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Naughty Excerpt from “Catherine's Futa Freedom”

“I expect you to come here tomorrow to be disciplined again for all the sin you commit,” I told my niece-by-marriage as I pulled my new futa-dick out of her asshole. I paused to admire her well-spanked rump, burning red. 

“Yes, Aunt Catherine,” eighteen-year-old Ester panted. “I will.”

As the blonde girl dressed, pulling on the conservative clothing us Amish women wore, I shuddered at the sinful acts I just committed with her. I punished her for awakening this sinful passion inside of me, for unleashing the futa-succubus upon my dreams last night. Until yesterday, I was an honorable and upright Amish widow. I ran my business, the dry good store in our village, and raised my daughter to be a proper, young woman. 

Then my niece Ester appeared in my store yesterday. She woke passions in me. A confusing welter of wicked passions. I was overcome with sin for her. I couldn't stop myself from doing such naughty things with her. I sucked her dick in the middle of my store. Then I fucked her. I let her ram her futa-cock into my pussy, the first time I'd been with anyone since my husband James died a decade ago.

And I never orgasmed with my husband. I never took pleasure in doing my wifely duties. But Ester...

I watched the eighteen-year-old girl slip out of my bedroom, her blonde hair swaying in a braid down the back of her plain dress. She looked like a demure, Amish girl again, not a naughty futa tempting women into sin. 

I pulled on my own dress, not bothering with my shift beneath. My hand was still warm from spanking her rump. I disciplined her hard. She tempted me into sin and deserved to be punished for what she did.

It also... awakened things in me. When I was a girl Ester's age, I left our community like all Amish youths did. I ran around in the World of the English (non-Amish people) to see if I wanted to stay Amish, or leave the church and live in sin. Out there I discovered BDSM. I never participated in it, but I found the idea of bondage, of spanking and domination... attractive. 

It scared me so badly I returned to the community and shut it up inside of me. For twenty years I ignored it. I made myself into a perfect, Amish woman. And now it was all swelling up inside of me. I wanted to spank another woman. 

I wanted to... tie her up.

I drifted out of my bedroom into my shop. It was in the front of my house, my living quarters with my eighteen-year-old daughter, Annie, in the back. The wooden shelves were covered in various tools and supplies, from barrels of nails to sacks of grain. My shoes echoed through the empty room as I reached the ropes. Various hand-woven lengths of hemp I bought from various members of the community to sell to the others.

Or to English tourists.

They loved our home-made goods. I often had them wander in, taking pictures, gawking at our “rustic” goods. It was... aggravating, but it brought in money. It was the reason I had electricity to this one part of my store to run an old computer and a credit card machine. 

Us Amish didn't shun technology for no reason. That was a misconception. We carefully consider each one and decided whether they took away from our purpose of giving glory to the Creator and staying pure from the sinful world. Modern conveniences made sin easier.

And now... 

I stroked a length of hemp picturing Ester or another woman—her step-sister Beth, my sister-in-law Iris, Penelope married to my nephew, young Eleanor whose nuptials were coming up soon, Louisa the blacksmith's wife, her eighteen-year-old step-daughter Victoria, busty Joyce, Mercy a farm wife, and more—tied up. It made my clit tingle to grow into a futa-dick. To sprout forward and feel such delight as I bound up their flesh. 

“You are going to have so much fun dominating women,” Lilith, the futa-succubus, had purred in my dream last night as she filled me with this sin. 

I shivered, the hemp feeling so delightful on my fingers. It was just a treat. 

The door to my shop opened. My head turned. I found myself patting my bun of light-brown hair—married Amish women, even widows, kept our hair pinned up in buns while unmarried girls wore theirs braided—making sure that every strand was in place. A rush shot through me as I heard the soft sounds of a woman's footsteps. 

Who was it?

A hot itch built in my pussy. It grew hot and juicy. I shivered and licked my lips. My hips wiggled from side to side. Ester filled me with sin yesterday, she allowed Lilith to slip into my dreams and consume me with futa-passion. I needed to spank Ester's ass again when I witnessed Louisa passing through the shelves, her blonde hair pinned up in a bun like mine, a prayer cap draped over her hair, her dark-brown dress rustling with her steps. 

“Catherine,” Louisa said. I'd known her all my life. We were the same age. We even ran around together, living in the same house out among the English until I returned early to our village. “Good day to you.” 

“Good day to you,” I said, a hunger rising in me. Did Ester feel this way when she walked in and saw my beauty yesterday? I stalked to Louisa. “How can I help you today?”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Catherine's Futa Freedom

“I expect you to come here tomorrow to be disciplined again for all the sin you commit,” I told my niece-by-marriage as I pulled my new futa-dick out of her asshole. I paused to admire her well-spanked rump, burning red. 

“Yes, Aunt Catherine,” eighteen-year-old Ester panted. “I will.”

As the blonde girl dressed, pulling on the conservative clothing us Amish women wore, I shuddered at the sinful acts I just committed with her. I punished her for awakening this sinful passion inside of me, for unleashing the futa-succubus upon my dreams last night. Until yesterday, I was an honorable and upright Amish widow. I ran my business, the dry good store in our village, and raised my daughter to be a proper, young woman. 

Then my niece Ester appeared in my store yesterday. She woke passions in me. A confusing welter of wicked passions. I was overcome with sin for her. I couldn't stop myself from doing such naughty things with her. I sucked her dick in the middle of my store. Then I fucked her. I let her ram her futa-cock into my pussy, the first time I'd been with anyone since my husband James died a decade ago.

And I never orgasmed with my husband. I never took pleasure in doing my wifely duties. But Ester...

