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“Thank you, daughter-in-law,” I said, such relief swirling through me. “For your... discretion.” 

“Discretion?” Penelope's voice rose in octave. She bounced to her feet, facing me with such an intense glare. “I should tell the entire village what you were doing with your step-daughter. It was disgusting. You two were writhing naked... In your own home. What if Ester saw? That sweet creature would be horrified to see what you two were doing. 

“Have you no shame to act on such lusts! Lesbian lusts!” A shrill note entered her voice, her face twisting with her emotions. She placed hands on her hips. “How could you bring such perversion into our community? You are a married woman, Mamm. Look what you did to poor Beth. No wonder she hasn't married Caleb with you confusing her with your deviancy. 

“I should tell everyone. The entire Amish community should shun you for the rest of your life for corrupting her.” 

“She didn't corrupt me, sister dear,” Beth, my step-daughter, said, moving towards Penelope. “I fear that I've corrupted our mother. I did the seducing. I brought the sin into our house.”

The sultry tones of her voice sent a wave of lust rippling through me. I let out a shudder of delight, my pussy clenching so hard between my thighs. My clit ached and throbbed, begging to swell into a futa-cock. I couldn't look away from Penelope as her green eyes widened. She took a step back from my advancing step-daughter.

“Yesterday,” Beth said, “I turned her into my slut. Ooh, she was so eager to do such naughty things for me. Weren't you, Mommy-slut?”

“I was,” I moaned, my voice liquid passion. My body shuddered. “I did everything she wanted. I was her whore, Penelope.”

“Mamm!” gasped my daughter-in-law. She took another step back and hit the bed.

Beth advanced like a naughty vixen. I moved in after her, my clit swelling harder and harder, pressing against the front of my dress. A bulge formed beneath my daughter's gray apron as her own futa-dick sprouted hard. 

“What are you two doing?” Penelope gasped, her eyes flicking back and forth. 

“Spreading our sinful perversion,” Beth purred. “Even before my brother married you, I thought about you. You're such a beautiful woman, sister Penelope. I would imagine what your breasts looked like, what your pussy would taste like. I imagined licking it, feasting on it. And now... Now I'm going to devour you.” 

“You will not!” Penelope hissed, her cheeks scarlet. She glanced at the open door, her body squirming. “Get out of my house right now!” 

“You don't want that,” I purred, my futa-dick throbbing and aching against my skirt. “You want to explore why your pussy is getting so hot right now. Why you're feeling so sinful and wanton. Why your mother and sister turn you on so much.” 

“Mmm, you're just dripping beneath your skirt, aren't you?” Beth asked with such a purr to her voice. 

“Of course not!” Penelope gasped. Then she batted Beth's reaching hand away. “Leave my house right now.” 

“You don't want us to leave, daughter,” I groaned, pressing up on her left, Beth on her right. I seized her skirt through her gray apron. Beth grabbed the other side.

Penelope seized both our wrists as we drew up her skirt. Her grip trembling as she clutched at us. She tried to fight us as we pulled up more and more of her skirt. She shuddered, her face twisting, her breath quickening.

“W-what are you doing?” she whined. “Mamm, sister, you have to stop this.” 

“But you don't want us to stop,” purred Beth. “You want us to keep going. You want to find out what made you so excited about watching us writhing together. About seeing our breasts heaving. Our bodies writhing together. You came straight home and you've been fighting the urge to masturbate, haven't you, sister Penelope?”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Iris's Futa Menage

The room spun around me. My futa-dick throbbed in my step-daughter's pussy. She gasped and covered her cum-stained breasts, her head arching to look over her at the open door and the Amish woman standing in it. Penelope. My daughter-in-law. 

Penelope face went pale with shock. She trembled in the door, staring at our naked bodies locked in our passionate embrace, my step-daughter Beth lying on her back on the worktable in our farmhouse's cannery. Penelope, a young woman of twenty-two, trembled in her rust-brown dress, a gray apron pinned to the front of her skirt. Her hands clasped before her breasts as her green eyes bulged in utter shock. She had her brown hair piled into a bun like a proper married woman should. 

My daughter's cunt clenched down on my dick as she squirmed in shock. “Penelope,” Beth cried out. “Wait!” 

“Sister Beth... and Mamm,” Penelope moaned, stepping back, calling me the Amish word for mother. She married my step-son, Beth's older brother, Paul. I'd forgotten that she was coming over to help us with the canning today. I was just so eager to use my new clit-dick, given to me by the futa-succubus Lilith in my dreams last night. “T-this is... I... I...”

“No,” I gasped, ripping my girl-dick out of Beth's pussy. Fear shrank my shaft as my large, naked breasts swayed. “It's not what you think.” 

A shrill, almost hysterical laugh burst from Penelope's face. She took a step back, her head shaking back and forth. Then she slammed the door closed as she spun around. I could hear her shoes crunching on the ground as she fled the farmhouse. 

“That's not good,” Beth said as she sat up, her own futa-cum dripping down her round breasts. She'd orgasmed hard with her clit-dick while I fucked her pussy, spraying her jizz up her body. Her blue eyes were so wide, her blonde braid dangling down her back as she trembled on the table. 

“Yes,” I said, dread spilling through my body. A tremble shook me. My breasts jiggled from side-to-side. I sucked in a deep breath, struggling to think.

Penelope would tell my step-son Paul that I was cheating on his father with his sister. That I had engaged in lesbian sex. It would be such a scandal in our Amish community. When word got out, my step-daughter and I would be shunned for our sinful behavior. For a month or longer, everyone would ignore us. They'd be revolted by us.

The realization squeezed about my heart. The trembles hit me harder and harder at the realization of how ruined my life was. Everyone would know what I did with my daughter. My head whirled around. An errant strand of blonde hair, which had escaped my bun, caressed my cheeks. I drew in a deep breath. I needed to calm down. I needed to think. What could I do? 

