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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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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.

If you want to read more, click here for Selling Futa Passions (Aphrodite's Futa Magic 4)!
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Naughty Excerpt from “Dual Futa Magic”

“I'll take the freak, subdue the rest,” Richmal said as she gained her balance.

The building still shook. Despair surged through me. We were too late. It was happening. Aphrodite was under attack. I could feel it, an itch in the back of my mind. I looked down at my two cocks, their pierced tips peeking out of my skirt. They would soon be gone. I would just be another woman again. A girl. Jewel and I wouldn't be Megan's futa-slaves any longer.

And she wouldn't be our Futa-Mistress.

We'd be lucky to escape being claimed by Franz or another male member of the Bacchanal. We'd be turned into wild women, our lusts controlled by our male master. We'd be allowed to experience pleasure only when he felt it appropriate.

“We lost,” I whispered, holding my Mistress, tears flowing down my eyes.

Raven, Michell, and Kornélie surged forward led by Richmal, rushing at us to start the process of taking our cocks. It was pointless. Aphrodite was minutes from losing. The virgins had been are only hope of stopping it.

“We haven't lost yet,” Megan said. “Slave, you will keep fighting!”

I shuddered at the power in her words. The confidence.

“You know the magic better than anyone. You understand how it works. How it functions.”

“It's the transmission of power through the intimate,” I said. “Through souls. We're conduits for her. And they're...” I glanced at Richmal. The woman seized me, pulling me away from my mistress.

I grunted as she slammed me onto my back. I gasped, the air whooshing out of my lungs. I blinked, dazed for a moment as Richmal straddled me. The German woman, her face twisting with the wild passion of the Bacchanal, grasped both my dicks, holding them together and pressing them against her pussy lips.

Her cunt. Her snatch. Her hole. Her conduit into her soul.

And my dicks were also conduits of power.

“Aphrodite, yes!” I howled as Richmal impaled her pussy on both my cocks.

I shuddered as her hot, silky flesh pressed my two dicks so tight together. The heads of my cocks rubbed together and against her wet pussy walls. Her cunt sank lower and lower down my cocks, engulfing more and more of them. The pleasure surged through me, knifing into my brain.

Pleasure rushed through me. My pussy clenched as Richamal's firm, round breasts heaved over me. She bottomed out on my cocks. Her cunt rippled on my girl-dicks. She moaned out her pleasure, her head snapping back.

“Aphrodite will not save you, slut,” she moaned, her hips undulating, stirring my two cocks through her hot depths. “Mmm, no she won't. She will soon be a submissive whore. Like you.”

I ignored her words and concentrated on her pussy. Not just the slick, silky glide as her flesh slid up my cocks, but the energy building between us. There was so much sexual power in the air, gathered by the orgy and now enhanced by the deflowered virgins. I felt it through my senses, all the power her Master had gathered, what he threw at my Goddess. He was connected to Richmal. He owned her.

He had owned her since she turned twenty, graduating from a school ran by the followers of Athena, a virgin preserved so that the newest member of the Bacchanal could dominate her sexuality. How she had loved Franz that night, being taken by him, surrendering to his commanding power.

She was like me.

I felt such a kindred spirit with this regal woman pumping her pussy up and down my dicks. We both moaned our pleasure, her hips rising and falling, the silky friction burning between us. She was only dominating and strong because of him. He trusted her. Loved her.

He invested so much power in her, giving her the confidence to be a leader.

Richmal's dark eyes stared into mine. She leaned over, sensing our connection as she worked her cunt up and down my dicks. They both ached and throbbed. The dual sensations rushed through my body, my pussy on fire. Her round breasts pressed into my small tits. Her nipples caressed my pierced nubs as our lips met in a hot kiss.

I groaned into the kiss, not fighting her at all. I was vaguely aware of Abby being fucked by her wife, Michelle, and Megan pounding pink-haired Raven hard from behind. Jewel, meanwhile, writhed with Kornélie. I let that wash over me and focused on Richmal. On her love. On her devotion. On the conduits tying her to Franz.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Dual Futa Magic

Franz Merkel – High Priest of Dionysus

The bacchanal almost overwhelmed me with the lust they generated. I stood on stage over the writhing members of The Bent Gender, the futa-rock-stars now restored to proper women. A the thousand or more women and girls, ranging from eighteen to their fifties, howled in frantic lust from the seats. They surged forward, scrambling over each other in their mad desire to get to the futas in the front row and fuck them, to smother them in passion.

I put those futas out of my mind as I opened the book.

Gunnar on my left and Marquis on my right clamped hands on my shoulders. The other Masters of the Bacchanal followed, clamping hands to shoulders, forming two chains that ended at me. Their masculine wills bent the lusts of their women, of the wild orgy, and fed it towards me.

My cock throbbed so hard, threatening to burst out of my silk boxers and through my slacks. My Armani suit felt so tight as the energy surged through me I trembled, staring at the first spell in the book, corrupted by the Bacchanal.

“Oh, Great Goddess!” I roared. “Light of womanhood, the most beautiful, perfect being in all creation, I come before you desiring to restore the divinity of your flesh. I fervently wish for your abhorrent gift to be rejected and ask that you realize your true place as a Goddess! Submit to my will, and the will of Dionysus, and disband your sacred sisterhood, Goddess of Love and Beauty!”

