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Naughty Excerpt from “Catherine's Futa Fun”

I had everything ready for Louisa. I was so eager to use them all on her. I would have such a wicked time with her. My pussy was so eager. I needed to be filled. I almost used the new vibrator I bought, but... 

I wanted to drive my slave wild.

I couldn't control my clit any longer. It stayed hard and throbbing. It pressed against the front of my dress. It throbbed and twitched against it. My nipples were so hard and throbbing. They poked at my blouse. I kept rubbing them through the cloth, pressing the fabric against them. Tingles raced through my body. My pussy grew hotter and hotter with every moment. 

Then my door opened. I tensed, about to drift out to my shop and attend to it when I heard, “Mistress?”

My married futa-slave was here. 

“Back here,” I called. “Come, strip, and let me see that futa-dick, slut!” 

“Yes, Mistress!” Louisa moaned, her voice sounding so eager.

My fingers flew down the buttons of my dress, my eagerness swelling through me. I was just ripping open my blouse, baring my large tits, when Louisa entered. Her green eyes were glassy with lust, her cheeks flushed, stray strands of blonde hair drifted down her face, escaped from her tight bun. And best of all, her futa-dick tented the front of her skirt covered by her gray apron. 

“I'm so horny, Mistress,” she moaned as she fumbled with her buttons. “Lilith came just like you claimed. She told me I had to fuck her cock to be your futa-slave. That I had to cum on her shaft. I writhed and moaned and woke up beside my husband with a futa-dick. He had no idea I'm different. I've wanted to touch it all day. 

“But I haven't,” she moaned, such desperation in her voice. She wanted me to know that she was faithful. 

I believed her.

“Yes, you've been a good slave,” I purred. “And so you get the reward of fucking my pussy with your futa-cock today.” 

“Thank you, Mistress,” she moaned, green eyes widening. She shot her hands to the buttons of her blouse, working them open. 

I wiggled out of my dress, shuddering as my cock popped out of my skirt. It bounced before me, precum flicking out and splattering the front of her dark dress. She licked her lips as she thrust open her bodice, her soft breasts swaying, her pink nipples as hard as my dusky nubs. She wiggled her hips, working her skirt off her hips.

Her cock bounced out, jiggling right before mine. I shuddered as I stepped forward and nudged my crown into hers. Pleasure shot down my shaft to my pussy. I shivered at the caress. It felt so amazing as I rubbed against her, precum slowing between us. My twat clenched. I could just rub against her always. 

“What position are we going to use?” Louisa asked. “And should I lick your pussy first. Suck your dick?” 

“So eager,” I purred. “But I have some toys for you. Ways to prove your submission to me.”

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

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

The sound of Walker, the blacksmith of my Amish village, calling for me from my dry good's store sent a wave of fear washing through me. His wife's pussy convulsed a final time about my futa-cock as she gasped. Louisa, a short and mature Amish wife, shuddered on my bed. My bedroom was located in the back of my dry good store. The doors were open.

Walker could find us if he wandered back here.

I ripped my fingers out of Louisa's mouth, letting the woman gasp as we heard her husband's heavy footsteps moving through my store. If he found us having sex, if he discovered that I was a futa, we both would be shunned by our community. 

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

My futa-dick shrank back into a clit as I rolled off Louisa's bound body. I had the Amish wife tied to my bed, her body quivering. My futa-cum leaked out of her married pussy, white cream dribbling down to her rump and soaking into the quilt covering my bed. I stood up, my breasts shaking. I had to act. I had to do something. 

“Hello?” Walker called again.

“Walker, I'm in my bedroom, I'll be there in a moment,” I shouted, darting towards my discarded dress. I glanced at Louisa, panic spilling across her flushed face, her green eyes darting around wild. 

I put a finger to my lips. 

My slave nodded.

I grabbed my conservative dress from the floor and stepped into the skirt. I had to work fast. I pulled it up my body and slipped my arms into the sleeves. My large breasts jiggled before me as I worked to close the blouse. My fingers flew with dexterous skill as I fastened the buttons. My heart pounded. If Walker wandered past my counter and into the back of the house, he'd see his wife bound to my bed, flushed and fucked. 

She was such a submissive thing. She let me tie her up, indulging my BDSM desires I had suppressed for the last twenty years. But ever since my niece, by marriage, revealed the world of futas to me yesterday, those passions simmering in my depths had spilled out of me. And since the futa-succubus Lilith corrupted me in my dreams last night, granting my clit the ability to transform into a dick, I could indulge it. 

I found such satisfaction in dominating Louisa, and thanks to her own desires bubbling through her at the revelation of my futa-cock, she submitted. She became my married Amish slave.

Smoothing my skirt, a gray apron still pinned to the front, I marched out of the bedroom and closed the door. My body buzzed from the thrill of my orgasm. A tingle built in my pussy, already wet from my climax, as I swept into my store proper and saw Walker, our village blacksmith. He was a brawny man, the strongest in the village, with broad shoulders and a light-brown hair, his thick beard speckled with gray.  

