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Futa Teacher's Pets


Naughty Excerpt from “Futa Teacher's Pet”

The sunlight streamed through the open window, falling on my face and rousing me from sleep. The beautiful, porcelain face of Héloïse—the first girl I deflowered at Miss Tatiana's School for Refined Ladies at the start of term eight months ago—was only inches away, relaxed with sleep. She was such a beautiful creature.

That's why I made her one of my four pets. The first of my personal harem of school girls.

Miss Tatiana's was an amazing place. Located in the pristine Alps of Switzerland on the shores of Lake Sarnen. The grounds were picturesque. The school used to be some lordly palace, and it still had much of the grand, opulent beauty.

But the real delights of the school were the students. Miss Tatiana was the premier finishing school of Europe, accepting only the most innocent, pure eighteen year olds to study for two years to become the perfect model of demure womanhood and marry rich billionaires. They were all supposed to be virgins upon graduation.

But not anymore. I deflowered the entire student body over the course of the school year. Three hundred cherries were plucked by my cock. It was the most fun I had ever had in my life. All these nubile, young women squirming and moaning, eager to be pleased. Some of the girls would be graduating in two weeks, and I would gift them with their very own futa cocks, unleashing them on the high society of Europe to spread Aphrodite's Sisterhood.

Just the way our wonderful Goddess wanted us to. And once my best friend, Gwen, and her wife Charlize crack the mystery of futa reproduction, there wouldn't be any need of brutish, ugly men. We'll turn them all into sexy women that will be just dying to enjoy our thick, throbbing futa-cocks.

No woman could resist us. We exuded a pheromone that just drove them wild.

How else did I pop three hundred cherries in less than a year?

A nubile body pressed against my back, round breasts, hard nipples, a dusky arm wrapped around my stomach. That would be Zakiya, my Arab pet. She had been so shy the day I took her cherry, so sure it was a sin.

I taught her differently.

My clit itched, like it did every morning, eager to transform into a cock and rut with my four pets. On the other side of Héloïse was a carpet of flaming hair fanned out across the pillow. Cáit, my Irish beauty. She was fiery and feisty, and kept me warm through the cold winters of the Swiss Alps. The last of my pets was Ava, a busty, German blonde with a milkmaid's complexion.

“Good morning, Miss Ursula,” Héloïse murmured, shifting as she felt my futa-cock expand, pressing into her belly. Like guys, I always seemed to have morning wood, my clit swelling into a thick dick. Her silky stomach rubbed against the tip, sending wonderful thrills through my body.

“Did you sleep well, sweetie?” I asked, caressing the porcelain of her face as her hands slid down my body, grasping my thick cock and stroking me.

“Just fine,” she purred with that delightful, French accent rolling off her tongue. “I had the sweetest dream that I was pregnant.”

“Soon you will be,” I promised her. I planned on breeding each of my pets once Gwen solved our fertility issue. I'm sure she was close. She had all the resources of FuTech Industries behind her, along with her smart wife, Charlize. The pair could solve anything.

Héloïse's hand slowly stroked me as I dozed, the pleasure shuddering through me. I had fantasies of my four beauties, their stomachs round with my daughters, their breasts beading with sweet milk, all ready to pleasure my dick.

“Mmm, you feel excited this morning,” Héloïse purred, leaning in to nibble on my chin, her tongue flicking out up to my lips. “What naughty thoughts are you think about, Miss Ursula?”

“Breeding my four pets,” I giggled.

“Ohh, that sounds delicious,” Zakiya murmured, her soft lips nuzzling at my neck. Her hand draped over my shoulder slid up until she found my round breast, giving it a gentle squeeze before tracing her finger up to my hard nipple. I shuddered as she stroked it. “If you want to breed me, you can. You can do anything to me, Miss Ursula.”

“Definitely,” chortled Cáit as she sat up, her big tits swaying and draping over Héloïse's back as she leaned over to kiss my cheek. “I think that would be right fun, Miss Ursula.”

“The real fun is being bred,” Ava said, her hand grasping my hip as she reached over Zaikya. “Feeling Miss Ursula's hard cock thrust into our pussies, sliding in and out until our toes curl and we shudder with our orgasms. Our cumming cunts will massage her big dick until she floods us with her futa-cum. Her little sperm swimming up inside us to our egg, fertilizing us. Ooh, Miss Ursula, I need that so bad.”

“I can tell,” giggled Zakiya. “Your pussy's so hot and wet on my ass.”

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Futa Teacher's Pets

Miss Ursula

The sunlight streamed through the open window, falling on my face and rousing me from sleep. The beautiful, porcelain face of Héloïse—the first girl I deflowered at Miss Tatiana's School for Refined Ladies at the start of term eight months ago—was only inches away, relaxed with sleep. She was such a beautiful creature.

That's why I made her one of my four pets. The first of my personal harem of school girls.

Miss Tatiana's was an amazing place. Located in the pristine Alps of Switzerland on the shores of Lake Sarnen. The grounds were picturesque. The school used to be some lordly palace, and it still had much of the grand, opulent beauty.

But the real delights of the school were the students. Miss Tatiana was the premier finishing school of Europe, accepting only the most innocent, pure eighteen year olds to study for two years to become the perfect model of demure womanhood and marry rich billionaires. They were all supposed to be virgins upon graduation.

But not anymore. I deflowered the entire student body over the course of the school year. Three hundred cherries were plucked by my cock. It was the most fun I had ever had in my life. All these nubile, young women squirming and moaning, eager to be pleased. Some of the girls would be graduating in two weeks, and I would gift them with their very own futa cocks, unleashing them on the high society of Europe to spread Aphrodite's Sisterhood.

Just the way our wonderful Goddess wanted us to. And once my best friend, Gwen, and her wife Charlize crack the mystery of futa reproduction, there wouldn't be any need of brutish, ugly men. We'll turn them all into sexy women that will be just dying to enjoy our thick, throbbing futa-cocks.

No woman could resist us. We exuded a pheromone that just drove them wild.

How else did I pop three hundred cherries in less than a year?

A nubile body pressed against my back, round breasts, hard nipples, a dusky arm wrapped around my stomach. That would be Zakiya, my Arab pet. She had been so shy the day I took her cherry, so sure it was a sin.

