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Naughty Excerpt from “Naughty Futa Students”

I dashed down the hallways of Miss Tatiana's School for Refined Ladies with my fellow pets. Zakiya, Ava, Cáit, and I were the four favorites of our missing futa-teacher, Miss Ursula. Our shoes smacked on the polished stone, echoing down the school's hallway as we raced to Miss Serafina's classroom to hide.

I found the number Miss Ursula had given me and hit dial. My heart thudded in fear as my phone rang.

“Hello,” a woman answered after a few rings. “Who is this?”

“I need your help!” I gasped in fear.

“Who is this?” the woman repeated again. “I don't recognize your number.”

“Is this Dr. Gwen?” I panted, talking and running was difficult.

“There's the classroom!” Ava shouted, her blonde pigtails flying about her. She was a busty, German schoolgirl, the epitome of the Bavarian milkmaid.

“I'm Dr. Gwen. What is going on? Why do you need my help?”

“I'm Héloïse.” My sides burned.

Cáit burst through Miss Serafina's door, exploding into the math teacher's classroom, her fiery-red hair trailing after her like she was a shooting star. Zakiya was next, the dusky, Arab schoolgirl pale with fright.

“Okay, Héloïse,” Dr. Gwen said, her voice calm and reasonable. “Calm down. You sound panicked.”

“I am,” I gasped, bursting into the classroom. Ava was last, and she slammed the door behind me, locking it. “I'm one of Miss Ursula's pets.”

“Has something happened to Ursula?” Concern entered Dr. Gwen's voice.

“Yes,” I gasped, fighting off a sob. “She's missing...and there's these women...and everything's going crazy...and our classmates...are...acting weird...” Tears trickled down my fair cheeks. I slumped to the floor, trembling in terror.

“You need to calm down,” Dr. Gwen said. “I'm having trouble understanding you with your accent.”

“Sorry,” I gasped, another shudder trembling through my body. I needed to calm down to help Miss Ursula. “These women, the alumni, showed up, and they want to make the school like it was before Miss Ursula arrived. All prim and proper, keeping us innocent and not allowing us to have fun. They...they must have done something to her.”

“Uh-huh. What else?”

“Well, they just created an orgy in the auditorium. They unbuttoned their blouses, and this powerful, intoxicating lust washed over everyone. We just managed to escape.”

“We? There are others with you?”

“Yes. I'm with three others. We're Miss Ursula's pets.”

“Yes, she's told me about you four. So...this scent made everyone go wild?”

“Yes,” I nodded.

“Sounds like the Bacchanal.”

I blinked. “You mean, from Greek mythology? That can't be true.”

“I'm afraid all the Greek gods are real. Miss Ursula worships Aphrodite.”

“I...” I frowned. I had known that, but it never seemed like Aphrodite was really real. She was more like God. Just an abstract concept than a real, divine being.

“Well, Dionysus is real. We learned he was moving against the futas. Help's on the way. The Venus Squad are experts at magic and fighting other gods.”

“Venus Squad? Are they superheroes?”

Dr. Gwen laughed. “Cheerleaders. But they won't be in Europe for a few hours.”

“So what do we do?”

“Hmm, let me think. Ideas, Charlize?”

Another woman, her voice distant, answered, “Make them futas.”

“I can't do that. They're in Europe.”

“Honey,” the second women laughed. “Just teach them the spell. They can cast it themselves.”

“But...we can't be futas. Miss Ursula wants us as her sexy pets,” I objected.

“Listen, sweetie, you can still be her pet, but more importantly, you need to start fighting back. Being futas will help.”

Ava, Cáit, and Zakiya all stared at me, lust burning in their eyes. We all wanted to be futas. But Miss Ursula was having fun being the only futa at school. I knew she planned on gifting all the graduating girls futa-cocks, but the four of us still had another year before then.

But what choice did we have?

“Okay.”

“Good,” Dr. Gwen said. “Get a piece of paper and write down these words.”

Ava found paper and a pencil on Miss Serafina's desk. I scrawled down the words in my flowing cursive and repeated them back to Dr. Gwen. “Perfect,” she answered. “That's really all I can do for you. I don't know the spells that well. You'll just have to manage. Hold out a few hours for the Venus Squad.”

“I think that orgy will last a few hours,” Charlize said in the background. “The Bacchanal are supposed to be long, and with so many women involved, it may buy you the breathing room you need.”

“Thank you Dr. Gwen and Miss Charlize,” I sighed.

“Dr. Charlize!”

“Er, sorry, Dr. Charlize.”

“Take care sweethearts. We'll try to contact the Venus Squad and let them know the situation has changed.”

The phone went dead.

I looked at my three other pets, then down at what I had written. “I guess we should do this.”

“Yep,” Cáit nodded, already unbuttoning her blouse. The Irish schoolgirl was the wildest of us. She didn't care what the consequences to our actions were.