“Catherine, blessed day,” he said when he saw me.

“Blessed day,” I said, unable to stop the smile crossing my lips. I cuckolded this strong, virile man. I fucked his wife so hard. She came on my futa-cock. She was my slut, my little Amish slave, bound up in my bedroom at this moment. “Was there anything you were looking for?” 

“My wife,” he said. “She ventured over here to buy oats for our cow and never returned.” 

“Oh, that is my fault,” I said, giving him a smile. “I roped her into a task for me, and she got all tied up in it.” My clit throbbed, wanting to grow into a futa-dick right now. “I'll make sure she gets back to your home once I'm done with her. Don't you fret.” 

“A favor?” he asked, his eyes flicking around. “Well, she is always wanting to be a good neighbor. I was just concerned. She told me she would be back right away.”

“Oh, yes, I'll send her running back to you as soon as I'm finished with her.” I gave him such a friendly smile. “She is such a good neighbor. So eager to make sure I'm happy and satiated.” 

Walker nodded. He ran a hand through his beard. “Did she pay for the oats? I can carry them back if she has.”

“Of course,” I lied. I'd get the money from Louisa after I freed her. “Feel free to take them, Walker. And is there anything else you need?” It was so hot talking to him while his wife was tied up in my bedroom. “Any new tools you need. I have this new one that I've been having fun using. I showed it to Louisa, and it impressed her greatly.” 

“Tool?” He shook his head. “No, no, I don't need anything.” 

“Perfect,” I said. An idea popped into my head. “Your wife was kind enough to invite me over to supper with your family tomorrow.” 

“Oh, that sounds wonderful,” Walker said. “Will your daughter, Annie, be joining us? I'm sure Victoria would be happy to have her friend sup with us.”

“No, no, my daughter's having supper with the young fellow she's walking out with,” I said. My daughter would probably be married to Henry in a year. “It'll just be me.” Enjoying your wife and daughter.

“Then I look forward to it,” Walker said.

My clit throbbed against my nub. “Well, it is always a pleasure to see you, Walker. Have a blessed day.”

“You, too, Catherine.”

As he walked away, my hips wiggled from side to side. My clit ached and throbbed. I wanted to go and have such wicked fun. I retreated back from the store. I licked my lips as my skirt swished about my bare ankles. I opened the door to my bedroom, staring at Louisa.

“Mmm, you're husband had no idea you were tied up in here and were my little slave,” I purred. 

“Oh, thank the Lord,” she panted, her big tits jiggling as she let out an explosive breath.

“Afraid he'll find out you're my slave?” I asked. “I'm almost offended, but I understand.” 

She swallowed. “I'm sorry, Mistress, I did enjoy it, but...”

I moved to the bed, staring at her pussy dribbling with my cum. My pearly jizz coated her bush. It was such a naughty sight to see. I almost wanted to fall down to my knees, bury my face between her thighs, and feast on my own jizz.

But I didn't. We had our fun for today. I needed to monitor my business. I had my own daughter to think about. I didn't want Annie finding out about futanari this way. I had my own idea on how to do that, something naughty. 

Something involving Louisa's daughter, Victoria. 

“Let's get you back to your husband before he gets more worried about his naughty wife,” I said, my hands going to the hemp ropes that tied her to my bed post. I worked the knots. “Tonight, Lilith is going to visit you in your dreams, and you're going to let her corrupt you.” 

Louisa swallowed.

“Yes, yes, you're going to become a futa, too,” I purred. “You're going to have a clit that swells into a big futa-dick. Isn't that just delicious?” 

“Yes,” she moaned.

“You're going to be my little futa-slave,” I said, a big smile on my lips. “When you wake up tomorrow, you're going to have a clit that wants to be naughty, but you're not allowed to do anything with it. No masturbating with it. No seducing any other women and enjoying it.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” she whimpered, such a submissive thing.

“You'll come over here at noon,” I said. That should be late enough. The mail always comes before then. I hoped this would work. “And you are having me over for dinner tomorrow night. I'm going to play with you underneath your husband's nose.”

Her green eyes widened.

I smiled at her, waiting for her to object to my plans. She didn't.

I untied her wrist. “Good. And don't clean out my cum. I want you to feel that in you all day, dripping out of you, reminding you that you're my whore.” I pinched her nipple. She gasped. “Understand, slut.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” she moaned, her voice so throaty.

I had such power over her. I just smiled at it. It made me buzz with delight. I finished untying her, my pussy so juicy. I rubbed my thighs together, my hips wiggling from side to side as I worked. In a few minutes, I had my slave untied, her wrists and ankles were covered by red marks that would be hidden by her dress.

But I would know they were there. 

I stole a final kiss from her before I smacked her rump and sent her back to her husband with my futa-cum dripping out of her. I buzzed as I returned to my dry goods store. I sat down at the stool at my counter and woke up my computer. It wasn't a new one, at least ten years old, that I bought at a thrift store. I used it to manage my online store, so many English (what we called non-Amish people) enjoyed buying Amish products. I also need to use it to take credit cards. 

