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Naughty Excerpt from “The Preacher's Wife Worships the Futanari”

I leaned forward and kissed at her pussy. The sweet flavor of her juices soaked my mouth. Such a delicious pomegranate. I moaned and licked at her twat. I stroked through her flesh, parting her petals. It was just so wonderful to feast and lick at her.

I licked to her clit. She shuddered and purred, “Darling, that's it. Just suckle on my clit.”

I wanted to please her. So I did. I suckled on her clit. I nursed on her. She groaned as I did that. Her back arched. Her big breasts jiggled over her head as her clit... swelled. I could feel it growing in my mouth. Engorging. I had never felt anything like this before.

What was happening?

My tongue stroked over the expanding bud. It was growing long and thick. It reached toward the back of my throat as I opened my mouth wider and wider. Her clit had become a shaft with a spongy tip like a... a...

My eyes widened in shock as I squealed around her dick. Her cock throbbed in my mouth as I did that. She smiled at me, her eyes burning so hot with delight as I suckled on something absolutely impossible. She had grown a penis.

“Mmm, that's right, darling,” she purred. “Futanari. Isn't that a fun word? It's Japanese. My darling friend Amaterasu taught me that. Futanari, or futa for short. Mmm, I have a futa-cock. A clit-dick. A girl-rod. My, my, isn't that just wonderful, darling? It's so smashing to have you worshiping it.”

I groaned in delight, working my mouth up and down her shaft. I suckled on her with passion, my eyes rolling back into my head. I enjoyed this so much. I suckled on her with force, my cheeks hollowing as I blew her.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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The Preacher's Wife Worships the Futanari

The Futa-Goddess Ishtar, Queen of Heaven

“You cannot do this abomination, Ishtar!” Ereshkigal said. The pale Futa-Goddess of the Underworld stood before my divan, her black hair spilling around her curvy form.

“You're so dramatic,” I said, flipping my hand negligently.

“It is a violation of the rules,” she said, her eyes blazing with indication.

“You think everything I do is a violation.” I plucked a shriveled grape from the bunch held in my attendant's hand and sighed. This was what I was reduced to?

I threw it aside and arose from my golden divan, standing on the fluffy clouds. The mortal world spread out beneath me, separated from me only by the firmament.

“You are serious!” she gasped as I sauntered to the edge of my cloud.

“Oh, just run along to that dank hole in the ground you live in!” I said, shooing her. “I am doing this. I am stepping into the middle lands.”

“You will be punished for this transgression, Ishtar!”

I laughed as I stepped onto the firmament, the diamond dome that protected the mortals from the Heavens and the Grave. I closed my eyes to will myself through it. To descend among them, my futa-dick so hard.

“Goodbye, Ereshkigal,” I cooed. “I hope to never hear your whiny voice again.”

Light flashed around me. I descended through the firmament. It had been so long.

*   *   *

Carla Mitchel

I stepped out of my house to get the morning paper. I liked to read the Babylon Gazette, the local paper for my Long Island Town. I could not fathom why anyone would name a town after that den of sin and corruption, but here I was.

It was a fertile ground for my husband to preach from the pulpit at Paradise Baptist, our small congregation of about thirty members. I bent over to pick up the paper, glancing to the west, the skyscrapers of Manhattan just visible.

I picked up the paper, enjoying the tactile sensation of it on my skin. My husband got his news from Facebook and the Daily Wire, reading it on his tablet or phone. I liked books. The feel of them. So many people didn't even bring their Bibles to church, just their phones with one of the bible reading apps on them like Logos.

Not me.

My King's James was highlighted and tabbed and well-read.

As I straightened, I noticed that the house next door was missing its For Sale sign. It had just gone up on the market two days ago. I knew that houses could sell fast these days, but that was astonishing. It was one of the four homes on Eden Lane. They were all big homes with that small-town vibe despite how close to the city we were.

Long Island and Suffolk County felt like a different world from the Big Apple despite how close they were. The quaintness was something I wanted to raise a family with my husband, the Lord willing that we could stay in Babylon long enough.

A moving truck slowed to a stop as it passed my house and pulled up at the curb. I blinked as several burly men hopped out to begin unloading the contents. Now that seemed far too rapid. Across the street, the attention had drawn out Daphne Brentwood in a slinky, lilac nightgown—the woman had no shame—and her step-daughter Jenny, an eighteen-year-old girl who showed some interest in the Gospel.

Did Daphne know who was moving in? I tightened my housecoat before heading down the walkway. I opened the gate of my white picket fence—yes, that was how quaint this neighborhood was!—and crossed the street.

“Morning,” Daphne said. She sipped at her coffee, her blonde hair tousled. Her nightie clung to her obviously enhanced breasts. The Lord did not give her a bosom that was full and round.

“Moving in already?” I asked.

“I know,” said Daphne. “No escrow? No inspection? It shouldn't be possible. I didn't even know it had been shone.”

“Yesterday,” said Jenny. “The realtor brought in... Her.” She pointed to a pink Cadillac that was driving up the street. It was a car out of the fifties though with a hue so bright and peppy it never would have been allowed back in those days. An elegant car. A convertible, the white top down. “She... radiant.”

