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Naughty Excerpt from “Eleanor's Futa Desire”

Ecstasy rushed through my body. They danced through my thoughts. My legs twitched and shuddered. I groaned through clenched teeth. My cunt spasmed hard around my fingers, milking them like they were a futa-cock. 

My pleasure peaked. Then I collapsed back onto the pillow. My head lolled from side to side. I whimpered, drawing in such deep breaths. A delicious shudder rippled through me as my pleasure transformed into exhaustion.

I let out a final sigh and sank into sleep. Into dreams.

“Mmm, you are just something delicious,” a voice purred, drawing me out of my normal dreams into something different. 

I blinked. “I am?” I asked, looking around, trying to get my bearings. I was in my bedroom. A naked, black-haired woman stood at my doorway. “Who are you?” 

“Lilith the futa-succubus,” she said, her voice sultry and smooth, like the sweetest honey. Her large breasts had a bounce to them, an unnatural jiggle. Her red lips were crimson. They pursed, my nipples tingling, imagining them on my body. She had a sway to her hips, her legs long and lithe. My eyes widened. She had no hair between her thighs. “And you, my lovely Eleanor, have opened up something new here. It makes me so hard.” 

I gasped as her clit, a little bud peeking out of her pink pussy lips, erupted before her. It blossomed into an amazing girl-dick. It pulsed and swelled, growing bigger and bigger. I sat up, my cum-filled pussy clenching. My thighs rubbed together, my small tits jiggling. My heart thudded in my chest. 

“You're a futa.” 

“The futa,” Lilith purred. “Mmm, this game I started with Beth is just so... delicious. I hadn't anticipated gender-swapping, but you... You've become that doorway for it, Eleanor.” 

“Gender... swapping?” I asked as she approached my bed, the bounce of her girl-dick drawing my gaze back down to that fleshy shaft thrusting towards me. Its tip was pink and swollen, a bead of precum forming at the slit. 

It was hard to care about those words with that dick right there. I just wanted to worship it. I wanted to suck on it. I wanted to feel her jizz spurting into my mouth. I would guzzle it all down and then let her fuck me. 

“Mmm, yes, you are going to be such a wicked, Amish bride,” she said as she knelt onto the foot of my bed, her large tits jiggling. “Through you, we're going to change your community even more than Beth. What Penelope did today... Well, it's transformed you.” 

“Transformed... me?” I didn't understand. Then I gasped as her fiery fingers stroked my right calf. She pressed my thighs apart, her eyes landing on my cum-stained bush. “What do you mean?” 

“You have futa-cum and a man's cum in you. You touched a man with my power brimming in Penelope's seed. It's forged a conduit not just to you, but to him and...” She smiled. “Well, he will have quite a wild time as a she. And that's good news for you.” 

A shiver raced up my thighs as she stroked up my leg, reaching towards my knees. My toes curled as I groaned, “Are you going to make me a futa like Penelope?” I asked. “And what does Beth have to do with this. Is she a futa, too?” 

A smile crossed her lips. “Oh, yes, she is. So are others. It's spreading. But you won't be like them. You'll only get your futa-cock around those you change.” 

“Change?” I asked, her head leaning down her black hair caressing my thighs. “I don't understand.”

“You will,” she said. “Mmm, with that sexy Amy, you'll have a good time.”

“Amy? Who's... that?” The last word burst out of my mouth as this seductive creature nuzzled into my bush. Her tongue fluttered through my pubic hair. She lapped up the salty treat, her lips and tongue brushing my pussy as she cleaned me. “Oh, wow, that's... that's nice. Ooh, yes, yes, clean up all that lovely futa-cum.” 

“Mmm, so lovely,” the futa-succubus purred, her eyes staring up at me.

Scarlet eyes.

I gasped, realizing she was a futa-demon. I should be praying to the Lord. I should be a faithful, Amish girl, but... I didn't want to be. I wanted to be naughty. I wanted to enjoy having a futa-cock and fucking this Amy. Whoever she was. I didn't fight Lilith. I let her lick and nuzzle through my bush, my pussy and clit drinking in the incidental contact.

She nuzzled deeper into my bush. Her tongue fluttered through my folds now, following the cum to its source: deep inside my naughty cunt. I squirmed on my bed as pleasure fluttered through me. Her tongue felt incredible. She knew just where to lick. Where to nuzzle. 

“Oh, Lilith, yes,” I groaned. My hips wiggled from side to side. My bush caressed her face. She had her nose pressed into it as her tongue probed into my cunt. Her tongue fluttered through my sheath, teasing me. She gathered the cum. “Oh, that's nice.” 

“It's more than nice,” Lilith purred. “It's fucking delicious. You're just a naughty slut, aren't you? A wanton Amish bride eager to create so many women to love with your futa-dick.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Eleanor's Futa Desires

I stumbled from Penelope and Paul's farmhouse in a daze, my pussy—a word I never would have used before today—dripping with both their cum running out of me. Both. Penelope was a woman. And she had a cock. Her clitoris became a cock. 

A futa-cock.

That word rolled through my head as my shoes thudded on the hard-packed by dirt lane to the road. I was a good Amish girl on the verge of getting married and just surrendered my purity to a woman. To a futanari. 

I couldn't help myself. Penelope was just so attractive. I came over to be measured for my wedding dress she was making for my upcoming nuptials to Amos. She stripped me naked and ran her cloth tape measure around my body. Her presence inflamed my ardor until... I did such naughty things with her. I did things no good Amish bride should.

I fornicated with a woman and her cock. Then when her husband Paul caught us, I sucked her girl-dick while he fucked my pussy. The salty flavor of her cum still lingered in my mouth. My tongue ran across the roof of my mouth as more and more jizz leaked down my thighs with every step. 

