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“Well done,” I told her as I slipped out of my robe.

A sweet scent spilled from the torch. It was impregnated with eucalyptus oil, filling the area with a purity of smoke. She opened the jar with her potion, the liquid sloshing in there. She tipped it over, pouring onto the torch. 

The flames sizzled. They changed hue, going from a bright orange to a deep purple then finally a warm blue. It spilled light across her face, azure highlighting her black hair. It was such a shimmer of delight to see.

My girl-cock throbbed as the scent grew spicy and then heady. The smoke grew thinner. It swirled around the us, dancing and caressing us. I trembled, my nipples throbbing. The smoke caressed my body, washing over me. Lamanté undid her robe. She slipped it off, exposing her large breasts. Her heavy tits swayed, a snake tattooed around those breasts.

The smoke spilled over her tits. It caressed her breasts. Her nipples hardened. She whimpered as the spell purified her body. It slid down to her pussy, tendrils of smoky fingers caressing her pussy through her thick bush of black hair. 

“Ooh, it's caressing your futa-cock, Lovelie,” she said, her eye shining as the smoke twisted and writhed about my girl-cock, caressing it. The heat massaged my tip.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Futa Priestess's Wicked Spell

The flower rustled.

“Mami Wata and your sacred waters!” I gasped as I fired the last blast of cum into the gender-swapped, White woman's cunt. Sammie's pussy writhed about my cock. “It is done!” 

Pleasure surged through me as I fulfilled my Loa, my wonderful Goddess Mama Wata, deal with the Greek Goddess Demeter. My girl-jizz brimmed with power, the spiritual energy channeled through my body. My pussy convulsed. Juices washed down my thighs. My ebony breasts heaved as our moans filled the shack. 

I wrenched out of Sammie's pussy, panting as the pleasure surged through me. I stepped back as the White woman trembled. The strange flower, an avatar of Demeter, quivered nearby. It was a purple flower that resembled a woman's pussy, the top petals curled and thrust out like a fat clitoris. 

Sammie rose to her feet, lifting her head from between the thighs of her lover, another White woman named Frankie. Face dripping with pussy juices, Sammie darted to the flower. I shuddered as the energy swirled through the air. 

...Change comes... whispered the spirits.  

...Something new...  

...Like you, Lovelie...

Sammie grabbed the flower she brought, held in a small pot. She brought it to her pussy and moaned, “Demeter, accept this offering of futa-seed! May you cultivate a great harvest, a bounty of such passion, with it!”

“...I accept...” the Goddess Demeter whispered, her voice sounding regal and motherly, echoing through my shack.  

I shuddered as her presence swelled while the flower moved, its vaginal petals sealing against Sammie's pussy. The gender-swapped woman gasped, her blonde hair sweeping about her shoulders, her large breasts heaved. 

“Sammie!” whimpered Frankie, Sammie's lover who watched on. “I... I feel something in the air.” 

“Yes, yes!” Sammie panted, her face twisted with ecstasy.

She shuddered in orgasmic bliss.

“...So good...” Demeter moaned. “...This is what Aphrodite ached for...” 

I stared down at my own futa-cock, the power taken from Aphrodite. My ebony shaft glistened with Sammie's pussy juices. I shivered, so glad my Loa chose me. Thanks to voudon, what many in Haiti called voodoo, I grew this amazing dick. I became a futanari. I loved it.  

Another who enjoyed it was my apprentice and lover, Lamanté.

The flower separated from the stem, it withered brown while the purple petals formed into a phallus, merging with Sammie's body. The flower became her growing futa-cock, engorging and swelling, growing bigger and bigger. Her heavy tits heaved as she shuddered. 

“Sammie!” Frankie said, her voice breathy with awe.

“I know!” Sammie groaned. “Demeter, yes, yes! Thank you!” 

“...You're welcome...” Demeter whispered through the room to Sammie. “...You shall spread my bounty. You shall plant my seed in gender-swapped pussy, restoring that which Aphrodite has stolen...” 

“I will,” Sammie said. Then she glanced at her lover.

Frankie slipped off my worktable and darted to Sammie. My futa-dick ached as I watched the love and lust between them. I smiled. Mama Wata reveled in whorish fidelity. Women should enjoy their bodies and pleasures with their lover, sharing something wonderful between them. Frankie fell to her knees, stroking Sammie's new futa-cock. 

“It's like a futa-cock but...” Frankie panted. “You don't feel so... so...” 

“Perfect?” Sammie asked. “I don't make you so horny you have to fuck me? I'm not an Aphrodite futa. I'm not a servant of the Goddess of Love and Beauty, but Cultivation and Nature.”

She was right. Priscilla, the futa whom unwittingly helped transform me, had an aura about her attracting women's lust. Sammie lacked that. 

“Mmm, I don't have to be your whore,” Frankie moaned. “I just have to be your lover.” 

