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Naughty Excerpt from “Bacchanal's Creamy Passion”

And then Starr, our bassist, trailed off, glancing to her left. Naked women strolled out of back stage, their hips swaying, their tits jiggling. Rivulets of white ran down their boobs from hard nipples, looking florescent blue thanks to the lights painting the stage. A creamy scent filled my nose.

“What is going on?” I asked Lily.

She shook her head, her bare, round breasts jiggling, the strap of her electric guitar sliding between those two lovely breasts. Starr moved up beside me, her huge tits jiggling, the vines she had tattooed around them accenting her lovely breasts.

“Is this Michelle's surprise?” Starr asked.

“Why would she send these beauties out to us?” Lily asked, her lips salivating.

Moans and gasps came from our audience. They were into it as they beauties approached us like hungry sharks. I grinned back, my futa-dick, thrusting out from beneath the skank skirt I wore today, throbbing.

“I don't know,” I said. “But they're lactating. Smell that.”

“Yes,” January moaned from her drum set.

“What big cocks you have,” the nearest woman purred, a blonde, cum leaking down her thighs. She had already fucked a futa. “Mmm, yes, I could use such a big cock in me.”

I groaned as her hand touched my shaft. She stroked up and down it, her fingers so delicate. She reached the tip of my dick, circling the edge of my crown. Shivers ran up my cock, making my pussy clench.

Her other hand shot out, seizing the back of my neck. I shuddered and didn't fight it as she yanked my head down to her nipple. The crowd cheered louder as I latched on and suckled. My cheeks hollowed and the sweetest thing I had ever tasted flowed into my mouth.

My pussy clenched and my dick nearly came just from the heady taste of her breast milk.

It was warm, so deliciously warm, and creamy. Her milk melted on my tongue. I savored the sweet flavor, so much better than cow's milk. I suckled again, her hand tightening on the back of my neck and on my cock. Her milk flooded my mouth.

“That's it,” she purred. “Mmm, yes, just drink up. You are such a thirsty futa. And so hard. But we'll fix that.”

I was vaguely aware of Starr nursing from a busty Black woman on my right while was Lily already stretched out on the stage floor suckling from a brunette, her diamonds cheek piercings flashing. It was so hot. The crowd cheered louder and louder, moans and gasps echoing through the auditorium.

This was so hot. I had to thank Michelle or Abby or maybe even Raven for setting this up. It was such a welcome surprise. I kept suckling, savoring the blonde's hand stroking my dick, making my shaft throb and ache in her silky grip.

“Mmm, such a thirsty futa,” she groaned. “Oh, yes, drink my creamy wine. Become drunk with it! Join us in the bacchanal.”

Bacchanal... That word...

Goddess, it was hard to think. Her nipple was so thick in my mouth. Her milk warmed my belly like a shot of vodka. I savored it, gulping more and more of her milk, my head become lighter and lighter, my pussy dripping juices while my dick throbbed.

The blonde woman purred as she nursed me. Her thumb rubbed across the crown of my dick, smearing my precum across it. That made me shudder and gasp. The pressure swelled in me. I had to fuck her. I had to ram my dick into her cunt and make her explode.

The blonde gasped as I wrenched my mouth from her nipple. It was so hard to do, but that ache at the tip of my cock was stronger than my addiction to her breast milk. Her blue eyes were so wild as I pulled her to the stage floor.

“Oh, yes, you want to fuck me with that big cock!” groaned the woman. “Just like Abby.”

“Abby set this up?” I demanded, pinning the blonde to the stage floor, my hands squeezing her breasts.

“No,” she groaned. “Now just fuck me! Let me cure that hard futa-dick with my wet pussy! You'll love it! I'll fix you!”

“Yes, yes, fix me!” I moaned, her hands bringing my cock to her blonde bush. “I need to cum so badly.”

“Yes!” she grinned. “Then I'll have fixed you!”

I slammed into her wet pussy, shuddering because I knew I wasn't the first futa to fuck her pussy tonight, that it already swam with Abby's delicious girl-seed. Her cunt was so tight, squeezing down on my dick.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Bacchanal's Creamy Passion

Franz Merkel – High Priest of Dionysus

“Sigrid!” the pink-haired futa shouted in fright as the naked women of the Bacchanal surged forward, milk dripping from their breasts, bursting with the creamy wine of Dionysus. He and the other servants of the God of Wine were prepared to deal with futas, to secure this foul concert hall and restore the perverted hermaphrodites to their true form.

And then they would restore their freak goddess herself. Aphrodite would fall tonight.

I clutched the perverted grimoire to my chest, stroking the leather cover and tracing Aphrodite's busty figure embossed on it. Soon, she would be returned to her rightful place as Hephaestus's wife. Olympus would finally be made whole and the cancer in the world cured.

