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Futa Discipline


Naughty Excerpt from “Futa Discipline”

Rika shuddered and moaned as her futa-cock erupted, fountaining onto the store rooms floor. The spirit of Aphrodite departed, and the newest futa collapsed in a heap. The Dutch schoolgirl rolled onto her back, stroking her cock, a big smile on her face.

“Wow, that was amazing,” she purred.

“I know,” I told her, helping her to her feet. I looked at the other futas. “This is what we have to do to every girl we overcome. We need to fuck them, break the spell Dionysus cast on them, and transform them into futas.”

“Right,” Héloïse nodded. She was one of my four pets, my favorite students. All my pets were futas now, and they had used their futa-cocks to save me. Héloïse was a French beauty, black hair framing a doll's face.

“We'll fuck the prudishness right out of those slags,” cheered Cáit, my Irish pet. Her fiery-red hair fell about big, freckled tits.

Zakiya, my Arab pet, gave me a hug, burying her face into my bleached-blonde hair. Her small breasts and hard cock rubbed against me. “We'll do it, Miss Ursula.”

“How can they resist these?” Ava, my German schoolgirl pet, asked, hefting her large, pillowy tits. The blonde beauty was the bustiest girl in school.

“I know I can't,” Cáit giggled, giving one of Ava's tits a squeeze.

“Let's spread out, girls,” I whispered. “Héloïse and Rika, Ava and Cáit, and I'll take Zakiya.”

The Arab schoolgirl hugged me tighter, letting out a happy squeal. She was such a dusky-skinned innocent. Ava and Cáit slipped out of the storeroom first, with Héloïse and Rika hot on their heels. I took Zakiya's hand, pulling away from her hug.

“Ready?”

She nodded to me, “Yes, Miss Ursula.”

We slipped out, padding towards the racket ball courts. My heart beat as our bare feet slapped on the polished wood of the gymnasium's basketball court. Unlike many of the buildings on the ground, this one wasn't part of the original, Renaissance palace, but had been built in the late thirties.

Shoes squeaked ahead. “Let's search in here!” a girl shouted. “It's the perfect place to hide.”

The Dionysian women had noticed my escape and must have sent the entire student body to hunt us down. This would be difficult. I pushed Zakiya into a drinking fountain alcove and put my finger to her lips.

She nodded her head, her dusky face pale, and her small breasts rising. I padded across the hallway, pressing up between two blocks of metal lockers lining the wall. I seized my cock, pulling it against my stomach so it didn't stick out around the lockers.

My heart beat faster as the schoolgirls approached.

Shouts echoed through the building, excited and loud.

“Come on,” a girl shouted. “They must have spotted Miss Ursula.”

The approaching schoolgirls went into a jog, their feet slapping as they raced towards us. I stepped out at the last second, catching Elisabeta in my arms and pushing her against the locker, the metal clanging. She let out a gasp of surprise as I pinned her.

“What? Miss Ursula!” she gasped. “Let me go!”

I kissed her, working my mouth against her lips. She struggled, fighting her lusts, but I knew I could kindle them. Hands seized me, trying to pull me away, fingernails biting into my skin. Zakiya leaped into the fray, grabbing a petite, Chinese schoolgirl named Qiu off of me and pushing her against the locker.

Zakiya worked quickly, hiking up Qiu's skirt and shoving her white panties to the side. The Chinese schoolgirl gasped in shock as Zakiya buried her cock into her pussy from behind. I did the same, sliding into Elisabeta's hot pussy. The Portuguese schoolgirl gasped, her tight sheath squeezing down on my cock.

“Miss Ursula!” she moaned. “Oh, please stop! You're fucking me! You can't do that!”

“You know you like it,” I groaned. “You're pussy's getting so wet. You always loved it when I fucked you before.”

“I...”

“Let her go!” the third girl shouted. “Let her go, slag!”

Blonde Allana pried at me as I pounded Elisabeta. I shot out my hand, shoving it between Allana's thighs. She let out a gasp as I rubbed her pussy. She shuddered and moaned as I plowed Elisabeta, the fight relaxing out of Allana.

“Bloody hell, that's nice,” Allana gasped. “Oh, yes! Miss Ursula, you always did know where to touch my fanny to make me purr.”

“Allana,” Elisabetta gasped in shock, her pussy squeezing down on my cock. “We're supposed to be pure.”

“Fuck that shite,” gasped the English schoolgirl as I slipped my fingers into her panties and rubbed at her wet pussy directly. “Oh, yes!”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Futa Discipline

Georgia

“It's so nice of Miss Ursula to provide us with such pleasant company,” Raven laughed as we piled into the back of the limo. It was cramped with twelve nubile schoolgirls, eight futas, and two teachers, but that just made it cozy.

“Yes,” I grinned, a schoolgirl beauty on my lap, my hand sliding up her leg and pressing between her thighs.

This trip to Europe was turning into a real blast. We were here to investigate Dionysus and any potential attacks on the futas. Protecting the futas of Aphrodite was the job of the Venus Squad, and it did have its perks.

