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Naughty Excerpt from “Futa-Giant's Sultry Treasure”

But nothing would stop Jill. Undaunted, she had her eyes fixed on the entrance into the castle keep. Those doors, too, were open and inviting. Her little feet padded across the stones. She leaped over and over, her excitement rising and rising.

And then she heard it. A beautiful music with all the cascading beauty of a harp played by the most skilled minstrel. Chords washed out of the castle, full of such bursting beauty. Jill's heart beat faster and faster, entranced by the music.

It beckoned her.

She reached the threshold, scaled over it, and entered the keep. She expected to find hallways leading in different directions, stairs leading to higher levels, but it was all open. It was a massive room, a kitchen on the far end, a bedroom to the right, a large pool of steaming water to the left. There were shelves covered in books taller than Jill's house. There were statues and paintings all of immense size. Too big for Jill to steal.

The music grew louder, leading Jill towards the bedroom. She spotted the top of a gold birdcage on the nightstand by the futa-giantess's immense bed. Jill padded to it, the bed's wooden frame looming over her. Hidden beneath the bed were dust bunnies as big as Jill.

The music grew more excited. It was calling to Jill. The cascade of notes more complicated. She had never heard anything so wonderful, so beautiful in her life. She reached the nightstand, looking up at it rising so far above her. It rested on a single leg, a thick column with a wide base to support the table's weight.

“Can't climb that,” Jill decided. It would just lead to the bottom of the table and she would never reach the edge.

So Jill turned her attention to the bed. The futa-giantess's sheets had spilled down to the floor. The fibers that wove it looked like thick ropes to Jill. She raced to it and scaled the bed with ease, making good time up the sheets. She could smell the futa-giantess's spicy musk along with the unmistakable, salty tang of cum.

Her dick throbbed harder.

She gained the bed and turned. The edge of the nightstand was close to the edge of the bed. She stared at the golden cage, expecting to see a magical harp playing itself. Instead, the music came from two naked women in the cage, resting on straw. Each was the same size as Jill. They stared at the futa as they sang, hands reaching through the cage, beseeching for her help. Each was beautiful but different.

And each had a pair of graceful wings, like those of a swan, thrusting from their backs.

One was white-winged and blonde, her body slim, her breasts small cones. The other was busty and raven-haired, her wings a matching black. She had a sultry face while the blonde's was more innocent, almost waifish.

“We felt the beanstalk grow,” the blonde said, her voice musical, beautiful. Her eyes were such a deep sapphire.

“You have cum to save us,” the sultry tones of the black-winged woman purred, her voice equally musical. Her eyes were the passion of rubies.

“Save you?” Jill said, her dick hardening at the sight of their nubile bodies. She leaped from the bed to the nightstand, landing on the wood.

“From our cage and the futa-giantess,” the white-winged woman spoke. “I am Aliara.”

“And I am Zoaria,” the other spoke, rising, pressing her round breasts through the slender bars of the cage. The bars were pressed too close for either winged woman to slip out of or for Jill to slip into. Zoaria cupped her breasts through the bars. “We can please you.”

“We can be your wives and give you all you desire,” Aliara added, her slender body also rising. Her nipples were a soft pink. “If you free us.”

Jill groaned as she stared at Aliara's pussy. There was no hair adorning her tight slit. Zoaria's pussy was equally bare. It made Jill's dick throb as she approached the cage. She swallowed, her lusts burning to explode out of her.

They were both so beautiful, Jill's age, eighteen and nubile. They had such a look of innocence and seduction about them. Their wings flapped as the futa stopped before them. She reached out, cupping Zoaria's breasts through the bars, squeezing them, bringing a tinkling sigh from the black-winged woman.

“You'll...do anything?” Jill said, her dick throbbing hard.

“You have come to rescue us,” sang Aliara. “We shall love you always. The peddler chose you. You must be the one to save us.”

“To love us,” moaned Zoaria as Jill squeezed both her breasts. They weren't as soft as her step-mother's, firmer but still so wonderful. She tweaked Zoaria's nipple, bringing a gasp from the beauty.

“To be our futa-wife,” Aliara said, stroking her nubile body, her sapphire eyes so wide.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Futa-Giant's Sultry Treasure

Jill Spriggins blinked at the sight of the giant beanstalk growing out of the dirt before her farmhouse. The eighteen-year-old futa shivered, her need to urinate forgotten in the predawn gloom as she stared up at the green beanstalk rising higher and higher, reaching for the dark clouds hiding the stars above. It was massive, its stalk made up of three smaller—a relative term since each smaller vine was as thick as a wagon—vines entwined together, like a cable braided from thinner ropes. It was as wide as their barn and thicker than any tree trunk Jill could imagine. Broad leafs sprouted periodically, thrusting from the stalk.

“They worked,” Jill said, a huge grin crossing her face, her pussy clenching beneath her cock as she remembered the events of yesterday. A triumphant laugh shot through her. “They worked! I knew they were magical!”

Just like the futa-peddler had said. Jill could remember the Irish futa clearly, wearing a dress made of patches, each one a different hue or pattern. The beautiful and vivacious futa had appeared out of thin air and vanished just as quickly, trading Jill's old, dried-up dairy cow in exchange for three magical beans.

Beans that had to be fertilized in Jill's pussy.

Excitement throbbed through her body at the memory of that delight. Her pussy clenched, juices trickling out, matting the black fur covering her sexes. Her cock hardened before her, thrusting from the folds of her snatch, aching with more than the need to piss. The futa-peddler had pressed the beans deep into Jill's cunt and then fucked her hard.

It had been Jill's first time experiencing another futa's cock. She knew it was a sin, just as her sexual relationship with her step-mother was a sin. But Jill couldn't help it. She had cum so hard, so much, when the beans were fertilized, her pussy spasming on the peddler's huge cock. She remembered the hot rush of futa-cum spurting into her depths.

And how the beans had burst with magical energy.

