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Naughty Excerpt from “Ester's Futa Spanking”

I burst through it and moaned, “Aunt Catherine.”

“Child,” she said, looking up from the counter. Walker, the blacksmith, was with my widowed aunt. She was only related to me through marriage, not blood, but it still felt so taboo to be here. He was a large man, brawny and tall, filling out his dark-blue shirt with shoulders broader than any other man's in our community. “Wait for me in my bedroom. I will attend to you shortly.”

“Yes, Aunt Catherine,” I said, my pussy squeezing, my clit sprouting two inches towards a futa-cock before I stopped it. Then I nodded to the blacksmith.

“Ester,” he said, giving me a nod back, his wide-brimmed, black hat clutched in his hand.

I headed to the door that lead the residential part of the shop. I rushed down the hallway and entered my aunt's bedchamber, plain and austere with a large bed covered in a faded quilt. I pulled off my shoes then, trembling, my fingers attacked the buttons of my dress with an eagerness.

As my bodice came open, more and more of my breasts were unveiled. They were small and fair, well-formed and firm. My small, button-like nipples puckered hard from my areolas. I tweaked one, shuddering at the tingles racing to my futa-cock.

My skirt dropped to the floor. I stepped out of it and carefully folded it as my futa-cock sprouted from my blonde bush. I watched it grow before me, pulsing with my heartbeat. The tip grew naughty and winkled, looking spongy and pink. The slit appeared, beading with my clear precum. Pussy juices flowed faster, a line trickling down my thighs.

I bent over next, my arms braced on the foot of the bed. The polished wood felt slick beneath my fingers, kept polished smooth by my aunt. My rump and pussy faced the door, my girl-dick swinging between my thighs.

A welcoming sight to my aunt.

I shuddered, my excitement building with every moment. I should go. Flee. I should tell Beth. But I just wanted to enjoy this. I wanted to have my older lover. Beth had my mother, and I had our aunt. It was the same.

Beth sought my blessing before she took our mother as her lover.

I pushed that thought down when I heard footsteps approaching down the hallway. The bare slap of feet. My own feet, still clad by my woolen stockings, shifted. I left my stockings on, the tight, brown hosiery reaching up to my mid-thigh. It felt so naughty to still wear them and nothing else, like they added to my naughty nakedness.

The door opened.

I drew in a breath, feeling my aunt's gaze on my rump and pussy. The door handle creaked like she still held it, twisting it as she stared at me. I heard a sharp inhalation followed by a long exhalation. Then the door closed and latched shut.

“I see you are eager for your punishment, you wanton futa-hussy,” she said, her voice full of that disdain that only made me wet her.

“Yes, Aunt Catherine,” I moaned. “I'm such a wicked tramp. I do such naughty things with my futa-cock.”

“Mmm, I bet you do,” she said, her feet padding closer.

My hands clutched the foot of the bed, my heart beating faster and faster as I heard the rustle of clothing. I wanted to look behind me, to catch a glimpse of her mature and busty beauty, but I refrained. I denied myself, punishing myself by looking at the closed curtains.

The rustling of cloth stopped. I shivered, knowing she was naked now. Another line of pussy juices ran down my thighs as she padded closer and closer to me. The pressure swelled in my cunt, my snatch squeezing tight as she approached me. 

Her hand touched my rump. Since my sister and I only made love in our bed at night, while the rest of our family slept, she hadn't noticed the red marks and spots of bruising covering my rump, proof of my aunt's discipline.

I sucked in a deep breath as her thumb pressed on one bruise. The sharp flare of pain melted my pussy. My clit-dick throbbed so hard. I didn't know why agony could turn into ecstasy, but it did. It made me shiver and shudder, my hips wiggling.

“So wanton you crave more of my discipline, don't you, futa-slut?”

“Yes, Aunt Catherine,” I moaned, my voice so throaty. “I'm ready for my discipline. It was so wicked of me to infect you with my futa-sin.”

“So wicked,” she groaned. “I have something special for you. Something I heard about when I was your age. It lurked in my mind, temptation itching at me. And your loose behavior has swelled it in me.”

“I'm so sorry,” I moaned. “Indulge your sin upon my flesh and make me pay for being so wicked.”

Her hand squeezed my rump then pulled away. “I shall, Ester child.”

She moved behind me. I heard something rasping, something rough and fibrous rubbing together. I frowned, wondering what I heard. It almost sounded like a rope uncoiling. Why would she need rope? To tie me up?

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

“Are you heading somewhere?” my step-sister, and futa-wife, asked me. Beth gave me a bemused look as she came across me putting on my shoes by the front door of our farmhouse. 

My stomach tightened as I glanced at my futa-lover. She wore a plain dress, like me, buttoned up to the neck, sleeves to the wrist, hem to her ankles, her bare feet just peeking out the front. She had a gray apron pinned to the front, also like me, and a white prayer cap atop her dark-blonde hair. She had hers braided, also like me, the mark of an unmarried Amish woman. 

“For a walk,” I said, my cheeks warming. I didn't like lying to her. But after four days of seeing our Aunt Catherine and enjoying doing naughty things with her, I didn't know how to tell Beth about my affair. 

What stated out as frustration with Beth having sex with our sister-in-law Penelope had spiraled out of control. How could I tell Beth about my lover, our widowed aunt? If I had told her about it after it happened, I know Beth would have been happy for me. She would have found it hot.  

Then I could tell her how our Aunt Catherine liked to spank me... How much I enjoyed the naughty discipline the older futa gave me... 

“Just a walk, sweet Ester?” she asked, her head cocking.

