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Naughty Excerpt from “Futa Priestess's Naughty Ritual”

Pleasure rippled around my ebony girl-cock as Stéphanie sucked on it. The married woman's lips were latched tight about the crown, her nut-brown cheeks hollowing as she sucked on it. The Haitian wife shuddered as she nursed on my dick, her eyes fluttering. 

“That's it,” I purred, feeling the power trembling through the room. “There is vitality in my feminine seed, blessed by Mama Wata. She will give you what you need.” 

Stéphanie moaned her agreement, her dark eyes glassy with passion. She brought the dildo, carved from mangrove wood, to her pussy. To my sight, a faint, watery aura surrounded the polished phallus, the tip bulbous. She rubbed the wood into her black bush, sliding it up and down her labia. With a groan, she thrust it into her snatch, her eyes closing.

Energy rippled through the air. It gathered around me, moved through me. I was a conduit for my Loa, the divine Mama Wata. She was my Goddess. I had given her my soul, my love. I was her mambo, her priestess, spreading her influence and power, helping those in Port-au-Prince who needed her blessing. 

Like Stéphanie.

“My seed shall kindle your womb, Stéphanie,” I said. “Suck harder. Drink it all down. Pleasure yourself with the dildo. Let it stir your passions. Let it burst through you. It will wash through you. You shall quicken a child with your husband.” 

The wife moaned louder. Her head bobbed as she lay on the small altar in my shack. Herbs hung around us, drying. The various scents formed a delicious melange. My pussy clenched as she sucked on my girl-cock, a gift from the Goddess Aphrodite, the power siphoned from one of her followers with the aid of Demeter's magic.

Stéphanie thrust her dildo in and out of her cunt. Her toes curled. Her round breasts jiggled, topped by dark-brown nipples. She sucked hard, loving my dick. My cream trickled down my thighs, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. My hips wiggled from side to side. My hips thrust forward, driving into her mouth.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Futa Priestess's Naughty Ritual

Pleasure rippled around my ebony girl-cock as Stéphanie sucked on it. The married woman's lips were latched tight about the crown, her nut-brown cheeks hollowing as she sucked on it. The Haitian wife shuddered as she nursed on my dick, her eyes fluttering. 

“That's it,” I purred, feeling the power trembling through the room. “There is vitality in my feminine seed, blessed by Mama Wata. She will give you what you need.” 

Stéphanie moaned her agreement, her dark eyes glassy with passion. She brought the dildo, carved from mangrove wood, to her pussy. To my sight, a faint, watery aura surrounded the polished phallus, the tip bulbous. She rubbed the wood into her black bush, sliding it up and down her labia. With a groan, she thrust it into her snatch, her eyes closing.

Energy rippled through the air. It gathered around me, moved through me. I was a conduit for my Loa, the divine Mama Wata. She was my Goddess. I had given her my soul, my love. I was her mambo, her priestess, spreading her influence and power, helping those in Port-au-Prince who needed her blessing. 

Like Stéphanie.

“My seed shall kindle your womb, Stéphanie,” I said. “Suck harder. Drink it all down. Pleasure yourself with the dildo. Let it stir your passions. Let it burst through you. It will wash through you. You shall quicken a child with your husband.” 

The wife moaned louder. Her head bobbed as she lay on the small altar in my shack. Herbs hung around us, drying. The various scents formed a delicious melange. My pussy clenched as she sucked on my girl-cock, a gift from the Goddess Aphrodite, the power siphoned from one of her followers with the aid of Demeter's magic.

Stéphanie thrust her dildo in and out of her cunt. Her toes curled. Her round breasts jiggled, topped by dark-brown nipples. She sucked hard, loving my dick. My cream trickled down my thighs, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. My hips wiggled from side to side. My hips thrust forward, driving into her mouth.

“That's it,” I purred as she plunged the dildo in and out of her snatch. I breathed in, above the scent of my herbs there was a tart musk. Feminine passion. 

I loved it.

“Yes, yes, drive yourself to your pleasure, Stéphanie,” I moaned. “Revel in it. Your body holds such gifts. Enjoy them.” 

My hand roamed her breasts, my ebony fingers darker than her brown flesh. She whimpered as I found her nipple, rolling the hard nub between my thumb and finger. I twisted it. She groaned, sucking harder, her cheeks hollowing. 

She was such a beautiful woman. I twisted her nipple, loving the sounds she made, the passion humming around my girl-cock. The pleasure buzzed about it. My hips wiggled from side to side. My breasts swayed. It was such a delicious joy. I loved it. 

“Mama Wata,” I moaned to my Loa, my goddess, the pleasure building inside of me. It was incredible to feel. It was a delicious sensation. Her cheeks hollowing. My pussy clenched. “She is beautiful. Feel her desire. Her need, Mama Wata.” 

The woman plunged the dildo faster and faster. She undulated her hips, squirming, groaning. Such passion brimmed in the air. Her breasts jiggled. I twisted her nipple, loving the feel of it between my fingers.  

More juices ran down my thighs, my pussy grew hotter and hotter. I thrust my hips forward, fucking my futa-cock in and out of her mouth. Her left hand shot out, brushing my thigh as she trembled, her passion moaning louder and louder. 

