mother both died when we were so young. We grew up together as real sisters. 

And now we made love with our new futa-dicks. 

I gripped the broom handle as I tried to concentrate on sweeping out the kitchen, my bare feet moving over the floor. I hardly noticed the chill bleeding from the hardwood into my feet. Amish women usually went barefoot around our houses and farms. But today... with those sounds... it was hard to concentrate on anything but that hot itch between my thighs.

I so wanted to play with my new futa-cock. I wanted to make love to Beth with it. To hear her moan, Oh, my sweet Ester, yes, yes, I love your girl-cock in me. 

I was being nice, letting my mother enjoy her new futa-cock and my step-sister's body. Futas were so delicious and wicked. We shouldn't exist in our closed, Amish community. We were infecting it. But right now, I wished my sister was fucking me. 

Why did I have to be so nice?

Because it was the right thing to do. My mother deserved pleasure. I knew Beth loved me. That it was just sex between them. Depraved, kinky, sinful sex. I shouldn't be feeling this jealous ache between my thighs. 

I should just focus on cleaning the kitchen. Work still had to be done on the farm. Just because we had our new sinful clit-dicks didn't mean we shouldn't be as industrious as before. I swept harder, gripping the shortened broom handle in my hand, my right gripping it by the polished, rounded end.

The handle had broken a year ago, but the bristles were still god. So Father just smoothed out the end, and I still used it since I was short enough. My braid swung down my back as I attacked the dust and dirt in the kitchen, sweeping it towards the open door.

Another loud moan drifted out of the cannery. Beth was fucking my mom so hard.

My pussy clenched. My clit throbbed. I whimpered as I lost control of it. My bud blossomed into a futa-cock. I gasped, staring down at the gray apron pinned to my waist. A tent formed, a bulge no woman should have. My dick pressed against my skirt, the rough weave teasing the spongy crown. Pleasure zapped up it. 

I whimpered, squeezing my eyes shut and gripping the broom. I forced myself to keep sweeping. I couldn't be naughty. I had to keep working and... and...

Beth and my mother were not working... They were indulging in sinful pleasure. While I worked.

I closed the kitchen door, my hand sliding up and down the polished handle of the broom, striking it, loving the feel of it in my hand. It was thick. My pussy clenched as I stared down at it. An idea that I never would have imagined before assaulted me. 

I could... pleasure myself.

I bit my lip, glancing at the door. The kitchen was clean after breakfast and... And...

I leaned against the counter and drew up my skirt. I whimpered as the cloth rubbed on my futa-dick's tip. Higher and higher, inch by inch, I lifted the long skirt. I revealed more and more of my slender thighs. My cute toes curled against the floor and... 

“Ooh, you are such a beautiful cock,” I whimpered when it popped free. “Just like Lilith promised.” 

My pussy clenched as I grasped my futa-cock. It throbbed and pulsed in my hand to the beat of my heart. I slowly stroked myself, sliding up to the tip. I brushed that cute, pink crown, squeezing out a big, clear drop of precum from the tip. My thumb smeared it around. 

Pleasure tingled down my shaft to my pussy. My cunt clenched, aching to be filled. Lilith's cock had filled me last night in my dreams. She visited me. She appeared before me and promised me so much wicked pleasure. 

“You want to have that same naughty, throbbing futa-cock that your wicked sister has, Ester, don't you?” Lilith purred in my dream. I pictured her standing in the kitchen, her body lush and sinful. She exuded sexuality in a way I never witnessed from any Amish woman. 

It wasn't just the fact the demoness was naked, her breasts large and full, her futa-cock thrusting hard from the shaved folds of her pussy. It was the glint in her red eyes. The way she pursed her plump, ruby lips. How she held her body. Everything about her had my pussy melting. 

“You want to have a clit that can slide into your sister's wet pussy and fuck her like she fucked you, don't you?” 

“Yes,” I whimpered back. 

Lilith then brought her cock to my pussy. As I relieved my dream, I fisted myself faster while slipping the broom between my thighs. It was at the perfect height to nuzzle against my hot flesh. The rounded tip rubbed against my pussy lips, nudging the base of my cock. 

It penetrated me. I imagined it was Lilith's dick sliding into me. The polished wood spread open my hot pussy, stimulating me almost as nicely as Beth's shaft. My back arched as my futa-dick twitched in my stroking hand. My sex squeezed down on it. 

This was so naughty. I was masturbating in our kitchen. The old me would never have done this.

I whimpered, my eyes squeezed shut, and imagined Lilith on me, pumping her girl-dick in and out of me. I worked the broom in and out of my pussy. I fisted my futa-cock, pleasure spilling through my body.

“Oh, Lilith,” I groaned. “Oh, yes, yes, your cock feels so good in me.” 

“Mmm, yes, yes, you have such a tight pussy, Ester,” she groaned in my imagination. “You're going to make Beth so happy with your futa-dick. You're going to fuck her so hard. When she's not fucking your mother.” 

“So hard!”

