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Naughty Excerpt from “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.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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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. 

“Depraved?” I asked, both my holes tightening on their girl-dicks. Their futa-cocks. How had they become futas? It must be some sort of evil spirit, a demon that had possessed them. How else had their clits turned into huge dicks. 

“Yes, depraved. It makes you so wet, doesn't it, daughter-slut?”

“Well, she's filled with my futa-cum, Mamm,” Beth purred. “Of course she's wet.” 

My mother-in-law laughed. “Oh, Beth, you are a wicked child. You have utterly corrupted us all.” 

“I have, Mamm,” Beth said, a fond tone in her voice. Her blue eyes fell on mine, the same shade as my husband's eyes. Beth had the same ears and nose, too. “Mmm, I'm going to lick your pussy clean of all my cum, sister-slut. Sounds great, doesn't it?” 

“Lord forgive me, it does,” I whimpered.

My mother-in-law pulled away from my body. I gasped as her cock slid out of my asshole, the stimulation sending velvety heat rippling through my body. Then she popped out, her cum following. They ejaculated so much more than Paul did. And he never put his cock in my butt before. Her seed leaked out of me, making my butt-crack feel so sticky and wanton.

Beth pulled out of me next, leaving my holes both feeling so empty, craving their futa-cocks in me again. How would I ever stop reveling in this sinful temptation? I swore to be a faithful and dutiful wife to Paul. I loved him. I came back from running around in the World, something all Amish youths did before we're baptized into our faith, for him. I didn't want to lose him. I stayed in our community, shunning the marvels of the English and their technology. 

And now I had found even more perverse temptation in our closed community. This shouldn't be here, but it was. 

“On your hands and knees, sister-slut,” Beth purred, the twenty-year-old on her knees, her round breasts jiggling, her cock thrusting hard before her. Even though she was two years younger than me, I felt like the little girl in the face of her confidence. “Hurry up. I want to lick that beautiful pussy.” 

“Yes... sister-slut,” I moaned, the horrible words spilling out of my lips. I was a slave to my body. Lord, help me fight this sin. Give me the strength to say no to their perverse powers. Help them have the power to fight off the demon possessing their bodies. 

But I didn't have the strength. I rolled onto my hands and knees, my sister-in-law's spunk trickling out of my pussy and matting my brown bush. My round breasts swayed beneath me. My hair, pinned up in a proper bun like a respectable wife, shifted. A strand fell free and brushed my cheek. 

Beth grabbed my butt-cheeks. I could feel her looking at my pussy. A flush of embarrassment washed through me just knowing she was staring at my sinful hole. The heat flowing out of my snatch, that itch deep inside of me, had led me to this moment of sin. 

“Yum,” Beth moaned. “Oh, sister dear, you have such a delicious looking pussy. My brother is lucky to have married you.”

“I'm sorry Paul,” I whimpered then gasped as my sister-in-law nuzzled her face into my pussy. She rustled my pubic hair and then her tongue licked across through my snatch's folds. She teased my sex, moaning as she gathered up the sinful cream leaking out of me. 

Her own futa-cum.

I let out a wanton gasp as she brushed my clitoris and caressed my folds. She fluttered her tongue through me, making me wiggle and gasp. My back arched, my breasts swaying beneath me. I whimpered, my mother-in-law moving before me, her blonde hair pinned up in a proper bun. She, too, was cheating on her husband, Paul's father. She shook her cock at me. 

“Open wide and suck my Mommy-cock clean, daughter-slut.”

“B-but that was just in my butt,” I stammered, a wave of heat washed out of my pussy that had nothing to do with Beth's tongue swirling through me. 

“I said it was depraved,” my mother-in-law groaned, guiding her cock closer to my lips.

I breathed in and smelled a sour musk around it. That cock had just been in my asshole and... Why did that naughty scent make my mouth water? Why couldn't I fight this? Lord, help me from this depravity, I prayed even as I opened my mouth, saliva dripping down my chin. Save me from this sin. Rescue me, Lord. 

