

Jill & the Futa-Giantess

Futa Jill & the Beanstalk 3

(A Fairy Tale of The World of Futas)

by

Reed James


Copyright © 2017 by Reed James

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the expressed written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. Published in the United States of America, 2017

All characters depicted in this work of fiction are over the age of eighteen (18).

Cover Photo © Syda_Productions | Depositphotos.com

Logo © Anton Brand | Dreamstime.com

Naughty Ladies Publications

www.NaughtyLadiesPublications.com

If you liked what you read, you can sign up for Reed James's newsletter. Every subscriber gets two FREE erotica ebooks as well as updates on new releases, coupons, sells, and upcoming projects. Your contact information will not be shared with anyone!

Like Reed on Facebook and follow him on Twitter @NLPublications!

Check out Reed James's Catalog of steamy erotica on Amazon.

Reviews at the retailer are appreciated. Honest feedback is very important to Reed.


Table of Contents

Jill & the Futa-Giantess

Naughty Excerpt from “Jill & the Futa-Giantess”

Other Futa Fairy Tales

Jill & the Futa-Giantess


Naughty Excerpt from “Jill & the Futa-Giantess”

Jill trembled. The futa-giantess loomed over the cage, staring down at it. She could just see through the straw and a gap in Aliara's legs at the futa-giantess leaning over, peering down into the cage with green eyes.

Eyes that looked similar to the futa-peddler. Their faces had shared features, like the futa-giantess and the futa-peddler were sisters. Jill shivered, her heart thudding. She tried not to move as Zoaria kept squirming on her cock, but her dick grew harder and harder, poking at Zoaria's hot pussy.

The songbird let out a little gasp as her shifting slid her pussy down Jill's hard cock. The futa clenched her teeth, groaning into Aliara's strawberry-flavored snatch. Zoaria's wings rustled as she sank more and more of her wet, tight pussy down Jill's cock.

The futa-giantess inhaled. “I can smell it. The salt. It's stronger.”

“There's no futa here,” laughed Aliara, rubbing her pussy on Jill's lips, her sex growing hotter. “I bet she fled. Scurried out the door while your back was to it.”

“Futas are so devious like that,” nodded Zoaria, her voice throaty, her pussy clenching down on Jill's cock.

The futa fought another groan. Despite how terrified she was, her dick was so hard in Zoaria's pussy. The hot, tight glove of the winged women's cunt was heaven. A part of Jill, the part controlled by her lust, just wanted to fuck her hips up into the air and bounce the songbird on her dick, to cum in her depths.

“Maybe you're right,” the futa-giantess said. She straightened, aiming her immense futa-cock at the cage. It was hard and erect, the dick longer than Jill was tall. A thick bead of precum, easily the size of Jill's head, bubbled on the tip as the futa-giantess stroked her cock. “Sing me a song of sweet lust.”

“Oh, yes,” Aliara moaned, shifting more, her pussy growing hotter on Jill's lips as her melodic, harp-like singing burst from her lips.

It was an arousing song, stirring fire through Jill's body. Her pussy clenched, growing juicier with every cascading note that issued from Aliara's lips. Zoaria, her pussy clenching on Jill's cock, added her voice a moment later, her wings flapping, her body shifting, sliding her cunt an inch up and down Jill's throbbing girl-dick.

Jill groaned into Aliara's pussy. She couldn't help herself, then she licked through the tight slit. The strawberry juices coated her tongue. They were so sweet and tart at the same time, a delicious treat. Jill licked again, Aliara's voice becoming more and more throaty as she sang.

Excitement swelled through Zoaria's dulcet song, too. Her pussy kept clenching and relaxing on Jill's dick, massaging her shaft with silky delight. The futa loved it. Her body shifted beneath the straw. It caressed her nipples and tickled her sides, adding sensations to the pleasure shooting through her.

“Such passion,” the futa-giantess moaned, her hand sliding up and down her titanic cock. More drops of precum rained down, splashing on the nightstand, small tremors racing through the wood. “You are so inspired today.”

“You inspire us,” Aliara gasped as Jill's tongue slid around her clit. “We just want to sing out our love for you.”

“Love you so much,” Zoaria moaned, her wings flapping hard, her pussy sliding up and down on Jill's cock as she bounced in excitement. “Can you tell?”

“Yes,” Jill groaned into Aliara's pussy, her words muffled by cunt and the songbirds' music.

They sang louder and louder. Jill clenched her hands, keeping her arms pinned to her side. It was so hard fighting the urge to touch her wives' bodies. They had given themselves to Jill, grateful to be rescued. And she would get them out. Somehow.

But she couldn't be caught.

But it was so hard not to touch them. Her hands clenched. The song stirred her blood. It made her want to cry out her passion. Her cock throbbed in the depths of Zoaria's pussy. Her cunt clenched, the pressure building in her depths. She swiped and swirled her tongue through Aliara's tight folds, her juices coating her mouth, making the white-winged songbird sing with such passion as she ground herself on Jill's lips and tongue.

The futa-giantess panted, her hand sliding faster and faster on her dick, the lusty music inspiring her, too. Her massive tits heaved above the cage, slapping together with thunderous claps. Rivers of pussy cream flooded down her thighs. Jill could drown in any of one of them.

“Such naughty songbirds,” moaned the futa-giantess. “Always serenading me with such sweet passion when I masturbate.”