I normally didn't browse the internet. It wasn't the place for it in my life. I used it only for my business. Amish didn't reject technology because we hated it but because of how it tempted people into sin and kept them from focusing on pleasing the Lord. 

My fingers typed. I shivered. Sometimes... my BDSM desires would swell in me. I would be tempted to get on the computer and search for... information. Pictures. A few times I came close, late at night, unable to sleep.

I went this time. I wanted to buy things. Things I saw in that magazine twenty years ago. I squirmed on my stool. My clit swelled harder and harder and harder. It was such a delicious sight to witness. So many things that had my eyes opened wide.

I added naughty things to the cart. Things I couldn't wait to use on Louisa tomorrow.

My pussy was dripping wet, soaking into my skirt. My clit thrust up into my skirt and pulsed and throbbed. I licked my lips. My heart pounded. I wanted to bring Louisa over right away and use her. I went to checkout, selected next day delivery.

I purchased such sinful objects that didn't belong at all in our Amish community. And that made me so horny.

*   *   *

I woke up the next day excited. I would have so much naughty fun. My niece, Ester, showed up. I enjoyed “punishing” her again for corrupting me with her futa-sin. She cried out so loudly as I spanked her and sodomized her cute rump. I sent her back to my brother-in-law's farm with my seed leaking out of her eighteen-year-old asshole.

It helped to take the edge off as I awaited the mailman. I stocked my shelves, had some interactions with farmers buying supplies. My clit ached and tingled beneath my dress. It made me feel so naughty knowing that I was just this wanton futa hiding beneath the exterior of a prim and proper widow.

And then the mailman came. He strode in wearing his blue slacks and shirt, a big smile on his thick lips. He was English, of course, his hair cut short, his cheeks shaved smooth despite the wedding ring on his finger. He had a lanky build.

“Catherine,” he said, speaking English.

I shifted over from the normal Amish German, what the English called Pennsylvania Dutch, I spoke to his language and said, “Hector, blessed day.”

“Blessed day,” he said. “Got a strange box here for you. Not one of your usual deliveries.”

“Special delivery for someone,” I said. “Thank you.”

“Of course,” he said, placing the nondescript, cardboard box on my counter. Such greedy lust shot through me I signed his computer tablet with the stylus, hating how terrible my signature looked. It lacked the elegance of my penmanship. “Enjoy your day.”

“You as well,” I said. “The Lord watch over you and keep you safe.”

He gave me an affable smile before he walked out.

I was about to rip into the box when my daughter, Annie, appeared. She swept through the shelves, her light-brown hair gathered in a thick braid. She had my build and stature, blossoming into a beautiful, young woman. She deserved such a treat. I would arrange it for her.

“What is that, Mamm?” she asked me, noting the box. She called me “Mamm,” the Amish word for mother.

“Oh, just a box for... Iris,” I said, pulling Ester's step-mother out of names. I placed it beneath the counter. “And what are you about today? Something productive?”

“I'm helping Henry's mother with making jerky,” she said.

“You are spending a lot of time over there,” I said.

Color blushed her cheeks, so virginal and innocent. She needed a futa-lover to show her the truth of her body. I would make sure my daughter had that experience in a few days. “I suppose I am, Mamm. Is it a problem? Did you need my help around the store?”

“No, no, enjoy yourself, Annie,” I told her, favoring her a smile. “And you're still staying for supper?”

She nodded her head.

“Then Lord bless your day. I have much work to do.” My Amish slave would be here soon. And if Annie was around...

She gave me a smile then said, “May your day be blessed, too, Mamm.”

She swept out of the room, her shoes thudding on the wooden floors. The moment the door closed, I grabbed the box and placed it back on the counter. I opened it and groaned at the sights in there. All these naughty toys in their perverted packaging, the images on them full of naked women using the things in such naughty ways. I would have so much fun with Louisa when she arrived.

She should be here soon.

I took the box to my bedroom. I opened the packaging, taking out each toy, inspecting them. My clit ached and throbbed with each one I examined. I pictured using them on Louisa, and other naughty slaves. I would have my own harem of submissive women. Ester was coming along nicely. My niece by marriage was such a treat.

I couldn't wait to use the riding crop I bought on her. It looked so thin and made such a wicked, whipping sound when I swished it in the air.

I had everything ready for Louisa. I was so eager to use them all on her. I would have such a wicked time with her. My pussy was so eager. I needed to be filled. I almost used the new vibrator I bought, but... 

I wanted to drive my slave wild.

I couldn't control my clit any longer. It stayed hard and throbbing. It pressed against the front of my dress. It throbbed and twitched against it. My nipples were so hard and throbbing. They poked at my blouse. I kept rubbing them through the cloth, pressing the fabric against them. Tingles raced through my body. My pussy grew hotter and hotter with every moment. 