I taught her differently.

My clit itched, like it did every morning, eager to transform into a cock and rut with my four pets. On the other side of Héloïse was a carpet of flaming hair fanned out across the pillow. Cáit, my Irish beauty. She was fiery and feisty, and kept me warm through the cold winters of the Swiss Alps. The last of my pets was Ava, a busty, German blonde with a milkmaid's complexion.

“Good morning, Miss Ursula,” Héloïse murmured, shifting as she felt my futa-cock expand, pressing into her belly. Like guys, I always seemed to have morning wood, my clit swelling into a thick dick. Her silky stomach rubbed against the tip, sending wonderful thrills through my body.

“Did you sleep well, sweetie?” I asked, caressing the porcelain of her face as her hands slid down my body, grasping my thick cock and stroking me.

“Just fine,” she purred with that delightful, French accent rolling off her tongue. “I had the sweetest dream that I was pregnant.”

“Soon you will be,” I promised her. I planned on breeding each of my pets once Gwen solved our fertility issue. I'm sure she was close. She had all the resources of FuTech Industries behind her, along with her smart wife, Charlize. The pair could solve anything.

Héloïse's hand slowly stroked me as I dozed, the pleasure shuddering through me. I had fantasies of my four beauties, their stomachs round with my daughters, their breasts beading with sweet milk, all ready to pleasure my dick.

“Mmm, you feel excited this morning,” Héloïse purred, leaning in to nibble on my chin, her tongue flicking out up to my lips. “What naughty thoughts are you think about, Miss Ursula?”

“Breeding my four pets,” I giggled.

“Ohh, that sounds delicious,” Zakiya murmured, her soft lips nuzzling at my neck. Her hand draped over my shoulder slid up until she found my round breast, giving it a gentle squeeze before tracing her finger up to my hard nipple. I shuddered as she stroked it. “If you want to breed me, you can. You can do anything to me, Miss Ursula.”

“Definitely,” chortled Cáit as she sat up, her big tits swaying and draping over Héloïse's back as she leaned over to kiss my cheek. “I think that would be right fun, Miss Ursula.”

“The real fun is being bred,” Ava said, her hand grasping my hip as she reached over Zaikya. “Feeling Miss Ursula's hard cock thrust into our pussies, sliding in and out until our toes curl and we shudder with our orgasms. Our cumming cunts will massage her big dick until she floods us with her futa-cum. Her little sperm swimming up inside us to our egg, fertilizing us. Ooh, Miss Ursula, I need that so bad.”

“I can tell,” giggled Zakiya. “Your pussy's so hot and wet on my ass.”

The bed rocked as Ava ground against Zakiya, sweet moans coming from the German milkmaid. Héloïse stroked me faster, her grip tightening as she rubbed the tip of my cock about her stomach, smearing my precum on her sweet flesh.

Zakiya moaned, her own, wet pussy rubbing on my ass, pushed forward by Ava's humping. I savored the hot, silky flesh sliding on my bubbly rear, smearing her savory pussy juices on my flesh. The air grew tinged with the scent of hot cunt, my own pussy itching and letting out a flood of juices.

Ava's hand shoved down my hip, beneath my cock, and found my pussy. “Ohh, you naughty slut,” I groaned as my German schoolgirl stroked my pussy lips. “Mmm, you sluts know how to please me.”

“You taught us well,” panted Cáit, her own hips humping, grinding her hot cunt on Héloïse's ass. “I love rubbing my fanny on your arse, Héloïse. It's so soft and silky.”

Héloïse giggled, her stroking hand pushing my cock lower, guiding it between her legs. “You're such a naughty girl, Cáit.”

“Uh-huh,” Cáit panted, her green eyes flashing as she hugged Héloïse tight, the Irish schoolgirl nibbling and biting on Héloïse's ear.

Héloïse let out a depraved sigh, her blue eyes squeezing shut as she leaned back into Cáit's nibbling mouth. Their hair—Héloïse's raven-black and Cáit's fiery-red—mixed together as they writhed.

“Put my cock in your naughty cunt, Héloïse,” I purred as the French schoolgirl rubbed my cock against her silky lips.

“Oh, yes, Miss Ursula,” Héloïse panted.

“Fuck her, Miss Ursula,” Ava panted, her fingers stroking harder up and down my labia, sending a shudder of pleasure through me as Héloïse pushed the tip of my cock into her hot, tight cunt.

Even after all the times I fucked my schoolgirls with my thick cock, their pussies were still as tight as the first time. According to Gwen, futa-cum has a rejuvenating effect on women's cunts, keeping them nice and tight. I loved it, groaning as I sank into her warm embrace.

“Aphrodite, yes!” I groaned when I was buried deep into her hot glove. I shuddered, my pussy clenching and letting out another flood of juices.

“Uh-huh,” Héloïse panted, shifting her hips. “Oh, Miss Ursula, I love it when you're in me. You're so hard and thick!”

“Fuck her!” Ava moaned, her own humping increasing, rubbing Zakiya's pussy against my ass, pushing my cock deeper.

“Uh-huh,” Cáit purred, the bed creaking as she humped Héloïse's ass faster. “Pound her fanny. Make the little slag cum so hard!”

“Yes!” Héloïse moaned in agreement. “Make me cum, Miss Ursula! I love it!”

“Schoolgirl slag,” moaned Cáit, her lips nibbling on Héloïse's jaw.

Zakiya let out a low groan, her fingers pinching my nipple. “Oh, Miss Ursula. Your ass feels amazing on my clit.”

“Are you gonna cum on her?” Ava asked. “Are you gonna cum on our teacher's perfect ass?”

“If you keep humping me into her,” Zakiya moaned, her fingers pinching harder on my nipple, shooting pleasure down to my pussy and cock. “Oh, yes! I love this! I love it so much.”

“Cum on her ass,” chanted Ava, the bed rocking as the German schoolgirl really fucked her pussy against Zakiya's butt. “Do it, slut! Cum like the beautiful, Arab princess you are!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Zakiya moaned, rubbing harder, her humps pushing me deep into Héloïse's molten pussy.

“Squirt your juices on my ass!” I panted, the five of us all humping in unison, working my cock in and out of Héloïse's pussy.