“Just a walk, sister dear,” I said, finishing buckling up my shoes. I straightened and smoothed my skirt. “I'll be back in a while, but it's not raining and I need to stretch my legs.” I took a deep breath. “And you can enjoy our mother. I know you two haven't had a chance today.” 

Beth was my step-sister. She wasn't my mother's true daughter, just raised by her since our parents married when we were very young. It was so kinky knowing they had sex, but it was the same with me and my aunt. She married my uncle. So while it was naughty, even taboo, it wasn't truly wrong. 

Well, other than how much of a sin it was for two women, even those whose clits turned into dicks, to have sex with each other. Our Amish community would shun all of us infected by the futa-succubus's lusts. 

“Well, enjoy, sweet Ester,” Beth said, grabbing my shoulders by the arm. She leaned in and planted a hot kiss on my mouth. 

I melted against her. Her lips were so sweet on me. I savored our sinful kiss. I loved kissing my sister and reveling in our taboo love. My body pressed tight against hers. My small breasts quivered beneath my dress, feeling her round mounds through hers. My clit ached and throbbed. I wanted to make love to her but... 

Aunt Catherine ordered me to show up at the dry goods store. I didn't know how to disobey her. I didn't know how to tell Beth. 

I broke the kiss, panting. “I... I love you, sweet sister.”

“I love you, too,” Beth said, her eyes smoldering. She planted another hot kiss, though only a quick one, on my mouth.

My stomach twisting with the surging guilt, I pulled away from her. I backed towards the door, my heart pounding so hard. I had to tell her. The longer this went on, the more hurt she'd be when she learned about it.

Unless... What if she never heard about it?

But how long until she realized Aunt Catherine was like us: a futanari? Every woman we had sex with was visited by Lilith in their dreams. If they gave into the futa-succubus's temptation, another futa would awaken in our closed Amish community. 

I wanted to pray to the Lord for guidance, what I always did when things grew difficult in my life. But now, after I surrendered to the futa-succubus, the demon, would the Lord care to help me? Or would he see me as corrupt? 

I felt corrupted. So wicked and wanton.  

As I hurried down the road from our family farm, my guilt whipped at me. Self-flagellation hounded me. I knew this was so wrong, but my clit ached and throbbed, my pussy grew wetter and wetter with every step, my nipples drinking in the weave of my dress. Tingles raced through my body. I let out a tight whimper as my heart pounded in my chest. 

Others passed me. When it was men, I wondered if they saw how different I was. How I was spreading such wicked sin among the women of our community? Once, my step-brother Paul passed. He gave me a nod of his head as he drove his buggy, a smile on his bearded lips. 

Did he have any clue that Beth had sex with his wife? Did he know that his wife could grow a futa-cock from her clit? 

“Have a blessed day, dear sister,” Paul called out.

My cheeks warmed. “H-have a blessed day, brother.”

I scurried faster, my skirts swirling about my ankles.

When I passed when, I would pause to lust after them, stripping them naked, wondering what they looked like beneath. I caught a glimpse of Louisa, the blacksmith's wife with her dark-brown hair pinned up in a bun, her cheeks smooth, and her hips curving. I bet she had a great rump to fuck. And I saw sweet Ruth, eighteen like me, with the rosy cheeks of a maiden, her strawberry-blonde hair adding a splash of color rare in our community. I imagined holding her braid in my hand as she bobbed her head on my cock. 

But if I had sex with them, would I keep it a secret locked in my breast? Would I hide it from my futa-wife because I was such a wicked and wanton futa?

Beset by these thoughts, I reached our small village faster than I realized. The small collection of buildings—holding stores and shops specializing in certain skills. My eyes were on the dry goods store. My aunt's store. 

I rushed to it, my skirts swirling. My heart beat faster and faster. My rump tensed, remembering the last time she spanked me. Punished me. I deserved it for being such a bad futa-hussy. I licked my lips, my braid swaying down my back as I reached the door.

I burst through it and moaned, “Aunt Catherine.”

“Child,” she said, looking up from the counter. Walker, the blacksmith, was with my widowed aunt. She was only related to me through marriage, not blood, but it still felt so taboo to be here. He was a large man, brawny and tall, filling out his dark-blue shirt with shoulders broader than any other man's in our community. “Wait for me in my bedroom. I will attend to you shortly.”

“Yes, Aunt Catherine,” I said, my pussy squeezing, my clit sprouting two inches towards a futa-cock before I stopped it. Then I nodded to the blacksmith.

“Ester,” he said, giving me a nod back, his wide-brimmed, black hat clutched in his hand.

I headed to the door that lead the residential part of the shop. I rushed down the hallway and entered my aunt's bedchamber, plain and austere with a large bed covered in a faded quilt. I pulled off my shoes then, trembling, my fingers attacked the buttons of my dress with an eagerness.  

As my bodice came open, more and more of my breasts were unveiled. They were small and fair, well-formed and firm. My small, button-like nipples puckered hard from my areolas. I tweaked one, shuddering at the tingles racing to my futa-cock.

My skirt dropped to the floor. I stepped out of it and carefully folded it as my futa-cock sprouted from my blonde bush. I watched it grow before me, pulsing with my heartbeat. The tip grew naughty and winkled, looking spongy and pink. The slit appeared, beading with my clear precum. Pussy juices flowed faster, a line trickling down my thighs. 

I bent over next, my arms braced on the foot of the bed. The polished wood felt slick beneath my fingers, kept polished smooth by my aunt. My rump and pussy faced the door, my girl-dick swinging between my thighs. 

A welcoming sight to my aunt.