Brynhildur, the blonde schoolgirl let out a throaty moan as I pushed my hand between her thighs, fingering her wet snatch. She shuddered and gasped as my fingers worked deeper into her pussy. Her hand squeezed my own breast, my breast milk leaking out.

I hadn't been lactating long. On the flight over, we had cast the ritual to gain breast milk. It was hot having two futas fuck you and cum in you, the energy flooding your body and shooting right to your breasts. My nipples grew bigger, and I had a creamy treat to enjoy.

It was necessary to fight off the control of Dionysus's wine. There was a spell we could cast before taking on any Dionysus's followers.

I groaned as Brynhildur's fingers pinched my nipple through my cheerleader top, the milk flowing out. “You're lactating,” the slut gasped, an eager smile grew on her lips. “I must taste.”

“Sure,” I grinned, pulling up my top and throwing it to the floor.

The two teachers, Miss Fleur and Miss Sinéad, grinned, their fingers unbuttoning their own blouses. They were both busty women, Miss Fleur blonde and sultry, Miss Sinéad wild and fiery, her large breasts freckled.

Brynhildur latched her mouth to my tit, suckling hard. I groaned, savoring the delight of her mouth, my milk squirting into her. The Icelandic girl lifted her lips, frowning. “It's not as intoxicating as yours, Miss Sinéad.”

The redheaded teacher laughed. “That's because theirs is from Aphrodite. It is no different than a regular woman's milk. But ours is Dionysus's wine.”

I froze as Sinéad pinched her nipple, a stream of white milk squirting out.

A sudden lust filled the limo. The Bacchanal settled on my mind. I gasped in shock. We weren't prepared. Bella leaned over, hungrily suckling at Sinéad's breast, her wife Sarai latching onto the other.

“No!” I gasped as my sweet Portia engulfed Fleur's breast, drinking down her milk with an eager need. “Stop!”

Fleur hefted her free breast at me, milk beading at the tip.

A great shudder went through me, stealing into my mind. I squeezed my own breasts, trying to fight off the lust that filled the limo. But it was so strong. I just wanted to submit. I just wanted to experience the full, intoxicating bliss of the Bacchanal.

Bella and Sarai fell into a writhing mess, the two futas fucking each other as Raven and Cassandra took their places suckling at Miss Sinéad's teats.

I couldn't fight this lust.

“Aphrodite...help...me...” I cried out as crawled forward to Fleur's beckoning nipple beading with milk.

Remember the spell... a voice whispered in my mind.

*   *   *

Delilah

Miss Tatiana's office reeked of sex.

Somehow, the futa Ursula had escaped or been freed. Poor Rika, the girl we had left to guard Ursula, had been fucked hard. The evidence was everywhere. Wet spots stained the carpet, a mix of futa-cum and pussy juices.

But she was only one futa. Even if she managed to break Rika from our control, what could they do? There were hundreds of schoolgirls under the power of Dionysus's wine. They had tasted the extreme lust of the Bacchanal for the last half-a-day.

My legs still shook from the lingering ecstasy of the orgy. I didn't remember much, only an endless feast of juicy, barely-legal pussy, ass, and tits. I had been fingered, licked, and fisted. The last few days I had so much sex, I don't think I would get horny for a month.

Just the way a proper woman should be. We needed to control our desires. Only with our husbands or masters, the servants of Dionysus, could we find fulfillment, either in the Bacchanal or when our master craved satisfaction. I was Peter's concubine. One of five lucky to serve him. I would never dream of cheating on him.

I had no desire to.

I walked to Miss Tatiana's window, gazing out at the schoolgirls flooding out to search the large grounds and many buildings for Ursula. I was so close to restoring this school to the way it should have been, uncorrupted by a futa's foul lusts.

“Things are devolving,” a woman said behind me. “You're losing control of the events.”

I turned to see Miss Tatiana, the school's headmistress, striding forward. She was a Slavic beauty, her platinum-blonde hair framing a delicate face. Her blue eyes were piercing, boring through me.

“These events never should have been allowed to happen to begin with!” I hissed. “You never should have hired a futa.”

“I had no idea,” Miss Tatiana answered. “And Athena did not care whom the students of this school served. She only cares that they are educated.”

Athena was such a weak Goddess. Her priestess, Tatiana, had been a slave to the futa like all the other girls, spreading her legs and letting Ursula rut between them with her disgusting cock. “Well, your school will be restored to its proper ways. Your students will once again be virginal and proper, molded for service to Dionysus.”

“We shall see,” Miss Tatiana purred and sat down at her desk. “If you will excuse me, I have work to do. And you have a rogue futa to track down.”

I grit my teeth and turned, striding out of the room. I only hoped Sinéad and Fleur had more luck with the Venus Squad than I had here.

My phone rang. It was Peter. I shuddered, picking it up. “Hello, Sir.”

“What is going on?” he demanded. “Why are the girls flooding the school grounds?”

He couldn't step foot on the school, the one rule Athena did care about. But that didn't mean he couldn't watch from outside. I took a deep breath, and explained the situation to my Master. His disappointment was great.