My lips slid over my mother-in-law's cock. I shuddered at the sour flavor filling my mouth, mixing with the salty taste of her precum. I sucked hard on her futa-dick, my cheeks hollowing. My tongue swept around it, cleaning her dick after it had been in me. The mature, beautiful futa shuddered, her large, soft tits shaking. 

“Oh, that's it, daughter-slut. Mmm, clean off my cock like the little, wanton hussy you are.” 

“Yes,” Beth purred and then jammed her tongue so deep into my married sex. Her tongue stirred around through my pussy, gathering her own futa-seed out of my snatch.

I closed my eyes and sucked so hard on my mother-in-law's cock. I cleaned her Mommy-dick with such hunger. With such wanton, sinful passion. My hips wiggled, rubbing my pussy against my sister-in-law's mouth. Her tongue stirred me up, driving me wild.  

I moaned about the thick dick, that sour taste was so nasty and depraved. It made my pussy hotter, increased the pleasure of Beth's tongue sliding through my sinful flesh. Gentle waves of heat washed through my body. My fingers dug into the quilted comforter, drool dribbling down my chin. 

“Ooh, yes, yes, that's it,” moaned my mother-in-law. “Just cleaning off my cock. Mmm, you're making me feel so good.” 

“I bet she is, Mamm,” Beth purred, her fingers digging into my fingers. “Ooh, your cum is leaking down to her bush.” 

I gasped as my sister-in-law's tongue dragged up through my pussy lips to my taint and then she nuzzled between my butt-cheeks. I sucked harder on my mother-in-law's hard cock as my sister-in-law's tongue swirled around my sphincter. 

I gasped, my pussy clenching hard, as her tongue rimmed my asshole. Then her lips latched around my asshole and she sucked. She drew out our Mommy-slut's cum from the depths of my bowels. She let out such a nasty, purring sound. It rose out of her like she were a naughty kitten.

“Ooh, Mamm, your cum tastes so naughty flavored by her asshole. It's such a wicked delight. Mmm, it makes my futa-cock so hard.” 

I heard a rhythmic, slapping sound and realized my sister-in-law stroked her own cock, her hand smacking into her crotch. I shivered, moaning louder about my mother-in-law's cock. I sucked so hard as my asshole clenched, savoring the wicked, sinful delight of Beth's sucking mouth. 

My mother-in-law groaned, her breasts shaking above me, drawing my gaze. Her blue eyes stared down at me past those big, pillowy breasts. She licked her lips, her hips pumping her cock in and out of my mouth, fucking me like she fucked my asshole.

Saliva dribbled down my chin.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter, drinking in the stimulation from my asshole.

I gasped as Beth's tongue wiggled past my sphincter. 

Her tongue wiggled through my bowels. She fluttered it in me, stirring me up, making my pussy hotter and hotter. My wanton, sinful hole drank in the naughty sensation. I moaned, sucking hard on the sour futa-cock in my mouth.

“Oh, yes, daughter-slut, I'm going to cum so hard. Mmm, you love my Mommy-cock in your mouth. 

I squeezed my eyes shut, hating how much that I did love her Mommy-cock in my mouth. How I worshiped their futa-dicks. How I savored Beth's tongue wiggling as deep as possible into my asshole as she could reach. 

My mother-in-law moaned and gasped as she plunged her girl-dick over and over into my mouth. My eyes squeezed shut as another orgasm built and built in me. My sister-in-law nuzzled back to my pussy, her tongue licking and lapping at my hot flesh, teasing my sinful sex.

My fingers dug hard into the quilt. I shifted on the hay-stuffed mattress. My toes curled. 

Beth's tongue flicked on my clit. She drummed it. She made me shiver. My eyes squeezed shut. I gasped and as the sparks flew through my pussy. My inner depths clenched, that itch being scratched. I whimpered about my mother-in-law's cock. 

I came.