“I knew it!” she whooped. Her round breasts jiggled as she jumped into the air, spinning around with her excitement, her loose, black hair dancing about her slim shoulders. “I knew it! Mom!”

Jill lived with her step-mother. A year ago, her futa-mother had passed and then on the night of her eighteenth birthday not long after, Jill had been awakened to her step-mother riding her cock, using her for taboo pleasure. Her mother moaned how she had “raised such a wonderful futa-daughter with a huge cock to satiate Mommy's pussy” and how Jill's cock was “so much better than your futa-mother's.”

Jill knew their relationship was sinful, but it was hard to deny her step-mother's domination. She had grown up submitting to Margie Spriggins as she ran the farm. Jill even let her step-mother punish her even though she was the futa of the house now. Her ass still burned from her spanking last night, her bowels aching from her step-mother's dildo fucking her asshole.

Jill had cum so hard having her asshole buggered for the first time.

“This is it, Mom!” Jill shouted, so eager. The peddler had promised the beans would hold the solutions to her and her step-mother's financial woes. Their turnip crop was damaged by heavy rains. They would probably be evicted by their landlady when they failed to harvest enough to cover their rent. “It worked!”

Here was the solution. At the top of this beanstalk. Jill just had to have the courage to climb it. And she did.

“What is all the commotion,” grumbled her step-mother, stepping out naked, her large tits bouncing, her black hair spilling in a mess about her shoulders. She was a beautiful woman, mature and curvy, her figure never ruined by childbirth like so many other of the women in the county. “I have half-a-mind to redden your ass again, Jill, and... Holy Mother of Goddess!”

“I know, Mom,” Jill grinned, stroking her dick at the sheer excitement of what lay before them. The possibilities the beanstalk represented would save their farm. Jill couldn't wait to climb it and find the wealth. The tip of her dick throbbed, her stroking palm smearing the leaking precum about her cock's crown. Pleasure shuddered down her shaft to her pussy. “I told you they were magic beans.”

Her mother stepped up beside Jill, staring up at the beanstalk reaching for the dark clouds above. “They grew... They... They grew...”

“Uh-huh,” Jill grinned, her pussy clenching. Her other hand slid through her silky pubic hairs, finding the wet folds of her pussy. She caressed them, savoring the tingling delight shooting up to the tip of the cock. “Our fortune's up there, Mom. What we need to keep the farm.”

She just nodded her head as she gazed up at the heights.

“I'm going to climb it,” Jill continued, her gaze slipping to her mother's pillowy breasts rising and falling with her excited breathing. A surge of lust shot through Jill. She shoved a pair of fingers into her pussy, jerking her cock faster and faster. The slap of flesh echoed. “I'm going to save us, Mom.”

Her mom ripped her gaze from the beanstalk to look at Jill. Her eyes were so wide. “You are? But it's dangerous.”

“I know. But I'm the futa of the house.” Jill's pussy savored the plunge of her fingers sending hot delight through her body. “We're going to be so wealthy. Then I'll marry the prettiest girl in the district. They'll all want to be my wife.”

“Marry...” Her mom flicked her eyes down to Jill's cock.

Many times, Jill's mother had made her moan, “It's your cock, Mommy. Always yours.” Jill knew her mom didn't want to share her cock with a daughter-in-law.

“But... That's...” Her mother swallowed, still stunned.

Jill sensed something had changed between her and her mother. That the shock of Jill being right and her mother being wrong had unbalanced the older woman. Her domination slipped, and it was Jill's chance to truly be the futa of the house, the one who would solve all their problems. She ripped her fingers out of her pussy and smeared her juices across her mother's plump, lush lips. The woman shuddered.

Then Jill shoved her fingers into her mother's mouth. The woman shivered, her cheeks hollowing. A tingle raced from Jill's fingers, through her body, to the tip of her dick. She had always wanted to have her cock sucked, to experience the blowjobs other futas bragged about getting from their sweethearts.

It was something her mother would never do. Margie would make Jill eat out her pussy, often full of Jill's own futa-cum, but she would never submit and give her futa-stepdaughter any oral pleasure. Margie used Jill.

That had changed.

Jill pulled her fingers from her step-mother's lips, leaving the woman gasping. Then Jill seized her mother's black hair, yanking her around and forcing her to her knees. She didn't resist, her big breasts bobbing, her lips right before the tip of Jill's cock.

She rubbed it on her mother's mouth while moaning, “I'm going to save the farm, Mom. Isn't that wonderful?”

“Yes,” she moaned. Her mouth opened wide and then swallowed the tip of Jill's cock.

“Oh, that's it, Mom,” groaned Jill. “Oh, you're going to suck my cock from now on, aren't you? You're going to do what I want. You realize that I'm in charge.”

Her mother moaned about her dick, the vibrations humming delight up her shaft.

“Wonderful.”

Jill ran her hands through her mother's silky hair as the older woman bobbed her mouth up and down the futa's cock. The pleasure was wonderful. A hot, wet, sucking delight. The tip of her dick throbbed in her mother's mouth. The pleasure radiated through Jill's body.

Her pussy clenched. Juices leaked out faster, matting her pubic hair and dribbling down her thighs. The slow trickle of juices was almost as exciting as her mother's sucking mouth. The taboo thrill of it shuddered through Jill.

“Yes, yes, yes, what a good Mommy.” Jill licked her lips, her breasts aching. “Mmm, you're just wanting to please your futa-daughter with your hungry mouth. Oh, yes, Mom, you are just so naughty. I love it.”

Her mother moaned about her dick. Hot pleasure shuddered through Jill. Her eyes fluttered while her hips pumped forward, pressing her cock toward the back of her mother's throat. She loved how hard her mother sucked when she drew back, the tip of her dick throbbing.

And then her mother did something absolutely naughty—she shoved a pair of fingers into Jill's pussy.

The futa groaned in delight as the fingers penetrated her cunt. They reached so deep into her silky depths, shooting pleasure to the tip of her dick buried in her mother's hungry mouth. Her breasts jiggled as she shivered.