My heart pounded. Pussy juices slicked the handle of my broom. I jammed it so deep into me, stimulating my flesh. Pleasure rippled out of my snatch, shooting up to the tip of my girl-cock. An ache formed at the tip, growing every time my stroking hand reached the pinnacle. 

My toes curled against the floor. I whimpered, my nipples throbbing in my bodice. I filled the kitchen with such obscene sounds. The wet sound of the broom plunging into my pussy made me feel so wicked. 

“You are just a sinful little slut, aren't you, Ester?” Lilith purred in my imagination. 

“Oh, yes, yes,” I whimpered, fisting my dick faster. An ache grew deep in my pussy, my naughty girl-seed aching to explode out of me. 

Lilith's big breasts bounced and heaved in my mind as I pictured her fucking me. The broom was her dick, slamming hard into my cunt's depths. My flesh clenched down around it, drinking in my silky friction, turning it into rapture. 

My hand flew faster and faster on my girl-dick. I jammed the broom deep into my cunt. I rose on my tiptoes. The straw bristles teased my inner calves and ankles. I moaned as I pleasured myself faster and faster. 

“You're going to cum, aren't you, slut?” Lilith hissed. 

“Yes, yes,” I groaned. “I am a slut! Your slut, Lilith!” 

The words spilling out of my mouth heightened my self-pleasure. I drank in the silky delight of my hand stroking my clit-dick, the broom jamming into my cunt. I whimpered, Lilith's face dominating my imagination. 

“Just erupt, slut. Soil your kitchen. Dirty it with your naughty jizz.” 

“Yes!” I howled, my pussy clamping down so hard on my broom handle.

My hand stroked up to the tip of my clit-dick at the same moment I plunged the broom to the hilt in me. I filled myself up. My back arched. My breasts jiggled in my bodice. I screamed out in such complete rapture. 

Pleasure exploded in the depths of my pussy. 

My futa-cum erupted from the tip of my girl-cock. I felt it pulse down my shaft as I stroked myself. Stars burst across my vision, dancing around the imagined futa-demon. My pussy convulsed around the broom, caressing it. 

“Yes, yes, yes, I'm such a slut, Lilith!”

“Yes, you are!” the futa-succubus howled in my imagination. “You're going to spread so much sin with your futa-cock!” 

“So much sin!” I howled, fisting my dick as the rapture melted my mind.

Blast after blast of my cum shot out of my cock. I sucked in a deep breath, the bliss pounding through my veins. The two different pleasures coursed through my body. The rippling waves and pulsing jolts both delivered ecstasy to my mind. 

“Oh, Lord, I know this is wrong, but I love being a futa!” I cried out as my pussy convulsed so hard about my dick. “Lilith, thank you for—” 

The kitchen door opened.

I squeaked out in alarm and shoved down my skirt over my futa-dick. My sensitive tip throbbed at the sudden rush of cloth. My father stood in the doorway, knocking his boots against the doorjamb to clean off mud from the field. 

My heart screamed in my chest. My futa-cum lay splattered on the floor. Great pearly ropes of jizz that led from me. My girl-dick tented my skirt while the broom... The broom was inside my pussy, gripped by my flesh as it convulsed a final time, my orgasm surging through me.

What if my step-father noticed my cock? What would he do if he found out I was a futa, or that his daughter was in the next room cuckolding him with my mother? Why was he here? He should be out in the fields working. 

“Ester, child,” he nodded, walking in. A tall man wearing black pants and a dark-blue shirt, a black vest over it. He took off his wide-brimmed hat, his blond hair streaked with gray, his beard peppered with the same hue. Like any good Amish man who was married, he had a thick beard.

“Daed,” I said, addressing him with the Amish word for father. “I-is something wrong?”

He frowned. “You look flushed, child.”

“I was just... vigorously cleaning the kitchen, Daed.” I swallowed, smoothing my skirt and apron as my clit rapidly shrank. The fear dried up all the excitement that once coursed through me. I was so aware of the broom handle hidden beneath my long skirts. “Just... dedicated to cleaning the house.”

His eyes flicked down to the floor. His forehead furrowed at the white stains splattered across the wood. Did he recognize it? He was a man. He could spurt seed, too. My pussy squeezed down so hard on the broom handle as I trembled.

“D-did you need something, Daed?” I asked, my voice so tight. My body wanted to shake. My stomach twisted into knots. He would shun me if he learned how much sin existed in his house. Would he throw Beth out, separating me from my lover. 

My lover fucking my mother and not me...

“I need you to run to the dry goods store,” he said. “I have need of a fresh barrel of nails. The western fence is worse than I thought. The storm damaged it.” 

I blinked. “Oh, of course, Daed. I would be more than happy to run this errand for you.”

“I'd send your sister or mother, but they left with Penelope,” he added. 

Penelope was my sister-in-law, married to my older step-brother Paul. I frowned at that. They left? They weren't making love any longer? Why didn't they tell me about it? Were they... With Penelope? My stomach twisted. Why didn't Beth come tell me?

I was her lover.

“Now do not pout, child,” Father said, his voice stern. “The Lord rewards hard work, not those who complain about the chores they must perform.” 