“It's okay, Mamm,” Beth said. She stretched her body, her firm, youthful breasts drawing my gaze. They jiggled, coated in her futa-cum. “We'll go talk to her. You remember how much of a slut you became for my girl-dick?” 

Heat warmed my cheeks. When I realized what Beth had beneath her skirt, the sinful lust had overcome my married body. My vows to my husband and Lord didn't matter. I didn't care about reveling in sinful pleasure as I cuckolded Noah with his own daughter.

It had consumed me with lust. “Of course I remember that,” I snapped, fear making my voice shrill. I spotted my discarded dress. I snatched it up. “And if she tells your brother before we can talk to her...” 

Beth's flushed face went pale. “Oh.” 

“Oh, indeed, daughter,” I said as I stepped into my discarded dress. “Hurry and clothe your nakedness. We have to go after her.” 

“Right,” my daughter said, her voice tight. She glanced at the kitchen door where Ester, my biological daughter and Beth's step-sister/lover, cleaned. “She doesn't know about me and Ester at least.” 

“At least Ester can avoid being shunned,” I agreed, feeling relieved. “But you and I will not fare so well.” 

Beth picked up her plain dress and stepped into it as I reached behind me, fastening up my dress. I'd never been naked beneath my clothing. I'd always worn a slip beneath my dress. My nipples throbbed against the dress as my breasts swayed while I worked up my buttons, my fingers shaking. We had to move. Every heartbeat gave her more time to find Paul or someone else and divulge what she'd seen. 

What if she went directly for my husband Noah?

My stomach churned with ice water. I buttoned up the final one as Beth pulled her dress up and over her cum-stained tits, smearing the jizz. Her cream soaked through the bodice, sticking it to her tits as she spun around, buttoning up her dress and hiding her back. I helped her, working from the top, getting her decently clothed.

“No time for shoes,” Beth said, darting for the door. “We'll have to go barefoot.”

I nodded my head. Amish woman usually went barefoot around the house and farm, only wearing our stockings and shoes when we left the farm or during Sunday for our worship fellowship. I hurried after Beth as she darted for the door Penelope fled from. 

We burst outside onto the morning daylight. I glanced out to the field and spotted my husband and our younger sons working in the beat field. Penelope wasn't with them. I exhaled, some of the tension relaxing about my heart.

At least Noah didn't know. Yet. 

Beth hiked her skirt and darted down the hard-packed dirt lane that ran out to the highway. I followed, my breasts bouncing beneath my dress. They ached by the time we reached the road and hurried down it. My cheeks burned. If anyone saw me hurrying like a child down the road...

It would prompt questions on its own.

Paul's farm was two miles away. We hurried down the path, my heart pounding. I rubbed my hands together. I enjoyed my futa-cock. But I didn't want anyone knowing about my sinful behavior, how I reveled in deviant bliss in my daughter's pussy.  

My clit throbbed just thinking about it despite my fear.

“There it is!” Beth called out, her voice shrill. She looked behind her at me, her braid sweeping out in a flash of dark-gold. “I don't see my brother working in the field.” 

My stomach sank. “She must have brought him into the house,” I groaned, picturing my step-son—a strong, young man who was a rising pillar in our Amish community—learning how I cheated on his father. I don't think he ever truly accepted me as his real mother. He was old enough to remember her, unlike Beth. “He's going to tell your father what we did.” 

My step-daughter shivered. “What do we do, Mamm?”

“Just have hope,” I said, almost saying we should pray. But the Lord wouldn't help enjoy the sinful pleasure the futa-demon gave us. “Maybe Penelope hasn't told him yet. We just have to convince her to keep quiet.”

But I didn't believe those words as we rushed down the path towards the farmhouse. I stared at the white-painted home, the roof freshly tiled with cedar. It was a new house, built for a young couple by the community. A place for them to grow as a family. Penelope would tell her husband everything about her mother-in-law and sister-in-law's deviant behavior. 

My dread formed into a ball of lead in my guts. It dragged at me, slowing my steps as we approached the farmhouse. I clutched my hands to my breasts, my heart beating faster and faster. Trembles shot through my body. It was all over. Everyone would know. And if Penelope saw our futa-cocks... If she understood what we were... 

We would be shunned forever. We'd have to leave our community and live with the English, the non-Amish people, out in the World. It terrified me. I knew how to live as an Amish wife. I was comfortable here. I enjoyed my life. 

And I would lose it all just to enjoy some sinful love.

Beth marched up to the door with more confidence that I felt. She pounded on the front door with confidence. She trembled, biting her lips as I enjoyed her. My daughter glanced at me, her blue eyes trembling. She knocked again. 

“Maybe she's not here, Mamm,” Beth said. “What if she went to her own family and told her mother?” 

My stomach fell at the thought of Penelope's mother knowing about it. She was a judgmental woman who'd broadcast our deficiency far and wide. Everyone would know how I cheated upon my husband with his daughter. 

Beth grabbed the doorknob and twisted it. She opened it and called in a soft, tremulous voice, “Penelope?”

The door creaked open wider onto the sitting room, the couch covered in doilies decorated with colorful flowers stitched by Penelope herself. Beth crept in, her head looking around. She bit her lip as I followed her in, the hardwood floors cold on my bare feet. A shiver ran through me.

“Penelope, daughter,” I called out, my voice quivering.

“Sister, dear,” Beth added, moving farther into the house. “Are you home?” 

A creak came from upstairs. Someone shifted around. My heart pounded faster as I stared up at the ceiling. Was Penelope talking with Paul upstairs? I sucked in a deep breath, staring up at the ceiling with such intensity, trying to peer through and see what was happening.