“Such sweet passion,” Jill groaned, fighting against her lusts.

Her cock throbbed. Her pussy clenched. She was on the verge of erupting. Of spurting her futa-cum into Zoaria's pussy. She ached for it. Her dick throbbed in the hot depths of the songbird's pussy. She was about to release her load when she remembered the futa-giantess's keen nose.

If I cum, she'll smell it and know I'm here.

Jill groaned her frustration into Aliara's sweet pussy as she fought against her orgasm. But it was so hard. Zoaria bounced more and more, her cunt sliding faster and faster up and down Jill's cock. The black-winged songbird's pussy was so hot and silky. The friction so intense. It shot pleasure down Jill's cock to her pussy.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Jill & the Futa-Giantess

“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.”

Jill froze at the rumbling sound of the futa-giantess's voice, a deep soprano at once both feminine and terrifying. Jill stood before the golden birdcage that rested on the futa-giantess's nightstand, her cock out, her body still shuddering from the powerful orgasm. She had just fired her cum into the mouths of the two winged women she had just freed. Aliara and Zoaria gasped in fright, their naked bodies quivering, their lips sticky with futa-jizz.

“Hurry,” Aliara gasped, her hair blonde and her wings white. She had an innocent look about her which exacerbated the frighten gleam in her sapphire eyes. “We have to hide you.”

Even now, the futa-giantess, a naked beauty with red hair falling about shoulders and cascading to a pair of large tits, stood in the doorway. Her cock swung between her thighs, growing hard as she stroked it, her eyes sweeping across the immense room, searching.

“Yes, futa-wife,” Zoaria gasped. She had raven-black hair and eyes, her body curvy and sultry, but the lush hunger normally present in her face was replaced by abject terror. “She'll kill you and eat you.”

“We were so close,” groaned Jill as the two songbirds hauled her into their cage. She left the ax impaled in the nightstand's wood. It rested by the ruin of the golden padlock she had just hewn through.

The futa-giantess moved into the room, staring at her bookshelves, inhaling deeply, her ponderous breasts bouncing and heaving as she made her circuit of the room. Jill's heart pounded in terror, the giant's rhyme echoing through her head. Will she really grind my bones to make her bread?

The black-haired futa didn't know what to do. All her cockiness was gone. She had been so sure that she could rescue the two songbirds without any trouble. Yesterday, the futa-giantess had stayed out of her castle for far longer. But she had returned so early.

“Where are you, futa?” rumbled the futa-giantess. “I know you're here. You trespassed yesterday. I smelled your cum. I knew you would return.”

“Here,” Zoaria whispered, shoving Jill towards the center of the birdcage. “Hurry, cover her.”

Aliara nodded, her sapphire eyes shining with fright. Jill was too scared to resist as she was pushed down onto the straw that covered their floor. Their was a large mound in the center, presumably their bed. She wiggled into it, both winged women working hard to cover her body, their feathers fluttering.

“And why aren't my little songbirds singing?” asked the futa-giantess as she moved into her kitchen, her steps shaking the nightstand.

“We were napping,” Zoaria said in her melodic, harp-like voice. “We were shocked to find you home. You just left. Do not your sheep need tending?”

Zoaria sat down on Jill, perching right over her still exposed futa-cock. Zoaria, like Aliara, was naked, her sex pressing on Jill's dick through the straw. Aliara sank down a moment later, her strawberry-flavored, hairless cunt right over Jill's mouth.

“We are so ever glad to see you,” Aliara sang. “We were just surprised.”

“So you haven't seen the futa?” the futa-giantess asked, walking over to the cage. “I can smell the salt of her cum. She's been jacking off in my home again.”

“How horrid,” Zoaria said, squirming, her pussy rubbing up and down Jill's cock. The futa groaned, her dick having an involuntary reaction to a hot snatch sliding up and down its length. Throbbing, her shaft swelled, hardening, poking up at Zoaria's cunt.

“That's just so foul,” Aliara sang. “I can't believe a futa would do that. How ever did she get up here?”

“Must be a beanstalk,” growled the futa-giantess. “My sister's interference!”

Jill trembled. The futa-giantess loomed over the cage, staring down at it. She could just see through the straw and a gap in Aliara's legs at the futa-giantess leaning over, peering down into the cage with green eyes.

Eyes that looked similar to the futa-peddler. Their faces had shared features, like the futa-giantess and the futa-peddler were sisters. Jill shivered, her heart thudding. She tried not to move as Zoaria kept squirming on her cock, but her dick grew harder and harder, poking at Zoaria's hot pussy.

The songbird let out a little gasp as her shifting slid her pussy down Jill's hard cock. The futa clenched her teeth, groaning into Aliara's strawberry-flavored snatch. Zoaria's wings rustled as she sank more and more of her wet, tight pussy down Jill's cock.

The futa-giantess inhaled. “I can smell it. The salt. It's stronger.”

“There's no futa here,” laughed Aliara, rubbing her pussy on Jill's lips, her sex growing hotter. “I bet she fled. Scurried out the door while your back was to it.”

“Futas are so devious like that,” nodded Zoaria, her voice throaty, her pussy clenching down on Jill's cock.

