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Naughty Excerpt from “Futa Cheer Squad Tryout”

A whistle suddenly blew, loud and piercing. Portia and Georgia had arrived in their cheer uniforms as we were talking. I shuddered, staring at the blonde futanari who took my virginity. Georgia was an angel, perfect in every way. Even the beauty mark on her left cheek only accentuated her radiance. And Portia beside her, raven-black hair falling about her porcelain face, positively glowed with naughty sexuality.

Apolonia let out a groan beside me, practically drooling over them. Her nipples poked at the black fabric of her tank top as she squeezed her thighs together so hard. I understood. There was something about futas, something they exuded, that made them just so irresistible. You just wanted to love them. To fuck them.

To let them do whatever they wanted to you.

“Okay,” Portia said. “I'm the captain, and this beauty beside me is my girlfriend. We're both the heart of the Venus Squad. We're responsible for all the changes to our program from the standard college cheer squads.”

Georgia arched an eyebrow.

“She is responsible for all the changes,” Portia said, nudging her girlfriend. “She's the one that made us into futas. I'm sure you've heard the rumors about us. That we can grow dicks from our clits. I'm here to tell you that's so true.” 

Both girls hauled up their skirts. They bared their pussies, Portia's shaved bare and glistening, Georgia's adorned by a golden bush soaked with her excitement. They had no shame flashing their twats before twenty girls.

A ripple of awe went through the watching girls as the futa-dicks sprouted. Apolonia's eyes bulged. It was one thing to hear about futas. It was another thing to witness them first hand. To see their girl-dicks spout from their folds of their pussy, for their clits to transform into big, throbbing shafts that swelled larger and larger with every beat of their hearts.

“Holy fucking shit,” the bitchy girl moaned.

“Oh, my,” the busty girl gasped, her big tits jiggling as she clapped her hands over her mouth.

“Yep,” Portia nodded as her dick finally reached its full growth. “It's all true.” She let her skirt fall, her dick thrusting between the pink pleats. “If you make the team, you'll get your own futa-cock and have so much fun with it.”

“Every girl will want to enjoy it,” Georgia said. “You'll be a queen here at Aphrodite University.”

“But we only need a few girls to make the team. We're all so young, none of the original members have graduated. So not a lot of room for you girls, I'm afraid. So we're going to need the most fearless hotties we can find.”

“Okay, when we point, tell us your name and line up before us facing towards the bleachers,” Portia continued. She pointed at me.

“Marybeth!” I shouted and darted forward.

“More like string bean,” the bitch whispered to a girl sitting beside her.

They both giggled. I flushed but stood proud before the futas, facing the other girls on the bleachers. God, they were all so hot. All so curvy. None of them were a scrawny pole with no curves at all. I almost grew depressed, but I had to believe I had a chance.

“Apolonia!” my new friend said before jogging up to join me.

“Clarissa.”

“Martha.”

“Tonya.”

“Treasure,” the bitch said as she jogged to join the line.

Courtney, Ruth, and Jill joined the line.

Then the busty girl jogged forward, her huge tits bouncing so much. “Aria.” she said with a bright voice.

“Udders,” muttered Treasure. More giggles broke out.

Then Melissa, April, Sun, Rosa, Shannon, Keily, Rita, Anna, Iris, and Daisy finished out the group.

I trembled, feeling the futa-cheerleaders moving behind us. I was on display. I clenched my rump in my tight shorts. They clung to my rear and the tops of my thighs, the stretch Lycra molding to my flesh. I couldn't help putting a naughty shake to my hips, my heart thudding so fast in my chest.

My pussy grew wetter and wetter. My poor panties were putting up a valiant fight to contain the flood, but how much longer could they do it? I sucked in a deep breath, my pussy quivering. Such naughty tingles raced through me, my clit aching and throbbing.

How long were the two going to make us stand here, studying us?

They didn't speak. They hardly made a sound save for the rustling of their skirts as they walked back and forth. A breeze wafted around me, swaying my fiery pigtails as I stood there, my heart thudding through my chest. I could smell something exciting on the breeze as it flowed down the other girls.

Hot pussy.

We were all so turned on, the futa-cheerleaders exuding something that had all of our pussies melting in our panties. I trembled, my coltish legs quivering. I wanted to do something. I itched. I clenched my hands over and over, balling up a fist and relaxing my fingers.

How long would they study us?

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Futa Cheer Squad Tryouts

My phone rang. I fished it out of my purse, juggling my heavy schoolbag slung over my other shoulder crammed with my college textbooks. My head still reeled from everything that had been thrown at me on my first day attending Aphrodite University. Especially in my computer programming class. I thought I was ready for college.

But I still had so much to learn. It was wonderful.

I glanced at the screen and blushed. My step-mom was calling. Normally, I didn't blush when she called. But yesterday... Yesterday something utterly naughty had happened. We met a pair of futa-cheerleaders named Portia and Georgia as Mom helped me get settled into my dorm room. Before I knew what was happening, we were both so horny we ended up having sex with them. Mom and I ate out Portia's pussy while blonde Georgia devoured my virgin twat to an orgasm.

My no-longer virgin pussy clenched at the memory of it as I swiped the phone. “Hey, Mom,” I said, trying not to sound weird. But after Georgia fucked me, and Portia fucked my mom, things got even wilder.