Then my door opened. I tensed, about to drift out to my shop and attend to it when I heard, “Mistress?”

My married futa-slave was here. 

“Back here,” I called. “Come, strip, and let me see that futa-dick, slut!” 

“Yes, Mistress!” Louisa moaned, her voice sounding so eager.

My fingers flew down the buttons of my dress, my eagerness swelling through me. I was just ripping open my blouse, baring my large tits, when Louisa entered. Her green eyes were glassy with lust, her cheeks flushed, stray strands of blonde hair drifted down her face, escaped from her tight bun. And best of all, her futa-dick tented the front of her skirt covered by her gray apron. 

“I'm so horny, Mistress,” she moaned as she fumbled with her buttons. “Lilith came just like you claimed. She told me I had to fuck her cock to be your futa-slave. That I had to cum on her shaft. I writhed and moaned and woke up beside my husband with a futa-dick. He had no idea I'm different. I've wanted to touch it all day. 

“But I haven't,” she moaned, such desperation in her voice. She wanted me to know that she was faithful. 

I believed her.

“Yes, you've been a good slave,” I purred. “And so you get the reward of fucking my pussy with your futa-cock today.” 

“Thank you, Mistress,” she moaned, green eyes widening. She shot her hands to the buttons of her blouse, working them open. 

I wiggled out of my dress, shuddering as my cock popped out of my skirt. It bounced before me, precum flicking out and splattering the front of her dark dress. She licked her lips as she thrust open her bodice, her soft breasts swaying, her pink nipples as hard as my dusky nubs. She wiggled her hips, working her skirt off her hips.

Her cock bounced out, jiggling right before mine. I shuddered as I stepped forward and nudged my crown into hers. Pleasure shot down my shaft to my pussy. I shivered at the caress. It felt so amazing as I rubbed against her, precum slowing between us. My twat clenched. I could just rub against her always. 

“What position are we going to use?” Louisa asked. “And should I lick your pussy first. Suck your dick?” 

“So eager,” I purred. “But I have some toys for you. Ways to prove your submission to me.” 

“Of course, Mistress, I...” Her eyes widened as she noticed the naughty objects on my bed. They were all so shiny, made of materials not normally found in the Amish community. They all had the look of mass-produced objects, lacking the charm of handmade objects. But their naughty purpose more than made of for them. “Where did you get these?” 

“The filthy internet,” I purred, picking up the hot-pink cone. “Do you know what this is?” 

She stared at the cone that I gripped by a knob at the base. Her forehead furrowed. “No, Mistress.”

I smiled as I brought the tip to her futa-cock, rubbing it against her pink, spongy crown. Her precum glistened on the cone, coating the vinyl rubber. She whimpered as I stroked her, lubing it with her copious liquid flowing from her dick. She licked her lips as I worked it. 

“This... is a butt plug,” I told her. I smiled. “Doesn't that sound naughty?”

She let out a groan.

“Do you know where I'm going to put this, futa-slut?” 

She nodded her head.

“Such a wanton slattern,” I moaned. “You're eager for it. Your dick is twitching. And... I can see your pussy juices dripping down your thighs. Bend over the bed and spread your butt-cheeks.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” she moaned as she darted for my bed.

The married futa bent over it, her hard cock nudging into my wooden footboard, her pussy peeking pink through her sodden, blonde curls. I shuddered, my clit-dick throbbing as she parted her butt-cheeks, exposing her puckered asshole, this little, brown ring. It was so naughty what we were doing. If any of our neighbors witnessed us, they would faint at our perversity.

Her husband would be shocked.

I brought the butt plug to her rectum. I pressed the tip against it. She groaned as I twisted the cone back and forth, drilling it into her asshole. It was so naughty the way her anal ring stretched and stretched and stretched to swallow it. I leaned over, my tits swaying, as I studied this naughty sight. It made my own asshole clench in envy. 

“Mistress!” Louisa groaned. “Oh, Mistress, that feels so strange. Ooh, it makes my futa-dick twitch and my pussy clench.” 

“Mmm, I bet it does,” I groaned, pressing the butt plug deeper and deeper into her. I watched her rectum swallow more and more of its increasing girth.

And then it popped into her, the round, pink knot resting outside her asshole, her sphincter squeezed tight about the narrow handle. I shuddered at the sight. It was worth the money I spent on these toys.

“And you see those other naughty delights,” I purred, knowing her face was inches from them. “I'm going to use them all on you.” 

“All?” she groaned and quivered. “I... I don't even know what some of them are. One looks like a... a...” 

“Cock?” I asked, reaching past her to snag the silver, phallic object with the black, rubbery base you could twist. “Surely you heard of dildos while you were out in the world. I know Jodie had a few.” When we were girls, Louisa, Jodie, and I ran around the world together, upholding the Amish tradition of leaving our community to live among the English for a wild. Jodie was lost, becoming a complete slut, screwing every guy she could. She ended up pregnant and sent to Ohio by her family. 