The power surged out of me and into the Goddess.

I groaned, sweat breaking out across my forehead as my will struck into the vast appetites of Aphrodite. The Goddess's passions were immense, an ocean of lust and perversion, a hatred of men who properly ruled over her. She had to be tamed. She had to be dominated. She had to submit to the will of the Bacchanal.

To the wine of Dionysus. Her passions had to be corralled.

But she fought. She was a tempest. She howled her defiance, whipping up violent waves that surged through her desires, battering my control. My face tightened. My will hardened. I focused the lust of the thousand women, of the Bacchanal. I channeled the very will of my god into her, spreading the intoxicating joy of submission into the Goddess.

And spoke the spell again.

My voice boomed with power. The room shook as Gunnar and Marquis, fellow priests of Dionysus, tightened their grips on my shoulders. Their fingers were iron as they growled through their breath, adding their own dominating will against the Goddess's.

And I felt it. Her cock shrank an inch. She was losing the fight. But her will was still titanic.

“We. Need. More.” I growled, my words punctuated by the strain. “Richmal!”

*   *   *

Gabi – Futa-Witch and Owner of Crystal Delight

I clung to Beáta as the entire auditorium shook with the wild lust of the orgiastic women. They were rising from their sapphic embraces with one another, milk beading from hard nipples, lips stained with cunt juices and breast milk. They stared at us with hungry lust. They were coming to fuck us to death. I held my futa-girlfriend, tears falling down my face.

This was all my fault. I let Aphrodite's grimoire fall into Franz's terrible hands. I could remember being his whore, begging him to fuck me, corrupting the book with the mix of his cum and my pussy juices. And now...

“The virgins are backstage,” Abby said, the redheaded futa's eyes wild. Like me, she was just freed from the domination of the Bacchanal, restored to being a futa thanks to the schoolgirl futa who possessed two dicks.

Two!

She had used a powerful spell. I had read it in the book. I futa had given her cock to this girl.

“We need to get there,” the girl said.

“Right, Franny,” the blonde woman I had been fucking while out of control nodded. Her cum leaked out of my pussy while a double load of Franny's futa-jizz leaked out my asshole. She had rammed both her cocks into my poor bowels.

“What are they saying?” Beáta asked in Hungarian.

“Let's go,” Franny said. Then her eyes widened.

Franz began casting the spell. I felt the energy in the room lurch away from the auditorium and... Attacked Aphrodite.

“Oh, no,” I groaned.

“Let's go!” Franny shouted again.

Megan grabbed her and the other futa-schoolgirl's hands, dragging them down the edge of the stage. But in front of them, the wild girls lost to the bacchanal were rising from their sapphic embraces, staring at us with such hungry eyes. They were wholly lost to the frenzied, orgiastic sex. They would hurt us as they fucked us.

Maybe even kill us.

“I'll get you through!” Megan shouted, pulling off a belt she wore around her face and cracking it into the face of a young woman lunching at her.

The belt hit hard. Blood spurted from the girl's broken nose.

“What do we do?” Beáta asked.

“Follow,” I told her, grabbing her hand and pulling her after the schoolgirl-futas and Abby. “We need to get to those virgins Richmal was watching. I think I understand why.”

Virgins held power.

The room shook as the spell's power shuddered through the building. I stumbled, several of the rushing girls falling on their faces. Others were tripping as they climbed over the chairs, over each other, in their mad lust to get to us. In moments, we would be overwhelmed. There was no amount of whipping with a belt that would stop it.

My hand darted down to my pussy. I shoved my fingers in, coating them in my juices and Megan's cum. My body still buzzed with lust. There was so much in the air that I groaned from the contact. My pussy clenched on my digits. I pulled them out, my dick throbbing.

“Aphrodite, imbue this offering of seed and juices with your lust. Let it drive all women wild to love the woman it anoints, Goddess of Love and Beauty!” I chanted then flicked the cum at into the faces of several young women scrambling over the seats to reach us.

It splattered their faces, droplets of white glowing florescent blue amid the pulsing lights of the concert. The girls shuddered, milk spurting from their breasts as they were struck. Around them, other wild women turned, rushing for them.

CRACK!

Megan's belt cracked another wild woman in the face. My fingers flicked out again and anointed another pair of women. They fell on each other in a mad lust, their naked breasts pressing together, milk flowing between them as they fell to the ground. The nearest wild women surged on them, fucking them with wild abound.

My dick throbbed so hard. I gripped Beáta's hand and kept going, ignoring my desires.

“Aphrodite, bind these creatures to the chairs and defend your most devoted servant!” Franny shouted as she and the other schoolgirls neared the stairs up the side of the stage.

Three girls rushing at her shot backward, their arms pinned to their sides. They bowled over others before they were slammed down into seats, tied in place by invisible bonds. Their breasts shook, milk flicking from the tips of their nipples as they struggled to get free.

“Come back! I want to fuck that cock! I want to devour you!” the pink-haired one shouted, her hair in pigtails that swept about her shoulders. “Fuck you so hard, futa!”

