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Naughty Excerpt from “Amy's Futa Future”

“Woman and wife,” I heard Lilith whisper. 

I shivered, that building energy brimming in the air as I leaned down and claimed my bride's lips. 

Eleanor tasted so sweet as her arms locked around my neck. Her petite body pressed tight against me. I felt the warmth of her bleeding through her wedding dress and my dark shirt and trousers. Her tongue thrust into my mouth with a hungry boldness. My arms went around her, holding her to me with all my strength while my hands slipped down her back to cup her ass. 

Something no Amish man would do at his wedding. The kiss should be chaste. Quick. Not this wanton display. My bride squirmed against me, exciting me. I didn't fight that wonderful moment of arousal, the way my body grew hard and... 

I could feel it. The last time I would be hard as a man. Lilith worked her final bit of sin here. It would flow out of Beth and then through Eleanor and me. We were unique among all those in here. I was a gender-swapped futanari and she could change men and grow her girl-cock. 

And now we were united through vows and love. 

Lilith's laugh rippled through the room as my ardor swelled. My body changed as my desire for Eleanor swelled and swelled. I kissed her hard. My tongue danced with hers as my body changed and shifted beneath my clothing. My muscular body grew softer, grew feminine. My cock shrank and vanished as my pussy formed. My breasts swelled large beneath my shirt, becoming pillowy mounds, my nipples becoming so sensitive as they pressed against my bride, separated by our clothing. My face shifted, flowed, my lips growing plumper. 

Eleanor kissed me harder as my brown hair spilled down my narrowing shoulders. I was utterly feminine. I would be Amy forever. I could feel it. As my fingers, digging into Eleanor's rump, grew slimmer, my ring shank with them, fitting me.  

I was still Eleanor's bride forever. 

Then it the lust shot out of us. The sin rippled from our kiss as my trousers fell off my slimmer hips and down my now sleek thighs. My pussy grew wet as a gasp ran through the audience. I could hear the masculine voices fading, vanishing. 

They were all shedding their disguises. The gender-swapped women didn't have to hide their changes from the others. Our entire village was consumed by Lilith's sin. She worked her final perversion upon us.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Amy's Futa Future

“You look perfect,” my step-mother said as she straightened my shirt over my body. 

I grimaced. “I'd look perfect if I was Amy.” 

She smiled at me. “You can't be horny through your wedding ceremony. It's not like Eleanor will love you any less if you're Amos not Amy.” 

“Yeah,” I said. “Still, it's not like I have to hide it any longer. You futas have been busy.” 

“You futas?” my step-mother asked, amusement in her voice. She arched a dark-brown eyebrow at me. “I seem to recall your futa-cock fucking me hard just this morning. I still have your girl-jizz leaking out of me.” 

I shivered. Now I didn't just turn into a woman when I was horny. I became a futa. Because I helped gender-swap my betrothed's father, when I made my change into a woman, triggered by arousal, I became like the other futanari in our Amish community. I could allow my clit to sprout into a big dick. Far, far larger than the one I had when I was Amos. 

“And Eleanor still doesn't know you're a futa?” my step-mother asked as she stepped back, looking beautiful in her dark red dress. It was Sunday best, a black apron pinned to the front, her brown hair gathered in a bun. She looked like a proper, Amish woman. You'd never know she was full of sin. 

Like me. 

“No, she doesn't know,” I said. The last few days, since I had gained my new girl-dick, I had fought hard to keep it under control when around my betrothed. It was hard, especially as she was gender-swapping every man she could. She was unique among all the futanari in our community. When she had sex with a man, she stole his manhood, changing them. 

Like she did me. 

The sin had spread far. It had consumed our small community. I didn't have to hide that I could turn into a woman any longer. Everyone downstairs knew about it. All the men could become women, too. All the women were futanari. The ruse was over. 

But I was still Amos right now. 

“It sounds like everyone's here,” my mother said, glancing down at the floor. We were hosting the wedding at our farmhouse. The first floor was set up. Like all the houses in and around our Amish community, the walls of the first floor could be taken down to make it into one open room for Sunday worship. 

Or for weddings.

“Yeah,” I said, nodding my head. A nervous ripple ran through me. I wanted to marry my Eleanor, but I was still feeling a strange pit in my stomach. I was ready for this. I loved her. She was my naughty futa-bride. I straightened my back. “Let's do this.” 

My mother followed as I marched out of her bedroom and down the stairs. The sounds of talking grew and grew. Chairs were set up in the expanded room. Our neighbors were all sitting or talking in small groups. You'd never know that they were changed, dressed in plain dresses for the women that were buttoned to the neckline, and sober clothing for the men. If anyone become aroused, I could only imagine the ripple that would happen. 

But there were subtle differences. I saw my friend Willis. He stood with his own betrothed, Annie, the daughter of Catherine who ran the general store. Willis and Annie would be wed next week. Kneeling before them was their sex slave, Victoria, the blacksmith's daughter. They both stroked Victoria's golden-blonde hair like she was their pet. 

I smiled, remembering Annie marching up to Eleanor demanding that she gender-swap Willis at once so Annie could love her betrothed the proper way.

Annie's mother, Catherine, had four people kneeling before her. She had even more sex slaves than her daughter, the blacksmith Walker and his futa-wife Louisa, and the village cooper and his futa-wife. They all stared up with worship at the futa-widow as she stood powerful over them. She nodded to me, a dominating gleam in her eyes. 

