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   Excerpt

   “It was just supposed to be a prank. I’m sorry!”

   She smiled even further. “And are you willing to make it up to me? You and your little friends went too far this time.”

   I didn’t know what she wanted, but I was so freaked out I would do anything for her to let me go. “I said I’m sorry. How do you want me to make it up to you? Do you need us all to do something?”

   Her eyes lit. “I do. Just a little test of your fortitude.”

   I had no idea what she meant. It didn’t matter. “Okay, how?”

   She placed a hand on my knee. “You’re going to change a little. All you need to do is stop yourself from cumming for 24 hours. Make it, and everything is back to normal. Fail and you stay what you’ve become.”

   I started in the chair when I felt something wrap around my torso. The chair was literally growing around me! “Become what?” I could go a day without getting off. I wasn’t a teenager anymore.

   She gestured to the posters on the wall. “You all made the decision already, didn’t you? You’ll become a slutty little bimbo.”

   





   







   Felix and the Futa





   







   Chapter One

   I saw the doors first. I was coming back from lacrosse practice when I noticed that what used to be a sedate brown was now an incredibly gaudy pink. Hot, Barbie pink. Just like my sister liked to paint her nails and definitely not the appropriate color for a fraternity’s door. And I suspected that I knew who did it.

   Sure enough, when I turned to look across the street, I saw two of the girls from the Gamma Theta sorority covering their mouths to disguise their laughter. It was their doing, payback for a tiny prank we pulled on them involving dildos and cock rings. 

   Trevor came up behind me and it took him a moment to notice the problem. When he did, he flipped. Pretty much like Trevor always reacted. 

   “What the fuck, man?” He yelled. He ran up to the door and touched it, like he couldn’t quite believe it was real. “What the fuck?” He’d lost the capability of saying anything else. 

   I left him at the door to collect himself and moved on. He would call one of his little meetings, we would come up with some little prank, and the cycle would continue like it always did. No harm, no foul, all in good fun. 

   Will was in his room playing the guitar when I passed. He left his door open so we could all be graced by the amateur chords of old pop songs. I had just opened my chemistry textbook when my phone buzzed. It was a group text message from Trevor to all of the juniors who lived in Gamma Alpha house.

   COMMON ROOM. FIFTEEN MINUTES.

   I was almost shocked, Trevor usually didn’t have his plans together so quickly. But I knew that I had enough time to go through a few of the questions on my homework assignment before I needed to be downstairs.

   At the appointed time, I took my place on the couch. Will, Mike, and Trevor were already there. We were only waiting for Hugh to show up. He was a decent guy, even if I didn’t know him that well. He’d only joined the frat this year and was still learning the ropes. For one, he hadn’t learned that you didn’t show up late to Trevor’s meetings or he would make it his personal campaign to make your life a living hell. 

   Five minutes later, Hugh showed up with a smile on his face. Trevor wasn’t pleased, but he started his presentation.

   His eyes were bright, almost crazed, and he stood in front of a whiteboard with a hastily sketched outline of Gamma Theta house. Already I felt a bit uneasy. He’d mapped out the hallways and circled one of the rooms where the girls slept. That went farther than we ever went.

   Outside was fair game, downstairs negotiable, but to go into someone’s room and mess with their personal stuff? It felt kind of wrong. But I didn’t say anything. It wasn’t like it would change a thing, and the sooner we got it over with, the sooner we could put it behind us.

   Trevor instructed us to meet downstairs at midnight and let us go. I was supposed to meet my girlfriend to hang out, but with the new plans, I called her to cancel. She was not happy, but I couldn’t just leave the guys hanging. Even if it meant that I wouldn’t get to have sex for the foreseeable future.

   At 11:45 I headed back to the common room. Hugh was already waiting with the supplies that he’d been responsible for bringing. Seeing him there brought up all of the worry that I’d been suppressing all day. I tried to ignore it, but after a few minutes I couldn’t. I had to say something.