Pleasure surged through me. Pussy juices gushed out of me. My inner depths convulsed so hard. Lights danced before my eyes as the rapture rippled through my mind. I drowned in the sinful ecstasy, wiggling my hips, grinding my hot pussy on Beth's face. 

“Yes, yes, yes, bathe me in your sinful juices,” groaned my sister-in-law. “Ooh, I'm going to kiss Ester with your juices on my lips.” 

I pictured Beth kissing her eighteen-year-old step-sister. My orgasm intensified at that image. I moaned about the sour futa-cock plunging over and over into my mouth. Wave after wave of bliss buzzed through me. 

“Daughter-slut!” groaned my mother-in-law, her tits heaving before me. “Yes!”

Her salty futa-cum spurted into my mouth. Hot cum blasted into me, splashing through my mouth. I gulped down the Mommy-spunk, swallowing it with such hunger. It poured down my throat, warming down to my belly.

It made me feel like such a wanton whore for enjoying this. My husband worked out in the fields. He could find us at any moment, witnessing me being a slut for his step-mother and sister. My cheeks burned as I wiggled my hips 

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes,” Beth moaned into my pussy. She groaned, her voice thick and throaty. Then something hot splattered my calves. Her cum spurted on me. “Oh, sister-slut, this was so hot.” 

“Yes!” my futa-mother-in-law moaned. She ripped her still spurting cock out of my mouth and splashed it across my face. The last two blasts painted my features.

I gasped up at her, shivering in shock at the feel of her cum on my face. She grinned down at me, such a wicked look on her face. I wanted to melt in shame. I was utterly her whore. How could I escape this sin? 

“Oh, Mamm, that was fun,” Beth moaned. She gave my pussy another fluttering lick. “But we should go. Poor Ester must be wondering what is going on. Penelope's not going to tell anyone.” 

“Of course not,” I gasped, cum dripping down my face. “After what we just did? The sin we committed.” 

“Such sweet sin,” my futa-sister-in-law moaned.

I wiped my face off with a handkerchief. I stared at the sticky material, part of me craving to lick the pearly futa-spunk off of it. I shuddered and balled it up. The two futas, such a strange word, had let their cocks shrink back into clitorides, vanishing back into their blonde bushes. I shook my head, wondering what evil possessed them. 

It had to be evil. Our bodies weren't meant for such pleasure. We were meant to deny ourselves sin. It's why the Amish cut ourselves off from the World. From temptation. But now... now it resided in here in the guise of Beth and my mother-in-law.  

They pulled on their plain dresses, the colors muted, the skirts long, blouses buttoned up to the neckline, sleeves to the wrists. They put on their prayer caps and attached gray aprons to the skirts with straight pins. I put on my own russet-brown dress, smoothing the skirt. I still felt so soiled. 

We said our goodbyes, sharing such inappropriate kisses. The moment they were gone, I feel to my knees in my prayer. I begged to the Lord, praying with all my heart to take this temptation from me, but... My pussy itched.

I ached to be filled by futa-cocks again. 

I wanted to cheat on my husband, to continue my futa-affair with his step-mother and sister. Their farm was only a few miles away. I could walk there and... and...  

I clenched my hands together tight. I had to resist these desires. I could never give in again.

I loved Paul.

I would be faithful. 

I would honor my husband.  

I would uphold my vows. 

But my pussy itched.

My sinful hole ached.

My wanton cunt begged to be fucked by a futa-cock.

“Penelope?”

I squeaked and gasped, my head jerking up to see... “Eleanor?”

Young Eleanor, nineteen, stood before me. The green-eyed girl's heart-shaped face had a look of concern on her features. Her light, brown hair fell in two braids down around her ears and the shoulders of her muted-blue dress, a gray apron pinned to the front of her skirt. The toes of her black shoes peeked out her skirt.

What did she look like naked and...

I pushed such a sinful, shameful thought out of my mind.

“I knocked several times,” Eleanor said. “Your husband said you were home, so I came in. I didn't mean to interrupt your prayer.” 

