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Aphrodite's Futa Transformation 


Naughty Excerpt from “Aphrodite's Futa Transformation”

She pulled her mouth off my dick. Pearly cum dribbled down her chin, mixed with her saliva and my pussy juices. She gasped for breath as she leaned back. The flames burning around her body didn't flare so bright. She shivered, leaning back onto a pillows which appeared out of nothingness.

“It's time,” she moaned. “Love me, Aphrodite. Set me free.” 

“Gladly,” I moaned, falling to my knees before her. My futa-cock bounced and ached. I wanted to just ram it into her. But I wanted to play with her body first. I wanted to give her pleasure.

Love her.

I cupped her round breast, her fires caressing my wrists. I leaned down, pressing my tits into her belly so I could suck on her nipples. My nubs throbbed against her silken stomach. The flames crossing her kissed my nipples as I shuddered.

She moaned as I sucked on her nubs, switching back and forth between them as I squeezed and kneaded her tits. She whimpered, her head twisting back, her pussy humping up and pressing into my belly.

I felt her juicy passion as I loved her nipples. I shivered, my futa-dick throbbing. I sucked hard on a nipple, staring up at her. She flicked her lips, in such terrible need. She had a dripping cunt that had to be loved.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Aphrodite's Futa Transformation

“I don't think you should do this, Aphrodite,” Selene said as she led me through the forests that lay deep in Asia Minor. The trees thrust up around us, primeval and untouched. It was a place that Rhea would enjoy, one of the old titans, the gods our “generation” replaced. Humans changed, they birthed new gods, and we supplanted the old. 

We didn't like to think about those implications.

“Hecate is dangerous,” my lover continued. She ghosted through the woods ahead me in her silver hunting garb, placing each step with care like she stalked her prey.

Or was Selene afraid of the Goddess of Witchcraft hearing us.

“You said the same thing about the Moirai,” I told her. “And I returned safe and sound.”

She bit her lips. “Why did you see them? What fate do you want to change so badly that you risked seeing the Goddesses of Fate and now want to visit Hecate?” 

The fear trembled across my goddess-lovers face. She licked her lips. Her body shuddered.

I moved to her, stepping on twigs, making such a noise. My pink toga rustled about my curvy body. I swept her up into my arms and pulled her to me. I held her tight, staring into her girlish face, her silvery eyes shimmering and shining. I pressed my forehead against hers, my nose rubbing against hers.

“It's going to be fine. You'll see. This will change everything for us. What Hecate will give me, you'll love.” I shuddered, my mind drifting back to my naughty experience with the Goddesses of Fate. They had temporary shifted my fate, letting me grow a clit-dick—a futa-cock as my followers thousands of years in the future would call it. I fucked them and they fucked me. We had such a delicious experience with it. 

It was everything I wanted. Desired. I yearned to be Hermaphrodite. To have a lush and beautiful body plus a cock. Then women didn't need men at all. We could be free of them. No more serving Zeus and his perverse lusts, no more being a slave to my body's wants whenever Ares came around to cuckold my husband, no more being bound to Hephaestus and forced to perform my wifely duties for the hunchback. 

I could give this gift to my followers. Not just the temporary clit-dicks I was giving when I possessed those women who yearned to have affairs with female lovers.

I wanted to have a futa-dick so I could love Selene and take her virginity. I wanted to show Persephone that she didn't need her husband, Hades. Then I would have both my lovers with me. They could be my wives. I could be theirs. We could love each other on my island paradise of Lesbos. 

“Trust me, Selene, this will be worth it,” I told her. “For us. For the world.”

“But dealing with Hecate?” she asked. She trembled against me. “What is it that you want to change that you need her dark magic?” 

“I'm going to change the world,” I said. “It will take time. Eons. I have to suffer for a while. But I'll have you and Persephone. We'll survive through it and come out on top. You'll see.”

Her forehead furrowed. “What are you talking about?” 

“Just trust me,” I told her. “Please, I need you to lead me to Hecate. To find her lair.” I gave her a kiss on the mouth. “I love you. I need you. And you will love what I do.” I kissed her again. “I will make you explode.” 

“You already make me explode.” 

I grinned at her. “I do.” I nuzzled my nose against hers. “I love you all the time, don't I?”

“If you love me, you wouldn't make me worry,” Selene said.

“This will be fine. The Moirai told me that this was the way. They showed me a possible future they would weave for me, but I have to go to Hecate.” I smiled at her. “I can't turn away from this. So, please trust me.”

“Well...” she said.

I kissed her again, my hands sliding down her back. I thrust my tongue into her mouth. I worked my tongue into her mouth. I swirled my tongue around inside of her mouth. She whimpered against me as I squeezed and groped her ass.

I needed to relax my lust. I would make her explode. Buzzing on rapture, she would feel more comfortable with it. 

I broke the kiss and stared into her eyes. “Let me love you, Selene. Right here.” 

“Here?” she asked. 

“Here,” I said. “I'm the Goddess of Love and Beauty. So I can do it anywhere.” I pushed her back against a tree. “I'll make you float. You'll feel so good, you won't be worried about me. I don't want you to worry about me.” 

“Aphrodite...” she whimpered as I slipped down to my knees.