“Sorry, Daed,” I said, my heart thudding. Though I was eighteen, I felt like a little girl right now while... Why did they leave? Why didn't Beth say anything to me. “I'll leave right now.” 

“Good,” he grunted. “You should clean that up. Your mother will not be pleased to find such a... an unusual stain.” 

My cheeks burned. I nodded my head as he turned, slipping on his hat as he reached the door. My stomach twisted a final time as he paused. Did he realize what that was. I wanted to grab a rag and clean it, but I had the broom jammed so deep into my pussy.

Then he stepped outside and closed the door behind him.

My breath exploded out of me. I leaned back against the counter, my entire body shaking as the tension released me. My shoulders sagged. My pussy squeezed down on the broom handle. I sucked in deep breaths over and over, gripping my dress above my stomach and... 

Why had Beth and our mother gone with Penelope? Why didn't they bring me? I would love to enjoy my sister-in-law. Penelope was a beautiful, young woman, a few years older than me. She had such lovely, green eyes that must just shine when she's writhing in passion. 

Didn't Beth want me to share in the fun?

I didn't like those thoughts. I thought we were sharing our passions, united in our love.

I reached beneath my skirt and pulled the broom out of my snatch. I whimpered, the slick wood stimulating me. I pulled it out, my juices coating the entire shaft, a wicked, spicy musk filling the air. I patted my flushed face, a few strands of blonde hair falling loose, escaped from my tight braid. 

I had to go into our village. Father gave me a task.

I cleaned up my cum then rushed up to the third floor where I shared a bed with Beth. I pulled on my dark, woolen stockings, sliding them up my thighs. Then I rushed back downstairs and slipped on my shoes. I stepped out into the gray morning and hurried down the path. 

My father and two younger half-brothers worked the field as I rushed down the lane, a shawl wrapped about my shoulders, my prayer cap set properly on my head. My pace was brisk, my thoughts whirling. They kept asking the same question over and over. 

Why didn't Beth take me with them?

I couldn't imagine why she wouldn't bring me. I was her lover. Her futa-wife. We couldn't officially marry, our religion would never condone two women, let alone two futas, marrying. We were living in sin instead. But I didn't care. I was willing to do that because I loved her. 

But... Why didn't she take me with her?

My thoughts circled it over and over. It returned to it again and again. I hardly noticed when I passed by a horse-drawn buggy, nodding my head and murmuring a greeting without even realizing who I greeted. I drifted by farms, including my step-brother's. 

I paused, staring at the house. Was Beth in there with Penelope right now? Was she having sex with another woman and not including me?  

I kept walking, trying not to be hurt. She must have a reason. I was sure she would explain it to me. I sucked in a deep breath as I came closer and closer to the village, a small collection of houses whose residences didn't work farms but had useful, specialized crafts, like our blacksmith, and produced goods needed by the community. 

One of those was my Aunt Catherine's dry goods stores. She was the mother of my cousin and friend, Annie. It took me twenty minutes of walking to reach it. The store rose up, walls whitewashed and looked neat, a simple sign out front identifying the purpose of it. 

I rubbed my arms as I headed into the store, stepping out of the cold. It was warm inside as I gazed at the shelves covered in various dry goods from stocks of dried grains and beads to pickled eggs and pigs feet, to various household items. I was sure to a modern English (non-Amish person) it was a strange sight, but it all looked familiar to me. What I expected to see walking in.

It was quiet inside. No others were browsing the shelf, not unusual in the middle of a work day. I rubbed my arms, drifting through the store, my thoughts still wondering on Beth. I pictured her naked, her round breasts pressed tight against Penelope's, my futa-wife's dick slamming into my sister-in-law's pussy. 

“Yes, yes, yes, you're pussy is so much tighter than my sweet Ester's,” I imagined Beth moaning. Even though it made my stomach churn with a jealous writhe, it also made my clit throb picturing it. I shouldn't be jealous. I didn't mind her fucking Penelope. 

I just wanted to join the fun. I wanted to use my new futa-dick with her. I couldn't have sex with my mother, but my sister-in-law... 

“Yes, yes, yes, take my cock in your tight asshole, Penelope,” Beth screamed as I stared at a burlap sack of flour. “You're my favorite sister, Penelope! Ooh, yes, yes, I love fucking you behind my brother's back.” 

My pussy squeezed tight, missing the broom. I shuddered, pausing at the handle on a pair of sheers, the polished wood just the right shape to slide into my cunt. Next to it was a hammer with another thick handle...

Pussy juices dripped down my thighs.

I fought the urge to grab the hammer and slide it beneath my skirt. I was in my aunt's dry goods store. This wasn't the place to get horny. I had to focus, place the order of nails for my father, and get back to the farm. I had chores to do. 

Chores Beth wasn't doing because she was pounding Penelope with Mother. They were using her hard, fucking her with their futa-dicks. What would it be like to have two girl-dicks sliding into my body, taking one in my pussy and asshole? 

My sphincter clenched, tingling. I reached behind me and rubbed at the back of my skirt, feeling my rump's curves. I wanted to squeeze and grope myself. My fingers pushed my skirt into the crack of my ass, my clit aching, throbbing. I squeezed my eyes shut. 