“Enjoy,” I said. I grabbed the flowerpot still holding the desiccated remains of the Clitoria flower's stem. “You may use my shop to celebrate.”

“You're not staying around?” Sammie asked. 

“I do not serve Aphrodite either,” I said. “My Loa has other tasks for me. Enjoy. The bargain with your Goddess is fulfilled. She has no debt with Mami Wata.” 

“...No debt...” whispered Demeter 

“No debt,” Sammie repeated. Then she gasped as her lover engulfed her girl-cock, sucking hard on it.

I left them to their pleasure, my own cock growing harder and harder. I wanted to stay with the two gender-swapped women, men who were transformed by Aphrodite, as they enjoyed receiving cocks once again, becoming priestesses of Demeter. But my own Goddess had a task for me. She had plotted with Demeter for decades, and it all culminated today. My gaining my futa-cock was just a step in that plan. 

And there was a final one to enjoy. 

I drew on my white robe, slipping on it. I belted it close, the pure fabric contrasting with my ebony skin. I loved the feel of it. My futa-cock thrust against the front, pulsing and throbbing as Sammie moaned while Frankie sucked and loved her girl-dick. It was such a wild thing to do. I was glad to help these pair. 

Glad they had journeyed to Port-au-Prince to find this gift. They would have such a love. Her tits heaved as she enjoyed her blowjob, pleasure twisting across her ivory features. The sexy, White futa groaned. Her shoulders swayed, heavy tits slapping together. 

A line of pussy juices trickled down my thighs.

I scooped up the flowerpot, holding it to my stomach. I stared at the apparent dead stem, desiccated. But the roots still lived. Life was hardy and strong. It was born out of death. What died fed the next generation, strengthening it.

...The catalyst... whispered the spirits around me. I was a mambo, a priestess, attuned to the spirit world. Anyone could learn to do it, to manipulate the energy, but few had the desire to discipline their lives.  

...This will bring the awakening...

...She will blossom...

“She will,” I said before I left my shack.

I stepped out into the bustling marketplace in the Haitian capital. Men and women strolled through the various open-air stalls, shopping. Many were White, tourists from the cruise ship docked in the harbor, flooding into my poor city with their money. Vendors hawked their wares, cheap jewelry and knickknacks, tempting the tourists to part with their cash. 

“Mambo,” a tall and slender man said, his dark hands clasping together as he bowed to me.

“Mambo,” rippled through the crowd, the tourists oblivious to the respect those who knew me showed. I smiled, glad that the old ways were still respected, traced back to our roots across the ocean. Mama Wata was far from her birth, but she still flowed as strong as her African rivers. 

My head scanned across the marketplace, searching for my apprentice. I sent Lamanté out to borrow us a vehicle. I didn't own a car. I rarely left Port-au-Prince, but today we had to drive into nature, to a special delight. I clutched the potted flower, shifting it in my arms.

A tourist flashed a picture of me. I saw past the woman, searching the crowd for Lamanté. I trusted her to do this. She was so close to her awakening, transformed from the slender girl I met only a few weeks ago into a voluptuous woman. 

...She approaches...  

...So beautiful...  

...Passion ripples from her...

My head snapped to my left. A rippled past through the crowd, parting around my apprentice. She strolled to me, a smile on her youthful face. She wore a robe similar to mine, white and pure, her large breasts swaying beneath, her hips curving, wide and fertile.

My futa-cock twitched. I licked my lips, my heart thundering in my chest. I wanted to make love to her right here. Before all these women. Her thick, black hair swayed about her shoulders, joy shining on her rich-brown face.  

“Lovelie!” she called out, lifting up a pair of swinging keys that she held from a leather strap. “My mother lent me my uncle's car.” 

Flashes of Rachelle's busty beauty appeared in my mind. She was Lamanté's adopted mother, finding her abandoned by a pool of water, led to the girl by the spirits. She helped me free Lamanté from the possession of a devilish spirit seeking to pervert and corrupt Mama Wata's divine plan. With Rachelle's breast milk, we saved Lamanté. 

“Wonderful,” I told my lover, shifting the potted plant so I could hook my left arm around her neck and pulled her close. 

Her large breasts pressed against my chest. My mouth seized hers. I kissed her hard, reveling in the sweetness of her lips. She melted against me. Her tongue darted past my lips. Her arms clutched about my waist.

Murmurs echoed around us, full of worshipful awe. They knew Lamanté was special, chosen. They had no idea, but they would. I trembled, my futa-dick throbbing against my robe, eager for the naughty ritual that was to come. 

“Mmm, Lovelie, that's nice,” Lamanté said when she broke the kiss. “You smell like sex. You had fun without me.” 

“Sorry, Lamanté,” I said. “I had to fulfill a bargain with Demeter. I fucked her new priestess and passed on the futa-energy.” 

“To them,” she said, her eyes fluttering.

“You want to be a futanari, huh?”

