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The New Queen


Naughty Excerpt from “The New Queen”

The private plane rattled as hot air rose to buffet the wings, creating mild turbulence. Vivian and Shelly, the futa owners of Aphrodite Air, had graciously lent us, the Venus Squad, their private Gulfstream. We were winging off to Europe to investigate Dionysus. Aphrodite had warned us through Dr. Charlize that there were other Greek gods besides Hestia that threatened the Sisterhood.

And it was the Venus Squad's job to stop them.

There were eight of us, the former cheerleading squad of Aphrodite University. We were the the ones that defeated Hestia a few years ago, saving the futas and women of the world from her uptight, repressed, virginal ways.

But how would Dionysus attack us? What did this god want?

“What are you doing, Georgia?” Raven asked. She was the wildest of the Venus Squad, a fiery redhead with the sexual appetite of a lioness.

She lounged naked on pillows. This plane was equipped for having fun. Beside her lounged Vicky, the number-one, futa-flight attendant of Aphrodite Air. She was a wild futa, almost as wild as Raven. Vicky was also a redhead—maybe there was a connection there—her curls mixing with Raven's as they snuggled, both lazily jerking the other's thick cock.

“Research on Dionysus,” I answered, typing away at my laptop.

“So booring,” moaned Raven. “We have a long flight. There's plenty of time for research when we get to Europe.”

“Georgia's right,” my pregnant wife said. You couldn't tell she was pregnant. We only conceived a few days ago. “We should be using this time for research.”

“Then why are you still fucking Yvette?” laughed Raven.

Portia's black hair flew about her shoulders, her breasts jiggling as she pounded her cock in and out of Yvette's pussy. The Black futa was on her knees, her thick cock swinging between her legs while Portia pounded her from behind.

“Because I'm so close to cumming,” Portia moaned. “Damn, Yvette, you've been practicing. Work that pussy, slut!”

“I love to practice,” Yvette groaned, thrusting her hips back, her ebony ass rippling each time my wife's porcelain groin slammed into her. “Ohh, Portia. Pound my snatch. Make me cum on that wonderful cock.”

“There's nothing better than a cock in your pussy,” Isabella panted as she squeezed her big, brown breasts and stroked her throbbing dick.

“Is that an invitation?” dusky Sarai purred. The Arab futa lounged with her wife Bella, the pair spooning, Bella's ivory hand gripping Sarai's thick dick.

“Do you want my wife to fuck you, Isabella?” Bella asked with a smile. “Do you want to feel her thick cock reaming your pussy?”

“I want to feel every member of the Venus Squad reaming my pussy,” moaned Isabella.

My own clit throbbed, begging to transform into a futa-cock. But I concentrated, looking at my laptop. “So...Dionysus is the god of wine and revelry.”

“He's a frat boy,” giggled Raven. “Great. They're the worst.”

“Definitely,” Vicky giggled. “But they make such hot women.”

“Ooh, you've changed a few of your passengers before?” Raven asked, turning on her side.

“Maybe.” A naughty glint formed in Vicky's eyes. I tried to ignore it, but the pair of futa's rubbed their cocks' tips together, shuddering in delight, their breasts heaving. “One grabbed my ass when he was boarding. His poor girlfriend was right next to him. She had no idea. Well...I sorted her out, pumped my cum into her pussy, and left a nice, little trap for him. You should have heard the frat boy cry when he was transformed into a woman. Such a baby.”

“Mmm, I bet your cock made her fell all better,” Raven panted.

“Oh, yes,” Vicky moaned. “I sank my dick into her virgin pussy and let her get a taste of real cock.”

Raven moaned, squeezing the tip of Vicky and her own cock's together. I tried to concentrate on my laptop, but the liquid moan that poured out of Vicky's sweet lips was so hard to avoid. I took a deep breath, the air tasting of salty cum and feminine excitement.

“Damn! I need to be fucked,” Raven purred. “Fuck me like you fucked that frat girl. Pound my pussy.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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The New Queen

Georgia

The private plane rattled as hot air rose to buffet the wings, creating mild turbulence. Vivian and Shelly, the futa owners of Aphrodite Air, had graciously lent us, the Venus Squad, their private Gulfstream. We were winging off to Europe to investigate Dionysus. Aphrodite had warned us through Dr. Charlize that there were other Greek gods besides Hestia that threatened the Sisterhood.

And it was the Venus Squad's job to stop them.

There were eight of us, the former cheerleading squad of Aphrodite University. We were the the ones that defeated Hestia a few years ago, saving the futas and women of the world from her uptight, repressed, virginal ways.

But how would Dionysus attack us? What did this god want?

“What are you doing, Georgia?” Raven asked. She was the wildest of the Venus Squad, a fiery redhead with the sexual appetite of a lioness.

She lounged naked on pillows. This plane was equipped for having fun. Beside her lounged Vicky, the number-one, futa-flight attendant of Aphrodite Air. She was a wild futa, almost as wild as Raven. Vicky was also a redhead—maybe there was a connection there—her curls mixing with Raven's as they snuggled, both lazily jerking the other's thick cock.

“Research on Dionysus,” I answered, typing away at my laptop.

“So booring,” moaned Raven. “We have a long flight. There's plenty of time for research when we get to Europe.”

“Georgia's right,” my pregnant wife said. You couldn't tell she was pregnant. We only conceived a few days ago. “We should be using this time for research.”

“Then why are you still fucking Yvette?” laughed Raven.

Portia's black hair flew about her shoulders, her breasts jiggling as she pounded her cock in and out of Yvette's pussy. The Black futa was on her knees, her thick cock swinging between her legs while Portia pounded her from behind.

“Because I'm so close to cumming,” Portia moaned. “Damn, Yvette, you've been practicing. Work that pussy, slut!”