Beth's cock pumped in and out of Penelope's pussy, spearing my sister-in-law's hole. Fucking her so hard. Like I should be fucking Penelope. My clit sprouted, thrusting forward several inches. Her pussy should be wrapped around my hole. That would be so incredible. It would feel so amazing. We could share her and— 

“Ester, dear,” a matronly voice said behind me.

I squeaked and turned around, my clit half-sprouted, and came face-to-face with my widowed Aunt Catherine. She stood in a dress of dark gray, her apron pinned to the front almost blending in the material. She had light-brown hair gathered into a motherly bun, her blue eyes almost shining with an inquisitive light as she stared at me. Her eyes flicked up and down my body, her lips pursing tight. 

I couldn't help but notice how endowed she was, her breasts swelling her bodice. Even in the conservative clothing us Amish women wore, nothing compared to the skin-showing outfits the English loved, it was obvious she had big tits. 

My half-swollen clit ached and throbbed, pushing against my skirt. She was a beautiful woman. I understood suddenly why Beth wanted to have sex with my mother. Older women had such a... a lushness. She was my aunt by marriage, not blood.  

Beth fucked Penelope...

I could have a nice delight.

“Well, Ester dear?” my aunt asked. “Has the cat got your tongue? Speak, child? I have work to be about.” 

“I... well... I...” How did I seduce her? Beth just... started making love to me, taking my virginity in our bed after she woke me up with her moaning. It was all so confusing, so exciting. I remembered her body pressed atop mine. How she kissed me, touched me, stroked me.  

Should I do that with Aunt Catherine?

How did Beth seduce my mother? 

“Come on, child,” Aunt Catherine said, her words brusque. Her arms folded beneath those lush breasts. I wanted to touch them. “I am losing my patience with you.”

I swallowed. “Nails.”

“Nails?” She shook her head. “Ester, what sort of nails?”

“For a fence,” I said, staring at her pink lips. They would feel so wonderful sucking on my girl-dick. I wanted my aunt on her knees before me. My clit throbbed and ached. If Beth could fuck Penelope, I could... I could fuck our aunt. 

My swelling dick pressed against my skirt. I didn't care, staring at her mouth, wondering how I could kiss her. They moved, forming words. I should be paying attention to them, but... They were just perfect. My pussy clenched and itched. 

My aunt grabbed my shoulders, fingers biting through my dress.  

I blinked as she said, “What is wrong with you, child? You are gathering so much wool.” 

I flushed. “I am sorry, Aunt Catherine, I'm just... Thinking about things.”

“Things?” She cocked her head. “You and Gabriel?”

I hadn't thought about Gabriel since last night. Beth kissing me, taking my virginity, drove out any feelings I had burgeoning in me for Gabriel. He was a nice boy, one whom I thought would make a good husband, but... 

I didn't love him.

“No, no,” I said, my cheeks blushing. I had to be confident. “I was... thinking about someone else.”

“Another boy?” she asked. “And here I thought you were sweet on Gabriel the way you always are always waiting on him at gatherings and bringing him plates of food.” 

My cheeks burned. “No... No there's someone else...” I licked my lips. “Someone I shouldn't love.” 

She let out a sigh, shaking her head. “Oh, child, tell me you haven't encouraged a married man to be interested in you. Do not be a harlot.”

“I... I have been a harlot,” I said, my heart pounding, my futa-dick throbbing. It pressed on the front of my dress. I leaned closer to her. “But not with a man.”

I couldn't believe the sinful word I just said, how tantamount to admitting I was being impure with a woman—that I was having lesbian sex—to my aunt. The color drained from her expression. She shuddered, shaking her head in disbelief. 

“You do not mean... that, child?” she said, her voice tight.

“That,” I said, wanting to blurt out how much I loved pussy. Beth's tasted so good. 

“Well, I am glad you told me. We can start counseling you. Helping you and the other... your companion into fitting into your proper place as women.”  

I couldn't resist my aunt. She was so close. I could smell her, this faint musk. She was so beautiful, mature and delicious. Beth had my mother, so I would have my aunt. It would be fair. I could do this. She was fucking Penelope.

My head darted in. My lips planted on my aunt's. I closed my eyes, kissing her, savoring the forbidden brush of our mouths. She stiffened against me as I pressed tight. My arms went around her waist, holding her as I worked my mouth on hers. 

Such exultation surged through me. It raced out of my hot pussy, throbbing up the length of my futa-dick and billowing through my body. I moaned into the kiss, my nipples drinking in the feel of her breasts through our clothing. 

I kissed my aunt. I reveled in this taboo moment. We weren't related by blood, only marriage, but I still felt like she was my family. My tongue pressed out, brushing her lips, wanting to invade her mouth.  

Just like my girl-dick wanted to invade her pussy.

It was so wonderful. My heart beat with such passion, pumping blood through my— 

“Ester!” she screeched, wrenching her face back. “What are you doing, child? What possible perversion possessed you to kiss me?” 