The car pulled up behind the moving truck. The driver wore a flowery shawl that covered her head and sunglasses like a movie star from the fifties. She opened the door, her dress fitting her curvy figure tightly. It was sleeveless and short, her legs toned and perfect. She had a dusky-olive hue to her skin. Middle-eastern, maybe. Black hair spilled out beneath her shawl. She wore wide sunglasses and a bright smile.

She shone with... with... I don't know what it was, but she was stunning. A strange warmth bubbled through me. A sensation I had never felt from a woman only from my husband. Well, and a handsome man. I swallowed as the woman waved to us before striding around the car, her heels clicking. Her ass swayed in her tight, white cream-hued dress as she headed up to the door and vanished inside.

“Oh, my,” Daphne said. “Excuse me.” She rushed inside as I just swallowed, the newspaper I clutched crinkling.

“I, uh, I have to make breakfast,” I said and darted across the road, my slippers whisking on the asphalt.

I burst into the house to my husband sitting at the table sipping his coffee. “Get lost looking for the paper?”

“No, no,” I said to George, my husband. He was a tall man with glasses on and a friendly cast to his features. I patted my red hair. “Our new neighbors moved in.”

“The house just went on the market,” he said.

“I know, but the movers are there right now,” I said, my heart pounding so fast. “She's a woman. Maybe in her thirties. Middle-Eastern. Very beautiful.” Why did I say that? My cheeks burned from adding that. Why, I must be blushing as bright as my hair.

“Oh,” he said, glancing at me. “Beautiful? Worried.”

“What? No?” Another wave of heat washed through my nethers. “Why would I be worried? I have to make her a pie. Right, right. Apple pie. That's the perfect thing to welcome a new neighbor.”

My husband nodded his agreement as he kept scrolling on his phone.

I started working on breakfast. I liked cooking. I made omelets for George and myself. As we ate, we chatted about the day and what might be happening. He had to go to the church then make his rounds. We had several elderly members of the congregation. I would work on the pie and welcome the new neighbor.

He kissed me on the cheek as he headed out the door, giving me a playful slap on the rump.

I giggled. We were trying to have our first baby, tracking all the ovulation. I was close to that point. Now that we were settled and working at our first congregation, it felt so right to bring a little baby into the world.

But first, the pie.

I still could not explain the flustered energy I had. I just had to make the most perfect pie for her. I had the ingredients on hand—I had been planning on making an apple pie this weekend, anyway—so I launched into the prep.

I put on my favorite bible mommy podcast and went to work. I hummed as I worked on the apples. They had to be prepared just right, stewing in a pot. While that happened, I worked on the house chores, racing about to clean my home. I had such energy.

With the filling ready, I mixed my dough and rolled it out. I lined the pie tin, added my filling, and covered the filling with the crust. With the oven preheated, I set in the pie, set the timer, and darted upstairs to take a shower and get dressed.

I rubbed my round breasts with my loofah, my nipples hard and sensitive today. I shuddered as I worked, soaping the rest of my body. I washed between my legs, gasping. I was all sorts of excited today. A pity George wasn't home.

We could work on following one of the Lord's commandments.

I worked on my red hair before applying some makeup. Maybe a tad more than I wore on a normal day. I found myself wanting to wear a dress. My new neighbor was just so elegant in hers, it felt too frumpy to meet her in jeans and a T-shirt. I chose a nice dress, blue with white flowers on it. I pulled on a white, knit cardigan over it and pulled out my pie. I left it to cool while I finished up the housework.

A second moving truck, identical to the first with Apkallu Movers written on the side, arrived. The workers hopped out. They were all beefy studs. Real Adonises. Maybe they were why I was feeling so... excited. They were handsome men. It was hard not to stare at them.

To lust after a man in my heart was to commit adultery of the spirit. That was how adultery of the flesh started: thoughts. So I turned from the men and went up to the open front door. I rang the doorbell and cried out, “Hello.”

“Come in, come in,” said a light voice.

The woman appeared. She had changed into a new dress. This one was pink with a flaring skirt and belted at her slender waist. It was sleeveless and low-cut, showing off her large breasts that were definitely natural. The Lord had blessed her. She looked like Barbie from that movie that was all the rage.

“Hi,” I said. “I'm Carla. Carla Mitchel, your next-door neighbor.”

“Smashing!” she said. “I'm Ester Heaven. It's so wonderful to meet you! And did you bake that for me? Apple pie! Oh, darling, that's just smashing. Thank you!”

I smiled, so glad she was glad. There was just something so effervescent about her as she turned and motioned me to follow her to the kitchen. She had very orange furniture. Expensive. Lots of polished hardwoods with white fabric damasked in gold. The movers had already unpacked so much of her stuff. It didn't even look like moving day at all.

“I love eating pie,” she said and motioned to the kitchen island, her dress swirling about her thighs as she turned. Her black hair was long and full-bodied with a gleam to it as it spilled around her shoulders. “So delicious.”

“I hope you enjoy mine,” I said as she sat out a doily for me to rest the pie tray on.