“I love to practice,” Yvette groaned, thrusting her hips back, her ebony ass rippling each time my wife's porcelain groin slammed into her. “Ohh, Portia. Pound my snatch. Make me cum on that wonderful cock.”

“There's nothing better than a cock in your pussy,” Isabella panted as she squeezed her big, brown breasts and stroked her throbbing dick.

“Is that an invitation?” dusky Sarai purred. The Arab futa lounged with her wife Bella, the pair spooning, Bella's ivory hand gripping Sarai's thick dick.

“Do you want my wife to fuck you, Isabella?” Bella asked with a smile. “Do you want to feel her thick cock reaming your pussy?”

“I want to feel every member of the Venus Squad reaming my pussy,” moaned Isabella.

My own clit throbbed, begging to transform into a futa-cock. But I concentrated, looking at my laptop. “So...Dionysus is the god of wine and revelry.”

“He's a frat boy,” giggled Raven. “Great. They're the worst.”

“Definitely,” Vicky giggled. “But they make such hot women.”

“Ooh, you've changed a few of your passengers before?” Raven asked, turning on her side.

“Maybe.” A naughty glint formed in Vicky's eyes. I tried to ignore it, but the pair of futa's rubbed their cocks' tips together, shuddering in delight, their breasts heaving. “One grabbed my ass when he was boarding. His poor girlfriend was right next to him. She had no idea. Well...I sorted her out, pumped my cum into her pussy, and left a nice, little trap for him. You should have heard the frat boy cry when he was transformed into a woman. Such a baby.”

“Mmm, I bet your cock made her fell all better,” Raven panted.

“Oh, yes,” Vicky moaned. “I sank my dick into her virgin pussy and let her get a taste of real cock.”

Raven moaned, squeezing the tip of Vicky and her own cock's together. I tried to concentrate on my laptop, but the liquid moan that poured out of Vicky's sweet lips was so hard to avoid. I took a deep breath, the air tasting of salty cum and feminine excitement.

“Damn! I need to be fucked,” Raven purred. “Fuck me like you fucked that frat girl. Pound my pussy.”

I pulled my eyes away as Raven rolled onto her back, pulling Vicky on top of her. Vicky's ass flexed as she drove into Raven's pussy. Raven let out a delicious moan, the staccato slap of flesh joining the rhythm of my wife pounding Yvette's cunt.

“Oh, fuck, Portia!” Yvette moaned, her tits shaking in rhythm with her swinging cock.

Those tits and her cock were very distracting as they swung back and forth, three black pendulums. My pussy let out a flood of juices onto the seat. I squeezed my thighs together, struggling to concentrate on my research.

It was impossible.

“Oh, yes! You're making me cum, Portia!” Yvette moaned. “Mmm, that's it! Thrust that big, White cock into my Black pussy! Stir me up, baby!”

“Oh, shit!” Portia groaned. “Your pussy's going wild about my cock. Cum, baby! Cum on my big dick!”

Yvette tossed her hair, her cock throbbing. White, ropy cum erupted, splattering the carpeted floor of the plane. I bit my lips, my clit swelling into a dick, poking at the warm bottom of my laptop. Portia gasped, her face contorting into that wonderful expression I knew so well. My wife pumped load after load of cum into Yvette's pussy.

“Oh, damn,” my wife panted, pulling her cock out, dripping with Yvette's juices. She smacked Yvette's ass. “That was good.”

“Uh-huh,” Yvette panted.

Portia stood and walked over to me, her cock shrinking up. I forced my own cock to shrink back into a clit, biting my lip and looking at the computer screen. Portia sat next to me, resting her hand on my arm and giving me a squeeze.

“What have you found?” she asked.

“Well, Dionysus was worshiped mostly by women.”

“So what's his deal?” Sarai asked. “If he's worshiped by women, why does he have a problem with us? We're still women.”

“With a little extra,” Bella giggled.

“Are you saying my dick is little?” Sarai pouted.

Bella stroked her wife's cock. “Definitely not. You're huge, baby. You stretch out my pussy and make me cum so hard.”

“Dionysus is worshiped in wild, drunken orgies,” I continued. “They're known as bacchanals. All the prim and proper women were supposed to go out into the woods and get drunk on his wine. They would turn into wild, sex-crazed sluts and just do every nasty deed. Some versions say there's a man or priest at the heart of the orgy, serviced over and over by the women.”

“I think I'm seeing the problem,” Portia said. “Dionysus likes wild women, but only when they're under a man's control.” She grimaced. “How disgusting.”

“Did you say wine?” Cassandra asked.

The other redhead on the Venus Squad lifted her head up from where she napped with Amanda, the other futa-flight attendant. Cassandra was a spunky futa, popping up with grace. “Isn't there some spell in the codex that talks about wine?”

I frowned, struggling to remember. The Codex was the spellbook I had discovered in the school's library years ago. It's how I learned to become a futa. I later discovered Shelly and Vivian had cast a spell, sending the codex to be found by the next lucky futa. Just like Vivian had originally discovered it. It was full of spells, but many of them didn't seem to have much use.

“Maybe there's one,” I shrugged. “Did anyone bring a copy of the codex?”

“Of course,” Bella said. “It's in my overhead compartment.”

“So where would these Dionysus people be found?” Portia asked as Bella stood up, her futa-cock bobbing and swinging.

“Good question.” I did a Google search on Europe and Dionysus worship. “Looks like references to ancient Greece and Rome.”

“What's that one?” Portia asked, pointing at the link on the bottom of the third page I scanned through.

The article was titled: “Do the Rich of Europe Participate in Wild Orgies?”