I ate my mom's pussy out while she ate mine. We devoured each other's creampies, feasting on the futa-jizz buried in the other. It was so taboo. My step-mom had raised me. She married my dad when I was one, my real mother having died in childbirth. For all intents and purposes, Betty was my mother.

And I made love to her yesterday. She cheated on my father with a pair of futa-cheerleaders and me.

“How's it going, Marybeth?” Mom asked, a husky, purring quality to her voice that wouldn't be present normally. “Having fun?”

“I'm learning,” I said, shivering. I could still remember the feel of her bush rubbing on my face as I ate out her sweet-flavored pussy. My own cunt clenched, almost feeling her tongue digging into my deflowered folds questing for more futa-cum in there. 

“That's good,” she said. “It's 3 PM. So I hope you have time to make your appointment.”

“Yes, Mom,” I said, shivering. “I'll be there. Don't you worry.”

“I'm not worried, sweetie,” she said. “I know you don't want to disappoint those futa-cheerleaders.”

I shivered. How many times did I have sex with my mom yesterday? We spent at least on hour just making each other cum. What did that mean for her and Dad? I thought they had a great relationship, but now...

“I want you to make the team, sweetie,” my mom said. “I want you to be a futa.”

“So I can fuck you?” I asked, my pussy clenching at the idea of slipping into my step-mom's pussy.

“Yes!” she moaned. “I can't stop thinking about it. I've been masturbating all day and googling about futas. Did you know, they gender-swap men? I want to turn your dad into a woman and then fuck him with my own futa-cock. If you become one... You can help me out.”

“Oh, wow, Mom,” I moaned. “Ooh, that's pretty naughty. I don't know.”

“Please, sweetie. For me.” She shuddered. “I won't ever show another one of your baby pictures again.”

I stopped walking. “Really? Even the one of me in the tub?”

“Yes, even that one. Though you're so cute in it. But if you become a futa, then make me into one so I can gender-swap your father and turn him into a hot woman, I'll never show them to anyone. Not even to your future girlfriends.”

Girlfriend. Not boyfriends. Mom understood that I would never want a guy again. Not after being deflowered by Georgia and sucking Portia's big dick.

“I'll try my best, Mom,” I said. “I'm dropping off my stuff at my dorm and heading over for tryouts.”

That made me shudder. Me! Trying out to be a cheerleader. I was a nerd. Maybe I didn't wear glasses, but I was into computer programming. I dressed like a young girl, too, my hair still in pigtails because I never changed my style from elementary school through junior high and high school. And now I wanted to be a futa-cheerleader and join the Venus Squad. 

I was so glad I chose to attend Aphrodite University even if it was a new college only on its second year of being opened.

“Thank you, sweetie!” Mom squealed. “I just know you'll make it.”

“Will I?” I asked, glancing down at my blouse. I had such small tits, practically flat-chested. “I have no curves.”

“Portia herself wanted you. You can do this, sweetie! She's the team captain. If she didn't think you had what it took, she wouldn't have invited you.”

“Right,” I nodded, sucking in a deep breath. “Thanks, Mom.”

“Of course. I love you, sweetie. Now get out their, make their clits hard, and become a futa for your dear mom.” Then she gave a wicked giggle. “If you don't, I will spread your baby pictures far and wide.”

“You're so cruel!” I groaned.

“Just giving you motivation, sweetie. Okay, bye, I love you!”

“Love you, too, Mom,” I said and hung up.

That juicy excitement permeated my pussy now. I wanted to finger myself right here in the walkway between buildings, the other female students moving around me. I could. This college was very open about sexuality. Futas could have their fun wherever they want. I'd already heard about a school-wide orgy that broke out last year, consuming the entire student body and faculty, the cheerleaders at the heart of it. 

But it still made me blush to even think about exposing myself. Maybe... Maybe when I was a futa, I could. But not yet. I was just a regular girl. As normal as the students passing around me. I didn't have a clit that could turn into a cock.

Yet.

I bit my lip and raced past the statue of the school's founders, Vivian and Shelley. They were another pair of futas, I think, the owners of Aphrodite Air. They opened this school to have a place where women could study in fields that were dominated by men in addition to the normal liberal arts programs you found at other women's colleges. FuTech Industries (and I was begging to suspect the Fu meant Futa) sponsored my programming department. I hoped to land a job with them after graduating. I loved their first tablet, made for women by women.

Now that I knew about futas, I was realizing they must be everywhere in our society, little hidden pockets of women with magical clit-dicks that worshiped Aphrodite herself, the mythical goddess of the Ancient Greeks. So I was eager to join them.

I reached my dorm, headed to room 117. I pulled out my keycard, just like you'd have at a hotel, and popped it into the lock. It whirled and burst into my room, trembling with excitement. I threw my bookbag and purse on my bed then ripped off my school clothes. I grabbed my jogging shorts, pulling them up my lithe legs, and my sports bra.

It barely had anything to contain, just two little mounds of tit-flesh.

I stared at myself in the mirror, my nipples two hard points against the Lycra material of the bra. My body was sleek and petite, almost no curves whatsoever. I turned, looking at my tush. It was almost as flat as my tits. I stroked my fiery pigtails, wondering just what Portia saw in me? I didn't have hers or Georgia's curves. I didn't have their grace.