   “I still don’t think this is a good idea. It’s way worse than what they did.” I twirled the cardboard tubes that I’d been charged with bringing. They were filled with raunchy posters of hot girls. I’d blushed when I purchased them from the poster store downtown. 

   Hugh just shrugged and sat down on the large can of glue that he’d purchased. “They’ll get over it.”

   But I couldn’t accept that, “You don’t…” I stopped talking when Mike, Will, and Trevor joined us. Trevor looked at me for a long moment, but he didn’t say anything. Maybe he hadn’t heard me voice my doubts.

   We walked over to the Gamma Theta house. It was just past midnight and the house should have been full with the Gamma girls, but Theta Kappa was holding their huge fall party which meant the house was nearly deserted. Will was in charge of taking care of any of the girls still around. He split off from the rest of us when we reached their driveway while we broke into the house and made our way up to Morgana’s room.

   Morgana was the president of Gamma Theta, a senior, and a little scary. Also super-hot. Not that I’d ever tell my girlfriend, but I’d had more than one steamy dream featuring the mysterious Morgana Faye. She had long dark hair and eyes that looked strangely purple in the right light. Her skin was pale, but not the sickly kind, it was the kind you expected to see on an old fashioned movie star. And her voice made me hard. No other way to put it. She could speak a sentence and I was down to fuck in under a minute.

   If she had ever looked at me with the slightest bit of interest, I would have done her in a second. But instead she barely knew I existed. And I could live with that. It was just how things went sometimes. And Candace was a decent chick to date, anyway. Morgana was just magical.

   So while I thought papering her room in raunchy posters went over the line, I was also a bit excited to see what her inner sanctum looked like. I knew I’d never be able to see it any other way.

   I was struck by this freaky ass mirror she had. It was really old, with silver filigree on the edges, and when I looked in it I could have sworn that I saw eyes looking back out at me.

   Mike was the first one to say anything. “At least none of it is Justin Bieber,” He picked up a book from her bedside table. “What’s this? Ha! Magic Spells for the Modern Witch. Classic.” 

   He tossed the book at Trevor who set it down gently. “I knew she was a fucking freak.”

   Mike grabbed one of my tubes and fished out the posters from inside. “I think she’ll appreciate the new décor. Who doesn’t love a hot chick?”

   I couldn’t take it anymore. “Trevor, this is really too far.”

   He looked at me, “I’m not forcing you to do anything. The door’s right there.” An unspoken threat hung after his words. 

   Actions had consequences. Everyone knew that. If I left, Trevor was going to make my life hell until my choice was to leave Gamma Alpha or suffer until graduation. I wish that I struggled more with the choice, but I grabbed a brush and a poster. “Then let’s be quick about this.”

   Everyone had a poster to wallpaper to her wall. They would be difficult to take down once she discovered them, and embarrassing if any of the other girls saw them. There was an elegant simplicity to Trevor’s scheme. Even if it was kind of dirty. Hugh seemed almost enchanted by the poster he was hanging. In it, an older professor was fucking a college aged girl wearing a short, plaid skirt. With the way Hugh’s eyes were glued to the thing, I thought he might need a moment alone.

   My poster was a bit
weirder. At first glance, it was two naked girls making out. Sure, whatever, lesbian porn was always hot. But that was only if you paid attention to the top of the poster. In the bottom half, one of the girls had a cock, a thick, hard cock which was being stroked by the other girl.

   It shouldn’t have been sexy, but I could feel my own cock twitch in response. I finished the work as quickly as I could. Who knew when Morgana was going to be home, and we didn’t want to get caught in the act. The only thing that tripped me up was when I slathered too much glue on my brush and it stuck to my hand. The glue was fast acting, and separating the poster from my hand took a little bit of skin with it. I was left with a bright red palm, but it meant I was done.