“But...” Zakiya whispered. “We shouldn't do this without Miss Ursula's permission.”

“No choice,” Ava shrugged, her large breasts coming into view.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Naughty Futa Students

Héloïse

I dashed down the hallways of Miss Tatiana's School for Refined Ladies with my fellow pets. Zakiya, Ava, Cáit, and I were the four favorites of our missing futa-teacher, Miss Ursula. Our shoes smacked on the polished stone, echoing down the school's hallway as we raced to Miss Serafina's classroom to hide.

I found the number Miss Ursula had given me and hit dial. My heart thudded in fear as my phone rang.

“Hello,” a woman answered after a few rings. “Who is this?”

“I need your help!” I gasped in fear.

“Who is this?” the woman repeated again. “I don't recognize your number.”

“Is this Dr. Gwen?” I panted, talking and running was difficult.

“There's the classroom!” Ava shouted, her blonde pigtails flying about her. She was a busty, German schoolgirl, the epitome of the Bavarian milkmaid.

“I'm Dr. Gwen. What is going on? Why do you need my help?”

“I'm Héloïse.” My sides burned.

Cáit burst through Miss Serafina's door, exploding into the math teacher's classroom, her fiery-red hair trailing after her like she was a shooting star. Zakiya was next, the dusky, Arab schoolgirl pale with fright.

“Okay, Héloïse,” Dr. Gwen said, her voice calm and reasonable. “Calm down. You sound panicked.”

“I am,” I gasped, bursting into the classroom. Ava was last, and she slammed the door behind me, locking it. “I'm one of Miss Ursula's pets.”

“Has something happened to Ursula?” Concern entered Dr. Gwen's voice.

“Yes,” I gasped, fighting off a sob. “She's missing...and there's these women...and everything's going crazy...and our classmates...are...acting weird...” Tears trickled down my fair cheeks. I slumped to the floor, trembling in terror.

“You need to calm down,” Dr. Gwen said. “I'm having trouble understanding you with your accent.”

“Sorry,” I gasped, another shudder trembling through my body. I needed to calm down to help Miss Ursula. “These women, the alumni, showed up, and they want to make the school like it was before Miss Ursula arrived. All prim and proper, keeping us innocent and not allowing us to have fun. They...they must have done something to her.”

“Uh-huh. What else?”

“Well, they just created an orgy in the auditorium. They unbuttoned their blouses, and this powerful, intoxicating lust washed over everyone. We just managed to escape.”

“We? There are others with you?”

“Yes. I'm with three others. We're Miss Ursula's pets.”

“Yes, she's told me about you four. So...this scent made everyone go wild?”

“Yes,” I nodded.

“Sounds like the Bacchanal.”

I blinked. “You mean, from Greek mythology? That can't be true.”

“I'm afraid all the Greek gods are real. Miss Ursula worships Aphrodite.”

“I...” I frowned. I had known that, but it never seemed like Aphrodite was really real. She was more like God. Just an abstract concept than a real, divine being.

“Well, Dionysus is real. We learned he was moving against the futas. Help's on the way. The Venus Squad are experts at magic and fighting other gods.”

“Venus Squad? Are they superheroes?”

Dr. Gwen laughed. “Cheerleaders. But they won't be in Europe for a few hours.”

“So what do we do?”

“Hmm, let me think. Ideas, Charlize?”

Another woman, her voice distant, answered, “Make them futas.”

“I can't do that. They're in Europe.”

“Honey,” the second women laughed. “Just teach them the spell. They can cast it themselves.”

“But...we can't be futas. Miss Ursula wants us as her sexy pets,” I objected.

“Listen, sweetie, you can still be her pet, but more importantly, you need to start fighting back. Being futas will help.”

Ava, Cáit, and Zakiya all stared at me, lust burning in their eyes. We all wanted to be futas. But Miss Ursula was having fun being the only futa at school. I knew she planned on gifting all the graduating girls futa-cocks, but the four of us still had another year before then.

But what choice did we have?

“Okay.”

“Good,” Dr. Gwen said. “Get a piece of paper and write down these words.”

Ava found paper and a pencil on Miss Serafina's desk. I scrawled down the words in my flowing cursive and repeated them back to Dr. Gwen. “Perfect,” she answered. “That's really all I can do for you. I don't know the spells that well. You'll just have to manage. Hold out a few hours for the Venus Squad.”

“I think that orgy will last a few hours,” Charlize said in the background. “The Bacchanal are supposed to be long, and with so many women involved, it may buy you the breathing room you need.”

“Thank you Dr. Gwen and Miss Charlize,” I sighed.

“Dr. Charlize!”

“Er, sorry, Dr. Charlize.”

“Take care sweethearts. We'll try to contact the Venus Squad and let them know the situation has changed.”

The phone went dead.

I looked at my three other pets, then down at what I had written. “I guess we should do this.”