“Yes, Miss Ursula!” the Arab schoolgirl gasped. Her fingers squeezed on my tit hard. Her breath was hot on my neck. Her body went rigid before a powerful shudder rocked through her. A flood of hot juices squirted onto my ass, her sweet musk perfuming the air. “Oh, yes!”

“That's my Arab princess,” groaned Ava, her humping increasing. “You naughty slut. That was so hot! Oh, fuck!”

Ava's fingers thrust into my pussy as she gasped and shuddered. I moaned my delight, my pussy squeezing down on her thrusting fingers as the German schoolgirl came on Zakiya's ass. Her moans were loud, echoing through my small room.

“Oh, yes, that was wonderful,” Ava moaned.

Zakiya and Ava shared a noisy kiss, Zakiya rolling onto her back. I savored their lips smacking, slamming harder into Héloïse's pussy, shoving her back into Cáit's humping cunt. The Irish schoolgirl's eyes squeezed shut, and she bit her lip.

“Oh, yes!” she squeaked. “Oh, Héloïse, I love your arse! Oh, yes!”

Héloïse bucked between us, her left thigh wrapping around my hip, pulling me in tight. I wrapped my arms around her, pulling her against my body, our breasts rubbing together. I thrust harder, a shudder of pleasure rolling through me.

Ava and Zakiya giggled, shifting on the bed behind me, sliding lower. Their hands squeezed my ass drenched with Zakiya's pussy juices. Then their tongues licked, swiping up all the sticky mess the Arab schoolgirl left.

“Miss Ursula,” Héloïse panted. “Oh, yes, Miss Ursula!”

The French schoolgirl arched her back, rubbing her breasts against mine, our hard nipples caressing each other. A ripple ran through her pussy, convulsing down the length of my cock. I gasped in delight as her orgasm exploded through her.

“That's it, slut!” I moaned, slamming my cock into the depths of her cumming pussy. “That's it! Cum on my cock, whore!”

“Miss Ursula! Yes, yes! I love your cock!”

I loved the hot silk convulsing about my thrusting shaft, pleasuring me, trying to draw me to my shuddering orgasm. Zakiya and Ava's tongues explored my ass, one moving between my thighs. I spread my legs apart, letting her tongue lick at my pussy, bold and aggressive.

That was Ava's tongue.

I shuddered as the German milkmaid's tongue thrust into the depths of my pussy, swirling about inside me. I moaned, squeezing my eyes shut and gasping in delight. Her tongue licked and nibbled on my labia, caressing me everywhere.

Zakiya's tongue found my asshole. The Arab schoolgirl lightly licked and caressed my puckered sphincter, stirring more pleasure through my body. I moaned, the pleasure swelling in my core. Both schoolgirl's worshiped me with their mouths as Héloïse's cunt pleasured my cock.

“You wonderful sluts!” I moaned. “That's it! My favorite pets! Oh, yes! Oh, fucking yes! You are all so wonderful! I love you all!”

“We love you, Miss Ursula,” Cáit moaned, her face scrunching up as she continued humping Héloïse's ass. “We love you so much!” she screamed as her orgasm overcame her.

“Yes, yes, yes!” sighed Héloïse as her climax withdrew, her eyes heavy with bliss. Her pussy was still tight, still clinging to my cock as I slammed in and out. “Love you.”

Ava's finger joined her tongue, probing deep into my pussy while Zakiya wormed her tongue into my asshole. I shuddered, the pressure growing, the cum in my ovaries just aching to burst out and flood Héloïse's pussy.

“You wonderful sluts!” I gasped as Ava's finger curled and brushed my G-spot in my pussy.

Ava giggled, attacking that bundle of nerves. The pleasure shot to the growing pressure; the trigger that detonated my orgasm. My hips thrust, burying my cock into the depths of Héloïse's amazing pussy. Every muscle in my body tensed.

And then my cum exploded out of me.

My pussy convulsed on Ava's finger, my pussy juices squirting into her hungry lips.

My cock throbbed, every pulse unleashing a blast of cum into Héloïse's schoolgirl pussy. I shuddered, waves of pleasure radiating out from my pussy and ass while powerful bursts of intense bliss shot from my cock.

“Yes!” I screamed as I reached the pinnacle of my cock's orgasm, the last spurts of cum blasting into Héloïse's pussy.

And then my body relaxed as waves of rapture washed through me, my pussy's orgasm lasting longer. I shuddered, my eyes closing as I savored this wonderful moment with my pets, the five of us sharing our pleasure.

And then I rolled onto my back, my cock popping out of Héloïse's pussy.

Ava didn't waste time, her mouth opening to swallow the tip of my cock, sucking up the last dollops of my futa-cum that lingered. I groaned, shuddering as the crown of my dick was still so sensitive. Zakiya and Héloïse each found a nipple, sucking lightly, trying to nurse but I had no milk.

“That was fun,” Ava purred, the blonde milkmaid piling her heavy tits around my cock, sandwiching my shaft between their silky mounds. “We still have a little time before we have to get up.”

I laughed as she rubbed her tits slowly up and down my cock, her fat, pink nipples hard. There was a reason I kept these four as my personal pets. They were each delicious in their own special way. I relaxed back, Cáit noisily feasting on Héloïse's pussy, cleaning up all my futa-cum as I closed my eyes and savored my pets suckling at my nipples.

My phone blared Katy Perry's “Firework.” My eyes popped open. “Cáit, get my phone.”

“Yes, Miss Ursula,” Cáit murmured, lifting up her face—lips smeared with pussy cream and cum—and stood up. I admired her large, freckled tits as she walked over to my desk, unplugging my phone from its charger and walking back. She gave me a kiss on the lips—I loved the taste of my cum mixed with pussy cream—and handed me the phone.

“Hey, Gwen,” I giggled when I swiped the screen. I loved hearing from my best friend. Ever since we pledged Phi Tau Alpha sorority together years ago. “What's up?”

“Charlize is pregnant!” Gwen squealed! “Oh, my god, Ursula! She's pregnant! We're gonna be mothers!”

My heart burst for joy. “That's so amazing! Oh, Gwen! You're so lucky! Oh, wow! So you cracked the fertility issue?”

“Charlize did,” Gwen giggled. “She's amazing. And pregnant.”