“Congratulations on your wedding,” Beth said as I moved into the room. She stood with her step-sister, and wife, Ester. They held hands. They were open about their relationship now. “I wish you and Eleanor many happy years.” 

“Like us,” Ester said, grinning at her sister-wife. They weren't related by blood, but had grown up together as step-sisters. Now they enjoyed their taboo passion.  

Beth darted in, her blonde braid swaying behind her, and kissed her sister on the mouth. I shuddered, a tingle aching the tip of my dick, the start of my gender-swap transformation beginning as I watched the two women kiss. A month ago, the entire village would be apoplectic about such lesbian behavior, and Beth and Ester would have had to conceal their passion for each other. 

That unrequited desire was what summoned the futa-demon to change our entire community.

“You're going to change every man in here into a woman,” I said as their tongues danced. 

Both girls were blushing when they broke apart, Ester's skirt, covered by a white apron, bulged with her futa-dick. She had a twinkle in her blue eyes. She licked her lips and shook her head, her hands smoothing her skirt. 

“You're right,” Ester said. “We should be considerate, sister dear. We can't disrupt Amos's wedding.” 

“Cousin Eleanor would be wroth,” Beth said. “And she did wonders for our family.” She glanced at their parents, Noah and Iris standing nearby. Noah was the second man Eleanor gender-swapped. 

“Son,” a deep, gruff voice said. My soon-to-be father-in-law clapped a hand on my shoulder. “You ready.” 

I nodded at Marvin, trying to forget the afternoon I had sex with him when I was a woman. The only man I had been with. But it was necessary to gender-swap him. Lilith visited him in his dreams, and he and his wife woke up both changed, him a woman, her a futa. Eleanor told me they spent the night fucking while she had to endure the sounds while wishing she was with me.

“She is eager for this,” Marvin said, nodding his head. “Today... is going to change everything. I can feel it.” 

“Everything's already changed,” I said. I nodded at him and moved up to the front of the crowd, nodding at my neighbors.  

Penelope, who'd changed Eleanor into a futa, laughed as she sat beside her husband Paul. He was Beth and Ester's brother. “Yes, it has.” She patted her husband, the first guy ever gender-swapped, changed in the same method that I transformed Marvin. If a man had sex with a woman whose pussy was full of a futa's cum, it allowed Lilith to touch him. It was an indirect method compared to Eleanor's. “Isn't that right, Paul?” 

He nodded his head and then kissed his wife. I wasn't sure how she enjoyed the close-cropped beard he had. I bet she preferred kissing Paul when he was Pauline.  

I shivered as I moved forward. There was a sinful energy in the air that permeated through my nervousness. Something brimmed with changed. I turned around, facing all the congregation while Noah moved up behind me to conduct the ceremony. Amish didn't employ dedicated preachers. Every man took turn leading worship service. 

The energy crackled as the fifty or so people took their seats. I could almost feel Lilith was walking among us, her lusts spilling through the air. Something did brim in the air. Something that would have a profound effect on our community. 

Nothing would be the same after today. I didn't know how or what Lilith would do, but it would be our future. 

Then it didn't matter as Eleanor appeared at the back in her wedding dress. It was white and demure. She had wildflowers tucked behind her ears, and a bouquet of them clenched in her hands. She looked like a pure angel as her green eyes caught mine. Her plump lips spread into a wondrous smile. 

Mine matched hers.

My world narrowed only to her. She had never looked more beautiful than now. Not even when she was naked and flushed from making love, her futa-dick thrusting hard before her, had she looked as enchanting as she was now. Nothing else mattered but her as her father walked her down the aisle. She almost floated beside him, her dress almost glowing. 

My heart beat faster and faster. I stood tall and proud. I knew that Eleanor loved me even if I was Amos right now, and not Amy. I could see it in her green eyes staring at me. They filled my universe as she came closer and closer to me. 

Then she was standing before me. Her father was handing her over, giving her to me to care for. No matter what from I would be in, she was my bride. I would love her always. I would treasure and protect her.

Her mother took her bouquet so I could grasp both her hands. They were so slender, so feminine compared to my hands made rough by framing. My thumbs stroked the back of her hands as I kept staring into her green eyes.

They were liquid. Tears of such joy built in them as she stared at me. Her tongue flicked across her lips. She trembled as she clutched at my hands. I could smell the flowers about her, a sweet scent that made me feel heady. 

A warmth beat in my heart and spreading out through my body. I wanted to kiss her. To love her. To show my village how much she meant to me. All our friends and family were here watching this moment. 

And so was Lilith.

I could almost see the futa-demon out of the corner of my eyes almost superimposed over Beth, the source of the sin that changed us all. Naked and lush, clad only in her silky, black hair. Her red lips pursed with hunger, her crimson eyes devouring the sight of my bride and me. Her hands caressed her large breasts and stroked her hairless pussy. She played with her clit like she was teasing herself, seeing how long she could stimulate her without letting her clit-dick sprout before her. 

I know how challenging that could be. 

Noah began his sermon. Despite everything that had happened, we were still Amish. We still worshiped the Lord. We still served him. We were just... consumed with sexual sin now. No human was perfect. Perhaps the Lord would understand. 