Beth glanced at me. We had to face it. We couldn't hide. I took my step-daughter's hand and gave her a reassuring squeeze. “My Ester won't leave you. She'll still love you.” 

“Yeah, but my father will hate you,” she said. “My brothers, too.”

I nodded. My sons with Noah would despise their mother. They wouldn't understand how I could act on such sinful desires. No one would. I gave her hand a tight squeeze. “I'll still care for you, too, daughter. We're together in this.” 

“Together,” she nodded, giving me a quick smile.

We walked to the stairs as the shifting increased. Someone was upstairs. Someone ignoring us. Perhaps Paul was too stunned by learning the truth of his step-mother's wicked behavior with his sister. Maybe he sat there stunned not realizing we crept through the house. 

The fear dragged at me as I trudged up the stairs, leading Beth. My heart screamed in my chest. It beat so hard, pounding with such intensity that had me feeling dizzy. I struggled to keep from swaying as dizzy dread swept through my body. We reached the second floor. I stared down the hallway at the closed bedroom door. 

Beth's hand squeezed mine as we crept down the hallway to the door. I paused, listening, trying to understand what we would find on the other side. I didn't know what would happen. I just had to open the door and deal with it. 

Like doing anything unpleasant, I did it fast. I seized the doorknob and yanked it open. I practically flung myself into the bedroom and—

Penelope sat alone on her marital bed. She gave a start, jumping on it, her head snapping up, her eyes raw. She stared in shock at Beth and me as we flowed into her room. She shrank before us, her hands rubbing on her skirt.

“I... I haven't told Paul,” she said. “Yet.” She set her jaw. “I will give you time to confess your adultery to your husband, Mamm, and pray to the Lord for forgiveness. Your son doesn't have to know about your... sinful perversion.” 

“Thank you, daughter,” I said, such relief swirling through me. “For your... discretion.” 

“Discretion?” Her voice rose in octave. She bounced to her feet, facing me with such an intense glare. “I should tell the entire village what you were doing with my sister-in-law. It was disgusting. You two were writhing naked... In your own home. What if Ester saw? That sweet creature would be horrified to see what you two were doing. 

“Have you no shame to act on such lusts! Lesbian lusts!” A shrill note entered her voice, her face twisting with her emotions. She placed hands on her hips. “How could you bring such perversion into our community? You are a married woman, Mamm. Look what you did to poor Beth. No wonder she hasn't married Caleb with you confusing her with your deviancy. 

“I should tell everyone. The entire Amish community should shun you for the rest of your life for corrupting her.” 

“She didn't corrupt me, sister dear,” Beth said, moving towards Penelope. “I fear that I've corrupted our mother. I did the seducing. I brought the sin into our house.”

The sultry tones of her voice sent a wave of lust rippling through me. I let out a shudder of delight, my pussy clenching so hard between my thighs. My clit ached and throbbed, begging to swell into a futa-cock. I couldn't look away from Penelope as her green eyes widened. She took a step back from my advancing step-daughter.

“Yesterday,” Beth said, “I turned her into my slut. Ooh, she was so eager to do such naughty things for me. Weren't you, Mommy-slut?”

“I was,” I moaned, my voice liquid passion. My body shuddered. “I did everything she wanted. I was her whore, Penelope.”

“Mamm!” gasped my daughter-in-law. She took another step back and hit the bed.

Beth advanced like a naughty vixen. I moved in after her, my clit swelling harder and harder, pressing against the front of my dress. A bulge formed beneath my daughter's gray apron as her own futa-dick sprouted hard. 

“What are you two doing?” Penelope gasped, her eyes flicking back and forth. 

“Spreading our sinful perversion,” Beth purred. “Even before my brother married you, I thought about you. You're such a beautiful woman, sister Penelope. I would imagine what your breasts looked like, what your pussy would taste like. I imagined licking it, feasting on it. And now... Now I'm going to devour you.” 

“You will not!” Penelope hissed, her cheeks scarlet. She glanced at the open door, her body squirming. “Get out of my house right now!” 

“You don't want that,” I purred, my futa-dick throbbing and aching against my skirt. “You want to explore why your pussy is getting so hot right now. Why you're feeling so sinful and wanton. Why your mother and sister turn you on so much.” 

“Mmm, you're just dripping beneath your skirt, aren't you?” Beth asked with such a purr to her voice. 

“Of course not!” Penelope gasped. Then she batted Beth's reaching hand away. “Leave my house right now.” 

“You don't want us to leave, daughter,” I groaned, pressing up on her left, Beth on her right. I seized her skirt through her gray apron. Beth grabbed the other side.

Penelope seized both our wrists as we drew up her skirt. Her grip trembling as she clutched at us. She tried to fight us as we pulled up more and more of her skirt. She shuddered, her face twisting, her breath quickening.

“W-what are you doing?” she whined. “Mamm, sister, you have to stop this.” 

“But you don't want us to stop,” purred Beth. “You want us to keep going. You want to find out what made you so excited about watching us writhing together. About seeing our breasts heaving. Our bodies writhing together. You came straight home and you've been fighting the urge to masturbate, haven't you, sister Penelope?”

My daughter-in-law let out a whimper as Beth leaned her face closer. “Don't lie, Penelope. The Lord doesn't like it when we're deceptive. You didn't go tell anyone what you saw because you had a horny itch in your cunt.” 

“Cunt!” she gasped.

“Your hot, slutty cunt,” Beth purred. 

“How much did you itch to touch yourself, daughter?” I asked, sounding stern and sultry at the same time, a horny mother eager to enjoy her two naughty daughters. 

“I...” Penelope tightened her grip on my wrist, but that didn't stop us from hauling up her skirt farther and farther, exposing her shift draping over her thighs. “You need to stop this.” 

“You're lying, sister dear,” Beth said in a sing-song voice. “A good Amish woman never lies. She tells the truth about how dripping wet her cunt is.” My blonde futa-daughter licked her lips. “I'm soaked right now. My cream is running down my thighs and that makes me so hard.” 

