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Naughty Excerpt from “Penelope's Futa Marital Bliss”

I let out a sigh, our fingers touching, his so rough and calloused. I stared up at the ceiling. Unlike last night, sleep came easily. I sank into my dreams. I shouldn't have been surprised when it was a naughty one. 

I shivered as I stared at my bed at the blonde woman lying on it, her golden hair spilling about a face that looked like Beth's, that same nose, that same blue eyes. But not the same as Beth; like it was her sister.  

Like it was Paul.

“Isn't she just beautiful?” Lilith purred. I felt the futa-succubus circling around us, stroking her hard futa-cock. “Isn't Paulette just a delicious sight?” 

“Paulette?” I asked, a wave of heat washing through my body, my pussy growing so juicy and wet. My heart hammered in my chest as I stared at the woman on my bed. 

“Wife,” the woman moaned, her voice throaty and thick, so similar to my Paul's in tone, but pitch was higher, feminine. 

My clit blossomed. It thrust out of the folds of my pussy as I drifted towards the bed. This was such a strange dream. I couldn't believe that this was happening. That I was dreaming of a female version of my husband. But my perverted mind, gripped by my futa-lusts, had morphed him into what I know lusted for: the feminine. 

She rubbed her thighs together as her blue eyes stared at my clit-dick. She licked her lips, dusky nipples hardening atop her round breasts. I reached the bed, crawling across it, my breasts swaying. My tits were about the same size as hers.

My cock ached and throbbed as I touched her silky-smooth thigh. It felt so different from my husband's legs. My wife had sleeker legs, beautiful thighs. I drew my fingers up her thighs. She whimpered, her tongue licking her lips. 

“Penelope,” she whimpered as I came closer and closer to her pussy.

“Just relax, my wife,” I moaned, savoring saying that. “Just let me love you.” My nostrils flared as I smelled something sweet. A musk so similar to Beth's, her sister. “Let me just give you such delight. Let me show you what you have between your thighs. This hot, little hole.” 

I could see such a vulnerability in her eyes. She needed me to guide her. This was such a strange dream. Is this what I craved? My husband to become a woman? 

My hands reached her golden bush, feeling her soft hair. She quivered, her breasts jiggling. I breathed in her sweet musk while my own cream ran down my futa-cock. I nuzzled my face into her silky strands. I reveled in the heat of her. 

My tongue fluttered out through her folds. I brushed through them and felt a hymen. A hot thrill ran through me. Paul had taken my virginity; now in my dreams, I was taking Paulette's. This was so naughty. I loved it. 

“Mmm, yes, Penelope,” Lilith moaned. “Isn't it better to just surrender to your lusts? To not fight them? Your body was made, with a little help from me, to feel these delights. 

“Yes,” I moaned into my gender-swapped wife's pussy.  

My tongue licked again. It danced through her hot folds. She shuddered, her eyes widening as the pleasure spilled through her body. Her thighs tightened about my face. She ground against me. She smeared her hot pussy on my lips as she shivered.

The whimpers Paulette made drove me to lick her harder. My tongue brushed her clit. I fluttered my tongue against her bud. I swirled around it. My lips sucked hard on her, making her gasp and moan, her breasts shaking.

“Oh, Lord, Penelope,” she groaned. Her hands clenched at the quilt as she made such wanton sounds. “Oh, yes, yes, yes.”

Those sounds spurred me on.

My hands shoved beneath her ass, gripping her butt-cheeks. I squeezed and kneaded her, pulling her tight against me. I nibbled hard on her clit. I teased her, loved her. My futa-dick ached and throbbed, swinging between my thighs. My pussy juices dripped down my shaft. Cream beaded at the tip of my dick. 

My fingers dug into her ass, loving the feel of her. Her silky bush rubbed on my cheeks. I breathed in her sweet musk. It was so wonderful. She was so feminine now. I wished this wasn't a dream. I wanted this. Ached for this. 

Lilith purred in delight, watching us.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Penelope's Futa Marital Bliss

“What is going to happen, Penelope?” Eleanor asked. The girl—it seemed ridiculous calling her a girl when she was nineteen and only three years younger than me, but I felt so much more experienced than her—trembled as she dressed in my sewing room, her body flushed from our depraved sex. 

I shivered, my stomach churning. Eleanor and I had sinned. We had performed acts that would make our fellow Amish faint in shock. They would shun us for what we'd done. They wouldn't be able to understand it. I hardly understood the lusts that controlled me, the passions the futa-succubus had implanted in me. 

Lilith gave me a clit that could turn into a dick. She swelled me with desires that had almost taken me over. When Eleanor came over to be have me measure her for her wedding dress I was making, I instead seduced her. I couldn't help it. This slender girl with her small breasts and light-brown hair in pigtails had beguiled me. Despite how much I loved my husband Paul, I couldn't stop my futa-cock from growing. 

My hands from touching.

My lips from kissing.

I ate her pussy out. I bent her over a stool and took her virginity. I pumped my futa-dick in and out of her cunt. I made her into my slut. I thrust so hard, savoring that tight, silky snatch. My young husband caught us. Paul witnessed what I had become.  

It made me cum so hard feeling him watching. Then, consumed by these lusts, I guided my shocked husband into fucking Eleanor while I enjoyed her mouth. We shared her, thrusting our cocks into her body. He came in her pussy while I pumped my jizz into her mouth, and then he fled. He abandoned us. 

I dragged him into sin, and now he hated me. 

“I don't know,” I finally answered Eleanor as she dressed. “I... I honestly don't know. What about you? How are you feeling?” 