My hands stroked up her slender thighs to the bottom of the short hem of her leather skirt. Her skin was smooth and warm. My fingers dipped beneath her cloth. I pushed it up. She whimpered as my skirt rustling up higher and higher. Her thighs parted for me, giving me a glimpse up her skirt. 

She had a tight, hairless slit. Maidenly tight. I shuddered, breathing in her fresh scent, that aroma of virginity. A hunger shot through me. I pressed my face forward. I nuzzled my head between her thighs. I found her pussy. I licked through her folds. I fluttered my tongue up and down her vulva, caressing silky labia. 

She gasped at my touch. Her face twisted with delight. Her head leaned back. Her face scrunched up as my tongue fluttered through her folds. I loved it. My hands stroked her thighs as her fresh juices coated my tongue.

“Aphrodite...” she groaned. “I... I... How do you do this to me?” 

“Because you love me,” I groaned. “Because you're allowed to love me.” 

She craved Apollo, too, but once I had a girl-dick, she would love only me. She wouldn't need that yearning for his cock, that primal yearning most women had to be have their pussies filled by something thick and long. Even my lesbians craved it, fashioning fake cocks to please each other. 

But I would give them the real things. Girl-cocks.

Persephone and Selene would be all mine.

My tongue darted through her snatch. I caressed up to her clitoris. I brushed her clit. She gasped, her body trembling. Her clothing melted away in a burst of silver light. Her small breasts came into view. Her black hair trembled about her pale face. Shimmers of silvery stars glimmered through her silky strands like all the night sky fell down to her shoulders. 

Her hands grasped my own black hair. She gripped me as her hips swayed from side to side. She smeared her hot snatch across my lips. She ground her juicy snatch on me. Her cream flowed as my tongue fluttered across her folds.

Brushed her hymen.

My clit throbbed and ached between my thighs. I squeezed them tight together, aching for my bud to sprout. I wanted to take her virginity. I caressed her maidenhead with my tongue, stroking that thin membrane along with her delicate labia.

“Aphrodite, yes!” she groaned. “Ooh, your tongue... Why does your tongue feel so much better than my fingers?” 

“Because you love me,” I told her, staring up at her with shining desire in my eyes.

She stared into my eyes, her silvery depths shining. She tightened her grip in my hair and pulled me against her face. I shuddered in delight as she smeared her snatch on my mouth. Her juices stained my mouth, dribbled down my tongue.

I gripped her thighs and made such love to her pussy. I put my all into it as I stared up at her. My heart pounded. My pussy clenched as I fluttered my tongue through her folds. I found her clit. I sucked on it. Nibbled on it. She gasped, her face twisting in pleasure.

“Aphrodite!” she cried out to the forest, letting the world know about her love for me. “Yes, yes, right there, Aphrodite!” 

“You like me playing with your cute clit?” I asked. I nibbled on her bud. I made her gasp and shudder as I played with it. 

I sucked on it. I loved it. Her hips swirled from side to side. She whimpered my name over and over. Her pleasure built and built in her. I gave it to her. My own cunt burned for passion, but I ignored it, focusing everything on my nubile lover.

I nibbled on her clit. I sucked with all my passion on her. My cheeks hollowed. Her stomach flexed. Her back arched. She squeezed her eyes shut as she let out her whining passion. Her throaty moans echoed through the forest.

My lover came.

Her juices gushed out of her. She bathed me in her fresh, virginal passion. I gulped down all her juices. Her small tits bounced and jiggled above me. Her little nipples waved. I licked up her cream. It was such a wondrous treat to enjoy. 

“Aphrodite!” she whimpered, her head swaying from side to side. “Oh, Aphrodite.”

I stood up, my mouth coated in her juices. I kissed her hard. I thrust my tongue into her mouth. She whimpered and clutched against me. She thrust her tongue into my mouth. She melted against me. My toga vanished, letting me feel her nubile body against me. Her small tits rubbed on my large breasts. 

I could feel her heart thudding beneath her breasts, her divine passions burning through her. I filled her with so much love. I showed her how much I cared for her. She sucked on my lower lip, cleaning off her own cream and— 

She squeaked and broke the kiss, her head snapping to the right. She peered off into the woods, her body stiffening.

“What?” I asked, frowning.

“I thought I heard something...” she said. Her face furrowed.

“An animal?”

“A predator,” she said, her brow furrowed.

“Well, it's the woods, right?” I said, unconcerned about any animals being in the forest. That was where animals should be. 

“Predators don't stalk me, Aphrodite,” Selene said. “They love me.” 

“Right, right, all those strange shifters who serve you and Apollo.”

“The Pack is not strange,” she said. “They are humans who love the hunt. Who love nature. I don't criticize your lesbians.” 

I bit my lip. “I'm sorry. I'm just a little jealous. I want you all to myself.”

She arched a narrow eyebrow at me. “Along with Persephone?”

“Of course,” I said. “I love you both. I can't help that. I'm Love, Selene. And Beauty. I love you both equally. I want you both together. Don't be jealous.” 

She rolled her eyes. “Aphrodite...” She sighed. “I can't get annoyed with you. You're so... unique. Wonderful, but a hypocrite. You should understand why I love my Pack.” 