“Of course.” She wiggled again, pressing her groin into my futa-dick. “You have so much fun.”

I nodded. “And are all the supplies in the car?” 

“All the supplies, including the dildo,” she said.

“Good.” I pulled away from her. “Shall we? We have a drive to make.”

She nodded. Her eyes flicked down to the flowerpot I held. Her brow furrowed. “I don't recognize the plant.”

“Clitoria,” I said.

“What? I've never heard of that flower.”

“Mmm, it is foreign,” I said.

She stroked it. “It has power in it.”

“Everything has power in it,” I told her as we walked through the marketplace. “If you know how to harness it.” 

“That is not what I meant, Lovelie, and you know it.” She arched an eyebrow. “You're being the mysterious mambo with me.” 

“Guilty,” I said, a smile playing on my lips. “You have to practice it. That's important. To be aloof. To let them know you are special.” 

...Special...

...So special...

...Beautiful...

...You shall change things...

Lamanté shook her head. “The spirits certainly fawn over me.”

I nodded my head as we left the bustling marketplace behind. “Are you ready for today?” 

A shiver raced through her. “I'm meeting my destiny today, aren't I? What do my tattoo means? And the changes to my body?”

“If you wish to,” I told her. “The true you is slumbering in your depths. Do you want to meet her.” 

She nodded her head. “I trust you, Lovelie. You wouldn't betray me.”

My heart beat faster. I smiled at her. For a moment, I felt like a regular woman strolling with my lover down the street, arm in arm. A fantasy of that life I never had, a wife, a woman, a normal person, filled through me. Not a life given over to my Loa. I never had a childhood. I was apprenticed to Mambo Dominique young, raised to be Mama Wata's servant. 

The car was a beat-up old Toyota, every fender a different color, spots of rust primer covering the drive door, the read windshield cracked. Lamanté darted towards it, the keys jingling in her hand. The eighteen-year-old beauty had such a moment of joy as she jammed the key into the driver door lock. 

“I never get to drive!” she said as she wrenched open the door, such wholesome joy shining in her eyes.

I smiled and then blinked. “Wait, have you driven before?”

She only grinned at me before she darted into the car. I swallowed and headed around to the other side, holding the potted plant before me. I opened up the passenger door and slipped in, holding the plant on my lap. She pulled away, the car lurching as she ground the gears. She frowned, fiddling with the stick. I groaned, the seatbelt digging into my shoulder. 

“I got this!” she said.

I winced as another loud, mechanical growl rose from the engine. Then she pushed the stick forward and the car drove smoothly down the road. She nodded her head, bouncing in her chair. She stared ahead, gripping the steering wheel.

“You've never driven before?”

“Around the block,” she said, “with my uncle teaching me.”

I drew in a deep breath. I couldn't complain. I didn't even know how to drive a car. I just gripped my potted plant as she navigated the warren of Port-au-Prince. She did well, fighting through the chaos, avoiding any accidents. I relaxed as we left the city behind and entered into the countryside, the lush, tropical landscape sliding by dotted by poor farms, buildings made of rusting, corrugated metal, farmers moving through their fields. 

I closed my eyes, listening to the spirits whispering around us, guiding us. Lamanté could hear them all the time now. She turned at their directions. She navigated us with skill. Soon we were heading down dirt roads, the shocks were squeaking and groaning as we hit potholes. I gripped the handle above my door as it bounced.

The shocks squeaked.

The jungle pressed in on us, towering trees brimming with life. I shuddered, feeling the wonder of it, the energy surging through the world. It flowed like a river, tributaries merging into it. It grew thicker and thicker, following the road we did. We didn't so much as drive now as float on the current. It carried us along now. We were drawn to this destiny. 

My futa-dick grew hard again. It throbbed and pulsed. It grew harder and harder. It swelled. My cock thrust out through my robes, peeking out ebony and hard. It pulsed and throbbed. That ache built and built at the tip, eager to be played with.  

Lamanté shifted beside me. She could feel it, too. Fertility brimmed in the air. Feminine passion gathered through the jungle, pouring in the spiritual river around us. It surrounded us, channeled by the maneuverings of Mama Wata. My eyes fell on the bag of supplies in the back. I stared at it. Inside of there was a dildo pulsing with feminine passion, responding to this energy. 

“This is going to be huge, isn't it?” Lamanté said, her body trembling. “What are we going to do?” 

“It will change the world,” I said. I patted her thigh through her robe, feeling her warmth through it. “Are you ready?” 

“No,” she said. “I'm so terrified and eager. I'm dreading this and wanting it all at the same time. I don't know what to think.” 

“Good,” I said, my own stomach twisting and growing tense. “It's good to be apprehensive of the future, but you can't flinch from it. You have to move forward.” 

She nodded her head. “We are.” She turned down another road. It was so narrow, the jungle pressing in. “We're almost there.” 

...The change comes... whispered the spirits.  

...Transformation...

...Metamorphosis...

