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Naughty Excerpt from “Dorm Room Futa Surprise”

“Our cheer squad is world class, and our volleyball team has been ranking quite high. They hope to make it to nationals this year.”

“Yeah, I met Portia,” I said. “She invited me to tryout.”

“Oh, you have to. You'll love it. The Venus Squad is amazing.” The woman's voice had this throaty cadence to it. “Last year... The things those futas did.”

“Portia's a futa?” I gasped.

“All the cheerleaders are.” She turned around, digging through a box. She pulled out a manila folder with my student ID card pinned to it. “If you join the squad, you'll become one, too.” She handed over the folder. “Now here's your class schedule, your welcome packet, your keycard for your dorm room, your meal card, and a few other things. Enjoy your year.”

“Thanks,” I said.

I didn't know what a futa was, but it sounded so intriguing. And I could be one? I definitely needed to get back to my dorm room before my mom ruined everything. I loved Betty like she was my real mother, I did, but if she ruined this for me...

I tucked my manila folder beneath my arm and darted around the line queuing up behind me. The secretary gave a fond laugh, like she understood just why I was in such a hurry to get back to Portia.

I burst out into the daylight. I ran as fast as I could, my legs stretching out before me. I had such an energy in me, a drive that could not be stopped. I pumped my legs so fast. My thigh-high socks whisked against each other. My skirt flared and my little breasts jiggled in my bra.

The blood pounded through my veins. My pigtails flew behind me. I would somehow show Portia I was an adult, make love to her, and become a cheerleader.

I almost tripped at that thought. A cheerleader, me? I was such a nerd. I never once had the inclination to shake my body before the crowd. I'd rather be learning, but now... Now I just wanted to impress Portia and become a futa!

Whatever that was!

I ran past the two girls who were doing more than kissing. They were topless and grinding on each other. They were having sex right there in the open, one of the wearing a fleshy strap-on and pounding the other's pussy hard.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck me with that futa-cock, Bella!” the busty Arab girl moaned, her dusky tits swaying beneath her.

“Gladly, Sarai!” Bella moaned, her hips pumping away hard, driving her fleshy dildo into the Arab girl's pussy.

I couldn't believe that was happening. But I didn't stop to gawk. My pussy was wet for something else. I needed to get to Portia no matter what. I wouldn't gawk at those two lesbians like the growing crowd of other girls were.

I had a mission.

My lungs burned and my mouth had that coppery taste in it when I reached the dorm. My legs felt like lead. Sweat stained my brow. My chest heaved with heavy breaths as I burst into the lobby. I looked around and... Where did I go to get to my room?

What was my room number?

I ripped open my packet and found my room number written on a form with a pair of hotel key cards, both pink, taped to it. I sucked in a deep breath and ripped them off and headed down the hallway to room 117. 

I slowed down, taking deep breaths. I wanted to make sure I was calm. That I didn't look like I had run a mile. I had to be an adult. I paused outside my dorm room, my chest still rising and falling. My face felt so flushed. Maybe I should undo my hair. There was a bathroom back in the lobby. I could wipe my face down.

But what if my mom was even now pulling out her phone?

I bit my lip, indecision warring in me. My desire to show Portia I was an adult warring with my fear of my mom's embarrassing photos. I gripped my keycard in my hand, staring at the brass door handle and...

“Oh, yes, just like that, Betty!” Portia moaned. “Oh, wow, you're so good at doing that.”

“I've never done anything like this before,” moaned my step-mother. Her voice sounded so different. So throaty. “We shouldn't be doing this. Marybeth could get back at any moment.”

What shouldn't they be doing?

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Dorm Room Futa Surprise

“I can't believe you're starting college,” my step-mom, Betty, said as she drove her car through Aphrodite University. “You're growing up so fast. It seems like just yesterday you were a little toddler running around in only your diapers”

“Mom,” I groaned, squirming, my cheeks burning. She'd met my dad when I was only one. My real mother died in childbirth and so I'd only know Betty. “Don't you dare bring that up with anyone.”

She reached over and patted my knee through my thigh-high socks. “Afraid your ol' mom will embarrass you?”

“Yes,” I said, nodding my head emphatically. I narrowed my eyes, staring at her phone held in a mount on the dashboard displaying the GPS app. “What pictures do you have on your phone?”

“All of them,” she said with a bright smile, her auburn hair spilling about her motherly face. She had that perfect mom look about her, all loving smiles, her body curvy and ample.

“Not the ones of me in the bathtub,” I groaned. “Please, please say you don't have any of those.”

“Sweetie, your father and I had all your baby pictures digitized last year. They're all stored in the cloud now.”

“You're not going to...?”

She just smiled more.

Panic fluttered through me. I shook my head, my pigtails swaying about my shoulders. “No, no, you're just messing with me.”

“Am I?” She arched an auburn eyebrow as she turned into the parking lot before my new dorm.

“You better be,” I muttered. “Or... Or I won't call you at all. I'll just send the occasional text.”

“Good thing we're Facebook friends!” Mom said brightly. “If I don't hear from you, I'll just have to post all those childhood photos of you. I'll tag you, and your friends, in them. So they can all see.”