“Oh, yes, you naughty Mommy. Mmm, you know I'm going to save us. You want to worship me. Oh, you are wonderful.” The change in their relationship was intoxicating. It was amazing to be in control, to take the power back from her domineering mother and step up to be in the charge of the farm. “Suck my cock. Finger my pussy. Oh, yes, such a wicked Mommy.”

Her mother moaned louder about her cock, fingering her pussy faster and faster. The plunge of the fingers caressed the silky walls of her pussy. Jill's hands shot up, grasping her breasts, hand sinking into round tits. She pinched and rolled her nipples, groaning, the tip of her dick throbbing harder and harder.

Pressure built and built in Jill. It swelled, grew, ached to explode out of her girl-dick right into her mother's hungry mouth. She stared into her mother's eyes, seeing the lusts in the older woman's dark depths as she swirled her tongue, eager to please Jill.

“Oh, yes, Mommy,” Jill panted, stretching her nipples. “I'll find so much gold up there. Yes, yes, yes.”

The tip of her dick throbbed and ached. The pressure swelled in her depths, pressing down the length of her cock. It came closer and closer to exploding out of her. To erupting into her mother's hungry mouth.

“Oh, yes, Mom, I'm going to cum so hard,” groaned Jill. “You're going to love it. My cum taste so good.”

Her mother's fingers curled inside Jill's pussy. The futa gasped as her mother found this special spot in her along the top of her pussy walls. The futa trembled, her body bucking as the rapture radiated from that spot, reaching the tip of her dick.

“Yes!”

Taboo ecstasy exploded through Jill.

Her cum erupted into from her cock in powerful blasts. Spurt after spurt of hot, thick, creamy jizz flooded her mother's mouth. Jill groaned and shivered, her fingers pulling hard on her nipples. Her pussy spasmed about her mother's thrusting fingers. The friction burned such bliss, heat washing through her body.

And reached her mind.

“Oh, my goddess, yes,” gasped Jill. “You naughty Mommy. Oh, you love my cum. Drink every drop.”

Her dick kept squirting, the pleasure cooking her mind with ecstasy. Her head shot up, staring at the beanstalk. The sun peeked over the horizon, liquid gold painting the stalk with such verdant greens as it reached up to the dark clouds boiling around it.

Her destiny was up there.

Jill shuddered a final time. She groaned and then her breath exploded out of her. A wave dizzy bliss washed through her. She stepped back, her cock plopping out of her mother's warm mouth. She stared down at her mother and smiled as the older woman opened her mouth.

Cum puddled around her tongue. And then she closed her mouth and deliberately swallowed. The loud, noisy sound, sent a shiver through Jill. Her pussy clenched, and her softening dick throbbed.

“You are such a naughty Mommy,” Jill moaned, seizing her shoulders and hauling her to her feet.

Then Jill kissed her step-mother hard. She savored the taboo thrill of kissing the woman who had raised her. And the forbidden delight of tasting her own salty cum in her mother's mouth. Their bodies pressed together, Jill's round tits rubbing against her mother's pillowy mounds.

Jill held the embrace, such heady delight shooting through her as the world grew brighter and brighter, the blue sky ringing around the dark clouds centered around the beanstalk piercing them, like the beanstalk had snagged a thunderhead passing by and tethered it to the ground.

Jill's step-mother broke their kiss. Her eyes trembled. “You are really going to climb it?”

“I am, Mom,” Jill grinned.

“It'll be dangerous.”

“Very,” Jill agreed. “The sun's up. I need to get going. I'm going to save us, Mom.”

“You will,” she said, her eyes wide. “You had faith. You believed, and a miracle has happened. I'm so sorry. I should have trusted you.”

“It's okay, Mom,” Jill said. Then she shuddered. “I like being punished by you.”

Her step-mom blushed. Then she kissed Jill one more time. “That's for luck,” she moaned when she broke the kiss. “Oh, Goddess, I'm going to be fretting all day while you climb it, aren't I?”

“I'll be fine,” Jill laughed.

“Youth always think they will be.” She sighed. “Okay, go, before I start crying and beg you not to.”

Jill grinned and darted into the house. She grabbed her wool socks, darned so much they were almost all stitches, and then yanked on her heavy wool trousers. She grabbed a linen shirt and a leather jacket, then went to a backpack. She stuffed it with their hemp rope, two waterskins she filled with well water, and the last of their hard cheese and week-old bread. She came back out, her naked mother still staring up at the beanstalk, shaking her head in disbelief.

“It goes all the way up the clouds,” she muttered. “It's so impossible.”

“It is,” Jill grinned and hefted her backpack. “I'll be fine.”

“I love you, Jill,” her step-mother smiled.

“I know. Love you, too, Mom.” Then she gave her mom a hot kiss and turned, throwing herself at the beanstalk.

It was surprisingly easy to climb. Three large vines intertwining each other were themselves made of smaller vines woven together. And those provided plenty of places to grip and step. So despite the shoddy condition of her boots, the soles falling off, she found it easy going. She was young and strong, working on a farm all day had given her endurance.

The texture was rough but squishy. And something tingled through the stalk, some great power or energy, the magic that had allowed it to sprout to begin with. It smelled of grass pulp, that almost bitter, watery scent of a broken dandelion stalk.

Jill didn't have any problems until she made the mistake of looking down.

She had been climbing for perhaps a half-hour when she took a quick breather. She had her hands firmly planted in crevasses, her boots on sure footing. She looked down and her eyes widened. Everything was so small. Her farmhouse looked like a child's toy, her watching mother a dim speck, an ant. Jill could see the surrounding farms for miles and miles, including the distant village. The world stretched on and on and on.

And then it spun.

Her heartbeat faster. She let out a gasp as the dizziness washed through her. “Oh, Lady in Heaven,” she moaned, squeezing her eyes shut. “Don't let me fall.”