I wanted to return to Penelope. To let her take me again and again. I loved Amos, I was looking forward to our impending wedding and being his bride, and yet... I wasn't pure any longer. I yearned for carnal knowledge with another. 

My hands rubbed at the gray apron pinned to the dark fabric of my dress. On the outside, I wore the garb of a modest Amish girl. My light-brown hair fell in a thick braid down the back of my dress. My skirt, falling down to my ankles, rustled with every step. I adjusted the prayer cap I wore on my head.  

A buggy passed me as I reached the road, the hooves clopping on the asphalt. I nodded my head to Walker, our village's blacksmith, and his wife, Louisa. I muttered, “Blessed day,” as they drove by me. Could they tell I was a futa's whore today? 

I threw a look over my shoulder at the buggy, the fluorescent-orange triangle on the back at odds with the black exterior. The English—non-Amish folks—required our buggies have those triangles on the back for safety reasons so their cars cold be warned not to run into us. 

I kept walking down the road, passing the fields of the other Amish farmers of our district. I felt aimless. Not sure where I was going. My thoughts were a tumultuous affair. What did this mean for me? Was I worthy enough to marry Amos now that I had cheated on him with Penelope and Paul? 

Especially since I knew I would let Penelope use me like her bridal-slut again and again. I would be her whore. She could stick her girl-dick into my pussy over and over. I would guzzle down her futa-cum. I would let her jizz run out of me and down my thighs. 

I wanted to scoop it up. I wanted to enjoy it and—

“Eleanor, my heart,” a baritone voice said.

I blinked and glanced to my right to see my betrothed rising up out of the field, his blue shirt's sleeves rolled up his arms, a black vest over it. He wore a wide-brimmed black hat and matching trousers, his boots muddy from the field. He had a weed in his hand, pulled out of his lettuce field. He was twenty, a year older than me, his beardless face lighting up in a smile. 

I wasn't looking forward to him growing a beard after our marriage. He had such pretty cheeks and...

Pretty cheeks? What a strange thought.

“Amos,” I said, my stomach twisting around inside me.

“What are you doing here?” 

“I...” I swallowed. “I was just out for a walk after visiting Penelope.” My cheeks burned. My pussy clenched, so open now. No hymen protected my depths. That cum trickled down my thighs, proof of my adultery. 

“You are glowing,” he said. “I take it your wedding dress is proceeding?” 

“It is...” I said then swallowed, mouth so dry.

He dropped the weed on a pile of others before he walked to me, stepping without looking around the lettuce budding up in utterly rows. He reached me and took my hands. I smiled as he planted a chaste kiss on my lips, his rough fingers, dirty from working, stroking my hand. 

“Well, would you care for some tea?” he asked.

I found myself nodding my head. It reassured me that my heart still fluttered. That despite the wantonness of my actions, I still loved my Amos. I just... wished I felt guilty for what I did. I didn't feel an ounce of shame at all. I enjoyed it and knew I would again and again. I would lick Penelope's pussy and suck her girl-dick. 

“Penelope was quite enthusiastic to make my dress,” I said as I offered him my arm. He took it and escorted me down the lane towards the farmhouse where he lived with his widowed step-mother. “She wants me to return to make sure it fits. It'll be so beautiful and wonderful.” 

“I expect it will,” he nodded. A smile touched his lips, at odds with his serious, brown eyes. His short, dark-brown hair added to his sober appearance. A proper, young Amish man.

Not a wanton Amish-slut like me.

“I expect to meet with her often,” I continued, an itch forming in my pussy. I felt so wicked as my words teased around my adultery affair with the futa-wife. “We're going to work so intimately together to make it.” 

“Wonderful,” he said, so innocent. Like I used to be. 

The door to the farmhouse opened and Leah, my future mother-in-law, stepped out, her brown hair gathered in a matronly bun, her cheeks smooth. She had a blossoming beauty about her, standing tall in her orange-brown dress, her gray apron pinned to the front. Her bare feet peeked out of the hem of her dress—Amish women didn't wear shoes or socks around the house.  

My heart quickened as I stared at her. She had such a beauty. She was short but loomed with her maturity. Her plump lips pursed in a smile. What would those lips feel like sucking on my nipples. They poked hard against my bodice, drinking in the feel of my dress. 

A tingle raced through my body ending at my pussy.

I wanted to do such naughty things to Leah. I wanted to lift her skirt and feast upon her pussy, to feel her bush on my mouth. Such a hunger rippled through me. Penelope and her futa-cock had done something to me. She made me shiver.

“Eleanor, child, how nice to see you today,” she said. 

“It's just a blessed day,” I told her, trying to hide the hunger in my voice. What had Penelope done to me? I used to be such a pure, Amish girl. 

Now I lusted for women. I wished to engage in lesbian sex. The community would shun me for discovering the thoughts that danced through my head. 

Throughout our tea, I kept staring at Leah, lusting for her, thinking of all the things that I wanted to do to her. I sat beside my betrothed, aching for his step-mother and wishing he was a woman. He had those smooth cheeks, almost effeminate. If some of so his masculine bluntness vanished, if he grew round breasts for me to play with and a pussy to lick...

I hungered for such wicked congress.

These thoughts wouldn't leave me. They drifted through my mind for the rest of the day. After tea with Amos and his delicious mother, I wandered home to do my own chores. My thighs were sticky all day with futa-cum. I could smell the salty scent through my dress all day, making me feel so naughty and wanton. 

I stripped naked for bed, feeling so wicked. I didn't put on my linen nightgown as I settled down into my bed beneath the eaves on the third floor of my family's farmhouse. I sat atop my quilted blanket, staring down my naked body, admiring my small breasts topped by pale-pink nipples. They were so hard.