I scanned it as Portia reached beneath my laptop, rubbing my pussy lips absently. I shuddered, trying to pay attention to the text. “According to this website, many of the powerful business men and the last of the nobility of Europe keep harems of mistresses with the full knowledge of their wives. These men are rumored to take their women out into the woods and have wild, drunken orgies and satanic rites.”

“Satanic?” Portia asked.

“Umm, it's written by a Christian,” I answered, my wife's fingers toying with my pussy lips. I shuddered as a hot warmth poured through me.

“It's said the more powerful the man gets, the more women his dark master will let him possess. Further, several finishing schools in Europe that claim to mold virgin, young women to be the perfect wives of the rich and powerful are actually grooming women to be inducted into this cult. Such as Miss Tatiana's School for Refined Ladies in the Swiss Alps. Virgin women are sought after for the power they provide the cult when they are deflowered.”

“Damn,” Portia muttered, shoving two fingers into my pussy; I sighed in delight. “And Ursula's there popping all those cherries for those rich, old farts. No wonder Dionysus is mad.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, squirming on her probing fingers. “Damn, Portia. If you keep doing that, you're gonna make me hard.”

My clit throbbed, swelling a half inch.

“And then you'll have to fuck me,” giggled Portia. “I think we've learned enough. We still have hours left on this flight.”

“Yeah,” I agreed, unable to fight my lusts any longer. I set the laptop to the side and attacked my wife.

I pushed her to the floor, sucking on her tits as my clit blossomed into a full, futa-cock. She gasped and squirmed as I played with her nipples. I sucked and nibbled. I couldn't wait until she was lactating to breastfeed our daughters.

We both would have milk-heavy tits in nine months. We'd suck and nibble, drinking down the creamy treat.

My cock throbbed as Portia moaned. I needed to fuck her. Vicky and Raven moaned behind me, writhing in passion. My cock ached to be buried in hot, tight cunt. I slid up my wife's body, hooking my arms around her thighs as I rose and thrust my cock into her tight pussy.

“Oh, yes!” Portia gasped as I lifted her legs, throwing her ankles over my shoulder. Her thighs squeezed against my breasts, her pussy growing so tight on my cock. I shuddered in delight, drawing back my hips and slamming into the depths of her hot pussy.

“That's it,” I groaned. “Take my cock, slut! Mmm, you love it. Your hot pussy's just been begging to be filled.”

“So much!” Portia gasped, her clit swelling into a thick cock that bounced on her stomach as I pounded her hard.

I shuddered, savoring the bliss of my wife's pussy. Her hot flesh caressed me as I drew back and slammed in. Her delicate face twisted in delight. Her thighs were silk on my flesh, rubbing against me, and her tangy arousal filled my nose. I shuddered, savoring the delight as my cock rammed into her.

“Yes,” she mewled, her eyes fluttering as she shuddered. A ripple ran through her pussy. “That's it! My wife knows how to fuck.”

“I bet,” Yvette grinned, moving behind me, her cock hard. “And I bet she wants a taste of my big, Black cock.”

“You know I do,” I groaned, drawing back and slamming into my wife.

Yvette knelt behind me, her hands kneading the cheeks of my ass. She spread me apart, her thick dick brushing my cheeks as she shifted her hips. She found the puckered entrance to my ass, her cock leaking copious precum.

I drew back, sliding my cock out of Portia's pussy and ramming Yvette's dick into my tight asshole. I groaned, savoring the delicious pleasure tingling out of my cock and the burning bliss ignited in my ass.

I thrust forward, Yvette's cock sliding out of my ass as I plunged into Portia.

I loved it. I fucked both women, working my hips to pump my cock in and out of Portia's pussy and Yvette's Black dick in and out of my ass. I writhed in bliss as the pleasures shuddering through me. I fucked faster, savoring the delicious delight of fucking and being fucked.

Yvette's hard nipples rubbed on my back as she nibbled on my neck. “That's it. Work that White ass on my Black dick,” Yvette purred. “You are such a fucking slut! Damn, but I love it! Oh, fuck! Oh, damn! Work those hips. Mmm, yes! Oh, fuck!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned. The pleasure was intense. My cock throbbed in Portia's tight pussy, and my ass writhed about the thick, hot shaft of Yvette's dick burying into the depths of my bowels. My pussy clenched, my juices trickling down my thighs. “I'm gonna cum.”

“Flood my pregnant pussy,” my wife gasped. “Mmm, pump me full of cum.”

Portia shuddered. Her legs spasmed on my shoulders. Her pussy massaged my cock as hot ripples convulsed through her silky, wet walls. I shuddered, letting the spongy flesh caress and pleasure the itching tip of my cock.

My wife howled as she came. Her cock squirted thick cum up her belly to splatter on her heaving breasts. She shuddered and bucked into my thrusts. Her pussy squeezed so hard on my cock. The pleasure shot through me. I clenched my ass and pussy as I gasped, my cock itching to erupt.

“Portia!” I gasped, slamming into Portia's pussy as the first squirts of cum burst from my cock. “Oh, damn! Oh, yes! Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I panted.

“Mmm, baby! Flood my pussy!” my wife moaned.

Yvette buried into my asshole, her cock thick as I squeezed down on her shaft. She gasped, nipping my ear as the pleasure flooded my body. Her breasts were hot and smooth on my back, her nipples hard points.

Her cock pumped molten cum into my ass. I loved it. I was such a futa-slut. Climaxing and squirting my jizz while another futa flooded my body with her cum was the hottest delight in the world. I shuddered in bliss. I couldn't believe this was happening.

I never wanted it to end.

The pleasure reached its crescendo and then all my cum pumped out.

“Damn,” I moaned as I collapsed on her

Yvette pulled out of my ass, giving me a smack. “You're always a great fuck, Georgia.”