“I understand, I just want you in my bed all the time,” I said. “I burn for you.” I kissed her again.”

She whimpered against me. Then she broke the kiss. “I know you do. I burn for you, too.” She sighed. “We should find Hecate's lair. We're almost there.” 

“Yes, you are,” a growling voice said. It didn't sound human. 

I whirled around, staring in the opposite direction Selene looked to see a large mastiff, a fierce hound padding towards us. A female hound, a bitch. She licked her muzzle as she padded to us, her tail swishing from side to side.

“I didn't hear you at all,” Selene said, her brow furrowing.

“You are in my mistress's domain,” the hound said. “Come, Aphrodite, she saw your visit seven days ago in her orb.” 

“See, she saw me coming,” I told Selene, pressing away from her, my large breasts jiggling. Only my sandals, the ties wrapped up my calves, clad my body. “It'll be fine. I'm expected. She sent a guide.”

Selene nodded her head. “Be safe. I'll await you here. You better return.” Her silvery bow appeared. “Bitch, I charge you to guide her safe and return her unharmed.” 

“That is up to my mistress,” the hound said, her voice distorted by the shape of her muzzle. “But if Hecate allows her to return, I will guide her safe. I will protect and defend her, Selene.”

Selene nodded her head, her fingers toying with the string of her bow. “See that you do.” 

I smiled at her, loving her fierce passion.

The bitch turned and padded off into the woods. I followed after, frowning at the hound. How could she talk? I stared at her tail swishing back and forth. She moved with a commanding bearing, her head held high. Almost... regal. 

“You're Queen Hecuba,” I said in realization. “I heard Hecate saved you after Troy's fall.” 

The hound glanced at me, eyes boring. Then she turned and kept padding through the wood. I wondered why Hecate would do it? I knew the goddess had a fondness for dogs. She bred Cerberus, the three-headed hound who guarded the entrance to the Underworld. Canines hovered between worlds, domesticated but still full of the wild ferocity of their lupine cousins. They could be molded in so much ways, bred into different forms, their tempers shaped into different ways. Perhaps it represented the effect magic had on the world, the power of transformation. 

I craved that. I needed transformation. 

It stiffened my spine and gave me the courage to follow Queen Hecuba into the cave, a curtain of moss descending down the black cliff. It reared out of the forest, the top hidden by the trees. I pushed aside the cool strands and entered the bowels of the earth.

Why did so many goddesses choose to dwell in the uterine depths of the earth. I shuddered as we descended through the winding passages of the caves. They twisted and turned, crisscrossing in a bewildering pattern. The walls glowed with a strange blue or violet lights. Sounds echoed through the tunnel, strange, drumming beats and weird screeches.

A vapor rose, spilling down the walls and across the floor, a thick, unnatural fog. It caressed my sandaled feet with wet tendrils. I kept my back straight. I would pay Hecate's price and gain the transformation I craved. 

Hecate changed Queen Hecuba's destiny. When the Queen of Troy threw herself into the sea as her city fell to forces of Agamemnon, Hecate perverted fate. She'd rescued Hecuba from death and turned her into a hound and... 

Would the cost of my transformation into Hermaphrodite be taking on a new form? Would she make me into a bitch with a dick? Then how could I love my two goddesses? I shook my head, my hair dancing about my shoulders. No, no, she wouldn't do that to me. I was a goddess. 

So wouldn't the cost of my transformation be higher?

That thought almost gave me pause. It almost sent me scurrying back to Selene. But the memory of the future, of all those futanari who loved each other—Simone and Becky, Gwen and Charlize, Cheryl Lynn and Bessie, Melody and Simone and Becky, Sister Mariam and Sister Louise, Hikaru and Chika-chan—showed me I could pay the price. That it would be worth it.

The world itself would change. And it all started by accepting Hecate's magic. 

Queen Hecuba padded deeper. The mist grew thicker and thicker. It glowed in strange hues, fluctuating from pinks to purples to greens to yellows. Then a reddish glow appear, ruddy like the fires of my husband's forge. I shuddered at thinking of deformed and hunchbacked Hephaestus. Soon, I would be free of him. 

“You have strength, Aphrodite,” Queen Hecuba said, speaking for the first time. Her voice echoed.

“I have passion!” I said. “Nothing can stop passion. It cannot be constrained. It cannot be suppressed. No matter how hard you try, it will find ways to explode out of its confinement.” 

Queen Hecuba stopped. She stared at me, her head cocking to the side. “You are talking about passion as an aspect of love, are you not?” 

“Of course,” I said. “I am Love. 

“Interesting,” Queen Hecuba said. There was something in her tone. It was almost... hopeful. I frowned at that. What was going on here? Why did she find that interesting? 

“What will your mistress ask of me?” 

“I cannot speak for her,” she said, leading me towards that ruddy glow.

It flickered, the dance of flames. A fire burned ahead. It moved in strange ways, almost like... it wasn't stationary. It wasn't a fire burning in a hearth or brazier, but more like a torch held in hand, moving here and there.

I peered through the mouth, staring at the glowing fire. The closer we came, the more and more a shape formed. I could see tongues dancing and curling in a strange pattern, burning in lines that wrapped about something.

A figure?