I watched the eighteen-year-old girl slip out of my bedroom, her blonde hair swaying in a braid down the back of her plain dress. She looked like a demure, Amish girl again, not a naughty futa tempting women into sin. 

I pulled on my own dress, not bothering with my shift beneath. My hand was still warm from spanking her rump. I disciplined her hard. She tempted me into sin and deserved to be punished for what she did.

It also... awakened things in me. When I was a girl Ester's age, I left our community like all Amish youths did. I ran around in the World of the English (non-Amish people) to see if I wanted to stay Amish, or leave the church and live in sin. Out there I discovered BDSM. I never participated in it, but I found the idea of bondage, of spanking and domination... attractive. 

It scared me so badly I returned to the community and shut it up inside of me. For twenty years I ignored it. I made myself into a perfect, Amish woman. And now it was all swelling up inside of me. I wanted to spank another woman. 

I wanted to... tie her up.

I drifted out of my bedroom into my shop. It was in the front of my house, my living quarters with my eighteen-year-old daughter, Annie, in the back. The wooden shelves were covered in various tools and supplies, from barrels of nails to sacks of grain. My shoes echoed through the empty room as I reached the ropes. Various hand-woven lengths of hemp I bought from various members of the community to sell to the others.

Or to English tourists.

They loved our home-made goods. I often had them wander in, taking pictures, gawking at our “rustic” goods. It was... aggravating, but it brought in money. It was the reason I had electricity to this one part of my store to run an old computer and a credit card machine. 

Us Amish didn't shun technology for no reason. That was a misconception. We carefully consider each one and decided whether they took away from our purpose of giving glory to the Creator and staying pure from the sinful world. Modern conveniences made sin easier.

And now... 

I stroked a length of hemp picturing Ester or another woman—her step-sister Beth, my sister-in-law Iris, Penelope married to my nephew, young Eleanor whose nuptials were coming up soon, Louisa the blacksmith's wife, her eighteen-year-old step-daughter Victoria, busty Joyce, Mercy a farm wife, and more—tied up. It made my clit tingle to grow into a futa-dick. To sprout forward and feel such delight as I bound up their flesh. 

“You are going to have so much fun dominating women,” Lilith, the futa-succubus, had purred in my dream last night as she filled me with this sin. 

I shivered, the hemp feeling so delightful on my fingers. It was just a treat. 

The door to my shop opened. My head turned. I found myself patting my bun of light-brown hair—married Amish women, even widows, kept our hair pinned up in buns while unmarried girls wore theirs braided—making sure that every strand was in place. A rush shot through me as I heard the soft sounds of a woman's footsteps. 

Who was it?

A hot itch built in my pussy. It grew hot and juicy. I shivered and licked my lips. My hips wiggled from side to side. Ester filled me with sin yesterday, she allowed Lilith to slip into my dreams and consume me with futa-passion. I needed to spank Ester's ass again when I witnessed Louisa passing through the shelves, her blonde hair pinned up in a bun like mine, a prayer cap draped over her hair, her dark-brown dress rustling with her steps. 

“Catherine,” Louisa said. I'd known her all my life. We were the same age. We even ran around together, living in the same house out among the English until I returned early to our village. “Good day to you.” 

“Good day to you,” I said, a hunger rising in me. Did Ester feel this way when she walked in and saw my beauty yesterday? I stalked to Louisa. “How can I help you today?” 

“I need oats for our cow,” she said. “We're getting low.” 

“Of course, of course,” I said, reaching her. I smiled at Louisa, loving the sight of her heart-shaped face. She was short and plump, which already allowed me to stare down at her. It was so easy to picture woman sucking on my dick. I wanted to hold onto her head and fuck my girl-dick into my mouth. “This way.” 

Louisa's blonde eyebrows furrowed together. Spots of color appeared on her cheeks. Her body shivered. She rubbed her hands together as her eyes flicked over me. Did she feel it? Did she feel that itch burgeoning in her pussy? Was she getting wet for the first time ever. 

I took her hand in a firm grasp. I didn't give her a chance to say anything. I pulled her after me. She didn't squeeze my hand. She was limp. I smiled at the sight of the dazed look forming in her. She was feeling it. That sin. 

How could I dominate Louisa? Ester was easy. She was a horny futa-slut. She was already consumed by sin. She wanted to have sex with me. She walked in on me yesterday and lusted after me. Even though I was her aunt by marriage, my niece didn't care.  

But Louisa... She was like me. Married to Walker, the village blacksmith. His forge was nearby. He was toiling in there while imagined enjoying his wife. Cuckolding him. I shuddered. My pussy clenched tight. My clit throbbed and ached. 

I lead her to the shelf of oats. I pulled her so she stood in front of me and guided her to the burlap sacks full of the oats. Many of my neighbors bought them for livestock, or for their own meals, allowing them to grow different crops. I grabbed Louisa's hips. I pressed against her from behind as she shuddered before me. 

“Mmm,” I purred, “did you really come here for a sack of oats? Or did you just want something else?” 

“Something... else?” she asked, shivering before me.

“You know what I mean,” I purred, not sure if this was the right way to seduce her, but I just had to be strong. Confident. “You can feel it. That little itch between your thighs. In your... pussy.”

“P-pussy?” she gasped. “Catherine, what a vulgar thing to say.” She threw a look over her shoulder at me, her green eyes wide in shock. Her cheeks were scarlet now. My hands gripped her hips. “Why would you even insinuate that?” 

“Because it's the truth,” I said. “I know it. I feel it trembling through you. You've been searching for something for so long. You've felt this emptiness in your life. Day after day, waking up beside your husband, going through the drudgery of your life, knowing something was missing in you. 