   We headed back to the frat house a few minutes later. Mike was already waiting for us, three bottles of cheap hard liquor already open. He poured out the shots and gave the toast. “To Trevor, you’re a crazy son of a bitch, but damn if that wasn’t great!” He laughed and took the shot.

   We all gave a “Here, here!” And did the same. 

   The alcohol disappeared with speed that only drunken frat boys could make, and we found some more in a cabinet in the common room. After that, the night became a bit blurry and I stumbled up to bed drunker than I could ever remember being. I didn’t ever drink that much that quickly.

   Which was probably why my dream was so weird.

   







   Chapter Two

   It started out boring enough. I was in my room, finishing up a paper when the door opened. Plenty of times I kept the door open in case anyone wanted to talk or hang out, but when I needed to get down to work, the door stayed closed and the other guys knew that I meant business. So either the house was on fire or someone was being a dick.

   “I’m trying to work here,” I said without looking up. While the guys usually respected my privacy these days, it had taken some work on my part to make them do so. And acknowledging my intruder would only encourage him to stay.

   “I think we should have fun!” said the girl that had entered my room.

   My head jerked up. Girls didn’t usually come up to our rooms, not during the day. And the only one that I let in my room these days was my girlfriend. And that wasn’t my girlfriend’s voice. I looked over by the door. The door that the girl had shut behind her, leaving the two of us alone, in private, in my room.

   Damn she was hot.

   Her hair was long and dark brown. Silky, and my fingers immediately itched to run through it. She was thin, but only enough to enhance her breasts which stood out under her shirt, the nipples hard and not hidden by a bra. Her dark eyes smiled as did her full, full lips, enticing me to play instead of work.

   But my dreaming brain knew that I had responsibilities. 

   And I was starting not to care.

   She didn’t bother speaking, instead crossing the room and kneeling before me, her hands on my pants. She massaged my dick through the fabric of my jeans and it only took moments for me to start to harden. She smelled amazing, a mix of cinnamon and vanilla, with a hint of something that I couldn’t identify underneath. My mouth watered, desperate to taste her.

   But she got to me first. She unzipped my pants and my cock sprang free, straining against my boxers and eager to be worshipped. This mystery girl was just as eager as my member. I helped her push down my boxers and gasped when she took me completely in hand.

   She pumped up and down my shaft, making me completely hard, I even leaked precum. I gripped the armrests of my chair, my abs held tight with every stroke. My heart pounded in my chest and I had to bite my lip to keep from moaning. I could see that she’d left the door to my room opened just enough that any guy outside could hear us while we played. And I wasn’t in the mood to share.

   She leaned forward, kissing up my naked thigh and taking a lick at my dick. My fingers dug into the vinyl of the chair and I sucked in, trying to stay as quiet as I could. God damn it if she didn’t know what she was doing it. I loved it, even if it was torturous. I let go of my death grip of the chair with one hand and rested it on her head, guiding her closer and closer to my dick. Her brown eyes rolled up, piercing right through me. 

   She licked me again, sucking the tip for good measure, before backing up a foot and speaking for the first time. “Are you certain that this is what you want, Felix Casterman?”

   I didn’t know how she knew my full name. I didn’t care. And I wasn’t paying attention to the sudden weight of her words, to the thickness in the air. All I knew was that she wanted to suck my dick. And what guy would say no to that?

   I found my voice, still speaking low enough so no one but her could hear me. “Hell yeah!” There was no need to hide my enthusiasm with the clear evidence standing at attention between us. 

   Her eyes flashed, almost like a cat’s, with pure light for just a moment. I was struck by the thought that I maybe shouldn’t have said yes. But then she smiled, her full red lips pulled together and ultimately seductive. Doubt vanished, replaced by lust.

   She closed the distance between us and took my dick inside her mouth. She sucked and sucked, and amazingly I could feel myself growing even harder. I had no idea how long it could go on for. It felt like she was devouring me whole and there was nothing I wanted to do to stop it. 