Yes, yes, it had to be Hecate. She was clothed in fire somehow, it wrapped around her body like strips of ephemeral cloth, outlining her tall and slender form. I could see it wrapped around her breasts, circling her round mounds. It followed the lines of her hips and the descending V of her pubic mound towards her pussy only then to wrap about thighs, giving shape to her lush figure.

Her pale flesh resolved, black hair spilling about her naked form. She moved through a domed room, pacing two and fro, trailing tongues of flame behind her that faded into nothingness. As we approached, her head snapped to me.

Hecate's eyes were pure black, the depths of eternity.

She paused at a plinth. Her hands stroked an orb made of a deep, blue stone, the translucence of quartz. Something flickered in its depths as she caressed it. Her long fingernails, painted black, scraped along the smooth surface. 

“I saw you were coming,” Hecate purred. “That you would visit the Moirai, and that they would send you to me.”

“Wonderful,” I said. “Then you know what I want. That saves us time. I'm ready to be changed.” 

Hecate's smile held mocking amusement on it. “You think to skip my payment, let alone any negotiations on whether or not I will grant your request. Do you think because I had a prophecy of the future, you would just get what you crave? That this is a fait accompli?” 

“Isn't it?” I asked, putting confidence into my words I didn't feel. I sauntered to her flame-wrapped body, my lush, pillowy tits bobbing before me. 

She laughed, her voice reverberating through the room. She shook her head. “The way you talk, I would think you are Ares with such brash confidence.” 

I arched an eyebrow. “Do I look like Ares?”

“The feminine form of him,” she said. “Exuding sexual desire, aching to rut, guided by your nethers. Do you think beyond your pussy, Aphrodite?” 

“I am not the whore the male gods make me out to be!” I hissed, moving closer to her.

“Oh, you are,” she said. Hecate flicked her tongue across her lips. “You're just a whore for women, a slut for cunt. I mean, look at you. You're dripping for me.” 

“You are... intriguing,” I said, my eyes falling on her breasts wrapped by the fire. The flames licked at her pale flesh, not burning her, but spilling ruddy, dancing light across her form. Her nipples poked hard at me. “Don't tell me you aren't... craving companionship? All alone down here, that naughty pussy between your thighs itching for delight.” 

“Delight you'll give me?” 

“If you grant my request and transform me into what I crave, I will.”

“I've had women pleasure me before,” Hecate said. “I experienced lesbianism before you coined the word and established that little colony on Lesbos.” 

I shouldn't be surprised she knew about my sanctuary. Several goddesses did. And Ares.  

“And I've enjoyed men,” she said. “Both are... delightful.” 

I took another step towards her, standing just an arm's reach away. My hands slid across my belly, my right descending towards my hairless, wet pussy, my left rising up to my pillowy breasts. I smiled at her as I moaned, “But have you experienced both at the same time.” 

“A threesome?” Hecate arched a narrow, black eyebrow. Something mocking glinted in her dark depths. “Are you going to summon Ares and fuck me into submission.” 

“Not a threesome.” I smiled. She didn't know what I wanted. I rolled my fingers around my clit, massaging my little bud, aching for it to sprout. “A woman with a cock. Breasts, pussy, and dick. All combined in one form. 

“Change me from Aphrodite to Hermaphrodite and I will love you. I will give you such delight. I will worship you with my changed body.”

Hecate's face went still. “That is what you want. You want to change the natural order of the world.” 

“There are humans born naturally this way,” I pointed out. “They're rare.” 

“But what you want is not the same thing at all,” Hecate said. “What you want is far beyond those rare humans. You want to transform the entire world.”

“Isn't that what magic is for?” I took a step. “To change the natural laws. Don't you just desire to do that?”

She pursed her lips. She lifted her arms, the flames wrapped down them until they thrust out from her wrists and faded away into mist. “I do. I so greatly want that.”

“Then why not change me?” I took the final step. I didn't fear the flames burning on her. I grasped her hips, stroking up and down her flesh, passing through the fire. They warmed my fingers but did nothing to me. “Why not unleash that magic upon me? I will be a conduit for your magic.” 

A smile crossed Hecate's lips. “Only if you give me your love.” 

“You want my... love?” I frowned. Did Hecate want to be the Goddess of Love and Witchcraft, leaving me the Goddess of only Beauty. No more guiding mortals to find love, no more directing my servants, like Eros, to spread passion.

What would that leave. Lust? The future I witnessed was full of lust. Futanari had such passions in them. It brimmed through them. Consumed them. It was what let them spread. It was what let them triumph in that far-flung future.

“Done.”

“That easy?” Hecate asked. “You want to become Hermaphrodite that badly you don't even think about the implications? You're that callous?” 

“I can give up Love,” I said. “For this! You can have it if you make me into a futanari.”

“Futanari?” Hecate shook her head. “What language is that?”

“One that doesn't even exist yet,” I answered her, those visions of that far-flung future the Moirai showed me, revealing lands beyond my knowledge, quivered through me. “I will pay any price, Hecate.” 

The Goddess of Witchcraft seized the back of my neck, her hand blurring faster than striking viper. I gasped at the bit of her fingernails into my skin. She yanked my head towards her. My breasts swayed, bouncing into her tits as she kissed me with such passion. 