“And I know just what you need. You're feeling it. That realization that I will give you what you crave. If you just submit to me. I'll show you things that will make you quiver. That will make your pussy cum.” 

“Cum...” She shuddered. “What has gotten into you? I'm... I'm happy with my life. With my marriage.”

“No, you're not,” I said. “I know you, Louisa. That bright-eyed girl has vanished. You don't sparkle any longer. You've lost it. It's been leached out of you. But I will restore it to you.” I pressed tight against her, hugging her. She didn't fight me. Didn't try to get away. She... wanted this. “You just have to submit to me, and I'll give you such rapture.” 

“W-what are you talking about, Catherine?” Her voice was so throaty. “T-this isn't like you? It's almost like you're... you're...” 

“A lesbian?”

Louisa gasped.

“I'm something even more sinful. I'm a futa.” I pressed against her rump and let my clit grow into a dick.

I groaned as my bud grew more and more engorged. It swelled forward, brushing the back of my skirt. The sensitive tip slid along the coarse fabric. My eyes widened at the feel of the woven threads caressing my expanding crown. Pressed into her rump, my burgeoning futa-dick had no choice but to thrust up between us. I whimpered at the pleasure, grinding my girl-cock into her rump as I shuddered against her. 

“W-what is that, Catherine?” she whimpered. Her voice was so throaty. She whipped her head back and forth, alternating which shoulder she stared at me over. Her hips wiggled from side to side, stimulating my futa-dick. 

“What do you think it is?” I asked her, dry-humping against her delicious rump, wishing our clothing wasn't in the way.

“It can't be that,” she said. “You're a woman.” 

“I'm a futa,” I told her. “If you want to find out the truth, come to my bedroom. But if you do, you will be mine. I will satiate that itch between your thighs. I will make you feel like a woman. I will give you the pleasure you've yearned for all your life. Your body was meant to feel such wicked things.” 

“You Amish women have no idea all the pleasure your bodies were meant to experience,” Lilith had told me last night. “Your bodies were created to feel so such wicked things. You know that now. Ester showed you. And you can show others, Catherine.” 

I licked Louisa's ear. “If you have the courage to submit and be mine, follow me.” 

I broke away from her. I needed her to be submissive. It ached in me. My futa-dick tented the front of my dress and the gray apron I had pinned skirt. She looked at me over her shoulder. Her green eyes widened at the sight of my bulge. 

I winked at her, then strode past a shelf and out of sight. As I passed the shelf with the rope, I snagged a length of narrow hemp. I felt the rough fibers against my hands as my bare feet smacked on my wooden flooring as I marched to my bedroom. 

I had another naughty delight to enjoy.

I smiled as I heard footsteps following me. I didn't look back. I was in charge. I was... the mistress of this house, and Louisa... she was my little submissive. What was the English term...? I closed my eyes, remembering that BDSM magazine I found, women bound up by rope, whipped by riding crops and floggers, spanked, their nipples pinched, their faces twisted in rapture. 

Slave.

I was the mistress, and Louisa was my Amish slave.

It sent a hot thrill through me, my futa-dick throbbing against my skirt. It shifted against the fabric, tingles racing through my body. My pussy grew hotter and hotter. My juices flowed again. Cream trickled down my thighs. I shivered and squirmed my hips as I hung the rope off my bed post.

Then I turned, my fingers going to the buttons of my dress, and smiled as my submissive Amish slave entered. Louisa looked stunned. She didn't understand what she was doing, confused and beset by sinful passions wafting out of that hot, itching hole between her thighs. 

I knew what she felt. My cunt was on fire. 

She swallowed, hands folded before her. Despite her age, nearly forty, she looked like a girl, her cheeks flushed like a virgin, her body trembling. I loved it. My pussy clenched as my excitement built. Every pop of my button through its eyelet, exposing more and more of my large breasts, made me shiver. 

Her eyes flicked up as my breasts came into view, my dusky-pink nipples thrusting hard from wide areolas. As I slipped my shoulders out of my dress. It slid down my body. I groaned as the fabric rustled against my dick. 

It popped out.

Louisa gasped.

I smiled as she stared at my futa-dick thrusting out of my bush of light brown hair. She swallowed, her green eyes widening. Her tongue flicked across her lips. Then she shivered. A throaty whine rose in her throat.

“Yes, yes, it's beautiful, isn't it?” I purred, feeling the domination just the sight of my cock was appearing before her created. “Just makes that sinful hole of yours clench hard. You want to feel it in you.” 

Louisa whimpered again.

“Mmm, yes, you do, my little Amish slave,” I groaned, loving that word. It felt so right for Louisa. The short, curvy woman shivered. “You want it so badly.” 

She took a step towards me. She let out a hungry groan. It burst from her throat. Her hands clenched at her skirt. I smiled at her arousal. Her tongue kept caressing her lips. She salivated for it. She hungered, but something held her back.

Shame.

That desire to be a good, Amish wife.

Her fidelity to her marriage vows.

I needed her to overcome them all. She had to do this willingly. It would be so much more satisfying if she stripped herself naked. If she did everything without me grabbing her and bending her over the bed like I did with my niece. 

Not that Ester complained. The Amish slut loved every moment of it. 

Louisa took another step towards me. “Catherine, I—”

“Mistress,” I said, saying that other word from the BDSM magazine. The lesbian slaves called their owners “Mistress.” 

“What?”

“Mistress Catherine or Mistress is how you shall address me... slave.” Saying that word made my cunt clench hard. My futa-dick twitched before me. 

“Mistress... I... I want...” My slave took another step. She wanted to fall to her knees before me. I could see it. She hungered for it.