...Rebirth...

“Rebirth,” said Lamanté, taking in a deep breath. She stopped the car.

A cloud of dust rose around us, kicked up from the gravel. It dissipated, swallowed by the green around us. The engine died. The sounds of nature surrounded us. Birds chirped and called. Trees rustled. I opened the door and stepped out, my heart thudding. The breeze washed over me, caressing my skin.

Water gurgled, the wonderful, rippling sound of water flowing. I shivered, smiling. This felt so right. I closed the door, holding the potted plant. It could feel the residual energy in it throbbing and twitching. 

Lamanté grabbed the bag of her supplies and joined me. She took a deep breath and then grabbed my hand. “Let's face the future, Lovelie.” 

I nodded and squeezed her hand.

There was a small path, little more than a game trail, leading from the car. We passed through the brush. The sweet scent of flowery perfume filled my nose. Color appeared through the foliage. A rainbow of colors. Purples and reds and blues and yellows and oranges. A riot of colors, flowers bursting with their potential fertility.

We stepped out of the jungle to a pool of water, fed by a little scream, surrounded by soft moss. The jungle was draped with flowering vines. More dotted the ground. Dozens and dozens of different species abounded. Too many to be natural.

The water was a pure blue, clear and wonderful. The rocks at the bottom visible. It was a place of purity, a womb where rebirth would take place. Lamanté wandered around it, her head looking from side to side, her eyes wide. 

“What is this place?” Lamanté asked. “All this energy has flowed here.” 

“You don't remember this?” I asked,

The girl shook her head. Then she frowned. “Is this where... my mother found me?” Her eyes widened. She looked around. “Is this where I was abandoned...?” 

“Abandoned?” I asked her.

She bit her lower lip. “No, no, I was born here, wasn't I?” 

I nodded my head.

“Born from what?”

“Nature.” I smiled at her. “You were created for this destiny. It's been sleeping inside of you. Are you ready for it to be awakened?” 

She nodded her head. Then she opened the bag and pulled out the strap-on dildo, the wooden shaft, polished from a mangrove, brimmed with feminine energy. Mine, her adopted mother's, a woman needing fertility, and a wife aching for the fidelity of her spouse. The various aspects of womanhood all gathered in the shaft, brimming with their energy. Next to that, she set a sealed jar brimming with a potion. Last, she pulled out a small torch.

She impaled the torch in the ground. She stroked it, muttering beneath her touch. Smoke curled and then burst to life. She shivered at the flame blazing from it. A smile crossed her lips as she nodded, using the spiritual power I taught her to awaken the heat in the wood and kindle the life of the fire.

“Well done,” I told her as I slipped out of my robe.

A sweet scent spilled from the torch. It was impregnated with eucalyptus oil, filling the area with a purity of smoke. She opened the jar with her potion, the liquid sloshing in there. She tipped it over, pouring onto the torch. 

The flames sizzled. They changed hue, going from a bright orange to a deep purple then finally a warm blue. It spilled light across her face, azure highlighting her black hair. It was such a shimmer of delight to see.

My girl-cock throbbed as the scent grew spicy and then heady. The smoke grew thinner. It swirled around the us, dancing and caressing us. I trembled, my nipples throbbing. The smoke caressed my body, washing over me. Lamanté undid her robe. She slipped it off, exposing her large breasts. Her heavy tits swayed, a snake tattooed around those breasts.

The smoke spilled over her tits. It caressed her breasts. Her nipples hardened. She whimpered as the spell purified her body. It slid down to her pussy, tendrils of smoky fingers caressing her pussy through her thick bush of black hair. 

“Ooh, it's caressing your futa-cock, Lovelie,” she said, her eye shining as the smoke twisted and writhed about my girl-cock, caressing it. The heat massaged my tip. 

“Mmm, getting me ready for you,” I said, my pussy clenching. “Are you ready?” 

...Suck her...

...Bathe in her female-seed...

...Coat yourself in her feminine passion... 

“I will,” Lamanté said. “The spirits want me to do naughty things to you, Lovelie.”

“You like doing naughty things to me,” I said.

She smiled, her large breasts swaying as she stepped into the vinyl harness of the strap-on, sliding the wooden dildo up to me. The smoke spilled over the polished mangrove wood, stroking it like it did my own girl-dick. She smiled, adjusting the straps, her fake shaft thrusting before her, almost the same hue as her brown skin.

Almost like she had a futa-cock.

“Mmm, yes, I'm going to such naughty things to you,” she purred as she sauntered to me.

The smoke curled around the spring and us, touching us. The heady scent made me tremble. She came closer and closer to me. She fell to her knees before her. Her hands grabbed my hips, her eyes staring up at me. 

She grabbed my girl-dick. I shuddered as my apprentice, my lover, sucked it into my mouth with hunger. She stroked my ebony shaft with her fingers, the lighter brown contrasting with my deep hue. I shivered as my dick throbbed in her, my round breasts swaying. Pleasure shot through me. 