“Oh,” Louisa said. “I... I should have realized it.”

“And this is a special type of dildo,” I said and twisted the base.

It hummed to life.

Louisa looked over her shoulder, green eyes fixing on the buzzing toy. It vibrated in my grip, the edges fuzzing, looking blurry. I shuddered, my pussy clenching. It made such a wicked sound. I brought the toy to the tip of my dick—

“Oh, Lord, that's naughty!” I gasped as the buzzing massaged my girl-dick. Pleasure shot down it. My pussy clenched. My breasts jiggled as my entire body shook. I whimpered as I circled the toy around my sensitive crown. “You're going to love this in your cunt.” 

“My cunt, Mi—”

Her words cut off as I jammed the vibrator into her pussy. Her labia swallowed the buzzing toy. Her back arched. A loud moan burst from her mouth. Her hands squeezed the quilt as her rump clenched tight, hiding her butt plug nestled between her asscheeks.

“Oh, Lord, Mistress,” she gasped. “Oh, my Lord, that's... that's... I can't describe it. It's incredible. It's teasing my cunt, Mistress! It's buzzing inside of me. I want to cum already!” 

“Mmm, we can't have that,” I purred, reaching past her for the next object, the leather-cuffed manacles. “Hands behind your back. I can't have you touching yourself.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” she moaned, her hips wiggling, the muffled humming of the vibrator churning up her cunt.

I almost wished I kept that for myself. But soon she'd have her girl-dick in me, fucking me so hard.

Her hands shot behind her back. I shivered as I wrapped the leather cuffs around her wrists, still red from her rope bondage yesterday. I cinched both cuffs tight, rattling the heavy chain connecting them. The cuffs were so worth the money I spent on them. She looked so cute squirming bent over my bed, fingers flexing, hands trapped behind her back. 

I shoved the vibrator deeper into her pussy, making her gasp and moan. She shuddered on my bed, rubbing her tits into the quilt. Juices dripped down her thighs and her futa-cock. It throbbed and pulsed as she quivered, coming closer and closer to cumming.

I couldn't have that.

I grabbed her by the neck and pulled her up to her feet. She shivered, the short, curvy woman's tits and futa-dick bobbing and swaying before her. Precum dribbled from the tip of her cock. A flood of juices. Her nipples were so hard. 

I leaned over and licked one, just a graze with my tongue. But it made her suck in her breath and shiver. She squeezed her eyes shut, hips wiggling from side to side. The buzzing noise of the vibrator bled through her flesh, echoing through my room.

“Oh, Mistress, I'm going to cum before I even get in your pussy!” 

“No, you're not,” I told her, grabbing the tight band. “Not when I have this.” 

She gazed at the pink band stretched wide between my fingers and thumb. I brought it to her cock and slipped it over it. Her brow furrowed. Then she gasped as I let it snap about the base of her clit-dick, biting into her flesh. Her shaft grew redder, the tip somehow more swollen. 

“It's to keep you from cumming,” I told her, giving her a grin. “Mmm, you only get to orgasm when I allow it, slave.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” she moaned, her body trembling.

My own clit-dick was so hard.

“Now I just have one more toy to show you,” I purred. “Well, it's two toys, but they're exactly the same.” 

I didn't have those set out on the bed. I wanted them to be a surprise. I fished them out of the box. They were small enough to be held hidden in the palms of my hand. She stared at me, eyes glassy as the vibrator buzzed in her, pussy juices dripping off the black, rubbery base of the toy buried in her cunt. I stretched out on my bed, spread my legs, my pussy so hot and wet, my futa-dick throbbing as it thrust over my belly, pointed up at my large tits.

“Mmm, come slide into me,” I groaned. “Ram that big futa-dick it to me, slave.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Louisa moaned.

My slave climbed onto my bed, her shoulders shifting. She moved awkwardly with her arms behind her back. Her cock swished and swayed from side to side before her as she moved. No more precum flowed, the crown almost a dark purple now. She whimpered as she settled between my thighs and leaned over me, letting the fat tip nuzzle into my pussy. 

I smiled at her as her face twisted into concentration. Despite the pleasure assaulting her body, she had to focus on getting her dick in me. The crown of her cock slipped up and down my pussy lips, nudging the base of my clit-dick, caressing my sensitive labia.

“Mistress,” she groaned, frustration crossing her face. “I need my hands.” 

“No, you don't,” I told her, loving the look on her face, the way she trembled. “You will ram your dick into my pussy, or I will spank you so hard you won't be able to sit for a week.”

She yelped, shifted her hips. Her eyes widened as the tip of her dick nuzzled into the opening of my cunt. With a hard thrust, she rammed her thick shaft forward. It was my turn to groan in delight as her huge futa-dick slid into my pussy. She stretched me open. I moaned and whimpered. My body shuddered as more and more of her girl-dick slid into my snatch. 