“Sigrid! It's a trap!” the pink-haired girl snarled even as my Italian beauty, Sarah, grabbed her. The futa had pierced lips that gleamed as Sarah's dusky hands pulled her to that beautiful nipple. Sarah shoved her nipple against the futa's lips, creamy milk flowed.

The pink-haired futa suckled.

“Yes,” Sarah's purred in orgasmic delight, her back arching, her black hair swaying down her supple back, reaching for her ass.

The red-haired futa in the business suit skirt, holding the black-haired woman, fumbled for a phone. But my blonde Claudette ripped it out of her hands while Anya, my red-haired beauty, hauled the gender-swapped woman off the redheaded futa's cock.

Claudette took her place, impaling herself on the futa's cock with an orgasmic groan. The red-haired futa let out a moan of pure bliss at the feel of hot pussy working up and down her cock. The lusts of Aphrodite made her futas so easy to overwhelm with sex.

“What is...going on...?” groaned the red-haired futa, her fingers still fumbling at her cell phone even as her face twisted with passion.

“You trespass in Europe,” I grinned, my cock aching as I watched my Claudette's ass jiggle. She rode the futa's cock with a furious passion, leaving the huge shaft smeared in her pussy juices. “And not in the shelter of Athena's schools. This is our territory.”

“Fuck...you...” snarled the red-haired futa.

“Stop riding my wife,” the black-haired woman shouted, struggling in Anya's arms. “Abby!”

“Michelle!” Abby groaned, her face twisting as Claudette's pussy worked faster and faster up and down her dick.

“Don't cum, honey!” Michelle moaned and then Anya's nipple popped into her lips.

Milk flowed. Michelle was lost to the pleasure, suckling like a hungry infant. Her hands grasped Anya's breasts, my woman shuddering atop Michelle, feeding her while grinding her hot cunt into the gender-swapped woman's stomach.

“Oh, god,” panted Abby, her head swaying from side-to-side. “Oh, god, this is too good.”

“When you cum,” Claudette moaned, “you'll be cured of Aphrodite's infection. Isn't that wonderful?”

“No!” howled Abby, her body shuddering. The phone fell from her grip, clattering on the ground.

I swiped it up. She had looked up a number. Franny Ellington. I cocked my head. Why this number? It was a U.S. number. Was she calling for help? The States were Aphrodite's stronghold, her futas infecting it.

But not for long.

“Sir,” Richmal said, drawing my attention to my first woman. She was an elegant woman. Even naked couldn't take away her reserved poise and grace, her dark hair still pulled back in her bun. “We have found four virgins.”

She drew my attention to Beáta and Gabi standing watch over four frightened girls, none more than eighteen or nineteen, huddling in the corner. They watched as the women of the Bacchanal fucked the futas and gender-swapped women in the room. The Bent Gender had their entourage of perverts and degenerates.

My dick ached so hard, stretching my slacks. I adjusted my tie, my face burning as I stared at the Hungarian virgins. “Richmal, you watch them personally. They will prove useful. Their chastities must be protected.”

“Yes, Master,” Richmal said.

“Oh, my goddess,” howled the pink-haired futa as she fucked Sarah. She had my Italian woman pinned to the ground, ramming her girl-dick into Sarah's pussy. I could see, between the futa's open thighs, her pussy clenching with every thrust, ramming her obscene cock into my woman's cunt.

I needed relief. I clutched the book harder.

“It is time,” Gunnar Sigurdsson said. He was in charge. He had used my disgrace in New York to propel himself ahead of me in Dionysus's favor. “Perhaps I should take the book.”

His dark eyes bored into mine. I faced the Swede without flinching. I put my will into his. I had more women than he did, claiming Beáta and Gabi last night after curing them of their futa-dicks. I had the larger harem. I had more of Dionysus's dominance over women than he did. I would not surrender the book.

I would destroy the Aphrodite Sisterhood.

“I think not,” I said as the other men of the Bacchanal gathered, dressed in their suits, faces impassive as they watched. “I found the book. I have studied it. I know the spell to use.”

Gunnar grinned at me. “Very well. You have had the book. Begin the ritual.”

I shuddered at the commanding tone. I was still following his orders. He would still attempt credit for my work. But Dionysus would know the truth once I struck down Aphrodite and restored the Goddess of Love and Beauty to her proper place.

“Hear the crowd?” I said. “Hear them cheer for the futas? For Aphrodite?”

Gunnar nodded.

“Unleash our women. Let the Bacchanal rage among them.”

Gunnar smiled as behind me, Abby cried out her orgasm. I turned my head, shuddering as cum dribbled around her futa-dick shrinking out of Claudette's pussy. Abby shuddered, her cock growing smaller and smaller, half-hidden by the flood of creamy jizz. And then she just had a clit. She was a normal woman.

Fixed.

“Women,” Gunnar laughed. “Share the Bacchanal!”