“Off-balanced,” she said. “I just had sex. With you and your husband. I'm not pure for Amos any longer and yet...” She gave me this look like a puppy dog, that longing for more. She grabbed my naked breast, squeezing me, making my clit, shrunk back into a little bud, twitch. “Yet I loved being your slut.”

I whimpered as she kissed me. I could taste my futa-seed lingering on her lips. Her tongue thrust into mine. Her bodice brushed my breasts, the cloth teasing my nipples, as my hands went around her light-blue dress. I grabbed her rump through it, pulling her close, feeling her against my naked body. Despite the guilt, I wanted her again. Despite how confused I felt, I knew that I wanted to fuck Eleanor. 

And I didn't crave making love to my husband any longer. Not after yesterday. Not after my first time with futas. With Paul's sister and step-mother. Their cocks had changed me. Lilith visiting in my dreams had only finished it off. 

I broke the kiss. “I don't know if Paul will tell anyone. We might be... shunned for what we did. But if not... Well... I'm still making your wedding dress.” I couldn't believe I was even thinking this, but I didn't want to give up Eleanor. “So you'll have to visit a lot. To make sure everything fits.” 

Eleanor nodded her head. “I'm your futa-slut,” she said in breathless delight. “I want to stay, but...”

“But we both have our responsibilities.” We weren't the English, the non-Amish people who lived out in the World. We may have had wild, depraved futa-sex, but we still had chores to do. We still had to honor the Lord by being busy and industrious.

We'd just have to pray hard for the sexual sins we'd commit. Sexual sins I could never give up.

I hoped Paul didn't hate me. Divorce wasn't allowed in the Amish community. Affairs happened. Couples had to work through the difficulties when they came to light. If Paul spoke, Eleanor and I would be shunned for a time, ignored by our community. They would punished us by pushing us to the margins.

I could withstand that but not losing Paul. I loved him, but... 

But my futa-lusts were stronger than my feelings for him. 

I dressed in my russet-brown dress, smoothing my skirt and gray apron pinned to it. I had my measurements for Eleanor's dress. Savoring the smell of sex lingering through the room. That salty scent of cum mixed with our hot pussies permeated the room. I savored it, my snatch clenching, my clit throbbing as I marked the cloth with the measurement and cut it with a sharp pair of scissors. I hummed as I worked, trying not to think about how amazing it was fucking Eleanor. 

And how my husband had left. I trembled, scared. My futa-cock changed everything.  

I set aside the fabric on my work table and left my sewing room. I started a stew for our dinner, the pot simmering on the wood-burning stove in our kitchen. We had no electricity in the house. I hummed as I diced vegetables I retrieved from our root cellar than sliced the chicken from our ice box. I kept glancing out my kitchen window, staring at the fields, my husband working out there in his black clothing. He looked so lonely as misting rain drifted across him, soaking him. 

I yearned to go out there and talk to him while fear squeezed my guts. Did he hate me know? Did he think I was a horrible person? Did he regret marrying me? Could he still love me when I could grow a dick bigger than him? 

I found myself clasping my hand and praying to the Lord. I didn't know if he would answer my prayers after being consumed by the futa-demon's lusts, but I had always turned to prayer when I was in turmoil.  

The closer and closer it came to sunset, the more and more my stomach tightened and twisted. A nauseated writhe made me squirm. I gripped my guts whenever I had a pause in my work, my body shaking. A cold, clammy sweat made me shiver. I kept glancing out at the field, wondering when he would return.

The world grew darker. The sun set. He kept working out there. I drifted to our front door, standing in it, the warmth and light flooding around me as I stared at him in the rainy dark, just a silhouette now as he worked. 

“Paul!” I called. “Husband, please, come inside. You'll catch a cold. Please, I'm sorry. Come in. I have a warm stew ready.” 

I could just see him staring at me. He wore almost all black, save for his shirt which was a dark blue. He was a shadow. I couldn't read his emotions. I could just feel his eyes on me. I drew in a deep breath, trembling. 

Then he walked to the house. I let out a relieved breath as he materialized out of the night into the warmth and light of our home. I stepped aside as he reached the porch, water dripping off his wide-brimmed hat. He took off his muddy boots, knowing enough not to track mud into my house, then stepped inside. 

I took his hat and hung it up, staring at him, his vest and shirt soaked. Water glistened on his close-trimmed, blond beard. His blue eyes stared at me, dull, unseeing. I didn't know what to say other than, “Change out of those wet clothes, my husband, then let us eat supper.” 

It was like I was trying to ignore what had happened, to pretend that I wasn't a futa and that we didn't fuck Eleanor with our dicks. Paul stared at me for what felt an eternity, his blue eyes wandering up and down my body. 

I shivered beneath his gaze. What was he thinking? 

“Supper sounds delightful, wife,” he said, his voice soft. Then he gave me a kiss on the lips like he normally would.  

I hated how his beard scratched, but I pushed that down. This was my husband. My heart beat faster, not with lust but with joy. I may not be attracted to him any longer, but I didn't want to give up our relationship. Our friendship. Our intimacy. 

Then he broke away and headed upstairs to change into a spare set of clothing. Amish didn't have much clothing. I only owned four dresses, the normal one I wore, one I would wear when washing this one, a spare in case something happened, and my dress I wore for special occasions or for Sunday church service. 

I had our bowls ladled out, sliced bread, and a crock of butter out at the table. Paul joined me and we prayed. A simple one of thanks for the food. No mention of what we did. Our conversation after that felt... cautious. I felt like we were out on the Skating Pond in winter, the surface frozen but we could feel it cracking beneath our feet. The wrong step, the wrong word, would plunge us into danger. 

