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Naughty Excerpt from “Selling Futa's Passion”

“Look, she has two cocks!”

The other girls noticed my second dick, pointing and giggling, their eyes so wide. Girls surrounded us, peering at us. I shivered, my pussy clenching at the lust in their eyes. I straightened my back, my nipples pressing at my thin, white blouse.

“You always are so popular, Franny,” Jewel giggled. She took my hand, squeezing it.

“Yes, she is,” Megan said, flipping up my skirt. “Look at these, ladies. Two big, throbbing futa-dicks. I bet you are all so wet to fuck them.”

A chorus of “yes” and “igen” burst around us.

“Yes, I thought so,” Megan purred. She seized both my cocks, stroking them. It made me squirm and groan as her hands slid up and down my dicks, pleasure racing to my pussy. “You want to feel these big, thick, hard shafts reaming your slutty cunts. Just fucking you so hard.”

“I do!” a girl gasped, her dyed-blue hair gelled into small spikes across her head, giving her a wild look.

“Yes, yes, my slutty pussy!” moaned another girl.

“Fuck me, futa!” a third girl gasped, lifting up her skirt to flash a thick, black bush at me, dew glistening on her hairs. “Just right now!”

It was so wonderful feeling all the lust of these girls around me, wanting me. Desiring me. It made my head so dizzy. I shivered, Megan's fingers rubbing at the heads of my cocks, massaging them. Pleasure spilled through me.

“Just a popular slave,” Megan said, giving me a huge, wicked grin. “We'll start the bidding to fuck her cocks at 10,000 Forints. Highest two winners get to fuck her dicks right here, right now.”

“So much,” complained one girl. It sounded like a lot, but the dollar went a long way here.

“You want to fuck my slave's cocks, you have to pay,” laughed Megan. “I own these dicks. She gets to use them at my pleasure.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned, my heart racing so much. I loved Megan. I loved being owned by her, dominated by her, sold by her. She could make me do anything. There was no pain I wouldn't endure, no humiliation I wouldn't suffer for her.

Because she loved me. She owned me. It was such a wonderful thing.

“Come on, sluts,” Jewel said, “who'll pay 10,000 for the chance for these succulent cocks? It's amazing.”

“I will,” the spiky-haired girl said.

“12,000,” gasped another.

“13,000,” a third said, her hair bleached blonde.

“15,000,” spiky-haired girl said.

“16,000!” giggled a purple-haired girl.

“20,000! I want that cock,” moaned a Hungarian girl with her hair in two black braids dangling on either side of her head. She was cute.

“21,000!” spiky-haired girl moaned.

“25,000!” moaned bleached-blonde.'

I shuddered as they kept crying out numbers, so eager to fuck me. It was so hot and flattering all at the same time. These horny girls paying for the delight of fucking my cock. They were so desperate for it, their cheeks flushed, their hips wiggling.

“30,000!” twin-braids said.

Megan kept rubbing my futa-cocks crowns and flicking my piercings. She twisted the gold rings, sending hot delight racing through me. I groaned, drinking in the cheers while an orgasm swelled and swelled in me.

I fought it.

“31,000!” groaned spiky-haired.

“No,” gasped bleached-blonde, her face falling.

“33,000!” purple-haired said, her eyes so wide.

“Well?” Jewel moaned to spiky-haired. The Hungarian girl bit her lip, her eyes flicking back and forth.

“40,000!” twin-braids said.

Purple-haired wiggled her hips, staring at spiky-haired. Clearly, purple-haired was out of money. But her angelic face was so hopeful that she had it. Her hands clutched at the hem of her skirt, half-drown up creamy thighs.

“Going once!” Megan shouted, girls shouting around us.

“Go for it!” one said, pushing spiky-haired's shoulders.

“Going twice!”

My pussy clenched so hard, Mistress pulling on my cock rings.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Selling Futa's Passion

Gabi – Futa-Witch and Owner of Crystal Delight

I shuddered, the thick, masculine fingers rubbing at my pussy, sliding down to my clit. Purring moans rose from my lips as I sucked on Beáta's nipple, her nipple ring fluttering on my tongue. Milk flowed from my girlfriend's nipple, so creamy and sweet and delicious. I shuddered, humping back against Franz's touch. My master's touch. My clit tingled, spreading hot delight through my body.

“Yes,” he growled. “Mmm, that's how a clit should feel. Not polluted by Aphrodite's foul magic.”

“Yes, Master,” Beáta groaned, squirming on the bed while my fingers rubbed her pussy and clit. We were cured. We were no longer filthy futa-witches. The Bacchanal of Dionysus had fixed us and given us the God's delicious, intoxicating wine—breast milk.

I gulped down the god's wine from my girlfriend's tit, savoring her blessed milk. An hour ago, she didn't lactate. An hour ago, she was a nasty futa like me. But we were rescued, liberated, and it was all thanks to Franz.

But you loved being a futa. You loved having a girl-dick. And you were a lesbian. You never liked men touching you. So why do you like Franz?

Because he's my master, I thought at that strange, rebelling whisper in the corner of my mind. Beáta and I love him. And we love Richmal, Sarah, Anya, and Claudette.

The other four members of Franz's bacchanal writhed around us, drunk on the creamy wine. They licked each other's pussies, they suckled at each other's breasts, they came on tongues and fingers, grinding hot cunts together. Under Franz's watchful eye, we were allowed to experience sexual pleasure. A release for our filthy desires.

Women's passion aren't filthy. You don't need a man to control you.