I blinked, shocked. Why didn't she melt into me like I did into Beth? Was I just a wanton, sinful girl who surrendered my Amish faith so easily into my step-sister's depraved lusts? The implications hit me. 

I kissed my aunt.

Everyone would know I was a lesbian. 

The community would shun me.

“I... I...” Flustered fear gripped my tongue, transforming it into lead. I couldn't make proper words as I stared at my aunt. My hands fell away from her body. I took a step back.

She caught my hand.

“You little hussy,” she hissed, squeezing hard. Color blazed in her cheeks, the scarlet of righteous anger.

I quivered before her. Her blue eyes glowed with a frightful light. Her lips pursed tight as she shook her head, her tight bond swaying slightly atop her head. Then she yanked me after her, marching through the store and dragging me in her wake.

“I cannot believe you would do that, you little tramp,” she snarled. “That you would kiss a god-fearing woman and drag her into your lesbian sin.” 

“Aunt Catherine,” I spluttered as we came closer and closer to the door that lead to the residential part of the store. “I... I'm sorry. It was...”

“Depraved? Disgusting?”

Humiliation slapped me. “I didn't think... I thought you'd...”

She rounded on me, her eyes surging with an even brighter light. “You think I would enjoy that? That I would want to kiss you back? That I would do things to you, child? Did you want me to grab your tits?” 

To my shock, she grabbed my breasts through my blouse. Her hands squeezed my small tits, her fingers brushing my hard nipples. Her thumbs pushed into my nubs, almost making them hurt with her pressure. 

“Is that what you thought would happen?” she demanded, her blue eyes wild. Her thumbs worked in circles, stimulating my nipples.

My clit-dick, which was softening, now went fully erect. Confused passions shot through me as tingles raced from my nipples. I whimpered, my pussy clenching. Fresh juices poured down my thighs as my aunt touched me. 

What was going on?

“Or did you think I would do something else, you little lesbian hussy?” she snarled. “Did you think I would lift your skirt and play with that sinful hole between your thighs? Well?” 

“I... I...” I didn't know what to do. To say. Was she angry? Why was she touching me? 

“Answer me! Is that what you wanted?” Her hands shot down from my breasts to grab my skirt. The Amish widow hauled up my skirt. 

Like earlier, my futa-cock drank in the rasp of fabric caressing the sensitive tip. Pleasure raced down my shaft and sent electricity zapping through me. My hands curled into fists as I whimpered out in delight. 

“You do want that,” she hissed. “You filthy, wanton tramp! You want me touching your... your sex. Your pussy!” 

I gasped as she said that word. No proper Amish woman would speak it aloud. 

“Yes, yes, I can see it in your eyes,” she said, her hands pulling my skirt up over my hips, my futa-cock popping out. It bounced before me, almost touching her skirt. A foot of thick, throbbing cock, aching and pulsing before me. It thrust from the folds of my wet pussy. 

Her hands found my thighs. Her eyes widened as she stroked my hot flesh. “You're not even wearing a slip beneath your dress.” 

“I'm just so wanton,” I moaned as her fingers stroked up, my body on fire. “I want you to touch my futa-cock.” 

“Futa... cock?” Confusion flashed across her face as her hands slid higher and higher up my inner thigh. “What is that? One of those sinful dildos English women use on each other.” She gave a laugh. “I ran out in the world back in the eighties. I saw the depravity of the English. I know what they do to each other in their bedrooms. Sticking artificial cocks into their whorish cunts.” 

I gasped at that word. Like all Amish youths, my aunt would have left our community as a girl. I'd done the same. We called it running around. It was a chance to see if the Amish life of devotion and denial of worldly pleasures and conveniences was truly for you.

“You want me to stroke your cunt, don't you,” she said, her fingers finding my silken bush. “Ooh, I can feel how wet you are for this. For your aunt to stroke your pussy lips, tramp.” 

I let out a mewl of delight as her fingers stroked up and down my pussy lips. She caressed them, stimulated them. Tingles raced up to the tip of my dick as I enjoyed this wonderful delight. Her digits slid up my slit and found the base of my dick. 

Her eyebrows furrowed as she slid up my shaft, her fingers engulfing my cock. Her gaze shot down. She gasped in shock, a sound of almost girlish surprise, and jumped back a step. Her hand squeezed hard about my clit-dick. 

“Ester!” Her jaw dropped. Gurgling sounds burst from her lips, whatever she wanted to say strangled by her stunned emotions.

“That's my futa-cock,” I moaned. “Isn't it just so big and throbbing?” 

She didn't speak. She just fell to her knees before me, staring at it, her blue eyes so wide.

“Mmm, Aunt Catherine, don't you just want to engulf my girl-dick with your lush lips?” This was happening. Not how I expected, but she was enraptured by my futa-cock. I grabbed her head, brushing her tight bun, and pulled her lips closer. “Just open wide and suck on it. Mmm, have you ever sucked on a girl-dick? 

“No, you haven't. You're a good, Amish woman. You've never done anything so sinful in your life. You will now. You'll revel in it.” 