Perhaps he would punish us.

Noah was talking about the man's duty to protect and take care of his wife, the woman's job to submit and obey the head of her household. He spoke of how we would come together, forming one flesh from two. 

A naughty smile spread on Eleanor's lips. I knew what she was thinking about, her clit-dick entering my pussy. That horny tingle rippled through me. I could feel myself on the verge of changing, on becoming a woman. 

“These rings, circular and whole, represent the unbreakable nature of marriage,” Noah said. “Once forged, they have no ending to them. Just like there will be no ending to your union. From this day forward, Eleanor shall leave her father and cleave to you, Amos.” 

I nodded my head as I produced our wedding rings from my pant pocket. I handed over the large band to my Eleanor. She shivered as we came to the vows. I held the ring before her left hand, simple and unadorned. She had no fancy engagement ring with an expensive diamond like the English would. Such ostentatious display was unnecessary among the Amish. 

The simple rings were enough.

“With this ring,” I said, my voice strong, “I promise to love, honor, and cherish you, in sickness and in health, in times of plenty and times of scarcity, until death do us part.”

Eleanor let out a whimper. Then she groaned as I slipped the ring over her finger. Her eyes blinked, the tears brimming on the edges. She was so radiant. Her cheeks blushed pink as she fluttered lashes, liquid crystals clinging to them. 

“With this ring,” she said, her voice quavering, “I promise to love, honor, and cherish you, in sickness and in health, in times of plenty and times of scarcity, until death do us part.”

She slipped the ring over my finger. 

“In the name of our Lord and the State of Pennsylvania, I pronounce you man and wife,” Noah said.

“Woman and wife,” I heard Lilith whisper. 

I shivered, that building energy brimming in the air as I leaned down and claimed my bride's lips. 

Eleanor tasted so sweet as her arms locked around my neck. Her petite body pressed tight against me. I felt the warmth of her bleeding through her wedding dress and my dark shirt and trousers. Her tongue thrust into my mouth with a hungry boldness. My arms went around her, holding her to me with all my strength while my hands slipped down her back to cup her ass. 

Something no Amish man would do at his wedding. The kiss should be chaste. Quick. Not this wanton display. My bride squirmed against me, exciting me. I didn't fight that wonderful moment of arousal, the way my body grew hard and... 

I could feel it. The last time I would be hard as a man. Lilith worked her final bit of sin here. It would flow out of Beth and then through Eleanor and me. We were unique among all those in here. I was a gender-swapped futanari and she could change men and grow her girl-cock. 

And now we were united through vows and love. 

Lilith's laugh rippled through the room as my ardor swelled. My body changed as my desire for Eleanor swelled and swelled. I kissed her hard. My tongue danced with hers as my body changed and shifted beneath my clothing. My muscular body grew softer, grew feminine. My cock shrank and vanished as my pussy formed. My breasts swelled large beneath my shirt, becoming pillowy mounds, my nipples becoming so sensitive as they pressed against my bride, separated by our clothing. My face shifted, flowed, my lips growing plumper. 

Eleanor kissed me harder as my brown hair spilled down my narrowing shoulders. I was utterly feminine. I would be Amy forever. I could feel it. As my fingers, digging into Eleanor's rump, grew slimmer, my ring shank with them, fitting me.  

I was still Eleanor's bride forever. 

Then it the lust shot out of us. The sin rippled from our kiss as my trousers fell off my slimmer hips and down my now sleek thighs. My pussy grew wet as a gasp ran through the audience. I could hear the masculine voices fading, vanishing. 

They were all shedding their disguises. The gender-swapped women didn't have to hide their changes from the others. Our entire village was consumed by Lilith's sin. She worked her final perversion upon us. 

“Oh, there's my sexy Naomi,” Iris, the step-mother of Beth purred. “Mmm, you are just looking so sexy, my wife.” 

“I am,” Naomi, formerly Noah, said by us, her beard vanished. She worked the buttons of her shirt, baring her breasts as Ivy came to her.

“My, my, my,” Catherine purred, staring down at four women kneeling before her. Even the brawny Walker, the strongest man in our community, was now the svelte Wanda.  

“My Pauline,” Penelope moaned.

“Ooh, Martha, you are as beautiful as our daughter,” Rhoda, my new mother-in-law, said. “Isn't she, Leah?” 

Leah, my step-mother, moaned her agreement. “Yes, she is. I think we need to enjoy her. I take her pussy, you take her asshole.” 

“What a wicked way to celebrate our daughters' nuptials,” my gender-swapped mother-in-law moaned.

I kept kissing my bride as the clothing rustled around us. A new form of Amish worship brimmed. An orgy celebrating my marriage to my futa-bride. I kissed Eleanor so hard. I didn't want to stop kissing her. I wanted to love her forever. I never wanted to break this even as I felt her girl-dick swelling beneath the pure skirt of her wedding dress, pressing against our bodies. 

Out of the corner of my eyes, I witnessed Iris nuzzling her face into her gender-swapped wife's round breasts. The blue-eyed Naomi moaned as Iris sucked on pink nipples, nibbling and loving them. On the other side of us, their daughters, Beth and Ester, kissed each other. The two step-sisters were ripping off their own dresses, baring their nubile bodies and hard girl-cocks. 