“No, no, it's okay,” I said, my heart beating, my cheeks burning. I stood up, my bare feet rubbing on the polished hardwood flooring. Amish women went barefoot around our homes and farms. “I'm sorry, I forgot about our appointment. I'm...” 

“You do look in distress, Penelope dear,” Eleanor said. The young girl swallowed and cocked her head.

I gave her a chaste embrace and... Her body felt so nice against me, slender and girlish, with an innocent wholesomeness that a perverse part of me wanted to soil. A deep ache in the depths of my cunt want to dirty her the way I'd been. To use her like Beth and my futa-mother-in-law had used me. 

But I didn't have a girl-cock.

Her lips were soft and hot on my cheeks as she planted a kiss on both of them. I returned the greeting, wishing to kiss her hard. I pulled away from her, my cheeks burning. I shook my head as Eleanor licked her lips.

“Is there... something on your face?” she asked. “I thought I tasted something... salty.” 

My cheeks burned. “Oh, I...” I shook my head. “I am so sorry, Eleanor. I know I promised to start working on your wedding dress today, but... but... I don't think I can focus.” I was supposed to measure her. She'd have to strip down to her shift. I'd have to touch her body. “I... I need to... I'm so sorry.” 

“Oh, of course,” she said, grabbing my hands. “Is there anything you need? Do you want to pray with me?” 

I wanted to do something far, far more sinful. More pleasurable.

I shook my head. “No, no. I just...” I took a deep breath. “I'm just out of sorts today. I am so sorry for wasting your time. I will be so diligent in making your dress as recompense.” 

“It's okay, Penelope.” She gave me such a sweet smile. “We have plenty of time.” Her cheeks colored, her smile grew. “I am so looking forward to it. Amos is such a sweet boy. He'll make a fine husband. Like Paul.” Her eyes narrowed. “Paul... is a good husband?” 

“Oh, of course,” I said. “So good.” Which only made what I did increase my guilt. “Thank you for your understanding. Tomorrow, I shall feel much better.” 

I would stay away from Paul's family. I wouldn't have anything to do with those naughty futas. Free from temptation, I would stop having these depraved feelings. I would be a faithful wife. A proper woman. I would not disappoint the Lord again. 

“Tomorrow,” Eleanor nodded. A dreamy look crossed her face. “I cannot wait. I know I shouldn't be vain about this dress, but I just want it to be perfect.” 

I smiled at her. “I understand. I felt the same way when I wedded Paul.” 

Remembering that day helped drive back the lust. I focused on my love for Paul. I didn't go to our wedding day a virgin. When we went out to the world to run around, we had succumb to our base needs. We made love. Until today, I had never been with another. I didn't want to hurt him. I couldn't hurt him. 

“You will make Amos happy,” I told her, stroking her hair. “You will be just a lovely bride and he will love you so much.”

She beamed at me, her cheeks scarlet. “Thank you, Penelope. I am so eager for my wedding night.”

I kissed her forehead, knowing that ache. “Just pray to keep yourself pure until then.” Don't be a hussy like me. “You will be rewarded.” 

She nodded her head. “Well, I should be going. I have more chores to do.”

I wanted to hug her and kiss those lips. Instead, I stepped back and smoothed my skirt. She left and I took a deep breath. I had resisted temptation. I could do this. Feeling emboldened, I set about cleaning my house, catching up on the work I should have done but was consumed by sin and prayer. I bustled through the house, bare feet padding, as I dusted and cleaned. Then I started a simple dinner for Paul and me. 

I would focus on him. On our family. I rubbed my belly, hoping that this month my period didn't come and...

What if I conceived with his step-mother? A chill ran through me. I shook my head. No, no, she was a woman. She couldn't breed me. 

She couldn't have a cock, either.