I twisted them. I rubbed my thighs together. “Penelope,” I muttered, my pussy so hot and wanton. “Oh, Penelope, fuck me with that futa-cock.”

It wasn't the first time I masturbated. Before, I always felt guilty for doing it, biting my lip, afraid my parents would hear me. I shoved my hands between thighs. I gasped as I rubbed my fingers through my blonde, cum-matted bush. I shuddered as I felt my hot flesh. My eyes squeezed shut as I pictured Penelope. 

Naked. Her round breasts swaying, her dusky nipples so hard. A sleek beauty, her bellybutton a cute outie begging to be licked, and that cock... That big, thick futa-dick thrust out of her blonde bush bobbing before me.

“Fuck me,” I whimpered as I rubbed the hot flesh of my pussy. My body shook on my hay-stuffed mattress.

I whimpered and squirmed, my ass rubbed against the bed. My fingers shoved into my pussy, so wet and juicy. My back arched, my small breasts jiggling. I was such a wicked bride. I gasped as my pussy clenched down on my fingers. The heel of my hand massaged my clit. 

“Pound me with your girl-dick.” My fingers squeezed down on my plunging fingers. I stirred my digits into my cunt faster and faster. 

My orgasm swelled fast. My toes curled. My body shook. I let out a gasping cry of rapture as I came relieving my tryst with Penelope. My eyes squeezed shut, picturing her breasts heaving above me as she fucked me on my bed.

Ecstasy rushed through my body. They danced through my thoughts. My legs twitched and shuddered. I groaned through clenched teeth. My cunt spasmed hard around my fingers, milking them like they were a futa-cock. 

My pleasure peaked. Then I collapsed back onto the pillow. My head lolled from side to side. I whimpered, drawing in such deep breaths. A delicious shudder rippled through me as my pleasure transformed into exhaustion.

I let out a final sigh and sank into sleep. Into dreams.

“Mmm, you are just something delicious,” a voice purred, drawing me out of my normal dreams into something different. 

I blinked. “I am?” I asked, looking around, trying to get my bearings. I was in my bedroom. A naked, black-haired woman stood at my doorway. “Who are you?” 

“Lilith the futa-succubus,” she said, her voice sultry and smooth, like the sweetest honey. Her large breasts had a bounce to them, an unnatural jiggle. Her red lips were crimson. They pursed, my nipples tingling, imagining them on my body. She had a sway to her hips, her legs long and lithe. My eyes widened. She had no hair between her thighs. “And you, my lovely Eleanor, have opened up something new here. It makes me so hard.” 

I gasped as her clit, a little bud peeking out of her pink pussy lips, erupted before her. It blossomed into an amazing girl-dick. It pulsed and swelled, growing bigger and bigger. I sat up, my cum-filled pussy clenching. My thighs rubbed together, my small tits jiggling. My heart thudded in my chest. 

“You're a futa.” 

“The futa,” Lilith purred. “Mmm, this game I started with Beth is just so... delicious. I hadn't anticipated gender-swapping, but you... You've become that doorway for it, Eleanor.” 

“Gender... swapping?” I asked as she approached my bed, the bounce of her girl-dick drawing my gaze back down to that fleshy shaft thrusting towards me. Its tip was pink and swollen, a bead of precum forming at the slit. 

It was hard to care about those words with that dick right there. I just wanted to worship it. I wanted to suck on it. I wanted to feel her jizz spurting into my mouth. I would guzzle it all down and then let her fuck me. 

“Mmm, yes, you are going to be such a wicked, Amish bride,” she said as she knelt onto the foot of my bed, her large tits jiggling. “Through you, we're going to change your community even more than Beth. What Penelope did today... Well, it's transformed you.” 

“Transformed... me?” I didn't understand. Then I gasped as her fiery fingers stroked my right calf. She pressed my thighs apart, her eyes landing on my cum-stained bush. “What do you mean?” 

“You have futa-cum and a man's cum in you. You touched a man with my power brimming in Penelope's seed. It's forged a conduit not just to you, but to him and...” She smiled. “Well, he will have quite a wild time as a she. And that's good news for you.” 

A shiver raced up my thighs as she stroked up my leg, reaching towards my knees. My toes curled as I groaned, “Are you going to make me a futa like Penelope?” I asked. “And what does Beth have to do with this. Is she a futa, too?” 

A smile crossed her lips. “Oh, yes, she is. So are others. It's spreading. But you won't be like them. You'll only get your futa-cock around those you change.” 

“Change?” I asked, her head leaning down her black hair caressing my thighs. “I don't understand.”

“You will,” she said. “Mmm, with that sexy Amy, you'll have a good time.”

“Amy? Who's... that?” The last word burst out of my mouth as this seductive creature nuzzled into my bush. Her tongue fluttered through my pubic hair. She lapped up the salty treat, her lips and tongue brushing my pussy as she cleaned me. “Oh, wow, that's... that's nice. Ooh, yes, yes, clean up all that lovely futa-cum.” 

“Mmm, so lovely,” the futa-succubus purred, her eyes staring up at me.

Scarlet eyes.

I gasped, realizing she was a futa-demon. I should be praying to the Lord. I should be a faithful, Amish girl, but... I didn't want to be. I wanted to be naughty. I wanted to enjoy having a futa-cock and fucking this Amy. Whoever she was. I didn't fight Lilith. I let her lick and nuzzle through my bush, my pussy and clit drinking in the incidental contact.

She nuzzled deeper into my bush. Her tongue fluttered through my folds now, following the cum to its source: deep inside my naughty cunt. I squirmed on my bed as pleasure fluttered through me. Her tongue felt incredible. She knew just where to lick. Where to nuzzle. 