“I bet I will,” she said, opening a counter and producing two small porcelain plates with gold along the rim. The image of a woman reclining on a divan, also in gold, decorated the centers. Then she produced a sterling silver pie knife.

How rich was this woman?

She deftly sliced the pie and scooped out two slices. Steam rose from them. The scent of apple and cinnamon filled the air. She breathed it in and smiled in delight. Her tongue flicked over her lips. I was so excited that she was eager to eat my pie.

“Such a fine offering,” she said. “It's been so long.”

“Since you've had pie?”

“Since someone's made me pie,” she said and opened another cupboard. There were several bottles of wine in there. She pulled one out. It was nothing you could get in the local store. It looked old, the label faded with a real cork in it that she had to use a corkscrew to open.

I didn't normally drink, but it felt rude not to. She poured the dark-red wine into two crystal glasses—and they were definitely real crystal. She held up the glasses. I took one from her, so enchanted by the smile she wore on her ruby lips.

“To your wonderful offering,” she said. “I thank you and bless you.”

We tinked our glasses. They rang like only crystal could. I sipped it as she sat down on one of the barstools around her island. I sat across from her as she used a sterling silver fork to cut through the crisp crust and the filling.

I waited, holding my breath, as she brought the fork to her mouth. She took a bite and groaned. Such joy washed through me as she shuddered in delight. She pulled the fork out of her mouth, her lips sealed around it.

She chewed.

“Oh, yes, that's so good,” she groaned. “I've been fasting for so long.”

“Well, you look great,” I said. “Your sacrifice has been worth it.”

She smiled. “I'm not sure. I think I want to indulge. It's why I moved here.”

“To indulge in pie?” I asked.

She winked at me and took another bite. She groaned and shuddered in such a delicious way. I loved the sight and took my first bite. It was delicious. I washed it down with the wine. It was... amazing. I had rarely indulged in alcohol—my husband thought it was a sin to drink at all despite what the bible said—and never been drunk.

“This is the best wine I've ever had,” I said, squirming on the seat.

“And this is the best apple pie I've had,” she said before taking the last bite of her slice. She groaned again, her eyes squeezing shut. After she swallowed, she purred, “I have missed offerings.” Her eyes flicked to me. “Yes, yes, I need to indulge.”

She slipped off her stool and moved around the table. I turned to face her on my stool. She winked at me and dropped to her knees. She pushed my legs apart. I gasped as she ducked her head beneath my skirt. Her hair rubbed on my calves and knees.

“Wait, wait, what are you doing?” I gasped, her hands sliding up my thighs. A warmth rippled through me, settling in my nethers.

In my pussy.

“Why, I'm enjoying your offering of pie, Mrs. Mitchel,” she said. “You bought more than apple. Oh, it has been too long since I indulged.”

Her hands reached my panties. I shuddered as she started pulling them off and... I let her. I lifted my rump, shifting my weight to help her draw my underwear off. I shuddered, knowing exactly what she was going to do to me.

I glanced at my wedding ring.

Lesbian sex was an abomination. The Apostle Paul was so clear on that. It was also adultery.

Yet...

I just wanted to please this woman. She was so... exciting. My pussy clenched as she drew my panties down my knees. She pulled them over my feet. Her head pressed back up between my legs. My entire body trembled as she nuzzled into my bush.

Into my nethers.

I gasped as Ester licked at my pussy. She stroked her tongue through my folds. A shudder ran through me. That was just incredible. My toes curled in my shoes as she licked at me. She tongued me with such passion.

My husband had gone down on me. After all, in Song of Songs, 8:2 it read, “I would cause thee to drink of spiced wine of the juice of my pomegranate.” Ester was drinking the juice of my pomegranate right now. She licked up my wine, making me shudder.

“Ester! Ester!” I moaned. “This is wrong!”

“For me to enjoy what you offer?” Ester laughed. “Oh, darling, just enjoy.”

She thrust her tongue into my pussy. I gasped as she soaked in my juices. She swirled her tongue about in my pomegranate. I shuddered on the barstool, my eyes rolling back in my head. She swirled about in me, teasing me.

She drove me wild with her licking and lapping. It was a fabulous moment to have her caressing me like that. My heart pounded as she stirred her tongue around in me. I groaned, wanting to just burst with the delight of this moment.

My pussy clenched down on her twat. I held her tight as she licked at me. She tongued me with such passion. It was just incredible to have her doing that to me. I loved every second of her feasting on me. This was wrong, but I was enjoying it so much.

Had I offered this to her? I didn't think I had, but maybe...

She licked at me with such feverish passion. I glanced at my wedding ring. I had given up my vows so easily to this woman. I just wanted her tongue rooting around in me. I groaned as the gorgeous beauty flicked about in me.

“Ester!” I moaned. “Oh, yes, yes!”

“Give me your offering, darling,” she moaned and licked at me. “That would be just smashing!”

I nodded, shuddering. Ester tongued my pussy, licking through my folds. She brushed my clit. Sparks flared from that contact. I groaned, my thighs squeezing around her head. It was just so spectacular to have her lapping at me like that.

I groaned as her tongue drove me wild. My toes curled in my shoes as she feasted on me. She plunged her tongue back into my pussy. She enjoyed my pie. My curls rustled against her face. She feasted on my hair pie.