*   *   *

Sigrid – Lead Singer of The Bent Gender

I strummed the last chord of Pillow Queen, one of our classic songs from when we were just a lesbian band. I grinned, nodding my head as January struck up her drumsticks, setting the beat for our next song, Anal Delight, when the stage effects didn't play.

What were the roadies doing? They controlled all the stage effects.

A ripple went through the crowd. There was an orgiastic moan. I frowned, just making out people moving down the aisles over the stage lights shining in my eyes. Automatically, my fingers began strumming the opening chords of Anal Delight.

But my effects for my guitar weren't right. The roadies were supposed to adjust them, to change how my guitar sounded between songs. It was too complicated for us to do it on stage, what with us moving around and masturbating. Lily's guitar didn't have the right effect, either, the distortion way too light for Anal Delight. She frowned, glancing at me.

I shook my head.

And then Starr, our bassist, trailed off, glancing to her left. Naked women strolled out of back stage, their hips swaying, their tits jiggling. Rivulets of white ran down their boobs from hard nipples, looking florescent blue thanks to the lights painting the stage. A creamy scent filled my nose.

“What is going on?” I asked Lily.

She shook her head, her bare, round breasts jiggling, the strap of her electric guitar sliding between those two lovely breasts. Starr moved up beside me, her huge tits jiggling, the vines she had tattooed around them accenting her lovely breasts.

“Is this Michelle's surprise?” Starr asked.

“Why would she send these beauties out to us?” Lily asked, her lips salivating.

Moans and gasps came from our audience. They were into it as they beauties approached us like hungry sharks. I grinned back, my futa-dick, thrusting out from beneath the skank skirt I wore today, throbbing.

“I don't know,” I said. “But they're lactating. Smell that.”

“Yes,” January moaned from her drum set.

“What big cocks you have,” the nearest woman purred, a blonde, cum leaking down her thighs. She had already fucked a futa. “Mmm, yes, I could use such a big cock in me.”

I groaned as her hand touched my shaft. She stroked up and down it, her fingers so delicate. She reached the tip of my dick, circling the edge of my crown. Shivers ran up my cock, making my pussy clench.

Her other hand shot out, seizing the back of my neck. I shuddered and didn't fight it as she yanked my head down to her nipple. The crowd cheered louder as I latched on and suckled. My cheeks hollowed and the sweetest thing I had ever tasted flowed into my mouth.

My pussy clenched and my dick nearly came just from the heady taste of her breast milk.

It was warm, so deliciously warm, and creamy. Her milk melted on my tongue. I savored the sweet flavor, so much better than cow's milk. I suckled again, her hand tightening on the back of my neck and on my cock. Her milk flooded my mouth.

“That's it,” she purred. “Mmm, yes, just drink up. You are such a thirsty futa. And so hard. But we'll fix that.”

I was vaguely aware of Starr nursing from a busty Black woman on my right while was Lily already stretched out on the stage floor suckling from a brunette, her diamonds cheek piercings flashing. It was so hot. The crowd cheered louder and louder, moans and gasps echoing through the auditorium.

This was so hot. I had to thank Michelle or Abby or maybe even Raven for setting this up. It was such a welcome surprise. I kept suckling, savoring the blonde's hand stroking my dick, making my shaft throb and ache in her silky grip.

“Mmm, such a thirsty futa,” she groaned. “Oh, yes, drink my creamy wine. Become drunk with it! Join us in the bacchanal.”

Bacchanal... That word...

Goddess, it was hard to think. Her nipple was so thick in my mouth. Her milk warmed my belly like a shot of vodka. I savored it, gulping more and more of her milk, my head become lighter and lighter, my pussy dripping juices while my dick throbbed.

The blonde woman purred as she nursed me. Her thumb rubbed across the crown of my dick, smearing my precum across it. That made me shudder and gasp. The pressure swelled in me. I had to fuck her. I had to ram my dick into her cunt and make her explode.

The blonde gasped as I wrenched my mouth from her nipple. It was so hard to do, but that ache at the tip of my cock was stronger than my addiction to her breast milk. Her blue eyes were so wild as I pulled her to the stage floor.

“Oh, yes, you want to fuck me with that big cock!” groaned the woman. “Just like Abby.”

“Abby set this up?” I demanded, pinning the blonde to the stage floor, my hands squeezing her breasts.

“No,” she groaned. “Now just fuck me! Let me cure that hard futa-dick with my wet pussy! You'll love it! I'll fix you!”

“Yes, yes, fix me!” I moaned, her hands bringing my cock to her blonde bush. “I need to cum so badly.”

“Yes!” she grinned. “Then I'll have fixed you!”

I slammed into her wet pussy, shuddering because I knew I wasn't the first futa to fuck her pussy tonight, that it already swam with Abby's delicious girl-seed. Her cunt was so tight, squeezing down on my dick.