“You're blackmailing me into calling you?”

“Sweetie, I would never try to convince you to do anything,” she said with such a happy smile. “I mean, did I object that you wanted to go to this university? Did I protest that it's only on its second year in existence? Did I point out how no one knows how good this school is?”

“All the time.” I gave her direct look. “It's supposed to be focused on helping young women find careers in traditionally male-dominated fields,” I said, quoting the pamphlet. “They have an amazing programming department. FuTech Industries is helping to sponsor it. And you know how amazing their technology is.” I had their first generation tablet, made for women, by women.

“See,” she said. “I just want to support my daughter and make sure she's happy. And if you don't call, then how will I know?”

I shook my head in exasperation. “How does Dad put up with you?”

“By letting me get my way,” she said brightly. “That's the key to a happy marriage. That and blowjobs.”

My eyes bulged. My cheeks burned. “I did not need to hear that, Mom!”

“Oh, Marybeth, you're going to meet a guy someday and...” She frowned. “Well, I was going to say here at college, but maybe in Buckley or something. But blowjobs are important to a happy relationship. If you like giving them, then he'll be so happy. And if he's happy, well, things just have a way of working out.”

“What if I meet a girl?” I asked, arching an eyebrow. “Blowjob won't be that important. Girls don't have dicks.”

“Are you coming out of the closet?” She gave me a big smile. “Then I imagine pussy licking will be important. Now, your father is an expert on that. Maybe he should give you some pointers so—”

I threw myself out of the car. I could never tell if my mom was serious when she spoke like this or just enjoyed messing with me. My cheeks burned in the warm, September morning. It was Labor Day weekend. Classes started on Tuesday.

Freedom from my parents. I mean, they weren't bad, but I was an adult now. Technically. Even if my mom could still make me feel like a little girl.

I took a deep breath and smiled at a passing girl. She was my age, dragging a suitcase behind her. She gave me a nervous smile back, trembling with that same eager, excited energy that I felt to be here at this school.

“Did you come to meet a futa, too?” she asked me.

“Futa?” I frowned as she kept walking by. “What's a futa?”

“Ooh, I don't want to spoil the surprise then. But you're going to love it here.”

“Oh, are you a Sophomore?”

“Freshman,” she shouted, getting farther away. “But I just know we'll love it. Futas! They're supposed to be awesome.”

“What's a futa?” my mom asked.

“I have no idea,” I said, shrugging my shoulders.

“Well, let's get your stuff inside,” Mom said, popping the trunk.

I nodded my head. I took a deep breath. The car was loaded with boxes of clothes, my computer, books, one stuffed animal (I couldn't be parted from my favorite teddy bear that Daddy won me at the Puyallup Fair when I was ten), and other little things. I scooped up a small box while Mom grabbed a big one.

She arched an eyebrow at me.

I added another box on top of mine, blushing furiously. My chin rested on it as I tottered after her. She made carrying the large box look so effortless. She strolled before me in her sundress, a bounce to her step. I swear, she was about to burst out singing like a Disney princess.

She loved musicals. I was lucky she didn't listen to Let it Go on loop the entire time. She reveled in singing in the car. 

I shifted my grip on my boxes as we hit the stairs leading up to the dorm. Other girls streamed in and out, many carrying boxes. Some had their fathers or brothers with them, strong men who could carry their belongings.

I smiled at a boy my age as he walked by. He had such dreamy eyes, and that wild, black hair... Maybe I should have went to a coed college. How was I supposed to find a boyfriend and lose my virginity at an all-girl's school and...

Thoughts of boys evaporated from my mind at the sight of the cheerleader.

“Oh, my,” Mom said, stopping in place as the cheerleader swept buy us, her pink, pleated skirts swirling about her toned legs.

I swallowed, my mouth going dry. I had never seen a woman more beautiful in my life. She was tall and willowy, her raven-black hair sweeping about her shoulders. She wore a pink, sleeveless top with a white angel stretched across her round breasts. They jiggled as she walked, clearly not supported by a bra. And her nipples...

They were hard.

My mouth puckered, imagining what it would be like to suck on them and... What was I thinking? I'm not gay. Right? But my pussy itched so badly as I watched the cheerleader's strut. I salivated. My tongue flicked across my lips. I squeezed my thighs together, my poor clit on fire.

Was I... a lesbian?

Did I subconsciously choose to go to an all-girl's school so I could... experiment? So I could find out for myself about... No. No. I shook my head, struggling to think through the fog of lust surging through my body. I masturbated to guys. Like all the time.

I hadn't had sex yet, but I wanted to save myself for a real relationship in college. The boys in high school were all too young and immature. They just wanted to get into my pussy and fuck me. They would say anything to do it. So I dove into my studies. I learned as much about programming as I could, getting ready to attend college.

But I liked boys. I mean, I was drooling over that dreamy guy just a second ago. And now...

“Hi,” the cheerleader purred, stopping before my mom and me. “New student?”

“Yes,” my mom said, her words a little off. “Just, uh, you know...”

“Moving in?” the cheerleader supplied, a helpful smile on her lips.

“Yeah,” my mom said then gave a grateful laugh.

“That's your daughter?”

