

Female To Futa Girl

A Strange Inheritance

Krissy Kohl


Copyright © 2023 Krissy Kohl

Individuals pictured on the cover are models and are used for illustrative purposes only.

All rights reserved.

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.

All characters depicted in sexual scenarios are over the age of eighteen.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without prior written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

Follow Krissy on Amazon  For Latest Release News


In the year of our Lord 1882, one week before I turned twenty-one and became the sole inheritor of my parent’s estate, I received a letter from Mr Pobley, the family lawyer and my legal guardian since my mother had died five years ago.

This was not a strange occurrence for even though Mr Pobley lived on the same estate as I, he liked to keep our communications on legal matters formal.

This particular missive contained something truly unexpected.

It was a letter from the dead.

From my beloved and dearly missed mother.

It read:

My dearest Charlotte.

I hope this letter finds you well.

I have requested Mr Pobley to pass this letter on to you one week before you come into true womanhood at age twenty-one.

I am writing this from my sick bed while you sleep in a chair beside me. You are such a sweet and dutiful child and as I now know I shall never rise from this place I need to speak to you of two future events both shocking and sadly inevitable but both of which I know will eventually make you stronger for your heart has the beat of truth and your soul is pure as fresh milk.

The first will change you as a woman and at first, as I did, you may see it as a curse, but it is not. It is part of the female bloodline of our folk and is a blessing. It is a physical change that I will not describe for you will think me robbed of my senses and so I will leave you to experience it for yourself.

The second will be a swarm of locusts that call themselves family and are looking to disinherit you for their own gain once you come into possession of our estate. I believe I have raised you wise, wilful and well enough to deal with these interlopers.

Now I grow tired, my dear angel and so as you slumber by my bedside I send you a kiss from a world of permanent slumber.

All my love

Your Mother

Amber Braithwaite

I stared at the letter in disbelief. It was written in my mother's elegant script but the words were so peculiar that I wondered if her mind had become enfeebled before her sad demise. But I had been there until her last breath when she spoke her gentle and heartbreaking farewell and there was no fog in her words, just sorrow at her departure and a truth finally spoken aloud.

“I know that your desires take a different path to that which this society finds acceptable, sweet Lottie,” she said as she gripped my hand tightly. “I know there is no husband in your future but that does not mean that you cannot find love and desire in your life. You will find that your life changes once you reach your inheritance age and I pray you follow your desires. Do not sacrifice your heart or compromise your passions as I have, for even though I loved your father, I tamed my wilder ways and made him keep my secret but I beg you to share yours for truly it is a miracle.”

I had known that my sexual desire was for my own sex as soon as I knew what desire was. Men left me cold but women sent a thrill of excitement through my body. It began between my legs and rose through the pit of my stomach, touched lightly on my ample breasts and left a dryness in my mouth that longed for the lips and liquid kiss of another woman.

I knew that mine was not a singular desire and at some of the lavish balls that I attended in my late teens I felt the eyes of certain women on me and saw that hungry spark in their gaze. I had even snatched a few forbidden kisses in the darkness and slipped my hands under skirts to find the wetness that promised so much and yet which I knew was forbidden.

Yet the ache in my sex could not be denied and so I sought out the folds of the flesh between my legs with fingers and teased and tormented myself until I could stand it no longer and plunged one, two and finally three digits deep into my tight, wet cunny. I stifled my moans in the dark with a pillow and thought of those beautiful young and older women who looked at me with lust in their eyes and I imagined their hands on me, their fingers inside me, their lips on mine and soon enough with a muffled cry I found my relief, if only a temporary one, for each day I awoke with the same old ache, the familiar hunger for female flesh that I could not deny nor it seemed satisfy.

After my mother died, I was lost in many months of mourning, surrounded by sycophantic relatives, all waiting to hear what my mother had left them in her will. They all departed once it had been read for although my mother had been generous to many of them she ensured that the bulk of the family fortune was secured for me and I was bound in guardianship to my wily lawyer Mr Pobley who moved into his own lodgings on the estate and saw to the completion of my education and ensured I was well cared for if no longer loved in the way that only a mother can love.