I shuddered, my excitement building with every moment. I should go. Flee. I should tell Beth. But I just wanted to enjoy this. I wanted to have my older lover. Beth had my mother, and I had our aunt. It was the same. 

Beth sought my blessing before she took our mother as her lover.

I pushed that thought down when I heard footsteps approaching down the hallway. The bare slap of feet. My own feet, still clad by my woolen stockings, shifted. I left my stockings on, the tight, brown hosiery reaching up to my mid-thigh. It felt so naughty to still wear them and nothing else, like they added to my naughty nakedness. 

The door opened.

I drew in a breath, feeling my aunt's gaze on my rump and pussy. The door handle creaked like she still held it, twisting it as she stared at me. I heard a sharp inhalation followed by a long exhalation. Then the door closed and latched shut. 

“I see you are eager for your punishment, you wanton futa-hussy,” she said, her voice full of that disdain that only made me wet her. 

“Yes, Aunt Catherine,” I moaned. “I'm such a wicked tramp. I do such naughty things with my futa-cock.”

“Mmm, I bet you do,” she said, her feet padding closer.

My hands clutched the foot of the bed, my heart beating faster and faster as I heard the rustle of clothing. I wanted to look behind me, to catch a glimpse of her mature and busty beauty, but I refrained. I denied myself, punishing myself by looking at the closed curtains.

The rustling of cloth stopped. I shivered, knowing she was naked now. Another line of pussy juices ran down my thighs as she padded closer and closer to me. The pressure swelled in my cunt, my snatch squeezing tight as she approached me. 

Her hand touched my rump. Since my sister and I only made love in our bed at night, while the rest of our family slept, she hadn't noticed the red marks and spots of bruising covering my rump, proof of my aunt's discipline. 

I sucked in a deep breath as her thumb pressed on one bruise. The sharp flare of pain melted my pussy. My clit-dick throbbed so hard. I didn't know why agony could turn into ecstasy, but it did. It made me shiver and shudder, my hips wiggling. 

“So wanton you crave more of my discipline, don't you, futa-slut?”

“Yes, Aunt Catherine,” I moaned, my voice so throaty. “I'm ready for my discipline. It was so wicked of me to infect you with my futa-sin.”

“So wicked,” she groaned. “I have something special for you. Something I heard about when I was your age. It lurked in my mind, temptation itching at me. And your loose behavior has swelled it in me.” 

“I'm so sorry,” I moaned. “Indulge your sin upon my flesh and make me pay for being so wicked.” 

Her hand squeezed my rump then pulled away. “I shall, Ester child.”

She moved behind me. I heard something rasping, something rough and fibrous rubbing together. I frowned, wondering what I heard. It almost sounded like a rope uncoiling. Why would she need rope? To tie me up? 

My pussy clenched at the thought. Juices forced out, running down my thighs. Just the idea of it sounded so wicked and wanton. It made me ache. A hot moan rose in my throat. I swallowed, trembling, my heart pounding so hard in my chest.

Then she grabbed my right hand, pinning it to the foot of the bed. I looked at her, her large breasts swaying before her as she brought the end of a light-brown, hemp rope to my wrist. She tied it about me in a flash then looped it about the frame of the bed, pulling it taunt, holding me in place.

“Yes, yes, I heard about this,” she purred. “The English called it bondage.”

I whimpered. The English, the non-Amish people of the world, were into so many sinful things. It was why we closed ourselves off from them and sought to live simple lives. But now, thanks to the hard clit-dick throbbing between my thighs, sin had entered our community. 

“You won't be able to escape your punishment now, Ester child,” my aunt purred. Her futa-dick nudged my ass as she passed me. I groaned at the wet tip sliding across my rump, momentarily dipping into my butt-crack and catching before spring past me. A line of precum coated my ass, making me feel so wicked and naughty. 

“I've craved this for years. It lurked in the back of my mind... It was always naughty boys I used to dream of binding up. But now... naughty futa-girls like you, Ester child. Wicked and wanton things leading me into sin.” 

She reached my other wrist, deftly binding it. The rope rubbed my skin, irritating it. It made me feel so helpless. My pussy clenched, more juices flooding out of me. A hot itch built and built in me, making me shiver and shudder. My heat washed through me, making me tremble and whimper. 

She pulled the knot taut. “Look at you. You're still so excited. The way you wiggle this ass.” She squeezed my rump with her fingers. I let out a mewl of delight as she continued, “Just begging for the riding crop.” 

“Riding... crop, Aunt Catherine?” I asked, my voice trembling.

I looked behind me know, my braid sliding across my back and falling off my right side. I stared at the older futa, her body so lush and beautiful, her dusky-pink nipples hard and thrusting from her tits. Those lush breasts swayed back and forth as she picked up the riding crop from her dresser. The long, thin, stiff rod of leather ended at a paddle the size of my palm. 

My ass clenched.

“You have been such a wicked child,” she purred. “A naughty futa. Haven't you?”

“I have,” I moaned, wiggling my hips, arching my rump, eager to be spanked so hard by my aunt. “Punish me!”

She moved behind me, her futa-dick bouncing, her tip dripping with precum. I couldn't wait for her to fuck me tied up, helpless, unable to move. I whimpered, my heart drumming so fast, a wild beat that made me shiver. 

She just reached behind me when the bedroom door crashed open. My aunt gasped, whirling around. My pussy clenched as a true fear swept through me. Was it my cousin Annie? Had she discovered what her mother did with me? Would she tell the entire community how wicked and sinful we were?  

My eyes squeezed shut as I whimpered. It was all over.

“Well, well, well,” a familiar voice purred. “This is where you've been going, my sweet Ester.” 