...It begins...

“It does!” I moaned. “Oh, La Sirène, the mother of waters, let your passion flow through me and into sweet Lamanté. Let my seed be a vessel carrying your fertile desires.” 

Lamanté moaned about my cock. She sucked harder, her tongue swirling about the crown. Her hand fisted my dick up and down the shaft. My pussy clenched. My clit ached and throbbed in the folds of my pussy.

My hands gripped her woolly hair, sliding through her folds. I gripped her as she bobbed her head, working her lips up and down my cock. Her head twisted, shifting how the inside of her mouth and her tongue caressed the spongy crown of my dick. 

“Lamanté,” I gasped, my pussy clenching. My juices flowed, socking my bush. My fingers tightened in her curls. “Yes, yes, draw out my passion. Let me coat you in my seed.” 

...Shower the vessel...

...Coat her in your passion, Mambo...  

...She comes...

...Rebirth awakens...

I shuddered, feeling the spirits swirling around us, unseen but eager. They pressed in, celebrating the passion we shared. The pleasure built and built inside of me as Lamanté bobbed her mouth. She sucked hard, her tongue dancing about my spongy crown. The pleasure surged through me. 

My toes dug into the soft moss. It was cool and delicious. I breathed in, the smoke swirling around us, the glade filling with a haze that softened all the flowers around us. I felt like I was in a waking dream projected on the world. 

The fantasy of a Goddess.

Of Mama Wata.

“La Sirène, Mama Wata, the flowing mother,” I moaned, my head swaying from side to side. “Let your dream become reality. Let me be an anchor of the real projected into the imagined.” 

Lamanté sucked harder. Her eyes stared up at me with such hunger. Her cheeks hollowed as she loved my cock. Her right hand pumped away at the base of my dick while her left stroked up my inner thigh now, her tingling touch racing ahead, igniting a fire that burned through my snatch. 

I shuddered, my heart thundering beneath my quivering breasts. I moaned louder, rising on my tiptoes as she neared my pussy. Then I groaned as she touched me. She rubbed at me. Her fingers slid through my snatch, teasing me. 

She found my clit.

Unlike Aphrodite's futas, my cock sprouted from where it would grow on a man, thrusting a little higher up my crotch. It didn't sprout from my clit. I always had my dick. I couldn't dismiss it. But it meant I had that little bud. I could have both played with at the same time. 

“My sweet Lamanté!” I moaned, crying out as the pleasure crashed through me. “Yes, yes, yes, you're so wonderful. So loving.” 

...Love and lust incarnate...

“I'm going to cum so hard! I'm going to anoint you in my seed.” My eyes fluttered, the pleasure soaring through me. “Mama Wata, thank you for this gift. For choosing me!”

Love swirled around me, flowing through the lust. The two halves of feminine passion mixing and uniting, filling the pool. 

Lamanté sucked harder. Her fingers circled my clit, massaging it while her tongue caressed the spongy crown of my cock. The two sensitive spots burst with rapture. They collided inside of me, mixing together, swirling. It was incredible. My eyes fluttered, my pussy clenched. Juices flowed out of me. 

My ovaries grew tighter and tighter as her ministrations built and built. It was incredible. I reveled in it. I held onto her hair as dizzy waves beset me. I was so close to cumming. I stood on the verge of my eruption, my dick throbbing in her mouth.

Her finger slid from my clit and thrust into my pussy. They dove deep while the heel of her hand ground on my bud. My snatch clenched down on her invading digits. My body quivered and shuddered. Her mouth ripped off my dick as I hovered on the edge, the pressure throbbing at the tip of my cock. 

“Anoint me with your futa-seed, Lovelie!” she howled, her hand flying wildly up and down my futa-cock, stimulating me. 

My pussy clenched on her digits. I gasped, the stars bursting across my vision. Then I erupted. My girl-spunk sprayed across her face. It splattered her features. I moaned, my body heaving as I coated her in my pearly spunk.

She aimed my cock at her tits. My white seed splattered her large and heavy breasts. I moaned, every blast sending rapture through me. My snatch spasmed about her fingers buried in me, waves of ecstasy flooding through my body and inundating my mind. The dual delights met there, mixing, filling me with euphoria. 

“Oh, yes, anoint me!” Lamanté moaned as my cream ran over her pillowy mounds. Some spilled down to her coal-black nipples that thrust fat and hard from her wide areolas.

They were breasts of a woman. A mother. 

I shuddered as I spurted the final blast of jizz onto her flesh. She shivered, licking her lips, staring up at me with such awe in her eyes. They fluttered, my futa-cum running over her features. Her tongue flicked out, tasting my salt.

I panted, my body quivering from the rapture. She pulled her fingers out of my pussy, bringing her glittering digits to her breasts. Her hands groped her big tits, smearing my futa-spunk around her flesh, massaging it into her like the finest lotion. 