“Yep,” Cáit nodded, already unbuttoning her blouse. The Irish schoolgirl was the wildest of us. She didn't care what the consequences to our actions were.

“But...” Zakiya whispered. “We shouldn't do this without Miss Ursula's permission.”

“No choice,” Ava shrugged, her large breasts coming into view.

I leaned in, kissing Zakiya on the lips. A tremble passed through the Arab schoolgirl, but it faded as she kissed me back. My hands reached out, unbuttoning her blouse. I worked them down bit by bit, our tongues fencing together. She was such a sweet, delicious girl.

Her fingers reached out, fumbling at the buttons of my blouse. Her fingers worked down bit-by-bit, exposing more and more of my small breasts. The cotton fabric of my blouse rubbed on my hard, pink nipples as Zakiya worked, sending sparks of electricity shooting down to my dripping pussy.

I broke the kiss, pushing her unbuttoned blouse off her shoulders, revealing her dusky breasts topped with brown nipples. They were hard and cute as a button. I leaned down, nipping and sucking on one. She giggled as she slipped my blouse off.

“Okay, let's do this,” Zakiya purred as I nibbled on her chocolate nub. Her fingers ran through my black hair. “Mmm, Héloïse, you always know how to make me feel better.”

I let go of her nipple. “Because I love you, Zakiya.”

She smiled at me. “Really?”

“I love you, Miss Ursula, Ava, and even Cáit.”

“Oh, thanks,” Cáit said, rolling her green eyes. “I'm sooo glad you consider me an afterthought.”

I reached out, seizing Cáit's large tit and pulling her to me. “No matter how much you exasperate me, I do love you, Cáit.” I kissed her startled lips, thrusting my tongue in deep.

Ava hugged the pair of us, her pillowy tits pressing against my side. She nuzzled in, our lips meeting in a threeway kiss. Zakiya wormed in on the other side, and then the four of us were kissing and moaning, sharing our love. The only person missing was Miss Ursula.

We had to save her.

“Okay, skirts off, sluts,” I announced, breaking away. “And let's cast this spell.”

I stood, wiggling out of my red-and-green tartan skirt, the fabric sliding off my slim hips. The other three did the same, revealing their shaved, youthful pussies. I gazed at my barely-legal, schoolgirl lovers and grinned.

We knelt side-by-side, Cáit at one end, then Ava, Zakiya, and me at the other. Our breasts rose and fell as our enticement mounted. Zakiya held the paper, and we all leaned over to read my beautiful script.

In unison, we chanted: “Oh, great Goddess! Light of womanhood, the most beautiful, perfect being in all creation, I come before you desiring to join your Sisterhood. I fervently wish for your divine gift and ask that you judge me worthy and choose me to be your disciple! Grant me admittance into your sacred sisterhood, Goddess of Love and Beauty!”

An electric energy filled the room. I shuddered, the hairs on my body standing up, my nipples tingling, and a hot flush rippled through my pussy. The lights flickered on for a moment. The air roiled before us, forming into the shape of a busty woman. She moved before us, a hard, futa-dick thrusting from her groin.

Cáit was first, the redhead leaning in and opening her mouth, swallowing Aphrodite's cock like a champ. The Irish schoolgirl moaned, her green eyes shooting wide as a shudder raced through her body. Her big tits quivered as she convulsed.

A cock swelled from her crotch, thrusting up hard and proud. The tip throbbed dark-red and then white cum fountained in several pulses, splattering the stone floor.

“Damn,” Cáit moaned, slumping onto her back as she shuddered in bliss.

Aphrodite moved onto Ava, the German schoolgirl's huge tits jiggling as she leaned in and sucked the cock. My pussy clenched in excitement as Ava sprouted a thick cock and shot a load of cum onto the ground. Zakiya squealed in delight as she opened her mouth to suck on Aphrodite's dick. The Arab schoolgirl's shaft was dusky, the tip dark, but her cum was pure white.

The Goddess stepped before me.

My heart fluttering, I leaned forward, opening my mouth, and worshiped my new Goddess. Her tip was wide, throbbing, and then she flooded my mouth with salty energy. I trembled, swallowing the Goddess's love. It swept through me, changing my body, erasing all the small blemishes and imperfections, making me into the perfect woman.

And then the heat gathered at my clit. I shuddered as my shaft swelled, thrusting up thick before me. My tip itched, the pressure growing inside me. I moaned about Aphrodite's dick as I came, my pussy squirting juices and my cock spraying cum. I fell back in a daze, the Goddess vanishing as my orgasm shuddered through me.

“Oh, damn,” Cáit panted, sitting up, a hard cock thrusting before her. “This is amazing.” She stroked her cock, shuddering as she squeezed out the last gob of precum.