   Her nails dug in to the flesh of my thighs and I cried out, no longer caring that anyone in the frat could hear us. As long as she kept sucking me, the whole world could watch and be jealous. 

   But something started to feel strange. I was starting to feel almost hollow. Hollow and wet, and I didn’t understand it. Her tongue felt like it was growing, lapping at more and more of my cock with every stroke. I looked down, almost expecting some cartoonish sight, but her face was flush against me.

   She pulled me down from the chair and made me lay down on the floor, kneeling once more between my legs. She touched something under my cock and I felt ready to explode, shuddering with pleasure. She licked and sucked and ever few moments flicked a finger across that amazing bud of pleasure.

   And then she was sticking finger into me. I looked down, unsure of what she was doing but sure that I didn’t want her to stop. But I didn’t understand what I saw.

   My dick was gone.

   The amazing woman had fingers deep inside of me, and she no longer licked at my cock, but massaged my pussy with lithe fingers.

   I had a pussy. It was like she had sucked my cock away and put this horrible, this amazing, this astounding organ in its place.

   She grabbed my hand and placed it at the juncture of my thighs. My fingers were drenched with a mix of her saliva and my own juices. I was so horny that I couldn’t be scared. I was desperate to know what it would feel like to cum as a girl. But I wasn’t a girl. I just had a cunt.

   And I wanted to try it out. 

   Experimentally, I swiped my fingers through my folds, trying to find the right tempo. It took a little work. This was a new part of my body and I didn’t know it nearly as well as my dick. My eyes drifted shut as I stroked my clit, only opening again when the woman placed her hand back on my own and pulled it close to her.

   I watched as she placed my palm on her thigh, under the skirt of her loose dress. She pulled my hand up, slowly, so that I could feel ever silky inch of her skin. And then my palm met with something entirely unexpected.

   She had a cock.

   She tore her dress over her head, exposing her heaving breasts to my eyes. But they didn’t distract me from the unexpected guest at this party. Had she stolen my cock? Why did this woman have one and I didn’t?

   “I—“ I couldn’t vocalize my thoughts, not correctly. “I want—“ I tried again, but my brain felt fuzzy. “Fuck me!” I yelled. I knew that my frat brothers could hear me. I didn’t care. They would need to see this to believe it anyway.

   “You want my cock inside you, cunt boy?” she asked. Her words held a harsh edge and I was nearly afraid. I would have been if I wasn’t so horny. I was tense low in my stomach and practically dripping with desire.

   “Fuck yes, stick your cock in me!” Once she asked, I knew what I needed. My cunt needed to be filled, it needed her cock in me.

   And she didn’t disappoint. She guided herself to my entrance and pushed in slowly. Even though I was wet, I was still tight with inexperience. I’d never been fucked as a girl before, I’d never had my pussy filled.

   And it felt amazing!

   I had never felt so full before, so connected to anyone. She pushed herself deeper into me. Her cock was so huge that it verged on painful, but I dug my fingers into her shoulders and held on. With a grunt, she filled me to the hilt, buried deep inside.

   Her breasts pressed tight against me and she held me close for a moment. And then she started to move. I was so caught up in the sensation that I could just react, could just lie there as she assaulted me with the most brilliant sensation that I had ever felt. She pounded into me, giving no mercy. Each time she buried herself, she rubbed against my clit.

   I moaned, urging her faster. And my hand drifted down to stroke the bud, to enhance the feeling that she was bringing out in me. 

   “Do you want this more than anything?” She demanded.

   I couldn’t think of anything else, “Yes, please. I need to cum!” A tear streaked down my cheek.

   “Will you do anything to cum?”

   “God, yes,” I gasped. “Anything. Make me cum, fill me up.”

   She replaced my hand with her own, stroking quickly and pinching my clit lightly. Fireworks shot off behind my eyes. I was so close that I could feel the orgasm burning between us. “Promise that you’ll make it right, that you’ll accept the consequences.”