“Hard?” croaked Penelope, her eyes flicking back and forth from Beth to me. My daughter-in-law let out a whimper. “This can't be happening. I love your brother, Beth. Your son, Mamm. You raised him like your own. You can't betray him like you did your husband.” 

“Can't I?” I asked. “What he doesn't know won't harm him.” 

“You can still love my brother,” Beth purred. “But that doesn't mean we can't love your pussy, sister dear.” 

We bunched Penelope's russet skirt over her waist, exposing her shift. The trembling, young woman whimpered. She cast a glanced at the opening door as if she half-expected my son to be standing there and rescuing her from the deviant lusts billowing through her body. Her hands wrung my wrist as she shuddered. 

Beth and I drew up her shift.

“Ooh, what gorgeous calves,” I purred then licked my lips. I had never thought of the feminine body as anything to excite me. But now... Seeing that pale flesh sent such a wanton lust through me. 

“I can't wait to see her snowy thighs,” whimpered my futa-daughter, her hip squirming. “And her pussy. I bet her bush is soaked, Mommy-slut.” 

“P-please,” begged Penelope. My daughter-in-law stared at me. “This is so wrong. I'm married. You're married. We can't do this.” 

“That's what makes it so hot, daughter,” I moaned, my futa-dick throbbing, pressing against the back of my skirt. The fabric caressed the sensitive tip, sending delight shooting down to my boiling pussy. “It makes the sin even sweeter.” 

“Ooh, look at those thighs,” Beth moaned. “So creamy.”

I groaned, looking down at them as we drew up her shift even higher. “And we're about to see if you're truly wet, daughter. If you've been naughty and lying to us.” 

“She's wet,” my futa-daughter moaned. “I can smell her excitement. Can't you, Mommy-slut?” 

“Mommy-slut?” whimpered Penelope, saying those English words with such a tremulous voice. “This cannot be happening. Lord, deliver me from these sinful sirens.”

I inhaled as she prayed. I could smell hot pussy growing stronger and stronger. Not Beth's sweet musk or my own spicy cream, but something tart. Something new. “Ooh, daughter, you smell so good.” 

“We're going to eat you out and make you explode,” groaned Beth. “Doesn't that sound amazing, sister dear?” 

“No!” Penelope gasped.

“Liar!” Beth giggled. “You are such a liar. Mommy-slut, what do we do with liars?” 

“Eat their yummy cunts,” I moaned as we unveiled Penelope's bush. 

I stared with hunger at the brown, soaked curls adorning my daughter-in-law's pussy. I couldn't see her sinful sex, but the evidence of her arousal glistened like dew on her silky strands. She whimpered, her cheeks going so red. 

“Sister dear!” Beth gasped. “You are positively soaked. Tell me this is the wettest you've ever been in your life.” 

“The wettest,” she whimpered, her eyes squeezing shut. “Lord, forgive me.”

“He will,” Beth moaned as she fell to her knees.  

I joined her.

“But we won't unless we punish you, daughter,” I groaned then inhaled deeply. That tart musk filled my nose. Such an intoxicating scent. It had me salivating in utter need. I licked my lips, ready to feast on her yummy snatch. 

“Punish,” whined my daughter-in-law.

“Punish,” Beth sighed then buried her face into her sister-in-law's pussy. 

“Sister!” gasped Penelope, her green eyes bulging.

I had to taste. I pressed my cheek against Beth's and nuzzled into Penelope's pussy. With my futa-daughter, I feasted on my other daughter's cunt. Wet, silky strands caressed my cheeks, smearing her passionate dew on my face. Then my lips found her married cunt, Beth's tongue sliding through her folds. 

I took my first lick through my daughter's tart pussy. 

Penelope moaned. She stared down at us, her skirt bunched about her waist, her green eyes so wide. Her body shook as Beth and I licked and lapped, taking turns dragging our tongues through Penelope's juicy twat. I stroked her hot pussy lips, gathering more and more of her tart juices. 

My own sex clenched so hard. My futa-dick ached and throbbed in my shorts. I shuddered as my tongue flailed through her pussy lips. I licked and lapped and nuzzled. I did everything I could to drive her wild with passion. It had my heart beating so fast. I shivered, my tongue dancing across her folds, teasing her, giving her every bit of passion I had in me. 

She rewarded me with her moans. With her pants. They echoed through the room. They were so beautiful to my ears. I loved the way my brunette daughter squirmed on our mouths. I feasted on her pussy with my futa-daughter beside me, my girl-cock aching with the forbidden passion the three of us faced.

“Mamm!” Penelope gasped. “Sister! This is wrong. You have to stop.”

“Liar,” Beth moaned. “You don't want us to stop.”

“No,” I husked, my futa-dick throbbing to the beat of my heart. “You want us to feast. You want us to devour that hot cunt until you explode.” 

“No,” she whimpered, shaking. “I don't. I want you to stop. This is wrong.”

“So wonderfully wrong, daughter,” I moaned and buried my face back into her pussy. 

I shoved my tongue into the depths of her sinful sex. She gasped as she felt me wiggling around inside of her. She shivered, shaking on me as my tongue probed into her depths. I fluttered my tongue through her folds, stirring it around, giving her every bit of loving I could. Beth nuzzled in beside me, her tongue licking at other spots. 

“Ooh, you have such a cute clit,” moaned Beth.

“Sister Beth!” gasped Penelope, her entire body shaking.

My futa-daughter and I pleasured my other daughter with all our passion. My tongue fucked so deep into Penelope's juicy, married cunt. I shuddered, cuckolding my own step-son with his young bride. It sent such a naughty ripple through me. What a wicked Amish wife and mother I'd become. 