I was a nerd, not a cheerleader. What was I doing?

No. Don't think like that. Believe in yourself. Mom was right. Portia invited me. She was the team captain. She wouldn't have if she thought there wasn't something about me that was perfect for the Venus Squad. 

I nodded my head and headed for the door. I didn't bother with my tank top. I had a feeling things would get naughty at tryouts, so why bother having extra clothes to take off? I'd seen women wearing just their sports bras while jogging or working out. It was decent enough. I had a bathing suit that covered less.

I darted out of my dorm room. Somehow I lucked out and didn't get a roommate, and darted past the other girls. Some gave me a wave. I just smiled back at them, bursting with my excitement to get to tryouts and shake my stuff. I was so eager for it.

My pussy drooled into my panties.

I burst out into the warm, September afternoon. It was my favorite month in Washington State. The heat of the summer had lessened to a pleasant temperatures and the terrible weather of our fall and winter wouldn't start up until early to mid October. It wasn't rainy like it was in April and May.

It was perfect.

The sun warmed my freckled body as I jogged through the campus, my little tits barely jiggling in my sports bra. I didn't need it at all to give me support. Maybe... Maybe I should just take it off here... around all these girls and...

I chickened out. Still not there yet.

I reached the athletic center and headed out onto the field. It wasn't four, yet. I was early. So I plopped down on the bleacher, staring out at the grass, imagining the Venus Squad performing. They wore pink, pleated skirts and sleeveless tops. Their legs would flash as they kicked. Their futa-dicks would bounce with their tits, peeking out as they danced and swirled.

I stared down at my crotch, imagining my futa-dick thrusting from my folds. My hands gripped my slender legs, my palms growing sweaty. I was so turned on right now. I licked my lips, my hands creeping closer and closer to my pussy.

I could just start touching myself. There was no one around. It would be so easy. I just push my hands between my skirt and...

My cheeks burned. My hands slid closer, so sticky with perspiration. I couldn't really be thinking about masturbating right here. But my pussy ached so much. My naughty hole just begged to be touched and—

“Hi!”

The bright, cheery voice made me squeak in fright. I looked up to see a Hispanic girl jogging up in dark-maroon jogging shorts and a black tank top, her short, black hair bobbing about a round face. She had a golden-tan hue to her skin, and though she had my height, she had boobs bouncing beneath her tank top. Nice round ones.

“Oh, hi,” I said, my cheeks feeling as hot as the Sahara desert. Did she know what I was about to do? Please, please say she didn't realize where my hands had prepared to venture.

“So, trying out for the Venus Squad?” she asked, plopping down beside me. She smelled faintly of soap, a fresh scent that tickled my nose.

I nodded my head.

“I hope I make it. I love cheering.” She thrust out her lithe legs before her, crossing them. “I was on the varsity squad at my high school. You?”

I shook my head. “I just... thought I'd give it a try.”

“Well good luck. Sometimes girls are naturals.” While her words were supportive, her smile spoke volumes: you probably won't be good enough to make the team, sorry. “I'm Apolonia.” 

“Oh, that's a pretty name,” I said, clenching my hands together. I would make the team. My step-mom was counting on me becoming a futa. “I'm Marybeth. I think I have a shot. Portia invited me.” 

“She's the team captain, right?” Apolonia asked.

“Yeah, I met her and her girlfriend yesterday.” My cheeks grew even hotter.

“So...” Apolonia leaned in. “Is it true?”

“Is what true?” I asked.

“You know... What they say about the cheerleaders and their... extra bits.”

I opened my mouth to say something when a trio of girls walked up, the one in the center catching my attention. She had such big boobs. They bounced and jiggled in her hot-pink sports bra. I blinked at the sight of them, feeling so inadequate now.

“Oh, wow,” Apolonia said, spotting the same thing I had. “She's stacked.”

“She'll make the team for sure,” I said glumly.

“I don't know. A girl that top heavy... Having big boobs can suck for cheerleading. You move around so much, they move, puts a lot of strain on them. But you got those small tits, hardly any bounce at all. They won't cause you much problem.”

“Really?” I asked, staring down at my tits. “But... I don't have any curves at all.”

“No, you don't,” a new, sneering voice said.

A coed with bleached-blonde hair marched up in black jogging shorts and a gray tank top, her hands on her hips as she stared at me like I was a cockroach or something. I frowned at her, squirming in my seat.

“You know this is a squad for adults, not for little kids, string bean,” she said, grabbing my pigtail between two fingers, pinching it delicately like she was afraid it would stain her fingers. “And that figure. You look scrawny sitting down. How are you supposed to get the crowd excited without any curves?”

“I...” I didn't know what to say.

“I mean, you don't have to have udders like cow-girl over there, but you need something. Why are you even here wasting the cheerleader's time by trying out? You're not going to make the team.”

“And you are?” Apolonia asked, jumping to her feet and folding her arms beneath her tits. “Just because you dye your hair blonde or something?”