An hour later, my husband walked in, a serious, young man, twenty-two like me, with his sister's blue eyes and nose. He had a close-cropped, dark-blond beard covering his face, matching the shorn-short hair on his head. He wore a work shirt and suspenders holding up his black pants. He removed his shoes, of course, and padded on sock-clad feet to me. 

“Good evening, my wife,” he said, a smile on his lips.

My heart beat just a little bit faster. I always enjoyed when he returned from a day working in the fields. “Good evening, my husband.” I sauntered to him, trying to forget about the sin I had, to ignore that burning shame creeping across my face. “How was your day?” 

“Long,” he said. “Good day of work. The Lord blessed me and kept the rain to a minimum.”

I put my arms around his neck. He pulled me close, his whiskers scratching at my face before his lips found mine and... It just felt so wrong. I missed the soft kisses of Beth and my futa-mother-in-law. Their hungry lips, so plump, their cheeks so smooth. They didn't attack me with bristles. 

I had always enjoyed kissing him bearded before.

I pulled my face back, trying not to grimace. This was my husband. I forced myself to give him another kiss, trying to awaken some of that passion I should feel for my husband. But... I felt so used and drained by the futas. 

He blinked as I broke away, a boyish smile playing on his lips. “Well, you are in a mood tonight.” 

I blushed and turned away. “Supper is almost ready.”

He nodded his head and marched to the sink. We had running water thanks to a clever water tower he built our first year of marriage. It was becoming more and more common in our community to use them. It made cooking simpler than having to go outside to the water pump. But it was still cold water. To bathe, I had to heat up kettles of water and pour it into our copper tub. He washed his hands, using a thick brush to get the worst of the dirt out, staining the water flowing down the drain.

I turned away.

“So what did my sister and mother speak to you about?” he asked. “Is there a problem?” 

“We, um, had a disagreement when I went over to help them with the canning,” I said. “They came over to apologize. Then we had some tea and... socialized.”

“It must have been some tea the way your are glowing.” He paused, giving me a broader grin. “Or is that just me?” 

“Paul,” I groaned, my face flaming. “What a thing to say, even to your wife.” 

He laughed and sat down as I brought the food in from the kitchen. I know English women didn't serve their men any longer, but I always enjoyed it. It gave me satisfaction sharing my hard work with my husband after he spent long days breaking his back in the field. He deserved his rest. I didn't find it demeaning one bit. 

And after today, I found myself even more solicitous. I wanted to attend to his every want and need. To make sure he was comfortable. I couldn't confess what I had done with his sister and step-mother, but I could at least make amends in other ways, show him my love in little ways. 

“Eleanor will be coming by tomorrow,” I said as we ate,” so I can measure her dress.”

“Didn't she stop by today? I spoke to her.”

“Oh, well, there just wasn't time. My conversation with your mother and sister ate up more time then I planned on. She's returning tomorrow.” After I calmed down. 

Paul followed me into the kitchen as I washed up, chatting with me. It was pleasant. Bit by bit, I forgot about the futas and their impossible cocks. The sun had set and the hour grew late. Paul went around the house, making sure it was secure and all the oil lamps were snuffed out and the fires banked while I combed my hair. 

Amish women never cut our hair, even once we married. Us matrons just pinned our hair up into buns while the unmarried girls braided theirs. I always found it soothing to run my comb through my long strands.  

I felt Paul's eyes on me as he leaned in the doorway of our bedroom, watching me. I could feel the charge in the air, that attraction he had for me. My body responded, that anticipatory itch building between my thighs to fulfill my wifely duties. 

I set my comb down, blew out the lamp, and spread out on my back. He came for me, kissing me, hiking up my nightgown. I pulled up the long shirt he slept in. We never made love naked. Not after that one time before we were married.

When he entered me, I couldn't help but feel disappointed. He was so small compared to his sister and step-mother. He lacked their soft bodies, their breasts. He had this itchy beard that rubbed at my face. He grunted, so deep and masculine, not those soft, feminine sighs as he rutted on me. 

“Penelope!” he groaned.