Sin had utterly transformed me.

My futa-dick begged for attention as I loved Penelope's silky depths. I licked and nuzzled. I fluttered my tongue through her sheath, wanting to give her every drop of pleasure her body could experience. Beth sucked noisily beside me, my futa-daughter shuddering. 

Penelope gasped and moaned. She squeezed her eyes shut, her hands balling into tight fists. She whimpered, her face scrunching up with the pleasure flowing out of her tangy pussy. Her body bucked against, smearing her hot pussy and silky bush across my face.

“Lord!” she moaned. “Please, Lord, deliver me from... From... Yes!”

Her pussy convulsed. My daughter-in-law's snatch quivered about my tongue. Her hot juices poured into my mouth. I moaned in delight, my own cunt clenching in sympathy as her orgasm spilled through her body. She quivered and quacked, her head tossing back.  

I lapped at her folds, Beth's tongue joining me. My futa-daughter and I licked up the cream flooding out of my other's daughter's snatch. I quivered in delight, my nipples throbbing against my dress as I gave my daughter such bliss. 

Bliss my son never gave her.

“Oh, Mamm, what are you doing to me?” she gasped, her body heaving. “Oh, wow. I... I...” 

“Never came so hard in your life?” I asked, staring up at her. “Even when my son is in you, pumping his little cock over and over into your depths.” 

“Never,” she whimpered, her green eyes glassy with pleasure. “What have you done to me, Mamm? Sister Beth?”

“Loved you, sister dear,” Beth answered. Then she rose and seized my other daughter. I groaned at the sight of my daughter's sharing a forbidden kiss. Penelope stiffened before she relaxed into Beth's hungry mouth. 

I shuddered, rising, my futa-dick throbbing so hard against my skirt. I loved the sight of their lesbian passion. Their tongues danced together. My two beautiful daughters, not related to me by blood so I could enjoy them both.  

“Don't you just love the taste of your own pussy, daughter?” I purred, pressing my body against Penelope's, rubbing my hard futa-cock against my daughter's hips. “Isn't it so exciting to kiss her? To love her?” 

“Yes, Mamm,” she whimpered, breaking the kiss, her lips streaked in glistening pussy juices. Her head turned to me.

I kissed my daughter hard on the lips. I thrust my tongue into her mouth. She was so warm and sweet. She trembled against me as I reached behind her, finding the buttons to her dress, brushing Beth's hand already fumbling at them. As I kissed my daughter, I undressed. Penelope shuddered against me. 

Then she blinked, breaking the kiss. Her dress slipped off her shoulders, revealing her white slip beneath. “Wh-what is pressing against me? Both of you have something hard beneath your skirts.” 

“Our clit-dicks,” Beth said like it was such a natural thing to declare.

Penelope's green eyes almost bulged. “Clit... dicks.” 

“We're futanari now,” Beth said as she tugged down Penelope's russet gown. “Ooh, you're nipplely.” 

I grinned at the sight of Penelope's nipples tenting the front of her thin shift. I reached out and tweaked one, making my daughter-in-law shudder. She stared down at my crotch then flicked her eyes to Beth's. 

“Futanari...” She said the English word so slowly, letting it spill over her mouth. “What?”

“We're women with dicks,” Beth explained. “Our clits turn into them. That's what you're feeling. Want to see?” 

Penelope, almost in a daze, nodded her head. “Yes, sister Beth.”

“Mmm, you're going to love your Mommy-slut's big cock,” I moaned, reaching behind me to undo my dress now. “Get that slip off and kneel before us, daughter.” 

“Yes, yes, sister-slut,” Beth moaned. “You're going to suck on our dicks like a married hussy. You're going to love us.” 

“Suck...” Penelope swallowed. “Give you... blowjobs.” Her cheeks were scarlet. “I... I did that once. To Paul before... Before we married. When we were running around in the world.”

“Ooh, you naughty girl,” Beth smiled. “I bet my brother loved that. I know I do. And you have such pretty, pink lips. Cock-sucking lips.” 

My daughter-in-law let out a wanton moan before she ripped off her slip, exposing her naked body. She had a flat stomach with a cute, outie bellybutton. Her breasts bounced out round and firm with dusky nipples almost the same shade as Beth's. Then she fell to her knees, staring at our bulges. 

I finished unbuttoning my dress. I glanced at my futa-daughter. She had such a wicked grin on her face, her blue eyes twinkling. Her dress hung loose on her shoulders, ready to unveil her naked body to Penelope's hungry gaze. 

We let our dresses fall down our naked bodies.

I let out such a wanton moan as my dress caressed my futa-cock on its plunge to the floor. Pleasure shot down to my pussy. My snatch clenched. My big breasts jiggled. Penelope's eyes widened as she witnessed the unveiling of our futa-cocks. 

“Bigger than my brother's, eh, sister-slut?” Beth purred. 

My daughter-in-law nodded her head.

“You just want to suck them, don't you, daughter-slut?” I moaned, my juices dripping down my thighs. “Go ahead. Fall to your knees and love our futa-dicks with that pretty mouth. Don't be shy.” 

“We just want to explode all over your face,” whimpered Beth. 

Penelope fell to her knees. Her right hand grasped my clit-dick, her left my futa-daughter's big shaft. My brunette daughter stroked our cocks, her green eyes flicking from one to the other. She shook her head, her round breasts jiggling. 

“I... I don't know which one to suck first,” Penelope moaned. 

“Why our Mommy-slut's,” moaned Beth. “She's the futa-matron of the family. It's only fair.” 

Penelope agreed.

I gasped as my daughter's warm mouth sucked on the tip of my clit-dick. Pleasure shot down to my juicy pussy. My cunt clenched as the pleasure washed through my body. My eyes fluttered as Penelope sucked so hard on my girl-cock. Her hand stroked the base as her tongue danced around the tip. 