“No, no, step-daughter,” Mom said. “I know, we look a lot alike.”

“Well, you both have that beautiful hair. Though your daughter's is so much brighter.” The cheerleader brushed my mom's locks. “But the auburn look is just more... exotic.”

My mom's cheeks blushed brighter than I ever seen them. “Thanks. And your black hair. It's so lovely, sweetheart.”

“You think so?” the cheerleader asked, doing a little pose that had her tits jiggling in her top.

My eyes watched them. They looked so perky. I became so aware of my small breasts, just little, budding mounds topped by puffy nipples. I swayed, my pigtails caressing my shoulders as I strained to hold my boxes.

Why was I wearing my hair in pigtails? I came to college to be an adult. And now this cheerleader would just think of me as a child. Next, Mom would pull out her phone and show off my baby pictures. Everyone would think I was a kid.

Why was I so stupid?

“I'm Portia,” the cheerleader said, taking the box from my mom's arms.

“Betty, and this is Marybeth.”

“Marybeth, what a cute name,” the cheerleader said, flashing me a grin.

I squirmed even more now. I was a child in her eyes. And she saw my mom as a woman. An adult. I wanted to melt into the floor.

“Have you been down to the administration building to let them know you're here?” Portia asked.

My eyes widened. “Oh, shoot.” I remembered reading that in the letter. “No, no I haven't.”

“So you don't have your room key.” Portia shook her head. “Well, I'm one of the floor monitors. Marybeth... I think I know which room is yours. Me and your mom will get your stuffed stowed away. You run down to the administration building and get signed up, then hurry back.” Portia winked a hazel eye at me. “You won't want to miss out on the fun.”

I swallowed. “Okay. Um, but is that all right with you, Mom? I mean, you'll be carrying all my stuff.”

“Oh, sweetie, it's fine,” Mom said, staring at Portia. “I would love to talk to her. So you're a cheerleader?”

“Part of the Venus Squad,” she said. “I'm the captain.” Her eyes flicked to me. “Marybeth, I hope you tryout. You have just the right sort of bod for the team.”

I blinked at that, my spine straightening. Maybe she didn't think I was a child?

“Those pigtails will be so cute, too!” she continued.

And there went my spine. It deflated all over again. A child.

Mom took my boxes from me and then followed after the cheerleader, the pair talking. Mom laughed. I just knew she would be showing off my baby pictures before too long. I groaned and darted away, my pigtails flying around my shoulders.

Which would make me look like even more of a child right now. But I had to hurry. I needed to get the key and get back before Mom ruined my entire life at college. How many baby pics could she show of me? They would unload the car first.

Right?

I nodded my head. Right.

That had to buy me some time.

I burst out of the building and ran down the sidewalk, my skirt flaring about my thighs, my thigh-high socks feeling so scratchy all of a sudden. I must look like an elementary kid racing through the halls with my petite build.

Why did I dress like this? All my clothes were so wrong!

I had a vague idea where the administration building was. I headed in that direction, passing the open lawns dotted with shrubs and benches. I blinked as I passed two girls making out heavily, one Arab, their hands groping each other through their blouses. A heat went through me. My pace slowed as I stared at them.

What was it like kissing a girl? What would it be like kissing Portia? She had such lush lips. I bet they would feel amazing on me. She'd nibble on mine as she cupped my small breasts and fingered my puffy nipples. Our tongues would caress each other and...

Baby pictures!

I couldn't daydream.

I burst down the sidewalk, my shoes slapping on the cement. I sucked in deep breaths, my heart racing faster and faster. I pumped my arms, my skirt swishing and swirling about my thighs as I ran as fast as I could towards the Shelley Meyers-Sanders Hall. I passed a statue of the school's founders, the owners of Aphrodite Air, a lesbian couple who numbered among the first married women when our state legalized gay marriage.

Then I burst into the building and found a line.

“Next,” a smiling woman said, sitting at the main counter.

Another nervous Freshman like me moved to her, setting out paperwork. My eyes widened. Did I need paperwork? I had my wallet on me. It had my ID. Surely that was enough. They had to have me in their system.

I worried my lip, debating heading back to the car and looking for this paperwork. I frowned, struggling to thing if I'd even brought it. Was it at home? Would this day be even more of a disaster? I squirmed, picturing my mom sitting on my new bed, Portia beside her, the pair laughing as they stared at Mom's phone.

Oh, my god, she's so cute, Portia giggled. Look at her. She doesn't care at all that her pull-ups fell down. She's just racing around the house. 

That girl never could keep them on when she was three, Mom laughed in my imagination, words I'd heard her say so many times. They were always just coming off. 

Ooh, and there she is in the bath. She's got a little crown of soap suds. Portia let out a cute sigh. 

Mom was ruining any chances I had with Portia. I wanted her so badly. Maybe I was gay or just experimenting, but I needed to finally have sex with someone. With Portia. And if she saw me as a child, that would never happen.

“I hear the futas just drive you wild,” a girl before me whispered as I was lost in my terrible imaginations. “I can't wait to meet one.”

“I think they're just myths,” another girl said. “Women can't grow one of those.”