Did that make me a lesbian for enjoying this so much? No, no, I loved my husband. I loved men. I... Just enjoyed what Ester did to me. She drove me wild with that hot tongue. She licked at me with such passion. I groaned, savoring it so much.

“Oh, my!” I gasped. “Oh, that's so wild! I love it! I love it so much!”

“Just so delicious,” she purred and licked my cunt again. I shuddered as stroked her tongue over my hot flesh. “Oh, what a wonderful offering you have given me.”

I squeezed my thighs around her head and held her to my pussy. She licked at me. She lapped at me with such passion. It was just incredible to have her doing that. I shuddered, my eyes rolling back in my head.

She tongued me with such passion. She stroked her hot tongue up and down my flesh. I gasped and moaned out in delight as my orgasm built and built. I would have such a sinful burst of pleasure on another person's mouth.

A woman's mouth.

“I'm such an adulteress!” I whimpered as she licked at me. “A sinner.”

“Sin?” She flicked her tongue against my clit. “This is not sin. It's your reward. Your blessing for your offering. Mmm, your husband should be honored that I am devouring you, darling. Honored!”

“I doubt he would think that at... Oh, my!” I bucked as she suckled on my clit. “Ester!”

My orgasm swelled so swiftly as she suckled at me. She tongued her tongue over my aching bud. I trembled on the barstool. It was incredible. My orgasm rose in me. I could not hold back much longer. I was about to burst.

“I... I... That's it. Yes!”

I burst in delight. The pleasure swept through me. It was just so incredible to have all that ecstasy rushing through me. I whimpered and moaned as my pussy cream gushed out. She drank my pomegranate juice with such joy.

“Darling, such a fine offering!” she moaned and licked at me.

I trembled, my boobs jiggling in my bra. I whimpered, my cardigan feeling so hot on me as I shuddered through my orgasm. Waves of delight washed through me. I gasped, hearing the movers moving through the house.

I didn't care.

I just loved her tongue licking at my flesh. She stroked through my petals, sending more pleasure rushing through me. I groaned, my face contorting with the delight of this moment. It was just so awesome to have her licking me like that. It was just amazing.

I was so glad to have it rushing through me. Just so proud to have this bliss sweeping through my body. It was a delight. A real treat to have it rushing through me. I was so thankful for this bliss. It was amazing.

She rose as I shuddered through my pleasure. She cupped my face and kissed me. I groaned as I tasted my tart pussy on her lips. I quivered, savoring this. Two years of faithful marriage, and twenty years of virginal purity before we wedded, and now I had broken that bond.

I reveled in it, too.

I kissed her with such passion. My tongue danced with hers as I loved the flavor of my snatch on her lips. Her hands slid up my body and groped my breasts. I groaned at that delight. She purred with such passion as we made out.

She broke the kiss and undid the white belt around her waist. She dropped it and unzipped her dress. I shuddered, staring at her. She winked at me as she pulled it off, unveiling her naked body. I gasped at the dusky hue of her flesh, her breasts huge. They must be H Cups. Maybe I's. They had no sag. They defied gravity. Her dark, fat nipples thrust from them. She had a shaved pussy, her slit tight.

I slipped out of my cardigan as I hopped off the barstool. My hands cupped her breasts. I could not stop myself from cradling those big mounds. I kneaded them. My heart pounded in my chest as I ducked my head down.

I latched onto her fat nipple.

I suckled on her.

She groaned as I did that. Her moans were exciting. I loved them as I swirled my tongue around her nipple. She groaned as I did that. It was just so wonderful to have it in my mouth. I suckled on her as she cooed in delight, her fingers stroking through my hair.

“Darling,” she moaned. “Mmm, yes, yes, now worship at my altar.”

Altar...? Her pussy.

That should repulse me, but I felt so good. And I just wanted to please her. She almost glowed. She was heavenly. Almost angelic as she smiled at me. I popped my mouth off her nipple and dropped to her knees. I stared at her pussy, her clitoris peeking out of its hood, throbbing with her excitement.

I leaned forward and kissed at her pussy. The sweet flavor of her juices soaked my mouth. Such a delicious pomegranate. I moaned and licked at her twat. I stroked through her flesh, parting her petals. It was just so wonderful to feast and lick at her.

I licked to her clit. She shuddered and purred, “Darling, that's it. Just suckle on my clit.”

I wanted to please her. So I did. I suckled on her clit. I nursed on her. She groaned as I did that. Her back arched. Her big breasts jiggled over her head as her clit... swelled. I could feel it growing in my mouth. Engorging. I had never felt anything like this before.

What was happening?

My tongue stroked over the expanding bud. It was growing long and thick. It reached toward the back of my throat as I opened my mouth wider and wider. Her clit had become a shaft with a spongy tip like a... a...

My eyes widened in shock as I squealed around her dick. Her cock throbbed in my mouth as I did that. She smiled at me, her eyes burning so hot with delight as I suckled on something absolutely impossible. She had grown a penis.