The pleasure rippled through me. My hands squeezed her tits. Milk squirted from her breasts, splashing my small, naked tits and my guitar. It was in the way. It was pinned between us. I ripped my hands from her lush mounds and pulled it off as I pumped my hips. I threw my guitar down, not caring if I broke it.

I just had to fuck this pussy.

“Oh, Goddess, yes!” I howled. “Aphrodite, what a cunt!”

The blonde laughed, her pussy clenching down on my dick. “Oh, yes, pray to your perverted Goddess while I fix you! Mmm, I can't wait for you to cum!”

“Me, either!” I moaned, plowing so hard into her pussy, our flesh slapping together.

I pressed my body into hers, my small breasts rubbing into her round tits. Our lips met. She groaned, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. Her hands squeezed my ass, pulling me into the depths of her cunt as her pussy clenched and relaxed on my plunging dick.

The friction was intense.

The breast milk had lust pumping through my veins. The pressure in my cunt swelled and swelled. It grew so fast. Dizzy waves of desire shot over me. Our nipples kissed, hers soaking mine with milk. My skin tingled where her creamy treat touched me.

I was drunk on her. On her milk. This was so hot.

More moans and gasps roared through the auditorium. It sounded like a lesbian orgy out there. Women falling into sex, led by our example on stage. It made my dick so hard, so hot. I could feel the energy building and building in the room, a swell of sexual power. I thrust faster, my dick slamming into her cunt, so eager to add my energy to the orgy's.

The blonde's fingers dug into my ass, pulling me in so deep. I shuddered, my eyes rolling back into my head. Stars swam before me as my body shuddered. I rammed my cock into the depths of her cunt. I buried into her silky pussy.

And came.

She moaned beneath me, joining me in orgasm. Her pussy milked my cock, growing so hot as we both shuddered and shook. I savored it, kissing her so hard as my futa-dick pumped load after load of cum into her.

The heat surged into my cock. It tingled, attacking my dick.

I broke the kiss. “What?”

“I fixed you!” the blonde moaned, her blue eyes shiny.

My cock shrunk. I felt it retreat backward, growing smaller and smaller, reverting into a little clit. A small nub. My eyes widened in shock. It was gone. My futa-dick was gone. I couldn't control my cock. I couldn't make it summon.

I wasn't a futanari any longer. I wasn't a part of the Sisterhood.

“Yes!” the blonde moaned, our pussies tribbing together, hers swimming with my futa-cum. “I fixed you.”

Then she kissed me again and I didn't care. I ground my clit into hers, savoring the lesbian pleasure rippling through my pussy. Nothing mattered but the orgy. But the wild pleasure burning around me, women unleashing their desires under the dominating gaze of men.

*   *   *

Franny – Megan's Futa Sex Slave

Moans echoed behind us. I turned around, drawn from The Bent Gender's performance of Pillow Queens, and blinked. Naked women were moving through the isles. A flood of them. They were squeezing their tits, spraying breast milk into the crowds. Orgiastic moans rose from the girls they drenched.

Clothing flew as those girls fell into a lesbian lust.

“Mistress,” I said, my stomach twisting.

“Oh, Goddess, yes,” moaned Megan as The Bent Gender finished Pillow Queens and started up another song. I didn't recognize it. “Look at those lactating beauties.”

My head turned back to stage to see The Bent Gender glancing at the women strutting out on stage. There was such hunger in the futas eyes. They stopped playing their instruments as the women approached, milk falling down their tits.

“Yum,” grinned Jewel, licking her lips. “Here they come, Mistress.”

“Oh, what a beauty,” a woman purred with a Hungarian accent.

“Yes, yes,” a second said. “You two cocks!” Her words were broken. She stepped up before me, black hair falling down her shoulders.

The other woman had her hair dyed cherry-red. She grabbed Megan's cock, stroking it. “Such a big cock. Want to fuck me?”

“Yes, fuck me?” the black-haired woman said, milk beading on her silver nipple rings. I smelled the creamy scent.

“No! It's the Bacchanal, Mistress!”

“Oh, no,” groaned Jewel as she was pushed down to her seat and straddled by... Abby. It was Abby, The Bent Gender's publicist. She should be a futa, but now she had lactating breasts, her clit wasn't sprouting into a cock as she impaled herself on my fellow sex slave's cunt.

“Fuck!” Megan groaned, her blonde hair flying as she pushed the redhead from her.

But the redhead grabbed my Mistress's arms and pulled hard. The two stumbled towards the stage and hit the side, their bodies pressing together. I groaned, the black-haired beauty stroked both my dicks, lust surging through me as the dizzying scent of breast milk filled my nose, my pussy on fire.

“Don't cum!” I shouted as Megan fell to the ground tangled up in the embrace of the redhead.

“Yes, cum!” the black-haired beauty said. “You cum pussy! And ass! Two cocks!”