“Sure they can. My cousin went to Ms. Futa 'N Ari's Massage Parlor in Seattle.”

“Right.”

I squirmed, frowning. I was about to open my mouth and ask a question when the woman at the counter said, “Next.”

The girl whose cousin went to this massage parlor darted to the counter. What couldn't women grow? A beard? I mean, some women had facial hair. My great aunt was always plucking chin hairs. But I didn't have that problem. And why would that drive anyone wild?

“Next.”

The second girl stepped up. I blinked, realizing I was at the head of the line. It was actually moving rather quickly. Yes. Mom and Portia must still be unloading the car, right? How many boxes did I bring? 

Either way, there was still hope.

“Next.”

I darted forward, breathless as I fumbled with my wallet. “Hi.”

“Aren't you an eager one,” the woman smiled. “Did you meet one of the futas?”

I blinked. “What's a futa?”

She gave me a mysterious smile. Was futas something just for adults? Did she think I was a child? “What's your name, honey?”

“Marybeth Rolf,” I answered, sucking in breaths, my feet itching to run back to the dorm and put a stop to any sharing of embarrassing photos.

“Okay, here you are. And that looks like you,” she said. “But I just need to see your ID to double-check.”

“Of course,” I said, pulling out my State ID card. I didn't have a drivers license. All my friends had cars, and I just never got around to taking my driver's test. “Here you are.”

“Yep, that's you.” She gave me a smile. “You are going to love the school.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, shifting my hips.

“Our cheer squad is world class, and our volleyball team has been ranking quite high. They hope to make it to nationals this year.”

“Yeah, I met Portia,” I said. “She invited me to tryout.”

“Oh, you have to. You'll love it. The Venus Squad is amazing.” The woman's voice had this throaty cadence to it. “Last year... The things those futas did.”

“Portia's a futa?” I gasped.

“All the cheerleaders are.” She turned around, digging through a box. She pulled out a manila folder with my student ID card pinned to it. “If you join the squad, you'll become one, too.” She handed over the folder. “Now here's your class schedule, your welcome packet, your keycard for your dorm room, your meal card, and a few other things. Enjoy your year.”

“Thanks,” I said.

I didn't know what a futa was, but it sounded so intriguing. And I could be one? I definitely needed to get back to my dorm room before my mom ruined everything. I loved Betty like she was my real mother, I did, but if she ruined this for me...

I tucked my manila folder beneath my arm and darted around the line queuing up behind me. The secretary gave a fond laugh, like she understood just why I was in such a hurry to get back to Portia.

I burst out into the daylight. I ran as fast as I could, my legs stretching out before me. I had such an energy in me, a drive that could not be stopped. I pumped my legs so fast. My thigh-high socks whisked against each other. My skirt flared and my little breasts jiggled in my bra.

The blood pounded through my veins. My pigtails flew behind me. I would somehow show Portia I was an adult, make love to her, and become a cheerleader.

I almost tripped at that thought. A cheerleader, me? I was such a nerd. I never once had the inclination to shake my body before the crowd. I'd rather be learning, but now... Now I just wanted to impress Portia and become a futa!

Whatever that was!

I ran past the two girls who were doing more than kissing. They were topless and grinding on each other. They were having sex right there in the open, one of the wearing a fleshy strap-on and pounding the other's pussy hard.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck me with that futa-cock, Bella!” the busty Arab girl moaned, her dusky tits swaying beneath her.

“Gladly, Sarai!” Bella moaned, her hips pumping away hard, driving her fleshy dildo into the Arab girl's pussy.

I couldn't believe that was happening. But I didn't stop to gawk. My pussy was wet for something else. I needed to get to Portia no matter what. I wouldn't gawk at those two lesbians like the growing crowd of other girls were.

I had a mission.

My lungs burned and my mouth had that coppery taste in it when I reached the dorm. My legs felt like lead. Sweat stained my brow. My chest heaved with heavy breaths as I burst into the lobby. I looked around and... Where did I go to get to my room?

What was my room number?

I ripped open my packet and found my room number written on a form with a pair of hotel key cards, both pink, taped to it. I sucked in a deep breath and ripped them off and headed down the hallway to room 117. 

I slowed down, taking deep breaths. I wanted to make sure I was calm. That I didn't look like I had run a mile. I had to be an adult. I paused outside my dorm room, my chest still rising and falling. My face felt so flushed. Maybe I should undo my hair. There was a bathroom back in the lobby. I could wipe my face down.

But what if my mom was even now pulling out her phone?

I bit my lip, indecision warring in me. My desire to show Portia I was an adult warring with my fear of my mom's embarrassing photos. I gripped my keycard in my hand, staring at the brass door handle and...

“Oh, yes, just like that, Betty!” Portia moaned. “Oh, wow, you're so good at doing that.”

“I've never done anything like this before,” moaned my step-mother. Her voice sounded so different. So throaty. “We shouldn't be doing this. Marybeth could get back at any moment.”

What shouldn't they be doing?

“Mmm, just get that tongue back in there,” Portia said. “Ooh, yes, just like that. Ooh, you're such a naughty mother. I've been having so much fun with all the hot moms. Ooh, I can't believe this is your first time licking pussy. You're a natural.”