I gasped as her fingers slid through my thick bush to find the lips of my pussy. She brushed my clit, rubbing my little nub. Sparks of pleasure burst through my pussy. They rushed out the aching tip of my futa-dick buried in her hot, wet mouth. The pressure built there, a mighty ache that wanted to explode out of me. 

“Yes, yes, Mama Wata!” I moaned. “La Sirène, she needs it. Bless my feminine seed with fertility! Quicken her womb!” 

Stéphanie thrust a pair of fingers into my pussy. My snatch clenched down on her plunging digits. The heel of her hand ground on my clit. My girl-cock twitched and throbbed. My juices flowed. They dribbled down my thighs, soaking my bush. The pressure built and built at the tip of my futa-dick. 

I trembled on the verge of erupting. I pinched her nipple, sending a shiver through her married flesh. Stéphanie rammed her girl-cock deep into her pussy. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her flat stomach flexed and contorted as she shuddered.

Energy burst through the room as she came. Stéphanie moaned, her juices bathing the dildo. I groaned, feeling the mangrove wood drink in her passion. My pussy clenched down on her plunging fingers, stimulating my depths. My girl-dick throbbed in her mouth. 

“Mama Wata!” I howled, my head thrown back.

The spirits flowed through me. They poured into my body and then through me. The pleasure exploded in my pussy. My cunt spasmed around Stéphanie's thrusting fingers. Pleasure washed through my depths. My futa-cock exploded. My cum pumped into her mouth. 

The married woman gulped down my feminine-seed. She swallowed my futa-jizz. I whimpered, the pleasure slamming through my body. The dual delights whipped through me. Stars burst across my vision. My breasts heaved before me. 

“Yes, yes, yes! Aid her, Mama Wata! Fill her with your fertility, La Sirène!” I howled as the energy peaked. 

I wrenched my cock out of her mouth. A spurt splattered across her face, my seed white on her nut-brown features. I twisted, my pussy convulsing, the power surging out of me. I snagged the bowl off my altar made of blue porcelain and erupted. My jizz spurted the final blasts into it, painting the stylized waves painted along the inside.

Stéphanie's tongue swiped out, gathering the jizz splattered across her face, what her pink tongue reached. She shuddered, her eyes fluttering. It was incredible. I swayed, my head shaking from side to side as the pleasure rippled through my body. I panted, my snatch overflowing with passion. 

Stéphanie's eyes fluttered. She panted, coming down from her high. She pulled the dildo from her pussy. It dripped with her juices. “Lovelie,” she moaned, her eyes staring at me. “Thank you, Lovelie.” 

“You are welcome,” I said, my body buzzing with the pleasure. I took the dildo from her and popped it into my mouth, tasting her tart pussy. The watery aura around the phallus had grown stronger. 

“Mmm, it is true,” she said. “You are futanari. You are changed, Lovelie.” 

I popped my mouth off the dildo. “It is true. I stole something from Aphrodite's follower.” 

She gave me a polite smile, her breasts still heaving. Her hands rubbed at her belly. “It worked?”

“Go and make love to your husband,” I told her. “You shall quicken a child.” 

“A son?” she asked.

“Perhaps,” I said. “That is for the Loa to choose, not me. Now go while your pussy is still wet and excited.” 

She grinned, her youthful passion bursting through him. “I will. I will ride him hard.”

I nodded as she rose and grabbed her jeans and shirt, dressing with haste. I hummed, my body trembling from both the pleasure of my dual orgasms and the delight of helping her. It was satisfying serving my goddess and helping women of Port-au-Prince. Having the power of the hermaphrodite, siphoned from the Greek goddess, only aided my delight. 

As she left my little shack, she slipped through the gauzy curtain and out into the marketplace of the bustling capital of Haiti. I smiled and hummed, scooping up my bowl. My cum soaking the bottom and splattered the side. The bottom half with darker blue, meeting the lighter blue of the sky in stylized waves. My Loa was born of water. It was from water that life came. Fertility and femininity was found in the wet juices of our pussies. 

I brought the bowl to my work table, my mortar and pestle resting beside it. I took off my pearl necklace I wore about my throat, sacred to my Loa. I removed a single pearl, brimming with my aura. I dropped it into the mortar and hefted the pestle, ,singing: 

I walk at night oh! I don't have any luck,

I walk during the day misfortune happens to me,

I only have one daughter Mambo La Sirène oh!

I only have one daughter Mambo La Sirène oh!

See I walk at night misfortune happens to me.

As I sang, I ground the pearl with the heavy stone pestle. Power flowed everywhere through the world. A mambo, a Loa's priestess in voudon, could channel it. The energy passed through me and into the pestle, crushing the pearl. 

My futa-cock twitched and throbbing, hanging down between my thighs. It was such a delicious thing to have. I was so glad that Priscilla Lehrner was drawn to my shack with that amazing clit-dick of hers. My pussy clenched in memory of her thick cock fucking me, the union of two feminine energies.

Mama Wata ached for it. She celebrated it. She arranged for it, plotting with the Goddess Demeter for centuries for this moment. I was lucky to be the instrument of my Loa's plan.  

The grinding of the pearl mixed with my song echoing through my shack. I drifted as I worked, time losing all meaning. I was only in the moment, reducing the pearl to a powder that brimmed with energy.