But he was a fine guardian and over the past few years had become a good friend.

The letter from my dead mother was indeed a strange one but rather than refer to Mr Pobley regarding its peculiar contents I kept my own council and decided that all I could do was wait for both the locust swarm of relatives to descend once I gained control of the family estate and whatever this strange physical inheritance my mother hinted at in her letter was.

The change came upon me a few nights later.

It was a queer malady for I did not feel ill. There was none of the usual chills, aches or nausea of a normal sickness but rather an odd and overwhelming warmth that spread from between my legs and across my whole body. It was not unpleasant, quite the opposite in fact, but it did set my nerves on edge and my brain raced. When I slept my dreams were of the most dark and lascivious nature.

In these strange nocturnal journeys, I was naked, my young body buzzed with wild desires that demanded instant gratification. My lips were wet and needed kisses. My body was on fire and needed the cool touch of a lover. My sex ached for penetration, for my sweet virginal flower to be plucked. I moaned as some dark, feminine figure formed from the shadows of my fevered sleep and explored every inch of my body with delicate, but insistent fingers and tongue.

I awoke in the darkness with a long, sighing moan.

“Oh, sweet mercy, what a dream!” I exclaimed aloud to the empty bed chamber.

Although the dream had gone there was still a lingering warmth and excitement that thrummed through my body. My senses and my sex were aroused and I could not help but slide my hand beneath the bedsheets and reach between my legs to ease the ache.

I let out a startled cry and pulled my hand from under the covers!

“I must still be at slumber,” I said aloud once more. My voice shook for I knew that I was not still in that land of nod.

I took a deep breath and reached back beneath the bed sheets. I had studied enough biology to know what it was but how the hell had I developed a phallus overnight?

A cock as they called it in the vulgar parlance.

I wrapped my hand around the shaft of the thing. It throbbed and grew at my touch and I could not deny the pleasure that tore into me as I touched it.

I let go and reached past this startling new appendage and was relieved to discover that my feminine sex was still intact. Well, that was something at least!

The first will change you as a woman

The words of my mother’s letter from the grave swam into my head. Surely this was what she was referring to. An aberration in the female bloodline of our family that she had first thought of as a curse but somehow had accepted and perhaps even cherished.

But how could she see this deviation from nature as anything but the work of the devil himself?

It is a physical change that I will not describe for you will think me robbed of my senses and so I will leave you to experience it for yourself.

More of my mother’s letter came into my mind. I took three deep breaths. I was a rational woman. I would not fly off into hysteria no matter what strangeness had beset me. I was strong, I was powerful and I would not be defeated by the demons of despair.

The cock was hard in my hand. The pulse was pleasurable.

So, I had a cock now, perhaps forever or maybe it was just some short-term affliction but in the end, it was mine.

I worked the thick meat up and down and let out a moan of pleasure. As I played with this cock I felt both joy and a strange sense of empowerment.

Was this how men felt?

I pumped the cock in my hand and the excitement of this repetition spun through my whole body like a web of utter ecstasy.

As I played with my new lady cock, I reached up with my other hand and groped at my large breasts in turn. The nipples were hard against the soft cotton of my nightdress and irritated me.

I had to be naked.

I pulled off the bed sheets, sat up and removed my nightdress and lay back down in the darkness. It was a cool night but my body was ablaze with lust and desire as it had never been before.

I added some spit to my palm and then took the massive meat between my legs in my hand once again.

It was as hard as iron in my firm grasp. It had the beat of a living thing. It was alive and it was mine. It was too dark to study it but the feel was enough for now.

I began at the base of the beast and worked right up to the tip of it. I began slowly. I savored the thrill of pleasure that now possessed my entire being. I was excited and a little scared of the powerful urges that I felt. I was amazed by the feeling of authority and arrogance that having such a thing between my legs gave me. I was a match for anyone now, Man or woman, friend or foe, leech or lover.