*   *   *

Miss Ursula

Rika shuddered and moaned as her futa-cock erupted, fountaining onto the store rooms floor. The spirit of Aphrodite departed, and the newest futa collapsed in a heap. The Dutch schoolgirl rolled onto her back, stroking her cock, a big smile on her face.

“Wow, that was amazing,” she purred.

“I know,” I told her, helping her to her feet. I looked at the other futas. “This is what we have to do to every girl we overcome. We need to fuck them, break the spell Dionysus cast on them, and transform them into futas.”

“Right,” Héloïse nodded. She was one of my four pets, my favorite students. All my pets were futas now, and they had used their futa-cocks to save me. Héloïse was a French beauty, black hair framing a doll's face.

“We'll fuck the prudishness right out of those slags,” cheered Cáit, my Irish pet. Her fiery-red hair fell about big, freckled tits.

Zakiya, my Arab pet, gave me a hug, burying her face into my bleached-blonde hair. Her small breasts and hard cock rubbed against me. “We'll do it, Miss Ursula.”

“How can they resist these?” Ava, my German schoolgirl pet, asked, hefting her large, pillowy tits. The blonde beauty was the bustiest girl in school.

“I know I can't,” Cáit giggled, giving one of Ava's tits a squeeze.

“Let's spread out, girls,” I whispered. “Héloïse and Rika, Ava and Cáit, and I'll take Zakiya.”

The Arab schoolgirl hugged me tighter, letting out a happy squeal. She was such a dusky-skinned innocent. Ava and Cáit slipped out of the storeroom first, with Héloïse and Rika hot on their heels. I took Zakiya's hand, pulling away from her hug.

“Ready?”

She nodded to me, “Yes, Miss Ursula.”

We slipped out, padding towards the racket ball courts. My heart beat as our bare feet slapped on the polished wood of the gymnasium's basketball court. Unlike many of the buildings on the ground, this one wasn't part of the original, Renaissance palace, but had been built in the late thirties.

Shoes squeaked ahead. “Let's search in here!” a girl shouted. “It's the perfect place to hide.”

The Dionysian women had noticed my escape and must have sent the entire student body to hunt us down. This would be difficult. I pushed Zakiya into a drinking fountain alcove and put my finger to her lips.

She nodded her head, her dusky face pale, and her small breasts rising. I padded across the hallway, pressing up between two blocks of metal lockers lining the wall. I seized my cock, pulling it against my stomach so it didn't stick out around the lockers.

My heart beat faster as the schoolgirls approached.

Shouts echoed through the building, excited and loud.

“Come on,” a girl shouted. “They must have spotted Miss Ursula.”

The approaching schoolgirls went into a jog, their feet slapping as they raced towards us. I stepped out at the last second, catching Elisabeta in my arms and pushing her against the locker, the metal clanging. She let out a gasp of surprise as I pinned her.

“What? Miss Ursula!” she gasped. “Let me go!”

I kissed her, working my mouth against her lips. She struggled, fighting her lusts, but I knew I could kindle them. Hands seized me, trying to pull me away, fingernails biting into my skin. Zakiya leaped into the fray, grabbing a petite, Chinese schoolgirl named Qiu off of me and pushing her against the locker.

Zakiya worked quickly, hiking up Qiu's skirt and shoving her white panties to the side. The Chinese schoolgirl gasped in shock as Zakiya buried her cock into her pussy from behind. I did the same, sliding into Elisabeta's hot pussy. The Portuguese schoolgirl gasped, her tight sheath squeezing down on my cock.

“Miss Ursula!” she moaned. “Oh, please stop! You're fucking me! You can't do that!”

“You know you like it,” I groaned. “You're pussy's getting so wet. You always loved it when I fucked you before.”

“I...”

“Let her go!” the third girl shouted. “Let her go, slag!”

Blonde Allana pried at me as I pounded Elisabeta. I shot out my hand, shoving it between Allana's thighs. She let out a gasp as I rubbed her pussy. She shuddered and moaned as I plowed Elisabeta, the fight relaxing out of Allana.

“Bloody hell, that's nice,” Allana gasped. “Oh, yes! Miss Ursula, you always did know where to touch my fanny to make me purr.”

“Allana,” Elisabetta gasped in shock, her pussy squeezing down on my cock. “We're supposed to be pure.”

“Fuck that shite,” gasped the English schoolgirl as I slipped my fingers into her panties and rubbed at her wet pussy directly. “Oh, yes!”

Allana's mouth found my nipple, sucking on it as I fucked Elisabeta against the locker, the metal rattling. Qiu moaned loud beside us, bucking her hips into Zakiya's thrusting cock. A hot rush of excitement shot through me, my pussy releasing a flood of juices as Elisabeta let out a low, throaty moan.

“Yes! I love your cock, Miss Ursula!” The Portuguese schoolgirl bucked into my thrusts. “Mmm, that's what I need. Give it to me! Oh, yes! Pound my pussy! Oh, Miss Ursula, yes! You're cock is so hot! You're making me cum so hard! Oh, I love it! Oh, fuck! Oh, fuck yes!”