“No, because I got talent,” she said and then did a high kick into a vertical split, her leg pressed against her chest, her crotch pointed almost right at us. “I've been cheerleading since I was six. I did USASF. I was on a gold-tier All Star team from Issaquah. We went to Cheerleading Worlds two years ago and took third place. And we were third in nationals last year. Trust me, they'll want me on the team.”

“And?” Apolonia asked. “This isn't kiddy cheerleading.”

“USASF isn't kiddy cheerleading!” the bitch hissed. “What were you, on the JV squad at you high school? Probably shaking your pompoms to get the horny boys excited while your third-string football team got their asses kicked.”

Apolonia just gave a dangerous smile. A “don't fuck me with, bitch” smile. The bleached-blonde cunt tightened her eyes. Then she gave a dismissive toss of her hair and sauntered down the line to the trio of girls and started talking with them.

The way they grimaced, the bitch was being just as charming with them as she had with us.

“What a cock-sucking whore,” Apolonia hissed, sitting down. “She better not make the team. I won't cheer with that cunt.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Is she... as good as she claims?”

“If she isn't blowing smoke out of her cooch,” Apolonia said. “Yeah. USASF is the United States All Star Federation. She was doing competitive cheerleading. And taking third at the Cheerleader Worlds means she out-cheered those Texan teams to make it to the world championship. And they treat cheerleading for girls like they treat football for boys down there.”

“So she'll make the team?”

“Marybeth, only God knows the future. Are you God?”

I shook my head.

“Then relax. You got to believe you'll make it. After all, didn't you say Portia invited you herself?”

I nodded my head. “I met her yesterday while moving into my dorm.”

Apolonia's eyes brightened. “You never did answer my question. Do futas really have that extra bit?”

My pussy clenched. “Bit isn't the word I'd use to describe it.”

“That big, huh?”

I nodded my head.

“Then we got to make sure that bitch doesn't make the team. She doesn't deserve to have something that nice happen to her, does she?”

I grinned at Apolonia. “No, she doesn't.”

She drilled me for questions about futas, and I told her all about their dicks growing from clits, and how big they were, and how much cum they fired. I didn't mention that the Betty in my story was my step-mom, but did talk about how wild things got, how they filled me, and how I ended up in a sixty-nine with her and licking her clean.

“Damn,” Apolonia whimpered at the end. More girls had shown up, the bleachers getting crowded with them. “That sounds so much fun. And if we make the teams, they'll make us into futas?”

“So I've heard.”

A whistle suddenly blew, loud and piercing. Portia and Georgia had arrived in their cheer uniforms as we were talking. I shuddered, staring at the blonde futanari who took my virginity. Georgia was an angel, perfect in every way. Even the beauty mark on her left cheek only accentuated her radiance. And Portia beside her, raven-black hair falling about her porcelain face, positively glowed with naughty sexuality.

Apolonia let out a groan beside me, practically drooling over them. Her nipples poked at the black fabric of her tank top as she squeezed her thighs together so hard. I understood. There was something about futas, something they exuded, that made them just so irresistible. You just wanted to love them. To fuck them.

To let them do whatever they wanted to you.

“Okay,” Portia said. “I'm the captain, and this beauty beside me is my girlfriend. We're both the heart of the Venus Squad. We're responsible for all the changes to our program from the standard college cheer squads.”

Georgia arched an eyebrow.

“She is responsible for all the changes,” Portia said, nudging her girlfriend. “She's the one that made us into futas. I'm sure you've heard the rumors about us. That we can grow dicks from our clits. I'm here to tell you that's so true.” 

Both girls hauled up their skirts. They bared their pussies, Portia's shaved bare and glistening, Georgia's adorned by a golden bush soaked with her excitement. They had no shame flashing their twats before twenty girls.

A ripple of awe went through the watching girls as the futa-dicks sprouted. Apolonia's eyes bulged. It was one thing to hear about futas. It was another thing to witness them first hand. To see their girl-dicks spout from their folds of their pussy, for their clits to transform into big, throbbing shafts that swelled larger and larger with every beat of their hearts.

“Holy fucking shit,” the bitchy girl moaned.

“Oh, my,” the busty girl gasped, her big tits jiggling as she clapped her hands over her mouth.

“Yep,” Portia nodded as her dick finally reached its full growth. “It's all true.” She let her skirt fall, her dick thrusting between the pink pleats. “If you make the team, you'll get your own futa-cock and have so much fun with it.”

“Every girl will want to enjoy it,” Georgia said. “You'll be a queen here at Aphrodite University.”

“But we only need a few girls to make the team. We're all so young, none of the original members have graduated. So not a lot of room for you girls, I'm afraid. So we're going to need the most fearless hotties we can find.”

“Okay, when we point, tell us your name and line up before us facing towards the bleachers,” Portia continued. She pointed at me.

“Marybeth!” I shouted and darted forward.

“More like string bean,” the bitch whispered to a girl sitting beside her.

They both giggled. I flushed but stood proud before the futas, facing the other girls on the bleachers. God, they were all so hot. All so curvy. None of them were a scrawny pole with no curves at all. I almost grew depressed, but I had to believe I had a chance.

“Apolonia!” my new friend said before jogging up to join me.

“Clarissa.”

“Martha.”

“Tonya.”

“Treasure,” the bitch said as she jogged to join the line.

Courtney, Ruth, and Jill joined the line.