My cock throbbed. She was so sexy. I could just slam my cock into her pussy and fuck her...

I pushed those thoughts out of my head as I reached the stairs with Beáta. I flicked my fingers one last time, splattering the last of my cum on a pair of middle-aged women, still wearing tattered remains of their office skirts, who rushed at us from behind.

They were swarmed in a pile of writhing, feminine flesh, moaning in passion.

Then we were up the stairs. I had a brief glimpse of four naked girls on stage on their hands and knees. Franz and three other men knelt behind them. Franz still held the book. My stomach twisted in shame. I couldn't believe that I'd lost it. Aphrodite entrusted the book with me. I would do anything to correct my mistake.

“Seal the door behind us, Gabi,” Franny shouted as I burst through the stage door.

“Right!” I shouted, grabbing Beáta and pulling her back. “I'll hold the door.”

“The virgins are over here,” Abby said. “This black-haired woman was watching them.”

“Richmal,” I told them. “She's Franz's favorite.” Then I focused on the door. “Aphrodite, seal this portal and defend your most devoted servant!”

“What can I do?” Beáta asked, gripping my free hand as pink energy washed over the door.

“Fuck me!” I shouted, bracing my hands against the door, pouring energy into the spell as suddenly women crashed into it. The door shook. “They'll attack the spell. You saw how Richamal's breast milk dissolved my binding spell last night. I'll need lust.”

“Yes, Gabi, my beloved!” Beáta moaned and then rammed her dick into my sloppy cunt from behind.

I shuddered, savoring my futa-girlfriend's dick plunging into the depths of my pussy. I clenched down on her, absorbing her lust, pushing it into my spell. Her hands reached around my waist and found my girl-cock. I shuddered as she stroked it, my pussy clenching down on her. Her round breasts and pierced nipples rubbed into my back as she rammed hard into me, our flesh slapping together.

The pleasure rippled through me, strengthening my magic. Her lust and love poured into me as she groaned and nuzzled into my neck. She licked up to my ear, nibbling on the lobe as her hand flew up and down my girl-dick, stirring more delight through my body.

“Gabi, my beloved, I am here for you!”

*   *   *

Franny – Megan's Futa Sex Slave

I felt the power of Gabi's spell behind me. She was knowledgeable. Using that lust spell as a distraction was brilliant. She was quick on her feet and had studied the Grimoire. She even understood why I wanted virgins.

To make spells permanent, virgins could be “sacrificed,” their hymens popped. There was such power in their purity. With them, I could negate the spell this Franz was casting. I would disrupt it and overwhelm them.

“Okay, they're just in here,” Abby said as we burst into the green room. It reeked of sex and hot pussy. “They should be...” The redhead's words trailed off. Abby's eyes bulged as she pointed to the corner. “They were there when they sent us out to start the orgy. Richmal was watching them. Making sure they stayed pure.”

“Until they were needed,” a woman with a German accent purred behind me.

I whirled around with the others, my two cocks swaying and smacking together beneath my slutty schoolgirl skirt. Megan gripped her belt as we faced the black-haired woman accompanied by Michelle, Raven, and Kornélie, who one of the Czech virgins deflowered in the concert last night in Prague.

Richmal, the black-haired woman, was elegant, her face regal. She stood like a queen though she was naked. Her breasts were round and firm, nipples upswept, her body athletic, toned, gorgeous. She fixed me with a hungry look.

“You again. You ruined everything in New York.”

“Where my slave stopped Franz's plan,” Megan said, cracking her belt again. “I really need to whip his ass for all the trouble he's caused me.”

“Bold words, futa,” Richmal sneered.

“Where are the virgins?” Abby gasped.

“Why, on stage. They're..” Richmal shuddered. The entire building shook. I stumbled, shrieking and crashing into Mistress. Jewel and I clutched to her as a mighty, masculine groan of lust rose through the air and hurtled at our Goddess.

*   *   *

Franz Merkel – High Priest of Dionysus

The virgin had her hair dyed a garish purple, the tips darkening to black. Her pussy was so tawdry, shaved like a whore even though she was an innocent. But it felt so nice as I rubbed my cock against her maidenhead. With a growl, I plunged into Rebeka's pussy, taking her purity.

Beside me, Gunnar took Annuska's virginity, the brunette moaning in delight as her purity added power to the spell. The other two virgins were deflowered, more soiled innocence flowing into me as I pumped away in Rebeka's tight cunt.

“Yes, yes, yes,” howled the virgin in Hungarian. “Fuck me! Oh, god, that's good! Fuck me! Ram that big dick into me, Master!”

The building shook around us as the power of the spell swelled. Lights groaned and shook. The orgiastic women pounding at the door, trying to reach the escaped futas, howled in pure lust. And then it rose, the power from the deflowered virgins. My will channeled it as I chanted the spell for a fourth time.

*   *   *

Aphrodite – The Futa-Goddess of Love and beauty

“No!” I snarled as the masculine will slammed into me. My dick shrank more. It was already half its normal girth, the size of a regular man's cock. I gripped it so hard, stroking it, keeping my lusts alive while Dionysus stood over me laughing.