I built the beat of the rise and fall of my hand on my cock. I thrust my hips upward. I cupped and teased my big breasts and moaned in the darkness.

My jerking of this lady cock took on more enthusiasm with each stroke. I added little twists and turns as I played with it.

I had satisfied my needs in the past but this was different. This was more than a need. This was a hunger. A hunger that consumed me that had to be sated.

As my hand pumped my cock furiously that release came hard. The cock erupted with hot, white seed that shot into the air like a spurt of water from a fountain and landed on my stomach and breasts.

The release was like no other I had experienced. It shook through me. It broke me in two. It touched every part of my body. It was like some kind of wonderful revelation. My mother had been tight, as she always was, this was indeed a blessing.

I scooped the ejaculate from my body and licked it from my fingers. It tasted of exotic fruits and spices from faraway lands. I smiled in the dark as I swallowed it and fell into a satisfied sleep.

###

Birdsong and bright morning sunlight filled the room and brought me to wakefulness. I could not help but smile and sigh at the odd dream that I had had the previous night. I was so sure it was real but, of course, it could not be.

Then, I looked down at the bed sheets that covered me and there was a tent in the fabric.

“Good lord!” I exclaimed and pulled the sheet to one side to reveal my naked body and the cock that had grown between my legs.

It was large and stood erect like a soldier on parade. It was long and hard. I felt its throb, constant and demanding. It wanted to be touched, stroked, played with, and most of all, to plow into the tight wetness of a female’s sex.

I was shocked at the thoughts that spun through my head that morn.

I could not deny that many thoughts of a sexual nature had occupied me in the past. I had often daydreamed of the lithe bodies of other women and my own entwined with them in passionate lovemaking but the thoughts in my head today were wilder than any I had ever had before. They were more urgent and aggressive. They needed to be fulfilled.

I arose from the bed and went to the long mirror to look at myself.

I was a beautiful young woman. I had long hair dark as a raven's wing. My face was round, my nose was like a button and my eyes were large and brown as the fall leaves.

I was full of breast, long of leg, and my bottom was a pleasing peach shape.

I knew that I was desirable, and had felt many eyes of both sexes roam across my body. I had seen the lust in their eyes and had felt that same lust in my bosom but not the urge to act was like a fire in the pit of my stomach and at the very center of my soul.

I took the lady cock in my hand and stroked it. The idea of calling one of my maids to my chamber, bending her over the bed and slamming this meat deep into her cunny came into my mind. My mouth watered at the thought. My cock and cunny ached at the idea of a young round rump bent over and my cock buried deep in the wet sex that was displayed.

I worked the cock back and forth and the lust built in me. They were servants after all and I was their mistress.

I looked at my reflection in the mirror. My eyes appeared quite black and the smile on my face was that of the very Prince of Darkness.

“No! This is the devil's doing,” I said aloud and pinched the base of the cock. The pain shot through it and the overwhelming urge that possessed me ebbed away as the meat lost its hardness and after a few minutes of deep breathing and muttered oaths it lay like a sleeping snake against my thigh,

My mother had told me I would see this strange inheritance as a curse at first but had gone on to describe it as a blessing.

I sat on the bed.

I was a rational woman as well as a passionate one.

I would have control over this beast between my legs. I ached to use it and I had no doubt that the desires that already plagued me would not be sated by mere self-gratification.

But I had to be careful. I could not just call in a chambermaid and use her like some four-penny whore. But I needed to find release or the lusts that still lingered would consume me whole.

Then an idea came to me. It was wild, it was dangerous, but it was the only way for the moment. But for now, my plans and passions would have to wait.

I dressed and went down to breakfast.

Penny, the young kitchen maid served me my meal. I couldn't help but notice the curve of her body hidden beneath her skirts. Her breasts were large and succulent and strained against her white uniform. Her hips were round and inviting and her bottom was plump and firm.

My lady cock stirred, and my cunny became damp.

The need to take her young body and make it my own was suffocating but my will and determination to control this ‘blessing’ were stronger.