“You did mention that,” I laughed, my cock throbbing in delight as Ava rubbed her tits harder up and down my cock. “So, can you send me the treatment?”

“Maybe,” Gwen said. “We have to see how long it will stay viable. You see, it's not a traditional method. It requires a gender-swapped man.”

“Like your beautiful Charlize whom you knocked up,” I squealed again.

“Yep, and she has to swear to the Goddess Hera.”

“Hera?”

“Hera and Aphrodite have come to some understanding. An alliance. Hera will accept gender-swapped men as her followers and bless their breast milk. If a futa drinks this blessed breast milk, she can knock up any woman or futa she cums in for the next hour or so. I don't know if shipping it will work, but we'll try.”

“Oh, yes! I have four very hot, nubile schoolgirls all eager to be bred.”

“If not, we'll come on out and give you your treatment personally,” Gwen giggled.

“Oh, yes!” Charlize moaned in the background.”

“You're gonna breed us!” Ava gasped, rubbing her tits faster.

“Oh, that's so hot!” Cáit gasped, shoving her hands between her legs. “My fanny just went into overdrive! Oh, yes!”

My cock shuddered. “I'm gonna be a mommy, Gwen!”

My orgasm was powerful, suddenly erupting through me. I gasped into the phone, my body shuddering as Zakiya and Héloïse sucked my nipples harder. My hips thrust up, sliding my cock through Ava's wonderful, pillowy tits.

My cum fountained into the air.

The white streaked up, splattering my stomach, Zakiya's and Héloïse's hair, and painting my tits with cream. I shuddered as another pulse shot out, even more powerful, salty cum splashing hot on my lips, running down my chin.

“Damn, did you just cum?” Gwen asked.

“Uh-huh,” I panted. “Just the thought of breeding my pets set me off.”

“I bet,” Gwen groaned. “I came so hard the day Charlize worked her magic on me.”

“And spanked me so hard for being a naughty nurse,” Charlize added. “I couldn't sit for a day. It was wonderful.”

I savored my pets running their tongues across my body, cleaning me up as my cock shrank back down into a clit. Ava's bit tits were streaked with cum. She lifted them up to her lips, sucking her pink nipples clean and smiling at me.

What a perfect slut.

“I have to get going,” Gwen said. “Georgia and Portia have just arrived, and they're eager for the treatment.”

“Yeah,” I giggled. “Say hi to those naughty cheerleaders.”

“I will,” Gwen said. “Take care.”

“Oh, tell her about Dionysus,” Charlize added.

“Dionysus?” I asked. “Are there other Greek gods still around?”

There was a shuffling sound as Charlize must have taken the phone from Gwen. “Uh-huh, and Hera says they're not pleased with Aphrodite and her futas. She implied that Dionysus likes Europe and you might be stepping on his toes. So watch out.”

“Oh, sure,” I frowned. What could I do about Dionysus?

“We'll tell the Venus Squad about it,” Charlize added. “They'll be ready to jaunt over to Europe if anything weird happens.”

“Okay,” I said, frowning. “Is this like...the Daughters of Hestia?”

A few years ago, the Daughters of Hestia had tried to cause problems, but they had been defeated. Now Ms. Young, their leader, was a futa-dairy cowgirl at Cheryl-Lyn and Ester's ranch down in Texas. The Daughters stole futa's cocks and brainwashed new futas into being repressed virgins that hated Aphrodite.

“I'm sure you'll be fine,” Charlize said. “We don't know of any specific threats. But the Venus Squad will handle any problems.”

“Thanks. Bye, Charlize.”

I hung up the phone, leaning back and frowning. I didn't like this news at all.

“It'll be fine, Miss Ursula,” Zakiya smiled and gave me a kiss on the lips.

She was such a sweet girl. And she was right. I ruled this school. I was its Futa Queen. No one could dethrone me.

*   *   *

Georgia

I let out a squeal of excitement as my wife and I were led back to the treatment room by the sexy Denise, the goth assistant of doctors Gwen and Charlize. They had called us just an hour ago, exclaiming that Charlize was pregnant and to get down here if we wanted our fertility treatment.

Of course we raced down to the lab. Portia and I were so eager to start our family. Life had settled down. The Daughters of Hestia had been defeated a few years ago, and we now were the cheerleading staff at Aphrodite University, the all-girls school in Buckley, Washington. The rest of the Venus Squad were teachers there, staying close in case new threats faced the Sisterhood of Aphrodite.

But that didn't seem likely anymore.

Dr. Charlize was dressed in a sexy nurse's outfit, white thigh-high stockings clad her legs, the tops exposed by her very short skirt. The blouse was half-undone, displaying her ample cleavage, her tits jiggling as she moved.

The woman was glowing with excitement. It was so obvious that she was happy. Dr. Gwen was dressed in a white lab coat and nothing else, her small glasses perched on her dainty nose, her puffy nipples exposed for brief flashes as her lab coat swayed about her.

Gwen was the futa of the couple, her thick dick on display.

“The patients will need to undress,” Dr. Charlize purred, a sultry smile on her lips.

I smiled, glancing at my wife as she peeled off her tight, stretchy blouse, her breasts bouncing out, pink nipples hard as her black hair fell in curls about her shoulders. She was a willowy beauty, still as gorgeous as the day we met years ago.

Thank you, Aphrodite for preserving our beauties. Even in twenty years, I knew we'd both look hot.

Portia unzipped her skirt, dropping them to the floor with a magnificent shake of her hips. My clit tingled in delight, itching to blossom into a full cock as I unbuttoned my knit dress, slipping the colorful fabric off my small breasts, exposing my large areolas and hard nipples.

“Mmm,” Charlize purred, her hips shifting in that delicious, naughty nurses uniform she wore.

“Denise, attend to me,” Dr. Gwen commanded, her brown eyes flashing behind her dainty glasses.

“Gladly, Doctor,” Denise purred, a hungry smile on her lips. The goth receptionist fell to her knees, swallowing Gwen's thick cock in a single gulp. Gwen shuddered, thrusting her small breasts forward, the lab coat slipping away.

“Cocks out, ladies,” Charlize purred as she pushed open her blouse, exposing her round breasts. She was larger than all of us. I noticed Aphrodite liked to give gender-swapped men big tits. I guess our Goddess was a breasts woman.