“Yes, yes, yes, my little slaves,” moaned Catherine, her dress already off. The futa-MILF had Wanda and Louisa sucking at her nipples while the gender-swapped cooper and her futa-wife sucked at Catherine's clit-dick. “Mmm, just worship me. Love me.” 

They did.

I shuddered, my clit throbbing, wanting to transform. I wanted to save that surprise for my bride. I wanted to witness her surprise when my futa-cock sprouted for the first time, my present to her. I thought it would be when we were alone upstairs, but Lilith had other ideas.

“Ooh, yes, yes, lick my Willa's pussy, slave!” Annie moaned, fucking the blacksmith's daughter from behind. Victoria was on her hands and knees, her face pressed between my gender-swapped friend's thighs. Willa shuddered as Victoria devoured her cunt. 

“Pound the little slut's cunt!” Willa moaned to her betrothed. “She's moaning into my pussy, Annie.” 

Eleanor broke our kiss, her eyes so bright as she stared at me. “It seems our guests are having fun without us.” 

“Perhaps we should show them how two should love each other?” I said, my hands squeezing her rump, pulling her futa-dick close to me. “Strip me, wife, then I'll strip you.” 

She gave me a wicked grin. “Mmm, yes, wife. I will be a dutiful and obedient wife, even if I have the cock in the family.”

I winked at her and she giggled.

She took a step back, her hands sliding down to my shirt stretched by my pillowy breasts. She worked the buttons fasts, her delicate fingers eager to get at me. In moments, she was pushing my shirt off my shoulders, baring my large tits. Her hands went to them, kneading them. She had such a twinkle in her green eyes, the flowers tucked behind her ears shifting as she squirmed. 

“Such beautiful tits, Amy,” she said. “You know that I love you.” 

“I do,” I groaned. “But show me.”

“Yes!” she moaned and leaned down. She pressed her heart-shaped face into both of my breasts, her hands rubbing them into her cheeks.

I groaned, her braid of light-brown hair swaying down her back as she nuzzled her face back and forth. She licked and nibbled on my inner slopes. Her fingers dug into my flesh. She smooched up my right breast towards my hard nipple. 

Engulfed it.

I groaned as she sucked. It was so incredible to feel as her mouth nibbled and loved my nub. The pleasure shot straight down to my gender-swapped pussy. My cunt clenched, feeling so juicy. My clit throbbed, begging to grow into my own futa-dick. 

Eleanor's green eyes stared up at me. She had that wicked gleam in her eyes as such passion echoed around us. Our parents were writhing together. My step-mother fucked Martha from behind while my other mother-in-law rammed her girl-dick into Martha's pussy. They were double penetrating her, giving her such a wicked treat as they fucked her with passion.

Beth and Ester were sucking on the other's cock. They were moaning, their naked bodies writhing together as the two step-sisters loved each other. Their taboo passion was so hot to watch. It only made controlling my girl-dick harder. 

Eleanor popped her mouth off my nipple. “Mmm, you are getting distracted by all the naughty things going out there when your new bride is sucking on your nipple.” 

“It's just so... passionate,” I said at the orgy raging through my house. Annie was fucking Victoria hard from behind, her light-brown hair, the same shade as Eleanor's (they were cousins), bouncing down her naked back. 

“It is,” she said, slipping to her knees before me. “Mmm, let's get these boots off so I can strip you naked.” 

They came off easily. My feet were so much daintier as a woman. She tossed my boots and then wool socks to the side. She giggled as she stared up at me, her fingers caressing my toes. I shuddered, my pillowy tits swaying at the bottom of my vision. 

“What?”

“Your toes are so cute, Amy,” she said then leaned down and kissed them. 

I groaned at the feel of her hot tongue sliding around my toes. She was loving them, sending such delight through me. It felt like such a submissive act, her proving to me that she was my bride no matter how things had changed between us. 

It was so hard to keep my clit under control. Tingles raced up my leg to my pussy. My cunt grew hotter and hotter. My clit throbbed, aching to bud. I groaned, my jaw clenching. My hands grabbed my tits, squeezing them to take my mind from my clit.

It pulsed with my heartbeat. It drank in the sensation of my bride's hot tongue sliding over my toes. 

“Eleanor,” I groaned. “Lord, but I love you.”

She stared up at me with such love in her green eyes. Then she grabbed my trousers. She yanked them down my thighs, exposing my pussy to her sight, adorned by my curly bush of brown hair. Her eyes stared at it, gleaming with delight.

“Ooh, yes, that's so nice, Penelope,” Pauline moaned nearby. “Yes, yes, I love it when you eat my pussy.” 

“You just taste so good,” Penelope moaned. “You have the best tasting cunt, my wife.”

Eleanor giggled as I stepped out of my trousers. “You can feel their love, can't you?” 

“Yeah,” I said. “Same with your cousins.” 

She glanced at the two step-sisters. Beth was on the bottom now, Ester fucking her hips down, thrusting her cock into Beth's mouth while simultaneously sucking on her girl-dick. They loved each other, too. 

“Yeah, they do. I had no idea that Beth was a lesbian. She hid it well.”

“She had to,” I said.

Eleanor nuzzled her face into my pussy. “She doesn't have to now. Lilith...” 

“Yes, Lilith let us be free to love,” I groaned as my bride licked through my pussy. She brushed my clit.