“Mistress,” she whimpered as I squeezed my pussy down around her futa-dick. Her large, soft tits swayed above me. “Oh, mistress, this is incredible. You're so hot and juicy around me. Oh, Mistress, yes!” 

“And you can't cum at all in me,” I grinned as I wrapped my thighs about her waist, holding her buried in me. My pussy clenched about her big dick, reveling the feel of her buried in me. My cunt savored the girth. She stretched me to my wondrous limits. I wanted her to fuck me. 

To make me cum.

“Now before you get to fuck me, we need one more thing to torment you,” I purred. “You can ask me to stop at any moment, but then you won't get to please me. You won't get to be my slave.” 

Her eyes widened. “But I am your slave! Your wanton, horny futa-slave, Mistress.” 

I smiled at her, loving the feel of her girl-dick twitching in my pussy. It made my own futa-cock throb. It swayed as it thrust over my belly, hovering an inch above my flesh, so hard it stayed upright against gravity. My tip dripped precum. It ran down my shaft and dripped onto my belly right below my ribs.  

“Good,” I purred, opening my hands to show off the small clamps I held. “These are for your nipples.” 

I squeezed one to open its padded jaws. My futa-slave's eyes widened. Her entire body shuddered as I brought it to her fat, pink nub. She bit her lower lip. Fear crossed her flushed face. I held the clamp open around her nipple. All I had to do was let the jaws snap shut. 

“You can say the word,” I purred. “Just tell me to stop. You can pull your dick out of me and find some other futa to dominate your married cunt.” 

The vibrator's buzzing hummed through the room, louder than her breath. She shook her head after a moment. “No, no, clamp my nipple and—” 

I didn't let her finish. I released the clamp.

It bit into her pink nub. It compressed it. Her back arched. Her tits jiggled and bounced, waving the metallic clamp before her. She gasped and shuddered. Pain crossed her face. Her hips shifted around, stirring her girl-dick in me. Her eyes widened as something resembling awe appeared in her eyes.

“Mmm, you like that, don't you, you naughty married slut?” I purred. “Just a wanton hussy, aren't you?”

“I... I do like it, Mistress,” she whimpered, her voice so tight. “It hurt so badly. But... but... it mixes with the pleasure buzzing in my pussy. It... enhances it.”

I smiled and clamped her other nipple. She sucked in a breath against her pain then let out a moan of naughty pleasure. Her hips shifted more, her breasts jiggling. She squirmed her shoulders, her manacle chain rattling behind her. 

“Now you can fuck me,” I groaned, my pussy so hot, my dick so swollen. “Fuck me and make me cum!” 

“Yes, Mistress!” she moaned, the futa-wife so eager to please me.

I shuddered as she drew back her hips, her thick dick sliding through my folds. Louisa whimpered as she used her girl-cock for the first time. She slammed into me, gasping, drowning out the vibrator humming away in her cunt. She buried to the hilt in me.

Pleasure washed through my body.

My hands grasped her hips as she pumped away at me. My futa-dick twitched and throbbed above my belly every time she plowed into my snatch. She rammed that futa-dick into me hard and fast, the silky friction teasing me, building the heat in my cunt, swelling the pressure in my ovaries. 

Her face twisted, growing redder and redder. She looked at one moment rapturous, the next full of pain, then frustration. She groaned and gasped and grunted, denied her own orgasm as she pounded my cunt so hard, driving me towards mine. Her big tits bounced and swayed above me, the nipple clamps flashing in the sunlight drifting through a gap in my closed curtains.

“Oh, Mistress, yes!” she moaned as she plowed her girl-dick into me. “Ooh, your pussy feels so good about my futa-cock. Ooh, I wish I could cum!” 

“You will,” I panted, my hips undulating, meeting her thrusts, stirring her futa-dick around inside my juicy cunt. “After you please me. After you make me cum!”

“Yes, Mistress!” Louisa screamed out.

My slave fucked me as hard as she could.

She pounded me with her futa-dick. Her tits heaved and bounced above me as she fucked me with all her might. Her gasps and moans mixed with my own groans and whimpers, the buzzing vibrator accompanying the slap of flesh and the heave of her big boots.

My hands reached from her waist to her rump. I brushed her fingers flexing in her cuffs on my way to grab her flexing butt-cheeks. I squeezed and kneaded them, pulling her hard, driving her girl-dick into me. 

She whimpered and moaned. Her face contorted as my orgasm built and built in me. She drove her futa-dick in me hard and fast. Her passion echoed through my bedroom. Her face contorted, constricted.

“Please, please cum, Mistress!” she whined. “This is torture. I need to explode so badly. Your pussy is so hot! So tight! It feels incredible about my futa-dick while the vibrator... Oh, Lord, the vibrator assaults my cunt, Mistress!” 

“Good!” I moaned, my pussy clenching down on her, increasing the friction. “Just keep fucking me!”

My fingers dug into her rump, pulling hard as my body trembled. The ache at the tip of my girl-dick swelled and swelled. The pressure built. I needed my release. I didn't have to fight it like she did. I could enjoy it. I gazed at my slave's face twisted in a mix of rapture and frustration, watching her battle against her need to explode. 