   I had no idea what she was talking about, I didn’t care. “Yes,” I said, “I will. I promise.”

   She smiled cruelly and drove into me, pounding and pounding. And then it happened. With a roar, she unloaded into me, hot jizz soaking my cunt. I shuddered around her, my pussy rippling with pleasure as an explosion of an orgasm ripped through me.

   I woke with a cry, my pants soaked in my own cum.

   





   







   Chapter Three

   It was barely after noon and I couldn’t stop thinking of that dream. I jacked off again in the shower, my thoughts captivated by being fucked. Being fucked by a chick with a dick. It shouldn’t have turned me on, but as my cum sputtered out once more, there was no use denying it.

   I was turning into a freak.

   Unbidden, I thought of the promise in the dream. The promise to make it right. Clearly my subconscious was hung up on the prank. And if I was going to promise to myself while sleeping that I would make up for my wrongdoing, I knew that I had to come through and actually go apologize.

   I pulled on some shorts and a polo shirt and combed my hair. It seemed to be getting a little long, though I could have sworn that I had just cut it. I told myself that I’d fix it later and headed across the street.

   The girls reacted strangely when I knocked on the door. And by strangely, I mean they acted completely normally. Almost like they had no idea what we had done to Morgana’s room. Doubt surged through me. Had she not seen our handiwork yet? Was she out of town this week? Or maybe with a boyfriend?

   But when I asked the girl who answered the door, her name was Emily, she smiled and led me upstairs to Morgana’s room. Apprehension rattled through me. But it was too late to turn around and go home. The door was already opening. Emily left me alone to deal with the woman I knew that we had angered.

   But Morgana was all smiles while she ushered me inside. She wore tight jeans and a crop top, baring her trim midriff to the cool air of the house. Her long blonde hair flowed down her back and her violet eyes were bright. She looked happy to see me. But I could already see the posters on her wall. She had to know it was us. 

   So why wasn’t she pissed?

   “Please, Felix, sit down.” I didn’t know that she knew my name. She gestured for me to sit in a huge wooden chair smack dab in the middle of the room. I knew that it hadn’t been there last night. It was made of some kind of dark wood with branches twisting and twining around to make a seat, back, and armrests. It almost looked like it was still growing, but we were in an upstairs room, that was impossible.

   I sat, unsure but optimistic from her attitude. “Hey, Morgana.” I had to shift a little in the chair, no matter what I couldn’t get comfortable. Each movement made one of the little branches poke into me.

   Her room looked different than it had last night. And not just because of the new decorations that we put up. It even smelled different. There was something almost sickly sweet in the air. If I had to name the smell, all I could think was ‘hot pink.’ She had a little crock pot on her desk with a wooden spoon balanced on the edge. That had to be where the smell was coming from. I had no idea what kind of food smelled like that. Was it drugs?

   “Would you like something to drink?” She asked. She still made no mention of the décor.

   I didn’t want to be rude. “That sounds great.” I just hoped she didn’t pour it out of the crock pot.

   She didn’t. She handed me a red plastic cup full of something yellowish. “The girls and I have been brewing. Try it.”

   Craft beer. I wasn’t normally a craft beer guy, but if I was being polite I was going to go all in. I tipped the cup back and forced myself to swallow. The beer was the super sickly sweet smell that was assaulting my nose. And it was assaulting my throat too. But I clamped my lips shut and forced it back. My eyes watered, but I finished the entire cup. Thankfully Morgana didn’t offer seconds.

   As soon as I finished the drink, the door slammed shut. My head jerked at the sound, but there was no one there. It must have been a draft, but ice crawled up my spine. When I tried to move my arms, I felt resistance. The twigs and branches of the chair had wrapped around my arms and held me in place.

   What the hell was going on? I didn’t realize that I’d said the words aloud until Morgana smiled. “I’ve been admiring your handiwork.”