Right there in her dry goods store, my aunt's lips nuzzled against the tip of my cock. Her eyes squeezed shut as she didn't fight me. She didn't resist me one bit as I pushed my clit-dick into her mouth. I groaned as her thick lips spread over the crown and her wet warmth engulfed me. 

My cock ached in her mouth as I slid deeper and deeper, her tongue rubbing on the bottom. My tip caressed the roof of her mouth then the back of her throat. Delight tingled down the shaft to my pussy. My cunt clenched. Her hand tightened on it, still gripping the base. 

I pumped in and out of her mouth, fucking her with my girl-dick. She didn't suck, but it still felt so nice working in and out of her warm hole. To enjoy this taboo moment fucking my aunt's mouth. I glanced at the door. 

Anyone could catch us.

“Mmm, yes, yes, that's it. You're my little cock-sucking hussy now,” I moaned, my confidence swelling with every moment. “But you're not sucking? You got to pretend it's a lollipop. Just seal those lips about it and suck so hard. Suckle at it. You can do it.” 

Her eyes fluttered. She let out a wanton moan. Her cheeks hollowed. The sharp, sudden suction reached down my shaft to my pussy. Deep inside my clenching pussy, two points ached and throbbed, swelling with my futa-seed.

“Mmm, that's it,” I purred, my hips pumping away. Not fast, but slow, savoring her mouth about my cock. “That's it. Just nurse on it. Just suckle with your wicked mouth. You're my cock-sucking tramp now, aren't you? My little futa-slut.” 

She let out a loud purr, sucking harder. Her tongue moved, caressing my shaft as it plunged in and out of her mouth. I whimpered at the surge of delight racing down my shaft. My hands tightened in her bun, loving this moment. Her mouth felt so incredible as she pleased me.  

“Ooh, yes, yes, that's it,” I groaned, giving her such encouragement. “I'm going to pump so much futa-cum into you. Then... Then I'm going to fuck you. How long has it been since you've had a dick in your pussy? A decade? 

“I'll give your body all the pleasure it craves.”

Her hand stroked the base of my dick. She sucked harder, her head moving, twisting. She surrendered to her lusts. Like when Beth kissed me the other night, Aunt Catherine couldn't resist the excitement of a futa and her dick.

She sucked and slurped, making such obscene sounds. I smiled in delight. I almost prayed to the Lord for sending me this wondrous delight. But I had a feeling the Lord did not like what us naughty futas were doing. 

I almost heard Lilith's laughter spill through my mind. 

Aunt Catherine sucked so hard. She bobbed her mouth faster and faster. Her left hand found the folds of my pussy, stroking my hot flesh through my bush. Her blue eyes stared up at me, blazing with her awakened desire.

“Yes, yes, yes, jam your fingers in me, Aunt Catherine,” I gasped. “Stir up my hot cunt. I'll fire so much yummy cum into your mouth.” 

She did.

I gasped as her twin digits plunged deep into my snatch. My hot flesh drank in the silky stimulation. Pleasure raced through my body. I rose on my tiptoes. A gasp squeaked out from my lips. My pussy squeezed down on them while her mouth sucked so hard on my futa-dick. 

The sudden intrusion set me off. That tightness in the depths of my cunt constricted . My pleasure exploded out of me. This time, I didn't waste my cum on the floor. I pumped my futa-jizz into her hungry mouth while my pussy convulsed about her fingers. 

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped out as she gulped down my cum. “Aunt Catherine, drink my futa-jizz!”

She did. It was so wicked. I swayed from side to side. I whimpered and groaned, my entire body on fire. My pussy drank in her fingers pumping in and out of me as Id fired blast after blast of my spunk into her mouth. 

Rapture danced through my thoughts. I savored this. I was having fun with my older woman, my sex aunt. My breasts heaved in my dress. My eyes fluttered. I let out a whimper of pure delight as she sucked out the last of my cum. 

“Oh, yes, Aunt Catherine,” I moaned as my orgasm peaked. “Mmm, that was amazing.”

Her mouth popped off my dick. She stared up at me, some of my cum trickling down the corner of her lips to her chin. “What are you, child?” 

“A futa,” I said and smiled. “Mmm, you have cum on your lips.” 

I pulled her up. She didn't resist me, her blue eyes glassy. I pressed my body against her, my futa-dick rubbing on the skirt of her dress. I kissed her hard, tasting my salty cum as I pressed her backward. She whimpered against me and—

I backed her into the counter.

I shuddered, breaking the kiss. “Turn around and bend over the counter, Aunt Catherine. I have to fuck you. I need to give you the same delight you gave me.” 

“You wicked child,” she groaned even as she turned, my futa-dick rubbing on her skirt, the fabric teasing me.

“So wicked,” I said with a grin. “Now bend over so I can play with that pretty rump.” 

She groaned and obeyed, her dress pulling tight to the curves of her rear. It looked so plump. I hauled up her gray skirt and then her linen slip beneath. I exposed her brown bush soaked with her juices. A heady, tangy musk filled the air. 

Her scent.