Her English was terrible. She lunged in, kissing me on the mouth, her arms snaking around me. I struggled to fight, both my dicks rubbing on her silky stomach while her tongue thrust into my mouth. I could hear my Mistress and Jewel both moaning, being fucked by the followers of Dionysus. They couldn't cum.

“Fuck, not again!” Megan moaned.

I broke the kiss. “Just fight it,” I gasped as the black-haired woman twisted her body. I stumbled, struggling to stay upright. “You can't cum, Mistress!”

Jewel could hold off her orgasm. She was a sex slave. She was trained by Megan. But Mistress never denied herself. She took her pleasures when and were she wanted them. I had to act fast. I had to get to her and save her.

“Get off of me,” I groaned.

I twisted and pushed. The black-haired girl stumbled. My two hard dicks bobbed before me as I broke away, turning to go to my Futa-Mistress's rescue. She squirmed on the ground, trying to keep the redhead from impaling her cunt down Megan's hard dick.

I took two steps when the black-haired woman seized me from behind. Her round breasts rubbed on my back, smearing tingling breast milk across my skin. I gasped as she lifted me up, my feet kicking out before me.

“Let me go, bitch!” I snarled.

“No!” Megan moaned as the redhead impaled her cunt down my Futa-Mistress's dick.

“Mistress!” I howled as the black-haired girl turned me around and then threw us both to the ground.

I grunted, hitting the concrete on my side, my two dicks wiggling.

“You fuck me!” the black-haired woman groaned, voice so throaty with need. “Fuck me big dicks! Two dicks!”

“Aphrodite,” I groaned, her hands finding both my cocks, stroking up and down them as she squirmed against me from behind.

If I fucked her, then I would neutralize her. I would free her from the Bacchanal. She couldn't withstand the rapture of fucking two futa-dicks. No one could. I would overwhelm her with lust and free her from Dionysus's orgiastic lust.

Then I would save Megan.

“Fine,” I purred, turning over. “I'll fuck you so hard.”

“Yes!” she moaned and then kissed me hard, her nipples pressing on mine.

She pushed me onto my back, rubbing her hot pussy against both my dicks, pinning them to my stomach. My cocks ached and throbbed beneath the feel of her hot flesh. Her slippery juices coated my dick as she ground her flesh up and down on me, her tits heaving, milk falling from her nipples.

“Fuck me! Fuck me!” she moaned with such orgiastic lust.

I grabbed her nipples rings, slippery with her breast milk, and tugged hard. “Then fuck me! Impale your cunt and asshole on my dick!”

“Igen!” she moaned in Hungarian, about the only word I knew. Yes.

Rapid Hungarian poured from her lips as she rose on her thighs. Her hands grasped both my throbbing dicks. Behind her, my Mistress writhed beneath the redhead, her hands clenched as she tried to fight her orgasm.

“Hold on, Mistress,” I shouted as the black-haired woman guided my dicks to her asshole and pussy.

This was why I had two cocks. To fight off the lusts of Dionysus. I had cast this spell two months ago when they attacked the futa-bikers. Megan, Jewel, and I were caught up in it. Thanks to my two cocks, I was able to defeat the Dionysians. It was why we were following The Bent Gender on tour. To protect them.

The Dionysians would regret coming here. I would stop their magic.

Then I shivered. There was a lot of magic in the air. There must be over a thousand women in here all writhing in orgiastic lust now, succumbing to the Bacchanal. And I could feel the Dionysians channeling that energy, building it up for a ritual.

Could I stop it?

First, I had to save Mistress, then I'd figure out the rest.

The black-haired girl howled in delight as she impaled herself on both my cocks. All thoughts of how to stop the orgy vanished from my mind as her pussy and asshole engulfed my futa-dicks. Rapture surged down my shafts straight to my cunt.

My pussy clenched.

I groaned and bucked. It was ecstasy being in both of her holes. Her asshole and pussy were so different and so wonderful. My left cock was buried to the hilt in her velvety bowels, feeling her tight, hot grip on my dick. And my right... My right was in pussy heaven. That wet, silky delight hugging my shaft.

Her back arched as she screamed out in Hungarian. Milk flicked from her nipples, splashing across my face. I licked my lips, savoring the creamy flavor. Lust surged through me, shooting straight down to my pussy and then racing up my two dicks.

“Fuck me!” I howled. I had to cum so badly. My dicks had to erupt into this whore's holes.

“Good!” moaned the Hungarian beauty as she slid her asshole and pussy up my dicks. “Cocks good! Pussy! Ass! Good! Yummy good!”

“Yes, yummy good!” I groaned.

It was amazing. I could feel my dicks through her skin. Only the thin pussy walls and bowels separated my two cocks from each other as she reached the pinnacle of my dicks and then slammed down them. Her asshole, greased with my precum, slid down my left shaft almost as well as her pussy did my right.

And the pleasure...