“Beth?” I gasped, my heart squeezing so hard. It was even worse than I imagined. I threw a look over my shoulder to see my futa-wife, her twenty-year-old face looking so intense. 

“You've been having our futa-aunt spank you?” Beth demanded. “You've been lying to me?”

“Lying?” Aunt Catherine said. “Ah... she has been a wicked thing. She fucked you and turned you into a futa, too, Beth child.”

“I fucked her and turned her into a futa,” Beth said, the anger thick in her voice. “I gave her my heart. I make love to her every night, and she's sneaking behind my back. I... I thought you were my wife, Ester.” 

“I am,” I said, wincing. I squirmed, the ropes pulling at my wrists. A shudder ran through me, emotion building at the back of my throat. “I... I...”

“Wife?” Aunt Catherine said. “But you are both girls.” 

“Futas!” Beth said. “And I love her. Even before becoming a futa, I liked girls, Aunt Catherine. I thought she loved me.”

“I do love you!” I said, pulling at the restraints. I wanted to be untied. To explain everything to her. I shuddered. I pulled at them, twisting and squirming. “It's just...” 

“Just you fucking our aunt behind my back? Huh, my sweet Ester?” 

I flinched. Tears stung my eyes. “No, no. I was just... just angry.”

“Angry?” Beth stomped her foot. “Angry for what?”

“When you and my mother went to Penelope's, and you both... fucked her...” 

“Both?” Aunt Catherine cut in. “My sister-in-law is also a futanari?”

“Yes, she is,” Beth said. “And I explained to you why we didn't take you, Ester. We were panicking and wanted to spare you trouble. And it's not like I didn't tell you about it. In bed. You came so hard as I was pumping away inside of your pussy. You wanted to share her.” 

I pressed my face into the quilt. “I was just... I was just jealous. You had my mother and... Penelope. And... I didn't want to share you. It was so petty. I'm sorry. I should have told you. I was just so terrible. I'm such a horrible person.”

“Yes, you are,” Beth said. “Is that why our aunt is spanking you?” 

“She's such a sinful futa-hussy, Beth child.” 

I shivered, my ass clenching. “I am, sweet sister. I'm so horrible.”

My step-sister's foot tapped, her shoe echoing on the wooden floor. Then I heard clothing rustling. “Then I better spank you. Clearly, you were looking forward to disciplining her, but I must attend to my wife, Aunt Catherine.” 

“Of course, child,” our aunt purred, sounding so excited. “A futa-wife should always attend to a wanton spouse. A firm hand is needed.” 

“And a riding crop apparently,” Beth muttered.

My ass clenched.

I looked behind me and shivered to see Beth's naked breasts coming into sight, round and firm, youthful and plump compared to our aunt's big, lush mounds. I whimpered, my sister sliding her skirt off her hips. Her futa-cock sprang out, the tip an angry red. I shuddered, my pussy clenching. 

Then she took the riding crop from our aunt. She smacked it into her hand. The sound echoed through the room. It made such a stinging sound. It wouldn't be that thudding impacts of a bare hand on my bottom but a new delight. 

“Yes, yes, I have to discipline my sweet futa-wife when she's naughty,” Beth purred. “My wanton, wicked futa-sister. Mmm, I'm going to enjoy this.” 

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned, wiggling my rump, my futa-cock swaying between my thighs. I gripped the wood at the end of the bed, spreading my feet farther apart. I felt my pussy was on display through my blonde bush. Could she see how wet I felt? 

My juices had to be dripping down my flesh. I licked my lips, blood screaming through my veins. I stared ahead, waiting for the first blow to come. I deserved this for lying to my sweet Beth. My step-sister deserved an honest wife.

Not a wicked tramp like me.

“Mmm, yes, spank her,” Aunt Catherine moaned. She mounted the bed before me, kneeling, her hand fisting her dick thrusting from her brown bush. Her lush tits swayed before her, moving from the pump of her arm as she masturbated. “Punish your willful slut-wife.” 

“So hard,” Beth groaned behind me.

I let out another whimper, focusing on my aunt's futa-cock. The spongy tip dripped with her precum. More and more bubbled out of her slit with every stoke of her hand. Juices ran down her thighs. I licked my lips, wishing she was closer so I could suck on her while— 

CRACK!

“Oh, Lord!” I gasped at the stinging pain striping my ass.

It was so different from a bare hand spanking my rump. It was a thin line of agony. I felt it blazing across both butt-cheeks, intensifying the pain in one spot. It flared molten hot for a moment before cooling into prickling discomfort that made my pussy so hot. My futa-dick throbbed. I shook my hips, my cock slapping my inner thighs. 

“I'm so sorry,” I moaned. “Ooh, keep spanking me.”

“She likes this?” Beth asked. 

“She's just that wanton,” moaned our aunt. “Keep disciplining the futa-slut, Beth child.” 

“Yes!” hissed my sister.

The air swished.

CRACK!

I cried out again, the pain screaming through my body. Tears stung my eyes as my flesh shook. My wrists pulled at the ropes. I wanted to flinch away even as I arched my back and shoved my burning rump at my sister. I wanted a third stripe of pain painted across my back. I yearned for it. I was such a naughty girl.

CRACK!

“Punish me!” I howled, the agony burning across the cheeks of my ass. It was incredible the way it melted into rapture. The way it made my pussy so wet.

“Ooh, yes, yes, she's such a naughty futa-tramp,” Aunt Catherine moaned, working closer to me on her knees as she pumped her hand up and down her girl-dick. 

