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Naughty Excerpt from “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...?”

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

My heart clutched. I stared at my sleeping husband, Paul, as he shifted beside me in our marital bed. I bit my lip, my stomach twisting and ice pumping through my veins. My futa-cock throbbed and twitched against my nightgown.

I was a futa. An Amish futa-wife.

I trembled in the dark, waiting to see if my husband would wake up and discover what the futa-succubus had gifted me. She visited me in my dreams, seduced me with her virile clit-dick and her busty charms, and then she rammed her cock into my pussy. I cheated on my husband. With her and others.

Today, I violated my marriage vows. I loved Paul. We hadn't been married long. I discovered that his sister and step-mother were futas earlier. They both had clits that had turned into dicks. Seeing the pair writhing in rapture when I visited them at their farmhouse stunned me. I fled in shock, and arousal. 

They followed after me. They came to my house. Beth and her step-mother had turned me into a cheating wife. I had committed adultery with them. I had violated my marriage vows. I had betrayed my Amish principals and become a whore for them. Their dicks fucked me. My pussy. My asshole. I sucked their cocks. I guzzled down their cum like a complete wanton hussy.  

Like a woman of the world. One of the painted, English trollops who spread her thighs for anyone. I should be pure. I should only want my husband, only submit to my husband. 

And now I had a futa-cock.  

As I waited to see if my husband would wake, my futa-cock throbbed beneath my nightgown. It pulsed and twitched, the sensitive tip rubbing on the linen. Tingles raced down it to my pussy, making my hole feel so wet and juicy and... 

Futa-cum leaked out of me. My eyes widened. Even though Lilith had fucked me in my dream, her jizz had pumped into me. I squeezed my thighs together, my flesh so hot. As the fear of my husband waking up dwindled, my lusts increased.

My pussy and girl-cock begged for me to touch them.

I glanced at my sleeping husband. Rain whispered on the roof. The storm had ended, but a new one brewed in me. I wanted to shove a hand between my thighs and rub my pussy. To scoop out the futa-cum while stroking my girl-dick. I wanted to masturbate. 

Play with me, Penelope, my girl-cock whispered. Just stroke me. 

My heart beat faster and faster. My futa-dick throbbed to the rhythm. It demanded to be touched. I studied my husband, a dark shadow beside me. I could feel his presence next to me, feel the warmth of his body. 

He could never know that I had a futa-cock. He could never know that I had sex with his step-mother and sister. He didn't deserve to have such a wanton wife like me. He deserved having someone pure. 

Just stroke me, my girl-dick begged. 

“No,” I whispered and rolled over onto my side, putting my back to my husband.

I lay there, trembling, my futa-dick twitching and pulsing beneath my nightgown, thrusting forward from the folds of my sloppy cunt. I stared at the dark wall, shifting, every movement stimulating my cock. 

I grabbed my nightgown, resisting the urge to grab my cock and stroke it. Instead, I pulled my nightgown from my body, forming a little pocket so the cloth didn't rub at it. I bit my lip, that ache at the tip so powerful while an itch build deep into my pussy, begging for my fingers. 

“No,” I whispered, squeezing my eyes shut hard. “Lord, lead me from the temptation of my body. Let me be pure wife to my husband. Let me not violate my vows to him.”

My forehead scrunched as I warred with the heat in my nethers. I listened to my husband's breathing as I bit my lip. My hands squeezed together, pressing against my breasts. My nipples throbbed, too. They also drank in the stimulation of my nightgown, sending tingles shooting down to my futa-cock. 

The throbbing need swelled to a crescendo. A demanding chorus of erotic need gripped me. My hands itched to shoot down and pleasure myself. To jerk off my new cock right next to my husband. To abuse my body while he lay next to me, unaware of the wanton wife I'd become. 

My body shifted as I warred with my desires. It was so hard. Never before had I resisted anything so much in my life. It was so difficult. My body had such an ache. But... it peaked in me. That aching passion almost controlling me. Almost seizing me and controlling me and...

It dwindled.

I resisted it at its strongest ache. Now it lessened. I let out a sigh of relief as the engorgement in my futa-cock decreased. It shrunk. I could feel it withdrawing back into my pussy. It became a little clitoris again. I didn't have a futa-cock all the time. 

A fear that had gripped my heart relaxed. I let out a sigh of relief. I didn't have to hide that from my husband. I could control it. I could master the temptation. Today, I had messed up. I had been weak. I was human. We all sinned. 

But tomorrow... Tomorrow I would be better.

With my new resolve to avoid my futa-temptation, I relaxed into sleep. No Lilith visited my soul. I didn't violate my marriage vows. I just drifted through abstract dreams that bled from one into the other.