My stomach dropped.

I could not have heard that properly

My mom wouldn't be eating Portia's pussy. She loved my dad. They had a great marriage. Why would she...? With Portia...? I wanted to throw up. A cold sweat broke out across my entire body even as a strange heat swelled in my pussy.

I grew juicier as I pictured my auburn-haired step-mother between Portia's sleek, athletic thighs. The cheerleader's skirt lay bunched around her waist in my imagination, her legs spread wide. My mom's face pressed into a black bush, licking her pussy, cheating on my dad.

“Oh, yes, I like that. Mmm, just flutter your tongue in my snatch. Ooh, you're just so amazing, Betty!” I heard the creak of bedsprings.

My mom was cheating on Dad on my bed!

“You don't look happy,” a voice said behind me.

I let out a squeaking gasp, my heart racing. I spun around to find a blonde cheerleader standing behind me. Her hair was pulled back into a ponytail, leaving every line of her perfect face expose. Even the mole on her left cheek accentuated her, a little beauty mark to make the rest of her feminine delights so apparent. Plump limps, delicate nose, such bright-green eyes. A shiver ran through me.

“I... That is...”

“My girlfriend said she was around here,” the girl continued. “Portia. Do you know her? She's probably dressed like me.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” drifted through the door behind me. “Ooh, Betty, just eat my snatch. You're making my clit throb.”

“Have you seen her?” the blonde cheerleader asked.

“Well,” I said, squirming. “I... I don't know... what to say.”

“She said she was in room 117. That's this one.” The cheerleader smiled at me. “Is it your dorm room?”

I nodded my head, my cheeks burning.

“So she's in there?”

“With my... my step-mother,” I said, my voice so tight. Such pity rose in my heart for this blonde angel. That mean Portia had somehow seduced my whore mother into a lesbian tryst. I was only gone fifteen minutes!

“Oh, so let's go in!” the blonde said brightly.

“No!” I squeaked. “No, no, you don't. It's a...”

“Oh, fuck, yes!” Portia groaned. “You are such a great pussy licker, Betty.”

“Nonsense,” the blonde cheerleader said. “Don't be embarrassed that your room isn't perfect. You're just moving in.” She grabbed my keycard out of my hand and moved it towards the lock. I stared at it as I leaned against my door.

“I'm sorry,” I whispered.

“For what?” she asked as she jammed the keycard into the slot.

The lock whirled.

She opened the door.

I stumbled backward into the room. The sounds of lesbian passion so loud. I threw a look over my shoulder to see my mother completely naked her ass a bubbly swell, her tits pillowed beneath her body. Between her spread legs I spotted her dark-red bush soaked by her excitement. She lifted her face, Portia's pussy juices dripping down her chin. Her eyes widened in horror at the sight of me. Portia had her top shoved up to expose her round breasts and her skirt flipped up so my mother could feast on her shaved pussy.

“Marybeth!” she gasped, a drop of pussy cream falling off her chin. “I... I... I can... This is...”

“It's simple, your mother is just enjoying my pussy,” purred the cheerleader. “Mmm, she's got natural talent at cunt munching.”

“B-but, what about Dad?” I spluttered.

My mom flushed but then said, “I'm sorry, sweetie. I just... I can't help myself.” Then she did the most wanton, unmotherly thing I had ever seen in my life. Her face twisted like a whore in a porno as she parted Portia's pussy lips, exposing her pink depths. “Just look at how pretty this pussy is, sweetie. I can't help myself. It needs to be worshiped.”

Then my mom buried her face back into Portia's snatch and kept licking. The cheerleader moaned, her back arching, her round breasts jiggling. My jaw dropped. A wave of lust crashed into a surge of anger.

She shouldn't be doing this. She would hurt my father.

But I also... wanted to join her.

“Well, what are you waiting on, Marybeth?” the blonde cheerleader said. “Why aren't you licking my girlfriend's pussy with your mom?”

I shuddered and threw a wild look over my shoulder.

“Yes!” Portia moaned. “Ooh, help her out, Georgia. I want mother and daughter licking my pussy.”

“Gladly,” Georgia, the blonde cheerleader, purred. She gave me a little shove forward.

I stumbled into the room, my pigtails slipping off my shoulders to dangle down before my small breasts. My thigh-high socks whisked together as I shuffled forward. My heart raced as I came closer and closer to my step-mom eating Portia's pussy.

She licked like a starving woman. She devoured that cunt, her tongue flying across the shaved folds, flicking a big, fat clit. Portia trembled every time, her eyes widening as she groaned and gasped, squirming on the table.

“Come on, sweetie,” Mom moaned, shuffling to the side. “Just come in and try this pussy out. It'll be our little secret. Your Dad never has to know. It's not really cheating, right? She's a girl.”

“A girl,” I said, my mouth so dry.

I crawled onto my bed, my pigtails dangling before me. I shuddered, my pussy clenching in my panties as I moved past my mother. She was so naked, her body squirming as she feasted. I bent down, still kneeling and not sprawled like she was. I felt so weird about doing this, having sex, a threesome, with my mom, as I rubbed my cheek against hers. 