“Strip. If you want to enjoy my futa-dick, you need to strip.” 

She bit her lip. She threw a look at the open door behind her. My shop was beyond. She just had to escape. To dart back to her husband's forge. She could see it through the window, built behind their house. She shivered. A tremble racing through her body.

“Now, slave.” 

She jumped, her head snapping back. Then her hands shot to her hands to the buttons of her blouse. Her eyes were wide like she couldn't believe that she was doing it. Her fingers worked fast, almost fumbling with their haste. Her body shook. She bit her lower lip then squeezed her eyes shut. She opened her blouse, nipples hard against her shift, her large breasts rising and falling against the thin fabric. 

She shoved off her dress. It fell down her body, leaving her in her shift. She grabbed the hem and ripped it off, exposing that short, curvy body. Her hips were so delicious, her thighs sleek. She had a golden bush glistening with her dew. Her soft breasts swayed and jiggled, her pink nipples as hard as mine. 

“I... I... I did it, Mistress,” she said. She shuddered, her voice so throaty. “I just don't understand... What is...? This isn't... I shouldn't... Lord... We should pray... We should pray to—”

“Lie down spread-eagle on the bed and be still while I tie you down!”

“T-tie me—”

“I didn't command you to talk, slave!” I snapped. “If you want me to fuck that hot cunt of yours, then you get on the bed and let me tie up that pretty body.” 

“Y-yes, Mistress!”

The married, Amish woman darted past me with just such haste. She threw herself onto my bed, covered by my quilted comforter. She shifted on the hay-stuffed mattress. She spread herself out, throwing her arms and legs wide. I groaned, seeing the pink folds of her pussy peeking through her golden bush. 

My futa-dick couldn't wait to enjoy her.

“Mmm, you're probably wondering how this is possible,” I said. “Why you're so wet and horny. Why I have this clit-dick.” 

“I am... Mistress.” She swallowed. “This is so sinful. We've been infected by the Devil.”

“By a futa-demon called Lilith,” I told her, my futa-dick throbbing. I grabbed the rope, loving the feel of it sliding through my hand. The texture was just so delicious. “Yesterday, Ester had me in the same position as you. Mostly.” I smiled. “I still dominated her even though she had the futa-dick then.” 

“Ester?” she asked.

“It's spreading,” I said. “This sin. You're going to be a futa, too. When Lilith visits you in your dream tonight, you'll submit to her. Right?” 

She squeezed her eyes shut, nodding her head. “Yes, Mistress.”

I loved that word... Mistress.

I stroked her ankle then wrapped the end of the rope around it, tying her swiftly. I was always good with knots. “Lilith came in my dream. I was in my bedroom, lying on that very bed when she appeared...” I shuddered, my pussy clenching. More juices ran down my thighs. “She was lovely, her breasts as big as mine, but so firm, almost impossibly so. They were so lush and bouncing. She has black hair spilling about her hungry face and her eyes...

“Crimson.”

“Evil?” gasped Louisa as I wrapped the rope about the bed post, tying her foot in place.

“Sinful,” I moaned. “Hungry. Her lips are lush. Her pussy is shaved. No hair at all. You can see her pussy lips wrapped about her clit-dick. It's so sexy.” 

I moved to her other ankle. I wrapped the rope about it, pulling it tight. The fibers rasped together. I brought it to the post, hemp grinding on wood. I smiled at her, her legs spread wide, her bush getting wetter and wetter.

“She entered my bedroom,” I said, “advancing on me. 'Mmm, Catherine,' she purred, her voice so sultry and perfect, 'You are going to have so much fun dominating women.' Just like I am now. I'm making you into my little slave. She knew I wanted this. It's how she attracted me. She caressed my legs as she crawled on the bed.” 

I stroked Louisa's leg.

“Mmm, you feel that heat running up your side, slave?” I asked. 

“Y-yes, Mistress,” groaned Louisa as my hand slid higher and higher.

She shivered as I stroked her silky thighs. I reached up towards her pussy, coming closer and closer. She trembled, her soft breasts jiggling as she breathed. She whimpered as my hand neared her. I felt her heat.

Then she groaned as my fingers ran through her bush and found the wet folds of her pussy. My own cunt remember Lilith's fingers stroking up my slit to my clit. I caressed her labia, dipping into her folds, feeling her heat. I found her bud, stroking it, making her gasp and shudder. 

“She touched me just like this as she leaned over me. She stroked my little nub and said, 'Women are going to be your slave, Catherine. They're going to worship this bud. Mmm, if you let me in. If you let me enter you.' 

“And you know I let her enter me,” I moaned, stroking Louisa's bud. “'You Amish women have no idea all the pleasure your bodies were meant to feel,' she told me as she rubbed my clit. 'Your bodies were created to feel so such wicked things. You know that now. Ester showed you. And you can show others, Catherine.' 

“I'm showing you, aren't I, slave?” I purred, stirring up her clit, making her whimper and shudder.

“Yes, Mistress,” she groaned. “That's... that spot... It feels... It feels so good.” 

I licked my lips as I stared at the married woman shuddering on my bed, submitting to my futa-lusts. “That's your clitoris. Your cute, little clit.” I leaned down, my heavy breasts rubbing into her thighs, and flicked it, tasting her spicy musk. She gasped, her eyes widening as my tongue fluttered around her nub. “Mmm, yes, it gives women such pleasure, doesn't it?” 

“It does,” she groaned. “You... you licked me.”

“So many ways we can please each other,” I told her as I moved away from her pussy. My sticky fingers grabbed the rope, bringing it to the bed post by her left hand. I wrapped it tight about the frame, the rope biting into the polish wood, making such a naughty, rasping sound. A dry scent filled my nose. “That's what I learned. We have so many delicious spots on our bodies that make us feel good. 