Ava was on her, bending over and sucking the tip of Cáit's dick between her lips. The Irish schoolgirl let out a purring moan, shuddering as she was ravished by Ava's hungry mouth. Ava shifted, kneeling before us and presenting her ass, her pussy lips framed between her thighs, and a thick cock dangling between her legs.

“That's so beautiful,” Zakiya purred, staring with undisguised lust at Ava's naked ass and cock. “Oh, wow.”

“Yes, it is,” I panted, my cock throbbing. I needed to stick it in something. All thoughts of helping Miss Ursula were lost to the new passion my cock churned. I was so horny. I had to fuck. I moved, kneeling behind Ava, and ran my finger through her juicy pussy.

“Oh, yes, fuck her hard,” Cáit purred, pinching her freckled tits as Ava bobbed her head. “Give it to the slut. She's just begging to be fucked.”

I shoved a finger into Ava's pussy. She was hot and juicy. I pumped my finger a few times, shuddering in delight as Ava's hungry sheath sucked and pulled, eager to be filled. My cock throbbed, demanding to experience its first taste of pussy.

I ripped my finger out, grasped my cock, and guided it to the hungry hole of her pussy. I smeared it up and down on the pussy lips, shuddering in delight as her velvety flesh caressed me. I pushed in, her pussy sucking at my dick. I groaned, my body shaking.

“That's it, baby,” I panted. “Mmm, you're so hot.”

Slowly, I inched into her flesh, savoring her tight, wet hole. Her pussy squeezed down on my shaft, massaging me with her wet silk. I shuddered, my own cunt squeezing in delight, flooding juices down my thighs.

“What does it feel like?” Zakiya asked, pressing up behind me, her hard cock nudging the cheeks of my ass as she hugged me. Her hands found my small breasts, fingering my nipples. The electricity shot down my body, racing up my cock to the very tip. “What does a woman's cunt feel like wrapped around your big dick?”

“Heaven,” I groaned, my dick sliding all the way inside her. Ava groaned around Cáit's dick, pushing her hips back. “She so hot and tight. Every bit I move sends delight shooing up my cock. Oh, Zakiya, you have to experience it.”

She shifted, sliding her cock across my asscheeks. The tip of her dick slid into my crack. I gasped as she nudged my sphincter. I clenched it, burning sensations shooting through me. I loved it when Miss Ursula fucked my ass. I bet Zakiya's cock would feel just as amazing.

“Do it,” I grasped. “Fuck my ass while I pound Ava's cunt.”

“Yes,” Zakiya breathed, her hips thrusting forward. A shudder ran through my body as my bowels expanded to engulf her cock. I pushed back, shaking in delight as her cock wormed deeper and deeper into my tight ass. “Oh, Aphrodite! It's so wonderful! Oh, your ass is amazing. My cock...oh, yes!”

Zakiya hugged me tight, her hips working her dick in and out of me. I shuddered, joining her rhythm, fucking Ava as Zakiya fucked me. It was slow, our hips undulating as we savored the new sensations of our cocks.

I reached around Ava's hips, grasping her dick with my hand and stroking it with the rhythm of our fucking. My hand slid up and down her cock, her shaft throbbing in my hand. Every time I brushed her tip, her pussy clenched down on my own shaft, the pleasure increasing inside me.

Zakiya's cock reaming my ass sent shudders of hot, burning delight through me, mixing in my core. The pleasure demanded my hips pump faster. Our rhythm picked up as we fucked each other harder. Ava moaned and purred, pushing her hips back as she noisily bobbed her head on Cáit's thick cock.

“Damn, Héloïse,” Cáit purred. “Fuck the little slut. Her moans are making my cock vibrate. Oh, shite, it's amazing! Fuck her fanny! Make the little slag howl.”

“Yes,” Zakiya moaned, her fingers pinching my nipples, her breath hot on my neck. “Oh, yes! Fuck us both harder! Work that ass up and down my dick. Oh, Aphrodite, thank you! This is so wonderful! I love it! I love having a cock!”

“Fuck, yes!” gasped Cáit, her hips thrusting up. She pinched and pulled at her nipples. “It's the best! Fuck, fuck, fuck!”

Cáit's body quivered as she came. Ava's pussy clenched hard on my cock as she drank down the thick loads of the schoolgirl's cum. The pleasure swelled in me, my hips fucking harder. I thrust deep into Ava's cunt as Zakiya pumped her cock faster and faster out of my ass, her flesh slapping into my butt.

“Fuck, that's delicious,” Ava moaned, popping her mouth off Cáit's dick. She threw a look over her shoulder at us. “Fuck me! Pound my naughty cunt! I need it so bad! Oh, yes! Oh, fucking yes! Pound me! Make me cream!”

Cáit slid beneath Ava's body, her mouth latching onto the end of Ava's cock. I brushed her bobbing lips with my pumping hand. I let go of the cock as Ava shuddered, pushing her pussy back into my cock harder.