It almost sprouted.

“I need to strip you, my bride,” I groaned, still wanting to hold back my surprise. I wanted to love my bride first before she got it.” 

“Yes, my wife,” she said, pulling her mouth from my pussy, my juices glistening on her lips. She flicked her tongue over them, savoring my flavor. “My body is yours to use.” 

I smiled as I knelt before her, my fingers going to the buttons of her bodice. She trembled as I unfastened her white dress. I exposed her snowy skin beneath, her breastbone leading down to the gentle swell of her small breasts. I groaned as more and more of her little titties. They were just so cute, so firm, jiggling as she shifted. 

Then I unveiled her pale-pink nipples. They thrust hard from the pinnacle of those delicious tits. Small and hard, begging to be played with. I paused in unbuttoning her dress to cup her tits and sweep my thumbs over them. I massaged them, making her whimper and groan.

“Rhoda! Leah!” my gender-swapped mother-in-law moaned as she took a dick in her pussy and asshole. My step-mother fucked Martha's asshole so hard. “This is incredible.” 

“It is, wife,” moaned Rhoda, driving her girl-dick into Martha's cunt. “Mmm, Leah, I can feel you through her flesh. Just sliding in and out of her.” 

“Uh-huh,” my step-mother groaned then kissed Eleanor's mother over Martha's shoulder. Their tongues danced as they celebrated our nuptials. 

“Stop getting distracted,” Eleanor said, a playful tone to her voice. “You're playing with my titties and staring at our parents instead of at my breasts. Aren't they beautiful my breasts?” 

I glanced down at my bride's breasts, my thumbs pressing at her nipples. “They are beautiful,” I said in awe. “Just perfect.” 

She let out such a gushing, awwing sound that made my heart sing.

My fingers fumbled at the rest of her buttons, eager to bare all of her body now. With care, I slipped her dress off her shoulders and down her arms, not wanting to ruin her wedding dress. Her small breasts jiggled as she shifted. Then she rose on her knees, her gown bunched around her waist, her futa-dick tenting it. 

I reached into her dress and grasped her transformed clit. She groaned as I pulled it out. pleasure rippled across her face. Then she was free, her huge cock throbbing in my hand. I stroked up and down her as she wiggled her hips, her dress falling down her thighs to her knees.

“Oh, you want to suck on my girl-dick, don't you, my bride?” she purred, her hands grasping my big tits. Her fingers were soft and delicate.  

“Yes, I do,” I groaned, stroking her faster. My voice was so high-pitched and feminine now. Just purring with womanly need to love my wife's cock. “I want to drink your cum. I want it pouring down my mouth.” 

“Wonderful,” she said, a big grin spreading on her lips. 

“Yes, yes, yes, cum on my pussy,” moaned Annie. “You nasty slut. You're milking my dick! Now make my Willa explode with that mouth, slave!” 

Muffled moans came from the step-sisters as they swallowed each other's spunk. 

“Nasty slaves,” moaned Catherine as she hosed down the cobbler and her futa-wife. Their faces drenched in cum, they kissed each other, licking up the futa-MILF's spunk. 

“I know it's distracting,” Eleanor said, “but my dick won't suck itself. I need my sexy, bountiful wife to love me. So badly.” 

“Yes,” I groaned, my mouth hungering to do just that.

I ducked my head down and nuzzled as the tip of her girl-dick. Her hands slid from my tits up to gather handfuls of my loose, brown hair. You could tell who was gender-swapped and not just by that. Amish women either wore their hair braided, if they weren't married, or pinned up in buns, if they were.  

My new bride ran her fingers through my luxurious curls as I licked at her girl-dick. I lapped up the salty precum leaking out of her. I loved the flavor her staining my tongue and lips. I shuddered at the delight, at the sounds my bride made. 

I just wanted to make her happy.

“Amy!” she gasped as my lips slid over the thick crown of her cock. My tongue caressed the spongy tip as I sucked on it. “Yes, yes, yes! Love me, my bride! My body is yours to enjoy!” 

I savored her passion mixing with the rapture echoing around us. All those moans and gasps, the slap of flesh, the slurp of sucking mouths. I loved it. My hands stroked my bride's sleek thighs, feeling the silkiness of her skin as I bobbed my head, pleasuring her girl-dick. 

I stared up at her. While my big breasts swayed beneath me, her firm tits hardly jiggled as she shuddered. Her green eyes burned with her excitement as he stared down at me, her plump lips open wide as she moaned.

“Yes, yes, do that, Amy!” she groaned.

Amy... I loved being called by my true name. 

“Worship my cock and... what are those naughty fingers up to?” She licked her lips. “Mmm, yes, yes, keep sliding them up my thigh and... Amy!” 

My fingers slid through her wet bush to find the hot folds of her pussy. She shuddered as I stroked up and down her silt, from the base of her girl-cock to the entrance of her silky depths. My clit throbbed, eager to finally slip in her. 

I would love her pussy so much. I would take my bride so hard. I thrust two slender fingers into the depths of her pussy. I churned them in and out of her, stirring up her cunt, making her shudder and gasp in delight, her futa-dick throbbing in my mouth. 

“That's so naughty of you,” she groaned. “Ooh, you're going whip up my cunt and get a big load of my futa-cum, aren't you?” 

I moaned a yes about her girl-dick.