She pressed her body against the beanstalk, her face rubbing on the rough texture. Her stomach churned and wiggled. If she slipped, she would die. She was so high up. Higher up than any other human must have ventured. Birds flew at this height. She could hear them chirping and cawing around her.

Her heart constricted. She didn't want to move. What if she fell? What if her grip slipped reaching for the next crevasse? Or what if the soles on her old boots came off causing her to plummet to her untimely death? She wouldn't save the farm then.

After five minutes of terror, her heart racing, the palms of her hands growing so sweaty, Jill muttered, “Not going to save the farm just staying here and not moving. Got to keep climbing. It's the only way.”

She looked up the stalk, spotting a crevasse. “Just reach for it.”

Her hand didn't move.

“Come on,” Jill groaned, her teeth chattering. “You made it this far. We still got to keep climbing. Think of the treasure.”

Her hand twitched.

“Just reach. Come on, just reach.” Jill's stomach roiled again. The fear gripped her, trying to hold her in place. “Mom is counting on you. You don't want to let her down. You don't want to disappoint her.”

The thought of her step-mom losing the home she had lived in for sixteen years, having to start over at her age, frightened Jill. No one would marry a barren widow with no property. She would have to beg for work. She'd get old so fast.

Jill's hand reached up and grabbed the crevasse. She didn't slip.

Her foot lifted, finding another purchase. She climbed. She reached again. She stepped again. Over and over, her fear lessening with each one. Every time she didn't slip, it grew easier and easier until she was laughing.

What was she afraid of? She was a great climber. She would never fall. She had nothing to be afraid of.

She stared up above her at the swirling clouds above. As she came closer, the cloud didn't appear as solid as it had from the ground, but wispy. It was uneven, with little protrusions that faded into nothingness. It grew cooler, too, and then it became damp on the last third of the climb. Moisture beaded on the beanstalk. Big droplets of water the size of her head glistened. One rumbled down the beanstalk as it dribbled towards the ground below.

Jill kept climbing. She wasn't about to stop now. She worked higher and higher. Her stomach growled. She thirsted, but she kept going. She neared the bottom of the clouds where the haze grew thicker and thicker. The air wetter and wetter.

“Come on, Jill,” she groaned, pressing into the gray of the clouds.

It wrapped around her, pressing on her. The world grew darker and darker as she climbed higher until she was in an isolated world. She could hardly see above her to reach for the next stalk. Everything was wet. Her woolen trousers clung to her body, her linen shirt molded to her breasts. But she kept going. She wasn't about to stop.

And then the world grew lighter. The clouds above growing more and more white. They also grew thicker, pressing against the beanstalk until there was only a small space that she could wiggle through between the solid cloud and the green stalk. She caught glimpses of blue.

She was almost through.

A renewed surge of energy shot through her. She climbed faster, grunting, groaning. And then she made it. She cleared to the top of the clouds and spilled onto the solid surface. She was surprised by how firm they were. She always had imagine clouds to be so soft and pillowy.

This felt as hard as a well-traveled road.

She panted for breath, pulling out her waterskin and gulping down the entire thing before she grabbed her wedge of cheese. She snacked on the sharp cheddar as she stood up, staring around at her new surroundings.

The sky was bright blue over her head, the sun shining almost directly down on her. It had taken her half the day to climb the beanstalk. She rubbed at her damp brow, her hair matted to her body, and scanned around for where the treasure would be. Beyond the top of the beanstalk, sprouting into thick pods of magical beans, she saw a castle.

Jill had seen one castle in her life. It belonged to the local count. That was a small, squat building made of crumbling stones with a single tower rising on its left side. The castle wasn't much bigger than the village's inn.

This castle was different. It looked like a proper castle from the stories. It had graceful, gray walls and towers rising around a central keep. Pennants flapped from the top of pointed roofs, which look like witch's hats capping the towers. There was a drawbridge that was down, open and inviting.

Jill knew her fortune lay inside.

The castle didn't look far away. Maybe only a quarter of a mile. She set out with an eager pace, munching on her cheese as she walked. Her strides were long and brisk, her cock half-hard with her excitement to plunder the castle for its gold, her pussy dewy.

She had crossed a quarter of a mile and still didn't feel like she was any closer to the castle. She frowned as she stared at it. She should be getting closer and closer to it, and yet she felt like she had made no progress. She walked faster, frowning, her head cocking to the side.

And then, out of the drawbridge, walked a naked futa. She had huge breasts and red hair spilled about her shoulders. A cock swung between her sleek thighs. Jill blinked in shock at how slow the naked futa moved, like she was walking through a thick syrup of some sort. Everything about her moved so slow, from the bounce of her breasts to the sway of her cock and...

It hit Jill. She was staring at a futa-giantess.

Which meant the castle was immense. It only seemed closer because she thought it was human sized. But studying the ground, she could see just how far away it was. Several miles to go. Her heart raced as the futa-giantess turned to the right, striding away from her castle, and Jill, to where a flock of immense sheep grazed on the cloud. Their greeting baas were deep rumbles that hurt Jill's ears. The futa-giantess led off her flock, vanishing behind a puffy cloud hill.

Jill almost turned back. But now she knew for certain there was immense treasure to be found. The key to saving her farm and mother lay in there. She would slip in and out before the futa-giantess ever returned. She was taking her flock out to a grazing pasture. Jill knew the futa-giantess would be gone for hours, probably until sunset.

Jill moved at a trot, crossing the cloudy terrain faster and faster. The castle slowly grew larger and larger, looming over her. She felt like an insect when she reached the immense drawbridge and crossed it to enter the courtyard. It was paved with huge stones, the small cracks between them were ravines Jill had to leap across.

But nothing would stop her. Undaunted, she had her eyes fixed on the entrance into the castle keep. Those doors, too, were open and inviting. Her little feet padded across the stones. She leaped over and over, her excitement rising and rising.

And then she heard it. A beautiful music with all the cascading beauty of a harp played by the most skilled minstrel. Chords washed out of the castle, full of such bursting beauty. Jill's heart beat faster and faster, entranced by the music.