“Yes, yes, Paul,” I whimpered, trying to get into the mood, trying to enjoy his cock pumping in and out of me. Normally, I had at least a small orgasm. Today, I just had some pleasure. It felt... nice. 

Not great. Not amazing.

Nice.

He spilled his seed into me with a groan. “Penelope... My sweet Penelope.”

I held him tight, kissing him, trying to find that bliss I normally had after we made love. I felt some of it, but felt so unfulfilled. So aching for true bliss. For those mind-numbing orgasms that my futa-in-laws had given me. 

Beth and Iris... They'd ruined me.

Paul rolled off of me and in moments he was breathing in that slow rhythm of sleep. I rose to clean myself and then returned to the bed. I slipped beneath the quilt, listening to his soft breathing, normally a comfort to me. I stared up at the ceiling. Rain drummed on the roof and splashed on the window. The wind howled, a storm raging outside.

And inside.

I could feel the time ticking by. An ache grew and grew inside of me, wanting me to slip out of bed, walk through the autumn storm, and reach my futa-in-law's house. To enjoy Beth and Iris. And maybe Ester. Did she also have a futa-cock? Beth implied that she and her step-sister's were lovers. 

Sleep eluded me for a long time and then crept up on me, steeling over me without me even realizing it. The dream hugged me. I sank into it, feeling so warm in it, the sound of rain vanishing. Sunlight streamed through my bedroom window, spilling across the bed. 

Across my naked body.

I blinked, sitting up and staring at my round breasts and hard, puckered nipples. They were dusky, thrusting like round nodules from my areolas. I had a thick bush of brown between my pale thighs, hiding the sinful hole that itched. I shivered, rubbing them together. Paul wasn't with me. I was all alone in our marital bed, growing more and more aroused. My fingers itched to do naughty things to my body. 

To abuse myself.

I knew this was a dream and yet I felt so awake. It felt so surreal and— 

“Oh, my Lord!” I gasped at the shock of the naked woman standing in the doorway. She was unlike any woman I had ever seen in my life. No Amish woman, not even my futa-mother-in-law Iris, had such a wanton look about them. 

She sauntered into the room, her black hair spilling about the face with all the predatory hunger, and majestic beauty, of a cougar. She licked ruby lips, a shade too bright to be natural. She had large tits surmounted by fat, pink nipples, bigger than my own. I followed the lines of her body down to her curving hips and...

She had no pubic hair.

I could see her pussy lips and vulva, shaved and bare, glistening with her excitement. She was utterly smooth. It made my tongue flick across my mouth, a hunger welling up in me to fall to my knees and fist on her.

“You experienced a double-dose of my corruption,” the woman said, her voice flowing like smooth, sweet honey. “Didn't you?” 

My eyes widened. “Demon!”

“Succubus,” she corrected. “My name is Lilith, and your frustrated need called to me. You had a taste of my futa-corruption, and now you want more.” 

My eyes widened as the succubus, the demon, rubbed at her pussy, her fingers digging into her folds. I shuddered, squeezing my thighs so tight, my flesh growing slick with my own wanton excitement. And then her clit grew. 

I shouldn't have been surprised to learn she was a futa—she was the source of the supernatural dicks that fucked me today—but I was. I bolted up, my round breasts swaying, my loose, brown hair tumbling about my shoulders.

It was so thick and hard, so pink and throbbing. The tip flared into that mushroom-shaped crown, spongy and soft. Precum beaded, begging for me to crawl across my bed and suck on it. I whimpered, hugging myself. 

“Get out of my dreams, demon!” I hissed. “Lord, banish this wanton succubus from my soul. Drive her out, in your Name!” 

She made a tsking sound. “I'm afraid I was invited in by you.”

“Invited?” I demanded. “When did I invite you?”

“Why, when you spread your thighs for Iris and Beth. When you let them slide those wonderful clit-dicks I gave them into your married flesh. When you guzzled down their cum.” She licked her lips. “Ass to mouth... What a wicked thing to indulge in, Penelope. So wanton. What would your husband think?” 