She groaned and threw back her head. Her hips thrust forward while her pussy clenched about my digits. Her juices spilled down my hand to my wrist, flowing out of her creamy snatch as I fingered her. Her cock slammed deep into my mouth, brushing the back of my throat, before she pulled back her hips and thrust in again. I didn't fight her. I just loved her shaft with my tongue. 

She had such lust burning in her face as she fucked my mouth. She moaned and gasped, her pussy clenching and relaxing on my fingers as her pleasure built. I could feel it in the way her cunt grew hotter. The way she moaned louder. 

I excited her.

And she wasn't the only one gasping in bliss. “Oh, Beth, yes, I love it when you're in my asshole!” 

“Your asshole is so tight, my sweet Ester!” 

“Naomi, swallow all my girl-cum!”

“Penelope! I need you fucking my pussy now! Ram that girl-dick into me!” 

“Yes, Pauline!”

“Rhoda! Leah! Yes, yes! I'm cumming! I'm cumming on your dicks!” 

“Ooh, yes, Martha, your pussy's milking my cock. I'm going to... Cum!” 

“Me, too, Rhoda! Your wife's asshole is writhing about my girl-dick!” 

“Sit on my Willa's face so she can lick my cum out of you while I fuck her cunt, slave!” 

“Yes, Mistress! I know how much Mistress Willa loves the creampies you make in me.” 

“They're so delicious, whore! Now sit on my face while... Annie, yes yes, fuck my cunt! I love you!” 

“Love you, Willa!”

All that passion burning through our Amish friends and family. All that lust. Lilith enjoyed it. I could feel it. I sucked so hard on my futa-bride's girl-dick as she rammed it into my mouth. Her pussy clenched down on my futa-dick. She whimpered. Her face scrunched up. 

“Amy! I love you!” she howled as her futa-cock erupted.

Hot, salty cum fired against the roof of my mouth. It splattered around my oral cavity, spilling across my tongue. I swallowed it with hungry need, loving the creamy treat sliding down to my stomach. A heat swelled through my belly to my pussy. 

My clit begged to be released.

I closed my eyes, fighting it as I sucked hard on my bride's dick. Her pussy convulsed about my fingers. Her juices gushed down my wrist while her spicy musk perfumed the air around me. I groaned, gulping it down while her hands gripped my hair. 

“You're so amazing, Amy!” she moaned. “You're the best. My bride... My wonderful bride! Drink it all down! Then I'm going to lick your pussy before we consummate our marriage.” 

I swallowed the last blast of her cum then ripped my mouth off. “Mmm, yes, I want that so badly.” I stretched out on my back, licking my lips to gather some of the cum that slipped off. “Come lick my pussy and make me cum.” 

“Yes!” she moaned then giggled. “Mmm, Cousin Beth is fucking Cousin Ester with such gusto. I think she really likes anal.” 

“Yeah,” I said, my asshole clenching. “I know I do.” I couldn't wait to enjoy my bride's asshole. We would have our entire lives to try out every kinky thing we could with our two futa-cocks. 

She nestled between my thighs, licking her lips. She pressed my knees up so they rested against my pillowy tits, lifting my hips. My pussy felt so on display as my futa-bride lowered her head, her braid slipping off her shoulder. Her breath washed across my crotch, caressing my pussy through my drenched pubic hair as she came closer and closer. 

I whimpered, my toes flexing. I hugged my knees to my tits, letting her hands slide down my thighs to my rump. Then, to my surprise, she nuzzled her face not into my pussy, but into my butt-crack. She licked my asshole.

“Eleanor!” I gasped in shock as her tongue rimmed around my sphincter.  

“Mmm, you said you love anal,” she purred.

As her tongue danced around my puckered asshole, I groaned, “I do, but... I wanted you to eat my pussy.” I wanted her to suck my clit so I could surprise her. “Eleanor, please, please, my pussy is on fire.”

She wiggled her tongue against my asshole. I groaned as she penetrated me. It felt so wonderful to feel her sliding around inside of me. It sent heat rippling to my pussy. To my clit. My little bud throbbed, demanding to become a futa-clit. I groaned through clenched teeth while hugging my knees tight to my breasts. 

It was naughty torture. I groaned as my bride licked and rimmed and swirled her tongue against my asshole and inside my bowels. She feasted on me with such hunger. It was incredible. My toes flexed as I felt how much she loved me. 

But I needed her sucking on my clit. “Eleanor, please... My pussy needs your mouth.” 

She giggled and then rimmed my asshole again, teasing me. That naughty minx.

“You swore... to be obedient,” I moaned. “To be a good Amish bride. Now, please, Eleanor, suck my clit! Love my pussy.” 

“Ooh, I did,” she groaned, her finger replacing her tongue in my asshole. She wiggled her slender digit into my bowels. “You're right. I am so sorry, my wife. Let me show you how dutiful I am.” 

As she fingered my asshole, her tongue slid up my taint to my pussy. I groaned as she dragged through my hot folds. The tingles raced ahead of her to my clit. My little bud couldn't take any more. It sprouted into a girl-dick. 

Luckily, her mouth engulfed it before it grew bigger than an inch.

She sucked on my clit as I sprouted. Her lips teased it as I grew into her hot, warm mouth. I let go of my legs and sat up on my elbows. I peered down my pillowy breasts to watch her reaction. Her eyes blinked. She stopped sucking as my futa-cock swelled and swelled in her mouth.