“You are Demeter's gift combined with Aphrodite's seed,” I moaned. 

“Demeter made me for Mama Wata,” she panted, her eyes wide. “She fashioned me, didn't she?”

I nodded my head. “A bargain struck to avert a hollow future. Demeter needed us to create her futa-priestesses, and we needed her to make you.” 

“Yes,” she gasped, massaging my cum into her flesh, staining her in pearly spunk. She rubbed it into her cheeks and neck. She smeared it down her arms and belly. It made her skin glisten, streaked with white.

Like the pearls I wore around my necklace.

Last, she grasped the dildo. She stroked it, greasing it in my girl-cum. She moaned in delight, a shiver racing through her body. Her eyes fluttered as she did it. She let out a whimper like she felt real pleasure masturbating the wooden cock. 

“Oh, Lovelie,” she moaned. “It's time. I have to fuck you.” 

I nodded, the smoke curling around my body. The place felt so ephemeral now. All the colors of the flowers were brighter. Through the haze, they almost broke into fractal patterns, splitting into hues not found in reality. Everything was over-saturated with beauty. I groaned at it, swaying as I moved to the pool. 

I stepped into the warm water. It rippled around me, caressing me. In the center was a large rock just submerged. Guided by destiny, by the energy of the uterine pool, I turned and around and sat down on the rock, my legs spread wide.

“Come and claim me, Lamanté,” I moaned, my hand sliding past my futa-cock. My wet pubic hairs caressed me. I found the hot lips of my pussy, spread them. “Unite with me and find your rebirth.” 

“Yes!” she moaned, her body trembling.

Her flesh glistening with my futa-cum, she sauntered to me. Her breasts were so large now. They were bountiful. Cum beaded on her nipples like they were her mother's milk. I licked my lips, my pussy growing wetter and wetter. My futa-cock throbbed and twitched as it thrust hard over my belly. Despite my orgasm, I was still so hard. 

I sang

“I behold a beauty walking out of a pool,

La Sirène dripping wet, her beauty spilling over me.

I behold a beauty walking out of a river,

Mama Wata soaked in passion, her desire spilling over me.

I behold a beauty walking out of the sea,

La Lamanté coated in brine, her passion spilling over me.”

Lamanté shuddered, her eyes so wide as she stepped into the warm waters. It came up to her mid-thighs as she sauntered to me. Her breasts swayed. Her wooden cock shifting. She had such a look of hunger in her youthful face.

...It comes...

...Rebirth...

...Transformation...

...Destiny...

...Mama Wata shall walk again...

...Dripping in brine...

...In passion...

“Yes,” I moaned, my fingers holding my pussy open for that hard wooden dick. 

Lamanté reached me. Her breasts swayed over me. My head snapped up. I latched onto her fat nipple, suckling off my salty cum. She whimpered, her face contorting with pleasure as I nursed from her bountiful breast.

Milk squirted into my mouth.

I shuddered, gulping down the sweet treat. My left hand grasped her right breast, squeezing it as I nursed from the other. Hot milk spurted as I kneaded her breast, splattering my cheek. I moaned, shivering, savoring the sweet flavor of her bounty.

“My Lovelie,” moaned Lamanté. “It's happening. I can feel it inside of me.” 

She placed the wooden cock against me.

“I just have to embrace the dream. I have to believe this is real.” She thrust the wooden cock into me. “I have to imagine it happening.”

I moaned about her nipple as the polished shaft of the dildo sank into my depths. It caressed my sensitive walls. I shuddered, my body squirming on the rock. My futa-cock twitched between us, drinking in the pleasure busting inside my pussy.

She bottomed out in me, moaning. She drew back and thrust into me again. And again. The wooden shaft stirred up my pussy. It filled me, spilling such rapture through my body. My eyes squeezed shut as the dream swirled around us. 

“Yes, yes, yes, Lovelie,” moaned Lamanté. “I just have to believe. I can almost feel your pussy wrapped about my cock. Not a wooden shaft, but my futa-dick.” 

She slammed into me again, moaning.

“You're so hot.” 

She buried into my cunt.

“So wet.”

She pumped away hard at my twat.”

“So juicy.”

I suckled hard as she fucked me. My pussy squeezed down on the wooden cock, feeling its rigid girth plundering into me again and again. I moaned, nursing with passion. Her sweat milk, tinged with a cantaloupe aftertaste, filled my mouth again and again. I swallowed it, loving how her cream flowed down to warm my belly. 

My futa-dick twitched every time she buried into me and brushed my clit. The ache at the tip swelled and swelled. Her every thrust filled my pussy with her dildo's girth. It spread me open. I shuddered, my hips wiggling. I squeezed my pussy down on it, loving how it felt inside of me, teasing me, caressing me. 

It nursed with such hunger. I couldn't get enough of her milk. Her passion flowed around me as she thrust the wooden dildo in and out of me. My pussy drank in the friction, squeezing down on the shaft as she withdrew.