Unable to resist, I bent down. I squeezed her plump, pale rump as I nuzzled into her pubic hair. The wet silk kissed my face before my lips found the hot heat of her pussy. My tongue flicked out, sliding through her labia, gathering that wonderful, tangy musk. 

“Ester,” she groaned. “Oh, you wicked tramp.”

“So wicked,” I said, giggled, then licked again. And again. She tasted so good. My clit-dick ached and throbbed, begging to be buried in her.

We were in the middle of the shop. Anyone could walk in. I shouldn't dawdle. I had to be in her pussy. I had to fuck my sexy aunt. I rose up, my futa-cock thrusting out from my bunched up skirt and apron.

“Ooh, Aunt Catherine,” I groaned, the tip of my clit-dick pressing into her silky bush. “Mmm, how much do you want this in you?” 

“I've never wanted anything more, you naughty hussy,” she groaned, some of her angry dominance coming back. “I want that sinful, impossible cock in me right now. Fuck me, you futa-tramp! Ram that dick into me now! If I'm going to sin, I want to do it properly!” 

“Yes, Aunt Catherine,” I groaned. Like any good Amish girl, I obeyed the mature women of my community. 

I slammed into her hot cunt.

My eyes widened at the silky grip of her forbidden snatch. I sank into her. My hands grasped her skirt, squeezing the bunched up fabric. It was incredible to be in her, to revel in this wicked delight. I shuddered, glancing at the door.

Anyone could walk in.

I drew back my girl-dick and slammed into her again. And again. I pumped my shaft in and out of her pussy. My aunt whimpered and moaned. Her cunt clenched down so hard on my dick when I drew back, increasing that wondrous pleasure. 

“Oh, yes, yes, yes,” she panted. “Oh, Lord, this is a sinful treat. You're so big. So much bigger than my husband. Ooh, you are giving me such pleasure.” 

“Good,” I groaned, my skirt rustling as I slammed forward and buried into her. Her rump jiggled. “And you're so tight and hot. I'm going to pump you full of my futa-seed.” 

Her pussy squeezed down hard. “Yes!”

I filled her dry goods store with the sounds of our sinful passion. Outside, our Amish community had no idea how wicked we were. Two women—one barely budding, the other mature and wanton—writhing in delight, pleasing each other. Our grasp echoed through the shelves, our flesh slapping together. 

She felt so amazing. I loved being in her mature depths. I wanted to screw her with every ounce of passion I possessed. I pumped away so hard, driving my girl-dick over and over into her cunt. She shuddered, moving her hips, meeting my thrusts. 

“Oh, child, yes!” she groaned. “Ooh, fuck my cunt! Pound me! Make me explode, you nasty futa-hussy!” 

“Just a wanton harlot!” I moaned.

“You are!” 

I groaned and thrust harder. Every stroke sent built that ache at the tip of my girl-dick, that need to erupt swelling. I whimpered, my pussy clenching. Fresh rivulets of cream rolled down my thighs. My spicy passion mixed with her tangy delight.

My pussy grew tighter and tighter. I fucked her so hard, eager to unload in her. To spill my cum into the depths of her snatch. My eyes squeezed shut, stars dancing through my dark vision. I plowed into her so hard.

“Ester, child, yes!” the mature woman gasped. “I'm going to cum! I'm going to explode. Lord, I've never felt anything this incredible before... I... I... Ester!” 

She screamed out my name as her pussy exploded around my dick. I gasped, my eyes widening at the shock of plunging over and over into her convulsing snatch. Her mature cunt spasmed and writhed about my shaft. She sucked at my dick, massaging it, hungry for my futa-cum. 

“Aunt Catherine!” I moaned, pumping so hard into her orgasming pussy.

“Cum in me!” she hissed. “Pump that seed in me. Let me feel a girl—a futa—explode in me!” 

I thrust forward, burying in the depths of her pussy. My eyes widened. My pussy convulsed. Hot cum spurted out of my dick into her pussy. Her snatch milked me. I swayed, bucking with every wondrous blast of cum. 

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled as I gave her so much jizz.

Her pussy spasmed harder. She moaned louder. My own cunt convulsed. Juices gushed out of me while I kept unloading my girl-spunk into her hot depths. Waves of rapture and jolts of ecstasy wracked my body. Dual delights burned through my mind.

I loved it. I loved being a futa and having a girl-dick.

I threw back my head, my blonde braid dancing down my back as I heaved. My hands balled up her skirt into fists as I fired the last spurt of my jizz into her. I groaned, emptying myself into her. I let out an explosive breath.

“Aunt Catherine, that was—”

The door open. The bell dangling from it jingled.

I gasped, wrenching my dick out of her pussy. She bolted upright, shoving down her skirt as I thrust mine over my hard girl-cock. That exhilaration of almost getting caught galvanized me as shoes thudded through the store.

“Mamm,” my cousin, Annie, said, addressing my aunt with the Amish word for mother. “Oh, and Cousin Ester.”

“Cousin Annie,” I panted, my face flushed, my clit-dick shrinking away from my skirt. I smoothed my skirt. “I hope you are having a blessed day.” 

“Oh, it's been fine. You?” 