So we kept it safe. Eleanor's name never came up. 

Our evening passed like that. Finally, we headed up to bed. I put on my nightgown. He put on his long shirt. We crawled beneath our quilted bed. He kissed me on then cheek. “I love you, Paul,” I told him in the dark, the rain drumming on the roof. “I truly do. That's why...” I shouldn't bring this up. “Why I...” 

“I know,” he said. “How?” 

“A demon,” I answered. “She... she has a grip on my soul. She... changed me.”

He didn't answer. I could feel him awake beside me. I could almost feel him thinking beside me. I understood. It was so impossible. It was so hard to imagine that I could have a futa-cock. I drew in a deep breath, clutching my quilt to my breasts. 

“Futanari,” he said, saying the word slowly. “When we were running around in the world, I was shown... pornography. Drawings of women with... cocks.” 

I blinked. “What?”

“A perversion that Isaac discovered.” When Amish youths left our communities to run around in the World, to see if we would want to return and join the Amish church and live our austere lifestyle, we would go in groups. I went with Paul and a few friends, including Isaac. He didn't return with us. 

I wasn't sure if Paul and I would, either. I was prepared to stay in the world or come back home because I loved him. 

“He discovered it on the internet,” Paul said. “He... he fell deep into pornography's grip. He showed me things... Things that led us to that night.” 

I smiled, remembering the night we made love. The only time we had sex naked. We weren't married, but it was still wondrous. And I didn't really consider it a sin since I knew we would marry. We were just... early. 

“It unsettled me. Seeing these women drawn, beautiful and over-sexualized, but with these impossible cocks. The image stayed with me for days. I thought they were just... perversions the World came up with.” 

“Or a futa-succubus,” I said. “I didn't plan on this. I was just too weak to avoid temptation.”

“We all are weak,” he said. His hand found mine beneath the quilt. “We're all human, flawed. We all sin.” 

I squeezed his hand back, a smile touching my lips. “You don't hate me, Paul.” 

“Never. I love you, Penelope.”

I let out a sigh, our fingers touching, his so rough and calloused. I stared up at the ceiling. Unlike last night, sleep came easily. I sank into my dreams. I shouldn't have been surprised when it was a naughty one. 

I shivered as I stared at my bed at the blonde woman lying on it, her golden hair spilling about a face that looked like Beth's, that same nose, that same blue eyes. But not the same as Beth; like it was her sister.  

Like it was Paul.

“Isn't she just beautiful?” Lilith purred. I felt the futa-succubus circling around us, stroking her hard futa-cock. “Isn't Paulette just a delicious sight?” 

“Paulette?” I asked, a wave of heat washing through my body, my pussy growing so juicy and wet. My heart hammered in my chest as I stared at the woman on my bed. 

“Wife,” the woman moaned, her voice throaty and thick, so similar to my Paul's in tone, but pitch was higher, feminine. 

My clit blossomed. It thrust out of the folds of my pussy as I drifted towards the bed. This was such a strange dream. I couldn't believe that this was happening. That I was dreaming of a female version of my husband. But my perverted mind, gripped by my futa-lusts, had morphed him into what I know lusted for: the feminine. 

She rubbed her thighs together as her blue eyes stared at my clit-dick. She licked her lips, dusky nipples hardening atop her round breasts. I reached the bed, crawling across it, my breasts swaying. My tits were about the same size as hers.

My cock ached and throbbed as I touched her silky-smooth thigh. It felt so different from my husband's legs. My wife had sleeker legs, beautiful thighs. I drew my fingers up her thighs. She whimpered, her tongue licking her lips. 

“Penelope,” she whimpered as I came closer and closer to her pussy.

“Just relax, my wife,” I moaned, savoring saying that. “Just let me love you.” My nostrils flared as I smelled something sweet. A musk so similar to Beth's, her sister. “Let me just give you such delight. Let me show you what you have between your thighs. This hot, little hole.” 

I could see such a vulnerability in her eyes. She needed me to guide her. This was such a strange dream. Is this what I craved? My husband to become a woman? 

My hands reached her golden bush, feeling her soft hair. She quivered, her breasts jiggling. I breathed in her sweet musk while my own cream ran down my futa-cock. I nuzzled my face into her silky strands. I reveled in the heat of her. 

My tongue fluttered out through her folds. I brushed through them and felt a hymen. A hot thrill ran through me. Paul had taken my virginity; now in my dreams, I was taking Paulette's. This was so naughty. I loved it. 

“Mmm, yes, Penelope,” Lilith moaned. “Isn't it better to just surrender to your lusts? To not fight them? Your body was made, with a little help from me, to feel these delights. 

“Yes,” I moaned into my gender-swapped wife's pussy.  

My tongue licked again. It danced through her hot folds. She shuddered, her eyes widening as the pleasure spilled through her body. Her thighs tightened about my face. She ground against me. She smeared her hot pussy on my lips as she shivered.

The whimpers Paulette made drove me to lick her harder. My tongue brushed her clit. I fluttered my tongue against her bud. I swirled around it. My lips sucked hard on her, making her gasp and moan, her breasts shaking.

“Oh, Lord, Penelope,” she groaned. Her hands clenched at the quilt as she made such wanton sounds. “Oh, yes, yes, yes.”

Those sounds spurred me on.

My hands shoved beneath her ass, gripping her butt-cheeks. I squeezed and kneaded her, pulling her tight against me. I nibbled hard on her clit. I teased her, loved her. My futa-dick ached and throbbed, swinging between my thighs. My pussy juices dripped down my shaft. Cream beaded at the tip of my dick. 