Charlize stretched out on the wide exam table. Portia and I had fucked many times on those tables, hoping the latest injection, pill, or vile-tasting liquid would be the one to let our futa-seed be fertile. I so wanted to knock up Portia while she planted a baby in my womb. We would be so beautiful together, pregnant and horny.

“So, is it an injection?” Portia asked.

“Nope. You can take this orally,” Charlize giggled.

“Or as a suppository,” Gwen moaned. “That's fun, too.”

Charlize tittered even as she spread her thighs apart as she lounged on the table. Her skirt rose up, exposing the blonde woman's shaved pussy. My cock throbbed; I wanted to bury to the hilt in Charlize's sweet flesh.

“Why don't both you and your wife stick your cocks in me,” Charlize moaned. “I think you'll find the treatment is even more exciting that way.”

“More exciting?” I asked, licking my lips.

“So much more exciting,” Charlize purred, writhing her hips, her hand rubbing down between the lips of her juicy pussy. “Stretch me wide open. My pussy's safe to fuck. I'm already pregnant.”

“I love sharing a pussy with you,” Portia moaned, putting her arms around my neck and staring into my green eyes. Our cocks nudged, bumping into each other, a sensual caress that sent shudders through me. “Let's plunder her together, our cocks trapped in her flesh, rubbing together.”

“You're making me so wet,” I panted.

“I know,” Portia laughed, giving me a wink.

I had to kiss her. I moved in, planting my lips on hers. I loved this futa so much. Our tongues played around with each other as our bodies melted together. My hands slid down, caressing her ass, pulling her tight against me as our tongues swapped.

I could kiss her forever.

Her fingers dug into my ass. In the background, Gwen moaned in delight as Denise noisily sucked her cock. The table creaked and Charlize shifted, sitting up and folding her arms beneath her impressive breasts.

“Sorry,” I giggled, breaking the kiss. “We're supposed to be receiving our treatment.”

“Yes,” Charlize said.

“Sorry, Doctor,” Portia giggled. “We get so excited sometimes. We just can't help ourselves.”

“You're futas,” Charlize sighed. “Horny, beautiful, insatiable futas.” The blonde rubbed her pussy again. “And you make me so wet. Get in here and fuck me! I need it so bad! You futas are teasing me, rubbing those hard, beautiful cocks together.”

“Was yours ever this big?” Portia asked as she walked to the table.

“I don't think so,” Charlize answered with a frown. “It's so hard to remember. When I think back, I remember being a girl all my life. I know I wasn't changed until college, but as the years mount, my female body just feels so natural.”

“Charlize's cock wasn't that big,” moaned Gwen. “I barely felt her cock when she fucked me.”

“The one and only time I stuck my dick in a girl,” Charlize giggled. “She changed me before I even came.”

“Well, you are so much sexier now,” I purred, stretching out beside her. Charlize lifted up her legs, draping them over Portia and my hips. Charlize stayed on her back, her hands grasping our cocks, guiding them to her dripping pussy.

“Definitely sexier,” Portia agreed as our cocks rubbed against Charlize's pussy, nudging together as we sought to find her pussy hole.

“Oh, that's so hot,” Gwen moaned. “Fuck my wife! Stretch out her cunt with your monster cocks!”

“Yes!” Charlize gasped, her back arching as the tips of our cocks invaded her pussy.

Portia and I were sandwiched together as we wormed into her hot, tight pussy. Charlize's juices flooded out as she shuddered in bliss, her pussy lubing the way for our thick cocks to stretch her out. I groaned, my dick pressed against my wife's as we thrust deeper and deeper.

And then we were in her.

I groaned, savoring the intimate, tight embrace. I stared into Portia's hazel eyes across Charlize's thrashing body, the woman gasping and groaning as she experienced the bliss of two cocks stretching her out.

“Yes! Goddess, yes!' Charlize panted. “So good!”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” Gwen panted, fucking Denise's face hard.

“Goddess of Hearth and Marriage,” Charlize suddenly chanted.

I blinked in surprise. That sounded like she was casting a spell. But not to Aphrodite.

“Bless my breasts with the milk of motherhood,” Charlize moaned, her pussy shuddering about our dicks. “Let my bounty grant the hermaphroditic follower of Aphrodite with fecund seed.”

My eyes widened as Charlize's pussy rippled about my cock. She was cumming, bucking hard as a flash of heat went through her body. Her breasts swelled, growing larger and riper, her nipples darkening red.

And then a single, pure-white drop of milk beaded from her nipples. I gasped in astonishment as her pussy spasmed about my cock. Charlize's sheath worked about our shafts, massaging us as I was hypnotized by her lactating breasts.

“Drink your treatment,” Gwen moaned. “Suckle from my wife's breasts.”

“Oh, damn,” Portia groaned, leaning down, her mouth opening. She latched onto Charlize's nipple, sucking hard.

I had to have a taste. I bent down, my hips pumping in rhythm with Portia, our dicks sliding in and out of Charlize's tight sheath. I engulfed her other nipple, sucking with a ravenous hunger. Warm, creamy, sweet breast milk exploded into my mouth, squirting hard as I suckled.

“Yes!” Charlize gasped, her body bucking harder, her pussy squeezing tighter about our cocks. “Nurse from me! Drink Mommy's milk! Let it absorb into you, change you, make you fertile!”

I shuddered as I drank, the heat spilling into me. Squirt after squirt flooded my mouth. I swallowed as fast as I could, the milk settling in my stomach. A warmth grew as my body absorbed the delicious milk, the heat pumping through my body.

Right to my ovaries where my futa-cum was produced.

My cock erupted. I gasped and shuddered, my cum pulsing out of me into Charlize's pregnant pussy. Portia groaned beside me, her cock throbbing as her cum shot out, splashing into Charlize's womb, mixing with mine.

My mouth left Charlize's breasts. “Oh, Portia! I can feel it! I can knock you up!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” my wife gasped as she shuddered and writhed.

The knowledge that we were both fertile made my pussy clench in delight. My juices flooded out as I shuddered and moaned. We were about to breed each other. We were about to have our dreams come true.

It was so wonderful.