“Wonderful,” I said, flashing a grin at her mother. 

Annie frowned, glancing from me to my mother. “Are you both okay? You look flushed?” 

“Your cousin was helping me move some heavy items around,” Aunt Catherine lied with ease. She acted like she didn't have my futa-cum running out of her pussy. “Ester, child, I will have that barrel of nails delivered to your farm as soon as my son returns.” 

“Thank you,” I said, my heart racing.

Annie gave me a look. She was my age, her face round. She had large, ample breasts like her mother. “That was nice of you for helping out my mother, Cousin Ester.”

“Oh, it was all my pleasure,” I said, giving her a big grin, my body buzzing from my illicit orgasm. From fucking the sexy, older woman and getting away with it.  

“Mmm, she was a wondrous help,” the older woman purred. 

I didn't stop smiling on my walk home. Beth could have her fun, and I would have mine. I couldn't wait to have more surprising fun with my clit-dick! I loved being a wicked, Amish futa!

To be continued... 

Want to read the next part? Click here for Ester's Futa Discipline! 

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

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


Sneak Preview of “Penelope's Futa Marital Bliss”

I let out a sigh, our fingers touching, his so rough and calloused. I stared up at the ceiling. Unlike last night, sleep came easily. I sank into my dreams. I shouldn't have been surprised when it was a naughty one.

I shivered as I stared at my bed at the blonde woman lying on it, her golden hair spilling about a face that looked like Beth's, that same nose, that same blue eyes. But not the same as Beth; like it was her sister.

Like it was Paul.

“Isn't she just beautiful?” Lilith purred. I felt the futa-succubus circling around us, stroking her hard futa-cock. “Isn't Paulette just a delicious sight?”

“Paulette?” I asked, a wave of heat washing through my body, my pussy growing so juicy and wet. My heart hammered in my chest as I stared at the woman on my bed.

“Wife,” the woman moaned, her voice throaty and thick, so similar to my Paul's in tone, but pitch was higher, feminine.

My clit blossomed. It thrust out of the folds of my pussy as I drifted towards the bed. This was such a strange dream. I couldn't believe that this was happening. That I was dreaming of a female version of my husband. But my perverted mind, gripped by my futa-lusts, had morphed him into what I know lusted for: the feminine.

She rubbed her thighs together as her blue eyes stared at my clit-dick. She licked her lips, dusky nipples hardening atop her round breasts. I reached the bed, crawling across it, my breasts swaying. My tits were about the same size as hers.

My cock ached and throbbed as I touched her silky-smooth thigh. It felt so different from my husband's legs. My wife had sleeker legs, beautiful thighs. I drew my fingers up her thighs. She whimpered, her tongue licking her lips.

“Penelope,” she whimpered as I came closer and closer to her pussy.

“Just relax, my wife,” I moaned, savoring saying that. “Just let me love you.” My nostrils flared as I smelled something sweet. A musk so similar to Beth's, her sister. “Let me just give you such delight. Let me show you what you have between your thighs. This hot, little hole.”

I could see such a vulnerability in her eyes. She needed me to guide her. This was such a strange dream. Is this what I craved? My husband to become a woman?

My hands reached her golden bush, feeling her soft hair. She quivered, her breasts jiggling. I breathed in her sweet musk while my own cream ran down my futa-cock. I nuzzled my face into her silky strands. I reveled in the heat of her.

My tongue fluttered out through her folds. I brushed through them and felt a hymen. A hot thrill ran through me. Paul had taken my virginity; now in my dreams, I was taking Paulette's. This was so naughty. I loved it.

“Mmm, yes, Penelope,” Lilith moaned. “Isn't it better to just surrender to your lusts? To not fight them? Your body was made, with a little help from me, to feel these delights.

“Yes,” I moaned into my gender-swapped wife's pussy.

My tongue licked again. It danced through her hot folds. She shuddered, her eyes widening as the pleasure spilled through her body. Her thighs tightened about my face. She ground against me. She smeared her hot pussy on my lips as she shivered.

The whimpers Paulette made drove me to lick her harder. My tongue brushed her clit. I fluttered my tongue against her bud. I swirled around it. My lips sucked hard on her, making her gasp and moan, her breasts shaking.

“Oh, Lord, Penelope,” she groaned. Her hands clenched at the quilt as she made such wanton sounds. “Oh, yes, yes, yes.”

Those sounds spurred me on.

My hands shoved beneath her ass, gripping her butt-cheeks. I squeezed and kneaded her, pulling her tight against me. I nibbled hard on her clit. I teased her, loved her. My futa-dick ached and throbbed, swinging between my thighs. My pussy juices dripped down my shaft. Cream beaded at the tip of my dick.

My fingers dug into her ass, loving the feel of her. Her silky bush rubbed on my cheeks. I breathed in her sweet musk. It was so wonderful. She was so feminine now. I wished this wasn't a dream. I wanted this. Ached for this.

Lilith purred in delight, watching us.

If you want to read more, click here for Penelope's Futa Marital Bliss (Amish Wife's Rapture Passion 3)! 
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