My fingers dug into her ass, loving the feel of her. Her silky bush rubbed on my cheeks. I breathed in her sweet musk. It was so wonderful. She was so feminine now. I wished this wasn't a dream. I wanted this. Ached for this. 

Lilith purred in delight, watching us.

“Penelope!” my wife whimpered as I nuzzled at her clit, her juices stained my face. “Oh, wow, Penelope. This is... This is... This is incredible. Something... Something is building in me.”

“That's your orgasm,” I moaned. “You're going to cum, my wife. Don't fight it. Surrender!” 

I sucked hard on her clit, my pussy clenching as she moaned. Her round breasts heaved as a violent shudder ran through her body. She whimpered and groaned. Her face scrunched up. Our bed creaked. Her pussy grew hot.

Then her juices gushed out of her.

Her cream flowed into my hungry mouth. I drank her juices. Her sweet delight. I groaned, savoring them, so glad to give her pleasure. I wanted her to enjoy this pleasure. I kept my tongue moving, teasing, caressing her. 

I loved my wife's new pussy. 

“Penelope!” she moaned. “Oh, Penelope... I... I... I need something... I need something more...” 

“I know what you need,” I groaned and then climbed up her body, her cream dripping from my face. My breasts brushed her stomach, my nipples dragging across her belly. Tingles shooting down to my nipples. Then our tits rubbed together. They felt so naughty beneath mine. I groaned as our nubs kissed.

My brown hair fell around my face, staring down at her. I pressed my forehead against hers. I nuzzled her nose. I pressed my bodies down on hers. My cock nudged at her virgin pussy. She whimpered and groaned, her skin so silky-soft, so different from the real her. 

The real him. 

I kissed her hard, letting her taste her pussy. My hand grasped my cock, reaching between our bodies. I rubbed up and down her cock as our tongues dueled with hers. She whimpered as I pressed my thick dick against her hymen.

I shuddered, realizing that, even in a dream, I was taking my wife's virginity. I pushed forward. Her hymen stretched and stretched. She shuddered, her body shivering beneath mine as she whimpered, feeling her virginity about to give. 

I broke our kiss. “I love you, Paulette.”

“I love you,” she moaned.

Her maidenhead broke.

My cock slid into her pussy. I groaned. She whimpered. Her new pussy spread wider and wider. Her snatch clamped down on my invading futa-cock. Silky friction engulfed my shaft, turning into pleasure. I groaned as I drank in the delight.  

Her thighs locked about my hips. Her body undulated. Her eyes widened. She gasped and moaned, her cunt clenching about my cock as I pumped away at her. I whimpered, enjoying my second woman ever. My wife. 

“Paulette!” I groaned, thrusting harder and harder. My nipples brushed and tingled. Pleasure rushed through me. “Ooh, yes, yes, yes! You feel so amazing. Do you love it?” 

“I do!” she gasped, her eyes wide, almost in shock. Delight swam in her blue eyes. “I do! I can't believe it! I'm a woman, Penelope! And you're... You're having sex with me!” 

“Uh-huh,” I groaned. My mouth claimed hers. My tongue thrust into her mouth, swirling around, tasting how sweet she was. 

She gripped me so hard. Her fingernails bit into my naked back as our feminine bodies writhed together. My futa-cock pumped so hard and fast into her pussy. Her silky delight engulfed my cock over and over. She clenched and relaxed as our hips undulated, moving together. I fucked her with all my passion.

I made such sweet love to her. I pounded her hard. I slammed into her. I churned her cunt to a froth. I made my wife moan into my lips. Her fingers dug into my mouth. She whined into my mouth as she groaned out her passion. 

Then it happened. Her pussy convulsed about my dick.

I made my gender-swapped wife cum.

This was so amazing. I groaned, pounding my Amish wife so hard. My futa-dick throbbed into her pussy's depths. Her spasming cunt massaged my dick. I groaned, my ovaries building up pressure, my cum eager to erupt into her. 

“Paulette!” I gasped, breaking our kiss.

“It's incredible!” she gasped, her body shuddering. “Penelope!” 

“I'm going to cum in you!”

“Yes!” she whimpered.

I buried into her. My futa-cock plunged into her depths. My orgasm exploded through me. My cum spurted into her depths. My pussy convulsed as I pumped her cunt full of my futa-jizz. I gasped and moaned. The pleasure surged through my body. It spilled through my mind. 

The rapture was incredible. Even though this was a dream, it was the best sex I had ever had. I savored this moment, her pussy milking my cock, drawing out every drop of my futa-cum from my girl-dick. Her new cunt loved me. 

It rejoiced around my cock. Paulette gasped and moaned. It was incredible. The ecstasy swept through me. The euphoria carried me off into slumbering bliss. I held onto her as I sank into new dreams. 

More mundane dreams.

I woke up with a smile on my lips, reaching across my bed, half-expecting to brush my husband, or maybe my wife. My hands stretched, my eyes still closed, aching to feel those round breasts from my dream. 

“Paulette,” I groaned as I searched and...

Her side of the bed was empty. It felt cold. I blinked open my eyes. I stared out at the dark window. Dawn approached. Without clocks, you learned to listen to your body. You tended to wake up at the same time most days, feeling it was correct.

But my husband had been up for hours. 

Why?

Nervous, I rolled out of bed, my cock firmly a clit. I stood up, my feet hardly noticing the cold wood. You got used to going around barefoot, your feet growing tough the way a proper Amish woman should be. Frowning, a nervous writhe dancing through my guts, I headed out to find my husband. 