“I need to fuck you, Georgia,” my wife moaned, ripping her cock out of Charlize's body.

“Do it,” Charlize panted, climbing off the table, my cock popping out of her pussy. A flood of our cum poured out down her thighs. Her breasts shrunk, the nipples lightening. Her milk gone. “Breed each other. Hera's magic will make sure that any pussies the pair of you fuck for the next few hours will conceive a child.”

“Yes!” I gasped, twisting about. There was one way my wife and I had discovered so two futas could fuck each other's pussies. It was similar to the way two women scissored their legs during sex.

“We're gonna breed each other,” moaned Portia as we shifted, guiding our throbbing cocks to each other's pussies.

“Yes!” I groaned.

“That's so hot,” Charlize giggled, leaning on the counter. Gwen was kneeling before her, tonguing Charlize's pussy clean of our cum. “Knock each other's fertile pussies up! Oh, yes! I love it!”

The tip of my cock brushed Portia's pussy while the tip of her dick caressed my cunt. We shifted our hips, pushing our pussies into each other's depths. I groaned, my toes curling as we worked our cocks deeper and deeper into each other. Her dick was so big, spreading open my tight pussy.

No matter how many times she fucked me, my pussy was always tight, gripping her cock. My toes curled in delight when she bottomed out inside of me, my cock buried to the hilt in her steamy pussy. Our hips undulated, sliding our cocks in and out of each other.

“Oh, yes!” I panted as our hips worked together.

Duel pleasure trembled through me. My pussy delighted in being fucked by Portia's thick cock, and my dick savored her tight, wet, velvet sheath. We gasped and moaned, our hands gripping each other's thighs as the table creaked.

“Cum in me,” Portia moaned, her hazel eyes staring at mine, her breasts jiggling as we fucked. “Breed me! Knock me up!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I gasped in excitement. “Oh, I will. I'm gonna pump so much futa-cum into your fertile pussy. You're gonna have twins!”

“Yes!” Portia screamed, her passion nearing, her pussy tightening about my dick. “Aphrodite, yes! I want that so bad! I want you to breed me! I want to be knocked up by you! And I want to pump your pussy full of my fertile seed!”

“Aphrodite, yes! Let's breed each other! Let's fill each other's bellies up with our cum! Oh, Portia! Oh, yes!”

My toes curled again as my orgasm neared. My entire body tensed, anticipating that wonderful moment when we bred each other. My cries became wonderful squeaks of joy as the tip of my cock itched, the pressure swelling.

And then exploded out of me.

“Portia!” I screamed as my hot cum burst into her pussy.

Portia shuddered, bucking her cock deep into my cunt. She let out a wordless howl, shuddering in delight. And then her hot flood answered, pouring into my fertile pussy. My cunt writhed, massaging her cock, eager for every drop of her cum to spill into me and knock me up. I wanted it so badly. I wanted to be bred by my love.

Our climaxes reached their peak, the pleasure rolling through me even as our sperm swam up our pussies for our womb and the little egg waiting to be fertilized. I collapsed on the table, gasping for breath, savoring the delightful warmth of my wife's cum trickling out of my depths.

“That was so hot,” Gwen clapped, her face smeared with pussy cream and futa-cum.

“Yes,” Charlize giggled, standing beside her wife, her tits still exposed by her open nurse's blouse. “Oh, before you go. There's something I learned. You see, I swore to Hera and she's allowing futas to breed on a limited basis.”

“Hera?” I blinked. “Like, the goddess, Hera?”

“All the Greek gods are real,” Gwen added.

“Well, Hestia has been vanquished, but there are other gods not happy with Aphrodite and you futas.” Charlize giggled. “You are slowly taking over the world.”

“Yeah,” I panted, frowning. Portia and I, along with the rest of the Venus Squad, had defeated Hestia's daughters a few years ago.

“Well, Ursula is over in Europe, and she might be stepping on Dionysus's toes. So you and your squad need to be prepared to jet off if something bad happens.”

“Great,” I groaned, collapsing back.

“It's our job, dear,” Portia smiled. “We're the Venus Squad.”

“Yeah, yeah. Well, let's hope nothing happens. I just want to be a mother.”

“Oh, you are,” my wife giggled. “I just know we're both pregnant now.”

*   *   *

Delilah

I climbed out of Peter's limo, my master pinching my ass on the way out. He led my bacchanal, mastering five wild women and taming us to his will. We were his sluts. We were devoted to him and our god Dionysus for the wild orgies he gave us.

There was nothing like the hedonistic lust of the Bacchanal possessing you body, soul, and mind. Nothing mattered but the intoxicating wine that issued from our breasts and the uninhibited sex.

But Dionysus wasn't happy that a futa had strode into Europe and began claiming the young women. An entire school of potential bacchanae had been claimed by Aphrodite, transformed into the personal playthings of Ursula Davis.

And it was time to do something about it.

I strode across the grounds of Miss Tatiana's School for Refined Ladies—my old alma mater—and was almost shocked by what I saw. It was a sunny afternoon. The eighteen- and nineteen-year-old schoolgirls were lounging on the lawn, many naked, pleasuring each other. It was like a bacchanal, but without the wild lust.

And the man to lead us in our orgy.

I ignored the sight. These girls had been corrupted by Aphrodite into pure lesbianism and futa-love.

I would change that. I would teach these girls that the Bacchanal was the true form of pleasure, the only time a woman should give in to her filthy lusts. The rest of the time we needed to be pure.

I reached the yawning entrance. The school had once been a palace with a grand entrance into the ostentatious, stone building. My heels clicked on the polished stone floor as I made my way through the halls.

I caught a glimpse of the futa, her hair dyed-blonde, a brunette girl bent over a desk as the futa reamed the schoolgirl's ass with a big cock. It was an impressive specimen, but Dionysus gifted his privileged, male followers with bigger.

These girls were so missing out.

I reached the Headmistress's office, pausing to reach into my blouse and stroke my hard nipple. “God of wine and revelry,” I whispered, casting the spell, my fingers growing wet with my intoxicating breast milk, “perfume my body in the wild lust of the Bacchanal.”

I shuddered as the spell was cast. Miss Tatiana would be unable to resist joining the Bacchanal. Together, we would transform this school and drive out the foul futa that plagued it.