It beckoned her.

She reached the threshold, scaled over it, and entered the keep. She expected to find hallways leading in different directions, stairs leading to higher levels, but it was all open. It was a massive room, a kitchen on the far end, a bedroom to the right, a large pool of steaming water to the left. There were shelves covered in books taller than Jill's house. There were statues and paintings all of immense size. Too big for Jill to steal.

The music grew louder, leading Jill towards the bedroom. She spotted the top of a gold birdcage on the nightstand by the futa-giantess's immense bed. Jill padded to it, the bed's wooden frame looming over her. Hidden beneath the bed were dust bunnies as big as Jill.

The music grew more excited. It was calling to Jill. The cascade of notes more complicated. She had never heard anything so wonderful, so beautiful in her life. She reached the nightstand, looking up at it rising so far above her. It rested on a single leg, a thick column with a wide base to support the table's weight.

“Can't climb that,” Jill decided. It would just lead to the bottom of the table and she would never reach the edge.

So Jill turned her attention to the bed. The futa-giantess's sheets had spilled down to the floor. The fibers that wove it looked like thick ropes to Jill. She raced to it and scaled the bed with ease, making good time up the sheets. She could smell the futa-giantess's spicy musk along with the unmistakable, salty tang of cum.

Her dick throbbed harder.

She gained the bed and turned. The edge of the nightstand was close to the edge of the bed. She stared at the golden cage, expecting to see a magical harp playing itself. Instead, the music came from two naked women in the cage, resting on straw. Each was the same size as Jill. They stared at the futa as they sang, hands reaching through the cage, beseeching for her help. Each was beautiful but different.

And each had a pair of graceful wings, like those of a swan, thrusting from their backs.

One was white-winged and blonde, her body slim, her breasts small cones. The other was busty and raven-haired, her wings a matching black. She had a sultry face while the blonde's was more innocent, almost waifish.

“We felt the beanstalk grow,” the blonde said, her voice musical, beautiful. Her eyes were such a deep sapphire.

“You have cum to save us,” the sultry tones of the black-winged woman purred, her voice equally musical. Her eyes were the passion of rubies.

“Save you?” Jill said, her dick hardening at the sight of their nubile bodies. She leaped from the bed to the nightstand, landing on the wood.

“From our cage and the futa-giantess,” the white-winged woman spoke. “I am Aliara.”

“And I am Zoaria,” the other spoke, rising, pressing her round breasts through the slender bars of the cage. The bars were pressed too close for either winged woman to slip out of or for Jill to slip into. Zoaria cupped her breasts through the bars. “We can please you.”

“We can be your wives and give you all you desire,” Aliara added, her slender body also rising. Her nipples were a soft pink. “If you free us.”

Jill groaned as she stared at Aliara's pussy. There was no hair adorning her tight slit. Zoaria's pussy was equally bare. It made Jill's dick throb as she approached the cage. She swallowed, her lusts burning to explode out of her.

They were both so beautiful, Jill's age, eighteen and nubile. They had such a look of innocence and seduction about them. Their wings flapped as the futa stopped before them. She reached out, cupping Zoaria's breasts through the bars, squeezing them, bringing a tinkling sigh from the black-winged woman.

“You'll...do anything?” Jill said, her dick throbbing hard.

“You have come to rescue us,” sang Aliara. “We shall love you always. The peddler chose you. You must be the one to save us.”

“To love us,” moaned Zoaria as Jill squeezed both her breasts. They weren't as soft as her step-mother's, firmer but still so wonderful. She tweaked Zoaria's nipple, bringing a gasp from the beauty.

“To be our futa-wife,” Aliara said, stroking her nubile body, her sapphire eyes so wide.

Her hands reached through the bars to Jill's woolen trousers. The waifish Aliara pushed them down. Jill's cock sprang out hard and throbbing. Her pussy clenched as Aliara grasped her girl-dick, stroking it with gentle fingers.

“Let us love you, noble futa,” Zoaria groaned as Jill tweaked her nipples.

“Just Jill,” she said, blushing at their praise. “I'm just a regular futa.”

“A couragous futa,” Aliara breathed as she slid to her knees. Her hands stroked Jill's cock faster. Her tongue licked across pink lips. And then she leaned in and caressed the tip of Jill's cock with her tongue, her innocent eyes staring up with adoration.

“Goddess,” groaned Jill at the sheer joy of the girl sucking on her cock. White wings rustled. Jill's fingers pinched Zoaria's nipples, bringing another gasping song from her lips. “Oh, that's nice, Aliara.”

“Mmm, let us please you and show us why we would make you wonderful wives.”

“Why your courage shall be rewarded, sweet Jill,” Zoaria moaned and then she, too, sank to the straw at the floor of their birdcage.

Both winged girls pressed their cheeks together, their hands stroking the base of Jill's cock. The futa's eyes widened as they leaned in and licked at the tip of her girl-dick. Pleasure shot down her shaft as both tongues caressed her throbbing crown. The futa moaned, her pussy clenching at the wicked delight of two girls licking her dick, wanting to please her. They both stared up at Jill with such adoration in her eyes.

Her heart quickened its beat. It was intoxicating. Heady. A rush shot through her that Jill had never experienced before. She wanted to save these human songbirds. She wanted to take them down to her farm and love them.

“Such a mighty cock,” cooed Aliara between licks.

Zoaria's hand slid up Jill's thighs and found her pussy. “Mmm, and such a wet pussy. You desire us.”

“Greatly,” groaned Jill.

“So you'll save us?” Aliara asked, those blue eyes liquid.

“Goddess, yes,” the futa moaned.

And then the pair went back to worship her cock. They licked and nuzzled at the tip, their tongues and lips brushing each other as much as Jill's cock. Then they kissed around her dick, lips working against each other and her throbbing crown. The pleasure shuddered through her.