*   *   *

I woke to a full bladder and a stirring husband. I blinked and groaned, my body coming awake. I felt so tired, drained. I didn't want to roll out of bed. I wanted to stay in it. Paul yawned and stirred. I had rolled over and snuggled against him during my sleep, holding him while I dreamed. 

His body felt so masculine... So wrong. 

I missed the feel of his sister and step-mother sandwiching my body between them, their soft breasts pressing on my tits and back, their girl-dicks thrust into my pussy and asshole and— 

My clit throbbed and swelled. I could feel it growing towards that futa-dick. I bit my lip and groaned, rolling away from my husband and focusing on anything else but the illicit, taboo sex I shared with my futa-in-laws yesterday. On this very bed. 

“Good morning, wife,” Paul said. He leaned over and planted a kiss on my mouth. I tried not to grimace as his beard scratched at my face.

I missed those soft lips and—

No!

“Good morning, husband,” I answered, my heart beating. Shame washed over me. I would be pure. I would be a good wife. “The Lord has blessed us with another day.”

“Amen,” he said as he sat up, pushing down our quilt, revealing my body in my nightgown, his in the long shirt he slept in.

We sat up and dressed. For once, I didn't find my eyes admiring the muscled strength of my husband. Once... the sight of his naked flesh had aroused such wanton thoughts in me. Appropriate thoughts to think about my husband.

I didn't strip naked. I just hurried out of the bedroom. I had to pass my morning water and... My thighs were sticky with futa-cum. I couldn't let him see me in this state. Not with proof of my sinful tryst with the futa-demon staining my flesh.

I cleaned myself off as best I could with the outdoors hand pump by our outhouse, fearing my husband would discover me the entire time. He came out to use the outhouse as I finished. I gave him a smile and hurried inside to dress and start our breakfast while he attended to morning chores around our farm.

I would be the best wife ever. Today was a new day. No more cheating. No more giving in to temptation. I didn't have to ever let that futa-cock sprout and grow. Beth and Iris, my futa-in-laws, were free to be as perverse as they wanted. I would keep their secret, for the sake of my own marriage. But I wouldn't indulge in their perversity. 

“Did you sleep well?” my husband asked as I set our breakfast of scrambled eggs and bacon—not that horrid stuff the English sold in the grocery stores, but good back bacon—on the table.

“No, no. I had... bad dreams,” I said, flushing at the lie. I shouldn't ever lie, but it was to spare his feelings. He didn't need to know how horrible I was. 

“You were whimpering,” he said. “Just for a moment. It sounded...”

“Oh,” I said, my cheeks going pink. “I was just... thinking about that time... when we were running about in the world.”

He nodded his head. Neither of us were virgins on our wedding day. When we ran around in the world—the Amish custom of our youths heading out to live with the English and seeing if they wanted to stay in our community—we'd made love. The only time we had sex completely naked. It was a sin, but not one I truly regretted.

I came back to the Amish community because of him. If he had wanted to stay in the world, I would have. I loved him and...

I looked down at my food as the guilt stung my eyes. I stirred around my eggs and swallowed. “And how did you sleep?” 

“Good, good.” He nodded his head. “I hadn't thought about that... time in a while.” He glanced at me, a speculative look in his eyes. Something stirred in his blue depths. For a moment, I glimpsed that same passion I witnessed in my sister-in-law's eyes as she pumped her girl-dick in and out of me. 

My pussy grew wet. My clit throbbed and swelled beneath my dress and slip. I blushed as it grew thicker and thicker as I remembered that illicit sex yesterday. I dug my fork into my eggs, so conscious of my bulge. Did boys feel this embarrassment when they grew hard? This fear that someone would notice their arousal? 

It was easier for us girls. It wasn't so clear when we were turned on. But now... Now my clitoris utterly betrayed me. 

“No appetite this morning, Penelope?” Paul asked. “Are you feeling well?” 

“I'm fine,” I said. “Just thinking.” I took a large bite as my cock twitched and throbbed.

He leaned over and gave me such a comforting kiss on the forehead, his beard scratching.

Then he stood up and wiped his face with the cloth napkin. “That was delicious, wife.”

I smiled at him, my dick pulsing in my dress. I couldn't stand up. He'd see. I trembled as he squeezed my shoulder on his way to the door. He was heading out to work the farm. Relief billowed through me. I'd be in the house all day. Alone. 

Lord preserve me.

I finished my breakfast and sighed, my futa-cock tenting the front of my dress. It pressed against my clothing, so insistent to be touched. I struggled to ignore it as went about my day. What would I do about this? The moment anything excited me, it would grow. It would beg to be touched. It would demand that I stroke it.