Shut up! I hissed.

“Oh, Gabi, yes,” Beáta moaned, her hands stroking through my dyed cherry-red hair. “Oh, yes, drink all my milk and finger my clit.”

“Yes,” Franz groaned. “Help me despoil the Grimoire and destroy Aphrodite and her foul Sisterhood!”

I squealed in delight, my pussy clenching as his rough finger rubbed on my clit. I wiggled my hips, my juices pouring down my thighs. I was so wet and ready to be penetrated by his cock, to feel a man in me for the first time.

My Master's dick!

My fingers rubbed harder and harder on Beáta's clit. She humped against me, moaning and squirming. Her creamy milk filled my mouth. I loved it. I would do anything for the milk. And only Franz could give me permission to drink it.

So I would do anything for him.

“Fuck her, Master!” moaned Beáta. “Fuck my Gabi's cunt! She's so ready for it.”

I gasped around my lover's nipple as Franz's fingers penetrated into my pussy. I shuddered, clamping down on his digits. My eyes rolled back into my head. It was so hot, so naughty. I wiggled my hips, humping back into his fingers, aching for his cock to fill me.

“Yes, she is wet and ready,” groaned Franz, his German accent thick in my native Hungarian. “Just eager to be fucked.”

“So eager,” I moaned between suckles.

Milk squirted into my mouth, splashing on my tonsils. I shuddered, wiggling my hips as he pulled out his fingers. And then his cock rubbed on my pussy. A man's cock. I had never been with a guy. I knew I was a lesbian all my life.

But I was so wrong. This was what a woman should crave.

No! It's the milk. It's inflamed your lusts! You're a futa!

My head snapped back as Master's cock entered my pussy. I shuddered, my naughty cunt clenching down on his shaft. I let out mewling whimpers of pleasure. It wasn't as big as I thought it'd be. But it was still his cock. And it still gave me pleasure.

Beáta's cock was so much larger. And Emese's cock. Futa-dicks are better than a guy's dick. You can hardly feel his.

Shut up! I howled at that stupid voice. I love his cock. It's my Master's cock!

His balls smacked into my clit, sending shivers through me while his crotch slapped into my ass. He fucked me hard, the force pressing me against my girlfriend's round breast. She shuddered, her pussy so wet on my fingers. Her head tossed, black hair spilling about her shoulders.

“Oh, yes, fuck her, Master! Fuck the little slut! My Gabi loves your cock. She's moaning about my nipple and playing with my piercing!” Beáta shivered. “And rubbing my cunt so hard!”

“I can feel how hot she is for my dick,” groaned Franz. “Just eager for it. Drink in all the lust, Gabi. Let it fill you.”

I could feel it. The bacchanal built energy around me. It flowed into my dirty womb clenching on Master's wonderful cock. I shuddered, humping back into him, pleasure swelling and swelling inside of me. I rubbed so hard on Beáta's clit.

Then jammed three fingers into her depths.

She gasped, shuddering, her hot snatch clenching on my fingers. Her silky flesh rippled about my plunging fingers. It was so exciting. My own pussy tingled as Master's dick fucked me. I loved it. This was so wicked.

He thrust harder and harder, gripping my hips with his strong hands. He plowed me. I was his woman. It felt so right with the milk squirting into my mouth, warming my belly. I felt so loved, so dominated, so owned.

I was the bacchanal's. Dionysus's. Franz's.

“Yes, yes, yes, cum in her, Master!” howled Beáta. Her body shuddered. “Cum in my slutty Gabi!”

My lover's pussy spasmed about my fingers as her orgasm burned through her. She gripped my hair, holding my to her tit as silky delight writhed about my plunging fingers. Her juices spurted around my hand, bathing it in hot passion.

I smelled her spicy musk. I loved it.

“Gabi!”

“Yes,” Franz groaned, slamming his cock into me.

A few spurts of cum flooded my pussy. It felt so...disappointing. It wasn't the giant flood of a disgusting futa's cock, Beáta's cock. No, this was a man's eruption. The proper one. I loved it. I had to love it. I shuddered, my pussy clamping down hard.

And then came. My cunt spasmed about his dick, writhing and making him grunt. I moaned about Beáta's lips, all the lust of the bacchanal focusing on my filthy cunt. On the cum in there. I shuddered, wiggling my hips, the bed creaking.

“Now pollute it!” groaned Franz, directing the energies surging in me. “Taint Aphrodite's Grimoire! Turn it into the Bacchanal's instrument!”

My lips popped off Beáta's nipple. “Befoul Aphrodite's creation, Dionysus!”

Franz ripped his cock out of my still convulsing pussy. I straightened, letting gravity assist. The leather-bound codex, the ancient book's cover embossed with Aphrodite's busty figure, lay on the bed between my thighs.

Franz's cum dribbled out of me.

No! that stupid part of my mind screamed. Stop this! You'll ruin it all! Being a futa is wondrous.

White globs, mixed with my pussy juices, splattered the cover. Pink energy met red, swirling and spiraling around each as the lust of the Bacchanal attacked the Goddess of Love and Beauty's creation. I groaned, forcing out more and more jizz.

“Yes!” the woman of the bacchanal all moaned. “Yes, yes, yes!”

“We're doing it, Gabi!” Beáta moaned, hugging me, my finger still buried in her hot cunt. Our naked breasts rubbed together.

She kissed me as Dionysus's magic conquered Aphrodite's foul futa-witchcraft.

What have I done! sobbed that stupid voice. Aphrodite, I'm so sorry!