“Work that hot pussy,” I moaned, shoving my fingers into Allana's hot, tight twat. “Work those hips. Come on, slut! Make my cock cum in your tight pussy.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Elisabeta howled.

The metal lockers rocked and groaned as I plowed into her. I shuddered in delight, the pleasure shooting through me. I kissed and nibbled on Elisabeta's fair cheek as Allana nibbled and sucked on my nipple. Elisabeta's hands grabbed my naked ass, her fingers digging into my flesh as her pleasure mounted.

“Oh, yes!” she howled. “I'm gonna cum! Oh, thank you! Thank you, Miss Ursula!”

Her pussy writhed about my futa-cock. I shuddered as I savored the silky delight. Her body bucked and writhed, the lockers rattling loud as she banged her head back against it. She let out a scream, her passion echoing down the hallway.

I ripped my cock out and pushed Allana to the hallway floor. “Kneel, slut,” I purred.

“Yes!” Allana moaned, hiking up her skirt and ripping down her panties to expose her tight pussy. “Fuck my Fanny, Miss Ursula. Your fingers stirred me up, but I need to be pounded now. I need to be made to cum like the naughty, schoolgirl slag I am!”

I buried to the hilt inside her hot pussy. Allana shuddered, thrusting back into me as she bucked. Elisabeta fell behind me, her fingers seizing my asscheeks, spreading them apart. Then her tongue licked and nuzzled at my asshole as I pounded Allana.

“You nasty slut!” I gasped as she rimmed me. The pleasure grew inside me, churned by Allana's hot cunt and Elisabeta's naughty tongue. I shuddered, hammering the schoolgirl's tight cunt. My breasts jiggled, slapping loud as they bounced.

“Cum in me, Miss Ursula!” Allana begged. “Please, please cum inside me! I need it so bad!”

“You always were a hot cunt,” I groaned.

“So hot!”

Allana's pussy rippled along my cock. She was already cumming. Her tight sheath massaged me, aching for my cock to explode and flood her pussy with every drop of my cum. I drew back and slammed in, the bliss shuddering through me. I tensed, Elisabeta's tongue wiggling into my asshole, swirling about as my orgasm exploded through me.

I buried into Allana's pussy. My cum erupted from my cock. I shuddered, hot pleasure roaring through my body. I was consumed with it. It blanked my mind with bliss. I screamed out Aphrodite's name as my vision danced.

And then it passed.

“Damn, that was hot,” groaned Allana. “You fucked my fanny hard, Miss Ursula.”

“You loved it,” I laughed. “You ready to get your own futa-cocks?”

“What?” Qiu asked, Zakiya's cum dripping out of her well-fucked pussy, my pet standing nearby with a pleased smile on her face.

“Time to join the sisterhood,” I said standing up and summoned the Goddess.

*   *   *

Héloïse

I shuddered as Aphrodite left the room. Rika and I stood proud over the two new futas. Clara, her honey-brown hair falling over her heaving shoulders, and Dora, a Greek beauty with a great ass, each stared down at their new futa-cocks.

“Aren't they gorgeous?” I grinned as they stroked themselves.

“Yes,” Dora moaned. “I have one permanently.” Tears streamed down their faces.

Rika and I had an easy time seducing them. We jumped them from behind, and I slammed my cock up Dora's ass. She had a perfect ass for fucking. The Greek beauty had fought at first, but then her lusts had won out, and she fucked me back, moaning and groaning, begging me to cum up her ass.

I did. My cum still leaked out of her ass as she stood up.

“Ready to rescue more girls?” I asked, giving her ass a smack.

“Definitely,” Dora grinned, wiping at her tears. “I can't wait to put my new cock to use. God, I can't believe I fell for that no-sex-and-my-lusts-are-dirty spiel.”

“Those Dionysus women are fucked up,” Clara nodded, her tan breasts jiggling. “Let's save our school.”

The door to the locker room burst open and five girls led by one of the Dionysus women entered. She had brown, curly hair falling about her shoulders, curvy hips and a sultry smile. “I see the filth is spreading,” she sneered with a French accent.

“You're just a whore to a man,” I snarled back in French. “Those men have brainwashed you into thinking your desires are filthy. They're not.”

“Women are slaves to their desires,” she answered. “We set them free so they can be happy serving their men. Peter is wonderful and loving. You will love submitting once we rid you of your disgusting cocks.”

“There is nothing disgusting about my cock!” I snarled.

“Get them,” the French woman snarled, snapping her fingers.

The schoolgirls rushed us. I was ready.

I seized Graziana, an Italian beauty with black hair, my hands sliding to grope her breasts as I pushed her down onto a bench, my cock throbbing before her. My fellow futas grappled their women, trying to fuck them and break the spell the Dionysian had on them.

I pushed up Graziana's skirt with one hand, the other pinching her nipple through her blouse and bra. “Doesn't that feel nice?” I asked as I pushed her panties to the side and thrust my cock into her wet pussy. “Don't you like the feel of my futa-cock?”

“No!” she shouted. “Miss Sylvianne, help me.”

“Yes, child,” the French woman purred, striding forward and unbuttoning her blouse.