I dumped into my cum, the particles glittering like little specs of star dust in my futa-seed. I smiled and grabbed raspberry leaves and alfalfa to stimulate a woman's breast milk. A crushed those in my mortar, reducing them to stringy green before I dumped it into my potion. I mixed it together, my jizz as the base.

The potion finished, I poured it into a glass. I smiled at it, nodding my head in satisfaction. It was perfect. Just what she would need. I turned around, feeling the spirits whispering to me. She was approaching, in a panic, moving through the crowded marketplace towards me. 

Then she paused outside my hut.

...Rachelle Petit-Maitre... whispered on the air. 

“Enter, Rachelle Petit-Maitre,” I said to the mature, motherly woman trembling out before my shack. “Have no fear. Mama Wata has heard your fear and is ready to help you.” 

I could feel her shock that I knew who she was and standing there followed by her awe momentarily swallowing her fear. Then she burst through my curtain into my shack, a woman with dark-brown skin, her cheeks adorned with black freckles that gave her mature and beautiful features a delicious character. She had the soft eyes of a mother, her body lush and curving beneath her simple, flowery dress. Her eyes were wild as she saw me.

“Mambo Lovelie,” she panted, rushing to me. “You must help me. It is my daughter!”

“Evil has befallen her,” I said, thrusting the glass at the mature beauty, my girl-dick throbbing before me, eager to help her.

She took the glass, frowning. “What?”

“Drink,” I told her, “and I shall help your daughter.” 

“Drink...?” She shook her head. “No, no, it is my daughter that is in need of saving. An evil spirit has possessed her. It plagues her. It's killing her.” 

“I know,” I said, grabbing my gauzy, white robe. I pulled it over my body, the linen caressing my naked flesh. “Drink. You shall need your mother's milk to save her.” 

“Mother's... milk...?” 

I smiled, nodding my head as I belted my robe, my dark fingers sliding over the white cloth, the contrast made me shiver, union of opposites, like the futa-dick throbbing inside my robe, my pussy tingling, eager for this. 

It was finally happening. My life had prepared for this moment.

“Drink, Rachelle, and then we shall save your daughter,” I said, wanting to cry out my praise to Mama Wata for choosing me. 

Rachelle, confusion on her lush features, brought the glass to her lips. She tilted it back, drinking the potion made of my cum. A tingle raced out of my pussy to the tip of my girl-cock. Both my naughty bits ached, my dick swelling hard, pressing on my robes. I would need my passion to save her daughter. 

...She wasn't born from this woman... the spirits whispered. 

...Her daughter was born of water...

...Special...

...Cannot allow the darkness to own her daughter...

Rachelle panted when she finished gulping it down. She licked her lips. “It tasted like...”

“Cum?” I asked. I smiled, sultry and mysterious. “You know the rumors about me.” 

Her eyes flicked down to my robe and shivered. “It's true. You have gained a cock recently.” 

“Became a futanari,” I told her and sauntered to her. “Now let us go save your daughter.” 

I scooped up the dildo, still glistening with Stéphanie's pussy juices. The aura of the phallus brimmed, impregnated with the passion of a fertile woman. I smiled as I then hooked my arm in hers, escorting her out of my shack. 

“You're so calm,” she said as we stepped outside. “Aren't you afraid, Mambo?” 

“Evil is pernicious and treacherous. It fills in the cracks, looking for weakness to exploit.” I gave her another smile. “I cannot show it any fear. I must be strong. In control. I will save your daughter.” 

“Good, good,” she said, biting her lips. She shifted her shoulders. 

“She's important to you.” 

“Lamanté is,” she said, giving me a smile.

“A name of power,” I said, smiling. “Why did you choose it?”

“It came to me in a dream.” A look of joy crossed her face, her eyes going distant as we left the bustling market behind and entered the side streets.

“Lamanté isn't your real daughter, is she?” 

“I found her lying swaddled by a pool of spring water, surrounded by flowers,” she said, her eyes distant. “A dream led me to her, whispering Lamanté. Her real mother abandoned her around all that beauty. Can you believe that?”

I nodded my head.

“When I saw her, so helpless, so in need of a mother, I took her.” Her smile grew. “I loved her like my own. I raised her. She just turned eighteen, so bright and shining, then the spirit fell on her. She's lain almost in a stupor for a week. The doctor's are baffled. They say she's catatonic, but I know the truth. I can see the signs. I can feel the evil inside of her.” 

“She became vulnerable when she made the transition into adulthood,” I said. “Her soul open to evil. She's special, and an entity wishes to pervert her destiny.”  

...She will be loved... 

...Feared...

...Worshiped...

The world echoed with the spirits. Sometimes it shocked me that others couldn't hear them. They tumbled around us as we walked down the quiet street. But Rachelle heard nothing, staring ahead at a small house a group of people gathered outside, drums beating. Her friends and family come to give her support. 

“Only you and I shall be in the house with her,” I said.

“No one else is in there, Lovelie,” she said. “They're scared.” 

I nodded, waves of inky shadows dancing around the house. “The spirit has strong mojo.”

I shivered, feeling something familiar. I knew this spirit. A servant of Kalfou, who was the twin of Papa Legba. Kalfou was the Lord of Crossroads. When people made pacts with the “Devil” at a crossroad, it was Kalfou with whom they dealt. Through him, evil spirits could cross over into our world, bringing injustice and pain.  