Her lips tasted bitter like wolfsbane coated them.

Her tongue thrust into my mouth. She kissed me with a greedy hunger like she was trying to devour the Love out of me. I didn't fight her. I closed my eyes, surrendering my portfolio to her. She could administer Love. Let Zeus come to her to aid his seduction of mortal girls. No more would I have to send Eros to pierce their hearts and make them swoon for the philandering King of Olympus. 

My tongue caressed hers as our bodies pressed tight. I felt the lick of her flames adorning her body. They caressed me, teased me. I groaned as the feel of them wrapped about her body. I hugged her tight, my hands sliding down to cup her rump. 

Such passion swelled in me. My pussy, already wet, ached and throbbed to show this goddess the depths of my passion. Her left hand, the one not gripping the back of my neck, traced down my spine. I whimpered into her kiss, tingles racing through my body. They shot to my puckered nipples rubbing against Hecate's hard nubs. The sensation reached my pussy, engorging my labia just a little more, making my clit throb and ache as I ground my pussy into her hairless mounds. Those chains of fire descending down and around her snatch warming my cunt. 

Her finger reached the base of my spine and entered the crack of my ass. I whimpered as she caressed my sensitive flesh. She reached my asshole, her sharp nail circling it. My sphincter puckered. My toes curled. 

I loved it.

She jammed her finger into my asshole. She plunged it in so deep as her lips hungrily devoured mine. I closed my eyes and surrendered utterly to her. I opened myself up the way I would for any lover, my fingers kneading into her rump. 

Because... I loved Hecate. My heart quickened with that same emotion I felt for Persephone and Selene. Right now, as the dark goddess in my arms drank my Love, my emotions spilled through me and poured them over her. 

She quivered.

I gasped for breath when Hecate broke our kiss. Her eyes fluttered back and forth. She licked her lips, a big smile growing on them. She let out a whimper, her hips rubbing from side to side, grinding her pubic mound against mine.

My clit drank in the delight.

“Mmm, that is so sweet, your love,” she said. “I can feel it quivering through me. It's amazing.” 

“I bet it is,” I said, frowning. I felt the same. I could still feel that desire to spread my feminine passion to everyone, to see that lovers found each other in any combination of delight they wanted. “What did you take from me?” 

“Love,” she said. “Mmm, you brim with it, Aphrodite. There's so much passion in you. It's dripping out of your pussy, isn't it?” 

“Well, yes,” I said. I nuzzled my nose against hers. “Mmm, I do love you, Hecate. Do you know that? You make me quiver and ache.” 

“I know,” she said. “And you're going to set me free, aren't you? With your passion. You're going to unchain my heart.” 

My eyes widened. “That's why you want my love? Because you've never felt it before?” 

Her dark eyes didn't change. She didn't answer. Instead, she slid down my body. She kept pumping her finger in and out of my asshole. Velvety delight rippled through my body. I groaned, a big smile crossing my lips at the feel of that naughty finger. It made me shift from side to side, my pussy dripping juices down my thighs. 

I liked this sensation. I stared down at her as she looked up at me. She licked her lips, that same hunger I'd seen in Selene's expression, or Persephone, burning across Hecate's face. That look of a woman wanting to please her lover. 

“Do you love me now, Hecate?” I asked her, my hips swaying from side to side, my bowels clenching about her probing finger. 

“I do, Aphrodite,” she moaned. “We're going to give each other both what we crave. Isn't that what lovers do? Please the one they care for?” 

I nodded my head. “The deepest form of love. Wanting them to be happy, to feel rapture, over your own pleasure.” 

“You'll give me what I crave?” Hecate asked as she nuzzled her lips into my pussy, rubbing them across my plump vulva.

“Haven't I?”

“Not yet.” She took a long, slow lick through my pussy folds that had me shivering. “But you will. You'll give me eternal ecstasy.”

“Yes!” I said, wanting that for her, my heart pounding in my chest. Three lovers. It was poetic. A powerful number. With Persephone, Selene, and Hecate at my side, the other gods would quiver.

Maybe... the future would be different. My followers could succeed in the present with their help. 

Her tongue licked again. She fluttered it through my folds. I gasped, my large tits heaving. My bowels tightened on her finger as she thrust it deep into me. Her tongue was incredible. So nimble. So knowing. I stared into her black eyes. 

They weren't empty but brimming with such hope. Such passion.

Eternity swam in them.

Her tongue savored my pussy. I could feel her eagerness as she swiped through my folds, licking and lapping at my juices. They spilled over her mouth, forming such a naughty, intimate connection to her. I swallowed, my hips swaying from side to side, grinding my hot hole on her tongue. 

Her lips nibbled on my labia. She sucked on them. I gasped, my tits heaving. I grasped her black, silky hair for support. I shifted, my head lolling backward. My own hair caressed my shoulders and back, teasing my skin while she teased my pussy. 

“Oh, Hecate, yes!” I groaned.

“Mmm, let's change you,” Hecate moaned. “You're bathing me in your essence. You're providing a connection between us.” Her tongue dug through my folds, caressing deep as she dragged it up to my clit. She swirled around it. “Here... All your desires are gathered here. They ache to reshape you. To sprout this bud.”