It felt so good. Her breasts shook as she sucked and slurped. She made such wanton, nasty sounds, her green eyes closed. Flushed cheeks hollowed every time she suckled. I whimpered, my big tits jiggling and quivering as the pleasure rippled through my body. 

“Ooh, and don't forget your futa-sister,” I moaned. “She's the reason we have these.” 

“Thank you, Mommy-slut,” my futa-daughter grinned then gasped as Penelope switched cocks. “Sister-slut, yes!”

I shuddered, my futa-dick aching in Penelope's stroking hand. I watched my daughter-in-law such on my step-daughter's girl-cock. It was such a hot sight. My pussy tightened, more juices running down my thighs as Penelope loved Beth's shaft. The moaned and groaned, her cheeks hollowing, as she bobbed faster and faster. 

She did have the perfect cock-sucking lips. This pale-pink, plump mouth that looked so hot wrapped about a girl-dick. She bobbed her head, her eyes fluttering as her hands pumped up and down our shafts.

Then she switched.

“Daughter-slut!” I howled as she engulfed my cock.

Beth's hand found my rump. My futa-daughter grinned at me as my other daughter sucked my clit-dick with such passion. I shuddered, Beth kneading my rump, squeezing and playing with my butt-cheeks. An impish smile crossed her youthful face. 

Her fingers probed into my butt-crack. 

“Beth, you naughty futa-whore,” I groaned as she found my asshole.

“I am!” she groaned then shuddered, Penelope switching cocks again.

My dick throbbed, the wet tip cooling. Though I longed for my daughter's warm mouth, I had a new treat to delight me. Beth's two fingers penetrated my asshole. My back arched. I let out a wanton moan as they sank into my velvety depths. 

My cock twitched in envy of those digits. I wanted to fuck a woman's ass. I glanced down at Penelope as she bobbed her mouth on my other daughter's futa-cock. Such a wicked idea popped into my mind. 

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes, daughter, finger my asshole.” 

Penelope's eyes snapped up to me. She popped her mouth off Beth's dick, groaning, “She's... In your rectum?” 

“Oh, yes, she's reaming your Mommy-slut's asshole,” I moaned as Penelope nuzzled her lips against the tip of my girl-dick. “And it feels amazing.” 

“She loves it up the ass,” Beth moaned. “I rammed my girl-dick into her asshole just yesterday.”

“I came so hard,” I panted, squirming as Penelope's cock-sucking lips wrapped about my girl-dick. 

She sucked hard. My bowels clenched down on Beth's probing fingers. The velvety friction increased, flowing naughty heat that melted to my pussy than flowed up to my girl-dick buried in Penelope's amazing mouth. 

My daughter-in-law sucked so hard before switching back to Beth's cock. She loved us both, bobbing her mouth, drool running down her chin as she fisted our dicks. Her tongues danced around our crowns. My pussy grew hotter and hotter. 

“Ooh, we're going to cum on your face, sister-slut,” moaned Beth. “We're going to coat you in our girl-spunk.” 

“I bet you want that, daughter-slut,” I gasped, Beth pumping her digits faster and faster in and out of my asshole. I reveled in the forbidden pleasure my two daughters gave me. “You want our spunk painting your face.” 

“Yes!” Penelope gasped after releasing Beth's cock. 

She engulfed my spongy crown, sucking hard.

My pussy clenched hard. Heat boiled inside of me. My big tits swayed back and forth as my orgasm built and built in me. My ovaries grew tighter and tighter, aching to spill my cum across my daughter's face. 

Then she popped her mouth off my clit-dick. She fisted both shafts faster, aiming that at her face. “Cum on me, Mamm! Sister!” Her green, glassy eyes stared up at us, so imploring. “I... I want it. I want to be your hussy. Your slut. You've smothered me in sin.”

“And you love reveling in it!” Beth hissed, jamming her fingers so deep into my asshole. 

Velvety delight rippled out of my bowels and settled into my pussy. The heat billowed around me. I groaned and whimpered. My body shuddered. My breasts jiggled before me as my entire body tensed. Penelope's hand stroked faster on my dick. 

“My Mommy-cum's going to bathe your face, daughter!” I howled, on the edge of orgasming. 

“Yes, yes, yes!” moaned my futa-daughter. “Sister-slut! Enjoy!”

Beth erupted first, painting her sister-in-law's face with ropy cum. I shuddered, loving the sight of my step-daughter's cum painting my daughter-in-law's features. My bowels clenched down on Beth's thrusting fingers. 

My futa-dick twitched.

My pussy clenched.

I exploded. 

Rapture detonated through me. My spunk fired out of my girl-dick and splashed Penelope's right cheek. Pearly lines of futa-jizz spilled over her features and mixed with Beth's splattering from the left. We bathed Penelope as she whimpered and moaned. Her green eyes fluttered as we soaked her features. 

It was such a sinful thing to do to an Amish wife. I groaned, painting my son's bride with every drop of jizz I could. My moans whimpered out of me as I shook. The rapture buffeted my body. Ecstasy poured out of my pussy and flooded through my body while my juices gushed down my thighs. 

“Daughter-slut!” I moaned.

“Oh, yes, Mommy-slut! Sister Beth!” howled Penelope. Her mouth opened, catching the cum. “Oh, it tastes so much better than Paul's. Than your brother's, Sister Beth!” 

My eyes rolled back into my head as the pleasure peaked through me. My bowels writhed about Beth's fingers. I shuddered as the last blast of my cum bathed my daughter's face. Penelope whimpered in delight. 

“You have to fuck me!” Penelope moaned. “Ooh, I need you in my pussy. Both of you. I don't know which to enjoy first.” 

“Enjoy us at the same time,” Beth purred. My futa-daughter wiggled her fingers in my asshole. “Want to enjoy her bowels, Mommy slut? While I take my sister's hot pussy.” 