I finished my meal and went to my study to read that day's correspondence. Thoughts of Penny on her knees, her pretty mouth servicing my thick cock raced through my mind, but I shook them off and got to my letters.

They were all fairly standard communications and I dealt with them with responses when required. The last letter was different, it sent a chill through me.

It was a letter from my Aunt Hildegard that she would be arriving a few days before my twenty-first birthday

I fear that the many adult responsibilities of the family estate may be a difficult burden for one so young and unschooled in the ways of the world to bear.

Therefore, I will put my own affairs to one side for the moment and come for an extended stay to assist you in any way that I can, as I am sure my dear departed brother, your father, would have wished.

The first and the absolute worst of the family locust had made her move. Aunt Hildy was a scheming, gossipy shrew who it was obvious had been sorely disappointed at the yearly payments my mother had bequeathed her in her will.

Now she was coming to attempt to wrest the entire estate from my grasp but that wouldn't happen while I had breath in my body.

Once I was done with my other household duties I longed to take a stroll in the garden and enjoy the crisp fall day but I could not trust myself.

I knew that if I saw one of the maids about her duties I would feel that overwhelming urge for sex again and end up rutting with them in a lavender bush like some beast. I longed to plunge my cock into the soft, yielding wetness of Penny or one of the other pretty, young women in my employ but that would cause a scandal that would never be erased from my family name.

Instead, I ordered a meal delivered to my door on a tray and once the meal was done indulged in some cock play, teasing the thick, meaty rod until I once more ejaculated. Once I found release, I could concentrate on the plan I had formed for the evening. It was risky but necessary and with luck, it would work,

I left my study when the sun went down and went to my dead father's room. My mother refused to change the room and there in his closet were his clothes.

Thankfully he was a man of a smaller frame and so although somewhat baggy one of his suits fit me well enough to hide my feminine form.

Once I added a heavy coat I put my hair into a tight bun and placed a fedora hat on my head to complete my subterfuge.

I looked at myself in the mirror. It was not a great disguise but where I was going people looked at your money and not your appearance and so I was somewhat confident I would be able to carry out my plan.

Once the house slumbered, I left it quietly. I crept to the stable, saddled a horse, and led it to the side entrance of the estate.

When the gate was shut behind me, I mounted the steed and rode like the wind into the dark heart of the city.

I stabled my horse and tossed the owner a few coins to tell me the whereabouts of the nearest whorehouse. I did my best to speak in a rough, low voice but in the end, the money in his palm was more than enough to quell any curiosity.

Belle’s Tavern was a rowdy place, unlike anything I had ever seen in my sheltered life. Women were dressed in revealing outfits, they danced, cavorted and caroused with men. The men grabbed them, kissed them and pinched their bottoms and then there would be some whispered conversation that would end either in a slap or the man being led up the stairs I assumed to take their carnal pleasures.

I ordered an ale that I did not drink. I was shocked at the debauchery and drunken revels but my cock was rock-hard in the folds of my baggy disguise as I looked at all these wanton women.

After a while, a pretty young woman approached me. She was around my age with long blonde hair and a magnificent bosom which she proudly displayed in her low-cut dress.

“Looking for some company?” she asked.

I nodded and she sat at my table. “I’m Molly. Molly Mischief they call me because of my saucy ways,” she said and her hand was under the table and reached between my legs and found my hard cock. She giggled. “I see the pump is already primed,” she said. “I could take care of that for a few shillings,” she added.

“I will give you ten if you do all that I tell you and don’t ask any questions,” I said in my gruff voice.

“Lord, for that you can have all me holes twice over,” she said and laughed.

I stood and she led me up the stairs to a shabby room with a large, four-poster bed in it.

She lit the lamps and started to undress. Her breasts were as big as mine, her ass was firm and round and her legs were long and shapely.

“Okay, love, your turn,” she said and hopped onto the bed and spread her legs wide to show me her sex.

“I will keep mine on,” I said. I took ten shillings from my pocket and placed them on a battered old dressing table. Molly’s eyes widened with glee.