I did the dishes then I set about cleaning the house. I dusted through the first floor and... Groaned at the sight of the candles. We had these thick ones that looked so beautiful. I never lit them, using them instead for decoration. They were as thick as Bess or my futa-mother-in-law's cocks. My pussy grew so wet at the sight them, making me ache and throb.

I wanted to do such naughty things to my body.

I shook my head. I would be pure.

I headed into my sowing room. I had a quilt to finish. I sold them to the English. They had such a passion for homemade Amish quilts. I sat down and focused on my sewing, getting lost to the rhythm of stitching. Piercing the needle into the cloth, binding the fabric together, making two into one, uniting them forever. 

A knock on the front door startled me out of my reverie. I frowned as it came again. I stood up, relieved that my futa-cock had retracted while I sewed. I smoothed my skirt and the gray apron pinned to the front, and headed barefoot through the house, my skirt swishing.

The visitor knocked a third time.

I reached the front door and... Eleanor stood there. Young and bubbling with excitement, nineteen and bursting with life. She had her brown hair in a pair of braided pigtails that fell down to her shoulders, her green eyes glinted in joyful greeting. She wore a light-blue dress, a gray apron pinned to the front of her skirt. 

I'd forgotten she was coming over to be measured for the wedding dress I was making for her.

“Penelope,” she said, her eyes so bright. She leaned in and planted a hot kiss on both my cheeks, an innocent greeting for her, an exciting one for me.

Waves of heat washed out of me. I shuddered, panic swirling through me as my clit pulsed, ached, begging to swell. I had to control it. I clamped down on my lusts as Eleanor stared at me, trembling in excitement.

“Hi, Eleanor,” I said, my voice strained.

“So...” She frowned. “I hope you're not out of sorts again.”

“No, no,” I said. I couldn't be rude to her again. She came all the way out to my farm. Yesterday, I turned her away because I was out of sorts from my affair with my futa-in-laws. “Come in. Let's get your dress started.” 

She beamed at me.

I stepped aside and beckoned her in. She smiled and stepped inside, her shoes thudding on the hardwood floor, contrasting with the slap of my bare feet. We walked through my house back to my sewing room, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. How would I get through this without revealing my futa-cock?

“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...?” 

“Shhh,” I said. “I'm just admiring your skin.” My fingers moved down to her neck, feeling her pulse flutter. Then I reached the neckline of her slip. It was wider than a dress, a little oval scoop that almost reached to her breasts. My finger drew down to her collarbone and down to her breastbone. “You are so fair and beautiful. You're just such a pretty girl.” 

“Penelope...” Her voice was strained. Her nipples were so hard, pink shadows through the thin material. I reached the linen.

I should stop. I needed to stop. But she was so pretty. Oh, Lord, she was pretty. This beautiful, innocent, virginal, Amish girl made my futa-cock quiver, my pussy clench, my lusts boil. I knew this was wrong. So wrong.  

I tried to picture my husband one last time, remember how much I loved him, how he made me feel so warm inside and... 

My hand moved.

“Penelope!” whimpered Eleanor as my hand slid down the front of her slip and reached her breast. I cupped the firm tit through the thin cloth, squeezing her. My thumb swept out, brushing the hardness of her nipple. “Wh-what are you doing?” 

“Shhh,” I told her, leaning in. “Just relax.”

“But... but... You're married. I'm betrothed. We're women.” 

“I know,” I said, my lips moving closer, almost touching hers. I squeezed her breast again, loving how firm it was. “You're not stopping me. You want this.” My lusts boiled through me. “You want to be my futa-slut.” 

I used the words on her that should be used on me. Slut. Whore. Wanton, cheating wife.

I kissed her on the mouth. I groaned, savoring the sweetness of her lips on mine. The soft, wet warmth. I shuddered, my left hand slipping around her body, pulling her tight against me. She squirmed in my embrace, her slender body trembling against my curves. My futa-cock ached as it pressed against her body, separated by the padding of our clothes.

She whimpered into my lips, making this soft, squealing sound. Her hands pressed on my chest, right above my breasts. For a moment, they pushed at me, trying to drive me away. I should let her. But... Oh, the warmth of her mouth. The feel of her body. I couldn't stop this. I couldn't resist her. 

I couldn't stop fighting my sins.

My tongue pressed against her lips. She gasped, her fingers digging into my bodice, grasping the cloth. She stopped pushing me away as her mouth parted. My tongue slipped into her, kissing her like a wanton, English whore. Like one of those loose women of the world. Not a pure, Amish wife. 

But a harlot. A futa-harlot.

My tongue penetrated deep into her mouth. I groaned, kissing her harder, hotter. My thumb massaged her nipple. My left hand swept down her back and gripped her rump through her thin shift, feeling another firm curve of her body. 