“Oh, Lilith, yes,” I groaned. My hips wiggled from side to side. My bush caressed her face. She had her nose pressed into it as her tongue probed into my cunt. Her tongue fluttered through my sheath, teasing me. She gathered the cum. “Oh, that's nice.” 

“It's more than nice,” Lilith purred. “It's fucking delicious. You're just a naughty slut, aren't you? A wanton Amish bride eager to create so many women to love with your futa-dick.” 

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned as her tongue dove back into my pussy.

She swirled it around inside of me. Her tongue fluttered and teased. Her fingers parted my pussy lips. She nuzzled so deep into me. She moved her head back and forth, making me groan and gasp. I trembled, my back arching, my rump lifting off the bed. My tits jiggled. 

Her tongue licked up to my clit as she feasted on me. I whimpered, my eyes squeezing shut. Such delight surged through me. It was just delicious. Her tongue danced all over me and her fingers... Her fingers jammed into my sheath. 

“Lilith!” I gasped, my cunt clenching down on my finger. 

This was such a wonderful dream. I knew it was a sin. She was in my soul, corrupting me, but... 

“Make me into a futa! I want to have a clit-dick like Penelope!”

“Mmm, yes, you are just so eager for it. I love it.” Lilith pumped her two digits in and out of my cunt, staring at me. My pussy cream and Penelope's white jizz. Her fingers curled in me, touching this amazing spot in the depths of my cunt.  

“I am! I want it so badly!” My words came out throaty and tight. The pleasure spilled through me as she kept massaging this wonderful spot. I had no idea I could feel such intense delight. “Oh, Lilith.” 

“Yes, yes, just come like the bridal-slut you are,” she said. “Mmm, you're on the verge of your matrimonial, and you're going to be such a wanton whore. You're going to enjoy so much new pussy.” 

“I will!” I moaned, my orgasm swelling through me.

Lilith's ruby lips latched onto my clit. 

My eyes widened at the sucking pressure. My pussy clenched down on her fingers. My legs spasmed. I gasped out loud as my climax swelled and swelled. Rapture was on the verge of drowning through my body. I whimpered, my head arching. 

Her fingers massaged that spot harder. Her teeth nipped my clit. 

Sparks showered through my cunt.

My pussy exploded. 

Ecstasy hurtled through my body. It raced down every nerve ending. My body spasmed. The pleasure slammed into my mind. My snatch convulsed about her fingers while juices squirted out of me. I bucked and moaned on my bed. I screamed at the top of my lungs, my dream quivering with such delight.

She kept sucking on my clit. She nibbled and sucked on that bud while her fingers kept teasing me. My small tits heaved as my head tossed back and forth. My loose, brown hair flew about my face as I cried out in rapture. 

It was incredible. I loved this pleasure. I wanted to keep feeling this pleasure and... 

“Yes, yes, fuck me!” I moaned as the futa-succubus rose. Her large breasts heaved above me. Her crimson eyes burned as they stared down at me. They brimmed with her lust. She had such passion swelling in her. “Thrust that girl-dick into me and make me explode.” 

“Mmm, yes, you are such a wanton thing, aren't you?” she asked me. 

“I am!” I moaned, my greedy hands reaching out and grasping her futa-dick. I stroked her. I pumped my had up and down her shaft, feeling her twitch and throb. “Please, please, change me.” 

I just knew her cum spurting into me, touching my dreaming soul, would change my real body. I could feel it brimming in me. My thumb ran across her thick tip, smearing her precum around it. Then I brought her down between my thighs as she leaned over me, her tits swaying. 

I groaned as I rubbed her futa-dick against my brown bush. I caressed her up and down my slit, loving the feel of her on me. Such delight rippled from my pussy sensitive from my powerful orgasm. I nudged it against my clit, loving the pleasure sparking off of it. 

“Mmm, you are such a teasing thing,” purred Lilith. 

“I guess I am,” I said, a smile crossing my lips. “Mmm, I just want you in me.”

“Then what are you waiting for?” she asked. “Guide me to that hot pussy. Let me fuck your cunt, bride. You're going to have so much fun with my passion. Just let me in.” 

“Yes, yes, you can come in,” I moaned, pressing her into my snatch.

I shuddered as she pushed into me. A heady thrill filled me as her girl-dick slid into me. I groaned as my cunt spread open wider and wider. She worked deeper into my snatch. My toes curled as my body shuddered. She was so thick. She stretched my cunt to its limit. I whimpered. It almost hurt.

But it felt so incredible. 

My pussy clenched down on her. My breasts jiggled as she bottomed out on me. Her breasts swayed above mine, her fat nipples grazing my little buttons. She gave me such a hungry smile as she loomed over me. Her crimson eyes were so naughty.

Then she drew back her dick. I gasped, my pussy clenching down on her girth, drinking in the friction. Heady delight spilled through me. She slammed back into me. I groaned as the friction became pleasure rippling through me. She pumped into me, her tits swaying over and over me as she fucked me.

As she brought me closer and closer to being like her.

“Oh, Lilith, yes!” I moaned as she slammed into me. “Mmm, yes. Fuck me! Fuck my pussy!”

“Your promised pussy?” she asked, such a naughty, almost malicious, tone to her voice. “Your betrothed pussy?” 

“Yes, yes, I promised it to Amos, but you can enjoy it all you want!” My snatch clenched down hard on her thrusting dick. The pleasure spilled through me, building my orgasm faster and faster. “Just fuck me hard. Use me! Dump your cum into me.” 

“So much cum!” she moaned, her eyes burning. “Ooh, yes, your pussy is so hot about my cock. Almost virgin tight.” 

“Uh-huh,” I gasped.

The bed creaked as she fucked me so hard. She flooded rapture through me with every thrust. I whimpered and squirmed. My thighs locked about her waist. My hands grabbed those heaving tits, squeezing her boobs as I tossed my head back and forth.