“Mmm, that's right, darling,” she purred. “Futanari. Isn't that a fun word? It's Japanese. My darling friend Amaterasu taught me that. Futanari, or futa for short. Mmm, I have a futa-cock. A clit-dick. A girl-rod. My, my, isn't that just wonderful, darling? It's so smashing to have you worshiping it.”

I groaned in delight, working my mouth up and down her shaft. I suckled on her with passion, my eyes rolling back into my head. I enjoyed this so much. I suckled on her with force, my cheeks hollowing as I blew her.

She was massive. Twice as big as my husband when I took him into my mouth. My tongue swept around her shaft. My cheeks hollowed with the force of my suction. Drool ran down my chin. I felt so naughty as I did this. It was just incredible to nurse on her.

She slid her fingers through my hair as I worked my mouth up and down her girl-dick. I suckled on her with passion, the sweet aroma of her cunt filled my nose. Her huge tits swayed above her as she moaned in delight.

She was a futanari.

It was so impossible.

She was impossible.

Otherworldly.

I groaned, suckling on her big girl-dick. I worked my mouth up and down her futa-cock. She moaned as I did that. Her fingers stroked through my red hair as I bobbed my head. My pussy burned so hot. This was just so wild. I could not believe this delight.

I was so glad for it, though. I suckled on her as she moaned in delight. I suckled on her with all that I had. It was just so good to nurse on her. I loved it with all my might. I suckled on her with everything that I had.

“Oh, darling,” she moaned. “You're doing such a smashing job sucking on my futa-dick. Yes, you are. Oh, yes, just like that, darling! My, my, your husband must be a happy man. Do you worship him like this?”

I whimpered, shaking my head.

“Well, you should, darling.” She smiled at me. “Oh, my, just like that. Work that hot mouth up and down my cock. That's incredible. I am going to flood your mouth with my futa-cum.”

My eyes widened at that wicked idea. I suckled on her with everything that I had. I worked my mouth up and down her futa-dick. It was just an incredible delight to worship her. My eyes stared up at her quivering breasts.

So big. So soft. They jiggled with her slightest movement. I could not look away from them.

I suckled on her futa-dick with passion. My lips slid up and down her shaft. Her moans echoed through her kitchen. Nothing else mattered to me but sucking on this big girl-cock. I wanted to drink her spunk. Her futa-seed.

My pussy burned as I slobbered on her. She moaned, her back arching. Her futa-dick thrust to the back of my throat. I nearly gagged on her before she pulled back her girl-cock. I whimpered around her, drool spilling down my chin as I suckled on her.

“Darling,” she moaned, my tongue stroking over her spongy crown. The salty flavor of her precum spilled over my taste buds. “That's it.”

I wanted to taste that salty cum spurting into my mouth. I hungered for it. I worked my lips up and down her shaft, reveling in the flavor of her precum. The real thing must taste so good. I knew that I would love it with such certainty.

Like it was a revelation.

My tongue stroked over her crown, probing at her slit. She groaned as I did that, my hand stroking the base of her girl-dick now. Her futa-cock throbbed in my hand as I loved her. She gripped my red hair, her big tits jiggling.

“Darling!” she gasped out. “Yes, yes, drink my blessing!”

Her futa-cum spurted into my mouth. I shuddered at the wonderful delight of that hot and thick girl-spunk spurting from her clit-dick. I groaned at how rich and salty it was. My taste buds melted with joy as she filled me up.

I gulped down her cum to keep from wasting a drop. I loved it so much. She pumped more and more, moaning her bliss. Her boobs heaved. They rippled as they slapped together. I loved watching those dusky mounds as I gulped down her futa-cum.

I loved every drop.

I savored every wonderful and salty flavor.

It was just so good to have it pouring down my throat. I groaned with the passion of this moment. It was just incredible to have it all washing through me. I shuddered at how good it was. I was just in heaven here. I was so glad to have this wonderful spunk pumping into my mouth.

“Darling, yes!” she moaned and spurted the last of her cum into my mouth. She smiled at me as I kept suckling. “Oh, my, that's good. Mmm, I must take you to my bed.”

I nodded, suckling so hard on her.

She turned, her futa-dick popping out of my mouth. I shuddered, savoring the lingering saltiness of her cum. She sauntered away, her rump swaying. It was naked and perfect. I scrambled to my feet and rushed after her, my boobs jiggling in my bra.

She climbed the stairs, her rump right before my face. I wanted to grab those perfect spheres and worship them. I groaned and did just that. I gripped them and pressed my face into them. I rubbed back and forth as she giggled.

“Now, now, I want to get you naked. I want to slide my futa-dick into your married pussy, darling. That would be smashing, no? To feel my girl-cock in you.”

“Yes, Ester!” I moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, you're so stunning.”

“I know, darling, I know.” She kept walking.

I followed her down the hallway, passing closed doors until we reached a room. She opened it. The floors were a soft, white carpet. The bed was a four-poster with white curtains pulled back, the sheets a matching hue. The wood was stained a dark, rich hue while the walls were painted... sky blue. The snowy dresser and makeup table felt almost ethereal.

“Mmm, welcome to my heavenly abode,” purred Ester as she turned and sank on her bed. She reclined back on the fluffy pillows, her futa-dick throbbing before her. “Mmm, strip then mount my heavenly pole and let me carry you above the firmament to the supernal stars.”