“Thanks,” I grinned, relaxing against my wife.

“Ooh, I think I found it!” Bella exclaimed.

“Huh?” I gasped. “What did you find?”

She held up a binder full of printed paper—our copy of the codex. “The spell Cassandra was talking about.”

I frowned, struggling to think as the bliss of my orgasm still pumped through my veins. “Spell?” My eyes widened. “Oh, right, the wine spell.”

“I distracted her,” Portia giggled.

“I'll say,” Bella winked. “Okay, so here is a spell that protects a futa from being intoxicated by wine.”

“What a weird spell,” Raven panted. “No wonder we never use it. Why would I want to stop being intoxicated by wine?”

“To protect you from Dionysus,” I gasped, sitting up. “Oh, damn, that's it, right?”

“I bet so,” Bella agreed. “I wouldn't be surprised if there were spells to deal with every Greek God in here.”

“We did find the spells to counter Hestia buried in there. It's just all so cryptic.”

“Okay, so what does it take?” Portia asked.

“Well, we need to be lactating futas first,” Bella read. “That's a fun spell to cast.”

“And then?” I asked, growing eager. I had thought of gaining breast milk, but I wanted to do it the natural way. Well, I guess it's a sacrifice I'll have to make.

“We use our breast milk to ward us,” Bella answered.

*   *   *

Miss Ursula

I tried to move, but I was so exhausted. Delilah had drained me. I had been unable to fight the intoxicating power of her breast milk. I had never cum so much in my life. The woman was insatiable. She finally quenched all my desires.

I didn't even have the energy to fight against my restraints. Rika, a dutch schoolgirl, watched me, standing prim and proper in her tartan skirt and plain, white blouse. Delilah had transformed her back into an innocent woman, no longer the sex-crazed slut I had made her.

It was Delilah's breast milk that had changed the schoolgirl. It infuses a person with so much lust that once they're spent, they're completely satisfied. I doubt Rika would need to have sex for days now. That's how she could stand there so prim and proper.

It wasn't right.

The door opened and Delilah walked in followed by four other beautiful women. I barely had the energy to stare at them. The walked over to me, smiling down at me. Each was gorgeous in their own way. There was a fiery-redhead and a pair of blondes, one slim and petite and the other busty and rosy cheeked. The fourth had curly-brown hair and a sultry smile.

“You did well,” the brunette purred with a delightful, French accent.

“Master will be pleased with you,” the redhead nodded.

“I am just grateful I could help expand his influence,” Delilah answered. “Now we have a lot to do. So many girls to return to their proper state.”

“Yes,” the busty blonde sneered. “The girls acted so shameful. I saw many engaging in open, lesbian sex. And none were drunk of Dionysus's wine.”

That's what Delilah called her breast milk.

“Just shameful,” the petite blonde agreed.

“Futas are shameful,” Delilah sighed.

“W-what are you...going to do...with me...?” I gasped.

“That's really for our Master to decide,” Delilah shrugged. “I do not know if we can...reverse what has been done to you.”

“No...” I gasped, finding a surge of energy. “No. You can't take my futa-cock away.”

“Disgusting,” the French woman sneered. “Gag her.”

“Yes, ma'am,” Rika politely responded, kneeling down, keeping her knees pressed together so she didn't accidentally reveal her panties, and she ripped off a piece of duct tape.

“No, Rika!” I pleaded as she covered my mouth with the sticky tape, the sour-bitter flavor seeping into my lips.

“There are three different dormitories. We shall induct the Lake Dorm tonight,” Delilah added. “It contains the most number of girls about to graduate.”

“Once they have a taste of our milk, they'll be as tractable as this one,” the redhead purred, caressing Rika's cheek.

“Thank you, ma'am.”

A wave of relief went through me. My four pets, the schoolgirls I had come to love the last year, would be in my bed in the Forrest Dorm. They wouldn't be brainwashed yet. As long as they were free, there had to be hope.

*   *   *

Delilah

The girls of Lake Dorm looked neat and presentable as they arose. You would never have known they had participated in a wild, debauched orgy last night. But they had been drunk on Dionysus's wine, unable to control the lusts burning through them. Now that they had burned through all their pent-up lusts, they could be demure women again.

It was the way women should be. Innocent, demure, supporting their men. But women were creatures of such lusts. They had to be properly channeled. Otherwise women would turn into sluts, cheating on our husbands, spreading our legs for any man that caught our fancy.

Or worse, we could turn into the sex-crazed whores Aphrodite's futas created.

“Come, girls,” I clapped, my fellow concubines around me. It was a shame Peter could not be here, but this was a place away from the temptation of men. Athena would never allow a man to step foot here. “Let us set to right your school.”

“Yes, Miss Delilah,” the schoolgirls all purred in unison.

“Such well-behaved, young women,” Sinéad said, nodding her head in approval. Her red hair caught the sun, shining like burnished copper.

“We did good work,” purred Sylvianne in her delightful, French accent.

“I spotted one girl I think Peter needs to own,” Lize added, the petite blonde pointing out a dusky beauty.

“She is perfect,” Fleur nodded, her heavy breasts jiggling beneath her modest blouse.

I was wearing a modest blouse again. I no longer had a futa I had to seduce. My heels clicked on the pathway as I led the students to the school. I marched at their head, strutting with confidence. The fresh scent of grass tickled my nose as a breeze carried the spicy scent of the elder flowers blossoming on the nearby trees.

I was the Queen of this school now. I had vanquished the old, tyrannic hag that had ruled here and set things to right. I smiled, pleased that I could bring about a better world for these young women than the life of sexual slavery Aphrodite promised.

I led my students to the auditorium hall. By the end of today, every girl would have a taste of Dionysus's milk and would again be a proper woman.