Her tongue brushed mine. She moved against me. Her head tilted to the side. Her fingers relaxed on my bodice, unclenching. Her hands drifted down, finding the swell of my round breasts, larger than her small tits. I shuddered at the feel of her fingers exploring me. She surrendered to the same sin. To the same wanton passion. 

It was wonderful. 

My futa-dick throbbed in celebration.

My pussy boiled in rapturous delight.

The rising passion swallowed the last of my guilt. I was a an Amish futa now. I was just as sinful as my in-laws. Just as eager to enjoy a sexy girl as Beth and Iris. I kissed Eleanor with such hunger, groping her youthful body. 

My left hand began drawing up her slip. Inch by inch, I pulled the garment up and up until I drew it over her rump. I touched her naked ass with my hand. She groaned, pressing tighter against me, her hands squeezing hard at my tits as I groped her tush. I loved the baby-soft feel of her rear, my hand sliding up and down her butt-cheek, my fingers dipping into her crack. 

I moved down it, reaching between her thighs. I felt the first brush of her silky pubic hair. Her eyes widened as I reached for her pussy. I felt a liquid heat growing as I neared her vulva. Then I brushed her juicy sex, feeling her virgin flesh. 

Eleanor broke our kiss, staring at me with tremulous eyes. “Penelope... What is going on?”

“Isn't it obvious?” I asked, my thumb rubbing over her nipple. “Mmm, I'm loving you with all my futa-passion. You're just a wet and wanton slut.”

She shivered at that word.

“You've heard it before?”

“When I... When I ran around.” She blushed. “My friend, Jodie, became one. She... She was lost to the world. She started having sex with lots of guys. And girls. She just through herself into it. She didn't come back, but I did. It frightened me hearing her call herself a slut.”

“But it also excited you,” I moaned, rubbing at her pussy from behind, hearing that word, imagining that it would be like to be so sinful.”

“Penelope,” she groaned. “We must stop. You're married. I'm betrothed. We're women!” 

“We are,” I groaned. “And that just makes this more exciting. 

I pulled my fingers from her pussy and took a step back. Would she notice my bulge? I brought my fingers to my lips, stained with her juices. I popped them into my mouth, tasting her spicy passion. I moaned as she shuddered, her eyes going so wide. 

“Mmm, you are so wet. Just the way a slut reacts,” I purred, unable to stop these words. My lusts controlled me. The futa-demon had utterly corrupted me. She possessed me with her dirty passions. Her wondrous desires.  

“I'm not a slut,” she said, trembling.

I arched an eyebrow. “Then leave. But if you stay, you will strip off that slip so I can worship your body and make you cum. Prove your not a slut, or surrender to that hot pussy between your thighs. I'll make you cum so hard.” 

“What happened to you, Sister Penelope,” she said, appealing to the Amish believer in me.

“You wouldn't believe it,” I told her. “It's easier to show you.” I grinned. “If you're a slut, you'll find out. Otherwise, you can go. You can be pure. For your Amos.” 

She bit her lip. Her eyes flashed to the open door of my sewing room beyond me. Her heart-shaped face twisted in concentration. Her hands grabbed the hem of her skirt. She whimpered, her entire body trembling. She played with the linen. Her lower lip trembled. She leaned forward like she prepared to take a step.

Stopped.

Her hands drew up her slip an inch, exposing more of her thighs. I licked my lips, waiting to find out if she had the strength that I lacked. Or if she would become a sinful, wanton, Amish slut like me. More pussy juices ran down her thighs.

Her hands pulled up her slip.

She surrendered to sin.

“Say it!” I moaned as she exposed her brown bush, her dew beading her silky strands. “Say what you are.” 

Her breasts came into sight, firm and topped by pale-pink nipples. They jiggled as she popped off her top, her brown pigtails swaying about her face and brushing her shoulders. Her green eyes were so wide. 

“I'm a... I'm a slut,” she said, her voice tight. “I can't stop myself, Penelope.”

“Neither can I,” I said, cupping both her breasts. Then I leaned over and sucked a pale-pink nipple into my mouth.

“Penelope!” she squealed, the nineteen-year-old sounding so girlish and delicious. Though only three years separated us in age, I felt so much older than her, so much more experience. I shivered, stroking the virgin's body. “Oh, Penelope... Oh, my.. .Oh, that makes my... my sex feel so sinful.” 

My lips popped off her nub just long enough to moan, “Your pussy! Your cunt! Your sinful snatch!” 

“My pussy!” she moaned as I sucked on her other nub. I nibbled on the small nipple, playing with it with my tongue, my lips, my teeth. She gasped and groaned and squirmed. “You're making my c... my cunt so wet! So hot! Oh, Penelope!”

Her hands grabbed the shoulder of my russet-brown dress, squeezing hard as I loved her nub. My fingers explored her naked body as she shuddered. I felt her quivering belly and the sweep of her hips before I found her silky bush. 