“Fuck!” Ava gasped. “You nasty slut! Suck my cock while Héloïse pounds my cunt.” Ava let out a purring moan, her blonde pigtail's flying.

I seized a pigtail, jerking hard. Ava's blue eyes twinkled as I pounded her harder. Her pussy tightened on my cock. She shuddered, her sheath writhing about my cock as she trembled and screamed. Cáit slurped and swallowed Ava's cum shooting out of her cock.

It was so intense. Ava's pussy caressed my cock. The itch grew at the tip. My body shuddered in anticipation.

“Yes!” I hissed. “I'm gonna flood your cunt!”

“Do it!” she demanded. “Give me your hot cum! Flood my pussy! I need it! Oh, yes! You fucking whore! Flood my pussy, Héloïse!”

I slammed into her.

My ass clenched on Zakiya's hammering cock.

My dick throbbed.

I gasped and screamed as my cum pumped out of me. Wave after wave of bliss shuddered through me. I arched my back, pressing into Zakiya's small breasts. The Arab slut squeezed my nipples as Ava's pussy milked every drop of cum out of my body.

The waves of pleasure slammed into my mind. My pussy flooded another wave of juices down my thighs. My ass massaged Zakiya's cock. She thrust deep into me, moaning into the nape of my neck. The air was filled with the heady scent of cum and pussies, that wonderful perfume of sex. I was drunk on the lust.

Zakiya gasped into my ear, “You're so hot, Héloïse. Oh, yes! So hot!”

Her cock slammed into the depths of my bowels. Her cum was a hot flood. I shuddered as I savored her cum pouring into me. Her fingers pinched my nipples as she creamed me. My pleasure reached its height.

And then the four of us collapsed into a sweaty heap.

My cock was still hard.

“We have time for more fun?” Cáit moaned as she fell atop me, thrusting her cock into my pussy.

“Yes,” I gasped. My lusts needed to be satiated.

Zakiya's dirty cock entered my mouth, sour with my ass while Ava slammed her cock into Zakiya's pussy. I had a close up view of Zakiya's pink pussy lips parting to accommodate the girth of Ava's cock. Juices dripped down on my face. I moaned, sucking harder.

The four of us were consumed by the lusts of our new futa-cocks. We gasped and heaved together. We stuck our cocks into whatever holes we could. I drank cum from cocks, pussies, and assholes. We slurped and sucked, our bodies becoming absolutely drenched in cum and pussy juices.

I had a cock shoved in my ass and pussy at the same time, savoring the depraved delight. I enjoyed each of my lovers' asses while another cock fucked their pussies, our dicks caressing as we reveled in each other's slutty bodies.

After hours of fucking, we collapsed into a heavy pile.

“Oh, fuck,” I groaned, my lusts finally bleeding away.

“I think we got carried away,” giggled Zakiya

I looked at Zakiya, dried cum smeared across her face and tits. “I think so.”

Cáit stood up, the Irish slut's cock shrinking back beneath her skirt. Her freckled tits had fresh cum from my cock dribbling down in thick lines. “We need to find Miss Ursula.”

“Yeah,” I panted, my legs rubbery as I rose. I wanted to just sleep after the orgy we had. Cum leaked out of my ass and pussy. “Let's get going.”

*   *   *

Dr. Gwen

“Poor Ursula,” I moaned when I hung up, turning to my naked wife. “This is so bad.”

“It'll be fine,” Charlize said, giving me a hug. “We need to call Georgia and let her know what they're walking into.”

“Right,” I nodded, grabbing my phone. I found her number and dialed. It didn't ring, but went straight to her voice mail. Her phone was off because...

“She's flying,” I groaned. “She doesn't have her phone on with her.”

“You better leave her a message,” Charlize said. “When they land, they'll need to know.”

“Hey, Georgia, this is Gwen. I just heard from a student at the school. The Dionysus followers have taken over. You're walking into a mess. Ursula is missing. I hope you know how to fight them. Charlize and I will help in any way we can.”

“How?” Charlize mouthed.

I shrugged. “So, call us when you land. We'll try to do some research here.”

Charlize raced over to her laptop, typing away.

“Okay, well, um, bye. And good luck. Aphrodite is with you.”

I hung up and walked over to my wife. “What do you think?”

“I have no idea. But she mentioned the Bacchanal. I bet that's the key.”

“I'll call Denise.” She was our assistant. “She's has a major in classic literature. Maybe she knows something.”

“Good idea,” Charlize nodded, clicking on links and reading what she found.

I dialed Denise, my body trembling. My best friend was in trouble and I was half-a-world away. A helpless abyss yawned beneath me, trying to pull me down. I pushed that aside. They're had to be something we could learn to help the Venus Squad.

“Hey, Denise. I need to know everything about the Bacchanal and how to stop it right now.”

*   *   *

Miss Ursula

I woke up bound.