*   *   *

Dr. Gwen

“I think that's more than enough milk for Ursula,” my pregnant wife giggled, her breasts shrinking back to their normal size. We had milked her a few times, filling up several aluminum canisters of milk. I wanted to see if Charlize's fertility milk would last long enough to be shipped. If it did, we could send futas our fertility treatment anywhere in the world.

“I agree,” I nodded.

It had been a lot of fun to milk her. Charlize's pussy dripped with my cum, our lab reeked of that wonderful, salty musk of sex. My half-hard futa-cock throbbed and my nipples ached. I just wanted to fuck her again.

Charlize walked naked over to the jars full of her breast milk—a gift from the Goddess Hera—and grinned. “Mmm, I wish I could be there and watch her drink it. It's so satisfying knowing my breast milk is helping futas breed.”

My wife's ass was so cute as she shifted. My cock grew to full size. Charlize grabbed the containers, putting them into the shipping box full of packing peanuts. She sealed it up with packing tape as I advanced, stroking my dick. Charlize grabbed a felt marker, filling out or addresses.

“Honey, what's the address for Ursula's school?” she asked as I reached her. My cock brushed her asscheeks. She giggled. “Do you need more sex? You've fucked me four times already.”

“You're just so sexy,” I purred, sliding my cock into the crack of her ass. “But if your pussy is still too sore from my pounding, I can always stick my dick somewhere else.” I rubbed on her brown, puckered sphincter.

“Naughty futa,” my wife giggled, her blue eyes twinkling behind her glasses. She was such a pretty woman, so much cuter now than when she had been a nerdy guy. She pushed her ass back, gasping as the tip of my cock sank into her bowels.

“So naughty,” I groaned as Charlize worked her ass down my cock.

“Call Ursula and let's get her school's address,” Charlize groaned, grabbing my phone from the counter and handing it to me.

I grinned. I loved speaking to Ursula while one of us fucked a woman. I found her number and hit dial as Charlize worked her tight bowels up and down my cock. I shuddered, the hot, rough silk of her ass was wonderful on the tip of my dick.

Ursula's phone rang and rang. No one answered again. I left a message.

“Guess she's still busy,” I shrugged, thrusting my cock into Charlize's depths. “Probably has her dick shoved up some girl's ass.”

“Oh, I bet she does,” Charlize moaned, pushing her hips back. “She's a wild slut. Oh, damn, Gwen, but your cock always feels so deliciously wicked up my ass.”

I laughed, slapping her asscheeks as I slammed in. I loved fucking her. I loved how tight and juicy she was. I groaned, my brown pigtails bouncing around my shoulders as I plowed her. I gripped her shoulders, pushing her across the counter.

“I hope Ursula's having as much fun as I am,” I groaned as I drove my cock deep into my wife. My cum was already rising. I couldn't believe how excited I was. I had a sexy, pregnant wife, and I had knocked her up with my girl-dick.

My body tensed and then my cum erupted from my cock in powerful pulses. I shuddered, burying into her tight hole. Charlize gasped, her ass squeezing down. She bucked beneath me, her blonde hair flying as she writhed, her own orgasm pumping through her.

“Damn, damn, damn,” I grunted. “Mmm, your tight ass always makes me cum.”

Charlize giggled. “Ursula says the same thing.”

I smiled, pulling my shrinking cock out of her asshole. She gaped open, my white cum running out. “I bet she's cumming in some girl's ass right now.

My phone suddenly rang. I frowned, glancing at the number. It wasn't American. “Hello?” I asked.

*   *   *

Héloïse

“Miss Ursula,” I murmured as I woke up, reaching out to caress the body before me.

My hand slid up silky skin. It didn't feel quite like Miss Ursula. More like Zakiya. I found a breast, giving it squeeze. That was definitely Zakiya's round tit. I opened my eyes. Zakiya's dusky face was inches from mine, looking so peaceful as she slept.

I sat up, looking around. Miss Ursula hadn't joined us during the night. That was so rare. Even when she entertained other girls, she usually returned to her bed and her pets. Zakiya, Ava, Cáit, and I were Miss Ursula's favorites. She loved us. She was eager to knock the four of us up.

So where was she?

“She didn't join us?” Ava moaned as she sat up, rolling onto her back, her huge tits jiggling. They were perky with youth, standing up proud despite their size.

“She's just having fun,” Cáit murmured, the Irish schoolgirl rolling out of bed. “Come on, girls, we need to get ready for class.”

“Miss Ursula?” Zakiya gasped, bolting up. The poor thing was trembling, the color fading from her face. “Where is she?”

“Not here,” Cáit said, shaking her head. “Calm down, Zakiya. She's just out having fun. She's a futa.”

“But...” Zakiya whispered.

“I'm sure she's fine,” I said, giving Zakiya a kiss.

“Damn,” Ava muttered, the German schoolgirl rolling out of bed. “We really need to get moving. We slept in.”

We piled out of our room. The other girls of floor three of the Forest Dorm were moving about, some naked, others getting dressed. A few were gathered by the bulletin board, pointing at a sign.

“What's up?” I asked. Some people said my French accent made my voice sexy. I didn't hear it, but Elisabeta flashed me a hungry smile.

“Assembly instead of first period,” she answered, her eyes falling down to my small breasts, my black hair falling about my shoulders down to the slopes of my tits. “Want to shower together?”

I grinned back. “Sure.”

The Portuguese schoolgirl took my hand, dragging me towards the shower. I was Miss Ursula's pet. I received special treatment from the other girls. Cáit had already collared Brynhildur, the Icelandic schoolgirl had a butt plug with a dog's tail attached shoved up her ass and followed Cáit around like a puppy.