“And there's nothing wrong with that.” 

“It's a sin,” she protested as I seized her left arm and pulled it taut towards the rope. 

“Yes, it is,” I moaned, looping the cord around her wrist and pulling the cord taut. She gasped, her dainty fingers flexing. “That's what makes it so much wicked fun. We're naughty, Amish women having so much fun. Your husband has no idea you're my little slut-slave, does he?” 

She shook her head.

“He thinks your a good, Amish woman who never has a sexual thought in her mind. Who never gets a wet pussy.” I licked my lips. “Who never wants a futa to fuck her cunt and make her cum so hard. To cheat on her husband—to cuckold him.  

“Right?”

“Yes!” she whimpered, squirming. “I... I want that, Mistress. I shouldn't. But... but...”

“You're my little slut-slave,” I groaned. “My married whore.” I reached over her head to grab her other arm. She didn't fight me as I stretched it to the last bed post. At the same time, my futa-dick nudged against her cheek, rubbing on her silky flesh. “Mmm, after she played with my clit and licked my pussy, Lilith moved up the bed. 'You're going to make women crave to suck this dick. They're going to beg for it.' She's right. You'll beg for it.” 

She turned her head, sliding her skin against my dick until her lips nuzzled at my cock.

I pinched her nipple hard. She gasped, her head jerking from my dick.

“I said beg, slave. Not suck.”

“Sorry, Mistress,” she whimpered as I pinched that fat nub between my fingers. I rolled it then pulled, stretching out her tit. She gasped, “Please, Mistress, may I suck your girl-dick. It's so... so big. And... It tasted so good. I want to suck it. A blowjob. I always wanted to give a blowjob. I saw one, once. Remember Irene?” 

“That slut who let every English boy fuck her before she ran home to her parents pregnant?” I asked. “They sent her farther west to relatives in Ohio.” 

“Yes, yes, I saw her once, sucking on a boy's dick. She looked so... so wanton and... I wanted to experience that. Now I can... with your, Mistress. With your futa-dick. Please... please, let me suck your cock.” 

How could I say no? 

“Mmm, Lilith made me do the same thing,” I said, my dick rubbing on her face. “She smeared her precum all over my cheek while I begged to suck it. To love it. of course, I could use my hands.” I pulled the rope taut, binding her last limb the bed. “You'll just have to please me with your mouth. 

“And you will please me. Right, slave?”

“I will, Mistress,” she breathed. Her green eyes stared up at me. “I'll make you... make you cum so hard. And I'll swallow all of your seed.” 

“My futa-jizz?”

“Yes, yes, your futa-jizz!” she moaned, her body squirming, rope rasping on her flesh. The frame of my bed creaked as she pulled on her bondage. 

It made my dick throb. She was so beautiful spread out. So helpless. I could do anything to her. 

“You may suck my cock, slave. You may make me cum with that hot mouth of yours.” 

“Yes!” the married woman moaned. 

Louisa turned her head and opened her mouth as wide as she could. The Amish wife engulfed the crown of my dick with such hunger. I groaned, my eyes squeezing shut as she latched her mouth onto my futa-dick. She sealed her lips about it and sucked so hard.

My pussy clenched. My tits jiggled. She swirled her tongue about it as she sucked so hard. Her tongue danced around the crown of my dick, stimulating me. Driving me wild. I whimpered. My heart thudded in my chest. It felt so incredible. Her mouth was so warm and wet. 

She stroked over and over around the tip of my cock as I knelt there by her head. I stared down her trussed up body. Her stomach clenched. Her hips bucked up into the air like she was fucking an invisible lover. She wiggled and squirmed, pulling on her ropes. 

And couldn't move.

She sucked harder on my futa-dick. I gasped, my pussy clenching. I remembered nursing on Lilith's cock just like this, only my hands stroked her thighs and fingered her pussy. I plunged twin digits into her cunt, making the futa-succubus gasp and moan while I blew her. 

It was such an intense delight. My pussy clenched. Louisa loved my dick.

“That's it, slut,” I groaned, her eyes glassy as they stared up at me with such passion. “Just worship my futa-dick. You're going to make me cum so hard.” 

She moaned and slurped on my dick, drool leaking out the corners of her mouth.

“Yes, yes, I'm going to pump so much futa-jizz into your mouth, whore.” 

Her breasts jiggled and shook as she bobbed her head, working her lips up and down my shaft. They were sealed tight about my girth, pleasing me. My pussy clenched. Juices dripped out of me. She sucked so hard.

The pressure built in my depths. My ovaries grew tighter and tighter. My futa-cum wanted to explode out of me and into my slave's hungry mouth. She sucked with the same enthusiasm I had in my dream, addicted to the need to please me, to taste me. 

I grasped her soft, pillowy breast with my right hand. I squeezed and kneaded her tit as it jiggled. I loved the silkiness of her skin, the plumpness of bountiful flesh as my fingers dug into her. I shook her, waving her nipple atop her summit. 

“When I was sucking Lilith's futa-dick,” I purred, “she played with my nipples. She pinched them and rolled them. She sent hot shivers down to my cunt.” My fingers slid up her tit towards her nub. “I bet you want to feel that.” 

She groaned about my dick, face scrunched up in rapture.

“Mmm, that's what I thought. Just a slut. Your husband has no idea, does he?” 

She moaned again, shaking her head. Her tongue fluttered around my crown.

My pussy clenched as I reached her nipple. I pinched it hard as the pleasure built and built in me. I twisted and abused her nub. I made her whimper and suck even harder. She nursed on my dick, hungry for my creamy milk. I stretched and stretched her nub, her breast distorting.