“Yes,” I moaned and attacked the zipper of my dress, my fingers trembling.

My heart raced and pussy clenched. I ripped off my dress and threw it to the ground. My pussy clenched as I reached behind me and unhooked my bra. She smiled at me as I freed my C's. They were round and perky. At twenty-four, my tits were still so perfect. George loved them so much, just like it said in Proverbs.

“Let thy fountain be blessed: and rejoice with the wife of thy youth. Let her be as the loving hind and pleasant roe; let her breasts satisfy thee at all times; and be thou ravished always with her love.”

I shuddered as Ester looked at my breasts the way only my husband should. She wanted my tits to satisfy her. Her breasts drew my attention as did that mighty cock. My pussy clenched as I rushed to the bed and mounted it.

I was eager for that big futa-dick to stretch me out. I wanted her in me all the way. I wanted to slide down her and gasp in delight. I raved about it so much. I gripped her dick and lifted her up. I nuzzled her into my bush. My pussy kissed her tip. I moaned while rubbing her up and down my hot slit.

She brushed my clit. I gasped in delight.

She smiled up at me, her breasts quivering. Her dusky hands stroked my pale thighs. I was about to cuckold my husband fully. To take her into my fertile pussy. I could become pregnant. She could breed me.

“Ester!” I gasped and plunged my pussy down her girl-dick.

“I accept this wondrous offer, darling!” moaned the futanari as I sank down her futa-cock. “Oh, my, yes, yes, that is just smashing! So tight! So hot! Oh, how delicious!”

“Yes!” I moaned, taking her to the hilt. I squirmed on her, loving this moment so much. She felt amazing in me. She throbbed and throbbed in my sex. My heart pounded as I enjoyed this. I was just so happy to feel her futaness in me. “Oh, that's amazing!”

She reached to my womb. She stretched me out. I squirmed on her, my breasts jiggling. My eyes rolled back in my head. I trembled, my heart pounding in my chest as she slid her hands up and up my sides to my breasts. She squeezed them.

I shuddered as she massaged my tits. I moaned, my head tossing. My pussy clenched down on her futa-dick. She filled me up with that huge shaft. I needed to start riding her, but I just had to luxuriate in sitting impaled on her. I enjoyed every inch of her hot flesh.

“Ester,” I moaned.

“Ride me, darling,” she cooed. “Ride me and find your heavenly bliss! I shall bless your womb with my futa-seed!”

She would breed me!

I squealed and slid my pussy up her girl-cock. I massaged her with my hot flesh. She groaned as I did that. Her hands squeezed my tits as the ecstasy washed through me. It felt so incredible to have her in me. I plunged back down her.

I took her to the hilt. I groaned in delight, my pussy clenching down on her. I loved it so much. I worked back up her, savoring that hot twat gripping me. It was just a lovely moment. A big smile spread on my lips as I reached the pinnacle of her dick.

I plunged back down her. I took her to the hilt. It was just an exciting delight. I gasped out in passion. My boobs bounced and jiggled. My eyes rolled back in my head. It was just an incredible rush to have her in me.

“Oh, oh, oh!” I gasped. “Oh, Lord, this is incredible!”

“Mmm,” she purred. “Don't cry out to him when you're with me.”

“Yes, yes, this is such sinful behavior!” I gasped, wiggling my hips back and forth.

“Cry out to me,” she purred, her thumbs rubbing at my nipple. She massaged them, pleasure shooting down to my pussy. “Oh, darling, ride me!”

I plunged my cunt down her futa-dick and slid back up her. My pussy loved her girl-cock. She was just so big and thick. My eyes rolled back into my head. I savored every second of riding her. I could not stop working my cunt up and down her flesh.

I enjoyed this so immensely.

I groaned, loving the way that she massaged me. She felt so incredible in me. My pussy gripped her. I moaned, my head tossing from side to side. I would have a huge climax. Just a mighty burst to cum. I was so ready to gasp out in ecstasy.

Her boobs jiggled and bounced as I rode her. She moaned, her eyes burning so hot as I plunged up and down her hot futa-dick. The need to cum swelled in me. My pussy melted around her shaft. My orgasm built and built.

I wanted to cum on her.

I plunged down her girl-dick, my bush rubbing into her flesh. Was I tickling her pussy lips? I bet I was. She smiled up at me as I rode her. She kneaded my tits as I worked up and down her as fast as I could. I plunged my cunt down her.

She moaned, her futa-dick throbbing in me. She felt so amazing. I just wanted to burst with all the delight that I could. It would just be so amazing. My pussy clenched about her hard girl-cock. She was so big. So thick.

“Mmm, yes, yes, darling,” she moaned. “You are going to worship my cock with your pussy!”

“I am!” I moaned.

She slid her hands from my breasts down my back to my rump. She squeezed my butt-cheeks. I loved how Ester kneaded my rump as I worked my cunt up and down her clit-dick. She rose toward my climax. I wanted to cum on her.

I wanted to milk her cock and feel all her jizz spurting into my snatch. I could not wait for her to fill me up with spunk. It would just be incredible to have all that jizz flooding me. I was so ready for all that spunk to erupt into me.