It was so hot. I wish I had the courage to do that. But I was too chicken to really impose on my fellow schoolgirls with my position.

In the shower, Elisabeta gave me a hot kiss as the hot water cascaded down us. I shivered, my nipples hardening. Elisabeta's blue eyes twinkled as she smiled, her cheeks dimpling. She grabbed her body wash, pouring it between her hands and lathering up.

“I'll make sure you're spotless,” she purred, her soapy hands grasping my small breasts.

“Thank you,” I moaned as she massaged them.

I closed my eyes, letting her work her magic. My nipples tingled, shooting excitement down to my wet pussy. Her hands worked down my stomach, sliding about my body quickly. We really didn't have time to fool around properly.

But she did spend a few more seconds rubbing between my thighs. I shuddered in delight, gasping for breath as she tickled my clit. I came so close to cumming when she moved on, sliding down my legs.

When we finished, my pussy was itching for a cum. Maybe during the assembly I would make Elisabeta go down on me. I put on the school's uniform: a short, tartan skirt and tight, white blouse. I decided to leave the blouse unbuttoned, my small breasts peeking out as I walked.

“Let's get to this assembly,” Cáit grinned, dressed in her full uniform. Brynhildur still knelt before her, naked and happy, her face smeared with pussy juices.

“I see you found time to satisfy yourself,” I grinned.

“Brynhildur's tongue is very skilled,” Cáit grinned, petting the blonde.

Brynhildur let out a bark. She really got into the roleplay.

Ava and Zakiya joined us, Ava's blonde hair in a pair of braided pigtails. She looked so much like the busty, Bavarian milkmaid of legend. My pussy itched harder. She was so sexy. Zakiya still was pale-faced as we trooped out of our dorm with the others.

“She'll be at the assembly,” I smiled, squeezing her hand as we walked.

“I hope so,” Zakiya muttered.

The auditorium used to be a grand ball room. Our school used to be some old, Renaissance palace and still had all the opulence. The floor was polished marble inlaid with darker stone inserts that formed swirling patterns about the floor. A stage had been erected on the far end, along with curtains that hid side entrances.

Miss Tatiana waited, dressed very primly, along with five women who must be the alumni. Many girls had already arrived. I blinked. They sat in the front rows, backs straight, arms folded. It's like the way we acted when we first arrived before Miss Ursula transformed us.

“That's weird,” Cáit muttered and I suddenly felt so naked when Miss Tatiana stared at us. Even from this distance I could make out her stern disapproval. Without even realizing it, I was buttoning up my blouse and Cáit was leading Brynhildur out of the hall.

Something had changed.

“I don't like this,” Ava muttered as she sat down in the back.

“It's weird,” Elisabeta agreed. “And where's Miss Ursula?”

I craned my neck. I spotted the teachers sitting up front. Miss Ursula wasn't among them. Zakiya trembled beside me, her hand squeezing down hard. The fun times at our school seemed to be coming to an end.

Fear shot through me.

Miss Tatiana stood up. “Welcome, ladies,” she purred. “I am afraid I have allowed a certain teacher to greatly change the character of our school and not for the better. The alumni have rightly reminded me that this institution is to mold you into proper, young women, not a wild gaggle of degenerates.”

I swallowed.

“Many of you have already spoken privately with Miss Delilah and the other alumni, and have reached this same conclusion. By the end of today, each of you will have a chance to speak with either Miss Delilah, Miss Lize, Miss Fleur, Miss Sinéad, or Miss Sylvianne and learn the depths of your mistakes.”

The girls sitting up front, the ones sitting straight and proper, politely clapped. Those of us in the backs shifted. I squeezed Zakiya's hand back. I didn't want to change. I liked the sexy way we acted. And what had happened to Miss Ursula?

“I hope all of you girls will embrace the reestablishment of decorum and propriety to your sacred institution. No longer will any sexual activities be tolerated. If I see another display like the shameful one I just witnessed there will be dire consequences.”

I shuddered, her eyes falling on me. I shifted, even with my blouse properly buttoned, I still felt naked. “In fact, I think you girls should be the first to talk with our alumni.”

“No,” Zakiya whispered.

“You will report to Miss Ursula's classroom after the assembly,” Miss Tatiana continued. “And make sure Cáit and Brynhildur attend once they have properly attired themselves.”

“I won't,” Ava hissed. “This isn't right.”

“What will we do?” I asked.

“Find Miss Ursula,” Ava growled. “She has to be here somewhere.”

“With all your cooperation, our school can regain the prestige we have lost,” Miss Tatiana continued. “Now Miss Delilah has some words to share.”

A beautiful, raven-haired woman rose, striding to the podium. “I was so shocked when I arrived yesterday. This school shaped me into the woman I am today. I would never have attained anything without the discipline and restraint I learned in these pristine halls. You can all regain that discipline you've lost. It is why you came to this school. And I know none of you came here to be the plaything of that disgusting futa.”

“She's not disgusting!” I shouted, standing up and glaring at the woman. “She's amazing!”

“Miss Héloïse,” Miss Tatiana shouted. “You will sit down and be quiet.”

“No!” I objected. “This is our school! And we do not want it to change!”

“Yes,” Zakiya said, standing up. “We enjoy the sexual freedom Miss Ursula taught us.”

“What did you do with her?” Ava screeched. “Where is she? Did you hurt her?”

Miss Delilah shook her head as more and more of the normal students rose around us, voicing their objections. There were more of us than the prim and proper girls. We could take back our school and destroy these women. Some were unbuttoning their blouses, showing solidarity.

“Well, we can always reeducate you girls right here,” Delilah said into the microphone. Her hands went to her blouse. “Once you've had a taste, you'll be as obedient and proper as your classmates.”