“Paul?” I called as I exited our bedroom.

Our house felt deathly silent. 

My stomach clenched as no one answered.

My bare feet padded down the hallway. I craned my ears, searching for any sound of my husband. I reached the stairs to the first floor, moving with cautious steps. I was so focused on any noise, on wanting to catch a glimpse of my husband. 

I reached the first floor, my eyes darting past the plain walls. They were made to come down, opening up our first floor so it could be used for Sunday worship. I brushed my hand down the austere wall, feeling the gaps between the planks and the craftsmanship that Paul and the other men of our community had put into building it. 

“Paul?” I called again. Had he gone to see his father for advice? Did my father-in-law know that his wife, Paul's step-mother, was also a futa? Had he witnessed Iris using her futa-cock on her step-daughter, Beth? 

Or on other women? 

“Paul?” I called again, peering into our dining room. The kitchen table looked so dark and lonely, a small bowl filled with dried flower petals resting in the center, adding a bit of homely fragrance to the room.  

I reached the front door and found his boots, still caked with mud, in the foyer. He hadn't cleaned them like he normally would. It also meant he hadn't left the house. Or if he did, he was barefoot. I opened the front door, the cold morning wafting around me, making me shiver. 

Fog wreathed the fields, glowing silver in the darkness. The stars were brilliant overhead. Everything smelled fresh after last night's rain, puddles dotting the farmyard. No lights came from the barn or the smokehouse. 

I frowned, closing the door.

“Paul, answer me,” I called. “You're scaring me. Are you down in the root cellar?” 

He wasn't. 

I found him standing in my sewing room naked. I paused, studying at his naked body..he stared at the stool young Eleanor had been bent over gasping and moaning as he fucked her hard behind while I enjoyed her sweet mouth. His back was tense. He had strong form. Once...

Once I would have swoon staring at him. 

“Paul?” I asked.

He turned around and stared at me in my nightgown. His face looked drawn, haggard. He blinked and said, “Penelope?” 

“You didn't hear me?” I asked, entering the room. “I was calling your name. I was so frightened, husband.” 

He shook his head. 

“What's wrong?” Concern squeezed about my heart. “Is it... Is it me?” 

He stared at me and something kindled in his blue eyes. “I... I had a dream.” He swallowed and ran a hand through his beard. His fingers gripped his whiskers, tugging at them. It was almost like he was reminding himself he still had a beard. “It... unsettled me.” 

The force squeezing my heart went from concern to excitement. To a naughty hope that put a tingle through my pussy. “Oh... About what?”

“What did you say the name of the... of the demon who visited you was?”

“Lilith.” I swallowed. “Dark hair, ruby lips, large breasts. Bigger than mine. And, of course, her futa-dick thrusting from her shaved pussy.”

Paul shuddered. I couldn't help but notice the way his dick twitched and throbbed. It grew engorged, rising from his blonde bush. I shivered at the sight of it, realizing he was growing aroused, growing horny. 

It was such a small cock. Not as big as mine.

“She... she was in my dreams,” he said. His cock reached its full girth. He stared at me with such lust. “Then... then you were in it.” 

My heart almost stopped beating. I didn't dare say it. I didn't dare breathe. Did we... Did we share something last night? Something more than just a strange, perverse fantasy that my mind had birthed and unleashed in my thoughts.

Then his cock shrank. It didn't go soft, but grew smaller. It withdrew towards his body. He groaned, his voice warbling between the masculine and the feminine. The beard on his face drew in, features growing soft, feminine, becoming that sister of Beth I witnessed. His dark-blond hair grew long, flowing into silk tresses that spilled over his narrowing shoulders and... 

He grew breasts. 

He became Paulette. 

My husband transformed into my wife before my eyes. 

“You're just so beautiful,” Paulette said, her voice that feminine purr from my dreams. Her hips curved, her thighs became so sleek and feminine. Her cock gone, the pink folds of her pussy peeking through blonde curls. Her breasts reached that same full roundness of last night. Hunger burned in her eyes. 

A wave of heat washed through me.

“You're just so sexy. My futa-wife,” she moaned. “I fled that strange excitement seeing the pornography gave me. Seeing the picture of a futa. I returned to the Amish. I tried to forget it. I had forgotten it. I had you. I loved you and then... 

“Then you were fucking Eleanor with a clit-dick. With a futa-cock. And it all flooded back. I grew so hard. And now... Now I've grown so wet.” 

“You're a woman,” I moaned, moving towards my Amish wife. I loved thinking of her that way. “Lilith got to you. Because... Because you fucked Eleanor's pussy full of my cum.” 

“Yes,” she moaned as I stopped before her. My gender-swapped wife seized my nightgown, drawing it up my body. “Let me see your futa-dick, Penelope. Let me see it grow again. Like it did in my dream.” 

“In our dream,” I purred, my excitement surging through me as she drew up my heavy nightgown. The cloth caressed my skin, my nipples. Tingles raced through my body, making me shift from side to side, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. 

I held back my clit. I controlled my lusts. I couldn't control my cock, but if I kept my arousal from surging wild, I could delay sprouting into a futa. Long enough for Paulette to witness it in its entirety. I shivered, my heart pounding so hard. 

Then she threw my nightgown to the floor, my naked body unveiled to her, my brown hair spilling about my shoulders and falling down my back to reach towards my rump. Paulette let out such a moan, a sound so similar, though higher pitched, from that first time she saw me naked. 

I shivered, my heart beating faster and faster. I stood before my gender-swapped wife, trembling. I swallowed, my entire body shaking, my breasts swaying. Her hands grabbed my breasts, her fingers so soft now. So feminine.