It would be just glorious to have her flooding my fertile womb.

“Yes, yes, you desire my blessing, darling,” she moaned as I rode her.

“I do!” I whimpered, my face twisting in delight as I plunged down her futa-dick. “Oh, I do so much! Yes, yes, that's amazing!”

She winked at me, her fingers digging into my rump. She held me as I plunged my cunt down her cock. I shuddered, my pussy gripping her flesh. I couldn't hold back. This was it. I slid back up her one more time, feeling the pleasure about to explode through me.

I impaled my married pussy down her cock and squealed in delight.

“Ester!”

My pussy writhed around her girl-dick as the tsunami of sinful rapture swept through me. I was a faithful preacher's wife and cumming like a whore on that big dick. I shuddered, gasping as my hot flesh writhed around that mighty rod.

I shuddered through so much ecstasy. The waves of delight swept through my body. It was just outstanding to have all that pleasure rushing through me. I groaned at the heat sweeping through as I massaged her.

“Yes!” she gasped. “That's smashing, darling! You're worshiping my pussy!”

She erupted into my cunt.

I groaned as her hot cum spurted into my flesh. It was just glorious to have all her girl-spunk flooding my cunt. She erupted into my pussy again and again. I shuddered as she filled my womb with her futa-seed. My fertile flesh quivered in delight.

“Ester! Ester!” I cried in feverish worship, my pussy writhing around her futa-cock.

“Yes, yes, I bless your pussy and your womb!” cried out Ester. “Oh, darling!”

She filled me up with her cum. She flooded me with so much jizz. It was just incredible. I shuddered on her, my pussy milking her. I swayed back and forth on her as she erupted into me again and again. My twat writhed around her, the pleasure sweeping through my body.

I swayed and fell forward on her. My breasts pressed into hers. I kissed her with passion as she fired the last of her cum into my pussy. I groaned, my cunt writhing around her as she gripped my rump. She kneaded my ass as I savored this delight.

It was just so wonderful to kiss her like this. I shuddered, savoring every amazing moment of her heat soaking through me. She purred in delight, her fingers digging into my rump. One dipped down into my crack and found my asshole.

She stroked it. I shivered.

She broke the kiss. “Kneel so that I might enjoy the offering of your asshole!”

“Yes!” I gasped, feeling so amazing, I didn't care that it was sodomy.

I ripped my pussy off her huge futa-dick. I shuddered as the cum spilled out of me. I turned around and knelt before her. I wiggled my rump at her, cum spilling down my thighs. I just wanted her to fuck me so hard. I was so turned on.

She pressed her girl-dick into my butt-crack. I shuddered as she slid it down and down to my asshole. I gasped in delight at the feel of her nuzzling against me. She drilled against me. It was fabulous to have her doing that.

My anal ring widened and widened to take her. I quivered in delight as she drilled against me. It was just fantastic to have her pushing and pushing on me. I groaned, my eyes widening at the delight of her pressing against me.

“Yes!” I howled as she popped into my asshole. “Ester!”

“Darling!” she moaned. “Such a fine ass you have offered me! Worship me with your bowels!”

“I shall!” I moaned as that mighty cock sank into my bowels.

It should hurt, but being sodomized felt amazing. It burned, but in this glorious way. My cunt clenched, futa-jizz running out of my cunt and through my bush to drip down my thighs. I shuddered, my fingernails clawing at her white comforter.

She filled me up. Her wet pussy lips kissed my butt-cheeks. I groaned in delight as she drew back. I squeezed down on her. I savored that wonderful shaft in me. She drew back and back until she thrust back into me.

I gasped as that mighty futa-dick buried to the hilt in my anal sheath. She filled me up with that huge cock. It was just incredible to have that thick shaft pumping in and out of my bowels. I whimpered, the heat soaking into my pussy.

“Oh, Ester!” I gasped.

“Mmm, that's right, darling!” she purred, pumping away at my asshole. “Such a fine anal offering. Yes, yes, worship my futa-dick with your bowels!”

I clenched down on her, the heat increasing. The friction was so wild. My eyes rolled back into my head. It was just so incredible to have that mighty girl-dick fucking me. I shuddered, enjoying the way she fucked me so hard.

She pounded me with all that she had. It was just an incredible rush to have her burying into my flesh. She fucked me with force. It was just wild to have that delight. I whimpered at the pressure building and building in me.

“Oh, wow,” I whimpered. “Ester!” My boobs swayed beneath me as she fucked me hard. “Oh, that's so hot!”

“I know,” she cooed. “It is!”

She slammed into me as I rose toward my orgasm. I hurtled toward that amazing moment as I savored that big dick fucking me so hard and fast. She buried into me with all her might. It was just incredible to have her fucking me so hard.

I loved it. I squeezed my anal sheath down on that mighty dick fucking me. She fucked me hard and fast. She pounded me with all that she had. I groaned, my asshole melting around that wonderful cock that fucked me.

It was perfect.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned as she hammered me so hard. “I'm going to cum!”