The futa fought another groan. Despite how terrified she was, her dick was so hard in Zoaria's pussy. The hot, tight glove of the winged women's cunt was heaven. A part of Jill, the part controlled by her lust, just wanted to fuck her hips up into the air and bounce the songbird on her dick, to cum in her depths.

“Maybe you're right,” the futa-giantess said. She straightened, aiming her immense futa-cock at the cage. It was hard and erect, the dick longer than Jill was tall. A thick bead of precum, easily the size of Jill's head, bubbled on the tip as the futa-giantess stroked her cock. “Sing me a song of sweet lust.”

“Oh, yes,” Aliara moaned, shifting more, her pussy growing hotter on Jill's lips as her melodic, harp-like singing burst from her lips.

It was an arousing song, stirring fire through Jill's body. Her pussy clenched, growing juicier with every cascading note that issued from Aliara's lips. Zoaria, her pussy clenching on Jill's cock, added her voice a moment later, her wings flapping, her body shifting, sliding her cunt an inch up and down Jill's throbbing girl-dick.

Jill groaned into Aliara's pussy. She couldn't help herself, then she licked through the tight slit. The strawberry juices coated her tongue. They were so sweet and tart at the same time, a delicious treat. Jill licked again, Aliara's voice becoming more and more throaty as she sang.

Excitement swelled through Zoaria's dulcet song, too. Her pussy kept clenching and relaxing on Jill's dick, massaging her shaft with silky delight. The futa loved it. Her body shifted beneath the straw. It caressed her nipples and tickled her sides, adding sensations to the pleasure shooting through her.

“Such passion,” the futa-giantess moaned, her hand sliding up and down her titanic cock. More drops of precum rained down, splashing on the nightstand, small tremors racing through the wood. “You are so inspired today.”

“You inspire us,” Aliara gasped as Jill's tongue slid around her clit. “We just want to sing out our love for you.”

“Love you so much,” Zoaria moaned, her wings flapping hard, her pussy sliding up and down on Jill's cock as she bounced in excitement. “Can you tell?”

“Yes,” Jill groaned into Aliara's pussy, her words muffled by cunt and the songbirds' music.

They sang louder and louder. Jill clenched her hands, keeping her arms pinned to her side. It was so hard fighting the urge to touch her wives' bodies. They had given themselves to Jill, grateful to be rescued. And she would get them out. Somehow.

But she couldn't be caught.

But it was so hard not to touch them. Her hands clenched. The song stirred her blood. It made her want to cry out her passion. Her cock throbbed in the depths of Zoaria's pussy. Her cunt clenched, the pressure building in her depths. She swiped and swirled her tongue through Aliara's tight folds, her juices coating her mouth, making the white-winged songbird sing with such passion as she ground herself on Jill's lips and tongue.

The futa-giantess panted, her hand sliding faster and faster on her dick, the lusty music inspiring her, too. Her massive tits heaved above the cage, slapping together with thunderous claps. Rivers of pussy cream flooded down her thighs. Jill could drown in any of one of them.

“Such naughty songbirds,” moaned the futa-giantess. “Always serenading me with such sweet passion when I masturbate.”

“Such sweet passion,” Jill groaned, fighting against her lusts.

Her cock throbbed. Her pussy clenched. She was on the verge of erupting. Of spurting her futa-cum into Zoaria's pussy. She ached for it. Her dick throbbed in the hot depths of the songbird's pussy. She was about to release her load when she remembered the futa-giantess's keen nose.

If I cum, she'll smell it and know I'm here.

Jill groaned her frustration into Aliara's sweet pussy as she fought against her orgasm. But it was so hard. Zoaria bounced more and more, her cunt sliding faster and faster up and down Jill's cock. The black-winged songbird's pussy was so hot and silky. The friction so intense. It shot pleasure down Jill's cock to her pussy.

It was a war Jill was losing. Her cum, boiling in her ovaries, wanted to escape. Wanted to flood the sweet, tight, hot hole with spurt after spurt of salty jizz. She groaned again into Aliara's pussy, her lips finding the white-winged songbird's clit, sucking so hard.

Aliara squealed her song, her chords cascading into a blur of rapturous sound. Strawberry-flavored pussy juices flooded into Jill's mouth. She gulped them down. The sheer eroticism of drinking her songbird's cream sent a thrill through Jill right down to her cock.

It begged to erupt.

I can't. I can't.

And then Zoaria slammed her pussy down Jill's cock. The black-winged songbird's music grew as throaty as Aliara's. Her pussy spasmed about Jill's girl-dick. The massaging, silky flesh writhed up and down the futa's cock, begging for the explosion of cum.

Oh, no.

Jill couldn't fight it any longer. Her pussy clenched hard. Her dick throbbed. Her ovaries boiled over.

Her futa-cum spurted into Zoaria's hot depths. The powerful blasts sent waves of lust shooting through Jill. The risk of discovery, the fear of the futa-giantess finding her, heightened the rapture shooting through Jill.

Luckily for her, the futa-giantess came at the exact same moment.

“Yes,” grunted the futa-giantess, her huge tits heaving together, slapping and writhing in titanic passion. “My sweet songbirds!”

The powerful blast of the futa-giantess's orgasm shot cum into the cage. The thick, white eruption hosed across the two songbirds and Jill. All three gasped, still climaxing themselves, as the force of the giantess's cum washed them into the back of the cage. Jill was awash in a sea of sticky cum. She gulped it down, engulfed by its warm stickiness.