I licked my lips as I kneaded her soft breasts. My eyes stared at those hard nipples. Then I lifted her right boob to my mouth. I sucked on it as she plowed into my cunt. She groaned, thrusting harder as I teased her nub.

Her passion grew, swelling me towards my orgasm. My hips undulated, meeting her thrusts. I ground my clit into her pubic bone every time she buried into me. It added another spark of pleasure. I sucked hard on her nipple. I nibbled and sucked on it. My tongue danced around her nub, pleasing her as my body drank in the pleasure. 

Bliss built in me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Lilith gasped as I sucked as much of her nipple into my mouth as I could. “Ooh, you wicked Amish bride. You're going to change so many people. You're going to enjoy so much pussy! New pussy! Virgin pussy! You lucky girl.” 

I just moaned about her nipple, my body trembling.

“Yes, yes, cum on my futa-dick and accept my seed,” moaned Lilith. “Accept my corruption! You're so willing for it.” 

My mouth popped off her nipple to moan, “So willing! Cum in me, Lilith!”

I latched onto her other nipple. I sucked so hard. My fingers dug into her tits as my pleasure swelled through me. I shivered and groaned. My mouth suckled hard. I whimpered, my pussy clenching down onto her shaft. 

She slammed into me. The friction rushed to the core of my pleasure. It set me off.

My orgasm exploded through me. 

My pussy convulsed about her girl-dick. I gasped about her nipple, my cunt worshiping the succubus's futa-cock. She groaned, pumping away into my writhing pussy. Her flesh slapped into me as she fucked me hard, sending wave after wave of delicious bliss flooding through my body. It sent such rapture through me. 

“You wicked bride!” Lilith moaned, her back arching, ripping her nipple out of my mouth. “Yes!”

Her cum spurted into me.

I gasped as I felt more than just her spunk invade my soul. She changed something in me. Something remarkable. I whimpered, my pussy convulsing about her shaft as it plunged into me over and over again. I shuddered, my pussy spasming and writhing about her dick, milking out that wonderful jizz and that energy flowing into me. 

I squeaked in delight. My moans echoed through my dream. She gasped with me. I shuddered, shivered. My body bucked and spasmed. My eyes fluttered. My room flashed between light and darkness, between day and night and—

I bolted upright in a dark room, the chill attacking my flushed and naked flesh. I shuddered, rain pelting my bedroom window. It was the middle of the night. Sweat drenched my entire body from the passion of my dream.

My pussy still convulsed from my orgasmic high.

I collapsed back into my bed, groaning, shivering atop my quilt. It was wet beneath my rump. I shuddered, my thighs slick. I breathed in deeply, smelling my spicy, feminine musk and something else. Something salty and vital.

Cum?

I shoved my hands between my thighs and rubbed at my wet bush. I lifted my fingers. Something coated them. I brought my digits to my mouth and licked them. Sucked at them. Fresh jizz. I groaned at the salty delight. 

Lilith really visited me. So I must have a clit-dick, too. I must have a bud that could blossom into a big, throbbing shaft.

I rubbed my clit with one hand, sucking the futa-succubus's jizz off my fingers with the other. I shuddered, my toes curling. My entire body buzzed from the delight rippling through me as I caressed my clit. It made me shiver. 

But nothing grew.

I frowned. I thought she made me a futa. What was going on here? She promised that I would enjoy so much new pussy. That I would be a wanton and wicked bride. I rolled onto my side after another few minutes. Shivering, I wormed my way beneath my warm quilt and sheets. I stared at the window. Rain pelted against it. Another storm blew through our part of Pennsylvania.

I sighed. Maybe... I wasn't meant to be a futa. Maybe she lied to me. She was a demon, after all. I should be a good Amish girl. A pure bride.

As I closed my eyes, I resolved to be that. If Lilith only tricked me into illicit congress, it was a sign. I shouldn't return to Penelope's ever again. I should go to Amos and confess to my betrothed what I did. To beg his forgiveness and with him, pray to our Lord for guidance on how I could escape this sin because... 

I wanted to be a futas so badly.

Sleep came after a long time. I didn't remember dreaming much, only the crow of roosters dragging me into groggy wakefulness. I washed between my thighs with a cloth and water I left out in a pitcher by my bed. I wanted to cleanse myself of all my fornication. What was I thinking for enjoying it so much? My wedding approached. I was about to dedicate myself to Amos, to unite with him the way the Lord intended.

I shouldn't have been lost to such sin. I should have controlled myself. Now... Now I wasn't worthy of being Amos's bride. I wasn't pure. I had left our community and lived among the English, running around like every Amish youth did. I faced the temptations of the World and returned. 

I should have been better than I was.

I dressed with resolve, putting on the same outfit I wore yesterday. It didn't need cleaning yet. I had a dress to wear on wash day, along with a spare and my good dress to wear for Sunday service and other special occasions. I smoothed my skirt over my shift then pinned my gray apron to my skirt. I braided my hair and donned my prayer cap. 

Breakfast was a chore. I had such flutters in my stomach as my parents talked about the upcoming day. I just nodded my head, struggling to eat my scrambled eggs and bacon, washing it down with milk still warm from the goat's teats. 

“I need to speak with my betrothed,” I calmly told my mother after dishes were done. “There is... something we must discuss.” 

My mother gave me a penetrating look. She had the same green eyes and heart-shaped face as me, my youthful beauty blossomed to its full ripeness. “Do you need to talk to me?” 

I shook my head.

She nodded. “Marriage is not an easy path to walk. But it's a worthwhile one. You shall find great joy and contentment in it.” 

If it still happened. If Amos would still want me.