*   *   *

Dionysus

“Do you really think your little whore will be a match for my futa?” Aphrodite purred, striding up to me with a goblet of ambrosia in her hand. She was naked and lush. She would be the perfect woman, except that cock jutting from her pussy.

Such rebellion. Such defiance.

“I do,” I answered, swirling my own cup of ambrosia mixed with an excellent pinot noir.

“Care to make a wager?” Aphrodite asked, a broad smile on her face.

I hesitated, but I couldn't resist. “What are the stakes?”

She whispered them in my ear. I couldn't resist accepting. If Peter and his Bacchanal succeeded, it would be the end of the futas.

To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “Futa's First Day”

“I can show her where it is, Miss Serafina,” Héloïse said, her voice a breathless, excited squeak.

“Yes. I wanted to show Héloïse something special,” I purred.

“Yes, yes,” Miss Serafina panted. “Well, um, I can't wait to get to know you as well.”

I winked at her. “I'm sure we'll get to intimately know each other before the term is over.”

Her cheeks reddened more. “Yes. That's sounds, um, lovely.”

“Oh, it will be.” I blew her a kiss and strolled out, Héloïse hot on my heels.

“Are you...and her...?” Héloïse whispered.

“Oh, yes,” I laughed. “I'm going to enjoy ravishing Miss Serafina.”

“Maybe she should take your luggage,” Héloïse said.

“If you don't want me to make love to your sweet body, then go back and ask her,” I told her, continuing to walk down the hall.

Héloïse didn't turn back.

Her pussy was hot to trot.

We left the main building, walking to a rectangular shaped structure on other side of a few tennis courts. Off to the left, a track circled a soccer field. Well, they probably call it football here. I'd have to remember that.

More girls lounged around the dorms, huddled in small groups, or streaming in and out of the dorm building. My eyes lusted on them all. My clit wanted to turn into a futa-cock so badly. My forehead broke out in sweat as I forced my lust to stay in control.

“Are you on the third floor?” I asked as we trooped up the stairs.

“Fourth,” she answered with the shake of her head. “I share a room with Qiu. She's very polite and quiet. We are getting along.”

“Lovely,” I purred. “Perhaps one night, I'll visit your dorm and the three of us can really get along.”

“Miss Ursula,” she gasped.

“Loving women is the best thing in the world,” I told her. “I want you to seduce Qiu after I've popped your cherry.”

She never stopped blushing. What a lovely girl.

We reached the third floor—climbing those stairs every day was going to keep the girls in great shape—and I pulled out my key and unlocked the door labeled “Miss Ursula, Dorm Mistress.” My clit swelled an inch. All these nubile, young women were at my disposal.

I was going to drown in virgin pussy this term.

My room wasn't terribly large. I had a queen-sized bed, a desk, a closet, a small kitchenette with a mini-refrigerator. The only door led to a bathroom with a shower/tub combination. Lacy curtains hung from my two windows. I had a corner room, and Lake Sarnen glinted through my window.

Héloïse followed me in, setting my suitcase down. She stood in the center of the room, her eyes glancing at my bed. She swallowed, trembling like a tree in a strong wind. I strode to her, dropping my suitcase before reaching out to stroke her face. I lifted her chin, her wide eyes staring into mine. I leaned in and kissed her sweet lips.

She stiffened for a moment, and then she moaned, her lips working against mine. I flicked my tongue out, caressing her lips before pushing into her mouth. Héloïse let out a soft sigh, her head tilting, her tongue meeting mine, playing with it.

I slipped a hand around her side, sliding down to squeeze her firm ass through her skirt, pulling her body tight against mine. Our breasts pressed together as her slim hands rested on my hips, her fingers flexing and massaging me, creeping slowly around my waist.

“Miss Ursula,” she panted when I broke the kiss. “I've never felt that before. What...are you doing to me?”

“Awakening you to the true pleasures a woman's body was made to experience,” I purred, giving her another kiss.

She swayed, stumbling back and falling onto my bed when I broke the kiss. Her eyes were wide as I unbuttoned my halter top, my round breasts spilling out, exposing my dusky nipples. I tweaked one, grinning at her as she fidgeted on my bed.

If you want to read more, click here for Futa's First Day (The Futa Academy 1)!
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Naughty Excerpt from “The Headmistress”

Dionysus's spell covered me. It was time to transform this school back into what it should be—the breeding ground for virgins to be transformed into the wild women of the Bacchanal. All of Peter's, the master of my Bacchanal, concubines had attended this school. I had fond memories of those days, repressing my sexuality, having innocent daydreams of my husband.

Peter showed me different the night he took the virginities of Lize, Fleur, Sinéad, Sylvianne, and myself. He made his Bacchanal and transformed us into the wild women of the orgy. We grew drunk of wine and lust that night. I performed acts my virgin mind hadn't even conceived of drunk on the Bacchanal.

And this futa, Ursula Davis, was ruining everything. These girls had already lost their innocence, and has become addicted to lesbian and futa sex. They didn't crave a strong man any longer. They didn't lust to be the concubine of an alpha.

They didn't lust to be mastered.

They were missing out.

Things would change. Dionysus could not allow this perversion to continue. If those futas wanted to ruin America, that was fine. It was a cesspool anyways. But now they had crossed into Europe and befouled it with their degenerate behavior.

I knocked on Miss Tatiana's door.

“Enter,” a woman purred.

I strode into the headmistress's office, a tingle of fear passed through me. During the two years I attended this school, I dreaded being called to this office. More than a few girls that had been caught masturbating had been sent to receive her stern discipline.

Miss Tatiana looked the same as she did ten years ago. The woman never aged. She had run this school for two hundred years, molding the young women to serve the powerful of Europe. And while she still had her delicate, Slavic cheekbones, her beautiful face framed by her platinum-blonde curls, the sternness was gone. Hunger burned in her blue eyes.

“Why hello, Delilah,” Tatiana purred. “So you are the alumni's representative?”

“I am Dionysus's representative,” I said, striding to her, breathing deeply so my breasts almost spilled out of my top.

Miss Tatiana's eyes were already glued to them. My spell hadn't had a chance to work on her. The futa had transformed Miss Tatiana into a lesbian whore like the rest of their students.