Then the busty girl jogged forward, her huge tits bouncing so much. “Aria.” she said with a bright voice.

“Udders,” muttered Treasure. More giggles broke out.

Then Melissa, April, Sun, Rosa, Shannon, Keily, Rita, Anna, Iris, and Daisy finished out the group.

I trembled, feeling the futa-cheerleaders moving behind us. I was on display. I clenched my rump in my tight shorts. They clung to my rear and the tops of my thighs, the stretch Lycra molding to my flesh. I couldn't help putting a naughty shake to my hips, my heart thudding so fast in my chest.

My pussy grew wetter and wetter. My poor panties were putting up a valiant fight to contain the flood, but how much longer could they do it? I sucked in a deep breath, my pussy quivering. Such naughty tingles raced through me, my clit aching and throbbing.

How long were the two going to make us stand here, studying us?

They didn't speak. They hardly made a sound save for the rustling of their skirts as they walked back and forth. A breeze wafted around me, swaying my fiery pigtails as I stood there, my heart thudding through my chest. I could smell something exciting on the breeze as it flowed down the other girls.

Hot pussy.

We were all so turned on, the futa-cheerleaders exuding something that had all of our pussies melting in our panties. I trembled, my coltish legs quivering. I wanted to do something. I itched. I clenched my hands over and over, balling up a fist and relaxing my fingers.

How long would they study us?

I heard other girls letting out nervous whimpers. I glanced down the line, seeing the others flushed, some with nipples poking out at their sports bras, tank tops, or athletic shirts. Apolonia's hands gripped her nut-brown thighs, rubbing on them, leaving them glistening with her sweat while she wiggled her hips.

“Well, you are all such promising candidates,” Georgia said.

“And some great asses,” Portia added. “Which we love to see. Makes our futa-dicks hard and our pussies wet.”

“Not string bean there,” I heard Treasure say in her bitchy tone.

“But your clothing is in the way,” Portia continued. “So drop your shorts and panties, then bend over and grab your ankles. I want to see twenty naked asses and pussies pointed at me right now!”

I didn't hesitate. I was afraid of doing anything in public before, but now I had been around the futa-cheerleaders. My pussy was on fire. I would do anything for them. I hooked the waistband of my jogging shorts and panties, shoving them down my thighs in one smooth motion. Then I spread my feet apart, bent over, and grabbed my ankles.

I shuddered, feeling my pussy lips opening every so slightly, my cunt no longer virgin tight thanks to Georgia. Even my butt-cheeks parted, my asshole on display for those naughty futas to see. I trembled, gripping my ankles.

Apolonia started. She looked down at me. “Really?”

“Really,” I told her. “Just do it. They'll love it.”

My new Hispanic friend shoved down her jogging shorts and lemon-yellow panties. She exposed a trimmed, black bush soaked with her juices. Then she bent over, her short hair falling away from her face, forming a brush-like mop over her that swayed in the breeze.

Busty Aria went next, shoving down her panties and jogging shorts fast. Her big boobs pressed into her thighs as she groaned, bending over and just managing to grab her ankles. A few other girls followed a moment later.

Treasure wasn't one of them. She looked bewildered.

“Come on, girls, drop those short,” Georgia called and then clapped her hands. “We don't have all day.”

More shoved down their jogging shorts and panties. One girl suddenly burst from the line and took off running, her face scarlet, her brown hair following behind her like a superhero's cape. She ran like people needed rescuing, including herself.

“You heard my Georgia, drop those panties now!” Portia snapped.

“Really?” Treasure objected as she became the only girl who hadn't dropped her bottoms, bent over, and presented her ass and pussy for the futas' inspection. “This can't be right. What is going on here? I've done All Star, and we never did anything like this.”

“This is the Venus Squad,” Portia snarled. “We're not some collection of mousy girls. We're futas. We have huge cocks that we fuck with. We get wild with them. But you're too much of a controlling bitch to understand that.”

“You want these cocks in your holes, don't you?” Georgia demanded. “I see you staring at mine as I waggle it at you. You want to fall to your knees and suck on them. You want to bend over and let us fuck you. But you also think you're the queen bee and need to be in charge.”

“Well, queen bitch you're not. You don't get the honey, we do!” Portia snarled. “Now get the fuck off my field. You're not ever going to get a taste of futa-cock this year. Don't think I didn't hear your string beans and cow udder comments!” 

“B-but,” Treasure protested. “I'm the best from Issaquah! We took second place at Cheerleader Worlds two years ago! Worlds!”

“And I don't give one flying fuck what your skank ass has accomplished!” Portia snarled. “We're the Venus Squad. No other cheerleaders get as wild as we do on the field. If you can't drop your shorts and panties, then you can't be on the team. So get off my field before I whip your ass with my futa-cock until you're blubbering.” 

Treasure shuddered. Then she bolted from the line, running even faster than the last girl. I couldn't help but grinning and putting a little shake to my hips at that. My pussy clenched. I felt my juices soaking into my bush, trickling towards my thighs, gravity pulling at my passion, the earth herself wanting a taste of my juicy cunt.

“What a little skank,” Portia muttered.