She tried to pull her mouth away, but I was growing so fast now my shaft chased her. Her jaw opened as wide as possible to accommodate my swelling girth. Her lips were wrapped about my shaft. Her tongue danced over my spongy crown. 

She squealed in shock about my throbbing futa-dick. Her eyes were bulging. Her tongue explored my tip, caressing the sensitive part where it met my shaft. She let out such a wanton moan after a moment, her hand grasping my base while her finger shoved deep into my asshole. 

The stimulation of her finger combined with her sucking mouth was too much for me. I held back my girl-cock for so long as I loved her futa-dick and she rimmed my asshole that I couldn't control myself. 

I came.

“Eleanor, I love you!” I moaned as I fired my first load of cum, futa or otherwise, into her hungry mouth. “Drink all my jizz, my wife!”

My asshole rippled about her finger. My pussy convulsed and spasmed while my futa-dick unloaded in my new bride's mouth. Eleanor's cheeks bulged for a moment. Then she swallowed it. She drank my gender-swapped futa-cum down. Her eyes squeezed shut. She moaned what could only be pure enjoyment. 

“I know!” I panted, my body shuddering, my tits heaving as I squirmed on my elbows. “It was gender-swapping your father! Lilith came to me that night. She gave me a futa-cock!” 

The pleasure burned through my thoughts. The pulses of rapture spiked ecstasy into my mind. My bride sucked so hard, drawing out every drop of my futa-cum out of my ovaries that she could. For a moment, stars celebrated our union. 

“I wanted to surprise you on our wedding night!” I gasped. “It was so hard keeping this from you. I just... I hope you're not mad.” 

Her mouth popped off my girl-dick. She didn't say anything. I tensed for a moment as she lunged up my body. She straggled me and kissed me hard. I realized why she couldn't talk: she had a mouth full of my futa-cum.

I groaned as she thrust her tongue covered in my jizz into my mouth. I tasted my salty passion. Then I shared it with her. I passed it back and forth with her, sharing it. Loving this moment. It was so incredible to have it with her. It was so wonderful for us to be united in this way. 

Her body squirmed on mine, her futa-dick rubbing against my stomach. Our kiss only grew in passion as she pressed me down to the floor, my elbows shifting out of the way as I stretched out on my back again. Her small tits pressed into my pillowy mounds. Her furred pussy rubbed on my shaft, her silky hairs tickling me.

She broke the kiss, her eyes dewy with passion. “Oh, wow, this is amazing! You have a cock, Amy!”

“I know,” I said, my hands grabbing her rump and pulling her tight to me, her girl-dick throbbed into my belly. “We both do.”

“Which means we get to consummate our marriage the traditional way,” she said. “Your cock in my pussy. Right now, before our family and friends. Before our entire village!” 

“Lord, what a woman, a futa, you are,” I said. “I love you so much.” 

“Then roll me over on my back and take me, my gender-swapped futa-wife,” she purred. “Ram that clit-dick in me and fully claim me as your bride.” 

I kissed her, tasting more of my salty cum. Then I rolled her over, my breasts pressing into her tits. Her girl-dick throbbed between our bellies while my cock's tip nuzzled against her pussy folds, caressing by the silky hairs of her bush. The last time I fucked her, she changed me.  

It was time for me to love her for those changes. I pressed forward. I didn't thrust my dick into her hard, but slipped into her with all the loving passion I could muster. I wanted to take my time. This wasn't fucking.

This was making love to my bride.

The moans and passions of the others faded as she whimpered into my kiss. I groaned with her, kissing her so hard as my dick slipped inch by inch into the silky glove of her pussy. She was even tighter than I remembered from that frantic rutting last time. She hugged me, welcoming me into her depths. 

Then I was in her to the hilt.

I rested for a moment, savoring her pussy clenching and relaxing on me. My clit-dick soaked in her juicy heat. Her own girl-cock twitched between us, leaking precum to stain our flesh. She squirmed, our nipples kissing while our tongues danced.

I breathed her in. teased her. She wrapped her arms and legs around me. We were welded together as tightly as two futanari could be. We were one flesh at this moment, united by our love and passion as much as my cock in her pussy.

We moved together. Our hips found a rhythm as I pumped my girl-dick in and out of her sheath. The silky embrace caressed my shaft while my stomach massaged her futa-dick. I loved her girth pressing into my belly as I thrust in and out of her cunt.

She whimpered.

Her pussy's silky friction sent pleasure racing through me. 

Our nipples rubbed together, sparks flaring.

Her fingernails bit into my back while her cunt squeezed down on my shaft.  

The heat burned between us. Every thrust into her depths made my pussy clench. My snatch grew hotter and hotter, warming my ovaries. My cum brimmed in there. I wanted to flood my futa-bride's snatch. I wanted to... impregnate her.

I knew I would. We would breed each other. Lilith's plan reaching its full completion.  

I thrust harder now, aching to pump my futa-seed into my wife's fertile pussy. Her hips matched my rhythm, shifting and swirling, stirring her hot snatch around my cock like she knew what I was thinking. 

She wanted it, too.

I broke our kiss as I thrust into my wife. I stared down into her eyes, her girl-cock throbbing between us. “Eleanor.”