Tears fell down my cheeks.

Beáta broke our kiss. “Why are you crying?”

“I don't know,” I answered her. This was wondrous. Amazing. All those poor futas would be cured, all those gender-swapped women restored. Men would be in charge. The way it was supposed to be.

But the tears kept falling down my cheeks.

*   *   *

Franz Merkel – High Priest of Dionysus

I lifted the book, feeling the taint utterly removed, and opened it. I stared at the Koine Greek, a dialect not spoken in two thousand years. The spells were twisted, tainted. Especially the first one. The one to summon Aphrodite and become a futa.

Now...now it would do the reverse.

Dawn peeked through the bedroom window. Tonight, The Bent Gender would take the stage. They would be building the lust of thousands of girls and futas. There would be an orgy of passion, the very tool that Dionysus used for his magic.

And with that energy, I would harness it with this book and cleanse Aphrodite. I would restore Selene and Apollo. Hera, Hestia, and Athena would be liberated from the spell of lust Aphrodite had bound them in. Everything would finally return to normal. Aphrodite would return to her proper place as Hephaestus's wife. Athena would again train girls to be model women for the Bacchanal, and Hera would return to Zeus and beg his forgiveness for her adultery.

And I would be rewarded above all others.

I pulled out my phone and called Gunnar Sigurdsson. “I have the book,” I said when he picked up, “corrupted by a restored futa and my seed. We are ready for tonight.”

“Good,” Gunnar said. I knew he would try to fuck me over somehow. But I'd be ready.

*   *   *

Franny – Megan's Futa Sex Slave

Despite how long today was, checking out of our hotel in Prague after partying all night with The Bent Gender, traveling from Prague on the first flight out, and checking into another hotel so we could get a few hours asleep, I was giddy with energy. We were at the second concert of The Bent Gender's wild Cherry Poppin' European tour.

Tonight they were rocking out in Budapest.

We were in line before the Ferenc Puskás Stadium, surrounded by cheering girls, all eager to see The Bent Gender in concert. There were so many Hungarian beauties around me. I licked my lips, loving their dark hair and passionate faces, many wearing short skirts and low-cut tops, forgoing bras. I knew they were eager to flash their tits at the futa-rock-band.

I liked doing that too.

“Dicks out, sluts,” Megan, my dominating mistress, ordered. She was a vivacious futa, her blonde hair streaked with red-highlights, her body tight and youthful. Like Jewel and I, she was a senior in college. “Let's have fun.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Jewel and I said.

I glanced at my sister-slut and smiled. Megan held our leashes—thin, gold chains—in her hands, tugging on them as she walked ahead of us from the taxi. The leashes didn't connect to collars on our throats but to our clit piercings. Jewel only had one, but I had two clits, both pierced. They were nestled side-by-side and tingled as I followed after my mistress.

Both of our tartan, flirty schoolgirl-skirts tented as our dicks sprouted. Jewel, her black hair in a French braid, looked so innocent despite her slutty parody of a Catholic schoolgirl uniform. And when her dick sprouted, the pink tip peeking out the hem of her skirt, her gold piercing flashing as Megan jerked on her leash, it transformed her into something so wanton, so naughty.

Oh, she made my dicks throb.

Yep, dicks. I had two. I cast a spell and took another futa's cock. It was to stop the followers of Dionysus.

I groaned as my two dicks sprouted, thrusting outward from each other, making a V of futa-cocks. My sensitive tips rubbed on the fabric of my uniform, lifting up the hem until they peeked out, so cute. I groaned as Megan jerked on my leash, stretching out both my cock piercings, making my futa-shafts throb.

Which made my pussy so juicy and my pierced nipples ache so badly.

I groaned as I hurried after on my stiletto heels. Mistress strutted before us, her own dick out, lifting the front of her tartan skirt. She had a racy black and red skirt. Mine was pink and purple, matching Jewel's.

A girl turned and gasped something in Hungarian. All I understood was “futa.” She pointed at us and the other girls in line around her also gasped, their eyes bulging. Then such lust settled into their dark eyes, their hips wiggling while they preened. Some of the girls looked like normal young women out on a night, others had goth or punk looks, faces pierced, hair styled in spikes or shaved on the sides and dyed a rainbow of colors. The goth girls had black lipstick and pale faces, their outfits so darkly erotic, showing off milky breasts and thighs, fishnet or spiderweb stockings cladding yummy legs.

“Futa!”

“Look at those futas!”

“Are they your slaves, Ms. Futa?”

“Yes, they are,” Megan said, reaching the crowd.

“America must be wondrous place!”

“Futas are so awesome.”

“I was a futa for a few hours,” one girls said. “I bought an amulet from the futa-witches at Crystal Delight. Made me futa.”

I blinked. Amulet? “There are futas here in Budapest?”

The girl nodded. “Gave me very big cock!” She held out her hands out before her skirt. “Out to here. I fuck friend, and she squealed so hard. It was worth the cost.”

“That's so interesting,” I said to Mistress. “We have to go there tomorrow.”

“We have to?” Megan asked, arching an eyebrow at me, her face icy.

I shivered, lowering my eyes. “I am so sorry, Mistress. I was just excited.”

She grabbed the tip of my right cock, squeezing hard, her fingernails biting into the sensitive crown. I winced as she said, “You do not tell me what I have to do, slave.”

“Yes, Mistress. I'm so sorry, Mistress.”

“Good,” she said. “I'll forgive you. I know how excited magic gets you.”