“It is almost over,” he grinned. “Your futas' perversions have left you open, vulnerable. Four virgins gathered in one spot. With intact hymens. Those are so hard to find these days. And your futas brought them right to my servants.”

He moved to the bed. My other goddesses just watched, unable to help. Hestia whimpered, Athena watched dispassionately, and Hera glowered, knowing she would have to return to her husband, Zeus. And I would have to return to my husband.

“NO!”

I stroked my futa-dick harder. I built this cock. I used all of my husband's knowledge to forge my own dick. I wouldn't be beholden to a man. I would dominate. I would control. And I would unleash my own race of followers. Women with cocks. Futanari. They would rule the world. Men would become their women and submit to their lusts.

“It's so close,” Dionysus said, his hand reaching down to pull his cock out as he moved to my bed. “I doubt your husband will mind if I enjoy you before I return him to you.”

My cock shrank another inch as he moved closer. He pushed open my thighs, spilling wine down my leg. He still held his goblet in his right hand as he worked. He moved closer, my dick shrinking another inch as those four virgins were fucked, their purity powering the spell.

“No, he won't mind at all.” Dionysus grinned. “After all, you fucked every male god before, cuckolding poor Hephaestus over and over.”

His cock came closer to my pussy. He rubbed it on my flesh as my cock shrank again. Mine was so small now. Almost the size of a clit. I shuddered, his tip pressed into my pussy. For the first time in two thousand years, a man entered me.

My body betrayed me. I was the goddess of love in all its forms, romantic and sexual. My pussy welcomed his dick. My thighs locked about his waist. I felt my connection to him. He leered at me, more wine sloshing from his never-empty goblet, spilling across my heaving breasts.

“Yes, it is wonderful to feel your warm embrace again, Aphrodite,” he grinned.

*   *   *

Franny – Megan's Futa Sex Slave

“I'll take the freak, subdue the rest,” Richmal said as she gained her balance.

The building still shook. Despair surged through me. We were too late. It was happening. Aphrodite was under attack. I could feel it, an itch in the back of my mind. I looked down at my two cocks, their pierced tips peeking out of my skirt. They would soon be gone. I would just be another woman again. A girl. Jewel and I wouldn't be Megan's futa-slaves any longer.

And she wouldn't be our Futa-Mistress.

We'd be lucky to escape being claimed by Franz or another male member of the Bacchanal. We'd be turned into wild women, our lusts controlled by our male master. We'd be allowed to experience pleasure only when he felt it appropriate.

“We lost,” I whispered, holding my Mistress, tears flowing down my eyes.

Raven, Michell, and Kornélie surged forward led by Richmal, rushing at us to start the process of taking our cocks. It was pointless. Aphrodite was minutes from losing. The virgins had been are only hope of stopping it.

“We haven't lost yet,” Megan said. “Slave, you will keep fighting!”

I shuddered at the power in her words. The confidence.

“You know the magic better than anyone. You understand how it works. How it functions.”

“It's the transmission of power through the intimate,” I said. “Through souls. We're conduits for her. And they're...” I glanced at Richmal. The woman seized me, pulling me away from my mistress.

I grunted as she slammed me onto my back. I gasped, the air whooshing out of my lungs. I blinked, dazed for a moment as Richmal straddled me. The German woman, her face twisting with the wild passion of the Bacchanal, grasped both my dicks, holding them together and pressing them against her pussy lips.

Her cunt. Her snatch. Her hole. Her conduit into her soul.

And my dicks were also conduits of power.

“Aphrodite, yes!” I howled as Richmal impaled her pussy on both my cocks.

I shuddered as her hot, silky flesh pressed my two dicks so tight together. The heads of my cocks rubbed together and against her wet pussy walls. Her cunt sank lower and lower down my cocks, engulfing more and more of them. The pleasure surged through me, knifing into my brain.

Pleasure rushed through me. My pussy clenched as Richamal's firm, round breasts heaved over me. She bottomed out on my cocks. Her cunt rippled on my girl-dicks. She moaned out her pleasure, her head snapping back.

“Aphrodite will not save you, slut,” she moaned, her hips undulating, stirring my two cocks through her hot depths. “Mmm, no she won't. She will soon be a submissive whore. Like you.”

I ignored her words and concentrated on her pussy. Not just the slick, silky glide as her flesh slid up my cocks, but the energy building between us. There was so much sexual power in the air, gathered by the orgy and now enhanced by the deflowered virgins. I felt it through my senses, all the power her Master had gathered, what he threw at my Goddess. He was connected to Richmal. He owned her.

He had owned her since she turned twenty, graduating from a school ran by the followers of Athena, a virgin preserved so that the newest member of the Bacchanal could dominate her sexuality. How she had loved Franz that night, being taken by him, surrendering to his commanding power.

She was like me.

I felt such a kindred spirit with this regal woman pumping her pussy up and down my dicks. We both moaned our pleasure, her hips rising and falling, the silky friction burning between us. She was only dominating and strong because of him. He trusted her. Loved her.

He invested so much power in her, giving her the confidence to be a leader.

Richmal's dark eyes stared into mine. She leaned over, sensing our connection as she worked her cunt up and down my dicks. They both ached and throbbed. The dual sensations rushed through my body, my pussy on fire. Her round breasts pressed into my small tits. Her nipples caressed my pierced nubs as our lips met in a hot kiss.