“At the same time?” I breathed as Penelope gasped, “No way, you're both so huge.” 

I shuddered, glancing down at Penelope. I wanted this delight. To take my daughter in the ass while my other daughter fucked her cunt. “Yes, yes, get on the bed, daughter. Right now!” 

“Yes, Mommy-slut!” Penelope gasped at the authority in my matronly voice. I was the head futa of the family. 

The cum-smeared Amish wife gained her feet, pearly spunk dripping down her face. Her tongue licked at the jizz as she climbed onto her marital bed. I shuddered. I would cuckold my son where he slept, turning his wife into my slut. 

I glanced at my futa-daughter. Our slut.

Beth stroked her futa-dick with one hand, her fingers pulling out of my asshole. I groaned, my girl-cock throbbing as I missed her digits. But I would gain something even better. A delight that I would cherish so much: my daughter-in-law's tight, virgin asshole. 

My futa-daughter and I advanced on the bed. We climbed onto it, our breasts and futa-dicks swaying before us. Penelope whimpered. My daughter-in-law flicked from my shaft to Beth's, letting out such wanton moans. The hussy ached to be fucked by both of us. She'd utterly surrendered to her sinful desires now. 

She lifted her right leg, exposing her brown-furred muff.

“Fuck me, Mommy-slut! Sister Beth! Please, please, fuck me!”

“Yes,” I purred, my large tits swaying before me as I moved behind her. Beth took the front. I shivered and said, “We're going to love you so hard, daughter.” 

“So hard, sister-slut,” echoed Beth as she stretched out on her side, her round tits, smeared in her own dried cum, pillowing together. “We're going to fuck you into such an orgasm.” 

“I want that!”

I shuddered at the wanton need in my daughter-in-law's voice as I snuggled up behind her. My breasts pillowed into her suppler back, my nipples drinking in the silky feel of her skin. Then my girl-dick nudged at her butt-cheeks. It slid down between her warm butt-cheeks. 

Penelope gasped as my cock moved lower and lower. My daughter-in-law's back arched, my nipples drinking in the caress of her skin and shooting delight to my dick throbbing between her asscheeks. Beth groaned. 

“Ooh, you have such a tight cunt, sister-slut,” my step-daughter whimpered. “Oh, Mommy-slut, my brother has a small dick.”

“So small,” whimpered Penelope. Then she looked over her shoulder at me as I found her asshole. “You're both so huge.” 

“We're futas,” I panted, loving the feel of her puckered sphincter rubbing on the tip of my dick. I thrust forward, moaning, “We're special.” 

“Sinful,” moaned Penelope. “Oh, Mommy-slut!”

Her voice grew so tight as her virgin asshole resisted my cock's entrance. It fought to let me in, but she couldn't hold back. She surrendered to me. Her asshole spread wider and wider about my girl-dick. The tight ring swallowed more and more of my futa-shaft. Her bowels welcomed me in with a velvety embrace. 

“Mommy-slut!” she howled, trembling between Beth and me. “Oh, sister Beth, she's in me! Our Mommy-slut is in my asshole!” 

“I can feel her!” Beth moaned, her face twisting with rapture. Then she kissed Penelope hard. 

My two daughters kissed with passion, both whimpering. I shuddered, hugging them both. I could feel Beth's futa-dick plunging over and over into Penelope's married cunt, stirring my daughter-in-law to a hot froth. Her bowels grew molten about my futa-dick as she shuddered between us, stirring her asshole around my cock. 

It felt so amazing. My clit-dick throbbed in her bowels' embrace. I couldn't stop myself if I wanted to. My hips drew back. That amazing, velvety friction sent pleasure shooting down my shaft straight to my married pussy.

“Yes!” I moaned, reveling in the delight of buggering my Amish daughter-in-law's asshole. I kissed at her cheek, lapping up the mix of futa-spunk as I plowed into her hard. 

I savored the salty cum on my tongue as I slammed over and over into my daughter-in-law's bowels. I cuckolded her with my futa-daughter, robbing my son what should all be his. The sinful delight of her hot bowels had me shuddering. My hips thrust so hard, working my futa-cock over and over into her depths. 

Pleasure spilled down my shaft and poured into my pussy. The heat swirled through my depths as I reveled in the delight. I whimpered, thrusting so hard. My hips fucked forward, feeling Beth's dick pounding Penelope's hot bowels over and over. 

“That's it, daughter,” I moaned into her ear. “That's your Mommy-slut's cock fucking your bowels. You love it.” 

I licked more cum off her cheek.

“Don't you?”

She broke the kiss with Beth and gasped, “I do! I'm going to cum. Your two futa-cocks are churning me up. You're making me into a whore! Such a wanton, married hussy! Oh, yes, yes, yes!” 

“Cum on our dicks, sister-slut!” howled Beth, thrusting so hard. “Just let that pleasure explode through you.” 

Penelope's bowels clenched so hard on my thrusting dick, increasing the friction burning around my shaft. I groaned, ramming into her depths as she squirmed. Her back massaged my nipples, adding more spice to my own mounting pleasure. 

My daughter whimpered.

Her body shuddered.

Her asshole writhed about my futa-dick.

“Mommy-slut! Sister Beth!” she howled as her orgasm swept through her.

I loved it. I made another one of my daughter's cum. It was so wrong. So wonderfully taboo. No Amish mother should ever feel the delight of her daughter's bowels writhing about her cock. But I did. I savored it as I thrust forward so hard. 

My crotch slapped into her rump. I reveled in the convulsing spasms of her bowels about my dick. Beth whimpered, fucking her shaft so hard into Penelope's cunt, experiencing that similar delight to the one massaging my dick. 

My pussy clenched.

“Cum in me!” howled my daughter-in-law.