“I like your style, Ms. Futa,” laughed a girl.

“Look, she has two cocks!”

The other girls noticed my second dick, pointing and giggling, their eyes so wide. Girls surrounded us, peering at us. I shivered, my pussy clenching at the lust in their eyes. I straightened my back, my nipples pressing at my thin, white blouse.

“You always are so popular, Franny,” Jewel giggled. She took my hand, squeezing it.

“Yes, she is,” Megan said, flipping up my skirt. “Look at these, ladies. Two big, throbbing futa-dicks. I bet you are all so wet to fuck them.”

A chorus of “yes” and “igen” burst around us.

“Yes, I thought so,” Megan purred. She seized both my cocks, stroking them. It made me squirm and groan as her hands slid up and down my dicks, pleasure racing to my pussy. “You want to feel these big, thick, hard shafts reaming your slutty cunts. Just fucking you so hard.”

“I do!” a girl gasped, her dyed-blue hair gelled into small spikes across her head, giving her a wild look.

“Yes, yes, my slutty pussy!” moaned another girl.

“Fuck me, futa!” a third girl gasped, lifting up her skirt to flash a thick, black bush at me, dew glistening on her hairs. “Just right now!”

It was so wonderful feeling all the lust of these girls around me, wanting me. Desiring me. It made my head so dizzy. I shivered, Megan's fingers rubbing at the heads of my cocks, massaging them. Pleasure spilled through me.

“Just a popular slave,” Megan said, giving me a huge, wicked grin. “We'll start the bidding to fuck her cocks at 10,000 Forints. Highest two winners get to fuck her dicks right here, right now.”

“So much,” complained one girl. It sounded like a lot, but the dollar went a long way here.

“You want to fuck my slave's cocks, you have to pay,” laughed Megan. “I own these dicks. She gets to use them at my pleasure.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned, my heart racing so much. I loved Megan. I loved being owned by her, dominated by her, sold by her. She could make me do anything. There was no pain I wouldn't endure, no humiliation I wouldn't suffer for her.

Because she loved me. She owned me. It was such a wonderful thing.

“Come on, sluts,” Jewel said, “who'll pay 10,000 for the chance for these succulent cocks? It's amazing.”

“I will,” the spiky-haired girl said.

“12,000,” gasped another.

“13,000,” a third said, her hair bleached blonde.

“15,000,” spiky-haired girl said.

“16,000!” giggled a purple-haired girl.

“20,000! I want that cock,” moaned a Hungarian girl with her hair in two black braids dangling on either side of her head. She was cute.

“21,000!” spiky-haired girl moaned.

“25,000!” moaned bleached-blonde.'

I shuddered as they kept crying out numbers, so eager to fuck me. It was so hot and flattering all at the same time. These horny girls paying for the delight of fucking my cock. They were so desperate for it, their cheeks flushed, their hips wiggling.

“30,000!” twin-braids said.

Megan kept rubbing my futa-cocks crowns and flicking my piercings. She twisted the gold rings, sending hot delight racing through me. I groaned, drinking in the cheers while an orgasm swelled and swelled in me.

I fought it.

“31,000!” groaned spiky-haired.

“No,” gasped bleached-blonde, her face falling.

“33,000!” purple-haired said, her eyes so wide.

“Well?” Jewel moaned to spiky-haired. The Hungarian girl bit her lip, her eyes flicking back and forth.

“40,000!” twin-braids said.

Purple-haired wiggled her hips, staring at spiky-haired. Clearly, purple-haired was out of money. But her angelic face was so hopeful that she had it. Her hands clutched at the hem of her skirt, half-drown up creamy thighs.

“Going once!” Megan shouted, girls shouting around us.

“Go for it!” one said, pushing spiky-haired's shoulders.

“Going twice!”

My pussy clenched so hard, Mistress pulling on my cock rings.

Spiky-haired licked her lips.

Purple-haired shivered.

Twin-haired just beamed, knowing she was in.

“Goooooooiiiiiiiinnnnnggggg,” Mistress said, stretching it out.

“50,000!” spiky-haired blurted out, then a huge shiver went through her body.

Purple-haired shouted something that sounded positively vile in Hungarian, her face falling.

It was clear, spiky-haired and twin-braids had one, both looking so joyful. Twin-braids bounced up and down, her skirt flaring, almost flashing her crotch and panties. I groaned, my pussy on fire. My dicks burning as the two girls fished out their Forints.

My Mistress only grinned, collecting the colorful bills and pocketing them. “What are your names, sluts?”

“Brigitta,” spiky-haired said, her nose piercing flashing. She had a spiked choker about her neck, adding to her menacing, punk look which was ruined by the eager excitement on her face. Then she turned around, flipped up her skirt, and yanked aside the thin, black thong she wore. She had a shaved pussy, her lips dripping with excitement.

“Terézia!” twin-braids giggled. She spun around, her braids flying, and bent over. She pressed her hips right against Brigitta as she did. Her skirt came up and then she yanked down the lacy, lilac panties she wore revealing thick labia, looking like butterfly wings, and each pierced with three small, golden rings.

“Love the jewelry,” Megan purred, tugging on one and making Terézia gasp.

“Thank you, Ms. Futa,” she moaned, juices running down her thighs.

Mistress smacked my ass through my skirt. “Satisfy my customers, slave. And you better not cum before them. They earned their screaming pleasure.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned, grasping my dicks and moving into position.