“And she's getting so wet,” Beth moaned. The end of the riding crop brushed my inner thigh just about y knee. She stroked it up. “She's dripping wet, Aunt Catherine. It's pouring out of her pussy and dripping down her flesh. Down her futa-cock.” 

“I am just that naughty!” I moaned, shivering as the leather end of the riding crop climbed higher and higher.

My toes curled against the floor. It felt so wonderful. The leather had a slick feel about it. She smeared into the juices coating my flesh. My pussy clenched as she came closer and closer, the ache swelling at the tip of my clit-dick. She passed my mid-thigh, inching nearer. I whimpered as she came within two inches. One inch.

She rubbed the end of the crop into my pussy. She stroked up and down my hot slit, pushing aside my pubic hair. My labia drank in the cool feel. I whimpered, my dick twitching with my every heartbeat. The stinging welts on my ass pulsed, too, making me wiggle more. 

“My sweet Ester, you are so wicked,” Beth moaned. 

“So wicked,” echoed our Aunt, her tits heaving as she moved closer. Her cock was only a foot away. I stared at it as she pumped so fast at it.

The riding crop pulled away from my pussy. The air swished.

CRACK!

“Yes!” I howled, my rump clenching against the pain. The heat shot me to new heights of swelling rapture. My pussy drank it in. Two points grew so hard in the depths of my cunt, aching to unload my growing seed. My cock's tip itched so badly. I wanted to touch it. My hands clenched. I pulled at the ropes, my wrists rasping against the hemp. 

CRACK!

“Such a naughty futa-wife!” hissed Beth.

CRACK!

“A wicked futa-sister!”

CRACK!

“Fucking our aunt without me!”

CRACK!

“I am!” I howled, tears falling down my cheeks. The crop fell so fast, one after the other. The kiss of pain hardly faded before the next stripe of agony blazed across my rump. 

CRACK!

“She is so wicked!” panted our aunt, shuffling closer. Her cock was only inches away now. Her hand flew on her dick. 

I licked my lips, wanting to suck on—

CRACK!

“Just such a wanton slut, my sweet Ester!” Beth panted. She sounded out of breath. “Look at you. You want to suck on our aunt's dick.” 

“I do,” I whimpered.

CRACK!

“Do it!” she hissed. “Show me how wanton you are!” 

CRACK!

“Yes, sweet sister!” I moaned and arched my head forward.

Craning my neck, my lips brushed the hot tip of my aunt's girl-dick. My lips spread over the spongy crown. The salt of her precum filled me. I shuddered, my tongue sweeping over her, loving the taste of her. It was so wicked. I sucked, my cheeks hollowing. 

“Futa-slut!” our aunt moaned, her hands cupping both her tits as she arched her back. Her fingers dug into her flesh. 

CRACK!

I screamed out in pain and rapture around her futa-dick. My pussy released a flood of cream that poured down my thighs and cock. My eyes squeezed shut, forcing out two more tears to fall down my cheeks. It hurt so much.

So wonderfully much. 

My pussy blazed with the same heat throbbing across my rump. I wiggled more, begging without speaking. I nursed on our aunt's cock, begging for my futa-sister to keep spanking me. For punishing me for enjoying this taboo pleasure. 

CRACK!

“Ooh, keep spanking her,” moaned our aunt, her fingers digging into her tits. “She moans about my cock. It's such a lovely sensation.” 

“I bet it is,” hissed Beth.

CRACK!

“She keeps wiggling her hips. She's enjoying this. Her pussy is gushing cream. Despite how much it hurts her, she welcomes it.” 

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Aunt Catherine. “She's a submissive masochist. She craves to be dominated. Give it to her, niece! Spank your futa-sister so hard! Show her your love. Discipline your wife!” 

“My wife!” Beth moaned.

Those words made me shudder. The air swished. My rump tensed.

CRACK!

I screamed out around my aunt's futa-dick. I sucked with all my might, bobbing my mouth as much as I could on the thick shaft. Her precum flowed, coating my tongue. It was so incredible. I loved the flavor. I shivered, wiggling my hips, my cock swaying. The pain melted into ecstasy in my pussy. 

My orgasm swelled through me. I came closer and closer to erupting. Despite all the blows landing on my ass, my dick and pussy were on the verge of exploding. I swirled my tongue about Aunt Catherine's amazing dick, gathering her precum, as I shivered, waiting for the next blow. 

My next chance of rapture.

But it didn't come.

I let out a frustrated moan about my aunt's cock I wiggled my hips, begging for the fall to come. To feel that impact stinging across my ass and catapulting me into rapture. I sucked so hard on the clit-dick in my mouth, my hips shaking so hard. 

“You just want it that badly, my sweet Ester?” Beth moaned.

I whimpered about Aunt Catherine's dick. 

“Yes, yes, she does,” our aunt hissed. “Spank her, niece! Make your futa-wife howl!” 

The air swished. I tensed, waiting for that hot kiss on my ass. I could hear it slashing at me and—

SMACK!

It landed on my pussy. Not my ass, but my naughty cunt. The leather paddle at the end stung my labia and the base of my girl-dick. My shaft bounced before me as I screamed out in agony. The pain shot straight to my mind, melting it into a puddle of quivering jelly. 

My orgasm exploded through me. 

My futa-cock erupted. Cum sprayed from my dick while pussy juices squirted from my cunt. My pussy convulsed. Girl-spunk spurted over and over. I whimpered, the ecstasy meeting the agony, mixing in my mind, stirring it up around me.

It was amazing. Stars detonated before my eyes as a fuzzy darkness washed across my vision. I moaned about the dick in my mouth, my body trembling. My arms pulled at my restraints. The bed creaked as wave after wave of euphoria washed through me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” howled Aunt Catherine as her futa-cock erupted into my mouth. “That's how you punish a futa-hussy!” 