I groaned into the kiss, not fighting her at all. I was vaguely aware of Abby being fucked by her wife, Michelle, and Megan pounding pink-haired Raven hard from behind. Jewel, meanwhile, writhed with Kornélie. I let that wash over me and focused on Richmal. On her love. On her devotion. On the conduits tying her to Franz.

I focused on the feel of her body on mine, our lips devouring each other, tongues dancing. Her heart pounded beneath her breasts as they rubbed against mine. Our nipples kissed as hard as our lips, her pussy clenching on my dick. She was so hot, so molten, my futa-cocks aching and throbbing, the pressure building and building in me.

Richmal broke the kiss. “What are you doing?”

“Understanding your love,” I moaned. “It's such a beautiful thing. Even if it's with a man.”

She shuddered. Her pussy spasmed on my dick for a moment. “It is a beautiful thing.”

“Just like I love my Mistress,” I told her, my hips thrusting up, savoring the hot feel of her cunt wrapped about my dick. “I would do anything for her.”

“Anything,” Richmal moaned, her body shuddering atop me. “For my Franz.”

I kissed her again, nibbling on her chin, focusing on that connection. I could feel Franz. He was fucking...Rebeka. Her name rose in my mind. Flashes of her purple hair dancing across a supple back while Franz fucked her appeared in my thoughts. He drove his cock hard into her.

And I could feel Rebeka through the same conduit. He had claimed her like he had claimed Richmal and Anya and Claudette and Sarah. She was his woman now. His devoted slave. She loved his cock plunging into her pussy, driving her wild with lust.

My hips heaved faster and faster. My cocks pumped as I rammed into Richmal's pussy. I rolled us over, ending up on top of the older woman. She moaned as I braced myself on my arms, fucking her so hard, pounding my cocks into her hot, tight cunt.

It was spectacular. “You're so hot. So tight! I'm going to cum so hard in you.”

“Then I will steal your dicks!” she moaned. “I will take them and make you his!”

I didn't contradict her. My ass clenched as I thrust my dicks into her pussy. My futa-cocks ached amid the silky friction. The pressure swelled and swelled as I plowed her. She was so hot, so silky. My dicks drank in the sensations.

Mistress had given me permission to cum as much as I want.

The stadium shook again. The spell building and building. Franz drove to his climax. He was so close to erupting into the virgin, the final act that would forever despoil her. The point when her virgin cunt would provide the most power.

The moment my Goddess would lose.

I felt his orgasm build along with mine. I groaned, pumping faster and faster. I had no idea if this would even work. But it was the only chance we had. My pussy leaked juices down my thighs. I felt each drop work down my flesh as I fucked Richmal's hot cunt.

Her hands clenched my ass. Her face twisted in pleasure. Then she came. Her pussy writhed about my twin dicks. The massaging flesh caressed both crowns of my cocks. The rapture surged through my shafts.

“Cum!” Richmal howled. “Cum and lose those dicks! Be cleansed!”

I drew in a breath, my pussy boiling, and rammed my futa-cocks into her cunt. The words of the spell tumbled from my lips as my girl-jizz pumped over and over into her pussy. I flooded her depths, dual blasts of hot cum filling her to the brim as the power of my spell, drawing on the last of Aphrodite's strength, rushed out of me.

*   *   *

Franz Merkel – High Priest of Dionysus

Rebeka's pussy felt so amazing on my dick. I groaned, plowing her so hard. I rammed my cock into her silky depths. The virgin moaned and bucked. Her pussy spasmed about my dick. Her orgasm burned through her, milking my shaft.

“Dionysus!” I howled to my god, reveling in the rapture about my cock.

I buried my dick into her, my balls erupting. My cum fired into her, finishing her corruption. Energy surged through her pussy. I absorbed it. I drank it all in. My eyes shot open as I channeled the spell at Aphrodite, throwing it at the foul goddess, and...

Heat burned on my dick. It radiated out through my body. A feedback shot down the spell from Aphrodite. Something entering into Rebeka and then flowing out into me. It was a counterstrike. I groaned, shaking my head as the heat consumed me.

“What is going on?” snarled Gunnar to my right, his voice rising in pitch.

“Franz!” Marquis shouted, shuddering as the Black man flooded his virgin. “This isn't...”

My cock swelled in size. It grew bigger and bigger in Rebeka's spasming pussy. She squealed in delight, her flesh spasming so hard about my expanding dick. I gasped, my voice growing higher and higher in pitch. My balls retracted. They pulled up in my body as my shoulders narrowed.

Blond hair spilled about my shoulders as I looked down at my chest. It swelled, two round mounds pressing at my silk shirt. My eyes widened. The book fell from my hands, my fingers so delicate and feminine.

“No,” Gunnar gasped beside me, his voice so feminine, so girlish and full of shock. His face had changed, his chiseled, Swedish masculinity replaced by a sultry beauty, lips plump, dark hair spilling about a gorgeous face, breasts straining her silk shirt. “What did you do, Franz?”