“Yes, yes, I can almost feel you about my futa-dick,” moaned Lamanté, her eyes squeezed shut. “You're so hot. You feel so real. Oh, yes, yes.” 

The smoke billowed thick around us. The world faded away for a moment. I shuddered, breathing in the heady aroma. I suckled hard, gulping down another mouthful of her hot milk while my pussy clenched down on the wooden shaft.

My orgasm built in me. Her hard pounding brought me closer and closer to my eruption.

The torch sputtered out.

Steam rose from the uterine pool as the smoke dissipated. The world stayed hazy. The dream pulsed and twitched, struggling to break free and spill into the real world. My eyes widened in realization. My pussy squeezed down on the dildo pumping into me, stimulating me.

I was the conduit for the rebirth. The bit of reality here in the dream. 

I had to believe, too.

My mouth popped off her nipple. The milk gave me power of the feminine. I pulled Lamanté down, her large breasts pressed into my round tits. Her eyes were right above mine, glassy with her passion as she fucked me. My futa-cock throbbed between our stomachs, caressed by our flesh.

“That is your futa-cock,” I said, imagining it not as a wooden shaft plunging into me, but a fleshy dick. 

A woman's dick. 

“You can feel the silky walls of my pussy wrapped around you,” I moaned, projecting down to my snatch, imagining it pulsing with the beat of her heart. Growing soft, that spongy rigidness of a real dick. “You can feel my pussy caressing you with wet heat.” 

“I can, Lovelie!” she moaned, thrusting harder. “You're squeezing down on me. You're increasing the friction.” 

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned, my cunt clenching down hard around the fleshy shaft. I could feel the difference now as I pictured it. Projecting it. “That's your futa-cock fucking me, Mama Wata!” 

Her eyes widened as I imagined my Goddess awakening inside of her vessel, no longer having to slumber. Lamanté's flesh was strong enough now. Had matured enough to handle the full breadth of her soul.  

“You're fucking me, Mama Wata!” I moaned, humping against her. “My wondrous La Sirène. My Lamanté!” 

Her eyes widened. She thrust harder into my pussy with her futa-dick. “My beautiful priestess,” Lamanté moaned, her eyes growing wiser, older. Ancient wisdom set in her youthful face. “You are amazing.” 

“Thank you!” I moaned, my pussy squeezing down on her futa-dick. “I love you, my Goddess.”

My Goddess kissed me. Her lips were so sweet. Her hips pumped away with a powerful passion. I writhed on the stone. I shuddered and squirmed against her, my futa-cock throbbing between us, the ache built and built at the tip as she kissed me. 

The dream felt more real. More solid around us. The steam faded away as we kissed. I clutched her. My tongue danced in her mouth as she pumped away at my pussy with her futa-cum. My Goddess's dick filled me again and again. 

I trembled as awe surged through my body.

My ovaries clenched.

I came on my Goddess's futa-cock. 

My pussy spasmed about Mama Wata's thrusting cock. My flesh writhed about Lamia's girl-dick. She slammed harder into me, churning up my spasming cunt. Pleasure rippled through my body, flowing from my snatch. 

At the same moment, my cock erupted. My futa-cum anointed both our bodies this time. The hot cream spurted between us, splashing the bottom of my breasts. Of hers. She held me tight, making love to me with all her passion as I trembled through my orgasm.

I broke the kiss, gasping. “La Sirène! You're melting my mind.” 

“Good,” Lamanté moaned. She sounded the same, and she sounded different. Her voice so sweet, but with more weight. She nibbled on my lips as she pumped into my convulsing pussy. “Bathe me in more of your seed.” 

“Yes, my Goddess!” I howled, clutching to the Loa made flesh. 

Lamanté's futa-cock speared into me again and again. My girl-dick kept spurting. Kept erupting. One orgasm after another crashed through me. My pussy spasmed around her plunging shaft as I soaked our bodies in my spunk. 

That salty musk filled my nose as our bodies grew slick with my feminine-seed. I shuddered on the half-submerged rock. The water lapped at my body as I trembled. I held onto her so tight, clutching to the Goddess I loved. 

My sweet Lamanté. My awesome La Sirène.

My sensual Mama Wata.

“Cum in me, my Goddess!” I moaned.

“I shall, my love,” she purred into my ear. “You have been such a wondrous priestess. Thank you for awakening me. For saving me from the devilish spirit.” 

“Always!” I gasped, my pussy convulsing as another orgasm spilled through me. More cum erupted from my futa-cock.

Rapture slammed into my mind.

Lamanté buried her futa-dick into me. My cunt spasmed about the entire shaft, massaging it, milking it. My Goddess moaned. Her face twisted with rapture. Her feminine lust exploded inside of her, passion rippling the air around her. 

Her futa-cum fired into my pussy.