   I strained against the branches of the chair, but I couldn’t move my arms. “It was just supposed to be a prank. I’m sorry!”

   She smiled even further. “And are you willing to make it up to me? You and your little friends went too far this time.”

   I didn’t know what she wanted, but I was so freaked out I would do anything for her to let me go. “I said I’m sorry. How do you want me to make it up to you? Do you need us all to do something?”

   Her eyes lit. “I do. Just a little test of your fortitude.”

   I had no idea what she meant. It didn’t matter. “Okay, how?”

   She placed a hand on my knee. “You’re going to change a little. All you need to do is stop yourself from cumming for 24 hours. Make it, and everything is back to normal. Fail and you stay what you’ve become.”

   I started in the chair when I felt something wrap around my torso. The chair was literally growing around me! “Become what?” I could go a day without getting off. I wasn’t a teenager anymore.

   She gestured to the posters on the wall. “You all made the decision already, didn’t you? You’ll become a slutty little bimbo.”

   The words blasted through me, heat coiling down low in my abdomen. Slutty. Little. Bimbo. The phrase circled around me, I could almost see each word, and my mind was overwhelmed with thoughts of long hair, big boobs, full lips, and a desperate desire to be plugged by a penis.

   My chest burned, I could feel something expanding outward and I struggled to breathe. The chair kept me in place, but the branches hurt as my skin tingled. It felt like all of my limbs had fallen asleep and I cried out. I slumped forward and felt my eyes drift closed as unconsciousness claimed me.

   I wasn’t out for long. But when I woke up, everything was different.

   Morgana stood right in front of me and asked, “How are you feeling, Felicia?”

   “Ooooh,” I moaned. I could feel something rubbing slowly between my legs, stimulating the incredibly sensitive flesh. My voice came out in a high pitch. “This is amazing.” I looked down and at first all I saw were the huge hunks of flesh that now made up my boobs. But a little shifting and I could see what was stimulating me.

   One of the branches of the chair vibrated between my legs, barely touching the skin, just enough to put me on edge. The restraints on my arms had disappeared, but now it was my turn to clutch the chair, it felt so good that I didn’t want to move.

   There was something that I was supposed to remember, a reason to get out of the chair, but I couldn’t make myself. Not when it was making me wet. If I thought that dream from the night before was good, I’d had no idea what the reality would be like. Morgana called me Felicia and it fit. With tits like these and a desperate cunt, Felix didn’t work anymore.

   What was I desperate for though? “I need…” There was something that would help, would make me feel so much better. “I need…”

   “Yes?” Morgan’s hand was no longer on my thigh. She tweaked my nipple and I moaned. “What do you need?”

   “Cock!” It came out, the thought finally forming. The torture of the chair only demonstrated exactly what I needed inside of me. “I need to be fucked.”

   Morgana pulled on my hand, making me release my grip of the chair. “I’m more than just a witch, you know.” She told me. “I’ve been a sorceress since before England was new. I have seen kings rise and fall, empires crumble. And I cannot be bound by simple definitions.” She placed my hand at the juncture of her thighs. I could feel the most peculiar harness.

   “Is that?” I couldn’t even finish the sentence. But I rubbed her cock through her skirt, fascinated by the feeling.

   “It is.” But Morgana wasn’t satisfied with me stroking her through the material of her skirt. She pushed my hand off of her and then took off the skirt. She hadn’t bothered with panties. 

   She took two steps towards me, standing right in front of me and my hands itched to stroke her. It was a glorious cock. Long, thick, and hard. I felt the smallest hint of drool drip from my mouth, it was so much more impressive than I’d ever had. And I needed to touch it. She’d been semi-hard when I first grasped her, but when I stroked her again, she grew harder. The tiniest drop of precum leaked from the tip and I swiped at it with my thumb. “How do you have a cock?” It came out in a reverent whisper.