Portia's tangy musk filled my nose as I bent down to feast. I let out a purring groan. I couldn't stop myself from burying my mouth into her pussy and licking. My tongue flicked against my mother's as we both lapped at the cheerleader's cunt.

I tasted pussy for the first time.

Tangy pussy.

Yummy pussy.

A shudder went through me. That tightness in the gut, that pain and anger squeezing my innards, evaporated as the flavor of Portia's cunt melted on my tongue. I shuddered, my eyes squeezing shut as I whimpered with my mother.

Our tongues flicked and lapped. We caressed Portia's plump vulva. We brushed her pussy lips. We gathered her cream. I wiggled my hips as I moaned with my mother, sharing this naughty pussy with her, my left cheek against her right.

“Oh, that's so hot!” Portia groaned. “Makes my clit want to sprout. Mmm, mother and daughter!”

“Let it sprout,” Georgia purred from behind me.

I shuddered as she flipped up my skirt, exposing my pink panties. Her fingers rubbed at my crotch, pressing the fabric into my virgin pussy. I whimpered, pleasure stirring through me. A girl touched my pussy, albeit indirectly, as I ate a second girl's snatch.

And i did this with my mom! 

Then Georgia yanked my panties down, exposing my red-furred muff. I gasped as she nuzzled into my snatch and licked through my virgin folds. I whimpered in delight into Portia's cunt, wiggling my hips as another person touched my pussy for the first time.

“Ooh, she's a virgin, Portia!” gasped Georgia.

“Aphrodite, yes!” moaned Portia. “Your lucky day, honey!”

“Uh-huh!” moaned Georgia as she nuzzled at my virgin pussy again.

“I'm going to lose my virginity, Mom,” I moaned between licks.

“You are, sweetie! You are!”

“Fuck, yes!” Portia moaned. And then her clit changed.

It expanded.

My eyes widened. My mom yelped in shock beside me. Before us, Portia's clit swelled larger and larger. It thrust forward into a fleshy shaft. It grew thicker. The tip transformed, turning into a spongy helmet, like something a football player would—

“That's a cock!” I gasped in shock, my brain finally working.

“I'm a futa,” grinned Portia.

“Oh, my gosh,” mom groaned. “That's huge! I've never seen a dick that big before.”

“I've never seen a dick,” I said, going cross-eyed trying to stare at the entire shaft throbbing only an inch from my face.

Without even saying anything, Mom and I let out throaty moans and attacked it. Our hands seized it as our lips nuzzled at the fat tip. We both licked it, our tongues dancing around the spongy crown. Portia groaned and squirmed on the bed. She shuddered, sucking in deep breaths. Her dick twitched in our hands as she whimpered.

A clear liquid bubbled out of the tip. My tongue and Mom's both went for it. Together, we tasted the salty treat. It took me a moment to remember my health classes from five years ago. Precum. I shuddered in utter delight.

Then I groaned as Georgia kept licking my virgin pussy. She lapped her tongue through my folds. She caressed it, making me squirm and gasp. I moaned into the crown of Portia's dick, my entire body trembling, my heart thudding in my chest.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” panted Portia. “Mother and daughter!”

“Oh, sweetie, she has a dick. She's going to fuck us with this dick!”

“Georgia will have one, too, Mom!” I groaned in realization, my virgin snatch clenching.

“They're going to fuck us so hard, sweetie!” my step-mom groaned. “So hard!”

“Yes!” I gasped, our hands flying up and down Portia's girl-dick. Mine was higher up, the bottom constantly bumping into the top of mom's fist as we stroked this amazing cock. “This is so hot!”

“Aphrodite, yes!” Portia moaned. “You keep that up, and I'm going to jizz on both your faces!”

Mom and I both groaned in delight. We sucked on the spongy crown, feeling it twitch against our lips. Our tongues swirled out, constantly touching each other as much as Portia's snatch. It was so naughty. This taboo delight surged through me, meeting the pleasure that Georgia's licking tongue caused in my pussy.

Sometimes, I was kissing my mother. The woman who raised me. It was so naughty. And I loved it. I savored sharing a futa-dick with her. More and more precum bubbled out, giving us a preview of the salty treat while Georgia's tongue caressed my hymen. She wiggled against it, clearly so eager to pop my cherry.

And I was eager to feel her futa-cock bury to the hilt in me.

Portia's breasts jiggled. Her face contorted in rapture. She let out a groan, her body shaking and quivering. She clenched at the bed, her head lolling back. She sucked in deep breaths. Her heart raced in her chest.

“Oh, my Goddess!” she hissed. “Oh, my Aphrodite, yes! I'm going to explode. I'm going to just detonate all over your faces!”

“Do it!” Mom moaned. “Just coat our faces.”

“Yes!” I whimpered, grinding my pussy against Georgia's licking tongue, my clit throbbing every time she brushed it. I dripped. I was so hot and itchy inside. I needed to cum so badly. “Explode on our faces!”

“Aphrodite!” Portia cried out. I didn't care why she screamed out the name of our college as her futa-cum exploded from her cock.