The two girls wiggled their asses, pressed side to side. Terézia had the curvier rump, just a gorgeous bubble-butt. But Brigitta's firm, round rear was cute, too. I brought my two dicks to their pussies, glad my cocks angled away from each other. I groaned, rubbing on two different pussies, Terézia's thick lips and piercings engulfing the tip of my cock.

“Fuck us!” Birgitta moaned, pushing back her hips. “I paid for this cock! Give it to me!”

“Yes!” I moaned and thrust.

There was something so satisfying about burying into two pussies at the same time. I was the only person who had ever lived who had experienced this. Two separate and different cunts engulfed my dicks. I groaned, sliding into them, my piercings rubbing on their silky walls, the friction so exquisite. They both were silk, but Terézia was hotter and Brigitta tighter.

They both were wonderful.

The two sluts both moaned, Brigitta's pussy clenching down like a vice on my cock. I shuddered, bottoming out in them, almost all of my dicks in their cunts. I paused, savoring this moment, enjoying their flesh on my dicks, my body drinking in the dual delights.

And then it became a triple delight.

“Mistress!” I gasped as Megan rammed her pierced futa-dick into my pussy. The cock ring rubbed hard on my silky walls as she plunged into me, her crotch smacking into my skirt-clad ass.

“Now get your dick in my cunt, Jewel,” Megan hissed, “and let's fuck!”

“This is so wild!” shouted one of the watching Hungarian girls.

“Yes!”

“Futa fuck train!” one laughed, holding her camera in one hand, the other fingering her pussy.

They were all fingering their pussies. A huge knot of masturbating girls were around us, moaning, filling the Budapest night air with the scent of hot cunt. I shuddered, my pussy clenching down on Megan's dick while I pumped my cocks in and out of Terézia's and Brigitta's cunts.

The two sluts moaned, bucking back into my thrusts, their hips pumping. Terézia's two braids swung about her head as she groaned out her pleasure, her silky pussy engulfing my dick over and over, boiling it with her heat. Brigitta's back arched, her pussy clenching down over and over while she wiggled her hips.

“Yes, yes, yes! This is amazing! So worth the money!” gasped Brigitta. “Oh, fuck me, futa-slave! Fuck me with that big dick! I paid for dick!”

“Yes!” I groaned, my pussy clenching down on Mistress's plunging cock.

“So good!” Terézia moaned. Then she panted something in Hungarian, rocking back hard into my thrusts.

I wanted to cum so badly. First, Mistress had teased me during the auction, getting me primed for my orgasm before I even slid into their hot cunts. Then she fucked me, adding a third sensation. I grit my teeth, fighting against my pleasure as she pounded me hard from behind, Jewel then fucking into her cunt.

Everyone watched. Everyone masturbated. Everywhere I looked, there were girls fingering shaved cunts and bushy twats. They groped naked tits or kissed each other. One girl was on her knees licking another slut's snatch, tonguing her hard.

Moans and gasps and groans filled the air.

And I couldn't cum. Not yet.

“That's it,” Megan hissed, thrusting so hard into me, driving my hips to plow into the two sluts' cunts. “Pound them! They paid to be serviced! So make them cum!”

“Yes, yes, yes, Mistress,” I moaned, my hips pumping away, my pussy on fire.

My orgasm swelled and swelled through me. I gripped Brigitta's and Terézia's hips, holding onto both bucking Hungarian sluts as I fought my pleasure. I wanted to cum so badly. Both my dicks ached in their delicious pussies. Their tight, silky depths sucked at my cock, begging for my cum.

It would be so easy to just unload.

But I wouldn't. I'd obey.

My back arched as I groaned, fighting off an orgasm. My pussy wanted to spasm. My futa-dicks begged to unload. I clenched down so hard on Megan's dick. My Mistress groaned, savoring the delight of my cunt and Jewel's thrusting girl-dick.

“Fuck!” Megan cursed.

Her cum fired into my pussy. I gasped, her hot jizz flooding into my cunt. Milky delight shuddered into me. My eyes rolled back into my head. I groaned, wiggling my hips. My pussy wanted to milk her cock in orgasmic delight as her spunk filled me.

And she kept thrusting. She groaned and gasped, plowing into my pussy while firing load after load of jizz into my snatch. Her plunging futa-dick forced out her juicy cum. I felt it running thick down my thighs, such a teasing delight as I fucked the two sluts.

“Can I cum, Mistress?” Jewel asked. “Your pussy is going wild on my dick!”

“Yes, you can, slave!” Megan said, her hands shooting around to squeeze my tits. “Cum in me!”

“Thank you, Mistress!”

I was so envious of Jewel, listening to her squeal while she unloaded cum into my Mistress's pussy. My hands clenched so hard on the two sluts' hips. I thrust harder, frustrated that I couldn't cum. I reamed those silky cunts, plunging my futa-dicks in and out of their molten depths.

Terézia came first.

She cried out in rapid Hungarian as her pussy spasmed about my plunging cock. The pleasure swelled in me. It was so intense. I wanted to cum so badly. I wanted to just flood her depths, to spurt blast after blast of futa-jizz into her.

“Fuck!” Brigitta moaned, her pussy writhing now, joining Terézia in paradise.

“Mistress!” I groaned, driving forward into two spasming pussies.

“Not yet!” Megan hissed, squeezing my tits. “You haven't fucked their assholes yet! They deserve a full treatment!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Brigitta just howled. I had no idea if she heard my mistress or was just enjoying her orgasm. “So good! So shitting good!”