Witnessing the beauty of her submission to my desires.

She slammed her girl-dick into my cunt.

My futa-dick twitched. My pussy clenched down on her girth. The silky friction became ecstasy. It shot through my body. My ovaries drank it in. I gasped and bucked. My snatch convulsed about her withdrawing girl-dick. My jizz erupted from my own shaft. 

My orgasm exploded in me. 

Rapture assaulted my mind as my hot girl-cum splattered my large tits. My pearly spunk painted my heaving mounds as I bucked in ecstasy. Stars burst across my eyes. My pussy went wild about my slave's cock. 

“Mistress, yes!” Louisa gasped, her futa-dick ramming back to the hilt in my convulsing snatch.

My cunt writhed about her dick, trying to milk cum out of her. I shuddered as I stared up at my wanton slave. The naughty slattern's face twisted. She whimpered, biting her lip as my cunt spasmed about her shaft, giving her more pleasure. It was so delightful to witness.  

Her submission was beautiful.

“Oh, my naughty slave, yes!” I gasped as my orgasm peaked. My futa-cock spurted a final blast of cum that splattered my belly and torso, a line leading up to my jizz-drenched breasts. “Ooh, yes, yes, yes, now you can lick me clean.” 

“I... I can't cum, Mistress?” she asked, her lower lip trembling.

“Not yet, whore.” I smiled at her. “You made me all messy with my futa-cum. Lick it up.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

I groaned as she pulled her futa-cock out of me. Her swollen shaft emerged dripping. The vibrator hummed away, still buried in her cunt. Juices drenched her thighs, some from my cream rushing out of my snatch, but more from her own pussy. Her tits, nipples clamped, leaned down. She whimpered as her tongue found that line leading up to my tits.

Her pink tongue lapped up the spunk. I shuddered, loving it climbing up my flesh. It was such a wicked treat to enjoy. I squirmed and bit my lower lip. Her tongue climbed higher and higher, licking, nuzzling, cleaning up all the spunk adorning my tits.

She bathed my breasts, her green eyes so glassy with lust. Her tongue flicked out over and over again, scooping up my pearly jizz. I loved the wet feel of her warm tongue dragging across my large mounds, making them quiver. 

She licked my nipple. Engulfed it. She sucked so hard on it, cleaning off my jizz. My pussy clenched and my clit-dick twitched from the pleasure coursing through my body. I whimpered my head tossing from side to side.

“Ooh, that's good,” I moaned. “Mmm, you are just a naughty thing, aren't you?” 

“Uh-huh,” she purred. Her tongue flicked out again. “Ooh, yes, yes, you have such yummy cum for me to play with.”

“Enjoy it all,” I moaned as she licked again, gathering more of that salty spunk.

I shuddered as her tongue licked and lapped at my breasts, gathering more and more. Her breasts dragged across my stomach, nipples clamped. It felt so wicked. It made me so hard. I couldn't wait to fuck her. 

I needed to fuck my married futa-slave. To cuckold her utterly. While her husband labored in his forge, his wife pleased me. She sucked my futa-cum off my nipples. She submitted to my naughty, sinful desires. 

She was such a wicked Amish wife.

“Enough,” I groaned. “It's your turn to be fucked. To cum.” 

“Oh, thank you, Mistress!” she whimpered, lifting her flushed face, jizz smeared over her lips. “What position do you want me in?”

“Kneeling,” I groaned. “I'm going to fuck your asshole. You think that butt plug feels naughty in your bowels, wait until I'm sodomizing your tight rectum!” 

Her eyes lit up. “Yes, Mistress!”

She moved on the bed, shuffling around on her knees, futa-dick and big tits heaving. She knelt between my thighs thrusting her rump at me. Her pussy squeezed around the silvery vibrator, the butt plug's hot pink knob peeking out between her asscheeks. So much pussy juices flooded down her thighs. I could smell her delicious, spicy musk adorning the air. 

I licked my lips as I rose, her futa-dick swaying swollen between her thighs. The poor thing looked so ripe, so in need of relief. I grasped the pink band choking off her orgasm. I dug my fingers between her flesh and the rubber, stretching it wider so I could take it off her. 

“Oh, thank you, Mistress,” she groaned in relief, a flood of precum pouring from the tip, dripping down onto my quilt. 

“You may cum as much as you like,” I purred, dropping the band on my bed. Then I grasped the butt plug knob. “You've earned it. You were such a good slave.”

I ripped the butt plug out of her.

She screamed out in bliss as her asshole gaped open for a moment. I stared into her pink depths, my dick so hard. I moved into position as her rectum sealed shut. I brought my futa-dick to her puckered opening, pressing against it while she quivered.

With a hard thrust, I buried to the hilt into my Amish slave's asshole. 