“Well, she's gone now, so we can have our fun without her,” Georgia said. “Now, girls, we're going to determine who's on the team by fucking your cunts. Any girl who gets a pussy full of girl-cum, congrats, you made the team. The rest, well, I'm sure we'll meet up in school sometime and attend to those horny snatches of yours.”

A great moan rose from all the girls, eager and expectant. I blinked, realizing I was one of them. My hot snatch clenched so hard, aching to be filled by the futa-cheerleaders once more. I bit my lip, sucking in a deep breath. This was so hot. My pussy was on fire.

They had to pick me. Unless... What if they already had their taste of my cunt? What if they didn't want to use me again? I mean, there was twenty or so other girls for them to choose from. I bet they all had such yummy looking pussies and...

No. Stop that. I was sexy. They invited me to be here. Treasure didn't get an invitation. Apolonia or Aria or the other girls didn't get chosen. I just needed to have faith in my hot body and stop letting my own insecurities drag me down. 

“Mmm, what a great bunch of candidates we got this year,” Portia said as she marched up and down the line behind us. “Just a horny bunch of sluts.”

“Ooh, yes, so many cute pussies to choose from. It's almost impossible to decide,” Georgia moaned.

“I know.”

I gasped as Portia's girl-dick brushed the folds of my pussy. I shuddered, my snatch clenching in anticipation of that thrust that would fill my cunt to the hilt and have me gasping and moaning, screaming my pretty little head off in orgasmic delight.

But it didn't happen. Portia's cock dragged across my pussy and over my thigh. Then I heard it smack into Apolonia's flesh. My new friend shuddered beside me, letting out a wanton moan of delight before whimpering in disappointment. Like a wave, that rising gasp of anticipation followed by that quivering sigh of failure echoed down the line as Portia worked her way down it, rubbing her girl-dick against all of our pussies.

“Ooh, Georgia, this is so hard to choose. I don't know which one I want.”

“I think I know,” Georgia said. “Ooh, she's got those big tits. They're not udders at all.”

Aria gasped in delight. I looked down the line to see her quivering, her big boobs pressed against her thighs. Her brown hair swayed about her face as Georgia fucked her. The slap of flesh echoed across the line, Georgia churning her pussy to a hot forth, making her moan and gasp.

“Lucky her,” Apolonia moaned beside me. “Marybeth, my pussy is on fire right here. I've never been so horny in my life. I need a girl-dick in me.” 

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, my legs quivering. Pussy juices dripped down my thighs now, teasing me as they advanced down my shaved-smooth flesh. “This is pure torture.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Aria gasped and shuddered. “Oh, wow, that's so good. Oh, yes, oh, I love it.”

“I bet you do!” Georgia moaned, thrusting so hard. “Mmm, yes, clench that tight pussy down on my girl-dick. You're part of the Venus Squad now! You're going to be a futa.”

“I want to be a futa!” a girl moaned.

“You do?” Portia asked.

A blonde girl down the line quivered. “Please, please, just slide it into my pussy.”

“Because you think you have what it takes to be a member of the Venus Squad?”

“Yes!” the girl moaned. I was so jealous of her.

“Sorry, I don't,” Portia said and she moved away. The blonde collapsed to her knees, trembling, and then just started masturbating her cunt with fury. 

“Don't tease them,” Georgia said. “Don't be a Treasure.”

“Right, right,” Portia said, walking closer and closer to me. “I know just who I'm picking.”

Apolonia gasped. Her head arched. She let out such a wanton moan as I heard Portia's flesh slap into my new friend's rump. I tried not to be jealous. I tried not to have this spiteful venom poison my emotions as the Hispanic girl rocked back into Portia's thrusts.

But it was so hard. I wanted to be the girl getting fucked liked that. Me!

I could hear the wet plunge of Portia's dick into Apolonia's pussy before their flesh slapped together. My new friend let out a moan, her body quivering. She kept a grip of her ankles, undulating her hips, fucking back into Portia's hard thrusts.

“Ooh, she's got a tight cunt, Georgia,” Portia groaned. “How's the busty chick's snatch?”

“Delightful!” moaned Georgia. “Ooh, yes, we have two amazing girls for the team.”

“You haven't even seen us do any routines,” an Asian girl moaned. “How can you know they're any good?”

“Once their futas,” panted Portia, fucking into my friend so hard, “they'll have this innate grace and perfect bodies. If they don't know how to do it, we'll train them.”

“Yes!” Apolonia moaned.

“You can train me to do anything!” gasped Aria.

My pussy clenched in utter jealously. I bit my lip. They said they weren't choosing that many. Had they made their choices? Were these two the only ones getting picked? Or would they select two more after using Aria and Apolonia?

They had to pick more. I needed to be fucked. Listening to my friend getting plowed only had me trembling. I whimpered, my hands squeezing my ankles. I wanted to masturbate like the blonde girl, but I still had a chance to be chosen. I couldn't blow it by not staying bent over, suffering while the other two girls were pleasured.

“Oh, yes, work that cunt on my cock, slut,” moaned Portia. “Mmm, Marybeth, your friend has a juicy cunt. Have you eaten it yet?”

“We just met,” I groaned. “I'm glad it's good, though. I'd love to eat it.”

“You will,” Apolonia moaned. “No matter what!”