A second blast and a third crashed over them. She squirmed in the thick liquid, grabbing the two songbirds. They clung to her body as the trio of them were spun around, the cum filling the cage and overflowing through the bars. There was so much jizz erupting from the futa-giantess.

Jill couldn't breathe. She couldn't see. The thick cum coated her entire body. She panicked, her heart racing. The futa-giantess groaned out her pleasure overhead as Jill and the two songbirds thrashed, struggling to find the surface.

I'm going to drown in cum. Jill never believed she would think such a thought, or that it would horrify her. She loved cum, especially her own licked out of her step-mother's pussy.

And then she broke the surface, the tide of futa-cum washing her and the two songbirds, both clinging to the futa, towards the door of their cage. With the lock cut off, it had popped open from the force of the futa-giantess's ejaculation. The tide of seed washed them inexorably to the edge of the nightstand and the cascade of spunk pouring over the side.

“Oh, no,” Aliara gasped, her face a mask of cum. “Jill!”

“Our wings are coated in cum,” gasped Zoaria. “We can't fly.”

Above, the futa-giantess let out a mighty groan. “What a great cum.” She inhaled. “You'll make more...” Her words trailed off. “Why was your cage door open?”

Jill reached out, spotting the handle of her ax protruding from the tide of jizz, the head still impaled in the wood where she left it. She snagged it with one hand, the two winged women clinging to her. She got a firm grip on the haft.

They stopped for a heartbeat. The cum swept around them, flowing with such force. Jill groaned, straining to hold on. She did.

But the ax head ripped free of the wood and they swept towards the edge.

The trio were washed over the side of the nightstand and fell with the waterfall of cum. The two songbirds screamed, clinging to Jill. She held them tight, closing her eyes, bracing for the fall that would kill them and—

They splashed in the puddle of jizz forming on the stone floor.

We're alive.

“Songbirds,” the futa-giantess said, “why was your cage door open? Was it the futa?”

“Come on,” Jill groaned, half-swimming, half walking through the tide of cum towards the edge of the puddle. “We have to go.”

The futa-giantess shifted around, staring at the nightstand. “Songbirds? Don't pretend you're drowning in my cum again. I have no mood for your games. You love it when I flood your cage. I know how much you love swimming in my jizz.”

“We hate it,” Aliara groaned in a hoarse hiss to Jill as they reached the shore.

The three of them staggered away from the growing puddle, the futa-giantess still staring at the cage. She hadn't noticed the three minuscule figures racing from the puddle, dripping in her jizz. The thick cream fell off of Jill's body and the feathers of the winged women as they ran as fast as they could for the door. Zoaria groaned, and then a golden egg, made from the cum Jill spurted into her pussy, clanked as it fell out of her sex and tumbled on the ground.

Jill didn't stop to pick it up. She left the wealth behind.

Just let us make it, Goddess, prayed Jill, the ax still clutched in her right hand, the two winged women clinging to her.

Jill risked a glanced behind them. The futa-giantess lifted the cage, swirling the remaining cum around in there, searching for her songbirds. A surge of hope shot through the futa. They were closer and closer to the threshold. Once they were out of the room, they would make it.

Zoaria and Aliara panted on either side of Jill, clinging to her arms in terror. The threshold loomed ahead, a small barrier they would have to climb. They reached it as the futa-giantess set down her cage and peered at the floor.

“This is not funny,” fumed the futa-giantess. She inhaled deeply. Frowned. “There's something mixed with my cum. Something... FUTA!”

The shout rumbled through the air, trembling Jill's small body.

“Come on,” Jill hissed as they reached the threshold. She cupped her hands. “Let's go, Aliara.”

She boosted the slim songbird first, her body still streaked in cum, jizz dripping off her white wings. She stepped her dainty foot into Jill's cupped hands. The futa lifted Aliara's light body up, and she scrambled over the threshold. Then Jill boosted Zoaria as the giant looked around at the ground, her footsteps echoing.

“Where are you, Futa?” growled the giant. “I know you're here.”

Jill jumped, grabbed the top of the threshold, and scrambled up and over. The futa-giantess let out a roar of frustration as Jill jumped down off onto the other side into the castle's courtyard. Her clothing, sodden with jizz, dragged at her body as she ran with the winged women. The cum slowed them all down. But they couldn't stop running.

The giant fumed in her castled. “FUTA! They are mine! MINE!”

“She's going to kill us all,” moaned Aliara.

“We'll escape,” Jill said, leaping over the joint between paving stones. At their size, they were small chasms. “Just run for the drawbridge.”

They were closer and closer to escaping the castle. Then it would be a mad run to the beanstalk. Which was still miles away. Jill shivered. They couldn't run the entire way. Behind them. A shelf crashed to the ground. The futa-giantess raging as she tore her house apart searching for them.

The trio reached the drawbridge. Their small feet padded across it. Jill kept looking back. A massive cookpot flew past the door and crashed into the wall. And then the futa-giantess let out a loud bellow.

“I found your trail, FUTA!”

The futa-giantess appeared in the castle's doorway, her face twisted with rage, her huge tits bouncing. Jill groaned. They were only halfway across the drawbridge. And the futa-giantess ran at them. She crossed her courtyard in ten mighty steps and reached the drawbridge. Jill jumped off the edge onto the firm clouds, Aliara and Zoaria clinging in fright.