“Uh-huh,” I whimpered as she stimulated my engorged clit.

“We need to coax it out. Your goddess flesh resists change. The belief of mankind locks you into a mold, like it locks all of us.” 

“Yes!” I groaned as her tongue fluttered around my clit.

“While you can change your appearance to an extent, appear blonde or brunette, have the deep-ebony hue of a Nubian or the pale skin of a Hittite, you must always be the epitome of beauty, ripened to perfection, your breasts large, your hips curvy, your clit normal. Your flesh is so much harder to change than those mortals you possessed. Your desire granted them what you crave. 

“Now we just have to overcome the belief of what you should be.” She nipped my clit. 

“Work magic to grant my desire?” I groaned as her tongue swirled around my bud.

“Yes!” Hecate moaned. “The Moirai have granted you a change in fate, now we must enact it. We must violate the supernatural laws binding you. Rewrite them.” 

Her mouth sucked hard on my clit. The lines of fire binding her body flared. They burned hot and bright. I groaned, feeling them kiss at my inner thighs as her mouth worshiped my bud. Pleasure surged through me. My pussy clenched, juices flowing out of my cunt and bathing her face. 

My orgasm built and built inside of me. Her finger plunged in and out of my rectum, adding that velvety delight to all the sparks bursting from my clit. They showered across the depths of my pussy, driving me towards that glorious climax. 

I squirmed and bucked as she nursed on my clit. My bud twitched. It was like her sucks were trying to engorge it, to stretch it and turn it into that dick from my dreams. My eyes fluttered. Dizzy waves of rapture beset me. The cave spun around me as I felt her magic reaching into me. 

She jammed a second finger into my asshole. 

I gasped. My voice echoed through the cave, reverberating with my passion. My climax burst inside of me. My pussy convulsed, aching to be filled by a clit-dick. Juices flooded out, coating her face, connecting us even more.

While my asshole writhed about her thrusting fingers, I felt her mouth suck even harder. Her power surged in me, riding through the waves of my orgasm to the core of my feminine passion. She touched me, changed me. A heat blossomed there. It rippled out through my body. 

“Hecate!” I gaped, my tits heaving as the heat filled every inch of my divine body. 

The Goddess of Witchcraft sucked so hard on my clitoris. It throbbed and twitched in her mouth as the heat of her magic contracted. It flowed back through my body and concentrated at one point. It built in my bud.

I blossomed.

My eyes widened as I expanded into her mouth. I groaned as I thrust forward into her, my clit-dick swelling with every beat of my heart. Her jaws opened wider. Her lips sealed about my expanding, fleshy shaft. The tip of my burgeoning futa-cock pressed at the back of her throat. It pushed down her esophagus. 

I became Hermaphrodite.

My entire body shook and quivered. My breasts heaved as my girl-dick pushed down her gullet. She deep-throated my cock—the way I would love Ares's dick when consumed by my lust for his masculine form. She moaned about it as my cock reached its full girth. 

That massive shaft Clotho's potential gave me. It was now realized. Lachesis allotted me this girl-dick and Apropos determined its end. I didn't know what that would be, but I would enjoy every moment of it. 

“Hecate, yes, yes, yes!” I howled as I came with my new clit-dick. 

Powerful blasts of ecstasy fired from my futa-cock as my cum pumped down her throat into her stomach. My asshole convulsed harder about Hecate's fingers as the pleasure reached my mind. It sent me reeling. I swayed, clinging to my lover as my mind was beset by dual delights. 

Feminine and masculine raptures.

I came with a cock and a pussy. 

I was Hermaphrodite in truth.

My breasts heaved and swayed as I kept cumming. My futa-dick kept spurting my girl-cum down Hecate's throat. She drew her lips down my shaft, sucking the entire way. Soon, my jizz spilled into her mouth, letting her taste my passion. Her eyes squeezed shut. She moaned in delight, pumping her fingers in and out of my spasming bowels. 

Pussy juices spilled down my thighs, perfuming the air with my honey-sweet passion. My moans reverberated as I gasped out louder and louder. It was incredible. Stars danced before me, celebrating my transformation.

“Hecate, thank you!” I gasped as my cock spurted a final blast of cum into her mouth. “Oh, it's what I craved. You changed me.” 

She pulled her mouth off my dick. Pearly cum dribbled down her chin, mixed with her saliva and my pussy juices. She gasped for breath as she leaned back. The flames burning around her body didn't flare so bright. She shivered, leaning back onto a pillows which appeared out of nothingness.

“It's time,” she moaned. “Love me, Aphrodite. Set me free.” 

“Gladly,” I moaned, falling to my knees before her. My futa-cock bounced and ached. I wanted to just ram it into her. But I wanted to play with her body first. I wanted to give her pleasure.

Love her.

I cupped her round breast, her fires caressing my wrists. I leaned down, pressing my tits into her belly so I could suck on her nipples. My nubs throbbed against her silken stomach. The flames crossing her kissed my nipples as I shuddered.

She moaned as I sucked on her nubs, switching back and forth between them as I squeezed and kneaded her tits. She whimpered, her head twisting back, her pussy humping up and pressing into my belly.