“You can defeat it.”

“Of course,” I said. “Mama Wata's feminine passion brims in me. And I have you and your motherly love.” 

She shivered, shifting. Her brow furrowed. “The potion...” She swallowed. “It's...”

“Do your breasts feel tender?” I asked her. “Are your nipples throbbing? Is there a feeling of fullness swelling through your tits?” 

She nodded.

“Your mother's milk is coming in,” I said. “Your adopted daughter needs that love. You will have to nurse her. We shall have to give her love and purity and passion.” 

“Really?”

“We shall bathe her in passion,” I said, my futa-cock growing harder and harder.

The crowd before her house parted. The drumming faltered at the sight of me. They bowed, showing me respect that belonged to my Goddess. Murmurs came from the crowed, whispering, “Mambo Lovelie,” “Futa-Priestess,” “La Sirène's hermaphrodite,” and “Save her.” 

I nodded to them as we approached the house. The waves of evil washed over me. There was no denying it. Bakoulou Baka had crossed over. The devilish spirit sought to pervert Lamanté's destiny and make her a tool for Kalfou instead. 

With my head held high, feeling my pearls around my neck, I marched forward. The purity held in pearls, the jewels birth from water, burst with warm energy. To me, waves of light, like the ripple of water against the beach, washed into the darkness. It spilled around the inky darkness, eroding the evil, shadows dripping.  

I led Rachelle into her house.

“Be strong,” I told her. “We're going to save your daughter. Love her. She will be filled with our love, and Bakoulou Baka cannot stand what we shall give her. Just pour all your love into her. You will nurse her.” 

She nodded her head.

“But there must be passion,” I said. I licked my lips, my futa-dick throbbing harder as we passed through her house, small but tidy, everything cared for with love. There was home here. History. I felt at ease even buffeted by the evil. “You must give yourself over to the taboo lust. You must brim with passion for your adopted daughter.” 

Her head nodded.

We entered the Lamanté's room. 

She looked like an angel sleeping their, a dark beauty. She had rich-brown skin, her body clad in a thin nightgown. She lay still, hands folded over her stomach. Just budding into womanhood, eighteen and lovely. A sleeping beauty. I wanted to kiss her to awaken her. 

Darkness bled off of her, trying to hide her beauty, but couldn't. The spirit warred inside of her, struggling to take her over. It hadn't succeeded. It was winning, eroding her soul. She wasn't fully awakened yet.

I opened my robe, the cloth spilling down my dark body. My hands roamed my stomach up to my breasts, squeezing them as I stared at the girl, seeing the light shining in her soul. The light I had to stimulate and love.

“Oh, my,” Rachelle gasped, crossing herself as she stared at my cock. “It's... huge.” 

“Yes, Aphrodite endows her followers with impressive girth to compensate for her empty soul,” I said. “She forgot about love and embraced lust.”

Rachelle frowned. “I don't understand.”

I shook my head. “It doesn't matter. Strip. We must share passions. We must awaken your daughter to her body and allow her femininity to drove out the masculine spirit inside of her.” 

Rachelle fumbled at the thick, square buttons of her flowery dress. She bit her lip, squirming. She was a lush beauty, matured to the perfection of womanhood. She had plump lips, and those breasts... Plump and soft, jiggling as she unveiled them in covered in her beige bra. Her dress feel off her body, her stomach sleek, flowing to a pair of soft-blue panties. 

“I can't believe this is happening,” she said. “My breasts... they ache...”

“Mmm, yes, your milk needs relieving,” I purred. “Your body was made for motherhood. Now you can share it with your adopted daughter as you love her.” 

She unhooked her bra. Her soft breasts spilled out, her nipples dark and hard, thrusting forward. White milk beaded on both her nubs. My futa-dick throbbed. Pussy ached. Licking my lips, I ducked my head down, latching onto her right nipple and suckled.

Rachelle gasped as her milk squirted into my mouth. The sweet streams of warm milk filled my mouth. I groaned and the delicious flavor, fortifying me with her motherly love against the evil brimming in the room. I drank it, the cream flowing down my throat. It had a melon-like flavor, sweeter than any milk I had enjoyed. 

“Lovelie!” gasped Rachelle as I suckled again. The mother shivered, her eyes growing hot as she stared down at me.

I popped my mouth off of her. “Is that making your pussy juicy?” I asked, kneeling before her. I hooked my fingers into her panties waistband. “Is your feminine passion flowing?” 

“I... I...” She looked away, her freckled cheeks growing even darker, becoming a brown so rich with her passion.

I breathed in as I drew down her panties, her spicy musk filling my nose. That wonderful scent of feminine passion. Her wiry, black pubic hair spilled out as I pulled her panties off her hips. I exposed more and more. Dew glistened on her strands.  

I nuzzled in between Rachelle's thighs. I hungered to taste her. To get her ready for loving her adopted daughter. My tongue fluttered through her folds. She gasped, her heavy, pillowy breasts swaying. Drops of milk ran down her dark-brown flesh from her hard nubs. I gathered her spicy passion, my hands gripping her. 

“Mmm, yes, yes, you are ready to save your daughter,” I moaned. “You have to pleasure her. You have to love her. Nurse her.” 