“Okay, love, I don’t mind the shy type,” she said and with that was on her knees before me. She unbuttoned my trousers and took my cock out. “My, my my, what a big one,” she said and kissed the mushroom tip of my meat.

A thrill ran through my being. A need awoke.

“Take it into your pretty mouth,” I said.

She did not need to be told twice.

She opened her mouth wide and took every last inch of my cock into her mouth with loud sucking and slurping sounds as she did. Her tongue played across the skin of my lady cock as she moved her head up and down the shaft with skill.

I let out a low moan and placed my hand in her long, blonde hair as her head worked the length of my cock.

“I want to fuck that pretty mouth as if it were your cunny,” I growled. I was shocked at the filth that came from my lips. I was no longer Charlotte Braithwaite, the shy, somewhat lonely heiress, now I was the beast. I was the lady with a cock. The dark mistress whose desires must be met.

Molly nodded her head as my cock bulged in her mouth.

I started to work my hips back and forth and built a rhythm in her mouth. She gagged and drooled as the massive meat slammed into her throat but she took it all. I had never felt such a feeling of wanton pleasure as I did at that moment. My cock throbbed with delight as I buried it into this pretty whore’s willing mouth.

She moaned against each thrust as I used her. I was surprised that she seemed to be enjoying it too. Her blue eyes watered but they swam with lust as I pumped my cock into her mouth over and over.

“That’s a good girl. Take all I have,” I said and grabbed hold of her hair and pushed her right down to the base of my cock and held her there until she sputtered and grabbed at my ass. I yanked her head back and then once more slammed her right down to the very base of the meat.

My whole body ached with desire. I wanted to release my seed right there in her mouth and kiss her to taste my ejaculate. But I needed to learn to control my urges. That was the whole point of this trip into the city. It was a test, an exploration of my newly acquired lady cock. I had to be its mistress, not the other way around as I feared it would become if I gave in to the dark urges that spun through me.

I was determined to be the one in control of this strange inheritance and so I let go of Molly’s hair and pulled my cock from her mouth. She drooled and gagged a little but she also grinned. “I like someone who takes charge,” she purred.

“Get onto the bed,” I said.

She was on her feet and turned to the bed. She wiggled her round ass at me as she walked across the room and lay on her back. “I’m all yours, love,” she said and once more spread her legs wide to reveal the dark bush of her sex.

I longed to strip naked, to get her hands on my breasts and ass but I resisted. Instead, I moved onto the bed and knelt between her legs.

I leaned in and kissed her. Her mouth was wet, her tongue was alive and soon probed into my mouth as the passion rose inside me.

I groped her huge breasts and she let out a groan as I teased the hard tips between my fingers.

“Plow me, love. I want your meaty cock,” she said and reached for my cock and guided it into her cunny.

It was tight and slick and soon enough the whole of my lady cock was in her and I thrust my hips in time with hers as we started to rut.

Her breasts rose and fell as I slammed into her. She groaned and moaned and spoke in tongues as I rammed my meat deeper and deeper inside her fuck hole.

I leaned in and sucked her breasts, slobbered my spit all over them as she clawed at my ass through my trousers.

Her nails dug through the cloth and I felt a surge of joy as she gripped the flesh beneath.

This was a delight that I never knew existed. Even with this whore, I felt a connection of flesh and a wonderful power that overtook my whole body.

Her blue eyes were wide as she ground her whole body against me as I leaned into the rutting with my whole body weight.

I grabbed her ankles and pulled her legs even wider so that I could ram my meat deeper into her sweet sex.

She let out more moans as we fused together like molten metals and became a singular creation of lust and need.

“Oh Lord, give me that hot seed,” begged Molly.

“When I say, not when you plead, my sweet Molly Mischief,” I said and pinched her nipples in turn. She yelped but then smiled, “You are the master,” she said.

I rode her hard, time became lost to me. All that mattered was the joy I took from her body. But with each thrust that took me closer to release I knew that this beast of need inside me was under my control. It was an ache that I owned, not one that owned me.