“I...” I said, shocked by how feminine my voice sounded. I stared down at my cock thrusting out of the virgin's cunt. My shaft was huge. My delicate finger ran down, sliding through my blonde pubic hair and feeling the lips of a pussy wrapped about the base of my cock. “We're futas.”

I looked around. The other masters were all mistresses. Futas, breasts swelling their silk shirts, their pants falling off narrowing waists to reveal their cocks, swollen to the size of Aphrodite's whores. Rebeka groaned on my dick, her hips pumping back, sending pleasure through me.

“What just happened?” Gunnar howled, ripping her futa-cock out of Annuska's pussy.

*   *   *

Aphrodite – The Futa-Goddess of Love and Beauty

“Franny!” I howled in pure delight. “You wonderful girl! I knew you had a destiny before you!”

“What is happening?” Dionysus screamed as Franny's spell crashed into Franz's. She came just a heartbeat before Franz, using the connections between souls to turn Rebeka into a trap.

It was one of my favorite spells. I always took delight when one of my futas used the spell, turning a pussy into a trap for a man. If he fucked the enchanted hole, he would be instantly turned into a woman. At the moment Franz came, Rebeka was a trap. It was only possible because Franny and her two futa dicks used Richmal as a conduit. She was connected to Franz and thus to Rebeka through Dionysus.

And now that spell had flowed into Dionysus and out to all her followers. All her men were becoming futas. Just like the God of Wine and Revelry was becoming a Futa-Goddess. Her cock grew bigger and bigger in her even as my own dick swelled and swelled, no longer under attack by Franz's spell.

I groaned, watching Dionysus sprout large, bountiful breasts, creamy milk beading the tips of nipples. Her face softened, becoming something gorgeous and wonderful. There was wild lust in her eyes as she kept pumping her larger girl-cock into my pussy.

“Oh, I knew you'd make a beautiful Goddess,” I moaned, humping against her thrusts, my futa-cock slapping on my belly. “Oh, Dionysus, you are just gorgeous.”

My hands grasped her tits.

“No!” Dionysus shouted, her hips still pumping. “No, this isn't what should have happen.”

“I know,” I moaned. “I wanted to make you into a woman. But, I suppose, a futa is fine.”

“The other gods... Zeus...” Dionysus's face blanched for a moment. “Ambrosia, you've cursed me.”

“Recruited you.” I played with those tits. “Welcome to the winning team, Dionysus.”

Her goblet spilled more wine across my tits. My nipples tingled as her cock buried into my depths. Her cum exploded out of her dick, spurting so hot and deep into me. I squirmed, groaning, my eyes rolling back into my head. Her futa-jizz filled me.

“Aphrodite!” the new Futa-Goddess moaned.

“Yes, yes, yes, it's wonderful,” I gasped as my orgasm exploded through me.

My girl-cock erupted. My futa-cum fired up my body, splashing my bountiful, wine-stained breasts. We heaved together as I pulled her down, our large tits rubbing together. My cock kept firing while her futa-dick kept flooding my cunt. We kissed, writhing in our new, shared passion.

We were enemies no longer.

*   *   *

Gabi – Futa-Witch and Owner of Crystal Delight

The women pounded on the other side of the door as Beáta pounded me. She rammed her futa-dick so hard into my pussy, her hand flying up and down my girl-cock. I groaned, humping back into her thrusts as she nibbled on my ear.

The world shook again. A wild moan went through the door. The pounding stopped. The girls on the other side let out wanton moans, falling on each other in an orgiastic ecstasy, licking, kissing, moaning.

They no longer tried to batter the door down.

“Oh, Beáta,” I moaned.

“It's over,” she gasped. “Gabi, my beloved, it's over! Franny did it!”

“She must have reached the virgins,” I moaned, bucking back into my futa-lovers thrusts. Tears fell down my cheeks even as the pleasure trembled through me. “I didn't ruin the sisterhood with my mistake.”

Her lips kissed at my tear-stained cheeks. Her breasts rubbed into my back as she hugged me. Her left hand squeezed my right breast while her right kept stroking me. My dick throbbed in her grip, my pussy growing hotter and hotter.

She was so wonderful. So supportive. I was so glad I had my Beáta. That we had become futas. Joy burst inside of me. My body trembled, the friction burning in the depths of my hot cunt. Her thrusting dick reamed me so hard, making me tremble and gasp in delight.

“Beáta!” I groaned.

“Cum, Gabi, my beloved,” she moaned. “Cum!”

Her hand stroked up my cock, reaching the sensitive crown and brushing my piercing. Her futa-dick reamed into the depths of my cunt, caressing my inner flesh. My body heaved as the pressure exploded out of me.

My cum fired, splattering the stage door. I shuddered, my pussy spasming about her dick, milking her girl-cock as she pumped so hard, so fast into me. The rapture surged through me. My heart thudded so fast in my chest.

“Beáta! My heart!” I howled, the rapture assaulting my mind. “Cum in me! Let me feel you spurt in me again.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” She rammed her cock into my spasming depths, sending waves of rapture flooding out of my pussy. “My beloved!”

Her cum fired hard. It splattered against my cervix. It filled me as my pussy milked her dick. I swayed in her arms, my heart bursting for joy. My dick fired a last time, gripped in her embrace, as her seed filled me.