“I will, Lovelie,” she moaned, her body shuddering.

I grabbed the dildo I brought from my robe's pocket. I held it up to her. “Pleasure yourself with this while you nurse her. Bring yourself to your climax. Don't fight your pleasure. Your passion will help me drive away the spirit.” 

“I will, Lovelie,” she moaned. “We'll save my daughter. My little Lamanté.”

I nodded my head, licking my lips stained with her milk and pussy juices, the mix of her sweet cream and spicy passion. I turned to the daughter, her body looking near death. We had to give her life. We had to save her.

I would save her.

...Your destiny... 

...You were born for this, Lovelie...

...Do not fail her...

I shuddered at the spirit's whispers. 

...YOU WILL FAIL, CUNT... growled an evil voice, rippling from the girl's soul. ...YOUR DEPRAVED AND DISGUSTING COCK CANNOT ROOT ME OUT, BITCH... 

I ignored Bakoulou Baka and pushed up the girl's nightgown. I exposed more and more of her thighs. I could feel the girl inside of her quivering for this. She knew I was here for her. I would rescue her from the evil. 

...Please, please... she cried out. ...I need your love... ...Your pleasure... 

I had an invitation.

...Love me, Mamba... 

“I will, Lamanté,” I whispered, exposing more and more of her slender, lush thighs. Her youthful vitality still brimmed in her. I groaned at the sight of more and more of her exposed until I unveiled her sparse bush of black hair hiding the tight slit of her womanhood. 

Juices beaded on the hairs.

“We are not too late,” I breathed, lowering my head. “He hasn't consumed her femininity yet. She still brims with her feminine passion.” 

“Praise the Lord,” Rachelle whispered. I didn't mind. Catholicism and voudon were inseparable in Haiti, wrapped about each other in a tight embrace.

“Nurse her,” I groaned, my futa-dick throbbing. “Let us awaken her passions. Her soul aches to love us. We just have to restore her body.”

“Yes, yes,” the motherly woman said. She sank down beside her daughter on the mattress. Her presses piled into two lush mounds. She turned her daughter's head and nuzzled a fat, milk-coated nipple to Lamanté's mouth. 

The girl latched onto her adopted mother's nub. 

“She's not suckling,” whimpered Rochelle. 

“She will,” I told her.

I kissed down the girl's thighs, loving the satin-coolness of her skin. The evil in her couldn't withstand my passion. I would drive him out. I would liberate her. My pussy grew hotter, wetter. A line of my juices ran down my inner thigh. My futa-cock pulsed and throbbed, thrusting from my groin. 

The girl's tangy passion filled my nose the closer I moved to her pussy. Her passion filled her. Her fingers twitched ever so slightly, her soul rallying against the evil in her. But it still gripped her body, forcing her soul to quiver before its darkness. 

“You are strong and beautiful,” I murmured as I neared her pussy. “Fight him. Suckle. Drink your mother's milk and break free.” 

My tongue licked the last inch of her thigh to her crotch. Her wet pubic hair caressed my left cheek. Her flesh grew hotter. My lips kissed into her bush, tasting her tart passion. A quiver ran through her soul.

...Yes, yes... the girl's spirit moaned. ...I need this... ...Please, please, love me, Mambo... 

“I will devour you, Lamanté,” I moaned before I pressed my lips against her tight slit.

The girl's soul moaned in delight as my tongue lapped up her slit. I brushed her hymen and fluttered up through her folds. Her mother shuddered, watching me, gripping the dildo with her right hand. 

“Pleasure yourself,” I moaned before I licked again. “Give your daughter your love.” 

...Yes, yes, love me, Mother...

Rachelle bit her lip. Then she shifted, her nipple still in her daughter's mouth. She raised her right leg, exposing her bush. She rubbed the wooden dildo against her pussy, stroking her hot labia, coating the tip with her juices. With her passion. 

“My sweet Lamanté!” she moaned, thrusting the sex toy into her cunt. Her eyes fluttered. Her breasts jiggled. She gripped the base, fucking it in and out of herself.

My girl-dick throbbed in envy.

My tongue fluttered up and down the girl's slit, brushing her clit and caressing her pussy lips. She moaned in my mind, her passion reaching her soul still clenched in the tight grip of the devilish spirit. I wrapped my arms around her thighs, holding her as I feasted, my girl-dick swaying beneath me, aching, throbbing to be in her. 

The girl's hands twitched. Her cheeks hollowed. Rachelle gasped. Her back arched. She thrust the dildo faster in and out of her pussy. Her moans echoed through the room, her passion spilling through her as her daughter suckled. 

“Yes, yes. Lamanté,” she moaned. “Oh, drink my milk. I love you. I love you so much.”

...I love you, too, Mère... the girl moaned, calling Rachelle the French word for mother. 

I nibbled on her clit for a moment, loving the warmth of her pussy. Her passion mounted. Her tangy juices flowed. Her thighs quivered around me. The evil within her snarled and recoiled, buffeted by the feminine passion rushing through her body.

Rachelle moaned louder, plunging the dildo faster and faster in and out of her cunt, soaking it in her motherly passions. Her eyes fluttered. Her face twisted with pleasure. Her free hand stroked her daughter's face, caressing the girl's beautiful features. 