I tried not to be hurt by her words, but they stung. She didn't think I'd be chosen, but she still would play with me. I bit my lip, quivering, my entire body shaking. The wanton moans echoing across the field were such torture. I wanted to be one of the lucky girls. 

I had to become a futa. For my step-mom!

The wind gusted. I groaned as it caressed the exposed folds of my pussy, rustling my damp pubic hair. I sucked in a deep breath, my asshole wrinkling. More juices leaked out of me, making me squirm and groan. My head began to pound, the blood pooling in my skull.

I stared at the swaying ends of my pigtails while listening to the sounds of futa-sex. I sucked in deep breaths, fighting my urges to masturbate. My pussy just needed to touched. Caressed. I could let go of my ankle and shove my right hand between my thighs.

Just for a moment.

That wouldn't hurt my chances, right?

“Oh, my god, I'm going to cum in your pussy!” Portia moaned. “Ooh, yes, you're just a hot, Latina slut!”

“I am!” Apolonia moaned. “Oh, fuck, yes! You're churning my pussy to a froth. I'm going to explode.”

“Do it,” I hissed, partly wanting her to have that pleasure, and also because then Portia would be closer to choosing another girl to fuck.

Choosing me.

Portia hadn't fucked my cunt yet. And she invited me. Maybe she still wanted a crack at my pussy. Or maybe my asshole. It was on display, too, so puckered and vulnerable. What would it be like to take a huge cock back there?

Apolonia let out a wanton moan. She quivered beside me. I just knew her pussy massaged Portia's cock. I could smell tangy pussy juices. Those had to be my friend's. Her cream ran down her nut-brown thighs.

“Ooh, yes, slut!” Portia moaned. “Oh, that's what I need!”

“Cum in her, Portia!” Georgia howled. “Ooh, fill her like I'm filling Aria!”

Georgia had cum, too. Yes!

Then I heard Portia let out a wanton moan. She rammed into Apolonia's spasming snatch. The black-haired futa-cheerleader let out such a passionate gasp. Apolonia shuddered beside me. I just knew Portia pumped her full of cum.

My own pussy clenched in such envy, aching to feel that wonderful delight again. The awesome filling of hot spunk spilling into my snatch, splashing against my cervix. My cunt would convulse and spasm, milking her dick dry of every drop of cum.

Wonderful.

“Aphrodite, yes!” Portia moaned.

“Oh, my god!” the blonde masturbating gasped. She lay on her side now, trembling in rapture.

“Now it's time to choose the last girl!” Portia moaned. “Who should my girlfriend and I share?”

Share?

They weren't picking two girls, only one?

“I know who,” Georgia said as Aria collapsed to the ground, rubbing her cum-filled pussy. A moment later, Apolonia fell to her knees, spunk running down her thighs in thick, creamy rivers. She scooped it up and brought it to her mouth, feasting on it.

“I know just the slut we should fuck, Portia.” 

“You read my mind,” Portia said.

I gasped as she seized my hips and lifted me into the air, spinning me around and setting me back down. “There are benefits to being so small and lithe,” Portia moaned as she rubbed her futa-cock against my pussy. “You can be a flyer.”

“A flyer?” I asked.

“The girl who gets thrown up into the air,” Apolonia moaned, her words partly muffled as she kept shoveling cum into her lips.

Georgia appeared before me. I stared at her feet. “You can straighten up, Marybeth. It's hard for us to both fuck you if you're bent in half like a pretzel.”

“Yes!” I gasped, springing up and...

The world spun around me as the blood drained from my head. But the two futa-cheerleaders caught me, held me. My asshole clenched. They would use both my holes. This was so hot and naughty. I would get double-fucked by the futa-cheerleaders. I couldn't wait to feel their girl-dicks reaming my pussy and bowels at the same time.

But Portia didn't bring her girl-dick to my asshole. She slid it past my butt-cheeks and between my thighs. I gasped as it nudged against my pussy lips. At the same moment, Georgia, grinning at me as she pressed her naked form against me, her tits constrained by her pink top, my little tits by my sports bra, also brought her cock to my vulva.

Their dicks pressed together as they nuzzled at my pussy's entrance.

“No way,” I gasped, remembering hot much one futa-cock filled up my cunt. Could I take two? 

“Welcome to the Venus Squad,” Georgia smiled.

Then they both thrust.

My eyes bulged out of my sockets as my pussy lips spread and spread and spread. My body quivered. My labia swallowed both the crowns of their futa-dicks. They were inside of me and thrusting deeper and deeper. My body spasmed between them. I let out such wanton moans as the pleasure rushed through my body.

I couldn't believe this was happening. My eyes widened in pure shock. Their dicks were inside of me, stretching me out, making me quiver in delight. I shuddered, squirming between them as their cocks filled me to the hilt.

I sucked in deep breaths. I panted and squirmed. There was so much wonderful girl-dick in me. Two huge cocks had entered me to the hilt. I rose on my tiptoes between the two futas, their bodies sandwiching me between them.

The other girls who weren't chosen masturbated their frustrated pussies, whimpering in envy as the two futas drew back their cocks at the same moment. I felt their dicks sliding through my stuffed folds. They rubbed on my silky walls.

“Oh, my god,” I groaned.

“Goddess,” Georgia corrected, grinning at me. “You're about to join the Aphrodite Sisterhood. You're going to be a futa.”