It was so sinful and so wonderful. Jill groaned, pleasure shooting through her as she savored the worship of the songbirds. Their wings rubbed against each other while Zoaria's fingers stroked Jill's dripping pussy.

“Mmm, I must taste her,” moaned Zoaria.

“Enjoy,” giggled Aliara moments before she engulfed the tip of Jill's futa-dick.

“Yes, enjoy,” groaned Jill, the pleasure shooting through her as she experienced her second woman's mouth on her dick. Today was amazing. Everything had changed. She was so glad she listened to the futa-peddler.

Zoaria pressed her face against the bars, slipping through just enough to lap at Jill's pussy. Her tongue slid through the futa's folds. Delight shivered through her. She pressed tight against the bars, her nipples throbbing against her linen shirt.

It was such wonderful delight, a mouth working on both her cock and pussy. Aliara's tongue danced around her dick, giving her such sweet pleasure while Zoaria's nimble tongue danced through Jill's folds, exploring her pussy, drinking her spicy juices.

Both songbirds hummed as they pleasured Jill, sharing their excitement with their rescuer. Jill shivered, her cock throbbing in Aliara's wonderful mouth. The innocent songbird bobbed her head, sliding her wonderful mouth up and down Jill's cock while Zoaria's tongue probed deep into her pussy's depths.

“Such sweet songbirds,” moaned Jill, gripping the golden bars. They were solidly built, not bending as she shuddered. “Oh, I'm going to rescue you both and make you my wives.”

Both hummed louder, the vibrations buzzing around Jill's dick. Their wings rustled, their excitement obvious. The tongue in Jill's pussy wiggled deeper, swirling, caressing, giving the futa such wonderful joy. Her toes curled in her boots.

“Goddess, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, you're both my sweet songbirds. Oh, yes. Oh, fuck!”

Cum exploded from her cock into the innocent Aliara's mouth. Her sapphire eyes widened. Her cheeks bulged. And then she swallowed, drinking Jill's cum. Such delight rushed through Jill at that. It was so sexy having a woman swallow her cum. She loved it.

At the same moment, Zoaria purred her delight as she drank the flood of spicy juices pouring out of Jill's pussy. The pleasure gushed out of her, leaving her trembling and gasping. She groaned, swaying in delight as the combined delight rushed through her body. It surged through her, leaving her gasping and shivering.

“Oh, that was wonderful, my sweet songbirds.”

Aliara's wings fluttered. She pulled her lips off Jill's cock, mouth swimming with her cum. Then she grabbed Zoaria's hair, pulling the other songbird from Jill's pussy. Juices dripped from Zoaria's mouth. The pair met in a hot kiss, their tongues swirling and caressing, sharing the combined flavor of Jill's cum and pussy juices. Both of them moaned, their bodies pressed tight.

“Goddess, you two are gorgeous,” groaned Jill. She shivered. “Wow, just amazing.”

“Thank you, futa-wife,” blushed Aliara, looking up at Jill with worship.

“We've only had each other for pleasure and...the futa-giantess's cum.”

“She treats us so cruelly.” Aliara caressed Jill's still hard cock. “But you won't. You'll love us.”

“Make us into women.”

Jill groaned as both rose. “You still have intact virtues?”

The pair nodded, pressing their asses against the bars and bending over. Jill fell to her knees, staring at the two flushed slits before her, both dribbling juices. She parted Aliara's groaning at the sight of her hymen stretched over the entrance of her pussy, a thin membrane with tiny holes. She took a lick through the virgin pussy, tasting the strawberry delight of her pussy.

Then Jill turned to Zoaria and peeled back her tight slit, revealing a darker pink to her flesh. Her hymen wasn't as pronounced, a ring about the opening to her pussy that two fingers could easily slip through. She had a cinnamon aroma that made Jill shudder.

She licked Zoaria, too.

“Oh, what a wonderful wife,” moaned Zoaria. “Take us. Cum in us and earn your reward.”

“Please, sweet Jill,” moaned Aliara.

“Yes,” Jill groaned, rising, her dick throbbing. They both wiggled their ass, looking over their shoulders at the futa.

Jill groaned, rubbing her dick up and down Aliara's wet snatch. The innocent girl trembled as Jill pressed on her hymen. The feel of the thin membrane, the proof of her virtue, sent a wicked thrill through the futa.

I claim this pussy.

She thrust hard, pressing her body against the bars. Aliara's cherry held for a valiant moment, and then Jill plucked her. Aliara's wings spread wide and flapped hard. Her chime-like voice sang out a complex, cascading melody of pure joy as her once virgin pussy engulfed Jill's cock.

“How is it?” Zoaria asked, kneeling down and nuzzling between Aliara's legs.

“Wonderful,” moaned Aliara, her wings flapping. “Oh, Zoaria, I love your tongue on my clit.”

Jill's cock throbbed in the virgin's depths at the feel of Zoaria's tongue lapping at where her shaft plunged into Aliara's hot flesh. The songbird was so much tighter than her mother's pussy. Jill groaned, drawing back and slamming in harder and harder, savoring claiming Aliara's virtue.

The white-winged songbird sang so loud, her supple back rippling as she arched, her wings trembling. Her blonde hair danced about her face as she rocked forward from the force of Jill's thrusts, then slid her pussy back, engulfing Jill's cock.

The bars pressed into Jill's crotch and thighs every time she thrust forward. She hated them. She wanted to rip them away. She growled her frustration, fucking her songbird harder and faster, savoring her tight, hot pussy.

“Do I please you, sweet Jill?” moaned Aliara. “Is my tight cunny to your satisfaction?”

“It's amazing,” Jill groaned. “Goddess, I love it. I love you. You're my wife.”

“Your wife,” she sang out in pure joy.

“Yes,” husked Zoaria, her tongue lapping faster, caressing Jill's cock as it slid out then brushing her pussy's folds as she plunged in.