“Paul,” I whimpered as she kneaded them.

“Let it grow,” she moaned, her fingers sweeping across my nubs, massaging my areolas. “Please, Penelope. Let me love your futa-cock. Let me love my futa-wife.” 

“Yes!”

I couldn't stop the tide of arousal. Like with Paulette, my growing lusts changed me. They transformed me into something else. Something different than I ever though I would be. Into a futa. My clit sprouted. My girl-cock thrust out of my blonde bush. I felt my pussy lips swelling around the base. I groaned, the liquid heat in my depths spreading. 

Paulette moaned as the tip of my expanding girl-dick brushed her groin, nuzzling into the silky bush. I shuddered as it throbbed against her pubic mound. She whimpered, her breasts jiggling right before mine as she shook back and forth. Her hands squeezed my dick. 

“It's beautiful, my wife,” she moaned. “You're beautiful.” 

“Paulette,” I whimpered, my eyes misting with emotion. Such wonderful bliss filled me. Such happiness. “I don't have to hide this from you, do I?” 

“No,” she groaned, her hands squeezing my breasts. “I've missed touching you like this. I tried to keep sex to being only for procreation, like the Lord intended, but your breasts are magnificent. That one time...” 

“Now it's every time,” I moaned, my hands going to her breasts, feeling their plump firmness. My fingers massaged them. They were softer than Eleanor's breasts. They felt like Paulette's sister. I ran my thumbs over her nipples. 

She shuddered.

My futa-dick throbbed as we groped each other, exploring the feel of each other's breasts. They were just so wonderful. We didn't make any sounds other than our sighs of bliss as we touched and caressed and played. 

Then Paulette let out a hungry moan. She darted her head down and swallowed my nipple. I gasped, my eyes widening at the feel of her mouth about my nub. She sucked so hard on it. My futa-dick twitched hard. It felt connected to my nipple. My pussy grew hotter. 

Juices leaked down my thighs.

“Oh, you're making me so wet,” I groaned. “That feels so good.” 

She moaned around my nipple. Her hands abandoned my breasts. Her delicate fingers slid down my body. I treasured this. My hands slid through her long, silky hair as I trembled. Her hands trailed past my stomach, reaching lower and lower. 

She found my bush. My cock. One hand stroked my dick, pumping up and down my girth. The other stroked my pussy lips around the base of my shaft to rub at my hot, wet folds. Trembles shot through me as she played with my cock and cunt. 

Her fingers dove through my folds, stimulating me, making my clit-dick throb in her stroking hand. I gasped as she penetrated my juicy depths. Her fingers slid into me, reaching into me, filling me up. 

“Oh, Paulette,” I whimpered as she sucked so hard on my nipple. She pleasured so much of me. Her hand felt like silk stroking my cock. Her fingers pumped away in my cunt. “Ooh, that's good. Ooh, you're such a loving wife.” 

It felt so wicked to say. If our Amish neighbors knew... They would be struck by apoplexy at our wantonness. At the depravity of it. How everything had reversed. How I had a cock. How Paulette had a pussy. 

“That's it. Just touch me. I'm your futa-wife. You can love me. We can share in these delights together. It's okay. We're married.” 

Paulette moaned about my nipple. She sucked even harder, making me shiver and sway. Her mouth felt so hot on my nipple. She loved me. Her fingers pumped so fast into my juicy snatch. Pleasure shot to the tip of my dick. An ache built there, this vast, swelling pressure that had to escape. 

That had to explode out of me. 

My eyes squeezed shut as my cunt clenched down on her probing fingers. She stirred my snatch to a hot froth while my dick ached and throbbed. My fingers dug through her silky strands as the pleasure built and built in me. 

“Paulette!” I howled, my entire body shaking and shuddering. I trembled as she pleasured me. I stood on the cusp. “Oh, Lord, yes! Such a wicked wife! Mmm, I love it!”

She thrust a third finger into my cunt, stretching out my depths. The pleasure surged to the tip of my girl-cock. 

I came.

Hot jizz spurted from my dick. I gasped as my spunk splattered her flesh. Pleasure flowed through me. My pussy convulsed about her fingers as my body drank in the rapture. She sucked harder at my nub. Paulette loved my nipples as she stroked my cock, squeezing out every drop of my futa-cum. 

I groaned and swayed. Pleasure buzzed through me. I sucked in deep breaths.

Her mouth popped off my nipple. She stared up at me in awe. “You're still hard. You didn't go soft.” 

“Futa,” I moaned, licking my lips.

“I have to suck you,” she moaned. “I have to taste your cum.” 

I grinned at her. “Yes, yes, but I want to lick your pussy. You just gave me pleasure. Now it's my turn.” 

“We can sixty-nine!”

I blinked at the obvious English term, something perverse from the outside world. I knew it was sexual, I just didn't know what it meant until she pulled me down to the floor and we ended up on our sides, face to crotch. Then it clicked as I visualized a 6 and a 9. 

How wicked. 

Her mouth engulfed my futa-cock without hesitation. She sucked on my girl-dick with such enthusiasm. I gasped in delight, my pussy clenching as the suction pulled on my ovaries. They brimmed with girl-cum eager to spill out into her mouth. To flood her and drown her in my spunk. It sent such a wanton, wicked thrill through me just thinking about using her in that way.

My body shuddered. My hips thrust forward, fucking my dick into her mouth as I nuzzled up to her cum-stained belly. I licked at my own cum staining her flesh, loving the salty flavor. I followed the pearly lines of my spunk to her bush, her sweet musk growing and growing.