There was no outrunning a giant.

“Keep going,” Jill said, pointing to the far distant beanstalk poking through the clouds. “Go, escape, I'll distract her.”

“No,” Aliara gasped.

And then the giant was over them. Her huge futa-cock swung between her thighs as she raised her foot up high. The shadow fell on Jill. The winged women squeaked as they ran away in fright. And then the foot came down impossibly fast.

Jill panicked. She dropped prone into a little divot in the cloud, tensing, fearing the giant would crush her flat anyways. The foot landed with a mighty boom. The cloud shook around Jill. Her stomach lurched, fell away.

“Jill!” screamed Zoaria.

The air rushed. Jill opened her eyes. The bottom of the giant's foot grew smaller and then vanished in a gray, wet haze. Jill blinked, sitting up. She was lying on a chunk of the solid cloud, the edges broken off into jagged cotton. The force of the giant's stomp had forced this piece of the cloud's solid surface free. And now she fell.

In moments, she was out of the wispy, vaporous part of the cloud. She crawled to the edge of her cloud, watching the distant farmland beneath. Everything still looked so tiny. The beanstalk rose into the air a few miles away at her farmhouse. She could see her neighbors and the distant village.

And the ground rushed up closer and closer.

I'm dead.

Jill looked up at the gray bottom of the clouds, wondering what would happen to the songbirds. Would they get away? Or would they be trapped by the futa-giantess, forced to swim in her cum whenever she masturbated.

“Sorry,” Jill said.

“For what?” a musical voice asked.

Jill blinked, looking behind her to see both songbirds had landed on the piece of the cloud, their wings mostly free of cum. They darted to Jill, managing to keep their balance on the rocking surface. They were both so beautiful. Jill smiled, standing up as the two winged women threw themselves at her, hugging the futa.

And then they spread their wings and the piece of cloud fell away from Jill. She was flying in their embrace, pinned between their naked, nubile bodies, Zoaria's ruby eyes filling her vision. Both songbirds held Jill tight.

“We won't let you go,” Aliara promised as they flew her towards the beanstalk and her home.

“You freed us,” Zoaria said.

“The giantess cum freed you,” Jill blushed.

“You opened the cage first.”

“You came back for us,” Aliara added, her lips hot on Jill's neck. “You had our golden eggs. You didn't have to come back for us.”

“I did,” Jill said, shifting between them. “I couldn't leave with that giant.”

“Our heroic futa-wife,” Zoaria purred.

“Yes,” Aliara purred.

The farm and the beanstalk grew closer and closer. Jill could see her step-mother at the base of the massive beanstalk, staring into the sky, waiting for her return with the two songbirds that laid the golden eggs. The two eggs Jill brought back yesterday were more than enough to pay the rent they owed on their farm and more.

And now they would be wealthy. Jill would make sure her widowed step-mother wanted for nothing, along with her two songbird wives. Her heart surged with such joy. She was just about to cry out to her mother when a loud bellow came from above.

Bursting out of the clouds, climbing down the beanstalk, was the futa-giantess.

“FUTA!” she bellowed, the air shaking with the force of her voice. The beanstalk swayed and bent as the massive giantess climbed down faster and faster.

Jill's step-mother screamed in fright as the winged women landed Jill at the beanstalk's base.

“No,” Aliara gasped, trembling behind Jill. “No, no, no. We were free.”

“FUTA! THEY ARE MINE! MINE! I WILL GRIND YOU AND EVERYONE YOU KNOW INTO POWDER! I WILL BAKE SO MUCH BREAD!”

“Jill,” sobbed her step-mother, staring in horror at the futa-giantess coming down faster and faster.

Jill shivered, struggling to thing, her hand clenching on the wooden haft of an...ax.

She still held the ax. In her fright, she had kept a death grip on the tool. Drying cum coated the metal, flakes falling away. Jill took a deep breath and knew what she had to do. But would she have the time? The futa-giantess was climbing down so much faster than Jill had.

But she had to try.

Jill broke away from her winged women and reached the beanstalk. She gripped the ax in both hands and swung hard. It bit deep into the pulp of the beanstalk. A clear liquid ran out, filling the air with a bitter, acrid, grassy scent. She drew back and swung in again, cutting deeper into the stalk.

“Yes,” Aliara gasped, her voice singing like a harp.

“Chop it down,” Zoaria sang. “Please, Jill.”

Jill thwacked and thwacked the ax over and over. She had never chopped anything with such ferocity. Her ax was a blur, throwing clear liquid and green pulp with every stroke. She hacked deeper and deeper into the stalk. The plant twisted and swayed as the giantess climbed lower and lower.

She kept hitting it, her heart racing. She didn't look up. She couldn't afford any distractions to stop her chopping. She placed each strike precisely, widening the cut over and over. Soon she was through the first of the three entwined stalks that formed the massive beanstalk. Her arms burning. Her shoulder sore.

She ignored the fatigue.

“FUTA!”

The giantess sounded closer and closer. Jill didn't care. She had to cut and cut and cut. Her ax thwunked and thwunked and thwunked. The beanstalk swayed more and more. It leaned away from the cut, the torquing caused by the descending giant ripping at the rest of the stalk.