I gaped in shock as the five alumni women bared their breasts. What was all this nonsense about proper behavior if they were just as ready to get wild as Miss Ursula? They fingered their nipples. It was hard to tell from the back, but something white leaked out of their nipples.

“Breast milk?” I gasped.

A great, wave of moaning washed across the student body, rippling like a wave as it spread from the women on stage. The moans were so full of lust and desire. And then it hit me. A heady, intoxicating scent filled my nose. My mouth watered. I had a powerful urge to stand up and go to the women, to drink of their milk.

I rose, not even conscious of it, my pussy suddenly exploding with juices, my excitement flooding down my thighs. Already the girls in the front were clamoring on to the stage, gasping and panting like sluts in heat. A pair latched on to Miss Delilah's breasts, suckling hard, consumed by the passion.

My body demanded I go up there and revel with the other girls. Those that suckled broke off into a heaving press, clothing ripped away as the schoolgirls fell on each other with a wild, orgiastic frenzy, licking, sucking, fingering, and fucking.

“But...Miss...Ursula...” I groaned, trying to fight against the tide. “I'm...hers...”

My love and desire for my futa-mistress warred with the compulsion to race up there. Zakiya and Ava moved forward in a daze, drawn to the intoxicating lust the women generated. I seized them, pulling them back.

“No!” I shouted, my voice barely heard over the din of schoolgirls panting in lust. “We're...Miss Ursula's!”

The lust shook from my mind. These women had done something to Miss Ursula. We had to help her. Zakiya ripped her eyes away from the stage. “Miss...Ursula...” Her voice was distant, like she struggled to remember.

“Our mistress,” I reminded them.

Ava let out a frustrated growl, jerking back into my arms. “We need to find her,” the German schoolgirl panted.

“Let's get out of here,” I nodded, pulling Zakiya, the Arab schoolgirl still entranced.

We reached the doors, slipping out of them and spilling into the hallway. Cáit and Brynhildur were racing up, the Icelandic slut dressed. The intoxicating scent wafted into the hallway and both schoolgirls let out a groan, racing for the door.

Ava seized Cáit, pulling her to us, but Brynhildur slipped by, bursting into the orgy. The door boomed shut and the heady lust suddenly left me. I stumbled and Zakiya collapsed, gasping for breath.

“What the fuck was that?” Cáit blinked.

“Something terrible is going on,” I told her. “The alumni have done something to the students. They're...consumed by lust. It's like an orgy in there.”

“So?” Cáit shrugged. “Sounds fun.”

“Yes, but what happens afterward? Some of the girls were acting all prim and proper, and they were talking about transforming us into demure women.”

“More importantly, they've done something with Miss Ursula!” Ava growled, the German schoolgirl's impressive breasts heaving.

“We need help,” I said, pulling my cell phone out of my skirt pocket and turned it on.

“Let's not stick around,” Cáit said, helping Zakiya to her feet. “Let's duck into a classroom.”

“Miss Serafina keeps hers unlocked,” Zakiya panted.

As we dashed down the hallway, I called Dr. Gwen.

To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “Futa Teacher Surprise”

I reached the door for the multipurpose room where the party planning committee was meeting. A sign was posted. “Please knock before entering. Party Planning Committee meeting in session.” It was so pretentious.

I giggled and knocked. Let the girls have their games.

“Come in,” a woman's throaty voice purred.

I grasped the doorknob, the metal cool in my hands, and opened it up. The door creaked as it swung open onto the meeting room. Like every room in the school, it had a grand, opulent feel about it. Miss Tatiana's School for Refined Ladies occupied a former palace in the Swiss Alps, and each room was made of stone, a grand window looking out at Lake Sarnen.

A cheap, plastic table, the type that could fold up, rested in the center of the room. Miss Tatiana stat at the head in a demure blouse, her platinum-blonde hair up in a severe bun. The other girls of the party planning committee also sat demurely, their blouses not snug, their skirts longer, their legs crossed. None were flirting or cuddling.

And sitting on the table's corner was a gorgeous woman with black hair, her tits almost falling out of her half-unbuttoned blouse, and a pair of sleek legs appeared from beneath a very short skirt. Her legs were parted just enough to show a shadowy promise of what lay beneath her thighs.

A flush of desire shot through me. My clit tingled, chubbing up a few inches. I wanted this woman, and I could see in her green eyes that she wanted me just as badly. Futas had that effect on women. They inhaled our pheromones and lost their minds with lust, wanting to possess us.

“You must be Miss Ursula,” the woman purred. “I'm Delilah, and your students were telling me such interesting stories about you.”

“They're all true,” I grinned.

“Oh, I hope they are,” Delilah giggled, throwing back her raven-black hair.

I glanced at the girls again. “Allana, why are you wearing such a conservative uniform? Was it for Delilah's sake?”

“No, Miss Ursula,” the English schoolgirl answered, giving me a polite smile. The normal hunger in her smile was gone. “Delilah reminded us that we're supposed to be pure, innocent girls, not sex-crazed slags.”

“There is nothing wrong with sex,” I said, striding forward, glaring at Delilah. “I've taught my girls to express their desires for each other.”

“But is that the right way to behave?” Delilah asked, her fingers stroking the slopes of her breasts. “To be sluts at all times?”

“We are creatures of lust,” I said, my clit throbbing. Delilah was gorgeous. I had to have her. I would have her. I would take her on the table and make her howl before my girls. Delilah would prove me right as she came over and over and my cock.

She would be my slut.

“But we also need to stay in control,” Delilah groaned, her voice growing more liquid. “They need to know their place. To be the demure wives and mistresses of powerful men.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Why do they need any man?” I demanded. “Women can love each other without the need to submit to their brutish lusts.”