Her rectum engulfed me in velvety pleasure. I groaned as I slid into the tight grip of her asshole. She whimpered, her entire body shuddering. Her asshole clenched down so hard on my futa-dick as I buried into her, increasing the friction burning around my futa-dick.

“Mistress!” she screamed.

Before I could even pull my dick back to start fucking her asshole, her bowels writhed about my dick. She moaned and gasped, her body shaking. I realized she was cumming already. My hand shot beneath her, grasping her futa-dick, feeling the cum pulsing out of her shaft. 

I groaned, loving the feel of her bowels convulsing about my futa-dick. I readied myself for the bliss, stroking her erupting dick while I drew back through her writhing flesh. Her moans and gasps filled the air as I rammed back into her. 

“Mistress! Mistress! Yes!”

Her dick kept pulsing in my stroking hand. Her orgasm kept surging through her as I fucked her. I groaned, loving velvety bowels spasming around my futa-dick. I felt the buzzing of the vibrator filling her pussy. It teased my cock through her flesh. Her manacles rattled as her hands pulled at them, fingers flexing. 

“Ooh, you are cumming hard, slut!” I groaned, thrusting into her writhing bowels.  

“It's so good, Mistress!” she moaned. “I'm cumming with my futa-dick! It's so intense! It feels so different than my pussy! I feel them both!” 

“Uh-huh,” I grunted, savoring the joy of plowing into her asshole. My own futa-dick built and built the pleasure as I sodomized her. “Just enjoy it. You've earned it.”

“Thank you, Mistress!” she howled.

Her orgasm never stopped. Her futa-dick kept squirting, kept erupting. It was like she had denied herself so many orgasm while fucking my pussy, teased by her butt plug and vibrator that now she couldn't stop climaxing. 

Her bowels massaged my futa-dick as I rammed into her over and over again. My tits bounced and heaved before me as I slammed my girl-cock into the depths of her rectum. I savored her velvety sheath spasming and convulsing, milking my girl-dick.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter.

Juices ran down my thighs as I fucked her.

My ovaries swelled beneath the pressure.

I fisted her futa-dick so hard, so fast. I loved the way it kept erupting. She must be drenching my quilt, soaking it in her futa-seed. The salty scent rose in the air. It mixed with the spicy musk of her pussy, such a sweet perfume.

I plowed her so hard. My cock drank in the buzzing of the vibrator turning her pussy into froth. Her moans grew louder and louder. She lost all her words, gasping in incoherent bliss. I loved it. I gave my slave this pleasure. 

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes, your pleasure is all mine!” I groaned. “Slave, every pulse of bliss you feel is a gift from me.” 

“Yes, Mistress!” she howled, bucking and shuddering, her back arching. Her hands, cuffed behind her back, danced before me. “Cum in me, Mistress!”

My futa-dick ached and throbbed. That need to erupt built and built at the tip of my girl-dick. I had to spill into her. I thrust so hard into her. Every plunge warmed my cunt. It grew hotter and hotter. My sensitive crown drank in her velvety friction. 

I released her erupting cock to grasp her hips. Holding on for leverage, I fucked her asshole as I hard as I could. I rammed my futa-dick over and over into her rectum. I thrust hard, drinking in the pleasure, my body quivering.

I moaned.

My tits heaved.

My crotch smacked into her rump.

Her asshole squeezed and convulsed so wonderfully about my futa-dick. 

“My slave!” I groaned. “My wanton futa-slut!”

“I am, Mistress!” she screamed.

I buried into her. It was too much. I couldn't hold back.

My futa-cum spurted into her asshole.

Moaning, I collapsed over her. I rubbed my big tits into her back as the pleasure surged out of me. I pumped my jizz over and over into her bowels. She whimpered and shuddered, her bound hands rubbing into my belly, fingers flexing. 

“Yes, yes, yes, Mistress, cum in my asshole!” she moaned.

Her writhing asshole milked my cock. The vibrator humming away in your cunt intensified my orgasm I shuddered atop her, my jizz boiling out of me in such powerful spurts. I groaned, my eyes rolled back in my head. 

My pleasure peaked in me. It carried me to such heights of rapture. Stars celebrated my pleasure as they danced across my vision. I held my slave tight, my hand ripping her vibrator out of her cunt, giving her relief.

We rolled onto our sides. Her asshole spasmed about my girl-dick. She milked out the last of my cum as I held her. I rubbed my tits into her back as we both came down from our orgasmic bliss together. It was so wonderful to feel her trembling in my embrace, to spoon my slave. 

“Mmm, tonight's supper is going to be wild,” I purred. “I'm going to make your daughter into a futa-slave, too.” 

Louisa whimpered and moaned, “Yes, Mistress. I... I can't wait to serve you beneath my husband's nose.” 

I smiled. We would have so much fun cuckolding him. And I would have so much fun with young Victoria. The same age as Ester. I couldn't wait for tonight.

To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “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?”

If you want to read more, click here for Catherine's Futa Freedom (Amish MILF's Futa Domination 1)! 
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