I let her nub go.

I groaned as her tit sprang back into its pillowy shape. It jiggled and rippled. I grasped her nipple again, tugging, stretching, loving how she whimpered as I did it. She suckled with such passion as I twisted and twisted her nipple as far as I could. 

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes, you love that, don't you?” I groaned.

She whimpered.

“I know, you just love what I'm doing to you. Mmm, I'm going to give you so much pleasure. After you make me cum.” I trembled, thrusting my hips forward, ramming my cock to the back of her throat. “Show me your devotion. Make me cum, slut!” 

Louisa showed me her devotion. Her worship. The submissive, Amish wife bobbed her mouth. She squeezed her green eyes shut as her flushed cheeks hollowed. Her tongue swept about the crown, stoking my passions.

They swelled inside of me. My pussy tightened. My ovaries grew hotter and hotter. An ache grew at the tip of my dick. There was only one way to satiate it. To release my cum into her hungry mouth. I trembled, my large tits swaying before me.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes,” I panted. “Ooh, Louisa, yes! You're my slave! My slut-wife!” 

She sucked hard.

The pleasure shot down my shaft. The pressure swelled at the tip. My fingers pinched her nipple. Her squeals hummed around the tip of my girl-dick. I gasped. My back arched, thrusting my heavy tits forward. 

I came.

“Drink it all, slut!” I howled as the futa-cum fired out of me.

My jizz splashed into her mouth. Powerful pulses shot ecstasy to my mind. She gulped down my cream. My fingers pinched her nipple and twisted it while the rapture washed out of my spasming pussy. All the delight reached my mind, melted it. 

I savored the bliss my body gave as I kept erupting into her hungry mouth. She sucked and swallowed, moaning the entire time. My futa-dick throbbed in her hungry mouth. My pleasure surged so high through me.

It peaked into a shuddering wave of delight.

“Oh, yes, yes, you're mine!” I groaned, staring down at her past my heaving tits.  

Her flushed face look so wanton as she nursed the last drops of futa-jizz out of my girl-dick. She popped her mouth off my cock and then opened her mouth. I blinked at that, watching her tongue wiggle around, her uvula twitching as she moaned, “Aaaaahhhhh.”

“What are you doing?” I asked. 

“Showing you I swallowed every drop, mistress,” she moaned. “Just like Irene did after she blew the English boy. Isn't that how blowjobs are supposed to go?” 

I had no idea, but... “Yes.” I smiled at her, pretending I knew that. “Yes, it is. Mmm, and for that submission, you've earned a reward.” 

“You're going to make my pussy feel good. Make me... cum?” Her eyes were so bright. “I'm so hot and wet down there. I need something so bad. I need to be filled.” 

I glanced down her body, past her pale stomach, to the blonde bush between her thighs. It looked soaked by her juices. My tongue flicked across my mouth. “Yes, you are going to just explode.” 

I moved down the bed, my futa-dick and heavy boobs swaying before me. I hungered to eat her cunt, to do something so sinful. If anyone in our community, like her husband, found out, we'd be shunned, ostracized for a time. They would try to shame us into giving up our pleasure.

So no man could ever learn.  

I nestled between her thighs, lowering my head. My bun of hair felt so heavy atop my head. Part of me wanted to yank my hairpins and let it fall loose, but another part of me found it so naughty that I was doing it with the respectable look of an Amish woman. 

I leaned my head down, her spicy musk filling my nose. It was such a heady scent. I licked my lips while her thighs quivered beside me. The ropes creaked and the bed groaned. She panted, her tits jiggling as she struggled and strained against her bonds. 

“Oh, thank you, mistress,” Louisa moaned. “Ooh, I need this so badly. Sucking your cock, hearing about Lilith, made me so... so...” 

“Horny?”

“Yes!”

“Good,” I groaned.

I buried my face into her silky bush. Her wet strands caressed my chin and cheeks moments before my lips met her hot labia. My tongue flicked out, dancing through her folds and gathering up her spicy treat. Her back arched, her tits heaving. Hemp rasped against her flesh as she whimpered, her face contorting in delight.

“Mistress Catherine!” she gasped, her tits heaving. “Oh, Mistress Catherine, your tongue... That feels incredible.” 

“And you taste incredible,” I told her, my pussy aching. Cream dripped down my dangling shaft, working towards the sensitive crown.

My tongue licked again and again. I couldn't get enough of my slave's pussy. I didn't have to give her this pleasure. I could just fuck her, cum in her hole, but I wanted to. I wanted to make her explode. I wanted her to experience joys she never received with her husband. 

Joys only her futa-Mistress could give her.

My hands slid beneath her rump. I grasped her butt-cheeks in my hands, squeezing and kneading them. My tongue fluttered through her folds. She gasped and shuddered, her tits heaving and jiggling as she squirmed against me.

“Mistress!” she cried out. “Oh, Mistress, that's incredible... Your tongue... Your tongue is teasing me and... Yes, yes, you're in my pussy! Only my husband has touched me here and... Oh, Mistress, that's incredible.” 

Her pussy clenched down on probing tongue. I fucked it in and out of her married pussy, letting my oral appendage soak in her spicy juices. I couldn't get enough of her flavor. I had to keep feasting on her, teasing her, enjoying her.

My tongue fluttered through her folds while my hands kneaded her rump. I held her tight as she squirmed and bucked. Her butt-cheeks clenched beneath my naughty fingers. Her body quivered. She pulled on the ropes. 