A crack spread through the stalk.

Jill stepped back, looking up. The futa-giantess was halfway down, clutching onto the stalk as it swayed back and forth. Jill leaned on her ax as the beanstalk leaned farther and farther over, panting for breath.

And then the beanstalk spilt with a mighty snap.

The futa-giantess screamed as the beanstalk fell over like the mightiest tree. It crashed to the ground, narrowly missing the farmhouse and crushing the turnip field. The thick vine crashed in a line heading out into the uninhabited hills north of the farm. The futa-giantess tumbled in the air, losing grip on the beanstalk.

And hit the ground hard.

A great explosion of dust engulfed the giantess as she died. The ground shook. Jill fell back, clutched by her winged women. The shaking grew strong. The trio fell to the ground, holding each other. Jill's heart raced.

And then the shaking stopped.

Her step-mother rose up, dusting her skirt. “Jill,” she gasped. “Jill!”

“I'm fine, Mom,” Jill said, standing and staring to the hills to the west. The dust cleared. Where the giantess had fell was now a large hillock that looked vaguely like a person lying on their side. The futa let out a sigh of relief.

“You killed her,” Aliara gasped and rained kisses on Jill's right cheek.

“You saved us,” sobbed Zoaria, raining kisses on Jill's left cheek.

“So, these are the women birds you mentioned,” Jill's step-mother said, dusting her skirts as she rose.

“Yeah,” Jill blushed,holding the two naked, winged women. “Aliara's the blonde and the other's Zoaria.”

“I guess I should greet my new daughter-in-laws,” her step-mother said, then embraced all four of them. “Oh, Jill, that was so brave of you to go up there. You're so lucky.”

Jill blushed even more.

“But the three of you are just filthy. Baths, right now.”

“Yes, Mom,” Jill said.

“Yes, Mother,” both songbirds chirped, big smiles on their faces.

Bathed, Jill found herself sitting on her bed, her two new brides on either side. She had no idea how she'd explain to the village, or the stodgy futa-priestess, how she had two wives. But she figured the new wealth she was about to have would sort out any problems like that. Aliara and Zoaria cuddled up to Jill as she related the tale to her step-mother about their harrowing escape.

“In a river of cum,” sighed her step-mother, interrupting the tale, a hot look smoldering in the older woman's eyes. “What an adventure.”

Jill nodded. “And then we crawled out and ran for the threshold...”

Her step-mother listened with rapt attention, such pride in her eyes that made Jill sit up straight. Her futa-cock was hard before her, Zoaria's hand idly stroking her erection. Her step-mother gasped as Jill described diving into the crevasse—which she made out to be a smart plan and not a moment of panic—and the futa-giantess's foot crashing down, shoving her through the clouds.

“And then you saw us land and the end,” Jill finished.

“She's so brave, Mother,” Aliara said, her small, firm breast rubbing on Jill's rounder tit.

“So brave,” Zoaria purred, her hand stroking faster.

“And they really lay golden eggs after you fuck them?” gasped her step-mom.

“Really,” Jill grinned.

“Well, only one a day,” Zoaria said. “And I already laid mine. But we left it up there. But Aliara...”

The blonde songbird blushed, her eyes lowering, so demure and sexy. “I can still lay an egg, if you wish to see, Mother.”

“And I suspect my futa-daughter is eager to enjoy your tight pussy,” laughed Jill's step-mother. “She does have a delicious cock.”

Aliara's eyes widened. “You've enjoyed your futa-daughter's cock?”

“Many times.” Her mother winked. “I also taught her to eat pussy.”

“Which must mean you are an expert at it, Mother,” Zoaria purred, leaning back on Jill's bed and spreading her thighs.

“Ooh, I haven't indulged in pussy licking since I was an unmarried maiden.” Jill's mother gave a wicked, girlish giggle. “It's the best way to keep your hymen intact.”

“Mom,” Jill gasped in shock as her step-mother stood and unlaced her low-cut dress.

“Oh, you are beautiful,” Aliara gasped as the older woman unveiled her busty, curvy body. She never had children, so her figure was still delicious and curvy. She ran her fingers through her thick, black bush as she stared at Zoaria's tight, bare slit.

“She is very beautiful,” Jill agreed. “Why don't you let her lick your pussy, Aliara, while I lick Zoaria's.”

“Then you will make love to me?” Aliara's blue eyes were tremulous.

“Yes,” groaned Jill, her cock throbbing. “And I'm sure my mom will show Zoaria something hot.”

Jill stood up as Aliara laid back, her legs spreading, her knee brushing Zoaria's. The black-winged songbird smiled at Aliara and the pair held hands. Jill sank between Zoaria's thighs as her mother knelt before Aliara. Jill glanced at her step-mother, the pair exchanging lusty smiles. Then they lowered their heads and feasted on the songbird's pussies.

Both sang out their pleasure. Jill savored the cinnamon spice of Zoaria's pussy. She pressed her fingers into the tight silt, parting it and diving into the pink depths of her new wife's delight. She licked through it, the songbird moaning, her ruby eyes flashing with desire while her round breasts jiggled.

Beside Zoaria, Aliara trembled as Jill's mother lapped through her folds. The blonde songbird trilled out the cutest song as her hands cupped her small, firm breasts. Her fingers found her pink nipples, twisting them.