The night had been a success and it was time for my reward.

“Do you want my seed?” I asked.

“Like the flowers desire the rain,” replied Molly.

I leaned in, my body on top of hers and gave one almighty cry of release and my cock shot great gobs of white seed deep into Molly’s tight cunny.

Molly screamed as I filled her up with seed. I thought for a moment that my new cock would never stop shooting forth but eventually, it was spent.

I longed to lie beside Molly and cradle her in my arms but I was pretty sure that such affection was alien to such transactions as had just taken place between us.

I got off the bed and Molly dressed. She picked up the payment from the dressing table with a delighted smile. “ I do hope you will come visit me again, mistress,” she said.

My subterfuge had failed. I was silent.

“Do not fear, sweet one. I have known your kind before and for this handsome payment my mouth is sewed shut.”

I nodded and left.

I rode home through the starless night. A feeling of triumph rattled through my bones.

I stole back into the estate and once the horse was squared away, I entered my house, crept up to my room, changed into my nightdress and was soon deep lost in the land of slumber.

I awoke the next day full of purpose.

My desires were under control and now I had to set about defeating whatever nefarious plans my Aunt Hildy had for wresting my inheritance for me.

I dressed, had a light breakfast and then retired to my study. Penny’s comely form had aroused a slight twinge in my lady cock as she served my meal but that was all. I was in control.

I took up the letter from Hildy and studied it again in an attempt to formulate some strategy against her,

At the end of the letter, she listed the retinue that would be accompanying her on her visit. Aside from the usual servants and lackeys she mentioned Susan, her companion.

Hildy had never married and so always employed a female companion to accompany her to social gatherings and such. She was notoriously short and sharp with these meek creatures but someone in such close company to Hldy may well be privy to the dirty deeds she planned to rob me of what was mine.

Susan was a little older than me. She was petite and pretty and on the several occasions we had met over the past few years I had seen that glimmer in her glance that spoke of forbidden desires.

I knew better than to pursue that look in the past but now I had purpose and the idea of that sweet, slender body next to mine sent a thrill to my pussy and cock. What post-coital secrets might I uncover? What plans and plots might sweet Susan have overheard?

For the rest of the morning, I made the sleeping arrangements for Hildy and her staff. I ensured that Susan would quarter next to my own bed chamber.

The rest of the week was taken up with plans for a small birthday party for myself and the usual household chores. I thought about making another visit to Molly for my cock hungered to plow into her soft wetness but I knew that was a risk I dare not take and so I relied on my hand to at least quiet the desires that longed to overpower me.

Aunt Hildy arrived with her usual fuss and endless complaints on the night before my birthday. I took it all with a soft, sweet smile. Susan looked a little sullen and I later heard from downstairs gossip that Hildy had berated her all through the journey to my estate. That would work to my advantage,

When we dined that night, while Aunt Hildy was off on one of her rambling monologues I kept my eyes on Susan and when she finally returned my look I boldly licked my lips and smiled at her. The blush that rose on her cheek was a delight that made my cock stir beneath my dress. But despite the color in her countenance, she held my gaze for long enough to tell me that her desires matched mine.

The evening was an absolute bore in which Hildy assured me that I could rely on her and her wisdom in the ways of the world once I gained my inheritance and would stay with me as long as needed.

There was no hint of malignancy in her words but I knew that she had some evil planned for me and I was determined to discover what it was from Susan that very night. But that was not all I planned for myself and Susan.

I waited for an hour after we retired and then slipped out of my bed. I left my chamber, entered the bedroom she occupied, and whispered Susan's name in the dark.

“Is there something I can help you with, Miss Brathwaite?” she asked forever the obedient servant as she sat up in her bed,

“First, you can call me Charlotte,” I replied and turned up one of the lamps in the room before I sat on the edge of her bed.

“I could never be so informal with the mistress of the house,” said Susan.

“Except in your mind,” I said. “I know what desires dwell there, Susan and I came here tonight to make them a reality.”