And her hot pussy.

I rubbed at the virgin's sinful flesh. Her juices coated my fingers. She wiggled her hips from side to side, moaning with such wanton ache. Her passion echoed through my sewing room. Her face contorted as she stared down at me, green eye smoldering. 

“Penelope!” she gasped. “Oh, Penelope! Oh, my... Oh, my Lord, that's good. That's so naughty. So sinful. You're touching my... my cunt!” 

“Mmm, I am,” I purred, rubbing my cheek into her wet nipple. “I'm going to do even more. I'm going to eat your pussy. Have you heard of that? Muff diving? Cunnilingus? While you were out in the world?” 

She nodded her head. “I... I once let a boy do it to me. Then he wanted me to suck his cock and I couldn't. I fled home the next day. But... But... Oh, it made me shudder.”

“I bet it did,” I moaned as I sank down to the floor before her. I stared up at her with such hunger shooting through me. “It'll be even better when I do it. I'll make you cream so hard.” 

“You will?” she gasped, staring down at me, her pigtails swaying about her flushed face.

I winked at her then nuzzled my face into her pussy. I breathed in her spicy, virginal musk. A tremble ran through my married pussy and futa-cock. Her wet pubic hair kissed my cheeks as my tongue darted through her hot folds.

She gasped and bucked. Her eyes widened. Such bliss shone in her green depths. A delight smile crossed those plump, pink lips. My tongue gave her such delight. She whimpered, squirming her hips. Her hands grabbed my bun, gripping my hair as I feasted.

I fluttered my tongue through her hot folds. I brushed her hymen, my clit-dick aching and throbbing. I would steal her virginity, this treasured gift, from Amos. I was so wanton and wicked. Such a naughty Amish wife.

“Ooh, wow, Penelope,” she gasped. “Oh,you're making me feel like such a slut.” 

“A futa-slut!” I groaned.

“Yes, yes, a futa-slut!” she gasped. “What is that?”

I didn't answer her. She'd find out soon enough. I just licked my tongue through her folds, gathering the spicy delight that flowed out of her. It poured over my chin and cheeks. I reveled in it. The heat was incredible. It spilled over my face in hot rivulets. My eyes squeezed shut as I fluttered my tongue against her maidenhead and then brushed her clit.

Would Lilith visit Eleanor in her dreams tonight? Would this little bud blossom into a futa-dick?

I sucked on it.

“Penelope!” she squealed. “Oh, Lord, what is that... What are you sucking on?” 

“Your clit,” I moaned and nibbled on it. 

Her small tits quivered above me. I reached my hands up her body, squeezing and kneading them. Her hands pulled harder at my hair, disrupting my bun. One of my hairpins fell out, the mass growing looser as she shuddered. She humped against me, rubbing her clit on my lips. 

I pinched her nipples. Her moans growing louder and louder. Her virgin body awakened to the bliss a woman could give her. I nibbled hard on her nub. It sent such a jolt of pleasure through her body. 

“Oh, wow!” she groaned. “Oh, that's amazing! Penelope! I... I... I think... I think my pleasure is coming.” 

“Yes, yes, yes, you're going to cum, futa-slut!” I hissed, pinching her nipples hard and sucking on her clit with all my might.

She bucked hard. She threw back her head. Her pigtails danced about her flushed face.

Spicy juices gushed into my mouth.

Her entire body convulsed. Her small tits jiggled as her orgasm surged through her body. Her gasps echoed through my sewing room as the little, virgin slut bathed my face in her passion. Her cream spilled over my chin and poured down my neck, running for the high-buttoned neckline of my plain dress.

Pleasure contorted her heart-shaped face. Her fingers pulled hard at my bun, strands of my hair falling clear. I didn't care. I just kept rolling her firm nipples between my fingers and lapping up that sweet cream. 

My futa-cock throbbed so hard.

“Oh, Penelope!” she gasped. “Oh, you made me into such a slut. Oh, my, that was wonderful.” Her breasts rose and fell as she gasped, her flush spreading across those beautiful titties. “I... I... I have to please you.” 

“You will,” I moaned. “Bend over the stool. Point that ass at me, and I'll enjoy you.”

She darted for it, bending over, her cute tush pointed at me. I rose, licking my lips as my fingers went to the buttons of my dress. I stared at her rump, her brown bush soaked by her juices peeking between her thighs. 

“What am I going to do for you?” she asked, watching me over her shoulder. “Am I going to eat your pussy?” 

“Nope.”

“What?” she asked as I wiggled out of my dress, my nipples and futa-cock tenting my slip. “Are you... Penelope!” 