“Oh, Mother, you are so good,” sang Aliara. “Oh, yes, you are making me feel so amazing.”

“Mmm, my new daughter has such a delicious pussy,” Jill's mother said.

“Like strawberries,” moaned Jill between laps of Zoaria's juicy snatch.

“And what does my other new daughter taste like?”

“Cinnamon.”

The older woman shuddered. “Oh, I can't wait to taste.”

“Me either, Mother,” moaned Zoaria. “Mmm, you taught your futa-daughter so well. She's so hungry for my cunt.”

“So hungry,” Jill agreed, her tongue diving deep into Zoaria's pussy, lapping through the wonderful folds, tongue flicking up to brush her clit.

Both songbirds sang their passion, Zoaria's throatier and Aliara's cuter. Their harp-like melody burst with pleasure as the pair humped their pussies against Jill and her mother's hungry mouths. Cinnamon-flavored juices coated Jill's lips and chin as she dug her tongue in deep, loving the sight of Zoaria's breasts as they jiggled.

And then she slipped a pair of fingers into Zoaria's pussy.

Hot flesh clenched on her probing digits, making Jill's cock throb in envy. She pumped her digits in and out, loving the silky feel while her tongue flicked and batted the songbird's clit. Zoaria bucked, her breasts jiggling, her voice singing louder and louder as she experienced the delicious pleasure of her new futa-wife's tongue and fingers.

“Oh, Jill, you're so wonderful,” she sang. “Oh, you're going to make me cum so hard.”

“Good,” Jill panted, her fingers plunging in faster and faster. “I want you cumming so hard you explode.”

“Yes,” gasped Zoaria.

Jill flicked and swirled her tongue around Zoaria's pink bud. The songbird's pussy squeezed harder and harder. The futa grinned, her thighs pressed together, her cunt on fire. She latched her lips around Zoaria's clit and sucked hard.

Zoaria bucked hard. She gasped and squirmed, humping against Jill's licking tongue. Her passion sang out as she came. She seized her breasts, fingers sinking into her mounds while her pussy spasmed on Jill's plunging fingers.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Jill moaned. “Enjoy your orgasm.”

“It's so good,” Zoaria gasped, bucking, spasming. “Oh, Jill. Love you. Love you!”

“Love you, too!” Jill purred.

Then she lowered her mouth to her wife's pussy. She licked around her fingers plunging into Zoaria's spasming snatch. Cinnamon juices flooded out into Jill's hungry mouth. She kept plunging her fingers, licking, keeping the pleasure alive in her wife.

Beside them, Aliara suddenly gasped, her fingers tugging hard on her small, pink nipples. “Oh, Mother. Oh, yes! Yes!”

Aliara's sang out a pure note as she came. Her slim body thrashed. She humped against the older woman's mouth. Jill's mother moaned, drinking the cum and fingering her own pussy at the same moment.

“That's so beautiful,” groaned Jill, staring back and forth between her cumming wives. “You are both so beautiful. I love you all.”

“Even me?” her mother asked.

“Even you, Mom,” Jill grinned, her cock throbbing so hard.

“Will you please make love to me, futa-wife,” moaned Aliara. “I need you in me. I want to hold you this time. There aren't any bars separating us.”

“Yes,” Jill groaned.

Her mother rose, face dripping with Aliara's juices. “Well, futa-daughter, there's your wife's field. I tilled her good for you. Enjoy your planting.”

“Yes,” Jill grinned, her cock throbbing so hard before her. She moved to Aliara as her mother went to fetch her strap-on.

“Ooh, what is that,” Zoaria asked as Jill mounted Aliara.

“Just a toy that you'll love,” the older woman purred, slipping on the leather harness attached to the polished smooth, wooden dildo. “Trust me, you'll enjoy it.”

Zoaria rolled onto her hands and knees beside Aliara and Jill, wiggling her hips. “I bet I will.”

Aliara giggled as her hands grasped Jill's round breasts. She squeezed them. “She's just such a lusty girl.”

“And you're not?” Jill asked as she brought her futa-cock to Aliara's pussy.

The blonde blushed rosily. “I am,” she admitted, her fingers finding Jill's nipples. “I want you...in me.”

“Fucking you?”

Aliara shivered, nodding her head, her fingers rolling Jill's nipples. Wicked tingles raced down to her dick. “Please.”

“Always,” Jill groaned and thrust.

It was wonderful to sink into Aliara's hot, tight sheath. The futa shivered, her back arching as she pressed deeper and deeper into the silky tunnel. Her groin met Aliara's, every inch of her dick buried in her songbird's depths. Pleasure cascaded across Aliara's face. She let out trilling gasps, squirming beneath the futa. She licked her lips, hips moving, eager.

“You want me to fuck you?” Jill groaned.

Aliara nodded her head.

“Say it.”

“Please, my love, fuck me.”

It was so hot hearing her innocent voice say those words. Jill groaned, her dick throbbing, her pussy clenching, and drew back. The friction was so sweet. Her girl-cock throbbed in Aliara's snatch, the tip aching.

Then she slammed in deep.

Aliara gasped in delight, her thighs locking about Jill's waist. The futa leaned down, her round breasts pressing into Aliara's smaller tits. The girl let go of Jill's nipples and hugged the futa. Their lips met in a hot kiss.

And Jill fucked her wife.