She nodded her head. “I know! I want it! Spill in me. Consummate our marriage, my wife!” 

I grinned at her, my hips pumping faster and faster, picking up speed with every plunge into her pussy. Her sheath's silky friction spurred me on. This ache formed at the tip of my girl-dick. This explosive need that begged for my orgasmic release.  

Her pussy clenched as I withdrew, increasing the pleasure that spilled through me. Then I rammed back into her. She groaned, smiling like she was so happy I filled her. Her futa-dick twitched at that moment, flexing between us, her shaft growing hotter and hotter. 

Just like her pussy did. 

“Just a little more,” she moaned, her eyes fluttering. “A few more strokes! I'm so close!”

“To cumming?” I asked.

She nodded her head, whimpering.

I pumped away, ass flexing. Her thighs tightened about my waist. Her hips bucked up into my thrusts, her petite body undulating beneath me. She whimpered, fingernails biting into my back. Her eyes squeezed closed. 

“Amy!” she screamed.

Her pussy went wild about my futa-dick. Her walls rippled and convulsed, massaging my clit-dick with her silky embrace. Her cock erupted. Her hot cum splattered between us, soaking the bottom swell of my big breasts. She twitched with each eruption.

I thrust into her spasming heaven. My girl-dick drank in the sensations. My ovaries approached their boil. Her girl-cock kept spurting her jizz, filling the air with a salty musk that felt incredible. I trembled, my body hovering on the brink of cumming. 

“Eleanor!' I moaned.

“Yes, yes, yes, cum in me!” she whimpered.

I drew back through her convulsing delight. She kissed me hard as I rammed back into her. That ache exploded at the tip of my girl-dick. My ovaries unloaded my futa-cum. Stars detonated across my vision as I flooded my futa-bride with my fertile seed. 

The dual pleasures washed through my mind. My convulsing pussy unleashed ecstasy that met the intense rapture firing for my futa-dick. It was incredible. I savored it. I drank it in. My futa-bride and I were utterly united.

Our futa-cum spurted. Our pussies writhed. We kissed each other. Loved each other. I was glad Lilith came to our village. I was glad she infected us all with her sin. It was amazing. The best thing that could happen to us.

It changed us. Freed us to enjoy our bodies. To love each other without reservation.

I loved my futa-bride as the orgy raged around us. I broke the kiss, staring down into her eyes. “Now you have to consummate our marriage with me.” 

“And breed you?” she asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Yes!”

*   *   *

The futa-demon Lilith smirked as her spirit turned from Amy gasping as she took Eleanor's girl-dick. The ancient spirit of lust and passion loved this new game she came across. Futanari... It was such a wicked thing. And her experiment in the Amish village was such a success.

Where should I try it next, she pondered as she stepped over Catherine writhing in a pile worshiped by her four sex slaves. Perhaps a convent? They could have something to really confess to the priest. 

She reached Beth, riding her step-sister Ester. The lesbian passion, suppressed by Beth's Amish beliefs, had given the futa-demon the power to spread her influence through Beth. By denying herself, Beth left herself open.

Maybe one of those Mormon cults, Lilith thought as she kissed Beth on the lips. One man with a couple futa-wives. That would be... exciting. 

As she kissed her conduit, Lilith closed her connection to the Amish community. They would stay the same, all the men as women, all the women as futanari. They would breed. They would spread. People would be shocked.  

Lilith wanted to see it, but her time here was over. She had to move on to other perversions to enjoy. 

The END of Amy's Tale
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Sneak Preview of “Amy's Futa Discovery”

“Lilith!” I gasped, my pleasure swelling fast now. The velvet delight from my asshole melted into my cunt. “I... I...”

“Cum!” she moaned, pumping my fingers in and out of her bowels. “Just let go and erupt, you gender-swapped hussy!”

My pleasure exploded through my body.

My cunt spasmed.

My juices gushed out, bathing her face as she licked through my folds. Stars burst across my vision. I heaved on the hay-stuffed mattress. My body spasmed. My fingers twisted and pulled on my nipples. The rapture burned through my body. It swept through me with such force. It drowned me in such ecstasy.

My cunt convulsed around her probing tongue. The pleasure drowned my mind. It drank it in. I loved being a woman. I savored this pleasure so much. My clit throbbed and ached as the futa-demon pleasured me.

I caught flashes of her crimson eyes between my heaving breasts. She stared up at me with such hunger as she gave me pleasure. She sucked on my clit, sending another burst of ecstasy through my body. My asshole convulsed about her digits. They jammed so deep into me.

She lifted her face, dripping with my pussy cream and Eleanor's futa-cum. “What passion brims in you, Amy. You need to let it explode out of you.”

“I want that,” I whimpered, my orgasm peaking, her fingers wiggling in my asshole.

“You'll let me penetrate you?” the futa-demon purred as she rose, her large breasts heaving. Her futa-dick thrust from the hairless folds of her pussy. “You'll let me slide my big, thick cock into your cunt?”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, knowing I was letting her touch more than my body. This was my dream. She was touching my soul and was about to slide into my essence. She would pump her vitality into my immortal spirit. “You can! Penetrate me, Lilith! I want that futa-cock in me.”

If you want to read more, click here for Amy's Futa Discovery (Amish Bride's Futa Discovery 2)! 
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