Delilah let out a throaty purr. “But submitting to their brutish lusts can be such fun. I love the feel of my Peter's cock filling me up. He takes me with such animal power. Only a man fucking you, pounding your cunt, can make you really feel like a woman.”

The girls nodded at the table. What had she done to them?

“I can fuck you just as hard as a man,” I declared, pulling up my skirt and letting my clit expand into a full cock.

I groaned, stroking myself as the small, pink nub grew bigger, swelling up, the tip flanging into the wrinkled crown of a cock, complete with a slit that leaked clear precum. I shuddered, caressing the edge.

“Isn't that a gorgeous cock?” I asked as Delilah's green eyes fastened onto my shaft.

The other girls didn't gaze at my dick with unbridled lust. They should. I frowned, a sinking feeling growing. They were so different, like they were Stepford schoolgirls. Charlize's warning rang in my mind as Delilah reached out for my cock.

“You're a follower of Dionysus,” I gasped as her hand grasped me.

Delilah's smile grew. “I revel in the Bacchanal,” she purred. “A woman should only be a slut when her husband or master unleashes the orgy. Only when a woman is drunk of Dionysus's wine should she loose herself to her shameful, animalistic desires.”

Her fingers caressed the tip of my cock. I shuddered, a hot thrill passing through my body. I tried to pull away, to flee. This is what Charlize warned me about, but a strange lust gripped my body. This woman exuded sex, and my futa-cock had to taste her.

“I gave a taste of the Bacchanal to these girls, and they have made their choice.”

“It was so intense, Miss Ursula,” Allana purred. “We were wild. We lost ourselves to the lust. And now we can control ourselves.”

“We'll be pure for our future husbands or masters,” Rika, a brown-haired, Dutch schoolgirl smiled, her cute nose twitching.

“This isn't the way Aphrodite wants it,” I gasped as Delilah swallowed my cock.

If you want to read more, click here for Futa Teacher Surprise (Queen of the Futa Academy 3)!


Other Works by Reed James

Check out Reed James's catalog of hot, sexy erotica on Amazon! If you like cheating wives, swinging couples, futanari, or sexy lesbians, the there is a steamy erotica for you!

Futanari Coeds (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, College, Orgy, Cheating)

My Roommate's Futa Lover

Futa's Broken Heart

Saving My Futa Lover

Futanari Cheerleaders (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Cheerleaders, College)

Futa Shakes Her Pompoms

The Venus Squad

The Cheer Captain's Reward

Futa Struts Her Stuff

Futa's Honeypot

The Futas' Cheer

St. Futa College (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, College, Virgin, Nun)

Dress Code

Hands-On Lesson

Volleyball Fun

Pledging the Futa Sorority (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Virgin, Gender Swap, College)

Pledging Obedience

Sorority Fun

Initiating the Futa

Gender-Swapped Coed (Futa-on-Female, Gender Swap, Orgy, College)

Shopping with the Futa

Teaching the Futa

Assisting the Futa

The Futa Academy (Futa-on-Female, Virgin, Menage, College)

Futa's First Day

Dorm Mistress

Naughty Lesson

Futa Fertility Research (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Gender Swap, Impregnation)

Seducing the Futa Patrons

Gender Bending Experiments

Fertile Patient

Dominated at St. Futa College (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Menage, BDSM)

Dorm Submission

Discipline by Cop

Spanked in the Chapel

Queen of the Futa Academy (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Orgy, College)

Futa Teacher's Pets

The Headmistress

Futa Teacher Surprise

The New Queen

Naughty Futa Students

Futa Discipline

Queen of the Futa Dorm (Futa-on-female, BDSM, College)

Serving the Queen

Extra-Curricular Fun

Cheering the Futa

HuCow Futa College (Futa-on-Female, HuCow, Lactation, College, Spanking)

Disciplining the HuCow

HuCow Submission

Futa's Submissive HuCow

Futa College Exhibitionism (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Public Sex)

Innocence Displayed

Futa Innocent Passion

Locker Room Seductress

Naked Delight

Naked Menage

School Spirit Exhibitionism

HuCow & the Futa Doctor (Futa-on-Female, Medical Play, Adult Nursing)

HuCow Transformation

Innocent HuCow Seduction

HuCow Creamy Menage

Futanari Coach (Futa-on-Female, College, Virgin, Orgy)

Massaged by the Futa

Coached by the Futa

The Team's Futa Reward

Futa Coed Dorm (Futa-on-Female, MILF, Virgin, Gender Swap)

Married MILF Seduction

Taboo Coed Seduction

Gender Swap Seduction

Teacher Futa Seduction (Futa-on-Female, College, Teacher/Student)

Pregnant MILF Delight

Dominated by the Teacher

Lesbian Teachers Seduced

Futa Shifter Discovery (Futa-on-Futa, Shifter, Breeding, Gangbang)

The Futa Shifter's Seed

Futa Pregnant Exploration

Exploring the Futa Shifters

Gender-Swapped HuCow Education (Futa-on-Female, Gangbang, HuCow)

Taken by the Futa Team

Taken by the Futa Sorority

Taken by the Futa HuCows

Gender-Swapped Pledge (Futa-on-Female, College, Gender Swap)

Jordan's New Body

Jordan's New Desires

Jordan's New Passion

Gender-Swapped Cheater (Futa-on-Female, Gender-Swapped, Cuckolding)

Cuckolded by the Futa Ex

Futas' Wicked Plan

Gender-Swapped Frat


About the Author

Reed James is a thirty year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.

“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”

Check out his Amazon Author Page, follow him on twitter @NLPublications, like him on Facebook, and visit his blog where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks.

OEBPS/image_8.jpg
éis

@um@mﬂ-@