I groaned as I ripped my cocks out of the two sluts amazing, writhing pussies. I wanted to cum. I was so close. My pussy clenched down so hard on Mistress's dick as I brought my shafts to the two Hungarian sluts' assholes.

I rubbed on their sphincters, my dicks coated in pussy juices.

“What?” Terézia gasped, throwing a look over her shoulder. “You're not!”

“She is!” Brigitta groaned as I thrust.

Ecstasy engulfed my cock. Amazing, tight, hot, velvety bowels. I sank both my girl-dicks into their assholes. I savored friction burning around my shafts as I plunged deeper and deeper, lubed by my precum and their pussy juices.

Terézia's back arched. Her ass clamped down as she moaned out wanton pleasure. Brigitta wiggled her hips, stirring my cock through her bowels, her head whipping around. She ran her hands through her spiked hair, the stiff cones springing back into shape in the wake of her caress.

Then Megan pulled her cock out of my juicy pussy and rammed it without mercy into my bowels.

It was the sweetest torture. Fucking two assholes while my bowels were reamed by my Mistress's big, thick, pierced futa-dick. Cum poured down my thighs, flooding out of my now empty pussy as I groaned out my pleasure.

“Yes, yes, yes,” laughed Megan, enjoying my frustrated passion, her hands squeezing my tits so hard. “Oh, Jewel, yes, bugger me. Mmm, such a good slut.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” Jewel gasped, her thrusts driving Mistress's cock deep into my bowels.

I lost any words, only moans escaping my lips. Too much sensations were rushing through my body. I reamed the two Hungarian sluts' tight asses. My cock plunged over and over into their depths. I shuddered, my eyes bulging from the rapture shooting through them. I couldn't believe how amazing this was. How spectacular. It had me shuddering. It had me writhing.

It had me screaming my pretty, little head off.

Megan plowed so hard into me as I fought my orgasms. I warred with the swelling pressure, my cocks massaged by velvety bowels, my asshole reamed by huge cock. I thrashed between them, stars dancing before my eyes as delight rippled through my body. Euphoria drowned my thoughts.

And ecstasy begged for my surrender.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck our asses!” groaned Brigitta. “This is so hot!”

Terézia gasped something in Hungarian.

“Yes, yes, yes, they're cocks are so huge! They make us both cum!” Brigitta agreed.

“Cum!” Terézia moaned. “Cum again! Yes!”

“Yes, cum on my slave's big cocks!” moaned Megan, her fingers twisting my nipple piercings through my thin blouse.

Adding one more ounce of rapture I had to fight off.

Tears fell down my cheeks as the frustrated passion tried to break out of my control. The pleasure was so intense. It was so amazing. My head tossed back and forth, catching glimpses of the girls around us masturbating and fucking each other, lost to the lusts as they stood before the Ferenc Puskás Stadium.

Mistress's cock ring rasped against my sensitive bowels, shooting more and more rapture to the tsunami contained in my pussy. I fought against it, beating it down as I screamed out my pleasure. It was too much. I needed my release.

Terézia howled in Hungarian, her bowels spasming about my dick.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Brigitta cried a moment later, her asshole convulsing about my dick.

“They're cumming, Mistress!” I moaned, plunging into hot, writhing bowels. Their flesh milked my cock, hungry for my futa-cum. “May I?”

“Not yet,” Megan moaned, thrusting so hard into my bowels. “I'm almost there!”

“Flood her ass, Mistress,” groaned Jewel, plowing into Megan from behind, propelling my Mistress's cock so deep into my asshole.

I fought off for as long as I could. I held back against the writhing, rippling bowels sucking at both my dicks. The two Hungarian sluts screamed out their pleasure, bucking on my futa-cocks. They were lost to the rapture.

I wanted to be lost to the rapture.

Megan buried into me.

Her cum flooded my ass.

It seared in me. So hot. Molten passion. I drank it in. My body tensed, my bowels clenching on her dick as she spasmed behind me. Girls moaned around us, watching, eager to see me finally erupt, crying out in broken English and Hungarian.

“Cum!” howled Megan.

I surrendered to the Tsunami.

The ecstasy swept through me. It washed away all thought as it crashed into my mind. My cum erupted from both my futa-dicks. Every pulse swelled the height of the tsunami inundating my thoughts with euphoric rapture.

I pumped so much jizz into the sluts' assholes.

“So hot!” Terézia howled.

“Love it!” moaned Brigitta.

I screamed out in rapture, quaking and quivering. My Mistress held me as my knees wobbled. Rapture filled my entire body. The tsunami flooded every inch of my nervous system with ecstasy. Darkness washed about my eyes. I drowned in pleasure.

I loved being a futa!

“Aphrodite!” I cried out to the night.

The sluts stumbled off my cock. My dicks plopped out with wet, naughty sounds. Girls swarmed the two sluts, swiping up my cum dribbling out of the cracks of their asses and bringing the treat to their greedy lips.

Megan held me, nuzzling at my neck and throat. She licked up to my ear, nibbling on it as I rode the tsunami back down to reality. I panted and shuddered, my entire body flushed and sweaty and sticky. Cum dripped down my thighs.

I loved it.

“You ready to rock?” she asked me.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good,” she purred. “Because the doors are opening.”

*   *   *

Sigrid – Lead Singer of The Bent Gender

“THE BENT GENDER! THE BENT GENDER! THE BENT GENDER!”

I shuddered, my futa-girlfriend's mouth sliding up and down my girl-cock, giving me a good luck hummer before the concert. The roar of the waiting crowd shook us even back stage. They were pumped for us.