More tears fell from my cheeks. It was over. We were still futas. We were still together. She held me and loved me. My sweet Beáta.

*   *   *

Franny – Megan's Futa Sex Slave

“You did it, slave!” Megan whooped, crashing into me and hauling my cock out of Richmal's pussy with a wet plop. I gasped, ending up on the ground, my blonde Mistress over me, her lips raining kisses on my face as her dick rubbed on mine.

“Franny!” Jewel squealed and my sister-slave joined us a moment later, hugging us both, her soft lips planting kisses on our faces. “You did it! You saved Aphrodite!”

I shuddered, bathed in love as I squirmed beneath my Mistress. I heard Richmal get up, stumbling away. Abby and Michelle were hugging each other, kissing each other. They were so happy, to. And I was happy. I was with my family. My Mistress and my fellow sex slave.

We were all still futas.

Megan pulled her lips away, her vivid, blue eyes blinking. Then she looked down at our crotches. At her dick rubbing on mine, which was coated in Richmal's juices. Megan gasped, jumping back and ripping up my skirt, looking at my pussy.

“Where did your other cock go, Franny?”

“Sacrificed,” I said. “To power the spell.” I shivered, lucky I still had one. “Spread out among the Dionysians now.”

Mistress's face hardened. “On your hands and knees, slave. I loved that cock. You didn't have any right to deprive me of it.”

I shuddered, hearing the love in her words as I rolled over on my hands and knees, ready to accept my punishment. I was bad. I didn't ask my Mistress's permission. It may seem harsh to others, even unfair, but I loved being punished. I loved the pain, how it would turned into rapture, and most of all, I loved the joy it gave my Mistress.

Losing my cock was just the excuse for the punishment.

“Jewel, suck on the naughty slut's cock,” Megan ordered as she picked up her discarded belt. It was thin, made of supple leather dyed red.

And it stung.

“Yes, Mistress,” Jewel purred.

She stretched out on her back, her firm titties jiggling, and scooted her face beneath me. I gasped as her warm lips found my single cock. I'd miss having two dicks, I had a lot of fun with them the last few months, but it was worth it to save the Sisterhood.

I gasped as Jewel engulfed my dick, tasting Richmal's pussy juices. The naughty futa-slave suckled hard, her face looking at once both so innocent and whorish. I shivered, my pussy clenching, juices dribbling down my thighs and cock.

“I love you, Jewel,” I said.

Her eyes flicked over to me. I saw her love back.

“And I love you, Mistress,” I moaned, wiggling my ass. “Discipline me for being a naughty slave!”

“Always,” she purred.

CRACK!

My cock twitched in Jewel's sucking mouth as pain burned across the cheeks of my ass. I groaned, shivering, my pussy clenching as the stinging heat became naughty delight as it settled into my cunt's depths. I groaned, sucking in deep breaths, Jewel's tongue playing with my cock's piercing.

CRACK!

It was ecstasy burning across my ass. I moaned, my firm tits jiggling. She spanked me hard. I could feel the red welt rising and hear the moan of lust in my Mistress's voice. I shook my head, brown hair dancing about my shoulders.

CRACK!

“Mistress!” I howled, my pussy clenching, my dick throbbing. Already, my orgasm swelled in my depths, fueled by pain and Jewel's naughty tongue swirling about the crown of my futa-cock.

CRACK!

“I was so bad!”

CRACK!

“Just a naughty slave!”

CRACK!

“Wicked!”

The pain was so intense. The welt crisscrossed my ass. I shuddered, trembling and shaking as the heat burned through me. My pussy dripped more and more juices. The pressure swelled and swelled in me. My hips shook, my cock aching in Jewel's hungry mouth. She sucked so hard, so eager for my girl-cum to spill into her depths.

CRACK!

“I'm so sorry for being bad, Mistress!” I howled, the pain so intense.

The belt threw down to the floor. “No! Don't be sorry!” I heard emotion thick in Megan's voice. “You saved us all, slave.”

I turned my head as my blonde mistress fell to her knees behind me. Tears fell down her cheeks. I had never seen her cry before. She grabbed my ass, pain searing through my welts, and brought her cock to my pussy.

“You never have to apologize for what happened tonight,” she moaned as she plunged her dick into my cunt. “You were a good slave. An amazing slave. I love you so much, Franny!”

“Yes, Mistress!” I howled as her futa-cock pump in and out of my pussy, her tits bouncing and heaving.

Jewel sucked harder, moaning about my cock.

They spoiled me so much. They loved me. I shuddered, bucking between them. Mistress reamed her girl-dick in and out of my aching pussy. The pleasure swelled through me. I shuddered, my head arching as her crotch smacked over and over into my welted ass.

The pain met the pleasure.

My dick ached and throbbed in Jewel's mouth. My pussy boiled around my Mistress's futa-cock. I shuddered, the pressure swelling through me. I had to let it out. Every thrust of Mistress's shaft, every slap of her crotch into my burning ass, brought me closer.

“Mistress,” I howled.

“You can cum and cum and cum tonight!” Megan moaned. “You earned it, slave!”

Slave.