“Uh-huh!” Beth moaned.

And then my sister's forbidden futa-dick rammed into me. My wife filled my convulsing pussy to the hilt. Her girth spread me open. My flesh spasmed about her. I whimpered and groaned, gulping down our aunt's taboo spunk. It was incredible. 

I came again. My futa-dick spurted more jizz. More rapture and ecstasy shot through my body. It washed out of my pussy. It flowed from my cock. It was incredible. I couldn't think. Couldn't breathe. I could only orgasm. 

“Yes, yes, yes,” my wife moaned, fucking me so hard. Her crotch smacked into my disciplined rump.

Pain flared. Such a delicious treat.

“You're cumming so hard, my sweet Ester!” she moaned, tits heaving as she pounded me. 

“Yes, yes, fuck that futa-tramp,” groaned Aunt Catherine as she fired the last blast of her spunk into my mouth.

Her cock popped out. I swallowed her spunk and shouted, “My sweet sister! I'm so sorry! I was so naughty.”

“You were!” groaned Beth, her hands stroking up my body. “But I disciplined you. You're forgiven.” 

Her hands found my small tits. She squeezed my firm mounds so hard as she plunged into my cumming pussy. Her strokes were so hard. She fucked me with such vigor. I braced my hands against the foot of the bed, the wood creaking as my body rocked. She poured out all her passion into me.

“It was so exhilarating disciplining you, sweet Ester!” Her fingers found my nipples. She pinched them hard. 

My pussy spasmed harder about her girl-dick. A third orgasm exploded from my dick. More futa-cum pumped out of me. I gasped and moaned, my mind assaulted by so much blissful sensations. I drowned in ecstasy. 

“Oh, Lord, yes!” she howled and buried to the hilt in me. My futa-sister's taboo cum pumped into me. I whimpered, my pussy milking her, drawing out every last drop of her bliss. It was so incredible to feel her jizz surging into me. 

Blast after blast of her spunk pumped into me. I moaned, my eyes fluttering as I drank it in. I never wanted her to stop. I wanted her to keep erupting. To keep pumping me full of her girl-spunk. It was the best. It sent such a heady thrill through me. I swayed, gasping for breath, my heart thudding beneath my breasts.

“Beth!” I howled. “Sweet sister! Cum in me!”

“Mmm, yes,” moaned our aunt, watching us, stroking her dick soaked by my saliva.

Beth pinched and tugged on my nipples hard. The pain flared, making me whimper. My eyes squeezed shut for a moment. I groaned, my snatch clenching down so hard on her. Then the rapture peaked in me. It left me swaying, feeling so dizzy. I blinked my eyes against it, shaking my head as I gasped for breath. 

“Oh, my sweet Beth,” I whimpered, shaking my hips. “That was incredible.”

“Uh-huh,” she panted, leaning over me. “Mmm, it was utter rapture, wasn't it?”

“Utter rapture.” I looked over my shoulder at her. “I am so sorry. It was so petty of me to not tell you about Aunt Catherine.”  

Beth tugged on my nipples as she leaned over me. Her silky bush caressed my stinging rump. I whimpered, the pain surging through me. Stars danced across my vision as my pussy squeezed down on her futa-dick. Her tits rubbed into my back as she nuzzled at my face over my shoulder. 

“You're forgiven, my sweet Ester,” she whispered, toying with my nubs. “But if you're bad again, well, I'll have to spank you.” 

“Yes, my futa-wife,” I breathed then shuddered as her lips kissed mine.

I closed my eyes, surrendering to the heat of our forbidden kiss. I didn't care that we were step-sisters or that our Amish community would shun us for our perversion. It didn't feel like a perversion. It felt so right.  

It was love. It shouldn't matter what our gender was or that we grew up together. It just mattered that our hearts yearned for each other. That we loved sharing such wicked pleasures with each other. I wiggled my hips, my ass burning from the spankings.

Then she broke the kiss, staring down at me with such a naughty twinkle in her eye. “Aunt Catherine's futa-cum tastes good on my lips.” 

“Uh-huh,” I nodded. “She has yummy jizz.”

Beth gave me another quick kiss. “Mmm, my sweet Ester, we haven't had the treat of sharing a woman, have we?” 

“No,” I quivered.

“Both of you?” asked Aunt Catherine.

I gave her a wicked grin. I'd heard the naughty stories from my step-sister and mother fucking my sister-in-law. “You will melt, Aunt Catherine. My sister and I shall drive you wild.”

“Just let your wicked nieces please you,” moaned Beth. 

“Let's get the hussy untied!” Aunt Catherine lunged for the rope binding my right wrist to the bed's frame. She fumbled at the knot she made, struggling to undo it. 

My sister's dick throbbed in my pussy. Then she withdrew. I groaned, cum flooding down my thighs, feeling so empty. She went for the left knot. I squirmed, so eager to get untied, the cum running down my legs. It felt so naughty. 

Then I was free.

“Mmm,” Aunt Catherine said as I mounted the bed. Her head ducked down.

I squealed as she ran her tongue up my inner thigh, gathering up my futa-sister's spunk. She liked higher and higher until she nuzzled into my pussy. Her tongue swirled around inside of me. My futa-cock throbbed on her forehead. 

“You're a wanton one, too, Aunt Catherine,” Beth said. She smacked our aunt on the rump, kneeling behind the older woman. 

Aunt Catherine moaned into my pussy. Her tongue swirled around inside of me. I shivered, squeezing my eyes shut. Such heat washed through me. It was so wicked. So naughty. I threw back my head and groaned out in rapture.