“I bet Megan was naughty with her slaves again,” laughed Lily, the lead guitarist. She came up beside me, her raven-black hair contrasting with her pale cheeks.

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, driving my cock into my pink-haired girlfriend's mouth. “The fans are excited. This is going to be an even bigger concert than Prague!”

“Oh, yes,” Lily grinned, her eyes flicking to Zuki and Kornélie sucking each other's futa-cocks on a couch. Last night, the two Czech girls had been virgins. We popped their cherries on stage and then made all four futas after the concert.

Those two had been going at it nonstop.

“Four more virgins to pop,” I groaned, my eyes flicking over to the four Hungarian cherries under the watchful eyes of several gender-swapped roadies, protecting their chastities from any lecherous futas and their hard cocks.

“Yes!” Star moaned. She smacked my ass. “Flood your girlfriend's mouth and let's go out there and give our fans a concert they will not forget!”

“Yes,” I groaned, my pussy clenching. My cock ached and throbbed in Raven's hungry mouth.

I held on to my girlfriend's pink hair as I fucked her mouth. Her eyes stared up at me with such love. My pussy clenched, my small breasts jiggling in my leather bikini top studded with silver spikes. I shuddered, the pressure building and building.

And then I erupted. My cum fired into Raven's mouth.

Her eyes squeezed shut as she gulped down my cum. She let out such purring moans as blast after blast of my jizz shuddered through me. Juices flooded down my thighs. Such exhilaration shot through me.

“Aphrodite, yes!” I moaned to the Goddess that made this all possible.

“Praise her name,” January, our drummer, said. “Now let's go rock Budapest's tits!”

I grinned at her as Raven slid her mouth off my dick. Her cheeks bulged with my last load of cum. She rose with grace and planted her hot lips on mine. I shuddered, her tongue shoveling my own salty jizz into my mouth. I loved it, kissing her back, snowballing my cum back and forth, the pearly delight running down my chin.

Raven broke the kiss, rubbing her forehead. “Good luck. Thrash the hell outta those virgins!”

“I'll make them squeal,” I grinned at Raven. And then gave her another kiss. I think I might marry her. The idea shocked me. But there was something special about her.

“Good,” she said and broke away.

I savored her slap on the ass as we headed out on stage. I grabbed my guitar, sliding it over my shoulder. I wiggled my shoulders as the curtains came up, the lights were still down. I could see the crowd cheering, cameras flashing.

And we strummed into our opening song, “Snowballin'.”

“Cum salty on your lips,” I sang, tasting my own jizz, “so delicious, just begging to be licked. That yummy futa-jizz! It's time for... SNOWBALLIN'!'

Lily thrashed, Starr played the hell out of her bass, and January's drums exploded!

*   *   *

Franz Merkel – High Priest of Dionysus

The Bent Gender's foul music bled out of the Ferenc Puskás Stadium as we moved along the back of it. I strode forward in my suit, the corrupted grimoire in my hand, my harem around me. Other priests of Dionysus and their bacchanals moved forward, their women naked, milk beading down their breasts.

The security, all of whom were outside since the building consecrated to keep men out, approached. They were Hungarian police. They arched eyebrows at the naked women, moving out towards us, grinning even as they reached for radios.

“Can't be naked, ladies,” one said. “Even for the concert. Got to button up.”

“Oh, why?” Anya said, her red hair sweeping about her shoulders as she strutted forward on her swaying legs. “Don't you like my breasts? Aren't they just...divine?”

“Yes, they are,” the cop grinned. “But you got to cover them—”

She squeezed. Milk squirted from her nipples. The creamy liquid splashed across the cop's face. He groaned, eyes going wild at his first taste of the bacchanal. Energy burned in the air. All my women dripped with my cum, Beáta and Gabi included. They were all prepared for this, all turned into vessels of lust.

The man fumbled at his utility belt as he fell to his knees. He ripped it off then unzipped his pants, shoving his hand into his underwear to jerk his cock off, overwhelmed with the need to cum. Another cop cursed, but Richmal's milk splashed in his face, then Gabi's round breasts spurted creamy delight over a third.

“Fuck,” panted a cop, jerking his dick.

We strode through them, the priests leading their harem as we approached the barrier. I could feel Aphrodite's wrath holding us back. Her anger at men, how she despised us, her thoughts poisoned. She needed to be healed.

And I had the cure.

Beáta unzipped my slacks as she hugged me from behind. The black-haired, Hungarian slut pulled out my cock as she ground her cunt on my ass. She moaned, jerking my dick, aiming it towards the barrier. I groaned, shuddering in delight.

Gunnar grinned at me, nodding his head. This was his plan.

I opened the book, finding the counterspell. My balls ached and swelled, Beáta's hand so delicious on my cock. I shuddered, her hand stroking me faster and faster. It was so hot having a former futa, a lesbian at that, submitting to me, learning her place in the world.

Pleasing men.

My cum rose fast. My cock erupted.

“Dionysus, destroy the ward, allow the dominance of men to once again prevail!”

My cum splattered an invisible barrier, striking Aphrodite's anger and revulsion to men. Dionysus's power, channeled through her own corrupted magic, slammed into the barrier. Energy rippled red and pink before me.

The spell shattered into pink shards.

The bacchanal entered, throwing open the back door to the Ferenc Puskás Stadium. I took the lead, my harem around me. Gabi on one side, Beáta on the other, Richmal leading the way, her curvy ass swaying as she walked on her high heels.

Even naked, she was elegant. My first submissive.