Shoes donned, I marched out of the house into the dreary morning. A drizzle chilled the air. I kept my shawl wrapped tight about my body. My father worked in the turnip field with my two brothers, all three industrious, keeping our farm running. I passed them by, the fluttering increasing. I felt like a lark was trapped in me and struggled to escape, darting back and forth. 

My footsteps thudded with a dull hollowness on the side of the road. My skirts swished. The drizzle caressed my face and cheeks. My braid grew heavier and heavier. Despite my brisk pace, the chill bled through my clothing, attacking me.

My stomach grew tenser and tenser the closer I came to the farm. To my confession for my sins. I could still feel that ache in my pussy for Penelope's and Lilith's girl-dicks. That wanton craving. If I ever returned to Penelope's house, to her sewing room, I knew I would be her whore again. That now amount of praying would save me. 

Like addicts out among the English, I craved my fix.

I needed to prayer so badly. I clasped my hands as I walked, begging the Lord to lift the burden of temptation from me. But the harder I prayed, the more I thought about their dicks thrusting from the folds of their pussies. The way they felt in me. 

Filled me. 

Pleasured me.

My pussy grew more and more wanton and wicked. My snatch grew hotter and hotter. I shivered, wiggling my hips from side to side as the heat built and built in me. My cunt clenched. My heart thundered away. Such an ache filled me. 

I wanted to be wicked and naughty.

I reached the farm where Amos lived with his mother. I would live here, too, when we married. The house was too large not to be used. It was his inheritance. I stared at it across the hazy morning, the drizzle washing out everything, fuzzing reality. 

I wanted to go to Penelope's I just had to keep walking. Go farther down the road to reach her farm. I stood here quivering, the rain caressing my face, the cold trying to leach the heat from me, but it built and built in my pussy. 

A great inferno that nothing could quench except...

“No!” I moaned and darted forward. I broke into a run, trying to escape my lusts. The futa-succubus was a liar. She couldn't be trusted. She only lead to sin and the ultimate death. My feet smacked down on the wet lane. I lifted my skirts, racing as fast as I could in them. My braid flared behind me.

“No! No! No!”

I wouldn't submit. I would be pure from now on. I would be a faithful bride, a committed wife.  

“Amos!” I shouted, rushing towards the farmhouse.

Maybe he heard my cries, or maybe it was pure chance that he was stepping out of the farmhouse at that moment. But he appeared on the porch in his blue shirt tucked into black pants, dark suspenders holding them up. He froze at the sight of me.

“Eleanor?”

I reached the porch, pounding up the stairs, and threw myself into him. I ran into his solid body, feeling his masculine strength. His arms went around me, holding me. I shuddered in it, safe on the porch, sheltered from my sins. 

“I'm so sorry,” I breathed as I clutched him, rubbing my face into his freshly shaved cheek. Such smooth skin. Almost feminine skin.

My clit tingled.

“Sorry?” he asked. “For what.”

“I... I...” I broke away from him to stare into his brown eyes. “We need to talk. I... I have to tell you something that...” 

His lips were so kissable. He felt so solid against me. The heat in my pussy shifted. It changed what it craved. My clit throbbed even harder. I wanted Amos like wanted Penelope. I wanted to kiss him. To do things to him. I wiggled my hips, aching to feel him growing hard the way Lilith did in my creams.

“What?” Amos asked. He looked around. “What's wrong? Are we...?” 

“Not here,” I said, the heat swelling into me. Such a wanton ache filled me. “Inside. Private.” 

“Yes, yes,” he said and drew me into the house.

The front floor was like most Amish farmhouses. It had walls, but they were constructed of panels that could be removed to make the entire first floor one large room. We didn't have a church but rotated which member hosted Sunday Service in their home. 

Inside, I quickly took off my shoes and then he led me to a small sitting room. We sank down on a couch, the cushions, stuffed with horse hair, firm beneath my rump. I shifted on it, my skirt rustling as he took my hands and brought them to his lips. He kissed them.

“What is it, Ele?” he asked me.

I shuddered at the diminutive of my name. “It's just...” I shuddered, my clit aching so badly. It throbbed and quivered like I never felt it. My pussy grew hotter and hotter, begging to be filled. “It's just I... I...” 

I couldn't tell him. He squeezed my hands, looking so supportive. “Just say it, Ele. Something is wrong. Speak it out.”

Instead of admitting to my wanton ways, I showed him. It shocked me as the heat rising out of my pussy claimed me. My hands shot down to his crotch. I squeezed his cock, feeling him through his jeans. He gasped while at the same moment I lunged in and kissed his lips. 

My mouth was hungry on his. I nibbled and kissed on his lips, loving the feel of him. I knew this was wrong. I shouldn't be doing this, but... I had passions brewing in me I couldn't contain. He groaned against me, leaning back as I massaged his dick through his slacks. 

He grew hard. Erect. He swelled beneath my groping fingers. I squeezed him through it while my tongue pressed against his lips and then thrust into his mouth. He groaned, his hands planting on my shoulders. For a moment, he pushed, trying to drive me away. 

But I didn't relent. Couldn't relent. My clit begged me to do this. 

My fingers worked on his pants. I unfastened his belt and unbuttoned his fly. I worked each one until I reached in and felt at his linen undergarments. He groaned as I slipped in and found his cock, warm and throbbing, so much smaller than Penelope's or Lilith's. 

But my pussy craved it anyways.

Finally, he broke our kiss as I stroked him. “What are you doing, Ele?” 

“I'm sorry,” I panted, the heat burning through me. “I just can't resist. I need you in me. So badly.” 

His eyes widened. “Ele?”

“I want your cock in me right now, Amos!” I whimpered. “I know, I know, I'm being so wanton. But I just can't control myself. My clit is begging for it.” 