The sound of hemp rasping on wood, on flesh, made my clit-dick throb. My body shook, my shaft smacking into my inner thighs. My breasts pressed into my clit as I delved my tongue deep into Louisa's cunt. I probed my Amish slave's snatch as deep as I could, fluttering around inside of her. 

She bucked to the right.

My fingers kneading her rump slipped into her butt-crack. A wicked thrill shot through me. I sodomized Ester earlier. My fingers searched through her crevasse as I kept feasting on her snatch. My tongue licked her faster and faster as I searched for my goal.

Found it.

“Mistress!” gasped my slave as my middle finger pressed on her puckered asshole. It had a slick feel to it that felt so naughty. “No, no, that's so dirty.” 

“Dirty?” I demanded, lifting my face while pressing my finger harder against her anal ring. My tip slipped in. “No?” 

Her eyes widened. “I'm so sorry, Mistress. It was wrong of me to object. You can do anything to me. Anything! Please, please, finger my asshole and... do dirty things to me!” 

“Mmm, apology accepted, slave,” I purred before thrusting my digit into her asshole.

She gasped as I sank my middle finger deep into her rectum. I felt her bowels squeeze about my digit, my futa-dick remembering the delight of plundering Ester asshole only an hour ago. I shuddered, fluttering my tongue against her clit while sodomizing her with my finger. 

She gasped and moaned, her bowels clenching down on my digit while her spicy juices flowed. Her tits heaved and her face contorted with pleasure. Her eyes squeezed shut as the bliss spilled across her features again and again.

It was such a treat to behold. It made me salivate. I licked my lips, my hunger building and building in me as I fingered her asshole. I sucked on her clit, nuzzling my mouth into her labia. I sucked on her bud. 

She cried out, “Mistress Catherine, yes! Yes! Thank you!”

Her asshole writhed about my fingers. 

Her body heaved, limbs pulling on her bonds.

Spicy juices spilled across my lips and chin.

I made her cum. I made my married slave cum so hard. She was lost to the sinful pleasures every Amish woman should deny herself. It was incredible to give her her first orgasm ever. To let her enjoy that delicious treat. Her moans sang out through the room. They gasped and echoed back and forth as she shivered and shuddered. 

“Oh, that's so good. Oh, Lord, what a sinful delight! Mistress! Mistress, yes!” 

I jammed my pointer finger into her asshole, too, stretching out her convulsing sheath. It made me shuddered. I lapped at her folds, watching her buck and heave, the pleasure spilling across her while my girl-dick grew harder and harder. 

I had to fuck her.

I had to ram my futa-cock into her and make her explode again. I had to feel her flesh convulsing about my big shaft, milking me. I wanted to pump her so full of my seed. I couldn't wait a moment longer. 

She was my slave. I would fuck her if I wanted to.

I rose, still fingering her bowels, and moved over her body. She whimpered, nodding her head, her limbs pulling at her bonds. I licked my lips as I draped myself over her. Her bowels clenched on my fingers as our tits piled together, my nipples grazing hers. 

Sparks shot down to my cunt. 

“Mistress!” she moaned.

I smiled at her, my futa-dick nuzzling into her married pussy. Louisa licked her lips moments before I kissed her. She groaned into my mouth, tasting her own cunt cream. She shuddered beneath me, her hips undulating, rubbing her futa-dick against me.

I thrust into her.

My cock sank into her married depths. I felt my fingers wiggling around in her asshole as I stretched and stretched her silky sheath about my futa-dick. She whimpered beneath me, her snatch squeezing so tight about my cock as I invaded deeper and deeper into her.

She kissed me with such passion. She squirmed beneath me, groaning and gasping. Our tongues fenced and dueled as she shuddered. I pumped my fingers in and out of her asshole as I savored filling her married cunt with my futa-dick. 

I broke our kiss and stared into her green eyes. “Mmm, you're going to cum so hard on my futa-dick, aren't you?” 

“So hard, Mistress,” Louisa breathed.

I drew back my hips, shuddering at the silky embrace of her married snatch about my cock. She stimulated me. She made me shudder. My eyes fluttered as the pleasure rippled through me. This was the same delight Lilith and Ester felt when they both fucked me.

Now I could experience it whenever I wanted. 

I thrust into her pussy. She gasped, her eyes rolling back in her head. Her hips wiggled and he snatch squeezed down on my dick. Such hot friction burned around my cock. It spurred me to fuck the married woman faster and faster. 

She gasped and moaned, tossing her head back and forth. Her blonde hair quivered in her bun adopt her head. She undulated her hips, matching my strokes. Our flesh slapped together as I fucked her harder and harder. It was such a treat to plow into her. It was such a wondrous delight to ram into her again and again. 

“Mistress!” she moaned, her bowels squeezing on my digits. “Oh, wow, Mistress, you're stirring me up. You're building me towards another orgasm.” 

“Good,” I moaned, thrusting with all my might, my ovaries growing tighter and tighter. My orgasm built in me, too. “I want you to explode. I want your married cunt milking my dick. You want my cum spurting into you!” 

“Yes!” she gasped, her holes clamping down on my fingers and cock. 

I shuddered, my clit-dick drinking in the delight. I hammered her, my fingers wiggling around in her bowels. A naughty idea popped into my mind as I plowed into her. I had to act on it. I ripped my fingers out of her asshole as I thrust deep into her, pleasure spilling through my body.

I smelled her sour musk as I brought my fingers to her mouth. Her eyes widened as I pressed them on her lips. Her anal flavor filled the air. She groaned as I shoved them into her mouth. She didn't fight. She didn't resist. 

She sucked on my fingers like they were my futa-dick. 

Her cunt clenched down hard on my shaft.

Then she came.