I gasped as the Goddess-jizz pumped over and over into my cunt. Spurt after wondrous spurt of her seed filled me. Rapture slammed into my mind. It drowned me. Stars burst across my vision. Darkness swept over me. 

“Lamanté!” I howled.

“Lovelie!” she moaned.

Her hot cum spurted again and again into me. My mind was lost. I drowned in her rapture. I drifted down the river of her passion. She held me, her arms right, her lips kissing me as I bobbed in the waters of utter ecstasy.

I don't know for how long I was lost to the bliss. It felt like an eternity of worship, my pussy convulsing around her spurting dick, my futa-cock spilling more and more jizz across our bodies, coating us in my spunk. 

I didn't want to wake up.

But I did.

My eyes fluttered open, staring at the blue sky framed by a ring of green trees towering over the pool. I blinked, the warm water reaching up to my breasts, ripples lapping against the bottom slopes of my tits. My toes curled in the depths of the uterine pool. An arm was around me, holding me tight.

“Lamanté?” I whispered. I turned my head to stare at my Goddess. “Are you still in there?” 

“I'm still in here, Lovelie,” Lamanté said, sounding the same but different, young and ancient, virginal and motherly. “I just feel... all awake now. I have access to everything. I couldn't remember my knowledge, my plans. I'm... whole. You birthed me anew into the world.” 

“I made the unreal real,” I said, staring into her eyes. I could see the girl I loved in them. And the Goddess I worshiped. 

“I knew you would,” she said. “A thousand years ago, I knew you would be born and lead me to this flesh.” 

“To save the world,” I breathed, cuddling up to her. My hand slid into the water, sliding down her belly. I shuddered when I felt her hard cock. The wooden dildo had merged with her. I had prepared it for her, exposing it to all the different pussies, letting it absorb the spectrum of womanhood. 

“To save Aphrodite,” she said. “Demeter thinks Aphrodite has to be stopped. That her plan to change all the world into women and futanari will only bring disaster. And she's partly right.” 

“Because Aphrodite is empty,” I said. “I felt it with Priscilla. All that lust. All that desire. All that pleasure. No love.”

“Some of her followers find love, but many just have mindless pleasure. They go from pussy to pussy, fucking, rutting, and think that it is the same.” Lamanté shook her head, her futa-dick throbbing in my hand. “It is because Aphrodite has lost her heart. She gave it up to become a futanari so many years ago. She made a deal with Hecate, and she had no idea what she would lose.”

“The woman she loved.” 

“The Goddesses she loved,” Lamanté said. “But it is not too late. Aphrodite has lost Selene and Persephone forever, but there is hope that her love can be rekindled. That she can be the Goddess of Love once more in truth and find happiness with another. 

“Then the future she yearns for, the spreading of her Sisterhood, will be a thing of beauty, Lovelie.”

I squeezed my goddess's girl-cock. “I will do anything you need, Lamanté. You own my heart.” 

Mama Wata smiled at me. “You captured mine. When I woke up after the exorcism and saw your shining face, knowing you rescued me, I was lost.” 

I laughed. “You set up your own seduction, didn't you? Manipulated events to bring us together?” 

“There is nothing wrong with seduction,” my Goddess said, her futa-cock throbbing in my hand. “Sometimes love needs a little help.” 

As she kissed me, I shuddered, ready to dedicate my life again to my Loa. To helping serve not just the Goddess I worshiped, but the woman I loved. For the first time, one of the divine walked fully clothed in mortal flesh. Something new had entered the world. 

Something profound. I was fortunate to share in it. I kissed her with all my might while her hand found my futa-cock. We stroked each other, growing hard. My pussy clenched, eager to be filled with my Goddess's cock. 

Saving Aphrodite could wait. Today, we celebrated her rebirth through passion and love.

The END
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Sneak Preview of “Hot Wife's Futa Spell”

Her tongue swirled and danced. She slid her lips farther down it. My eyes rolled back in my head. My fingers clenched. I gripped her thick hair, holding her as I swayed. My toes curled against the wooden floor of my small shack. I breathed in the scent of the mix of herbs that hung from my ceiling, drying over my head.

“Yes, yes, yes, you do love my futa-cock,” I moaned, my ovaries squeezing tight. “I'm going to explode.”

She sucked harder.

“I need to cum in your pussy for the potion,” I groaned as she bobbed her head. Her mouth was so warm and delicious. I could just unload my cum in her. “I'm not an Aphrodite futanari. I don't have their stamina. We have to hurry. She'll be here soon.”

Her mouth popped off my dick. A mischievous smile crossing her lips. “Oh... So I shouldn't do this?”

She jammed the dildo up into my pussy. I gasped as her girl-cock slammed into my cunt. My pussy clenched down on the smooth shaft, the bulbous head caressing my pussy. My snatch clenched down on it, drinking in the smooth feel of it. I felt the power brimming in it, the collected feminine energy.
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