“Exactly, husband! I am a married woman! I won't submit to this perversion. My husband sleeps beside me.” 

“And?” Lilith asked, her right hand stroking up and down her dick. Not fast, but slow, a teasing stroke, squeezing out more precum to roll down that spongy crown. “Did he give you what you needed this evening? 

“Or do you crave this?”

I shook my head. “I won't.”

“Won't?” Lilith arched a dark eyebrow, lips pursing tight in apparent amusement. “Won't what?”

“I won't suck on your girl-dick,” I said, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. It itched as my juices flowed. It demanded that I touch it. Stroke it. Play with it. 

I gripped my hands on my thighs.

“I won't crawl across my marriage bed, draw your dick into my mouth, and suck on it like a wanton whore,” I said, my eyes locked on that cock.  

She stroked herself faster.

“And I won't guzzle down your cum,” I said, sitting up more, leaning forward just ever so slightly. My breasts swayed. “I won't bob my mouth on your shaft. My tongue won't flick across that thick, pink crown and savor that salty precum.” 

Another clear bead bubbled out of the tip of her dick only to be smeared away by her stroking hand. 

I leaned forward more.

“I won't suck with all my might, so hungry to drink down your futa-seed, demon.” 

“Succubus,” she purred and stroked her cock faster.

“I won't worship your dick with my mouth,” I said, shifting closer on my hands and knees, my eyes locked on her futa-cock. 

She laughed, mocking.

“I won't make you cum with my mouth,” I moaned, my head craning. “I won't guzzle down your salty cum while fingering my hot pussy like a wanton whore. I won't let you fuck my married cunt and spurt your jizz into me.” 

Her cock looked closer and closer to me. I could just leaned down and...

When had I crawled across my bed?

“I won't let you corrupt me!” I moaned right before my lips nuzzled at the tip of her cock. 

I tasted the saltiness of her precum. I felt the heat of her throbbing tip. My lips slid around it. What was I doing? Why was I surrendering to this lust? My fingers shoved down between my thighs, caressing my pussy through my drenched bush. My mouth engulfed her dick. 

I sucked so hard on it and felt disappointed that it didn't taste sour with my asshole. I swirled my tongue around the spongy tip, gathering up the salty precum. My pussy clenched, my clit throbbing as my fingers rubbed it, massaged it. 

“Mmm, yes, I see,” Lilith moaned, her tone mocking. “You're such a pure woman you wouldn't do any of those filthy acts.” 

She stroked my hair as I bobbed my mouth, my breasts swaying beneath me. I sucked so hard on her cock, my eyes squeezed shut. I should be ashamed of this, but her dick felt so wonderful in my mouth. 

And this was only a dream.

It wasn't real.

You couldn't sin in a dream.

My fingers danced along my clit, rubbing it, stirring such pleasure through me as I sucked so hard on her cock. My cunt clenched, aching to be filled by this dick. I stared up at her pillowy breasts swaying above me, the pleasure crossing the futa-succubus's face as I worshiped her cock. 

She purred in delight, thrusting her cock in and out of my mouth. My fingers rubbed my bud, my juices flowing, spilling over them while I pleased her. I squeezed my eyes shut, caressing her with my tongue, pleasing her. 

“Oh, yes, yes, you wouldn't do any of those filthy acts,” moaned Lilith. “Just a pure, loving wife. Not my futa-whore. My wanton slut?”

Shame burned through me. I rubbed harder at my clit. I moaned about her cock, drool running down my chin. She let out a purr of delight, slamming her cock deep into my mouth. I shivered as the futa-succubus gasped.

And came.

I swallowed down her salty load. I gulped down blast after blast of her spunk. I squeezed my eyes shut and treasured every drop of her futa-cum that she fired into me. It overflowed my mouth, running down my chin as what I swallowed warmed my belly. 

My orgasm shivered through me.