“Finally notice that I'm backing something extra beneath my skirt?” I asked. I grabbed my slip and drew it up. The tip of my huge clit-dick rubbing on the material, sending hot jolts to my married pussy. “This is my futa-cock! And your virgin cunt is going to give me so much pleasure.” 

“Oh, my Lord,” she gasped as it popped out before me. “How? How do you have that, Sister Penelope?”

“It doesn't matter,” I moaned. “I'm just going to fuck you so hard, my pretty, little Eleanor.” I advanced on the girl, stroking my futa-dick. “And you're going to cum like a little futa-slut for me. That's what I am. A futa now. My clit turns into a cock.” 

She whimpered, a sound of pure longing, wiggling her hips. Her cute tush clenched. Her bush beckoned. I reached her, pressing my cock against her silky pubic hairs. I felt the hot lips of her pussy. She closed her eyes, grinding back into me.  

“Oh, Penelope,” she groaned. “Oh, what is this, Penelope? Why do I want this so badly? I... I always thought I was a good Amish girl. I... I never masturbate. I only was bad that one time, and it was before my baptism. When I was running around. It didn't count. But now... Now...” 

“Now you're my futa-slut!” I groaned, finding her hymen. 

I thrust.

Her maidenhead surrendered to my futa-passion.

“Yes!” she howled as I stole her virginity and sank into my first-ever pussy. 

My eyes widened at the heat of her deflowered pussy squeezing silky tight about my shaft. The pleasure shot down my clit-dick as I slid deeper and deeper into her snatch. I groaned at the warmth bathing my cock. The sheer delight of sliding into a woman. It was incredible. It felt so right.  

Paul felt this pleasure whenever he was in me. And now... Now I got to revel in it.  

“You're in me!” Eleanor said, her rump clenching as her pussy squeezed around my cock. I felt her internal muscles massaging my cock, rubbing her silky walls against me. “Oh, wow. Oh, Lord, this is incredible.” 

“It is,” I groaned, drawing back my hips and savoring the wet grip of her pussy. I thrust forward, sliding back into her depths. She gasped and moaned. She shuddered as I moved my futa-dick inside of her. “Oh, you are so hot and wonderful. I love this.”

I drew back and slammed into her, making her cute butt-cheeks quiver and jiggle. The stool rocked. She groaned, her back arching. She swiveled her hips, stirring her pussy around my cock. She clenched down as I thrust into her, increasing the friction. It surged around my dick, making me groan and gasp.

It was incredible. Every thrust sent heat racing down my shaft to my pussy. My cunt grew hotter and hotter, drinking in the bliss of her pussy and transforming it into pleasure. Delight rippled through me as two hard points built inside of me. Two aching spots in the depths of my sex that just brimmed with... 

Futa-cum.

I wanted to unleash my girl-seed in her.

I wanted to explode. 

“Eleanor!” I gasped, thrusting even harder. I wanted to take my time. I wanted to enjoy this thoroughly, but my hips couldn't stop their hard plunge into her depths. “Oh, Eleanor, yes!” 

Our flesh slapped together, echoing through the room, mixing with the gasps and moans of our body. I shivered, the house creaking as it settled. I whimpered, plowing her so hard, fucking her with all my might. My round tits bounced before me, heaving, topped by nipples begging to be played with.

My left hand seized my right nipple, tugging on it. I squeezed and played with it as I fucked her so hard. The pressure built and built with every stroke into her body. With every thrust, I came closer and closer to— 

“Penelope!”

The strangled groan of my husband's baritone made me gasp. I looked to my right and he stood in the doorway of the sewing room, shock on his blond-bearded face. His blue eyes were so wide. I whimpered as he witnessed the true depths of my depravity. His eyes focused on my girl-cock. 

“Paul!” I whimpered as Eleanor squealed.

“Oh, no,” the slut gasped and then her pussy writhed about my cock.

She came.

The shock of being caught somehow triggered her orgasm. I kept staring at my husband while hot, newly deflowered pussy spasmed about my dick. It was incredible. Her hole massaged my shaft, sucking at it, giving me such delight. I'd never felt its like before.  

I had to cum in her.

It didn't matter that Paul was witnessing my betrayal. Feeling his eyes watching me only made me more eager to cum. Such a strange perversion seized me. I gasped, pinching my nipple and plowing my futa-cock hard into Eleanor's cunt. Her spasming flesh brought me closer and closer to exploding. To flooding her hole with every drop of my futa-cum. 

“Eleanor, you futa-slut!” I moaned. “I'm going to cum in your wanton cunt!” 

“Yes!” she squealed. “Oh, yes, cum in me while your husband watches! This is so naughty! So sinful!” 

I rammed into her depths. The friction of her convulsing flesh surged down my cock to those twin, hard points in the depths of my pussy. I squeezed my eyes shut. The pleasure burst out of me. My cum fired into her pussy.