I struggled, my wrists shaking as I fought against my restraints. I tried to open my mouth to cry for help, but sticky, foul-tasting duct tape sealed my lips tight. Panic filled me, a violent spasm rocked my body as I tried to move, but the strips of duct tape wrapped about my wrists, ankles, and torso were too tight.

I blinked my eyes, struggling to look around.

I was in Miss Tatiana's office, lying in the center of the room. What was going on? Why was I tied up?

Yesterday flooded back to me.

Miss Delilah, the beautiful, raven-haired alumni had turned out to be a follower of Dionysus. She had used her breast milk to inflame my lust until I could only fuck her over and over. I came so much, all the lusts pouring out of my body.

She had left me satiated and exhausted. I hadn't the strength to do anything since. I struggled at my bonds, ignoring the lethargy that still weighed me down. I needed to get out. I needed to stop Delilah from poisoning the minds of my girls.

From corrupting my four pets.

I pictured Héloïse, Cáit, Zakiya, and Ava's beautiful faces. My four pets. I loved them so much. I wanted to knock them up. I wanted them to be at my side as I ruled this school, savoring new virgins with them every year.

I had been the queen of this school, but Delilah had dethroned me. A great anger filled me. How dare she dethrone me? How dare she attack a member of the Aphrodite Sisterhood? Once I was free, I would call on the Venus Squad to drive out the man-loving skank.

My skin crawled. That's what Dionysus wanted. This school was a factory to churn out women for their Bacchanal. Beautiful, outwardly demure, the perfect wives and concubines of the powerful men that worshiped Dionysus.

My girls deserved better than to have some filthy man touching them.

I struggled with my bonds, pulling at the tape that bound me. I groaned, squirming my wrists. The tape seemed to give a bit, pulling away from my skin. I worked harder, bucking my body. My anger fueled me.

It was time to reclaim my school.

I worked my jaw, my lips burning as the tape peeled away. I rubbed my face on the corner, prying up a loose end. I grit my teeth against the pain as I freed my lips. I sucked in a breath, able to breathe easier through my mouth. I licked my lips, ignoring the sticky residue.

I worked harder at my wrists, sliding them back and forth. Every movement gave me more freedom. Hope burned. I could do this. I could get free and take the fight to Delilah. I had experienced her lust. I could fight it.

Hopefully.

The tape ripped away, my hands free.

A woman spoke outside the office door.

My heart fell. I wasn't free enough. People spoke and the door suddenly shook. I jumped in surprise. A woman shouted. Shoes squeaked. The door rattled again. I frowned, sitting up. What was going on out there?

The door burst open. Rika, the brainwashed schoolgirl that had been guarding me, stumbled in. The Dutch beauty caught herself on a heavy, wooden chair before Miss Tatiana's desk, turning to face the doorway.

“You'll be in so much trouble,” Rika hissed. “You'll earn demerits.”

“Miss Ursula!”

I knew that voice. Zakiya, my dusky, Arab schoolgirl burst into the room, her naked body hurtling towards me. She hugged me and kissed my face over and over, murmuring how much she loved me. Three other girls entered, each equally naked, Héloïse at the front, the French beauty streaked with dried cum.

They all were. They looked like they had been gangbanged.

“Miss Tatiana and Miss Delilah will be displeased,” Rika whined as the three girls advanced.

I blinked in surprise as futa-cocks bloomed from my pets.

“What?” I gasped as Zakiya began ripping the duct tape from my naked body. “Where did you get those?”

“Dr. Gwen taught us,” Zakiya whispered. “She said we might need them.”

I nodded my head as Rika backed against the desk, recoiling from my futa-pets. They were so sexy with their cocks. My pussy itched, my lusts returned. I guess Delilah hadn't sapped all my lusts away.

“Mmm, you're so cute, Rika,” Héloïse purred in her sexy, French lilt.

“I always thought so,” agreed Ava, her blonde pigtails spilling about her heavy breasts. She stroked her cock. “I bet you're just dying to be fucked.”

“I'm not,” Rika huffed. “I'm a pure, demure woman. The way we're supposed to be. I don't get horny anymore. The Bacchanal keeps my disgusting lusts in check.”

“What have they done to you?” Cáit demanded. “There is nothing disgusting about a woman enjoying their desires. It doesn't make us filthy just because we're horny. It just makes us human.”

“Yes,” Héloïse nodded. “Our bodies were made to experience pleasure.” She reached out, caressing Rika's trembling face. “Don't you want to feel pleasure?”

“No!” Rika snapped.

I blinked in surprise. A woman should be putty in the hands of one futa, let alone three. Delilah's magic was strong.

“I think you should get naked with us,” Ava moaned, her hands reaching out to unbutton Rika's blouse.

“No!” she hissed, pushing Ava's hands away.