She moaned about my cock as I lapped up my jizz staining her bush. The closer I came to her pussy, the stronger her sweet musk became until it dominated my taste buds. Then I was lapping at her cunt, brushing her clit before parting her lips and—

“You don't have a hymen!”

Her mouth popped off my cock. “You claimed my virginity last night, wife,” she moaned. “You made me into a woman with this dick.” 

I gasped as she sucked my shaft back into her hungry mouth. 

I did claim her virginity last night. 

I rammed my tongue into her pussy, swirling it through her open hole. I swirled it around, feeling the excitement of her silky walls. That made her suck even harder on my girl-dick, her fingers digging into my butt-cheeks. 

I returned the favor. I grabbed her ass, kneading her cheeks as my tongue fucked in and out of the hole I deflowered. I loved exploring her depths. I swirled around in her, making my Amish wife moan and groan, her passion vibrating around my cock. 

Which swelled my orgasm.

It was so hot feeling her excitement. She hungered for my cock. And that was so exciting. She had such passion for it. She wanted to swallow my futa-cum. And I wanted to drown her. I wanted to flood her mouth with every drop of my jizz. I wanted her swimming in it. My eyes squeezed shut as the pleasure surged through me. 

She slurped and groaned, making me moan into her pussy. My tongue swirled through her depths, stirring her up as my orgasm built and built. She wanted my spunk so badly. I wanted to give it to her. I wanted to flood her mouth.

I squeezed her ass.

“Paulette!” I moaned into her snatch.

She humped against my face. Then she whimpered about my dick. She sucked so hard, bobbing her mouth with such hunger. Her tongue danced about the crown of my dick, stimulating me. Then she bucked hard.

Her pussy convulsed about my tongue.

Her sweet cream breathed my face.

I made my futa-wife cum.

Her passion hummed around the sensitive crown of my dick. The stimulation mixed with her sucking hunger. My cunt clenched. As I lapped up her flowing cream, my eyes squeezed shut. I shuddered on the floor.

Flooded my wife's mouth with my jizz. 

My gender-swapped wife gulped it down. She drank my futa-cum with such hunger while I savored her pussy cream. This was so wild. So naughty. I loved sharing this with her. My fingers bit into her asscheeks and... 

My asshole tingled.

Memories of my wicked sex two days ago with Beth and Iris slammed through my mind.

“I have to fuck your asshole, wife,” I moaned. “I need to break in your last hole!” 

Paulette pulled her mouth off my girl-dick with a wet plop. She bolted upright, my cum staining her lips. Her flushed tits heaved. Her glassy, blue eyes met mine as she nodded her head and whimpered, an Amish wife in heat for her futa's big cock. 

She fell on her hands and knees. “Oh, yes, yes, let's be so nasty together, Penelope. Let's just be so filthy!” 

She reached behind her and parted her butt-cheeks. I sat up, staring at her virgin asshole, my cock soaked by her saliva. I moved into position, pussy juices flowing down my thighs, my cunt so hot for this, my futa-dick throbbing in aching need. 

“Penelope!” she gasped as my futa-cock found her asshole, pressing on her puckered hole. She released her butt-cheeks and hunkered down. She wiggled her hips, sucking in a deep breath as she trembled.

I loved it.

I pressed forward against her. Her velvety sphincter stretched and stretched before me. She whimpered, her butt-cheeks clenching. Her anal ring stretched and stretched before my aching cock. I was taking another of my Amish wife's cherries. 

My cock popped into her bowels.

“Penelope!” she howled.

“Paulette!”

Such pleasure shivered through me as I slid deeper and deeper into her velvety bowels. My cock slid into her depths, her sheath engulfing me, surrounding me in such lovely delight. My eyes rolled back in my head as I sucked in such a deep breath. My heart hammered in my chest as I penetrated deeper and deeper into her bowels.

It was incredible. Every one of her holes felt different but wonderful. I loved sodomizing my gender-swapped wife with my huge girl-cock. I drove it deeper and deeper into her bowels. My crotch pressed against her plump butt-cheeks. 

“You're all the way in me, Penelope!” she moaned, such awe in her voice. “Oh, Lord, this is amazing.” 

“It is,” I whimpered, my round breasts jiggling as I trembled.

“Fuck me! Make us both cum, my wife!”

“Yes!” I gasped and drew back.

The velvety friction was incredible. The heat surged down my dick. I groaned, my Amish wife's bowels clenching so hard about my dick. I never wanted this to stop. I slammed back into her, my crotch smacking her rump. 

Pleasure shot up my cock to my pussy. 

My snatch clenched as I drew back and fucked her again. And again. My pussy melted. Cream ran down my thighs as I fucked my wife's bowels. She moaned and gasped, undulating her hips, sliding her cock around my bowels. This incredible heat bathed my dick, making me tremble and ache. I gripped her hips as I fucked her hard. 

My tits heaved before me as the velvety rapture surged through my girl-cock. I threw back my head, my loose, brown hair swaying down my back. Our flesh slapped together, mixing with our feminine moans.

“It's so good,” my wife moaned. “Oh, Penelope, oh, wow, oh, yes!” 

“Uh-huh, Paulette!” I slammed harder into her, the ache building at the tip of my cock and the depths of my boiling cunt. More and more of my cream flowed down my thighs. “I'm going to pump so much cum into your bowels.” 

“Yes!” she whimpered, her asshole clenching down so hard on my futa-cock, increasing my pleasure.

I reached beneath her, squeezing her breasts. I pinched her nipples, pulling at them as I fucked her. My own tits rubbed into her back. My nipples throbbed against her. They drank in the lovely friction of her body. The tingles shot down to my girl-dick and hot cunt.  