Oh, Goddess, the pleasure.

Two holes on my dick. Two different delights caressing my futa-cocks. I felt them both at the same time working up and down my dicks. My pussy clenched so hard, my small tits jiggling as my hands squeezed her breasts. Her milk showered my body, hot droplets landing on my boobs and neck. I opened my mouth, drinking them down as she bounced faster and faster on my cock.

It was ecstasy. The pressure swelled in my cunt. My orgasm growing so fast. I panted, humping, shuddering, thrusting up into her holes. She slammed down hard, our flesh slapping together. She grunted, her eyes rolling back into her head as she moaned her pleasure in Hungarian.

“This is so good. Ride my dicks.” I squeezed her tits again, savoring another rain of breast milk. “Make me cum. Make me explode in your cunt and asshole.”

“Cunt! Ass! Cum! Cum me! Cum me now!”

“I will,” I panted as she rode me faster and faster, her pussy and asshole both clenching on my dicks at the same time as she slid up my shafts.

It was so amazing. The friction burned so wonderfully different about both my futa-dicks. She worked her holes up and down so fast. So hard. She made me squirm and groan. She had me shivering in pure delight as her holes grew hotter and hotter.

My orgasm swelled. It hurtled closer and closer to erupting. I shuddered, squeezing her tits so hard as I moaned and gasped. My twin futa-dicks drank in every ounce of friction as she rode me. I loved the silky pussy and velvety asshole fucking my cocks.

“Oh, god, hurry, Franny!” Megan howled. “I want to cum so badly.”

Right, Mistress.

“I'm hurrying,” I groaned. “I'm almost there. Just a little more.”

I was on the verge of cumming. I was primed, ready to explode. The black-haired beauty worked those delicious holes up and down my girl-cocks. They both ached and throbbed in her depths. I was on the verge of exploding.

But held back.

“May I cum, Mistress,” I howled out of instinct, my body fighting my orgasm. It was so ingrained in me. I needed permission. I was a good slave.

“Yes! You can cum as much as you like all night!” Megan howled. “Just get over here and save my futa-cock!”

“Yes, Mistress!” I howled, free to enjoy myself.

The black-haired beauty slammed her holes down my dicks. The velvety friction made me shudder. My back arched. My futa-cocks throbbed. My pussy clenched. And then my orgasm exploded through me.

Both my dicks unloaded into her holes.

Twin blasts of cum spurted over and over into her pussy and asshole. The dual pulses of rapture shot through my body. I gasped, stars swimming through my eyes as I flooded her bowels and pussy with my jizz.

Heat surged into my cocks. The Bacchanal attacked my dicks, wanting to suppress them. Wanting to remove them. But there wasn't enough power to defeat the lusts of Aphrodite. Not when I had two cocks. My cum spurted hotter and hotter.

Aphrodite reached into the black-haired woman and tore away Dionysus's control. It drove back the orgiastic lust of the Bacchanal. The black-haired woman's eyes shot open. She groaned, cumming on my futa-cocks, milking them as they spurted more and more of Aphrodite's magic into her.

And then her clit changed. It sprouted along my belly, becoming thicker and longer, the tip blossoming into a futa-cock. My eyes widened in shock. She used to be a futa. They had stolen her cock from her.

And now I returned it.

“Aphrodite!” she howled as her dick erupted, spraying cum up my body. Thick jizz painted my small boobs and splashed on my face.

“Yes, Aphrodite!” I howled in agreement as her cum splashed into my mouth.

I loved her salty jizz. Her pussy and asshole writhed about my dicks, milking out the last of my orgasm while her dick kept firing and firing. More and more delicious futa-cum, better than her breast milk, splattered my face.

“Save me!” she panted. “You save me!”

“Yes,” I said, shuddering.

“Thank you! I Beáta.”

“Beáta? Your name.”

She nodded.

“Franny,” I groaned, euphoria shooting through me.

“Franny, get your ass over here and save me!” Megan hissed.

Beáta and I both turned to look. “Gabi!” the black-haired woman shouted. “Nem!”

She scrambled off of me, her new futa-dick bouncing. I grabbed her hand, stopping her. “I'll help Gabi.” Must be the redhead. “You're cock is enchanted. You can overcome them now.” I hoped that spell was in effect. “Go fuck Abby.”

She blinked.

I pointed to Abby riding Jewel. My fellow sex slave's face twisted as she fought her orgasm. “Fuck her ass. Help Jewel.”

Beáta nodded. “You two cocks... Elképesztő!”

“Sure. Elke...that!” I had no idea what that meant.

Then she was off and I was heading to rescue my Futa-Mistress from Gabi. The woman's cherry-red hair, clearly dyed, spread across her back as she rode my Mistress's cock. I could tell that Megan was so close.

I'd have to fuck as fast as I could.