The hot, tight sheath created hot friction in Jill's dick. It surged through her. She groaned, gasped, moaning her sweet delight as she plunged over and over into Aliara's sweet snatch. She reached through the bars, grasping her wife's hips, pounding her so hard.

Aliara loved it. Her voice sang louder and louder, her ecstasy trilling through her notes. Jill gripped her hips, slamming into her depths, coming closer and closer to cumming. She wanted to last longer, but Aliara was so hot and tight.

“Oh, my futa-wife, yes!” Aliara gasped. “You're so thick. So hard. You're... Yes!”

Aliara's pussy went wild about Jill's dick. The once virgin, innocent flesh quivered about the futa's shaft. The friction was incredible. It surged through Jill. She trembled, moaning, pressed so tight against the bars. Her nipples ached and throbbed. Her pussy clenched.

“Cum in her,” Zoaria moaned. “Cum in her and witness your reward!”

“Yes!” gasped Jill and buried into her songbird wife's pussy.

Her cum spurted. She grunted, her vision fuzzing with each powerful pulse. She flooded her Aliara's depths. Blast after blast of jizz filled the songbird to the brim. Her pussy milked Jill's cock, eager for every last drop while her voice sang out.

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned Zoaria. “Give it to her, dear futa-wife.”

“So hot!” moaned Aliara. “So thick. I feel it in me, Zoaria. This is so much better than the futa-giantess drowning us in seed.”

“So much better,” Zoaria groaned.

The final spurt of delight shot out of Jill. Aliara stumbled forward and fell onto her knees. She rolled over onto her back, legs spread wide, her pussy still incredibly tight. Jill was shocked that none of her cum ran out like it did after fucking her step-mother.

Maybe her virgin pussy is too tight.

“Mmm,” Zoaria moaned, turning around, kneeling, her ass pressed against the bars. She pressed her face into Aliara's pussy and licked.

The sight of the lesbian display sent a hot surge through Jill. Aliara shuddered and squirmed on the ground. The innocent songbird cupped her small breasts, her sapphire eyes locking onto Jill's. They were beseeching.

“Take her,” Aliara moaned. “Give her this delight!”

Jill fell to her knees, stroking Zoaria's ass through the bars as she watched the black-winged songbird feast on Aliara's pussy. Jill was still impossibly hard. She groaned, rubbing her cock on Zoaria's pussy.

And thrust through her second hymen of the afternoon.

Jill savored plucking another cherry. Zoaria gasping as her hymen snapped. And then Jill was in another hot, tight pussy. Her wife's pussy. She would rescue these two women. She would love them. She pounded Zoaria hard and fast, savoring the hot feel of her flesh.

It was as wonderful as Aliara's.

She stroked Zoaria's back, fucking her hard, listening to her moan into Aliara's pussy. The blonde songbird writhed, humping her hips, grinding on Zoaria's mouth. Her hands squeezed her small breasts and her eyes stared into Jill's.

“Oh, it's coming, my sweet Jill,” moaned Aliara. “Your reward.”

“My reward?” the futa asked in confusion. “Aren't I experiencing your reward right now?”

“For giving her your cum,” Zoaria moaned, throwing a look over her shoulder, her lips smeared with Aliara's pussy juices. The black-winged songbird's pussy clenched hard on Jill's thrusting cock. “Watch her pussy.”

Then Zoaria lowered her head, pressing her cheek to the ground, letting Jill look at Aliara's pussy. She stared at the tight slit, flushed with excitement, thrusting hard into Zoaria's pussy. Jill licked her lips. That's my wife's pussy. I'll take them both home with me and...

Her thoughts trailed off.

Something golden pressed out of Aliara's pussy. The round base spread open Aliara's tight slit wider and wider. She groaned, her stomach clenching as she forced it out. Her pussy stretched wider and wider, the object thicker than Jill's closed fist.

“It's an egg,” Jill groaned out loud, her dick throbbing in Zoaria's pussy. “You're laying an egg.”

“A solid gold egg,” Aliara gasped, her hands squeezing her breasts. Orgasmic delight sang in her voice as the egg, coated in her pussy juices, slipped out of her pussy into Zoaria's hand. “Yes, yes, yes! It was wonderful laying your golden egg!”

Jill's dick erupted into Zoaria's pussy. The pleasure surged out of Jill. She groaned, shivering in shock as she stared at the egg, pleasure bursting through her body. Zoaria's pussy spasmed, milking out Jill's cum.

“Does that happen every time?” Jill gasped as she finished erupting.

“Every time our bodies absorb futa-cum,” moaned Aliara.

Zoaria pulled her pussy off Jill's dick. “Soon I'll lay one, too.” She handed Aliara's egg through the bars. “Solid gold.”

“It is why she keeps us and hasn't eaten us,” moaned Aliara. “You have to save us.”

Jill nodded, the egg warm and wet in her hand. It smelled of strawberries. “I can save the farm with this. Thank you.”

“You're our futa-wife,” Zoaria groaned, rubbing her stomach. “Mmm, I'm making you one right now. So much yummy cum.”

Jill shivered. Then she looked at the cage. There was a golden lock on the door. “Where's the key?”

“Around the giantess's neck,” Aliara said. “She never takes it off.”

Jill examined the lock. She bit her lip. “I'll have to come back with an ax.”

“Come back?” Aliara asked, frightened.

Jill nodded. “I promised, I'll be back. I'll get an ax and break the lock. Tomorrow. It'll take me the rest of the day to climb down.”

“You'll really come back?” Zoaria asked.

“Really,” Jill said, her stomach twisting. She clutched the egg in her hand. It was enough wealth to save the farm alone and set her and her step-mother up for life. She didn't have to return. But she couldn't leave them. Not just because they promised to be her wife and let Jill fuck them, but because they were miserable. The didn't deserve to be in a cage, even if it were golden. They deserved to fly free and sing their joy.

Jill reached through the bars, taking both their hands. “I'll come back.”

“Okay,” Aliara said and kissed Jill.