The bed creaked as the futa pumped her cock in and out of her songbird's tight pussy. Pleasure surged through her body. Juices leaked out of her cunt and down her cock as it plunged over and over into Aliara's depths. Her songbird moaned into the kiss, meeting Jill's tongue with her own.

Beside them, Zoaria gasped as the older woman's dildo slammed into her pussy. Zoaria's black wings spread wide, the right flapping over Jill and Aliara. The feathers brushed the futa's back and ass as she pumped away at Aliara's tight snatch.

“Oh, that's almost as nice as Jill being in me,” Zoaria moaned, rocking back into the older woman's thrusts.

“Nothing beats a real cock.”

Aliara broke their kiss. “Nothing. Oh, Jill. Oh, you're so wonderful in me. Oh, yes!”

Jill pumped her hips, sliding her cock over and over into her wife's hot depths. She glance over at Zoaria, the black-haired songbird's face contorting with pleasure. She gave Jill a wicked smile, her tits swinging. The older woman's pillowy breasts bounced as she plowed into Zoaria's pussy with her strap-on, their flesh slapping together.

“Yes, yes, yes, Mother,” moaned Zoaria. “Fuck me!”

“Fuck her,” Aliara gasped, her pussy clenching hard on Jill's thrusting cock.

Jill groaned, her dick throbbing as she rammed it over and over into the songbird's hot pussy. Their bodies heaved together, nipples rubbing, kissing. Jill found it so exciting to feel the press of the songbird's lithe body beneath hers. The flesh sliding together, meeting, intertwined. It was an intimacy she would share with Zoaria and her mother.

I am so blessed.

Her hips pumped faster and faster, the delight building in the depths of her pussy. She hammered her songbird, bringing gasps and moans from her lips. Jill's cock throbbed and ached, the pressure building and building with each stroke, bringing her closer and closer to erupting.

“Fuck me!” howled Zoaria, her voice so throaty. “Pound me, Mother. Oh, I love this toy.”

“You'll love using my strap-on dildo!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned Zoaria. “I'll fuck Aliara with it.”

“And me?” Jill asked, her pussy clenching. She enjoyed her mother using the dildo on her pussy.

“I will, my love,” Zoaria gasped, her head tossing back.

Jill's cock throbbed. She looked into Aliara's eyes. “Would you like to use it on me, too?”

“I would, my love!” she gasped, her body trembling. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her wings rustled as they spread across the bed. “Jill! My sweet futa!”

Pleasure exploded around Jill's cock. Aliara came. Her snatch spasmed, writhed, milking the futa's cock. Jill groaned, thrusting harder and harder into her wife's orgasming depths. The futa groaned, her pussy clenching. It was so exquisite to feel such wonderful pleasure spasming about her dick.

She thrust harder and harder, the friction building her own orgasm. Her wife bucked beneath her, their breasts rubbing together, their skin caressing. Jill drank in every point of contact between them. They all added to her bliss, not just Aliara's spasming pussy.

“You're so hot,” groaned Jill. “You're burning up.”

“I know,” she moaned, her voice bursting with her pleasure. “Cum in me! Flood me! Let me lay you a golden egg, my love!”

“Yes,” Jill groaned, her dick thrusting harder and harder.

“Yes, yes, yes, cum in her, my futa-daughter,” her mother howled, voice throaty with her own orgasm.

“Do it,” panted Zoaria. “I... Yes! Mother!”

Her black-feathered wings flapped loudly as she came, caressing Jill's back and ass. The sensual caress sent as shiver through the futa as she drove her dick deep into her wife's spasming pussy. She groaned, back arching, body tensing.

And came.

Stars burst through Jill's eyes as her cock spurted load after load of futa-cum into Aliara's hungry pussy. Each blast shot rapture through Jill's body. She groaned, holding her wife, savoring the hot sheath milking her girl-dick dry.

Ecstasy boiled through her brains.

“I love you all!” Jill screamed. So glad she had trusted her instincts and bought the magic beans. So glad she had the courage to scale the beanstalk. And so joyful that she had the courage to return and rescue the songbirds from their cage. The danger, the risk to her life, was all worth it to have this happiness.

“Jill!” Zoaria and Aliara sang at the same moment, both orgasming hard. Their pleasure cascaded out of their throats.

Jill's bliss peaked. Her dick spurted a final time. Then she collapsed on Aliara.

With a groan, the futa rolled off her wife. Her dick plopped out, throbbing hard and shiny. She shivered, her entire body trembling from her exertions. She glanced at her mother, the older woman's eyes locked on Aliara's pussy.

“No cum is leaking out,” the woman gasped.

“No cum,” Jill agreed. “Keep watching.”

Aliara groaned. Her hands rubbed her belly. Her face contorted. The older woman's eyes widened. Her jaw dropped as she watched Aliara lay the golden egg. Jill sat up, snagging the egg. It was a little bigger than her balled-up fist. The gold was still warm and slippery from Aliara's pussy, and heavy. It was solid gold, pure.

“Mom, we are going to live happily ever after,” Jill declared.

“We are,” she gasped, pulling her dildo out of Zoaria.

And then Jill was mobbed by her three women. They kissed her and loved her and made every day for the rest of her life happy and fulfilled. She had been courages, she took chances to save her farm, and her rewards were endless.

The END
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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.
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