“My little girl is so hungry for my milk,” she moaned. “Oh, yes, yes, yes.”

“Love her!” I moaned, my fingers gripping the girl's supple thighs, aching to touch myself. I had to focus on her, loving her, driving her wild. 

“I am!” Rachelle moaned.

...Your milk tastes so good, Mère... ...I love you... 

I fluttered my tongue faster and faster. The girl's hands twitched. The spirit snarled at me. The darkness crashed around me, but my passion deflected it. The walls shook. The earth groaned beneath us as I sucked on Lamanté's little clit. My tongue swirled around the bud. Her moans growing louder and louder. 

Rachelle's body quivered. The glistening dildo thrust in and out of her cunt. She fucked herself with it fast, her body trembling. Her daughter suckled with greedy hunger, gulping down her milk, filling her body with motherly love and passion. 

“Oh, my baby girl,” panted Rachelle, her fingers sliding down her daughter's cheek to her neck. To her chest. Her hand slipped into the neckline of the nightgown, finding one of her daughter's small breasts, squeezing it. “Mommy loves you so much.” 

...I can feel it, Mère... 

“You're so beautiful,” she continued. “You've grown into such a sexy, young woman.” 

“So sexy,” I panted between sucks, my futa-cock throbbing, begging to be used. The devilish spirit quivered, fighting to stay in her.

The entire house shook. Timbers groaned around us. The drumming outside faltered again as the ground shook. I ignored the thrashing of impotent fury and kept loving Lamanté's pussy. My tongue fluttered up and down her folds, gathering her tart passion. 

The girl's hand shot from her belly and grabbed my thick hair. She held me in place, her hips humping, grinding, smearing her juicy snatch on my mouth. Her virgin flesh quivered. She moaned about her mother's nipple. 

Her orgasm burst through her.

I felt the rippling energy wash over me, pure as spring water, boiling like a hot spring. I gulped down her tart juices as they flooded out of her pussy. Her figure heaved and thrashed. Her mouth popped off her mother's nipple. 

“Yes, yes, yes!” moaned Rachelle, her body heaving. She joined her daughter in orgasmic bliss, her pussy convulsing around the dildo, her juices bathing it in her motherly passions. “Wake up, my Lamanté.”

The girl whimpered, her mouth open, gasping out her climatic pleasure. Her lithe body shuddered beneath the nightgown. She gripped my hair tight, holding me against her pussy as she undulated her hips, grinding against me.

...So good... ...This is so good... ...Mamba Lovelie, yes...

...I WILL NOT ABANDON HER, DYKE... snarled Bakoulou Baka. ...SHE IS MINE... 

I rose, my futa-dick aching and throbbing. My pussy dripping juices. They flowed down my things. I had to save her. She needed more passion. I licked my lips as Rachelle gasped through her orgasm. The mother's face burned with a taboo passion. 

She leaned down and kissed her daughter's mouth, Lamanté's lips stained with breast milk. Still plunging the dildo into her orgasming pussy, Rachelle whimpered into the forbidden kiss. I groaned, staring at the naughty sight of a mother loving her adopted daughter. 

...You're amazing, Mère... the young woman cried out. ...I need more love. More passion... ...He's holding me with such jealousy... 

...YOU ARE MINE, LITTLE CUNT... the devilish spirit snarled. The room shuddered. The walls contracted and warped beneath his malice. Dust drifted from above. ...YOU SHALL BE MY WHORE... ...YOU SHALL BE DEFILED... ...EVERY MAN IN HAITI WILL KNOW YOUR SWEET SNATCH ABOUT THEIR COCKS... 

“No,” I groaned, moving between her thighs.

...Please, please, I need you in me, Mamba Lovelie... the girl's soul cried out, quivering. 

Lamanté's right hand darted forward, grabbing my cock. She gripped it, pulling me towards her virgin flesh. Her left hand shot out at me, pressing between my breasts, under the control of the evil spirit possessing her, trying to stop me.

...Mère... ...Mère , I need you... ...I need your passion... ...That forbidden lust... ...Please... 

Rachelle broke the kiss with her daughter, her eyes dazed. “I can hear her...” the woman moaned. “She needs us. Needs me.” 

“Yes,” I moaned, my futa-dick throbbing in the girl's stroking grasp. Her left hand quivered, growing weaker as her right rubbed my cock's spongy tip through her silky bush. I groaned, drinking in the hot feel of her flesh. 

Rachelle moved. She ripped the dildo out of her pussy, dropping it on the bed beside me. It glistened with her pussy juices. The mother moved, her large tits heaving. Passion burned across her brown, freckled cheeks. She straddled her daughter's face. 

...Yes, yes, Mère... the girl moaned. 

The left hand pushing at my breasts moved. Lamanté took control, darting out to brush her mother's belly. She reached up it, her delicate fingers sliding higher and higher up her mother's body until she squeezed a breast. 

Rachelle's eyes widened. She gasped out in taboo delight. Her body quivered. She squirmed on her daughter's face. An awe-filled smile crossed the motherly woman's lips, her eyes growing glassier with lust. She looked at me. 

“She's licking me, Lovelie,” she moaned. “My daughter's eating my pussy.” 

“She needs a different passion from you now,” I groaned. “A woman's passion and love.” 