Then she pulled her mouth away, sticky in my cum and pussy juices. She grabbed me by the shoulders and pulled me to her face. Our lips met in a hungry kiss, stained with salty jizz and my spicy cream. 

It made my futa-dick twitch and throb as she pulled us down onto the bed. We lay on our sides, our cocks nudging each other. I concentrated and twitched my cock, tightening muscles inside my groin to do it. It caressed her spongy tip, guiding such pleasure towards her.

“Mmm, this is going to be so hot, Sweet Ester,” My sister said, staring at me over our aunt's shoulder. Beth lay stretched out on the other side. “Let's just get you in place.”  

She grabbed my cock and guided it down our aunt's shaft to her silky bush coated in pussy cream. I groaned at the naughty caress then shuddered at the heat of her snatch. I thrust hard the moment I felt the hungry entrance of her cunt, burying into her.

Aunt Catherine moaned into our kiss. Her tongue danced with mine. Her arms pulled me tight. Our bodies hugged together, her futa-cock throbbing against my belly. It felt so wicked to hug her like this, her large tits pillowing against my smaller mounds. 

Then Beth's cock nuzzled at the entrance of our aunt's pussy. 

Aunt Catherine broke our kiss. “Beth child, that's the wrong hole. You want my asshole.” 

“No, I don't,” Beth said, pressing her cock forward. “I want to share you with my futa-wife. I want us to both be in you. Pussies stretch. I just know this will work.” 

My eyes widened as Aunt Catherine's pussy clenched down on my shaft. I groaned at the silky heat. The older woman squirmed, her nipples caressing mine. I groaned, my own cunt growing so hot from the stimulation. 

Then Beth's cock entered our aunt's pussy. I felt her shaft rubbing on mine as she pressed deeper and deeper. I groaned at the spongy feel of her. She worked deeper and deeper. I groaned, my eyes squeezing shut as the heat rippled around my shaft. 

“Sweet sister!” I gasped.

“Lord, they're both in me!” Aunt Catherine shuddered hard against me. 

“Oh, my sweet Ester, we're sharing her pussy!” Beth groaned, her blue eyes twinkling at me over our aunt's shoulder. “We're sharing her pussy.” 

“We are!” I gasped, my futa-dick throbbing against my step-sister's. 

Aunt Catherine just let out a deep moan. Her cunt squeezed our dicks so tight together. I felt so close to my sister, my wife. I stared into her eyes, my futa-cock throbbing against hers. Beth smiled at me. 

And then, without a word passing between us, we both drew back our hips. Together, we fucked our aunt. The older woman gasped and moaned. Her futa-dick pulsed against my stomach as Beth and I slammed into her in near unison, her shaft sliding through the silky heaven of Aunt Catherine's cunt. 

It was incredible. The friction was so tight, squeezing down on my futa-dick, pressing me against Beth's twitching shaft. We both gasped and moaned as our hips pumped away. The bed creaked and groaned as we plunged over and over into her Aunt's cunt. 

“My sweet sister!”

“Sweet Ester, yes!”

“Yes, yes, yes, both of them! Both of them in me!”

“We are, Aunt Catherine!” Beth groaned. “My wife and I are in you.” 

“Together!” I said with a huge smile on my lips.

My hand met Beth's resting on our aunt's hip. We clutched each other as our hips fucked faster and faster. We lost our rhythm with each other, her dick sliding past mine. Sometimes I was plunging in and she was withdrawing. Then she was pulling back as I was slamming back in. And then for a moment, we would both thrust in together, our cocks sliding into our aunt's hot depths. 

Then we'd lose it. We slipped out of sync. But I didn't care because it felt so incredible. My sister's dick felt as amazing against my cock as my aunt's cunt. Two different delights I experienced at the same time. 

“Yes, yes, yes!” our aunt moaned, her precum flowing from her cock and staining my belly. “Fuck me! Work those naughty cocks in and out of my cunt.”

“We're going to pump you full of our futa-cum!” Beth moaned. 

“Yes!” I hissed, thrusting forward with such power. “Just flood you with all our spunk!”

“Do that!” she groaned, her snatch squeezing my dick against my sister's as I pulled back and she slid in. 

I just whimpered. My pussy grew hotter and hotter. Every inch I moved in her pussy stimulated me. My shaft drank in her wet sheath and my wife's futa-shaft. The spongy crown of my clit-dick drank in every moment of it, the pressure growing and growing in my ovaries. 

I would fire so much cum into her.

The bed creaked faster and faster. We plunged so fast into her pussy. My nipples kissed my aunt's as I fucked her pussy with my sister. Our three moans filled her bedroom with our wanton passion. The rest of our Amish community would have apoplectic fits if they could see our sinful behavior. 

Just thinking about it made my pussy tightened. My burning ass clenched. I pounded my aunt, hurtling towards my orgasm. I was coming closer and closer. I just needed a little more bliss to erupt into her. 

“Oh, you wicked nieces!” she moaned, body trembling. Pleasure contorted her face. “Yes, yes, yes!”

“Cum, Aunt Catherine!” I moaned.

“Do it!” hissed my sister. “Just let it all surge out of you.”

“Yes!” groaned my aunt, her pussy clenching down so hard on my futa-dick.

Then her cunt convulsed around us, massaging our cocks. Hot cum fired up my body, splashing the bottom slopes of my breasts. I shivered as I felt every pulse of her dick against my belly. I whimpered, her snatch becoming heaven. 

“Ester!” Beth groaned, her voice so tight.