My pussy convulsed, aching to be filled by her futa-cock. Pleasure rippled through my body, but it wasn't what I needed. It wasn't enough to satiate my married cunt. It needed so much more from her. I needed to be fucked so hard.

I pulled my mouth off her dick, my fingers frigging my clit. “Fuck me!” 

“Are you... inviting my cock into you wanton, married cunt, futa-whore?” 

“Yes!” I moaned, attacking my clit, my pussy convulsing, needing her girl-dick to fill me. “Fuck my wanton, married cunt!” 

I threw myself back. I wasn't strong. I couldn't withstand futa-temptation. I spread my thighs wide, my pussy lips parting. I felt so exposed as I stared at her still-hard girl-dick. The futa-succubus moved towards me, her pillowy breasts bouncing and heaving. 

And brought her futa-cock to my pussy.

With a single plunge, she buried her clit-dick into my married snatch. My orgasming pussy welcomed her into my depths with an increased strength to my spasms. Stronger waves of pleasure washed through me as her succubus-cock filled me to the brim. 

“Lilith!” I howled. “I'm your married futa-slut! Fuck me! Give me what I need!” 

“Yes!” she groaned, pounding me hard, my marriage bed creaking.

I writhed on the quilt my own mother and aunts made for me as a wedding present. I defiled it as the futa-succubus rammed her girl-dick over and over into my convulsing flesh. Every plunge sent another hot wave of rapture to drown my mind in sinful ecstasy. 

Stars danced above. My body bucked and heaved. My breasts jiggled and swayed. My thighs gripped her body as she reamed me. Such bliss shot through me. I squealed and gasped. My cunt rippled about her thrusting girl-dick. 

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” I howled. “Use my wanton cunt! Cum in me!”

“Mmm, yes!” Lilith moaned, those big, pillowy tits heaving above me as she plowed over and over into my cunt.

I seized her big boobs. I squeezed and kneaded them, feeling her pliant flesh. I rubbed my palms into her fat, hard nipples. She groaned, her neck arching. Black hair spilled about her shoulders as she reamed my spasming cunt so hard. 

The friction was incredible. The silky heat she created in me fed my orgasms. My pleasure never died as she rammed into me over and over. My eyes widened. Stars danced around the beautiful futa-succubus as she fucked me so hard.

She fed me such rapture.

My married body drank it up.

“Yes, yes, yes! Fuck me! Pound my cunt! Oh, yes! I shouldn't feel this! I should be a good, Amish wife!” 

“But you're my futa-slut!” 

“Yes!”

My pussy convulsed even harder, my orgasm lifting me to new heights of pleasure. Euphoric bliss surged through me as her cock slammed so hard and deep into my married snatch. The futa-succubus moaned, her black eyes smoldering. 

She rammed into me as I squeezed her tits. My fingers dug into her flesh as she moaned out in rapture. Hot cum spurted deep into me. I felt every drop slash into my married cunt. I gasped and moaned. 

“Such a wicked Amish wife!” Lilith howled as her spunk filled me to the brim. 

“I am!” I howled and—

Came awake.

My nightgown clung to my sweaty body. I gasped, panting, my husband sleeping oblivious beside me. I shivered, my body buzzing from my orgasms. I shuddered, my eyes fluttering. I felt so wonderfully used. So soiled by sin and... 

My pussy felt so wet. I could feel futa-seed leaking in me. It made my clitoris twitch so hard, thrusting up against my nightgown and... 

Clitoris twitched against my nightgown.

My eyes widened. I could feel my clit's engorgement. So swollen. So aching to be touched and stroked. My hands moved beneath the quilt, sliding across my nightgown to my crotch and... 

I had a clit-dick.

“I'm a futa!” I gasped, squeezing my girl-dick through my nightgown, the tip rubbing on the fabric. Tingles raced through me. 

My husband shifted beside me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

If you want to read more, click here for Iris's Futa Menage (Amish Wife's Futa Passion 3)! 
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