A ripe, round breast appeared, the nipple fat and hard. I shuddered, a wave of lust washed over me. Milk beaded at the nipple. My cock suddenly exploded, flooding Graziana's pussy with hot, wet cum. The breast moved closer.

“I'm...Miss Ursula's pet...” I reminded myself as Graziana's pussy writhed about my cumming cock, the Italian schoolgirl gasping in orgasm. “I'm...not giving in...to your...”

I had fought the lust in the auditorium earlier today. But I had been far away from their lactating breasts. I was too close. I couldn't fight it. I licked my lips, leaning my head over and latched on to her nipple.

Lust exploded as I drank her creamy, heady milk. Heat rushed through me, washing away all thoughts in my mind. I just had to fuck. I just had to pour out all my lusts. The breast went away, but my hips kept hammering into Graziana's pussy, the milk pumping through my veins. My fellow futas gasped around me, drinking Sylvianne's milk and falling slave to the lust.

We fell into an orgy of flesh. The schoolgirls slipped away, leaving just the four of us to writhe and hump, our cocks squirting cum over and over. I didn't know who was shoving their cock into me or whose hole I fucked.

All that mattered was satiating my lusts. I licked pussies, sucked cocks, suckled on nipples. I fingered any hole I could while hammering my dick into ass or pussy. I drank cum down while more leaked out of my ass and pussy.

When I finally regained myself, I was so exhausted. I lay in the middle, Rika hugging me from behind, Clara sprawled on top of me. Dora gasped nearby. I didn't have any strength. I didn't fight as Graziana bound my wrists with rope, the other girls doing the same to Dora, Rika, and Clara.

Miss Sylvianne watched with a smile on her face. “Futas are so easy to defeat. Give them a little of Dionysus's wine and they'll fuck themselves into insensibility.”

“I'm sorry, Miss Ursula,” I whispered.

*   *   *

Delilah

I stared down at the group of futas writhing, lost to the lust of my milk. They clustered around a redhead beauty and a German slut with heavy tits. All six rutted, their cocks exploding with cum as they fucked and writhed.

It was such a disgusting sight.

Sylvianne and her five schoolgirls dragged four more futas behind her as she entered the gymnasium, each bound, throwing them to the floor. My fellow concubine strode up, nodding in approval at the mass of squirming girls on the floor.

“Still no sign of Ursula?” I asked.

“I found one of her pets though,” Sylvianne answered, pointing at a black-haired schoolgirl. I remembered her from the assembly this morning. She had defended Ursula with passion. “She was quite defiant, but she couldn't resist my milk.”

“What futa can?” I laughed. “They're all slaved to those cocks Aphrodite curses them with.”

The six writhing futas all gasped and screamed, then collapsed as exhaustion fell over them. “We have to find Miss Ursula. They're spreading so fast. Far faster than I thought possible.”

Sylvianne nodded as the schoolgirls tied up the exhausted futas, throwing them beside the four she had captured. “Where's Lize?”

“They spotted a group of futas heading to the dorms,” Slyvianne said. “I passed her on the way. She was leading twenty girls to go after them.”

“How many futas?”

“At least five. They were rushing naked across the lawn.”

“Let's leave five girls behind to watch them and keep hunting. The gym is secure,” I told her.

My phone rang. It was Lize. “Yes?”

“Grab Sylvianne and as many girls as you can,” Lize shouted. “We've corned Ursula and ten futas in the dorms. It's a standoff. If I wasn't here, my poor girls would be unable to resist. But I can't handle ten futas on my own.”

“We're on our way!” I hung up, glancing at Sylvianne as my heart beat with excitement. It was time to end this mess. “Come on.”

Sylvianne grinned and followed after me.

*   *   *

Georgia

I was drawn to the breast, to the heady, intoxicating milk leaking out of Miss Fleur's heavy tit. She was a follower of Dionysus. The milk would corrupt me, transform me into a sex-starved futa. Already half the squad was rutting, including my own wife.

It was a trap. They baited us with the nubile schoolgirls that were caressing my body, pulling me to that tit.

I had to fight. I had to do something. I was lost. I couldn't let myself be overcome.

“Goddess...” I muttered, trying to whisper the spell we learned. I pinched my nipple, my own milk squirting out as I grew closer and closer to Fleur's heaving tit.

“That's it,” she purred. “Come to me. Drink of my passion. Revel in the uninhibited lust of the Bacchanal.”

“Goddess of Love and Beauty,” I groaned, a pair of fingers stroking my cock's tip, passion surging through me. “Enchant my milk. Let it ward your followers from the intoxication of wine.”

My body grew hot as the spell went into effect. Portia, my beautiful wife, seized me, pulling me to Fleur's heavy tit. I opened my mouth, suckling at her milk.

It was wonderful.

Hot, creamy milk poured into my mouth. So much more delicious than the breast milk I had suckled from my wife hours ago. It buzzed through my blood like alcohol, the headiest of wines. I was lost to it. A slave to it.

A voice whispered in the back of my mind that all I needed was to taste my own breast milk.

But that voice was lost in the burning lust.