“Yes, yes, let's flood her!” I howled. 

“Flood me, wanton nieces!”

We rammed into her cunt with all our force. Beth's dick throbbed against mine. Then heat surged around my shaft. A moment later, my orgasm joined hers. My futa-cum fired from my girl-dick, flooding our aunt's hot snatch. 

Pussy juices gushed out of my spasming pussy along with more of my sister's jizz. I gasped, stars surging across my eyes. I trembled on the bed, groaning and gasping as our futa-dicks unloaded into our aunt's forbidden pussy. 

“Thank you, Lilith!” I cried out to the futa-succubus.

“Yes, yes, yes!” howled Beth.

Aunt Catherine just purred, her futa-dick spurting a final blast of jizz between our bodies while her pussy milked my cock and my sister's. I shivered, my orgasm peaking. I crashed down into panting bliss. 

We all sank into such breathy silence, overwhelmed by our pleasure. We lay there for a while, drifting through rapture before our futa-dicks all retreated back to being clits. We rolled off the bed, cleaned up, and dressed. 

“You must bring your wife by from time to time, Beth child. I still need to administer my discipline.” 

“Mmm, of course, Aunt Catherine,” Beth said then gave our aunt a hot kiss that made me smile.

I couldn't wait for our next threesome.

After we dressed, we left the dry goods store behind. It made me so glad to hold her hand as we walked down the road. To the other Amish villagers we passed, we were just simple step-sisters walking together. Nothing unusual about us holding hands.

But to us, it meant so much. It showed our connection. Our union made possible with our futa-dicks.

“I'm so glad I shared that bliss with you,” I said. “It was wonderful. I wished I done it earlier.” 

“And I'm sorry I can't share Mother with you,” she said.

“It's fine,” I said. I gave her a smile. “I'm just happy to have you, sweet sister. And that you forgave me.” 

“I love you,” she said.

Those words made my heart fluttered. I didn't know what would happen to our community next. Bit by bit, futas would spread through the women. No matter what, I had my sweet Beth at my side, loving me, supporting me. 

Disciplining me.

The END of Ester's Tale

Want to read the next part? Click here for Ester's Futa Spanking! 
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Sneak Preview of “Ester's Futa Discipline”

“Uh-huh,” groaned Beth. “We were both in her at the same time, fucking her, sliding our dicks into her.”

Beth's hips moved. She dragged her futa-cock along my shaft. Her tip nuzzled down my length. Then she slipped past my base to nuzzle at my wet pussy. It was so naughty having both. To be women—ostensibly pure, Amish women who denied ourselves the sinful pleasures of the world—and yet to have these impossible dicks.

The tip of her cock found the entrance of my sex. She nuzzled her girl-dick's crown against my snatch, pressing into me and spreading apart my labia. I groaned at the wicked feel of her entering me. Not hard or fast, but slow. She penetrated deeper and deeper into me, stimulating me from the inside. It felt heavenly. My body trembled. I whimpered and groaned, my futa-dick throbbing against her belly.

“Ooh, yes, it was amazing. We used her a few times,” Beth moaned. “Our sister-in-law was such a wanton hussy for us.”

“I could have been there,” I said, my pussy clamping down on her dick when she entered me.

“We were just afraid that Penelope would tell someone that she caught Mamm and me having sex in the cannery,” Beth said. “We didn't want you shunned with us in case we couldn't convince her not to tell anyone.” Beth's smile turned wicked. She pressed her forehead against mine. “Now we don't have to worry. Our sister-in-law joined us in wicked sin.”

“Yeah,” I moaned as she drew back her dick.

My naughty sister thrust back into my forbidden depths. I gasped, a taboo wave of pleasure washing through me. My cunt squeezed down on her shaft, my clit-dick pulsing against her belly, trapped between us. She felt so delicious atop me. So wicked and sexy and sensual. I stared into her eyes, my small nipples aching against hers.

Our bed creaked. We couldn't be too noisy. My step-father—her real father—and our young half-brothers could never know what we did up here. My pussy squeezed down on her dick as she pumped it in and out of me, making me feel so good.

“When we shared her holes, me in her pussy and Mamm in her asshole, it was so exciting. We could feel each other moving in her through her flesh as we pumped in and out of her holes. It was so delicious, sweet Ester.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned, drinking in my step-sister's hard thrusts, her words buliding this terrible jealousy in me.

I didn't like it. But... It made my hips undulated beneath her, bucking up into her thrusts. My pussy drank in her dick's thrusts. It felt so wicked as she pounded me. My hands slid down her supple back, finding her perky rump.

My fingers dug into her flesh. I groaned and shuddered, the bed creaking louder and louder as we made such sweet love to each other. But... In my mind, I pictured my blonde mother and my sister pinning our brunette sister-in-law between them, fucking her so hard, giving her so much pleasure.

Pleasure I could have been a part of.

“Oh, my sweet Ester,” Beth gasped. “Ooh, yes, you like that. You like hearing about us fucking our sister-in-law.”

“Uh-huh,” I whimpered, the pleasure surging through me. Every plunge of her cock sent a wave of buzzing rapture through my body. My fingers bit into her rump, pulling her in harder, urging her to pound my cunt.

My futa-dick throbbed between us. Our silky bellies caressed it as she squirmed atop me. Jolts of delight fired down to my pussy. My snatch drank in her cock's hard thrust. My pleasure swelled in me, growing me towards an orgasm. I wanted to explode. I wanted to cum with my sweet sister, to shower her cock in my forbidden juices. 

If you want to read more, click here for Ester's Futa Discipline (Amish Girl's Futa Surprise 2)! 
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