She thrust into me hard, my pussy clenching. Cum spilled down my thighs as she plunged into my flesh. I was so ready to burst. So eager for all that pleasure to sweep through me. She hammered my anal sheath with her mighty futa-cock.

“Yes!” I howled. “Oh, Ester!”

My asshole spasmed around her futa-dick as pussy juices gushed down my thighs.

She pumped away at me, fucking me with such force. It was so amazing to have her fucking me like that. My eyes rolled back in my head as she hammered me. She fucked me hard and fast. She drove me wild with her big futa-dick. I loved every second of her pounding me like that.

“Oh, that's it!” I whimpered. “That's so good! Yes!”

She slammed into me and gasped out, “Smashing, darling! Smashing!”

Her futa-cock erupted.

Hot girl-cum flooded my bowels. I shuddered as the heat washed through me. My mind drowned in my sinful bliss. I shuddered, my asshole milking her futa-cock. She gripped my hips, pumping my asshole full of her cum.

“I bless you!” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, tonight! Be with your husband! You shall have such beautiful dreams after!”

“Ester!” I gasped, my anal sheath milking her.

She spurted more and more of her cum into my bowels. I milked out every drop of it that I could. It was just incredible to have all that passion washing through me. I groaned, my bowels milking her girl-dick as I savored every second of this bliss.

It was just so glorious.

She erupted a final blast of cum into my asshole. I collapsed, rubbing my face into the comforter. I loved every second of the spunk flooding my bowels. It was amazing to have it all rushing through me. I was just so happy for it.

“Oh, yes,” I whimpered as she pulled her girl-cock out of my asshole.

“Now go,” she said. “I have enjoyed your worship, darling. Tonight, be with your husband. Revel in the flesh and enjoy your dreams. They are my blessing to you.”

“Right,” I whimpered and crawled from her.

*   *   *

Daphne Brentwood

“My, my,” I said, watching the preacher's wife rush flushed from the woman who had moved in. She had been in there for quite some time, and now...

I smiled. She had a handsome husband. I had considered seducing him. A preacher... What a challenge that would be. I played with my wedding ring. Alan was in the city working hard to make his fortune while I...

Enjoyed myself.

*   *   *

Ester Heaven

I was so glad I ventured down to the Middle Lands. With no one worshiping the gods any longer, we were growing so listless. We starved without our offerings of food and worship. But here... that delicious pie. The married woman was so wondrous.

And she was married to a priest of the Most High. How much fun this was. I did not care about the rules. I was done staying in my dominion. I was going to have fun.

*   *   *

Sister Mary Petra

A disturbance spoiled my prayers.

Something... perturbed the air. A pagan goddess was active.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Gender-Swapped Hubby Dreams of Futas!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


Sneak Preview of “Futa Werewolf's Naughty Dream”

I loved twerking them. Twisting them.

My pussy grew juicier. My hips wiggled back and forth as the heat soaked into my snatch. I shuddered, my clit begging for attention like nothing I had ever felt. I sucked in deep breaths, enjoying every second of squeezing my boobs and tweaking my nipples, but...

My soapy hands washed down my belly. My breathing quickened the lower my hands came to my pussy. I was teasing myself. It was exciting. I whimpered as my fingers reached my bush and slid through my curls. I found my aching bud.

I gasped as I touched it. Electricity shot through me.

“Oh, my,” I whimpered as I diddled my clit. I stroked over my bud with my soapy fingers. I was so wet and not from the water. The spicy aroma filled my nose over the Irish zest of my soap. I quivered as I rubbed my bud in fast circles. “Oh, yes.”

I closed my eyes. I would enjoy a nice cum. It would get the day off right. I rubbed harder at my clit. My bud pulsed. My virgin pussy clenched as I did that. My breasts rose and fell. I loved this sensation. I rubbed faster at it.

My clit... swelled. I gasped as I rubbed it as it grew into my hand. I couldn't believe that it was growing thicker. Longer. I stared down at my hand. The pink bud had become the same fleshy beige as the rest of me. The tip was spongy, pulsing as the entire shaft grew longer and thicker.

“No way,” I breathed as I stared at the... dick I held. “No way, no way, no way!”

I stood frozen there as my clit had blossomed into a... a cock. A big, throbbing cock that was a foot long and so thick. I had only seen them in health class, but this was a... a... dick. How was that possible? What was going on here?

I stroked my hand up my clit-dick. I gasped when I reached the spongy tip. It was so sensitive. Like rubbing my clit, but there was so much to it. I groaned, my virgin pussy clenching. I had both. I could feel my cunt.

My left hand slid past my cock to rub at my folds through my bush. My labia were wrapped around the base. My clit had really grown into this. I shook my head. This could not be happening, and yet here I was stroking up and down a cock.

If you want to read more, click here for Futa Werewolf's Naughty Dreams (Futa Werewolf's Hot Harem 1)!


About the Author

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

“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”

Check out his Amazon Author Page, follow him on twitter @NLPublications, like him on Facebook, check out his Patreon page for exclusive rewards, and visit his blog where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks.

OEBPS/image_rsrcED.jpg
i)
(A

, / |
Pveach‘e{s
Worshlps the! Futanarl
‘E}Em Goddess ANext 1l






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