I trembled, orgasming for the first time as a futa while my husband watched. He trembled, wearing his black pants and vest over his blue works shirt. I could feel his shock wreathing through him as he watched me violate our marriage. 

And enjoyed myself.

“Such a hot pussy!” I moaned. “Oh, Paul, she has a such a hot cunt. She's milking my girl-cock. She's drawing out every drop of my futa-seed.” 

“Girl-cock?” he groaned. “Futa... seed?”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped, my back arching, my tits heaving before me. My pleasure peaked in me.

My husband squeezed himself through is black pants.

A strange perversion shot through me as my orgasm carried me to such heights. My cock pulsed blast after blast of cum into Eleanor's cunt. “Oh, Paul, come here. You have to feel her pussy. It's full of my cum.” 

My husband stumbled to me, dazed, his blue eyes wild. My futa-cock spurted a final time into the slut's pussy. I pulled out of her, leaving her deflowered cunt gaping open, my white cum flooding to of her pink depths. It matted her brown bush. 

My hands shot out and hooked my husband's belt loop. I pulled him towards the girl. I fumbled at his pants, unbuttoning his fly. I reached in and shoved down the linen britches he wore beneath, pulling his cock out, so small compared to mine. 

“Fuck the little slut's cum-filled pussy!” I hissed. “Feel my sloppy seconds!” 

“Penelope!” he groaned. “This is... This is wrong.”

“I know!” I moaned, my futa-dick throbbing. I guided him right into the slut's pussy. He buried into Eleanor, his eyes widening. 

I moved around the girl. She whimpered and moaned, her eyes unfocused. My husband pumped away, shock on his face. He looked like he couldn't believe he was fucking Eleanor, his second cousin. She moaned and gasped as I lifted her head by her pigtails, lining up her mouth at my pussy-drenched cock.

She opened her mouth wide like a good Amish slut.

I rammed my futa-dick into her mouth as my husband fucked her cunt. He gripped her hips, his bearded, handsome face twisting with the pleasure of being in her tight, cum-filled snatch. His rough hands stroked her silky back as she moaned about my futa-dick. 

She sucked so hard on futa-cock. She swirled her tongue about it, stimulating the sensitive crown, cleaning off her own spicy juices. I gripped her pigtails hard, jamming it over and over into her, my tits heaving before me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned to my husband. “Fuck the little slut's cunt!” 

“Penelope!” he moaned, his eyes wide with shock. “This is...”

“I know! It's incredible! She's got such a hot cunt! Is she still cumming? Is she still rippling about your dick, sucking at it.” 

“Yes!” he growled, sounding more and more masculine. He fucked her harder, his clothing rustling.

“Good,” I moaned, my heart beating so fast. “I love you, Paul. I want you to enjoy her, too. Fuck her! Fuck the little slut's cunt while I fuck her mouth! Let's cum in her! Together!” 

He grunted, slamming his cock hard into Eleanor's cunt while I fucked her hot and hungry mouth. She sucked so hard at my futa-dick. More and more pussy juices rippled down my thighs, flooding out of my hot and sinful cunt. 

Eleanor's tongue and mouth felt wonderful. Not as good as her pussy, but a different sort of bliss. Something I could enjoy. My tits heaved together as I used her mouth, her pigtails gripped in my hands. She moaned about my clit-dick, cumming on my husband's smaller cock. 

“I'm going to cum in her mouth so hard, Paul,” I whimpered. “Oh, my husband, I'm going to flood her hungry mouth.”

“Yes,” he groaned, thrusting so hard. “I bet you are... I... I...” 

“Mmm, that's it,” I groaned. “Just fuck her pussy. Don't hold back. Cum in her! She wants it. She's a whore now. An Amish slut!” 

Paul groaned and slammed forward. His face contorted. I could see the pleasure surging across his face as he came. He threw his head back. I savored it. Such joy surged through me. I didn't have to feel guilty about being a futa, a cheating wife, if he fucked Eleanor with me. 

My pussy clenched at that wondrous realization. I threw back my head and flooded the slut's mouth with cum. 

I moaned with my husband, gasping as my futa-cum spurted into Eleanor's mouth. Each blast sent rippling delight through my body. More bliss washed out of my pussy, the two delights combining and mixing in my brain. 

Ecstasy raged through my thoughts. I quivered as my futa-cock unloaded more and more cum into the deflowered virgin's mouth. She whimpered about my dick, noisily swallowing all the spunk I fired into her mouth. 

“Oh, yes,” I breathed. “Oh, wow, that's wonderful. Isn't it, Paul? Isn't this wonderful?” 

“Penelope,” he groaned, staring at me in shock. “What have we done? What have you become?”