*   *   *

Jill slipped into the giant's castle the next day, ax in hand. Her step-mother had argued with her all last night, trying to convince Jill not to come back. But she promised those sweet songbirds. She wouldn't leave them to the giant's care. So she waited for the giant to go out and tend her flock and then slipped into the castle.

The songbirds sung their greeting.

Jill scaled the bed and made the leap over to the bird cage. She had the ax in hand, grinning at them. They both were crying for joy at the sight of Jill. They pressed against the bars, their wings fluttering.

“You truly love us,” Aliara sang.

“I made a promise,” Jill answered. “You'll get to fly free.”

“Thank you,” purred Zoaria.

Jill hefted the ax and swung it at the padlock. She hit the golden shackle, leaving a thick dent in the soft metal. She grunted, drew back the ax, and swung again. The ax bit deeper, cutting almost halfway through.

“You can do it,” Aliara gasped.

Jill swung a final time. The shackle snapped. She dropped the ax and twisted the lock. She slid it through and opened the cage. The futa's songbirds rushed at her, their eyes so wide with delight. Jill scooped them into her arms.

Then they fell to their knees, pulled out Jill's cock, and they both sucked on it. Their lips were skilled, delicious, and Jill was cumming in record time. Their fingers pumped in and out of Jill's pussy as her cock spurted into both their hungry mouths.

“Let's go,” Jill groaned.

And then booming footsteps echoed. Jill turned to see the futa-giantess stepping into the room. The hulking beauty stretched her back, her large tits bouncing. Then she sniffed the air, her gaze scanning around the immense room. And spoke:

“Fee-fi-fo-fum!

I smell the salt of a futa's cum:

Be she alive, or be she dead,

I'll grind her bones to make my bread.”

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Jill & the Futa-Giantess!
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Sneak Preview of “Futas' Naughty Trade”

Jill's stomach clenched. “You can read my mind.”

“Ain't hard with a face as pretty as yours. So very expressive, Jill Spriggins.” The peddler grinned. “Wotcha say? My magic beans for your dried-up, ol' milk cow? You plant these beans and ya'll never want for gold, I'll tell ya that. If ya got the courage ta seize it.”

They have to be magic beans. Fairy magic. The stories say they love making deals with people. To help people good people and punish bad people. And I'm a good person. Guilt rippled through her as memories of fucking her step-mother throbbed down her cock. Mostly.

The farm was doomed whether or not she sold the cow to the butcher, but if the beans delivered, then it was the answer they needed. Jill's excitement leaped, her heart pounding faster and faster as she stared at the futa-peddler.

“Deal!”

The futa smiled, her dimples shining in her beautiful cheeks, her large breasts jiggling in her bodice. She hopped to her feet, her patchwork skirt swirling about her while her hands clenched on the beans.

“Wonderful,” the futa purred. “We just gotta fertilize them, then when ya get ta ya farm, ya just plant them and come the morrow, ya'll be gettin' one big surprise, lassie.”

“How do we fertilize them?”

The smile on the futa-peddler's face grew lusty. “Now that is somet'ing fun for ta both of us ta enjoy. Just bend that pretty arse of yours over yon rock, and we'll fertilize the beans in your hot, tight quim.”

Jill blushed, her cock throbbing hard and her pussy growing juicy. She had never had much attraction to futas, but there was something so vivacious about the redhead. A hot itch settled into her pussy and her dick ached more and more. Jill obeyed, bending over the rock, her hips shifting, her cock pressing against the hard surface of the rock, separated by her skirts.

The futa-peddler hiked Jill's skirt, exposing her naked ass. The peddler smiled, running her hands up Jill's thighs and reaching her pussy covered by a black bush. She shivered at the touch, the sensations throbbing up to the tip of her girl-dick. Her dick grew harder and harder.

“Mmm, just a cute, li'l pussy ya got, lassie,” moaned the peddler. “Just scrumptious.” Jill gasped as the futa-peddler's fingers spread open her pussy lips, exposing her pink flesh. “But ya ain't a virgin. Had a cock in here before?”

“Dildo,” Jill groaned, burning in shame. “My step-mother's dildo.”

“How very naughty of ya,” giggled the futa.

Her fingers stroked up and down Jill's pussy lips, making her dick twitch more. It ached as she squirmed, the tip rubbing on her woolen skirts. The pleasure tingled through her body, reaching her pussy which shivered in delight from the futa-peddler's touch.

Then, with a hungry purr, the peddler leaned in. Her red curls brushed Jill's thighs, and a moment later, a hungry tongue wiggled in and licked through her folds. Her brown eyes widened. Jill had never had her pussy licked.

It was amazing.

“Yes,” Jill groaned, savoring the same delight that she had given her step-mother this morning. “Oh, that's amazing.”

“Mmm, and ya taste good, lassie.” The futa-peddler smacked her lips. “Gotta spicy musk, ya do. Just delicious.”

The futa-peddler licked again, dragging her tongue through Jill's folds, making her ache and tremble. The teasing delight of the futa's tongue sent pleasure rippling through the younger futa's body. She groaned and squirmed, her nipples aching in the bodice of her dress.

And it was so naughty. Anyone could come down the road and discover them engaged in their fornication, witness their wicked sin. Jill shivered, her pussy clenching about the futa-peddler's probing tongue. Groans escaped her lips as the nimble tongue swirled through her cunt's depths, sending fluttering pleasure through her body.

“Yes,” groaned Jill, her hips undulating. “Oh, that's so nice. I wish my mom would do this for me.”

“So very selfish of her,” agreed the futa-peddler between her wonderful licks. “She should be worshipin' this fine quim as well as ya mighty pecker.”

The futa-peddler took another lick through Jill's pussy, her hands squeezing the younger futa's ass. Jill groaned and squirmed, pressing back into the wonderful licking, the pleasure building in her body as the tongue danced and caressed, stirring rapture wherever it touched.

If you want to read more, click here for Futas' Naughty Trade (Futa Jill & the Beanstalk 1)!
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