“Fuck this,” Cáit snarled, seized Rika's blouse, and ripped it open, buttons popping off. Rika's round breasts clad by her plain, white bra spilled out. “How disgusting. You're eighteen, Rika. You don't need a bra. Your tits are perky enough.”

“Please,” Rika moaned as Héloïse reached behind her and unclasped her bra.

Ava pulled it off, Cáit holding the struggling Rika's arms. “Stop fighting, slag,” Cáit purred.

“You'll enjoy this,” Héloïse whispered, pinching her nipples. “We'll set you free. I promise.”

The little nipple hardened beneath Héloïse's touch. “Please,” Rika panted. “Stop.”

“Why?” Ava purred. “I think you like it.”

“Don't you want to fuck a futa?” Cáit moaned.

“No!”

“Come on, Rika,” Héloïse moaned as Ava bent over and suckled on Rika's other nipple. “You loved Miss Ursula's futa-cock. “Don't you want to experience that bliss again?”

“No! Only a filthy slut would want to fuck a futa! I'm a pure woman now!”

Zakiya ripped off the last tape from my body. She held me tight, her hard futa-cock rubbing on my belly. I wrapped my arms around her, holding the trembling schoolgirl, my hands roaming her silky skin. My own clit throbbed and sprouted into a futa-dick, pressing against hers.

“Are you so pure?” Cáit purred, pulling up her tartan skirt. “You're nipples are hard.”

“I can't control that,” Rika blushed. “You're playing with them.”

“And it excites you,” Héloïse moaned, nipping Rika's ear. “Doesn't it? You just want to feel our thick cocks reaming your body, don’t you?”

“I don't!”

Cáit pulled up Rika's skirt, revealing her panties. The Irish schoolgirl ran her finger down Rika's plain panties, disappearing between her thighs. Rika sucked in her breath, squirming under my pet's sensual touches.

“Aren't they sexy?” moaned Zakiya in my ear. “I'm getting sooo wet, Miss Ursula.”

“And so hard,” I grinned as she squirmed atop me, our hard cocks sliding together.

“Definitely hard,” she giggled, her hand sliding up to my breast, fingering my hard nipple.

“Is she getting wet?” Héloïse asked Cáit.

Cáit grinned. “The little slag's fanny is hot. Moisture's beading through her panties. I think she likes our touch.”

“I don't,” Rika moaned as Cáit shoved the gusset of her panties so the side and thrust a finger into Rika's pussy. The Dutch schoolgirl's eyes widened and she let out a deep moaned. “Please, stop. You can't touch me there.”

“But you're so wet,” Cáit moaned. “Your fanny's sucking at my finger. You're so horny. Just admit you want our hard cocks reaming your pussy.”

“Admit it,” Héloïse moaned as Ava suckled louder at Rika's nipples. Héloïse took Rika's hand, guiding it down to the French schoolgirl's throbbing dick. “See? Doesn't that feel wonderful? Don't you want to feel my shaft buried in your pussy?”

I groaned. My pets were so sexy. “I want to feel your shaft in me, Zakiya,” I whispered.

My Arab schoolgirl's eyes widened. “Really, Miss Ursula?”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned. “I'm so wet. I need it. Fuck me with your beautiful cock.”

Zakiya kissed me as I spread my legs. She shifted her hips, her cock sliding down between my legs to nudge at my pussy. She thrust, her cock missing the hole. Her hips pumped, eager to be in me, her tongue wiggling hot into my mouth.

“Patience,” I whispered, breaking the kiss and reaching down to grab her cock as she kept sliding it around my pussy. I guided it to my pussy's entrance. “There.”

“Thank you, Miss Ursula,” she panted and buried into me.

I let out a liquid moan, my cock throbbing, pinned between our stomachs as she made love to me. Her cock was thick, sliding in and out of me. I shuddered and bucked into her passionate thrusts, my Arab schoolgirl gasping in delight.

“Look at them,” Héloïse purred to Rika. “You can have that same bliss. Just ask for our cocks.”

Rika's face twisted. Her hand stroked Héloïse's cock. She shuddered, her eyes widening in shock. “I want it. Oh, yes, I do.” Her eyes widened. “You're right. My body was made for this. Why was I so ashamed?”

“Because they made you feel ashamed,” I moaned as Zakiya hammered my cunt with her wonderful dick. “They made you feel like a dirty whore, when you're really a sexy woman. Never be ashamed of your body's desires.”

“I want to be fucked!” Rika shouted. “Fuck me! Shove those wonderful, thick futa-cocks in me!”

Cáit pulled Rika down to the floor, the Dutch schoolgirl impaling herself on the thick cock, her hips writhing as she fucked away. Ava seized her head, slamming her futa-cock down Rika's throat, muffling her screams as Héloïse fell to her knees.

I had the perfect view of Héloïse's thick cock stretching open Rika's ass while Cáit's cock worked in and out of Rika's pussy. Héloïse's own pussy clenched as she thrust into Rika's bowels, then relaxed as she drew back. Over and over, the pink pussy clenched and relaxed as Héloïse hammered Rika's ass.