“Yes, yes,” the mother nodded. “And my Lamanté needs your cock. She needs to become a woman! Fuck her with your futa-dick!” 

...Take me... the girl howled. 

...NO... roared Bakoulou Baka. 

The ceiling moaned as it bent and warped, the walls pressing in like it sought to crush us. The ground rippled, shaking us on the mattress. I didn't care. I had to share my passion with the girl. My futa-dick ached to be in her.

She brought the tip of my cock to her cherry. 

I thrust into her.

Lamanté gasped into her mother's twat. Her body shuddered and shivered as I sank into her virgin pussy. Her tight sheath gripped me. My eyes widened. I'd never deflowered a virgin with my futa-dick. It was incredible. 

“Mama Wata, thank you!” I moaned at this delight. My pussy clenched as I slid deeper and deeper into her twat. “This is amazing. Thank you for choosing me!”

The girl's thighs latched around my waist. An impotent howl cried out from Bakoulou Baka as I claimed the girl he ached to possess. I was in her, experiencing her feminine passion squeezing down on my girl-dick. She moaned into her mother's puss, welcoming me into her depths. 

I drew back through the girl's snatch, her silky walls caressing me. She groaned louder, her hips undulating. My ebony fingers ripped open her bodice, exposing her soft-brown breasts. I gripped them, squeezing them, her dark nipples small and hard and cute. 

I caressed them, rolling them between my thumbs and forefingers 

Her pussy squeezed down on my plunging girl-dick. The pleasure shuddered through me. It wrapped about me, holding me, squeezing me with her passion. I groaned, my tits heaving as I thrust into her again and again. I plunged into her with every ounce of passion I possessed. I filled her to the brim with my girl-cock. 

“Yes, yes, yes, my sweet Lamanté,” the mother moaned. “Oh, your tongue... Your tongue is so deep in me.” 

I shuddered, savoring this taboo passion being shared between the mother and her adopted daughter. My girl-dick thrust faster, my own pussy growing hotter and hotter with every plunge into Lamanté's deflowered snatch. The ache built and built at the tip of my girl-dick. 

...Yes, yes, yes, this is incredible, Lovelie... moaned the girl. ...He hates it... ...You're cuckolding him... ...I love your cock in me and Mère's pussy on my mouth... ...She tastes delicious... 

“Enjoy her!” I panted, licking my lips and staring at Rachelle's heaving, pillowy breasts. 

My fingers twisted the girl's hard nipples. She groaned into her mother's pussy as I leaned down, thrusting harder, faster into her snatch. The pleasure built in me. I groaned, my lips coming closer to that heaving nub. 

I latched onto Rachelle's nipple, suckling at it. Breast milk flooded my mouth. I moaned about it, savoring the heat flowing down to my belly. It mixed with the pleasure rushing out of my snatch. My hands cupped the girl's small breasts, squeezing them, kneading them. 

She shivered beneath me. The house whimpered as I cuckolded the devilish spirit. Lamanté moaned louder and louder into her mother's pussy, her body heaving, feeding off the feminine passion we gave her. 

“Oh, that's wonderful,” Rachelle moaned, her hands stroking through my thick hair. “Oh, Lovelie... Yes, yes, enjoy my milk while my sweet Lamanté feasts on my pussy.” 

...You taste amazing, Mère... ...You need to cum... 

“Yes, yes, yes!” Rachelle moaned.

...You both need to cum... ...Lovelie, spurt into me... ...I want to feel your girl-cum flood me... ...I need it... 

I thrust harder, my flesh slapping into hers. My pussy clenched with every hot plunge of my girl-cock into her tight depths. Her hot, silky flesh squeezed around me as her passions moaned. I kneaded her tits, suckling from her mother with such a hungry passion. 

We were all moaning, feeling the room with our feminine passion, drowning out the pathetic whimpers of the devilish spirit. His grip on her lessened with every moment as our orgasm swelled. The room brimmed with her pleasure. It spilled around us, swirling through the air. 

Lamanté's pussy grew juicier and juicier. Her slick passion let me slam into her with ease. She humped against me, moaning as she feasted on her mother's snatch, devouring all those forbidden juices. 

“Yes, yes, yes!” Rachelle moaned. “Oh, Lord, I'm going to cum on my daughter's mouth.” 

I suckled a final time, gulping down the breast milk, then raised my head. The creamy flavor lingering on my tongue, I kissed Rachelle. I plunged into her mouth, meeting her tongue, sharing the taste of her motherly passion.

She shuddered and came.

She moaned into the kiss, clutching me tight. Our tongues danced together. I felt her pleasure surging through her, feeding her daughter more and more feminine passion. We were so close to setting her free.

I thrust harder.

...Mère, you taste amazing... howled Lamanté. ...And Lovelie... ...Your cock... ...Your futa-cock is driving me wild... ...I'm going to cum... 

I broke my kiss with her mother and howled, “Cum, Lamanté! Embrace your passion.” 

...NO... ...YOU CAN'T... ...YOU'RE MINE... 

“I'm Mama Wata's!” howled the girl, speaking with her real voice for the first time. 

Her pussy exploded about my plunging girl-dick. She bucked and shuddered. I squeezed her small breasts while her pussy spasmed about my futa-cock. I groaned as I plunged into her convulsing depths, her flesh writhing about me. 