Her pussy spasmed about my thrusting girl-cock. She moaned about my dirty fingers then sucked so hard on them. Her eyes squeezed shut as she bucked beneath me. The ropes groaned while her cunt convulsed about my cock. 

She felt so incredible. Her hot flesh milked me. I shuddered, thrusting with all my might into her snatch. I wanted to make her cum. I wanted to make her explode. It consumed me. Every ounce of my passion drove me to fuck so hard into her snatch. My ovaries grew so tight. 

“You married slut!” I howled, pumping my fingers in and out of her mouth, the ache swelling at the tip of my dick. “You want my cum.” 

She nodded her head yes, moaning about my digits.

“Lord, yes!” I howled and buried to the hilt in her orgasming cunt.

She milked me.

My ovaries tensed.

I groaned as my cum flooded her. Intense rapture shot through my body and buried into my mind. Sparks erupted from that point. They crackled across my thoughts while my flesh quivered. My pussy spasmed. Juices gushed own my thighs. 

I kept pumping her full of my futa-seed. I filled her married pussy with my jizz. Her cunt milked me. She wrung me dry as I shuddered atop her. She kept sucking on my digits the entire time her pussy massaged my dick. 

“Oh, yes, yes, yes,” I groaned. “Ooh, you're my slave and—” 

“Hello?” a masculine voice boomed. “Catherine, are you around?” 

My heart clenched as a wave of fear washed through me. Walker, the village blacksmith and Louisa's husband, was in my dry good shop. I shuddered, his wife's pussy convulsed a final time about my futa-cock. I ripped my fingers out of her mouth. She gasped in alarm. 

“Catherine? Louisa?” he called. “Either of you around?”

Panic shot through me. I had to do something before he caught us. 

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Catherine's Futa Fun! 

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon! 
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Sneak Preview of “Eleanor's Futa Discovery”

My hands slid up his wet trousers to his bulging cock. I squeezed him, kneading him through his pants. He groaned as I groped his dick. I felt him throb through his pants. I grinned at him as he squeezed my tits. His eyes were so wide. Something wild brimmed in them.

He had no idea what was going on?

“Mmm, Amos, are you watching?” I asked.

“Yes,” he said, his voice already climbing in register, his transformation coming as he stared at my naked ass.

I shivered. In moments, I'd have two gender-swapped women to play with. My pussy clenched as I contemplated a new name for Noah...

Naomi.

I smiled and attacked the buttons of Noah's trousers. He groaned as I reached in and pushed down his underwear. I found his cock, pulling it out of his trousers. He was so small compared to my big clit-dick. My pussy clenched anyways, so eager for the treat.

I mounted him, guiding him to my hungry pussy. His rough fingers squeezed my tits as he groaned. He didn't fight me any longer. I brought the tip of his cock to my pussy, rubbing it through my brown bush, teasing my pussy lips located inside.

“Oh, Amos,” I groaned. “Or is it Amy now?”

“Getting there,” Amos said, his voice quavering, sounding so boyish, on the verge of a true girlish soprano.

“Good,” I groaned, guiding Noah's cock to the entrance to my hungry pussy.

“Amos,” gasped Noah. “You have to stop this. I... I... She's...”

“I know,” panted Amos. “Just... You'll enjoy it.”

“Yes!” I moaned and impaled myself down Noah's cock.

My pussy engulfed every inch of his dick. I shivered as my snatch swallowed him. I took him to the hilt, enjoying every inch of his flesh. He felt incredible wrapped around me. My flesh rejoiced to feel him in me. I squeezed down on him, welcoming him into me.

My pussy writhed about him. My inner walls worked, milking out that masculine energy and drawing it into me. I quivered as Noah gasped. His eyes widened. I stared at his face while my hands unbuttoned his shirt. I exposed his muscular chest. Already, the fine, blond hair adorning it vanished, melting into his skin.

“What's happening?” Noah gasped, his voice quivering.

“You're becoming a woman,” Amy said. There was no doubt my betrothed had changed, so aroused by what I was doing.

“Yes, yes,” I shuddered, shifting on Noah's cock.

As his beard melted away, my clit sprouted. I smiled as my futa-cock thrust forward. It brushed his softening stomach. My fingers grasped the swelling breasts, feeling Noah's femininity blossom just like my girl-dick. With his beard gone, his lips became plumper, his shoulders narrowing. Blonde hair spilled down his face, the gray fading, leaving behind only golden tresses.

“No, no, my cock...” gasped the burgeoning woman. “This can't be happening... No!”

“Yes,” I moaned, kneading the round breasts that filled my hands. This strong, Amish man was now a sexy, Amish woman.

My futa-dick throbbed against Naomi's sleek belly. My girl-cock's sensitive tip drank in the silk of her skin. Her face was so soft now. All the strength had vanished. I leaned down, staring at the fat, pink nipples thrusting at me. 

I sucked on it.

“I can't be a woman!” Naomi moaned as I worshiped her nipple. I sucked and nibbled on her nub. “This can't be happening.”

“Oh, it's happening,” Amy purred. My slutty bride moved up beside me, her breasts so bountiful. “Look at me.”

Then my bride-to-be joined me. Amy sucked on Naomi's other nipple. I shuddered, loving sharing this gender-swapped woman with her. It was just like Amy's step-mom all over again. Only this was hotter.

Naomi had a virgin pussy in need of popping.

If you want to read more, click here for Eleanor's Futa Discovery (Amish Bride's Futa Ecstasy 3)! 
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“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”

Check out his Amazon Author Page, follow him on twitter @NLPublications, like him on Facebook, check out his Patreon page for exclusive rewards, and visit his blog where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks. 
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