“A futa,” I breathed. “Like your sister and step-mom. I'm a dickgirl. An Amish futanari.” 

Shock flashed across his face. Than he ripped out of Eleanor's cunt and fled my sewing room, struggling to put his dick away. 

The guilt hit me. Had I just lost my husband? Divorce wasn't allowed in the Amish community, but... We could separate. The community would shun me. Oh, Lord, what had I just done? Why was I so weak?

Tears brimmed in my eyes as I drew my futa-cock out of Eleanor's mouth and cried, “Paul, no, don't go!” 

To be continued...

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

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 “Penelope's Futa Temptation”

“Mmm, yes, I can't wait to share you with my sweet Ester,” my sister-in-law, Beth, purred, her flushed face looming right before mine. Her dark-blonde hair, gathered in a braid, dangled over her shoulder and brushed our breasts which were pressed together. “We're going to fuck our sister-in-law so hard.”

It shamed me by how much that excited me. Beth was my sister-in-law. I had married her older brother Paul, a man I loved, and now... Now I had done something so sinful. If anyone else in our Amish community discovered what the three of us had done...

My mother-in-law—Beth and Paul's step-mother—hugged my naked body from behind, her large breasts pillowed into my back, her nipples hard on my skin. She only let out a purring sound, coming down from the pleasure of our illicit, homosexual sex.

Or was it homosexual sex when both Beth and my mother-in-law possessed cocks?

Their clit-dicks were in my holes, Beth's filling my sinful, naughty pussy and my mother-in-law's shaft was stuffed into my tight asshole. They had both fucked me so hard. They had both used me for their sinful lusts. They had been consumed by their deviant behavior.

This day was so insane. As my body's pleasure died, I struggled to understand what had happened. How I had gone from a pure and devoted Amish wife to a... a wanton whore for my mother-in-law and sister-in-law. An hour ago, when I walked in on them having sex in their farmhouse, it horrified me.

And aroused me.

I fled to my home, too confused to say anything to Paul about the perversity of his sister and step-mother. To tell him that they had somehow grown cocks. It was utterly impossible. Some sort of demon must have possessed them, using dark magic on them. I should pray for our souls. I should beg the Lord to forgive us. I needed to confess to my husband how I had betrayed our marriage vows.

But...

But it felt incredible.

I closed my eyes, my body trembling. Beth and my mother-in-law's cocks were still so hard in me. They felt so good in me. They had plunged into my pussy and asshole together. They shown me the deviant pleasures found out in the World. Out among the English (non-Amish people).

I should tell them to leave. I should clean myself up of their sinful seed filling both my holes, fall to my knees, and pray to the Lord for what we did. But... They felt so good in me. I shuddered more, my nipples brushing Beth's, our round breasts pressing together. Her lips nibbled on mine, so soft and warm. It was so different from kissing my husband.

She didn't have the wiry beard he'd grown since our marriage a year ago. Her lips were so gentle. It made me shudder. I couldn't stop myself from kissing her back. She purred in delight, her tongue flicking across my lips, pressing on them in that sinful manner that the English kissed.

I let her in.

“Mmm, you two are getting me excited,” my mother-in-law purred. “Two naughty daughter-sluts.”

I shuddered, hating how exciting that I found being called a daughter-slut. It was at once both degrading and exhilarating. It reminded me how much of a sinful hussy I was. A cheating wife. I had a loving husband and here I was reveling in sin on our marriage bed with his sister and step-mother.

I kissed Beth harder, my hands sliding down her back to cup her rump. I felt the firm curve of her rear, my fingers digging in it while both my holes squeezed down on their cocks, savoring them being in me, filling up my sinful body.

“Oh, yes, two sexy daughter-sluts,” moaned my mother-in-law. She nibbled on my ear, her hand stroking up and down my thighs. “You're making me ache so much. Do you feel my Mommy-cock in your asshole, daughter?”

I broke the kiss with Beth and whimpered in the most wanton of tones, “Yes, Mamm.” I shuddered, calling her the Amish word for mother. “I do. You're so hard in my butt. You want to... abuse my body again.”

“Yes,” she moaned, her hips pumping away, sliding her girl-dick in and out of my asshole, not hard and fast, but enough to make me shiver in delight.

To remind me how much of a sinful hussy I was, a slave to my body's needs.

“I'm just a married whore, Mamm.”

“A sexy married whore,” Beth moaned, her hips shifting, too, her girl-dick sliding around in my cock. “Mmm, with a pussy full of a yummy treat.” Beth licked her lips, her blue eyes glistening.

“Ooh, yes, and I know that your sister-slut here wants to do something just utterly depraved,” moaned my mother-in-law.

If you want to read more, click here for Penelope's Futa Temptation (Amish Wife's Rapture Passion 1)! 
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