A mouth engulfed my cock, sucking and bobbing, tongue swirling. I groaned, thrusting forward. I seized Portia, kissing her, my hand finding her hard cock thrusting up from her groin. I stroked my wife's dick, moaning into her lips as some schoolgirl whore blew my cock.

“Yes,” Portia groaned. “You're so hot, Georgia. I need to fuck you!”

“Do it!” I gasped, my cock erupting, flooding the schoolgirl's mouth with my futa-cum.

Portia pushed me down into the center of the limo. A squirming pile of schoolgirls and futas surrounded me, writhing and fucking. Cum squirted into the air, splashing across my tits, hot and creamy.

Portia was atop me, her cock dangling between her legs. She leaned down, licking up the cum that splattered my tits, her mouth getting closer and closer to my hard nipple. I screamed in bliss as her tongue swirled about my areola, sending hot pleasure shooting down to my dripping pussy.

A schoolgirl straddled me, her fresh pussy pressed against my mouth. I devoured it as Portia suckled at my breast. My wife drank my milk, her fingers playing with my pussy. She groaned, sucking harder, draining me of all the milk inside me.

My pussy spasmed about her fingers as another cum shot through me. My cock erupted, shooting cum to splatter on my belly. I was on fire. I was able to cum from just the brush of flesh across my dick's crown, a fleeting touch that sent me spasming with bliss. I had never experienced such passion before. I was consumed by it.

My tongue wiggled deep into the schoolgirl's pussy, licking at her pussy as Portia drained my breasts. I moaned and shuddered, devouring the tasty snatch. The schoolgirl moaned above me, shuddering on my face, sliding her hot flesh over my mouth.

Portia lifted her mouth from my breasts. She said something, but the blood pounding through my ears muffled her voice. The schoolgirl sitting on my face shuddered, her thighs tightening about the side of my head as her delicious, sweet juices flooded my mouth. I drank them down, savoring the lust even as my cock ached for more pleasure.

I needed to cum again and again. I needed to purge my body of all my lusts.

The schoolgirl slid off me and Portia's breast dangled over me, dripping with milk.

I reached up, latched on and nursed.

Her milk was so sweet and refreshing. I swallowed over and over, the creamy treat washing through my body and cleansing me.

*   *   *

Delilah

The schoolgirls rushed before us, thirty of them streaming up the stairs of the dorm, heading to where the futas awaited. I strolled behind them, my breasts bared, milk dripping down to my skirt.

I wanted to end this. I was tired of having to act so slutty. This wasn't right. A woman shouldn't have to act this way. But it was necessary to fight these damn futas. They were an infestation, polluting women away from their true purpose: pleasing their men.

Peter waited outside for us to finish. He was counting on us to complete his task. He would be reward with wealth, power, and more concubines. Dionysus would heap so much blessings upon us. He might get as many as ten new girls at once.

Ten.

No man had grown his harem as swiftly as Peter.

But only if we took down the disgusting futas.

The girls reached the top of the stairs, shouting as they burst into the dorm area. I pounded after, Lize and Sylvianne on my heels, their breasts bared like mine. Lust flowed ahead of us. We would be intoxicating to the ten futas up there. They would drink our milk and be lost to the Bacchanal. Once they had fucked themselves into exhaustion, we would win.

A woman let out a low, throaty moan. A schoolgirl squealed and moaned in delight. The futas were attacking, thrusting their cocks into the first schoolgirls that reached the top. They were trying to break the Bacchanal's hold on our girls, transforming them from demure women into sex-starved sluts.

I reached the top.

It was chaos.

Naked futas writhed atop squirming schoolgirls. Other schoolgirls fought, trying to pull the futas off their friends. The air reeked of hot pussy as each futa fucked a girl. Ursula was at the back, fucking one girl doggie style while she fingered another's pussy.

“Let's get to work,” I purred, striding into the mess. I leaned over the first futa, a blonde fucking a brunette schoolgirl. The blonde futa's eyes found my tits, her lips twisting in passion.

“No!” Ursula shouted. “Don't drink.”

The blonde futa latched her mouth onto my breast, suckling hard. I shuddered as the milk flowed out of me, feeding the futa. The schoolgirl gasped and moaned, the futa pounding her harder as the lust burned through the futa.

“That's it,” I purred. “Give into the lust.”

The futa released my tit. Her eyes were wild. She was consumed by the Bacchanal. I smiled, standing up, moving to the next futa. Already Lize was on her second futa and Sylvianne had two futas nursing at her teats.

Ursula stood up, her cum dripping from the schoolgirl's pussy. She strode towards me, anger on her face. I smiled, brandishing my breasts. She could never resist.

*   *   *

Miss Ursula

So long as I could keep from drinking her milk, I could beat Delilah. I could drive my cock into her and make her remember what pleasure felt like without their drink. I just had to be strong.

I lunged at the beautiful woman, grasping her shoulders and planting my mouth on her startled face. Around us, my poor futas gasped and moaned as they fell beneath the spell of the Dionysian's breast milk.

Delilah and I fell onto a couch. I pushed her down, my hands pulling up her skirt as I thrust my tongue into her mouth. She fought, trying to break the kiss. Her naked breasts rubbed against mine, smearing the intoxicating milk across my breasts.