I fell down behind Gabi, bringing my two cocks to her asshole. I'd have to ram them both into her bowels. I had never double-fucked an ass before, and a naughty thrill ran through me as I brought both my futa-dicks between her butt-cheeks, pressing on her sphincter.

The Hungarian woman howled in her native language as my two dicks forced into her asshole. Her hole stretched so obscenely open around my two dicks, lubed by Beáta's pussy juices and my precum. I gasped as her hungry, hot, velvety bowels engulfed the tips of both dicks.

“You're fucking her ass with both cocks, Franny?” gasped Megan as I pressed my dicks into Gabi's asshole.

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned. “I have to free her.”

“Free me?” groaned Gabi. “I am trying to free you! Save you!”

I didn't answer as powerful moan rose in the depths of my sternum. It vibrated my throat as I drove my two futa-dicks deeper and deeper into her bowels. Her asshole wrapped so tight about my two shafts, pressing my cocks together. My spongy tits caressed each other as they savored the friction of her bowels.

Gabi bucked, her back arching as she howled out in rapturous pleasure. She shook and convulsed, her bowels clenching so hard about my dick. I groaned, savoring how hot and tight she was about my cocks as I drove forward into her bowels.

It was amazing. Spectacular. I loved every moment of being in her asshole. My two dicks pressed so tight together as I bottomed out in her. I could feel Megan's dick through the tissue separating us while Gabi kept howling.

And then she came.

She moaned in rapid Hungarian as she bucked and writhed between us, her bowels spasming about my cock. She had three cocks in her. Three cocks stuffed between two holes. She was lost to the rapture as I fucked her so hard.

“Hurry, slave!” hissed Megan, squirming beneath. “Her pussy's cumming now! She's milking my dick.”

“Just hold on,” I told my Mistress. “I'm fucking her. I'm building my orgasm.”

“Cum NOW!”

Her command washed over me. I wanted to obey. I did. I so wanted to erupt into Gabi's asshole. But I had just cum in Beáta's holes. I needed to build myself up to it. I grit my teeth, pumping away so hard, so fast. The pleasure burned through my body. I groaned and gasped, my hips plunging so hard and fast.

My flesh slapped into ass. My dicks ached and throbbed in her holes. Mistress moaned and gasped, Over Gabi's shoulders, I watched Megan's beautiful face fighting her orgasm. Her flushed face twisted and contorted. She clenched her teeth.

“Just...hold...on,” I moaned, thrusting over and over, Gabi's spasming bowels milking my cock, sucking at my cum.

“I can't!” screamed Megan. “I'm so close! I don't want to ever lose my futa-cock, slave! Cum! Cum! CUM!”

“Keep fighting it!”

The friction on both my dicks was incredible. My nipples rubbed on Gabi's back as I reamed her cumming depths. Her bowels milked my cocks, pressing them so tight together. The dual delights shuddered through me, boiling my pussy.

Megan groaned. She was so close. I could see her will crumbling.

“I'm...” she groaned, fighting it, a heartbeat away from cumming.

I slammed my cock so hard, so deep into Gabi's bowels, willing myself to detonate. To unleash a flood of spasming jizz.

“Cumming!” Megan shouted.

My dicks erupted. They obeyed my Mistress finally. As she came into Gabi's pussy, I erupted into Gabi's asshole. I pumped a double dose of cum into the Hungarian woman's bowels. I shuddered, the rapture searing through me. I groaned and gasped, my pleasure surging through me. This was so hot. So amazing.

But had I cum in time?

My cum slammed into the surging power of Dionysus. I groaned, my eyes rolling back into my head as my body shuddered. And then I felt something else. A third spurt of Aphrodite's energy, burning so hot as Megan added her own lusts.

Dionysus didn't stand a chance with two futas and three girl-cocks firing cum into his servant's body.

Gabi moaned and gasped, her holes milking our cocks. Both my futa-dicks throbbed, shooting delicious rapture through my body as my hands slid down the redhead's body. I reached her pussy, feeling her clit and its piercing.

Then her dick swelled. I grasped her shaft, feeling it throbbing in my hand as I grew larger and larger. I shuddered, smiling as I restored another futa and armored her against the Dionysians' lust surging through the auditorium.

Cum erupted, splattering Megan's face in delicious jizz. The creamy spunk splattered her face and her round tits. My mistress shuddered, pleasure burning across her face as she savored the wonderful treat, opening her mouth wide.

“Gabi!” Beáta cried out, then spoke in Hungarian.

Gabi answered, shuddering in delight. I held her as my orgasm peaked. My cocks fired their last blasts of cum into her. Jewel and Beáta were flooding Abby. Her cock was restored and sprayed Jewel's innocence-seeming face with girl-cum.

“That's my slave,” Megan groaned. “You saved me.”

“Always,” I breathed. “I love you.”

Gabi shuddered in my arms. “No, the book.”