I felt her juicy passion as I loved her nipples. I shivered, my futa-dick throbbing. I sucked hard on a nipple, staring up at her. She flicked her lips, in such terrible need. She had a dripping cunt that had to be loved. 

And I was still the Goddess of Love.

The Futa-Goddess of Love and Beauty.

Loving the sound of that title I pulled from the far-flung future, I worked down her body. I kissed and smooched down her breasts. I passed the line of fire wrapped about the bottom of her tit. There was something so familiar about that ropy flame.  

My futa-cock throbbed. She whimpered. Her pussy needed my love. 

I kept kissing down her body. I loved the taste of her skin. I licked and nuzzled into her bellybutton, making the goddess gasp and giggle. My nipples throbbed as they rubbed against her shaved pubic mound, feeling the wet heat of her snatch. 

“Aphrodite!” she groaned as I kept descending. “Mmm, yes, yes, yes, you're going to give me what I crave.” 

“I'm going to love you, Hecate,” I moaned as I nestled between her thighs. Her pussy spread open before me, her lips pink and delicate.

I lapped at them. I shuddered at the bitter-tart taste of her snatch. It was a strange combination, but fascinating. Her passion coated my tongue, energizing me to lick and lap through her folds. I pressed my mouth tight against her, fluttering my tongue through her snatch as I loved her.

Her thighs tightened about my face. I wrapped my arms around them, my fingers playing with her flat stomach as fluttered my tongue through her snatch. The flames burning around the edges of her vulva caressed my cheeks.  

“Yes, yes, yes!” she groaned, grinding against me. She smeared her cunt against my face while my futa-dick throbbed to know her. “Oh, Aphrodite, yes! I haven't been touched in so long!” 

I thrust my tongue into her depths. I fluttered through her. She squeezed her eyes shut, smearing her hot flesh on my face. Her juices flowed. They poured into me. I drank them, savoring the flavors, growing drunk on them as I feasted.

She whimpered. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter. My nose nuzzled against her clit, massaging it while my tongue fucked in and out of her snatch the way my new clit-dick craved to. Hecate bit her lip. Her hands squeezed her tits as she shuddered on her pillows. 

“Aphrodite!” she shrieked. I savored that sound issuing from my lover's mouth. 

The declaration of their passion consuming them. 

Hecate's pussy convulsed about my probing tongue. Her juices spilled hot about my face. I lapped them up. I reveled in them as she quivered. Her orgasm sang through her. She fluttered her eyes, her black fingernails biting into the pale flesh of her tits. 

“Aphrodite, I need you in me! Please, please! I have to feel that cock! I need it!” Her all-black eyes caught mine. “Please!” 

“Yes!” I moaned.

I rose from her cumming snatch. I could feel her aching need for it. My new futa-dick quivered. I grasped it in my hand, guiding it to her snatch as I pressed my tits into hers, our bellies rubbing tight. My cock's tip found the hot folds of her pussy's entrance. I rubbed against her flesh. She quivered. 

I thrust into her.

I whimpered as I sank into her convulsing flesh. She still spasmed from her pleasure. It rippled through her, massaging my new appendage. Her cunt sucked at me with such a desperate hunger. Her arms wrapped about me, holding me tight. Her flames flared about her, caressing my body as she stared into my eyes. 

“Free my magic!” she moaned and kissed me.

Our mouths melted together. She fluttered her tongue, tasting her bitter-tart juices. Her snatch clenched and convulsed on my dick as her hips undulated. She stirred her silky cunt around my futa-dick. Pleasure spilled up my shaft.

My hips pumped.

I groaned as I made love to the Goddess of Witchcraft. My fatter nipples caressed her nubs, sparking passion that feel on my juicy snatch, as I pumped away at her cunt. I thrust into her over and over. It was so incredible to have a cock. To be in her pussy. 

I reveled in it. Loved it. Our bodies moved together, working to make her cum. I stroked her sides, caressing those fiery bonds wrapped about her flesh. The flames caressed my skin, licking at my digits. I could almost grab them.

Their familiarity stuck me as I pumped in and out of her hot cunt. My eyes widened. I broke the kiss, staring down into my goddess-lover's eyes. I gripped the rope flames curling on her side, pulling on it as I plunged my dick into the depths of her pussy. 

“These are chains,” I groaned. “My husband forged them.” 

“Yes, yes, yes, and you're his wife. You can free me!” she moaned. “Free me from Zeus's bondage. He doesn't want my magic flowing through the world. I will power the gods. All of them. He dreads that because one could be his rival. 

“Free me with that love you gave me!”

“Yes!” I groaned and kissed her again.

I ripped at the flames wrapped about her body as I drove my futa-cock into her over and over. Her body trembled beneath me. With every rip, the flames melted away and her pussy grew hotter and hotter. She gripped me with a tighter and tighter embrace. 

The friction increased. The pleasure swelled. It was incredible. She hugged me tighter and tighter. Our bodies pressed together, almost becoming one flesh as I plunged my futa-dick in and out of her snatch. My pussy drank in the sensations: the caress of my sensitive skin against her silky flesh, my nipples rubbing on hers, my girl-cock plunging into her cunt. It all built in me.

Fueling my orgasm.