My flesh burned.

My mouth thirsted.

I thrust my cock into her pussy. She was hot and wet, and so tight. Her pussy clenched down, her hips bucking as she tried to knock me off. My fingers ran up her side, reaching her breasts. I played with her nipples as she fought against me.

She moaned into my lips. Her eyes fluttered, her pussy growing hotter.

Delilah pried my mouth off of her. “You will...drink my milk!”

“No!” I groaned, focusing on my cock in her hot pussy. “No, I won't!”

She hissed, grabbing her tit and proffering it to my lips. “Just one drink, and you'll have such pleasure.”

“I'd rather just enjoy the bliss of your hot cunt.” I let out a throaty purr. “Because you are so wet. I think you love my hot cock thrusting into your depths.”

“No!” she moaned, bucking beneath me. “No, no, no. I only enjoy my Master! Only Peter's cock!”

I grinned, licking her cheek to her ear. “Then why is your pussy squeezing down on my cock? Why are your hips bucking? You're so hot and wet. You love it.” I thrust in harder, her pussy clinging to my cock. “Just admit it.”

“Never!” she gasped. “Oh, fuck! I won't!”

I nibbled on her ear. “Your pussy doesn't lie. You're experiencing a woman's pleasure. You're turning into my slut!”

“No! I'm not a slut! I'm Peter's concubine. I please him. Love him. I'm only wild and dirty when he leads the Bacchanal.”

“I think you've been having fun at my school. You've reveled in the orgies. You savored my body last night. How many times did you cum when I was lost to your breast milk last night.”

“You were part of the Bacchanal. That didn't count. I would never... Oh, yes...”

Her body spasmed. Her pussy rippled about my cock. “Are you cumming?”

“No!” she lied. “I would never... Oh, damn... Oh, fuck...”

I hammered her harder, savoring her surrender to me. Her fingers dug into my ass, pulling me in tighter. Her flesh hungered for my cum. She shuddered beneath me, gasping wordlessly as my cock gave her such bliss.

“That's it, slut! Cum on my big, futa-dick like the whore you are. It's okay to be a whore. It's okay to give in to your desires!”

“Yes!” she howled. “Cum in me!”

I won. I beat her. I was the queen of this school.

Lize, the blonde Dionysian, seized my hair and yanked my head back, thrusting her nipple into my mouth. As I tried to pull away, hot, creamy, intoxicating milk poured into my mouth. I shuddered. My cock erupted as all thoughts were wiped away from my mind.

*   *   *

Delilah

Lize pulled the futa off of me. Ursula joined the other nine, rutting with them as the Bacchanal poured through her. My orgasm still burst through me. I burned with shame. I had given into my lusts and begged the woman to cum in me.

I wasn't drunk on the wine.

What was wrong with me?

“You...you surrendered to her,” Lize gasped.

“I didn't,” I lied. “I merely played along. What took you so long?”

“Those futas are amorous. It was hard to pull away.” She sneered. “At least I didn't surrender like a whore.”

I clenched my teeth. “That doesn't matter. We have won. Bind the futas and let's take them to Peter so he can cleanse them of their foul cocks.”

“He will learn of your transgression.”

My stomach clenched. I had surrendered like a whore. I had given in. My pussy still ached. Still craved her cock. Desire burned in me. I wasn't drunk on the wine or with Peter. I shouldn't have these dirty desires.

I glanced down at Ursula's cock reaming the blonde futa's ass. My butt clenched. I wanted that passion. I wanted to feel that burning lust in me. I forced it down and helped the schoolgirls to their feet, many drenched in futa-cum.

“It's okay,” I told them. “You were weak and gave into your lusts, but it was the futas that made you.”

Lize and Sylvianne's eyes were upon me. Judging me.

“Let's tie up the filthy futas and take them outside.”

It was a difficult task to subdue the drunk, horny futas. Their lusts hadn't run their course, but we managed. Three girls a piece carried the futas down the stairs. The ones we captured from the gym were already lying naked on the grass, bound and in a stupor.

A limo approached down the driveway.

“Sinéad and Fleur are back,” I sighed. “They'll have the Venus Squad taken care of.”

“And they'll be delighted to hear about your indiscretion,” Lize giggled.

“It wasn't an indiscretion,” I groaned. “So I came when a futa fucked me. It was necessary.”

“But you begged for it.”

I flushed again.

The limo drove down on the driveway, the tires grinding to a halt on the gravel before us. The doors opened.

Futas flooded out.

I gasped in shock as eight sexy cheerleaders in pink-and-purple outfits, hard cocks tenting their pleated skirts, broke out of the limo, racing towards me. Behind them, a dozen naked schoolgirls, thick cocks jutting before them followed. They rushed for our gathered girls, eager to fuck them and subdue them.

I caught a brief glimpse of Sinéad and Fleur. They were in the limo, naked and drenched in cum. They weren't bound. They just lay there in obvious delight. They had been fucked thoroughly by an orgy of futas and were happy.