Pearly jizz splattered our faces. It coated Mom and me with thick cream. It felt so naughty as it spilled over my features. I smelled the salty aroma then tasted it as it poured over my lips. I groaned, my entire body shaking.

Georgia sucked on my clit.

I came as I tasted spunk for the first time. Girl-spunk! I whimpered, my head turning. I found Mom's lips, sharing the jizz with her as the pleasure exploded in the depths of my virgin cunt. Euphoria washed through me as I shared a taboo kiss with my mother.

My eyes squeezed shut. I shuddered, trembling, my pussy juices spilling out into Georgia's mouth. My tongue dueled with Mom's. We snowballed Portia's futa-jizz back and forth as more dripped off our faces.

“That is so hot!” the cheerleader moaned, moving her lithe body. She knelt on the bed. “Ooh, Betty, move that ass around. I wanted to fuck your married cunt while my Georgia breaks in your daughter's virgin twat.”

“Yes!” my mom groaned, her voice so thick with pleasure.

She moved, her huge tits swaying, before me. She knelt on her hands and knees like I was, facing me. Our lips met in another forbidden kiss. We shared more of the salty jizz staining our faces. My pigtails swayed as I trembled, my orgasm dying to a naughty buzz in me.

I loved my step-mom as the futa-cheerleaders moved into position to fuck us. I could see Portia's tits rising over my mom's head, quivering as she brought her dick to my mom's snatch. And then I felt Georgia's girl-cock rubbing on my virgin cunt.

I plunged my tongue so deep into my mom's mouth as I waited for the thrust that would break in my pussy.

“Fuck her hard,” Portia moaned. “Show that virgin how the Venus Squad has fun.”

“Ooh, are we recruiting?” Georgia asked.

“Yes!”

I shivered, not really caring about that right now. I just kept kissing my mom, sharing Portia's cum, as I trembled. I wanted that dick in me. It felt so good pressing against my hymen and—

Georgia thrust.

My hymen stretched for a heartbeat. A sharp pain stabbed through my pussy. I whimpered into the kiss. And then my eyes widened. My virgin cunt widened as that huge girl-dick buried into my depths. More and more of Georgia's shaft slid into me.

And it felt amazing.

Her cock caressed all these wondrous nerves inside of me. I whimpered into my kiss with Mom. My cunt clenched down on the invading futa-cock. Georgia bottomed out in me, groaning as she savored my hot, tight sheath.

“I'm a woman!” I screamed out, breaking my kiss with Mom.

“You are, sweetie,” she panted, Portia fucking her married cunt so hard, plowing my step-mom's pussy. “Enjoy it! Enjoy your first fuck!”

I kissed Mom again as Georgia drew back her girl-dick through my pussy. My deflowered flesh clenched on her dick. I shuddered and whimpered into my mother's kiss. A girl-cock moving in my twat felt so incredible.

Then Georgia slammed into me depths. I squealed into Mom's lips, squeezing my eyes shut. Such pleasure surged through me. My cunt clenched down on the girl-dick filling me to the hilt. Then she drew back and slammed in again. And again.

Her crotch smacked into my flesh, my butt-jiggling. My pigtails swayed and my toes curled in my socks and shoes. I squirmed, my panties bunched around my knees as I took Georgia's futa-dick over and over.

I loved it.

“Ooh, she's got a hot, tight cunt,” groaned Georgia. “How's the step-mother?”

“Juicy!” panted Portia, her tits heaving as she plowed my mom. “And squeezing down so hard on my clit-dick. The naughty MILF hasn't had a proper cock fucking her depths. She's craving it, clenching down so hard.

“Yes!” Mom groaned, breaking her kiss and rocking back into Portia's thrusts. “I need to cum so badly! I haven't been fuck this hard in so long. And with such a huge dick! Yes!”

It felt so naughty to hear my mom making such obscene sounds. She trembled and shuddered. She whimpered and moaned. Her face contorted in pleasure. She looked not like a mother, but a woman. And it was hot.

“Yes, yes, fuck my mom!” I groaned. “Make her cum on your dick!”

“Make my daughter squeal on your cock, Georgia!” Mom panted back, her eyes glassy with pleasure. “Ooh, yes, fuck my baby girl so hard!”

“Oh, I am!” Georgia moaned. “She'll explode on me.”

“I will, Mom!” I gasped and kissed her lips.

Every time Georgia thrust into my cunt, waves of pleasure surged through my body. I quivered, my heart hammering in my chest as the pleasure washed through me. It was so amazing. I never wanted it to stop. I just wanted this delight pumping over and over into my cunt, driving me wild. I whimpered and groaned, swiveling my hips in utter delight.

My pussy drank in this wondrous cock fucking me. Plowing me. My eyes squeezed shut. My cunt clamped down on the dick, increasing the friction. Which made the pleasure surge through me. I dueled my tongue with Mom's as my orgasm swelled in me.

Until my entire body trembled.

“Oh, yes, your daughter's about to pop off!” Georgia moaned.

Mom broke the kiss, her hazel eyes boring into mine, the irises flecked with gold. “Cum, sweetie! Embrace that delight!”

“Yes!” I screamed, my snatch squeezing down hard on Georgia's dick.

I came.