Zakiya gasped and grunted as she fucked me. The pleasure swelled inside me. The tip of my cock ached as it was massaged by her stomach, and my pussy burned in delight, growing hotter every time Zakiya's thick dick buried into my depths.

My body shuddered.

“I'm gonna cum, Zakiya,” I gasped. “Oh, you wonderful futa! Oh, yes! I love you so much!”

Zakiya gasped in delight and slammed into my pussy.

My pleasure exploded. Waves of delight shot through my body, reaching the tip of my cock. My entire body writhed as my cum squirted out in hot, powerful pulses. My feet drummed on the carpet floor as my pussy massaged Zakiya's dick.

“Oh, Miss Ursula, your pussy feels amazing! Oh, yes!”

“Cum in me,” I hissed in her ear. “Let me feel your hot jizz flood my pussy.”

Zakiya slammed into my depths, her body shuddering, and then delight burst inside me. Her cum pumped into my pussy. I shuddered and savored every second of it. Zakiya collapsed on me, panting and mewling, nuzzling my neck.

We watched Héloïse, Ava, and Cáit fuck Rika to a screaming orgasm as I began to plan our next move.

*   *   *

Delilah

The Bacchanal was winding down. I hadn't planned on turning the assembly into one wild orgy, but those defiant girls drove me to it. My senses were finally returning, the wild lusts burning away. The entire student body would be ours now. They had their lusts purged and could be demure, proper women for weeks now. Months even without any men around.

I stood up, searching for my clothes. A horde of girls were doing the same, suddenly bashful by their sudden nakedness. I found my purse next to my discarded dress and underwear. I pulled on my panties and bra, then opened up my purse and found my phone.

There were five messages from Peter. I winced. “Hello, Master,” I said when he picked up.

“What is going on?”

“We have the student body under our control, Sir,” I reported. “We had a Bacchanal with the entire body. We...were distracted the last few hours.”

“Well, the Venus Squad flew out from Seattle last night. They'll be arriving in Zurich in an hour. Send Fleur and Sinéad along with a dozen girls in a limo. When they arrive, lure them into the limo and incapacitate them.”

“Yes, sir,” I panted, snapping my fingers at Fleur and Sinéad as they dressed. “Is there anything else, sir?”

“No. You're doing great, Delilah. You and your fellow concubines are making me so powerful. I hope you've selected candidates to become my next group of concubines.”

“There are many promising candidates here, Master,” I beamed. “I'm so happy we helped your advancement. I wish you were here.”

“Me, too.” Athena didn't want any men setting foot on this campus, and since Miss Tatiana served the virgin goddess, we had to obey those strictures. “This is all about to be over.”

Peter hung up.

Fleur and Sinéad gathered a dozen gorgeous schoolgirls and headed out of the halls as I straightened up. It was time to deal with the futa. I strolled with Lize, Sylvianne, and a group of schoolgirls trooping after us to Miss Tatiana's office.

Rika wasn't guarding the door. My heart beat faster. I rushed forward, pushing it open. The office reeked of sex. Wet spots stained the carpet strewn with torn duct tape. Miss Ursula escaped. I touched one of the wet spots.

Still warm.

“We just missed her,” I hissed. “Have the girls begin searching the school!”

“Yes,” Lize gasped.

I stood up. It didn't matter. I was still in charge of this school. What could one futa do to stop us?

*   *   *

Georgia

I turned my phone on as we cleared customs, stretching after the long flight to France. I had tried to sleep, but it was hard. I yawned as we came down the escalator, my wife leaning against me. The rest of the Venus Squad stumbling behind us.

My phone chirped with messages, texts, Facebook updates, and more. It had been twelve hours without any contact. I groaned as I began to sort through them. I had a miss call from Dr. Gwen along with a voicemail from her.

I was about to listen to it when I noticed twelve sexy schoolgirls holding signs that read: “Welcome, Venus Squad.” Each girl was sexy in their tartan skirts and tight, white blouses. My clit stirred and I grinned, leading my wife forward.

“Damn, that's a sexy greeting,” Raven giggled behind me.

Two older women, still absolutely beautiful, walked forward. The busty blonde said, “I'm Miss Fleur, a teacher at Miss Tatiana's. Miss Ursula was told you were coming and sent us ahead to pick you up.”

“Mmm, and aren't you all beautiful,” my wife Portia purred, reaching out to caress a Scandinavian blonde's face.

“Of course, feel free to enjoy myself, Miss Sinéad, and our girls on the trip to the school,” Miss Fleur purred. “Miss Ursula wants to make sure you are fully satiated.”

I slipped my phone into my purse. Dr. Gwen's message could wait as we followed these siren schoolgirls to a waiting limo.

To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “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.”
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