Her dark eyes glowed in the lamplight, she was silent.

“I know that such things are forbidden in this straight-laced society but we cannot deny what is in our hearts, Susan.”

“But Miss B….Charlotte, we cannot.”

“As you said, I am the mistress of this house. This is my world and I will have what I desire,” I said and with that, I leaned in and kissed her. She did not resist but instead, let out a low moan.

“This is what we both want,” I said and Susan nodded and we kissed once more but this time all the propriety was replaced by passion.

My hands reached for her small breasts as our tongues met. They were firm and round and I cupped them in turn.

When the kiss ended, I stood up by the side of the bed. “I have another secret, Susan, It is a shocking one and if I share it with you I put my whole life and position in society in peril but I want to share my body with you and that is where my secret lies.”

“I want to be with you, Charlotte. My whole body aches for your touch,” she replied.

I stepped out of my nightdress, My cock was already growing.

Susan gasped but did not scream as I feared she might.

“I am both of woman and man,” I said, “Will you take me into your bed?”

Susan responded by pulling back the bedsheets. She removed her nightdress to reveal her small, beautiful body.

I joined her on the bed and I guided her hand to my lady meat which she took in her tiny hand and began to work back and forth.

“So big,” she said with a nervous giggle. “I have never had a man. I hope I can pleasure you as you desire.”

“Don’t worry, I will be gentle,” I said and laid her down on the bed.

I kissed her breasts and moved across her stomach and then was between her legs.

Her cunny was pretty and pink. The hair on it was soft as I kissed it and teased my tongue into her sex.

She whimpered at my touch and spread her legs wide for me.

I explored her depths as she moaned and stroked my hair. I had never tasted such a delight before. Her wetness dripped into my mouth as I savored her sweetness. My cock was now hard as rock and as much as I loved tasting her sex I knew that I needed to be inside the wetness with my cock.

I gave her sex one last long lap and then was on my knees, cock in hand.

“Are you ready?” I asked.

Susan nodded.

I eased an inch of my cock into her and she purred with satisfaction. I took it slow, a gentle beat in her sex as I added more of my meat and leaned in from time to time to kiss her breasts as they rose and fell.

She arched her back and ground her hips against my thrusts. I worked more and more of my cock into her. She let out little gasps of pleasure and maybe a little pain. Her cunny was very tight but soon enough I managed to push all I had inside and began to rut her harder.

Her hands were on my bottom. Her nails dug into it.

I moaned loudly and rammed my meat into her over and over.

“Oh sweet mistress, I am yours,” said Susan.

“You are mine,” I repeated, “and will you serve your mistress?”

“Always,” she said as I ground into her with a new passion and fury.

This was not like my time with Molly. There was a tenderness along with the passion. A deeper connection was made as I drove my cock deep into her wetness over and over.

I slammed into her. There was a wildness that forged us together. I sucked and slobbered over her breasts. She clawed at my back as our hips met with each thrust.

Her eyes were on me. I saw her desire and devotion. I knew that she would be my ally in my fight against Hildy’s plans.

But that did not matter. Now I needed to find my release. Now I wanted to plant my seed in her sweet soil and take her into my arms.

“Oh, my love. Do you want my seed?” I asked.

“Yes, yes, yes. Empty your love into my sweet hole,” said Susan.

I let go hard and long and Susan found her own nirvana and shook hard as I filled her with hot, white seed.

I collapsed next to her and took her into my arms. We were silent for a long time and then talked deep into the night.

Susan told me that Hildy’s plan was to present ‘evidence’ that my beloved father had been cuckolded by my mother and that I was not part of the family bloodline and so not the true heir to the family estate which meant that it would go to her.

Susan secured the correspondence that my Aunt always kept with her between her and the man who would present himself as ‘my real father’. That was more than enough to persuade my wretched relation to leave my estate and never return,

Susan remained with me as my companion.

At my birthday party, she sat beside me as I cut the cake and later that night she joined me in my bed.

After five years of loneliness, my heart had found a home.
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