I broke the kiss and stared into her eyes as I hovered on the verge of my eruption, my dick hammering her pussy. “Hecate!”

“You're doing it!” she gasped, her pussy squeezing about my futa-cock. The pleasure was incredible. My shaft drank it in.  

My ovaries quivered, brimming with futa-cum.

“One last bond!” she cried out. “It's in me!” 

“Yes!” I moaned and then hammered forward. I gasped as my orgasm detonated in the depths of my cunt.

My ovaries convulsed. The jizz in them boiled out. I felt it shooting through my body, up my new girl-dick, and into Hecate's pussy. My cum, my very essence, spilled into her body. It swirled through her. As the rapture melted my mind, my seed reached that final chain. 

Snuffed out her final bond.

My jizz drowned Hephaestus construct. Hecate cried out. Her pussy convulsed about my dick. Her orgasm screamed through her. She held me tight, pulling me into her. She kissed me as violet energy sprang around us. It burst out of her, glowing out into the world.

Through the rapture of my orgasm burning through my mind, I heard Hecate cry out, Thank you, Aphrodite. I'm free! I'm free to be the magic found in the hearts of all. And in you! 

Her body faded beneath me. Her flesh dissolved into her magic. I gasped, hugging her, trying to hold onto her. I broke the kiss, watching the austere beauty of her face vanish into the great motes of energy. I clutched at her power, pulling it into me.

I held onto it. It filled me even as the rest surged out into the world, changing it as much as she changed me.

“Hecate!” I gasped, a sudden pain stabbing into my heart. I loved her and... I lost that love. Her price. This was it. “No, no, no!” I gasped, trembling, my eyes so wide as I cradled nothing. “Please, I...”

I blinked as I sat up, staring around at the energy fading through the walls, swelling out into the world. My heart ached, but this was what she wanted. What she needed. Only someone who could love her could have given her what she craved: freedom to be more than Zeus's slave. Now she could be in the hearts of all, Mortals and Gods. 

She was in my heart.

That scrap of Hecate's joy soothed the pain of her loss. I blinked, my tears changing from loss to joy in moments. I smiled as I held my arms to my breasts. I quivered, my new dick shrinking back into a clit, able to transform again at my whim. 

Knowledge spilled out of my heart and filled my mind. Magic. Spells. Incantations. Things that would change the world and empower my followers. As I rose, I itched to write it all down, to pen a Grimoire to educate my followers. 

Those women who would join my Sisterhood. 

“Thank you, Hecate,” I said as I rose. “I won't forget you. And neither will the world. You'll be in all of us.”

“Yes, she is,” Queen Hecuba said. “Thank you, Aphrodite. You set her free.”

“And what about you?” I asked, frowning. “You're without a mistress.” 

The Queen of Tory shook her body the way a dog would shake off water. “She's in my heart, too. Now, I made a promise to your fierce lover. Selene will skin me if I do not lead you back.” 

I nodded my had. My clit throbbed, eager to turn into a dick and love my Selene. I would take her virginity. I would make her howl. “Lead on.”

I more floated than walked after Queen Hecuba. I hardly noticed as we retraced our steps through the caves and grotto. I barely registered when we passed out of the cave through the curtain of moss and entered the forest of Anatolia. I just padded after her in my own daze, fighting against my clit sprouting into a futa-cock.

I wanted to surprise her.

“Here is where Selene was,” Queen Hecuba said.  

I blinked, looking around. I spotted the tree where I devoured my lover's pussy. “Selene? Where are you?” 

Queen Hecuba suddenly growled. Her fur bristled. She stared at another tree.

Eris, Goddess of Strife and Discord, stepped out from around the corner, a wicked smile on her black lips. She served Ares, one of his war gods like Phobos and Deimos. She stretched her lithe body beneath her leather armor.

“Ares was hurt that you missed your last few trysts,” she said. “He got a little jealous. If you won't love him, well, maybe Selene will please him.”

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Aphrodite's Futa Satisfaction! 

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 “Aphrodite's Futa Passion”

I fell to my knees before the Goddess, staring at her girl-cock. I licked my lips and then grasped her clit-dick. I felt the pulse of her life. This wasn't a dildo, even one as life-like as the one my husband created for me. This was the real thing.

A futa-cock.

I pumped my hand up and down her shaft. She whimpered in pleasure, her small breasts jiggling. I leaned my face in. I had never enjoyed sucking a god's cock, even Ares's dick when I was caught up in his masculine lust. But this dick... I could worship this dick with every ounce of my passion.

My lips nuzzled against the crown. I swirled my tongue around her cock, gathering her precum. My hand pumped up and down her shaft, squeezing out more and more of her salty precum into my mouth. My other hand slid up her thigh, caressing her smooth flesh. She let out a girlish sigh as I came closer and closer to her pussy.

I brushed the damp silk of her bush. I pressed through her curly hairs and found her hot slit.

I rubbed her pussy and sucked on her dick. It was amazing.

“Ooh, Aphrodite, yes,” Clotho moaned. “Oh, this is such a delight. I see why you want this. Why you ache for us to change your fate.”

If you want to read more, click here for Aphrodite's Futa Passion (Aphrodite's Futa Discovery 3)! 
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