It felt incredible. I drank it in, loving it. My dick drank in the sensations, shooting the bliss to my hot pussy. My snatch came closer and closer to a boil. My ovaries brimmed with girl-jizz needing to burst out of me. 

“Cum in me, Lovelie!” Lamanté moaned. “Please, please, give me your passion! I need it!” 

I broke the kiss with her mother and yelled, “Yes! Mama Wata, bless my jizz and pour it into this vessel! Wash her clean of the devilry in her! Purify her with my futa-seed!”

I slammed to the hilt in her welcoming pussy. Her hot sheath almost sucked at my cock, drawing out the passion inside of me. My eyes rolled back in my head. My juices poured down my thighs, a hot flood that had me trembling.

My ovaries grew tight as the pressure swelled at the tip of my futa-dick. Then I erupted. My cum spurted into her spasming depths. The power, the blessing, rushed out of me and into her. She howled her delight, her snatch convulsing harder about my cock as my seed spilled in her. 

...no... whimpered Bakoulou Baka as he fled her, driven away by my futa-passion. 

“Mère!” she moaned. “She's cumming in me, Mère!” 

“Enjoy, my sweet Lamanté!” howled Rachelle, shuddering atop her daughter's mouth. 

Pleasure shot through me. Every blast of cum sent a spike of ecstasy slamming into my mind. It mixed with the gentler waves of euphoria surging out of my convulsing pussy. Juices flooded down my thighs as I savored my dual orgasms. 

I loved being a futanari.

Lamanté moaned. Her breasts swelled in my grip, growing from small mounds to ripe, round breasts. Her pussy flared hot as her juices squirted out of her, bathing my crotch, mixing with my own cream flooding out of my orgasming cunt.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes,” Lamanté moaned as her pussy milked out the last drop of my cum from me.

Her mother slid of off her, panting, heaving. He stared down at her daughter's face smeared in cream. The girl's pink tongue flicked out across her lips, tasting it. Lamanté's eyes were open and glossy. 

“You're free,” she said, staring at her daughter in awe. 

“I am, Mère,” she said, such joy in her eyes. “You saved me. You both did.” 

I groaned as I pulled my softening futa-dick out of her pussy, panting from the pleasure. The girl rose, her larger breasts, round and perky, swaying as she turned to embrace her mother. Their bodies pressed tight, lips meeting in a taboo, sensuous kiss. 

I smiled, loving the forbidden passion they shared, watching my pearly cum leaking down the girl's rich-brown thighs. She was special. I could feel it. I was led to her for a reason. I smiled in understanding. 

This was the product of the deal my Loa made with the Goddess Demeter. This wonderful girl. She needed to be prepared, awakened to her true destiny. 

Rachelle broke the kiss. “Your breasts are bigger, Lamanté.” 

“Oh, they are, Mère,” she gasped. “Wow, but they're not as big as yours.” 

Rachelle looked down she opened her mouth then frowned. “You have a tattoo, my Lamanté. You're marked.” 

“By Mama Wata,” I said as the girl pulled away. She had the tattoo of a thick snake in black ink winding around her perky breasts like the serpent clung to her. “The Loa has chosen you.” 

“What does it mean?” Rachelle asked.

“That your daughter is my apprentice,” I said, smiling and holding my hand out to the girl. “I have so much to show you. To teach you, Lamanté.” 

The girl took my hand and rapture boiled through me. I was so lucky to be chosen by Mama Wata, the beautiful La Sirène, for this holy task. I would shape this girl, prepare her, and love her with every bit of my being. 

My futa-dick quivered in eager delight.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Hot Wife's Futa Spell! 

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon! 

And don't forget to subscribe to Reed James's newsletter to keep up with the latest news, specials, and new releases! Read on for previews of other hot reads! 


Sneak Preview of “Futa's Sultry Fortune”

She shivered again, her eyes so wide, her pupils dilated, darkening her eyes. They were such deep pools I could stare into. As I did, I wondered what lovers saw when they peered into each other's eyes, gazing with such soulful desire. My assistant and her gender-swapped wife did it all the time. I thought it was foolish to only love one person, to so entwine my life with another. 

Why do that when there was such variety to the world? Why should I bend myself around another? To change myself to mold about their life? What did Ana see when she stared at her husband like this?

I saw nothing. But I knew that I would have so much fun with this woman anyway. And tomorrow, there would be a different pussy to enjoy, a different woman to fuck and cum with. Maybe Ana would realize that after today. That she didn't need to tie herself down with one person.

Maybe my futa-cock would open her eyes to a world of varied pleasures.

I let her go, stepping back. My futa-dick tented my skirt, thrusting out before me. It was so short, my dick almost thrust out the bottom, exposed for anyone to see. I lifted it, not caring if I was seen. Her eyes widened, seeing the folds of my pussy wrapped about the base of my shaft, knowing that I was something special. Something new and different.

Her marriage didn't matter. Dedicating herself to one person didn't matter. Not when I kindled such lust in her.

She reached out, touched it, stroked me. “I'll come with you,” she said, her voice a croak. “I just... I need to... I'm so...”

“I know,” I smiled, letting my skirt fall. “Our taxi is waiting.”

If you want to read more of Lovelie's introduction, click here for Futa's Sultry Fortune (Hot Futa Cruise 3)! 
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