“Book?” I blinked as she shook, writhing on our cocks. I shuddered, pulling my dicks out of her asshole. A flood of my jizz poured out as she bolted upright, looking on stage where The Bent Gender, no longer futas, writhed in lesbian embraces with other women of the Bacchanal.

The energy building neared its peak.

“What book?” I asked, my heart beating hard.

“The book!” Gabi took my hands, her eyes so wide, her round breasts swaying before her. “Aphrodite's book.”

“The Grimoire?” My stomach twisted. No one in the Sisterhood had seen the Grimoire in years. Not since the futa-cheerleaders cast the spell to send it off to find a new woman to share Aphrodite's mysteries with.

My eyes fell down to Gabi's dick. “You got the book? It came to you?”

“Two weeks ago. At my magic shop.”

I had heard of this magic shop. I wanted to meet the woman who made those amulets. This was her. “And... Dionysus's followers have it?”

“Dionysus, what a beautiful sight,” a man's voice boomed in Ancient Greek over the sound system. I had learned the language in college. “The Bacchanal giving praise to your name.”

On stage, a dozen men had appeared, wearing suits, all looking so masculine, so strong and confident. The blond man at the front held a book in his hand. A nauseating twist when through me as he caressed my Goddess's image on the cover. It was the original. The source of futanari.

“He's going to destroy Aphrodite,” I said, realization punching me in the guts. I knew the Grimoire inside and out. I had learned every spell from my own copy of it. It was what allowed me to beat the Bacchanal last time they arrived.

“Yes!” Gabi said, tears falling down her cheeks. “I helped him corrupt it this morning. He's perverted it. That book is Dionysus's now. And it will destroy our Goddess. It will make us all into women and restore those we gender-swapped.

“We will be men's slaves!”

“No!” Megan shouted.

“And I see we have some stubborn futas in the front rows,” the blond man said as the orgiastic energy reached its peak.

“Ladies, attend to them.”

My heart beat so fast. Through out the auditorium, a horde of moaning women screamed out in passion, their wild eyes twisting to stare down at the front row. I saw Brigitta and Terézia among them, the two women who had paid so much money to fuck my two cocks before the concert began. Even they stared at me with such wild hatred.

They wanted to destroy us.

“They're not going to fuck us,” Megan groaned, grabbing me.

“The Bacchanal is in full swing,” I whispered. “The legends... The legends would say the women would get so wild they would start killing if they weren't controlled.”

“Or if they were unleashed,” Gabi said, grabbing Beáta and pulling her close as we huddled together.

“What do we do?” Megan demanded, Jewel joining us, tears falling down her face.

I shot my gaze to Abby. There was one idea I had. Behind me, the blond man began chanting the spell that would destroy Aphrodite. He was gathering all the energy of the orgy to him. It was a massive ocean of power. It made my teeth rattle.

There was only one way I could see to rival that power. Only one way to magnify my magic that much.

“Abby! Where are the virgins for tonight's concert?”

*   *   *

Aphrodite – The Futa Goddess of Love and Beauty

“No, no, no,” I groaned, the power attacking mine. I fell back on my bed, grasping my girl-dick. The swell began, a tide rushing at my shores, trying to erode my foundation out from beneath me. “You bastard!”

“Aphrodite!” my submissive Hestia gasped, the goddess appearing as a virgin maid with snowy skin and black hair. She seized my busty form. “What's wrong?”

“Dionysus!” I hissed, my fingers clenching so hard on my dick, refusing to give it up. “He has my book!”

“What?” Athena asked, snapping her head up from her work. “How?”

“I sent it to Europe,” I groaned. “To build up my support. It was supposed to be safe. How did they find it?”

“Your futas are never subtle, Aphrodite,” Athena said, the studious goddess rising. “What are our options?”

“I don't know.” Fear plunged through me. I had done so well this time. I had built my base in America, away from the rest of the Gods. I defeated Hestia, my most bitter rival. I made her my slave. I had won Selene back to my cause by restoring the Pack. Apollo was gender-swapped and again Selene's lover.

And now Dionysus... I had him on the run. I just beat him in New York. “No!”

“Yes,” a mocking voice called. Dionysus appeared in my quarters, a glass of wine in hand, his face flushed in celebration. “You were so careless, you whore.”

I hissed at him, gripping my cock as the magic of his Bacchanal assailed me. There was so much lust. An orgy of a thousand or more women all focusing the power. All drunk on Dionysus's wine and lost to their passions.

“You won't win!” I hissed, the empty bravado spewing out of my mouth. “I won't be a man's plaything again.”

“But you will,” Dionysus said, swirling his wine around in his goblet. “It's where women belong. On their knees before their man, loving him, worshiping him, surrendering her whoreish desires to him so they can be controlled.

“And Hephaestus will control your desires this time.”

“NO!” I howled as my dick shrank an inch.

To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “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.
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