   Morgana moaned, pinching her nipple through her shirt. “It is a trick any witch can learn.”

   The chair pushed at my back, forcing me to stand and Morgana pulled me close, capturing my lips with hers. I’d kissed girls before, but never when I was a girl myself. And it tasted sweeter, wetter, and more desperate now than it ever had before. Our tongues tangled and I wondered what it would feel like to have her lips on my new cunt. I shuddered at the thought. 

   The witch pulled back and pushed me back onto her bed. My pants were already undone, I hadn’t noticed it in our fumbling and I didn’t know if she had done it or if it was the work of the chair. I pushed my pants down the rest of the way, leaving me only in my shirt which I also removed. It left me bare before her.

   She pulled off her shirt and stood before me, breasts bare and cock erect. I’d never seen anything more beautiful, more alluring. She stroked her cock once and smiled at me, “Is this what you want, Felicia?”

   “It’s what I need.” The words felt almost ritualistic and a charge lit the air. I didn’t care. If she would put that thing inside of me, I would be happy for the rest of my days. 

   She pushed me back, forcing me to lie back, flat on the bed and spread out before her. She placed a hand on my pussy and it was the first time I’d felt fingers there. It was so different than what I knew, I was so wet, nearly delirious with desire, and I only wanted more.

   There was something I was supposed to remember, but as her fingers caressed my slick slit, I didn’t care. “Fuck me,” I begged. She had a cock, and I needed her inside me. No matter the cost.

   Cost.

   Consequences.

   In my haze of lust, I remembered what she said. If I came before I turned back into a man, I’d be a slutty little bimbo forever. Did I care? Morgana’s fingers hit me just right, stroking against my clit. I hissed in a breath and felt the slightest ripple course through me.

   I didn’t care. If this was what it felt like, I wanted to be a girl forever.

   “Fuck me,” again I begged. “Make me your slutty little bimbo!”

   Morgana’s eyes lit and she held me close. She stuck the finger that she’d used to stroke me in my mouth, forcing me to suck. I loved it. I twirled my tongue around her and stroked, just like I wanted to do to her cock.

   But she had other uses for that divine device.

   She guided herself to my entrance and looked me straight in my eyes. I could feel her violet gaze spear through me. “This is what you want?” She asked. “You want me to make you a slutty bimbo?”

   Heat curled, pleasure rippled. Just saying the words was too much. “I do, oh, please!”

   With one stroke she impaled me with her cock. And it was enough to put me over. I came around her, yelling out as my first orgasm rippled through me, sealing my fate. Morgana held completely still as I shuddered. This was more than just cumming. I vibrated against her, my thoughts and body cementing itself into its new bimbofied state. 

   Everything melted away until all I could think about was cocks, was sex, was fucking. I didn’t care about school, about the future. All I wanted was a cock plunging into every hole, all the time.

   I caught my breath, desperate to move. I kissed Morgana, biting down on her bottom lip and grinding my hips against hers. She laughed and started to thrust, sinking herself in and out of me. She started slow, but I didn’t want slow. 

   I needed to be fucked. 

   She picked up the pace, plunging into me with nearly painful force. I came again, and then another time, only from the feel of her cock inside me. It was the most amazing thing that I could imagine.

   Her tits were almost sharp, they were so hard. I reached over and started to massage one of her nipples. Morgana let out a desperate cry and let go, shooting her hot sperm into me. I could feel it filling me up and I came one last time, screaming out her name as we tumbled together into bliss.

   She didn’t pull out, letting us lay together as we came down from the sexual high. But I was almost ready to go once more. I played with my tits, bouncing them in my hands and tweaking my nipples with my fingers. 

   Morgana kissed the side of my neck. “Are you ready to meet the rest of my coven, Felicia?” She asked.

   I imagined more women, all like Morgana, all fucking me.  “Praise God, yes.”

   Morgana laughed, “Oh, Felicia. Don’t you know? That would be goddess.”
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