“You can't be back here!” a Black woman said, roadie written in white letters across her tight, black T-shirt.

“Enjoy,” Richmal said, squeezing her tits and splashing milk into the roadie's face. “You will be a man again. You will dominate women once more instead of being a futa's beta-whore.”

The Black roadie fell to the ground, moaning her pleasure as she writhed.

We moved deeper, entering backstage. It was a futa orgy. While The Bent Gender were on stage, performing their filthy concert, futas writhed in here. Two sucked each other's cocks on a couch, moaning and humping each other. A red-haired futa, wearing a hiked-up business skirt and open, silk blouse, had a dark-haired woman riding her cock. Nearby, a pink haired futa fucked one of the roadies cunts from behind, using a gender-swapped woman for her pleasure.

It disgusted me.

“Who are you?” Raven asked. Her eyes widened. “How's a man back here?”

“Men!” the redhead gasped, hugging the dark-haired women. “They're Dionysus's followers.”

“But the barrier!” the pink-haired futa cried.

“Was no match for the Bacchanal,” I said as my women surged forward. Tonight, the Sisterhood of Aphrodite would end.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Bacchanal's Creamy Passion!
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Sneak Preview of “Selling Futa's Passion”

I grabbed my virgin, pulling her to me. She had blonde hair and a Germanic face, round and delicious. She was busty, her large tits barely constrained by her narrow, red ribbon, hints of her pink areolas peeking out. She was plump and curvy and oh, so fuckable.

“And what's your name, sweet cherry?” I asked, staring into her blue eyes as my cock rubbed on her stomach.

“Zuzanak. But everyone calls me Zuki,” she said, cheeks going bright.

“And are you a virgin? Do you have a sweet cherry for me to pop?”

She nodded her head, eyes so bright. The crowd roared so loud.

“Let's find out.”

I brought my virgin to the edge of the stage. The three futas watched with such hungry eyes, especially Megan's. The blonde, her hair streaked with red-highlights, fucked the Czech girl's mouth so hard, holding onto the slut's short, black hair. A hush grew in the crowd, an expectant energy building and building as Starr, Lily, and January brought their sluts to the edge of stage.

We grabbed the ribbons covering their tits.

Pulled.

Zuki's big, busty tits bounced as she shifted, exposing herself for the first time to a thousand screaming women. Her cheeks were pure red now. And they were such lovely breasts. I squeezed them, my pussy on fire, my dick throbbing. My fingers sank into their soft mounds, digging into their wonderful flesh. Her nipples were fat, thrusting from wide areolas.

“Oh, my,” she moaned, miked up like we were with headsets. “Oh, Sigrid, that's... That's nice.”

“Making that cherry pussy so wet?” I asked.

“Yes,” she moaned, hips wiggling. “I want to be fucked so badly. It was so hard. Staying pure for you. But I want it.” Her Czech accent grew stronger and stronger. “I want so bad to fuck by you. To feel big futa-cock in me. Take my cherry!”

The crowd groaned.

“Look at what we have here,” Starr said, bending her slut over. She had already unwrapped her virgin gift, her fingers spreading open shaved pussy lips. The girl had dyed-purple hair that hid her face as she was bent over, ass facing the crowd. “That's a cherry right there. Kornélie is ready to be popped!”

“Pop her cherry, Starr!” Franny shouted, shuddering as she fucked two sluts mouths with her huge cocks.

Damn, she was so lucky.

“Let's find out if Zuki is really cherry,” I shouted, ripping off the bow and exposing the virgin's blonde bush to the hungry crowd.

Franny licked her lips.

“Pop her cherry, January,” moaned Jewel, Megan's other sex slave, an innocent-looking girl with her black hair in a French braid and a huge cock jutting out from her short, schoolgirl skirt.

I was the last to show off my slut's cherry. Already January and Lily were fingering their sluts, showing off their hymens. My dick throbbed as I turned Zuki and bent her over, those big, pillowy tits dangling and swaying. They were so full. Big udders. She needed to be a HuCow, working at that naughty dairy farm for those wicked futa-cowgirls.

Maybe I'd send her to them.

My fingers slid through Zuki's blonde bush, her juices coating my fingers. I smelled her tart excitement. My fingers found her tight slit hidden in her golden curls and parted her pussy lips. There it was. Her hymen, covering the entrance of her pussy, a thin membrane dotted with several small holes.

The eighteen-year-old shuddered as I stroked her hymen.

“Cherry!”

The crowd roared. “CHERRY POPPIN'! CHERRY POPPIN'!”

“You heard them,” laughed January. She pushed her dark-haired virgin onto her hands and knees.”

“Yes,” moaned Starr, turning the purple-haired Kornélie around and pushing her down so she knelt at the edge of the stage. On large screens overhead, the virgins were on display, ready to be fucked. Everyone could see the deflowering in HD clarity, the cameras worked by our hovering, gender-swapped roadies.

“Take my cherry!” moaned Zuki, turning around on her own and falling to her knees at the edge. “I'm so horny! I need it! So wet! Cock! Pussy! Pop!”

“CHERRY POPPIN'! CHERRY POPPIN'!”

I drank in the crowds passion as I fell to my knees, my cock slapping the slut's ass. My small breasts, now exposed to the audience, jiggled. I grabbed my futa-cock, guiding my dick to her furry cunt. I rubbed through her silky, golden curls, finding her wet, virgin cunt.

If you want to read more, click here for Futa's Cherry Concert (Aphrodite's Futa Magic 3)!
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