“Yes, sister-slut!” groaned my step-daughter. “Mommy-slut, let's give it to her again!” 

“Yes!” I groaned, loving this moment.

I plunged my futa-dick into Penelope's asshole and erupted.  

My cum fired out of my girl-dick. I shuddered and writhed as the pleasure spurted so hard out of me. My body bucked and quivered. My eyes rolled back into my head as the rapture shot through my body. Stars exploded across my vision as I pumped load after load of my futa-cum into my daughter's asshole. 

Every blast sent rapture shooting through my body. It slammed into my brain, leaving me dizzy in euphoria. My pussy convulsed as I unloaded more and more girl-spunk into my daughter's bowels. Juices flooded my thighs as I whimpered and moaned with my daughters. 

“Mommy-slut! Sister Beth!”

“So good, sister-slut! Take my cum in your cunt!” 

“Yes, yes, and your bowels, daughter-slut!” 

“Oh, you're both filling me up! This is amazing! I love it!” 

“Revel in the sin!” I moaned. “Both of you.”

“Yes, Mommy-slut!” they both moaned together.

I shuddered, the pleasure dancing through my mind. I was the futa-matron of our family. I shuddered, delighting in that face. Such wicked bliss shot through me as my cum pumped its final blast into my daughter-in-law's asshole. 

“So good,” she mewled. “So much cum in me.”

“Mmm, yes, I can't wait to share you with my sweet Ester,” Beth purred, her voice sleepy. “We're going to fuck our sister-in-law so hard.” 

I smiled, just shuddering. Today was the first day of my new life as an Amish futa. I didn't know what the future held, but I would enjoy it as the matriarch of my changing family. My futa-dick throbbed, aching for more pleasure. 

I knew it was wrong, I knew it was a sin, but it just felt so right. Lilith had changed us all for the better. 

The END of Iris's Tale

Want to read the next part? Click here for Penelope's Futa Temptation! 

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

And don't forget to subscribe to Reed James's newsletter to keep up with the latest news, specials, and new releases! Read on for previews of other hot reads! 


Sneak Preview of “Iris's Futa Exploration”

The futa-succubus's words sent a hot shudder through me. A wanton thrill that washed out of my sinful pussy and flowed through the rest of my body. I pressed my naked thighs together, my large breasts jiggling as I lay naked on my marital bed. I dreamed, so my husband wasn't present like he was in the real world.

The husband that I had cheated on today with his daughter, my step-daughter. Bess had become something impossible. Something that didn't belong in the Amish community. She'd brought sin, the passion of the World, into our house. It had consumed me. I became her slut. I didn't care that I broke my marriage vows. I just had to experience her clit-dick slamming into my pussy. Into my rectum. I sucked on her cock. I drank her cum.

I became her whore.

And now this beautiful futa-demon visited me in my dreams. Through my step-daughter Beth spurting cum in me, the succubus had invaded my soul. Now she approached my bed, her lush tits swaying from side-to-side topped by fat, pink nipples. Her black hair spilled about a vixen's face, her lips scarlet and plump, glistening after she ran her tongue across them. It made my pussy clenched and my nipples throb. Her hands slid down her sides and hips, caressing herself like a lover.

But it was her clit-dick that had truly captured my attention. Her cock thrust out of the hairless folds of her pussy. She'd shaved away all her pubic hair, making her cunt even more sinful. Her vulva was plump and glistening. Juices dribbled down her thighs as she advanced on me.

“Oh, yes, you are mine now,” the futa-succubus purred. “Beth filled you with my essence. She corrupted you.”

“She did,” I moaned, aching to be filled by the futa-succubus's cock. My legs spread as apart, exposing my married pussy to her. Forty years of being a faithful, Amish woman had ended today. I couldn't fight my body's lusts any longer.

I ached for illicit congress with a futa. Even a demon.

“Yes,” groaned the futa-demon. “You don't even care. You want my essence spilling in you.”

“Yes,” I hissed, my hands sliding up to my own pillowy breasts. I squeezed them as I wiggled and squirmed. Her futa-dick would feel so amazing in me. She was as thick as Beth's. She'd fill me up as much as my step-daughter had. “Fuck me!”

“Mmm, you relish saying that word, don't you?” the futa-demoness said.

I nodded my head. I was tired of being pure.

She reached my bed and knelt on the quilt I stitched together seven years ago. I'd worked hard to make a beautiful covering for my marital bed.

And now I would soil it. Even if it were only in my dreams. In my soul.

“Yes, you understand,” the futa-succubus said as she crawled between my thighs. Her hands stroked my flesh. Shivers ran up my thighs. My pussy clenched as the heat reached my cunt. I whimpered, squeezing my tits harder. “What I'm going to do to you.”

“Spill sin into my soul,” I moaned. I should pray to the Lord and rebuke her. I should be a faithful, Amish woman. A true wife. But... But... I wanted to sin with that cock. My body didn't care about how I imperiled my soul. “You're going to corrupt me, demon.”

“Lilith,” she moaned, her hot fingers sliding past my knees and reached my inner thighs.

I sucked in a deep breath as she lowered her head. Her silky, black hair brushed my pale thighs. I shuddered as I felt her breath caressing my pussy covered by my golden bush. Her lips moved lower and lower. She nuzzled into my pubic hair and...

Her tongue caressed my pussy.

I let out a whimper of pure delight as her tongue made contact with my cunt. My back arched. I whimpered as the pleasure surged through my body. Her tongue flicked through my sinful folds and brushed my clit.

It throbbed and pulsed, aching to be more. To be transformed like Beth's had been. What a delight that would be. To be as hung as my daughter. To experience that rapture she received when she used my body.

Lilith purred as her tongue swirled around my clit.

If you want to read more, click here for Iris's Futa Exploration (Amish Wife's Futa Passion 2)! 
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