My pussy clenched as a pair of cheerleaders, one blonde and the other raven-haired, seized me, ripping open my blouse. The blonde leaned down and latched onto my right nipple, sucking hard, my milk flowing out.

The futa cheerleader suckled hard, but she wasn't possessed by the milk. She didn't go wild with lust.

“How?” I gasped, letting the two women lower me to the ground.

“We're the Venus Squad,” the blonde grinned, my milk staining her lips. “It's what we do.”

I gasped in delight as they both thrust their cocks into my pussy. I was stretched open. I shuddered, sandwiched between the two futas, humping my hips and groaning in delight. I had never been so full before. Not even Peter's enhanced dick was as big as the combined cocks stretching my pussy.

“Yes!” I screamed out, surrendering to the lust.

“Georgia and I discovered you Dionysian's sluts really get off on being doubled-stuffed,” the raven-haired futa giggled as both futas pumped their cocks in and out of me.

“Uh-huh,” the blonde, Georgia, groaned as she fucked me from behind. “You love it.”

“I do!” I gasped. “Oh, yes! Fuck me!”

“Gladly!” Georgia moaned.

I was barely aware of Sylvianne and Lize begging nearby. Their moans and gasps were just as fervent as mine as pairs of cheerleaders stuffed their cunts full of futa-cocks. They were in ecstasy. I gasped and moaned, my pussy burning with delight.

“Keep fucking me! Oh, yes! Keep fucking me! Yes, yes, yes! Oh, yes!”

“I love sharing a cunt with you, Portia,” Georgia moaned. “It's the best.”

“Uh-huh,” grunted Portia. “These Dionysians sure have tight cunts. Oh, damn! She's squeezing us together.”

“I am!” I gasped, clenching on the pair of cocks stretching my pussy wide open. “I'm gonna cum!”

“Do it!” Georgia panted. “Cum on our cocks like a whore!”

“I am a whore!” I realized. I was a slut. I had desires.

And there was nothing wrong with that.

My orgasm erupted through me. My pussy writhed on their cocks.

And they flooded me with their cum.

*   *   *

Dionysus

“I won,” Aphrodite chortled as Delilah surrendered to the lust of the futas.

“You won here,” I corrected her.

“I'll win everywhere,” Aphrodite laughed as she reclined on the divan, Athena curled up beside her. “All Athena's schools will be mine.”

The once virgin goddess smiled. “I like her touch more,” Athena moaned.

It was disgusting.

“And you won't forget to pay your end of our wager?” Aphrodite asked.

I waved my hand. Peter deserved it for failing anyways. “Done.”

Next time, her degenerate sluts would not prevail.

*   *   *

Miss Ursula

I stood with my pets, watching the naked Dionysians stumble away, their pussies gushing futa-cum. They had been fucked over and over by the ravenous pack of futas. An orgy dotted the grassy field as all the schoolgirls that had been brainwashed by Delilah and her ilk were being deprogrammed by the horny futas.

It was such a beautiful sight.

My four pets cuddled with me. I had just gotten off the phone with Gwen, and she was sending me a care package. I would be able to knock up all four of my futa pets. They would look so cute with their pregnant bellies.

A pair of the Venus Squad walked up to us, only wearing their skirts. They had been enjoying the student body. They both held each other, wedding rings sparkling on their fingers. “Georgia and Portia?” I asked.

They nodded.

“Thanks for coming and saving us,” I said, giving the pair a big hug. “They had us beaten.”

“We're glad to help,” Georgia smiled, looking around at the yard. “And the perks here are delightful.”

“We'll be sticking around for a few days,” Portia added, her eyes fixed on a naked schoolgirl. “Maybe a week.”

“I think you've earned it,” I grinned. “Enjoy my subjects.”

Georgia giggled. “So you're the queen here?”

“She is,” Héloïse nodded and gave me a big kiss.

*   *   *

Delilah

The five of us reached Peter's limo. My pussy was wonderfully sore. I had been stretched open. We all were happy, even Lize. We had achieved such bliss, and did it without Dionysus's wine. It had been so satisfying.

I opened the limo's door and piled in.

A naked, sobbing futa waited.

I blinked in shock.

“Don't look at me,” the woman gasped. Her voice was familiar, almost like Master's, but higher-pitched.

Her hair was long, but it was the same dark-brown of Peter's. I touched her shoulder, turning the futa to face us. Her face was beautiful, and though the features were soft and feminine, Peter's features were there.

“I...failed...” Peter sobbed, her large breasts heaving. “I...I'm a futa now.”

“It's okay, Ma...” I almost said Master, but that wasn't the case. “It's okay, Mistress. You still have us.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Lize purred, cuddling up to her other side. “We're yours, Petra.”

Mistress flinched. “Petra?”

“Well, you can't be Peter anymore. That's a man's name,” Lize purred. “And you're a sexy woman with a big dick.”

“So sexy,” redhead Sinéad purred, grasping her cock. She was even bigger. The biggest cock I had ever seen.

“I think we will really enjoy ourselves now,” I purred and kissed her as Sinéad and Lize licked at her cock.

The END
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Sneak Preview of “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.
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