My pussy spasmed. Pleasure surged through my body. Georgia groaned as my cunt convulsed around her. Juices flooded down my thighs as wave after wave of ecstasy washed through me. My eyes bulged. It felt so good.

Awesome.

Better than masturbation.

Better than Georgia licking my pussy.

It was the best feeling in the world.

I loved it. My pussy writhed about her dick as she rammed over and over into me. My mom's face twisted in rapture. She joined me in pleasure. Our lips met in another taboo kiss as we shared our orgasmic ecstasy.

“Aphrodite!” Georgia moaned. “I'm going to cum in her so hard.”

“Do it!” moaned Portia. “Let's cream them together.”

“Yes! Yes! Yes!”

Georgia buried into my spasming twat. I groaned into my forbidden kiss as hot cum jetted into the depths of my cunt. I shuddered, another orgasm spilling through my body, intensifying the rapture already burning through me.

“Take my cum, you married whore!” Portia moaned, spilling that same delight into my mom's pussy.

We were both being filled by our lover's. That yummy, salty girl-jizz filled both our pussies. I shuddered, kissing Mom so hard, a taboo hunger swelling through me. Then the futa-cheerleader ripped her cock out of my pussy, panting. Portia did the same.

Mom and I both growled in lust-crazed hunger. Before I knew it, we were in a sixty-nine, me on top of my mom. I buried my face into her cream-filled pussy. She tasted so sweet, which made Portia's salty cum even more exciting as it poured out of her and into my mouth.

I buried my tongue into my step-mom's twat and feasted on her taboo cunt. Her lips latched onto my pussy. She sucked out the cum flooding out of my depths. I squirmed on her, gasping, writhing. Such delight surged through me. This felt so naughty. So wicked of us. I loved it.

“Ooh, that is so hot,” groaned Georgia as I licked futa-cum out of my mom's twat.

“Yes, it is,” Portia purred. “Look at that naughty mommy. She's just drinking all your jizz out of Marybeth.”

“Yes, she is,” Georgia said, sounding proud. “I pumped enough in her.”

“Have fun,” Portia said. “And you, Marybeth, I want you showing up for tryouts. They're tomorrow. 4 PM out at the field by the athletic center.”

“She'll be there,” my mom moaned into my snatch.

“I will,” I squealed into her pussy.

Then the door closed. I kept feasting on my mom's pussy, licking out the futa-cum from her depths while she devoured mine. Our tongue explored each other, loved each other. We had found a new way to share our affection.

I squirmed on my mom's face, grinding my furry twat on her. She feasted, her hands tripping my ass, kneading it. Such pleasure surged through me when she latched onto my clit. She sucked and nibbled on it so far.

“Mom!” I groaned before I found her clit.

I nipped hers. Her fingernails dug into my ass.

We both moaned and groaned, our sucking lips and flailing tongues driving each other to a sticky orgasm. Our passion surged through the room. We exploded in ecstasy together. My juices squirted into her mouth.

And her taboo cream filled mine.

I drank down her sweet juices as I trembled atop her. The ecstasy surged through my body. It drowned my mind in forbidden pleasure. I whimpered into her snatch as she feasted on mine. We both trembled.

And as my orgasm peaked, I knew I would have one wild year at Aphrodite University. I definitely picked the right college!

To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “Futa Shakes Her Pompoms”

“Georgia!” Cassandra gasped before their lips brushed.

The spankies were painfully tight now, her clitoris straining against the material as she tasted the sweetness of Cassandra's lips. Her fellow cheerleader's hand squeezed her knee, her lips suddenly melting into Georgia's, kissing her back. She tasted sweet, a tangerine lip gloss staining her lips. She needed to rip her spankies off and free her pussy from it's prison as the blood pounded through her veins.

Georgia's hand reached out, touching Cassandra's bare leg, so warm and smooth, sliding up to the edge of her pink-and-lilac, pleated skirt, slowly moving beneath it, wanting to find that warm V at the nexus of Cassandra's thighs, and completely ignoring the cheering crowd behind them, the thudding smack of the volleyball, the squeak of tennis shoes on a waxed gym floor. She just wanted to explore every part of Cassandra's nubile body.

An elbow dug into her side. “What the hell are you doing?” Portia hissed. “You can't make out right now.”

“Oh, my god!” Cassandra gasped, her face as crimson as her hair when they broke their kiss. She looked down and Georgia realized just how far underneath her skirt her hand had reached. “Georgia!”

“I...” Georgia yanked her hand out from beneath the redhead's skirt. “I don't know what happened. You are just so beautiful and...”

The redheaded cheerleader scooted a few inches away from Georgia on the bench, staring down at the floor, her eyes squeezed shut. Georgia could hear some snickers in the crowd behind them, and mutters of “dyke cheerleaders.”

She looked down at her own skirt, hunching her shoulders, wishing she could just melt away. And then she noticed the bulge. Right above her crotch was a mound pressing up her skirt. She blinked, her spankies were still tighttaut across her clitoris right there. She brushed the mound and groaned as pleasure shot through her. She explored the bump, it felt like something long and hard was sprouting from her pussy, the tip the most sensitive part of it—

“I have a cock!” she blurted out.
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