Tears fell down my cheeks as my orgasm burst through me. My pussy writhed about Megan's cock. My futa-dick erupted into Jewel's hungry mouth. She drank my girl-cum in loud gulps, sucking so hard. Mistress kept plowing me, fucking me, keeping me cumming and cumming and cumming.

I loved it. I savored it. The two futas I loved. My family. We were together. We were safe. I had protected us and our Goddess. And I accepted my reward. Pain and pleasure. The sweet agony and the euphoric rapture swirling through me, driving me to new heights.

And then Mistress came.

“My slave!” she howled as she pumped her girl-cum in me.

And then we all three were kissing, writhing, sharing my girl-cum from Jewel's mouth. They hugged me. They held me. They loved me. And I knew we would be together for all the days of our life. Nothing, not even a petty god, could tear us apart.

A Mistress and her two futa-slaves. What a beautiful thing.

*   *   *

Sigrid – Lead Singer of The Bent Gender

“Well, that was a wild turn of events,” I laughed, the audience writhing in their seats, the air reeking of pussy. The Dionysian futas had left, all dazed, taking their harems of women with them. I was just so glad to have my dick again.

I couldn't believe I lost it. Or that I hadn't cared when I did. I had just writhed on the ground, eating January's tangy pussy out while she ate mine, not caring that those bastards were trying to destroy the Sisterhood on our stage.

“So are you ready to rock, futa style?” I demanded.

The crowd roared, led by Megan and her two wonderful sex slaves front row and center. They were getting VIP treatment for the rest of the tour. They earned it.

“I can't hear you!” Starr said, standing beside me, a huge grin on her pale face.

The crowd deafened us.

“That's what I thought!” I drank in their excitement. The lights flashed. January struck up the beat and then we launched into “TG Surprise” and rocked the hell out of Budapest.

The show would always go on. Us futas are insatiable. And we still had the rest of Europe to expose to our perversions. I couldn't wait to pop more cherries and party with Raven. Maybe I should marry the girl.

She was wonderful. And, after all, wasn't the Sisterhood about love in all its forms?

*   *   *

Franziska Merkel – High Priestess of Dionysus

“There you are, Richmal,” I said, still not used to the high-pitch timber of my voice.

My first slave, my first love, sat before the Statue of St. Stephen. She was naked, her thighs stained with cum, her black hair disheveled. Her normally firm bun was ruined. Her face was smeared by tears, her mascara running in thick lines.

She looked up and then winced. “I'm so sorry, Master.”

“Mistress,” Anya corrected. The rest of my harem, including Rebeka, were behind me. They had adjusted surprisingly well to my transformation.

After all, I had a bigger cock, a pussy, and tits full of Dionysus's intoxicating breast milk. Aphrodite's spell had...improved me.

I bent down, stroking Richmal's cheek with my slender fingers. I lifted her face. “Why are you sorry?”

“This is all my fault,” she sobbed. “I fucked that futa with the two dicks. I felt her spell go through me. She changed you.”

“Am I so hideous to look at now?”

“Mistress?” she asked, forehead furrowing.

“Am I ugly?”

“You're not a man any longer.”

“No, I'm a futa,” I said. I pulled her lips to my naked breasts, my dress shirt unbutton. “I've been...change. Dionysus has been changed. Things are different. Better.”

“Better?” she asked as I brought her lip to my nipple. Her lips opened. She suckled.

And then groaned as she drank my breast milk. “I can give you the wine directly. I can control you even better. Isn't that wonderful?”

She moaned her agreement about my nipple while the rest of my Harem—Anya, Claudette, Sarah, and Rebeka—hugged us. My milk flowed into her mouth. My pussy clenched, such a wondrous new sensation, and my huge futa-dick throbbed.

“The Bacchanal still exists. Only now it's futas controlling women's desires. And futas will understand your needs so much better.” I kept stroking her black hair, savoring how intimate this was. I loved being a woman. A futa. “So do not feel guilty.

“Feel only joy. Because I love you, Richmal. You are my first slave.”

I felt her tears spill hot onto my breast as she suckled.

*   *   *

Zeus – King of the Gods

Olympus trembled. Dionysus had fallen to Aphrodite.

I gazed out over the Gods and Goddesses, seeing the fear in their eyes, wondering when the futas would come for them. Hestia had failed to prevail against Aphrodite like her followers had in the past. Then Dionysus had fallen. Apollo had been tricked like Selene had in the past.

“They must be eradicated,” I growled, thunder rumbling. My wife lay in Aphrodite's arms right now. It was petty of Hera. A way to get back at me for my appetites over the millennia.

“Then unleash me,” purred black-lipped Eris. The Goddess of Strife stepped out of the crowds. “Let them know my scourge.”

I was about to nod when motherly Demeter strolled before my throne, wreathed in vines. They wrapped about her flesh, the leaves covering her nipples and pussy while leaving the rest of her exposed.

“I have a plan, oh Great King,” she said, kneeling. “A way to strike at the futas in the Americas.”

“Speak,” I commanded and thunder rumbled about Olympus.

The END
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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.

If you want to read more, click here for Bacchanal's Creamy Passion (Aphrodite's Futa Magic 5)!
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