“Yes!” I cried out as they both thrust their dicks to the hilt into my double-stuffed pussy.

The friction of their cocks burying into me surged through my body. My pussy exploded. My orgasms convulsed through me. My flesh spasmed about their dicks. I quivered between them, gasping out my rapture. My pleasure hammered through my body. I whimpered and groaned, trembling between them as they filled me to the hilt with their girl-dicks.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled. “Oh, wow, that's so amazing. That's so hot. Ooh, yes, you're just driving me wild. Oh, my Goddess, yes!”

My pussy spasmed about their shafts, pressing them so tight together as they pumped in and out of me. The two futas moaned their delight. Georgia kissed my lips while Portia nibbled on my ear lobe. She teased me as I convulsed between them.

“Ooh, yes, you have such a hot, tight cunt,” she groaned into my ear. “I knew you would, Marybeth. When I saw you with your step-mother yesterday, I knew you would have the tightest cunt.

“And I would have so much fun sharing you with my girlfriend.”

I just moaned into her girlfriend's mouth. Their dicks reamed my flesh, sending wave after wave of rapture sloshing through my body. I quivered and bucked between them. Their breasts pressed against me. I wished we were all naked so I could feel their tits on my body.

Their dicks soon lost rhythm with each other. They didn't thrust in at the same moment, but plunged in at different paces. Georgia fucked me with long, slow strokes that teased me while Portia sped up with every moment. She fucked me faster and faster, hammering into my cunt. Her crotch smacked my rump, making my butt-cheeks jiggle.

“Ooh, we're going to spurt so much cum into you,” moaned Portia. “We're going to flood you with cum.”

I moaned into Georgia's kiss, our tongues dueling.

“Yes, you're just so eager for it. I can feel it. Ooh, you're squeezing my dick so hard against Georgia's. It's making my pussy drip. I'm going to cum so hard.”

I wanted that.

Another orgasm rippled through me. More pleasure hammered my mind. Ecstasy made my mind quiver. I sucked in deep breaths, my heart thudding away in my chest. My cunt clenched down on her thrusting dick, squeezing her tight against Georgia's thick shaft.

“Aphrodite!” Portia moaned, sounding so breathy, on the verge of erupting.

I broke the kiss with Georgia, screaming out, “Please, cum in me! I need it! I need your cum flooding through me!”

With a mighty grunt, Portia rammed her dick to the hilt in me. Her futa-cum spurted. It splashed against my cervix. Georgia moaned, too. She joined her futa-girlfriend a moment later. Both their cocks erupted into me.

So much cum pumped into my depths. I trembled between them as they filled me. My eyes rolled back into my head. I gasped and quivered between them. My pussy milked their dicks dry as their spunk spurted over and over into me.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I howled. “This is so hot! Both your cocks! Both your cum! You're both in me! You're filling me!” 

“You've earned it!” moaned Georgia. “You're just so cute, Marybeth!”

Rapture bathed my mind as my pussy convulsed about the two futa-dicks. So much cum filled me. I buzzed in delight. I trembled between them. When they ripped out of me, I collapsed to the ground, panting on my knees, jizz flooding down my thighs.

“Oh, great Goddess!” Portia chanted, her words rolling with power. “Light of womanhood, the most beautiful, perfect being in all creation, one comes before you desiring to join your Sisterhood. I fervently wish that you would grant your divine gift and ask that you judge Marybeth worthy and choose her to be your disciple! Grant her admittance into your sacred sisterhood, Goddess of Love and Beauty.

My eyes widened as a hush settled onto the field. The sun seemed to dim. The moans of the other girls still masturbating grew muffled. The air before me roiled into the shape of my new Goddess, the busty epitome of womanhood.

Something thrust from her crotch. A cock. A Goddess's sacred futa-dick. I opened my mouth wide, knowing I had to worship her. I swallowed the tip of her dick.

Her cum fired into my mouth. Hot jizz spurted into me, the Goddess's salty love. I swallowed it, trembling. My pussy clenched, squeezing out more of the futa-cheerleader's spunk from my pussy. It ran thickly down my thighs, coating them.

I felt Aphrodite's passion sweeping through my body, transforming me. She smoothed out my appendix scar. She masked a few pimples. She removed every blemish from my body, making me gorgeous.

And then she changed my clit.

Her love gathered there. A great ball of heat concentrated in my bud. I shuddered, moaning about her divine cock as mine sprouted. My futa-dick thrust from my fiery bush. It quivered, such an aching need building at the tip of my new shaft. My pussy clenched. The heat needed to escape me.

Found it's path to freedom.

An explosion of frothy cum fired from my new futa-dick. Jolts of powerful pleasure shot through my body as I came with a cock for the first time. I whimpered about the Goddess's shaft, savoring her presence for one last time as my cum splattered at her roiling feet.

Then she vanished.

The sun brightened.

I was a futa!

I gave my step-mom a call to tell her the wonderful news. I had joined the Venus Squad, and I couldn't wait for our first practice!

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Futa Cheer Squad Practice! 
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Sneak Preview of “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?

If you want to read more, click here for Dorm Room Futa Surprise (Aphrodite U's Cheer Squad 1)! 
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