“Paulette!” I gasped, ramming to the hilt into her velvety embrace.

My orgasm exploded out of me. It hit me hard. Intense rapture shot out of my dick. It mixed with the gentler bliss washing out of my cunt. The two sensations hit my mind. I gasped, my eyes widening as stars danced across it. 

After the second blast of my cum fired into her bowels, she let out a whimpering moan. Her bowels writhed about my dick, milking my cock. My gender-swapped wife joined me in rapture. I flooded her asshole with my cum, savoring this moment with her, groping her breasts.

“Penelope!” she howled. “Oh, Lord, yes! I love this! I love you!”

“I love my Amish wife!” I cried out. “My gender-swapped beauty. You're amazing, Paulette.” 

“So are you.” 

We collapsed onto the floor, gasping, moaning, kissing. We snuggled together, my cock pinned between our bodies, our tits pressed tight. We came down from our orgasmic high, loving each other, our arousal dying.

My cock vanished. And Paulette...

She went back to being Paul.

His beard returned. His tits vanished. His cock sprouted. So long as he weren't aroused, as we learned over the next few days, he was a man. To the rest of the Amish community, we were a simple married couple, young and in love. But in private... We were a futa and her gender-swapped wife. We had so much kinky sex. 

And, course, Eleanor and her new futa-dick joined the fun when she came over for her “dress fittings.” 

I had discovered such marital bliss as an Amish Futa. And every day, I wondered which woman in the community would be the next to experience the bliss of growing a clit-dick. To discover the freedom to enjoy sex. 

No matter how sinful. 

It made Paulette and me so happy.

The END of Penelope's Tale

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon! 
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Sneak Preview of “Penelope's Futa Seduction”

“You look... different today,” Eleanor said, her voice strained.

“Do I?” I aside, my cheeks burning. I patted my brown hair pinned up in a bun. It made me feel matronly even though I was only twenty-two and a young wife.

“Yes...” Eleanor pursed her pink lips. What would it be like to kiss those—

Stop that!

“I just can't pin down what's different about you,” she said as she stepped into my sewing room. Her hands went to the buttons of her dress, working them down.

My eyes widened. My clit pulsed. How could I control myself if she stripped down to her slip? “Wh-what are you doing?”

“Don't you need to measure me?” she asked, blinking. “Can you do that in my dress?”

“I...” I flushed. “Sorry. I didn't sleep well last night.”

“Really?” She cocked her head. “Because your skin looks so silky and rosy. I mean... You're just glowing.”

My cheeks burned even hotter. I turned around, pretending to fiddle around with my seamstress tools. My clit throbbed. It grew an inch as I heard her dress rustled. I drew in a deep breath, my heart pounding faster and faster. My hands rubbed at my skirt, fighting my lusts. The caress of cloth on her skin as she undressed sounded so... erotic.

She was stripping.

I could avoid temptation. I could be pure. Deep breaths. My clit pressed against the front of my skirt. It wasn't a full erection, but it was getting there. Control. Faithful. Pure. I was an Amish wife. I loved my husband.

I turned around.

My breath caught.

Eleanor stood in her simple, white slip, the thin linen clinging to her slender form. Her breasts were small swells topped by two hard points. Her nipples were erect. Was it cold in here? She trembled, the slip falling to her mid thigh and hugged the curves of her rump. She gave me a smile, her heart-shaped face flushed and delicious, her cheeks rosy, her eyes twinkling.

I wanted to ravish her.

My clit swelled up another few inches, pressing on my slip. I leaned forward, hoping my skirt would fall away from hips. My nipples throbbed. My pussy grew juicier and juicier. I felt a line of cream run down my thighs. I clutched at my cloth tape measure.

“So...” Eleanor said. “Um, shall we get started?”

“Yeah,” I said, my mouth dry. She was a goddess. She was just perfect. I just wanted to kiss her so hard.

I drifted to her, my skirt swaying around my thighs. My clit drank in the feel of my skirt. I stretched my cloth tape measure in my hands. She thrust her arms out to the side, turning to face her back to me.

I began measuring her. The slip was sleeveless. I stroked up and down her arm. I caressed her skin, feeling how silky smooth she was. My clit-dick grew bigger and bigger. She breathed. She smelled so sweet.

“Do you leave flower petals in your chest of drawers with your slips?” I asked. “You smell... so nice.”

“I do,” she said, wiggling her hips. “I know it's vain, but... I think Amos likes it.”

“I like it,” I said without thought. My cheeks burned. Why did I sound so hungry? So sultry? I had to control myself.

My futa-dick was at its full girth now. It throbbed and pulsed against my skirt. My pussy clenched with aching need. Juices ran down my thighs now, a flood. My breasts rose and fell, my nipples aching to be touched. I ran my fingers up to her shoulders. I stared at the nape of her neck.

“Mmm, you do just smell so yummy,” I said, my cock wanting to slide into her. I needed to be pure. Lord, help me.

“Thanks, Penelope.” She shifted. “I, um, I think you smell nice, too. I wish I had your skin. It's so fair.”

“But you have great skin,” I said. I grabbed her shoulders, turning her around, so aware of my futa-cock tenting the front of my skirt, wanting to enjoy her.

I studied her features, her green eyes so brilliant. I cupped her chin. I stroked her face, the cheekbones. Her nostrils flared. Her tongue licked her lips. They were so moist and plump. I stared into her eyes, feeling her tremble.

“I mean, you feel like silk beneath my touch,” I said.

“Penelope,” she said, her voice strained. “What are you...?”

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