“Clit?” he said, frowning like he never heard the word before. Then pleasure crossed his face as my thumb massaged the spongy head of his crown. He didn't care any longer. He lunged his hands at my tits.

He brushed them through my dress and slip before he attacked the buttons. He worked my blouse open. I groaned and shuddered, stroking him as in moments, he was shoving my dress down my torso, bearing my thin slip. I let him work. I let him strip me as I unbuttoned his shirt, slipping his suspenders off his shoulders. He ripped off my slip, bearing my naked body to him while I stared at his muscular torso, his cock thrusting up.  

“You're beautiful, Ele,” he groaned, staring at my nude flesh for the first time. 

“And you have a cock!” I moaned, staring at it, my pussy so hungry for it. My clit twitched and demanded I act.

I straddled him, grabbing his dick. His hands grabbed my tits. He squeezed them, pinching my nipples with his rough fingers. They felt so different from the softer fingers of Penelope. I shuddered, rubbing the tip of his cock into my silky bush, stimulating my aching pussy lips. My clit brushed the tip of his dick.

Then I shuddered and sank my weight down on him. I groaned as his cock slid into my hungry hole. I took more and more of him in me. My body quivered. My small breasts jiggled. My clit ached and throbbed.

“Ele!” he groaned, his eyes so wide. “You're... you're open.” 

“I am!” I moaned. “I... I... gave my virginity to Penelope yesterday.” My confession poured out of me as I took his small dick to the hilt in me. My pussy clenched around it, squeezing and massaging him. “She popped my cherry with her cock.”

“Her... cock?” he frowned, his eyes so wide.

“Yes, yes, her cock,” I moaned, my clit throbbing harder. It pulsed with the beat of my heart and the constriction of my pussy on his dick. My cunt kept clenching and relaxing on his dick, writhing about him. Not like an orgasm, but like I was milking him. 

Drawing something out of him.

I frowned at that even as I moaned, “Her clit turned into a dick and she fucked me with it. So hard, Amos and... And my clit...” My eyes widened as I stared down at the meeting of our flesh. My clit throbbed and pulsed. It grew. It thrust out of my brown bush the way Lilith's had. It swelled, feeding on whatever it was that I drew out of Amos. “She popped my cherry and fucked me so hard. She made me cum.” 

“Fuck... cum...” Amos repeated, her words sounding higher-pitched. “W-what is happening, Ele? I... I...”

My eyes flashed up from my growing futa-dick pressing into his stomach to see...

“Lord almighty!” I gasped, my pussy clenching so hard on his dick.

Breasts swelled the front of her chest. They sprouted, growing ripe and large. His nipples engorged. He grasped them, his fingers growing slimmer, daintier. A whimper burst from his lips that grew feminine. The masculine bluntness melted from his face. 

“You're becoming a woman,” I gasped as his dick—her dick—withdrew out of my pussy. It grew smaller and smaller, retracting. 

As I became a futanari, my girl-dick reaching its huge girth and rubbing against her sleek belly, Amos became a woman. Her breasts grew large and pillowy, as big as Lilith's but looking so much softer. Her face softened while her brown hair spilled in glorious, flowing locks down around her beautiful face. Her delicate lips opened wide as she squirmed beneath me. 

Her cock vanished out of my pussy, shrinking down it... a clit? Did she grow a pussy?

“What is going on, Ele?” Amos moaned, her voice so high pitched, so girlish. She trembled, her breasts jiggling.

“I... I...” What had Lilith called it? “I gender-swapped you, Amos. I made you into a woman. Into... Amy!” 

Such a squeal of excitement shot through me. This was what Lilith meant. I would turn Amos into Amy and make myself into a futanari. I would enjoy new pussy. Fresh cunt just grown. It made my dick throb so hard. Lilith hadn't lied to me. She just... 

Sent me on a different path from Penelope. Did I only have my futa-cock when I gender-swapped a man? Was it permanent? I didn't know. I didn't care. Not right now. Not when my betrothed had become this sexy girl. 

“Please, please, Ele, what is going...?” Her words trailed off as she peered down past her breast. She sat up and gasped, “ You have a dick!”

“I'm a futanari!” I proclaimed at the top of my voice. “And you're a sexy woman. Oh, Amy, I'm going to make such love to you.” 

I cupped her face, staring into her tremulous eyes. Then I kissed her with such passion. Her lips were softer. They were so delicious. I trembled atop her, so eager for this. So ready to slam my girl-dick into her pussy. I would make her cum.

I would take her virginity and show her such a wonderful time. It would be perfect. She would gasp and moan. She would shudder beneath me. We would sin together. My gender-swapped bride and I would love each other with such passion.

She shuddered against me, my small tits rubbing into her pillowy mounds. She squirmed, her futa-dick throbbing against my belly. I kissed her so hard as I shifted myself. My dick slid down, brushing into her bush. I trembled. I knew I would be in her in moments. I would be fucking my gender-swapped bride. 

My dick found the entrance of her new pussy. As my nipples rubbed against hers and my tongue penetrated her mouth, my girl-cock pushed against her hymen. I felt her virginity. Her wet heat bathed me as she squirmed. She was so wet. 

I broke the kiss as she whimpered. “Oh, Amy, I'm going to pop your cherry and make you wholly into a woman.” 

“Ele,” she whimpered. “I... I feel so strange. This isn't right. I'm a man. You're a woman. We shouldn't—” 

I thrust.

Her cherry popped.

Her eyes bulged as my girl-dick entered her virgin depths. I slid into my gender-swapped lover's depths. Her pussy clenched around me as I invaded her. She shuddered on the couch, her breasts jiggling against mine. She let out a whimpering moan as I worked deeper and deeper into her tight depths. 

She was incredible.

Hot, silky, wet flesh engulfed more and more of my clit-dick. This amazing heat surged through me. It rippled about my flesh as she squirmed. Her eyes were so wide. Her lower lip quivered as she trembled beneath me.

“Well?” I asked, staring down at her. “Do you like it? Do you like my futa-dick in your pussy, Amy?” 

“Yes!” she gasped, her pussy squeezing down on me. “It's so different. I shouldn't but... but... Ele!” 

Her hands grabbed my naked rump, pulling me deeper into her. She shuddered beneath me, her silky flesh clenching on my dick. Such pleasure shot down my shaft and through my body. A euphoric rush that left my dizzy atop her. 

I kissed her again, drunk on this exhilaration. I pumped my hips, working my girl-dick in and out of her snatch. Her thighs locked about my waist, gripping me with the same enthusiasm I held Lilith in the dream last night.

Our bodies heaved together, both of us moaning in the kiss. It was so delicious to be in her. My clit-dick ached and throbbed, drinking in the heavenly delight of her pussy. In the core of me, two hard points swelled, growing full of...

Futa-cum.

I shuddered atop her, pressing my small breasts tighter into her pillowy boobs. I pumped my hips faster, pistoning my clit-dick in and out of her snatch. Every thrust into her sent rapturous bliss rippling down my shaft into my pussy. My cunt grew hotter and hotter, feeding that ache in my depths. 

The couch groaned as my orgasm built so fast in me. It was too much. Too new. Having a cock was such a novel experience. It was incredible. I broke the kiss, crying out my wordless rapture as I fucked her with every ounce of my being. 

“Amy!” I gasped. “Amy, you're so amazing. I love you so much!” 

“I... I love you, too, Ele!” moaned my gender-swapped bride-to-be. Her eyes were so wide, so full of her passion. “Something's building in me. It feels so different than when I... When I masturbate. I... I...”

“Yes, yes, don't fight it,” I groaned, pressing my forehead against hers. Our noses brushed. “Just let it go. You'll love it.”

“Uh-huh,” she moaned, her fingers digging into my rump. 

I slammed into her pussy. I buried to the hilt in her flesh. She surrounded me with her heat. Her cunt clenched down on me. Then she squealed in rapture. Her silky embrace writhed and spasmed. She bucked beneath me. I witness her orgasm spilling through her body.

I kissed my bride-to-be and erupted into her.

My futa-cum pumped into her new pussy's depths. Pleasure raced through my body. I trembled atop her, shuddering and groaning. I kissed her so hard, my tongue dueling with hers as the pleasure boiled out of me. Juices flooded down my thighs as I kept firing my jizz into her. 

It felt so good. So incredible. A heady thrill washed through me. I shivered and shuddered. I kissed her so hard, my tongue dueling with hers as we shared our love. Our passion. Stars burst across my vision. Ecstasy pulsed into my mind. 

Two different pleasure spilled through me, pulsing from my girl-dick and my pussy. They met and consumed me. They danced through my mind as Amy's pussy drained me dry. She drew out the last blasts of my cum, our kiss deepening into something loving and— 

“What is the commotion I'm hearing in here?” a woman's voice demanded. Footsteps slapped close. 

I broke the kiss in time to witness Amy's step-mother striding into the room and freezing. 

“Mamm!” gasped Amy, crying out the Amish word for mother.

“Mamm?” spluttered the older woman looking at us while Amy's new pussy clenched on my dick. 

To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “Ester's Futa Spanking”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

A welcoming sight to my aunt.

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

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

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

The door opened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

If you want to read more, click here for Ester's Futa Spanking (Amish Girl's Futa Surprise 3)! 
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Ms. Marcie & Kimmie's Naughty Lesson (Futa Fairies’ Naughty Game 2) 

Dr. Rita & Officer Cindy's Fairy Romps (Futa Fairies' Naughty Game 3) 

Becca & Kimmie's Bondage Fun (Futa Fairies' Naughty Game 4) 

Mrs. Fatima & Cassie's Surprising Delight (Futa Fairies' Naughty Game 5) 

Dr. Rita & Officer Cindy's Naughty Contest (Futa Fairies' Naughty Game 6) 

The Futanari Chronicles (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Gender Swap, SciFi) 

Futa's Passionate Awakening 

Futa's Passion Spreads 

Futa’s Passion Explodes 

Futa's Passionate Plans 

Futa Magical Girl (Futa-on-Female, Tentacles, Monster) 

Futa Magical Powers Awaken 

Futa's Magical Passion 

Magical Girl Passion 

Magical Futa Transformation 

Futa Tentacle Delight 

Magical Girl's Naughty Memories 

Futa's Magical Delight 

Futa Queen’s Naughty Deal 

Magical Girl’s Hot Futa Menage 

Futa Magical Girl's Promise 

Futa Magical Girl's Passion 

Futa Magical Girl’s Heart 

The Naughty Space Adventures of the Futa Captain (Futa-on-Female, Alien, SciFi) 

Futa's Naughty Diplomacy 

Futa's Sultry Mission 

Futa's Hot Plan 

The World's First Futa (Futa-on-Female, Breeding, Exhibitionism) 

Transformed into a Futa 1: Futa's First Time 

Transformed into a Futa 2: Futa's First Taboo Menage 

Transformed into a Futa 3: Futa's First MILF 

Futa's Wild Day 1: Futa's First Teacher 

Futa's Wild Day 2: Futa's First Medical Exam 

Futa Makeup Transformation (Futa-On-Female, Gender-Swap, Taboo, Orgy) 

Futanari Lipstick Surprise 

Gender-Swap Cologne Surprise 

Reporter's Taboo Interview 
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Reed James is a thirty year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.

“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!”
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