“Dionysus is not needed here,” Miss Tatiana said as I sat down on the edge of her desk. “My girls have a new purpose.”

“As whores for Aphrodite?” I hissed. “What does your Goddess think about that?”

“Athena only cares that my girls are educated,” Miss Tatiana smiled. “She doesn't care what they do after that.”

My skirt rode up my thighs as I shifted. “But what about keeping them virgins? Athena hates it when her pupils are despoiled.”

“They're technically virgins,” Miss Tatiana smiled, her hand reaching out to caress my thigh. Her touch was sensual. “No man has ever touched them.”

“Their cherries have all be plucked.”

“Hymens don't make a girl a virgin. They can lose their hymens from playing sports or horse riding.” Miss Tatiana leaned in, almost burying her face into my cleavage. “Only being fucked by a disgusting man despoils them. Not by a futa.”

“And what happens when they leave here? Who will these women be wives and concubines to?”

“Dionysus will have to find his whores elsewhere,” Miss Tatiana sneered. “When my girls graduate, they will be turned into futas. In a month, 150 of them will be unleashed on Europe. And no women can resist a futa.”

Miss Tatiana's hand slid up my skirt. “No woman can resist the Bacchanal,” I purred, spreading my thighs, letting her fingers slide up farther to my pussy stained with Peter's cum. “No woman can deny the pleasure Dionysus gives in the orgy. You've never experienced the wild lust. It's so much more exciting than anything that futa slut gave you.”

Miss Tatiana licked her lips. I draped my legs over her shoulders, pulling her face towards my pussy. Dionysus's lust worked on her. Whatever protections Athena had given Tatiana had been destroyed by Ursula.

This was so much easier than I feared.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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The Headmistress

Miss Ursula

I tried to forget about the cryptic warning Charlize gave me yesterday as I strode through the halls of Ms. Tatiana's Finishing School for Young Ladies, or Ms. Tatiana's for short. According to Charlize, the wife of my best friend Gwen, the Greek god Dionysus wasn't happy that I was in Europe converting the young women of this school into sluts for my futa-cock.

I forced myself to strut with confidence through the halls. I was the queen of this school, the only futa. I had fucked every teacher and student, popped all those young women's cherries, and made them all into sex-crazed lesbians.

It was such a beautiful sight.

Three girls shared a threeway kiss in the hallway, their hands roaming beneath each other's tartan skirts, stroking their bare pussies. Every girl went panty-less and was shaved bare. The new rules the headmistress gave on my orders. Miss Tatiana had tried to fight being my slut, but she became mine when I bent her over a desk and fucked her up the ass in front of my health class.

“Girls,” I nodded to the three sharing the kiss.

“Good morning, Miss Ursula,” the all answered, their cheeks flushed with their lust.

My clit throbbed beneath my skirt, swelling into a futa-cock. I couldn't resist. Not with those three gasping like the sweetest sirens. The school was full of eighteen and nineteen-year-old, nubile schoolgirls. A futa paradise.

“Do you need help, Miss Ursula?” Elisabeta, one of the three girls, purred. She was a Portuguese beauty with blue eyes, dimpled cheeks, and a large pair of breasts straining her tight, white blouse.

I grabbed my skirt, pulling it up to reveal my thick, throbbing cock thrusting out from above my dripping pussy. “I do, girls. Won't you be a dear and help your teacher out.”

“Gladly, Miss Ursula,” Clara purred, her hazel eyes flashing. She moved away from the other two, falling to her knees, her honey-brown hair fanning out in a curtain of silk. She swallowed my cock with an eager delight, her tongue swirling about the crown.

I groaned, shuddering in delight. It was so wonderful to be the queen of this school.

Qiu, the third girl, a petite, Chinese doll knelt beside Clara, leaning in and nuzzling her face into my dripping pussy, swiping her tongue right through my dripping pussy lips. I shuddered as her tongue fluttered between my labia, mixing with the delightful sensations Clara's mouth produced on my cock.

“I guess that leaves me with your delicious ass, Miss Ursula,” purred Elisabeta. “Lucky me.”

“Definitely lucky,” I laughed. “Now get on your knees and put that little whore-mouth to good use.”

Elisabeta's smile broadened, increasing the beauty of her dimples. She sauntered behind me, her delightful ass shaking in that tartan skirt. Her hands squeezed my ass through my skirt, fingers biting in as she licked my neck.

“The three of us are going to make you howl, Miss Ursula.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Do it, slut. Put those nasty, schoolgirl mouths to good use.”

Elisabeta slid down my back. Her hands pulled my skirt up the rest of the way, the blue fabric bunching around my waist. Her cheek rubbed against my bubbly ass, savoring the silky smoothness of my rear. Her lips kissed and nibbled my asscheeks, her fingers prying them apart, exposing my puckered sphincter.

“Yes!” I groaned as she swirled her tongue about my asshole. Three mouths worked my body. Three delicious pleasures trembled through me, all mixing together.

Each one of my schoolgirl whores used her mouth in different ways. Elisabeta was so aggressive, jamming her tongue deep into my asshole, groaning as she savored the sour flavor. Qiu's tongue was more delicate, caressing the folds of my pussy, flicking through with an agile touch that seemed to ignite every part of my labia at once. And Clara sucked and bobbed her head with a hunger, eager to taste my cum.

“Having fun, Miss Ursula?” Cáit, my gorgeous, Irish pet purred as she strode by. She didn't bother with a blouse, letting her heavy breasts bounce and jiggle.

If I was the queen of the school, then my four pets were the princesses. Cáit, Héloïse, Ava, and Zakiya strode through the school like they owned it. They knew they were my favorites, the girls I loved, and they used it to satiate their lusts.

Crawling behind Cáit was a naked Brynhildur, the Icelandic schoolgirl's pillowy breasts swaying beneath her as she crawled, a butt plug adorned with a dog's tail shoved up her ass, and a collar attached to a leash about her neck.

“Are you taking your bitch for a walk?” I asked, shuddering in delight.

“She needs her exercise, right, bitch?” Cáit purred, stroking Brynhildur's blonde hair.

“I do,” moaned the doggy schoolgirl, shaking her ass to wag her tail.

I shuddered, watching Brynhildur's fine ass wag as she crawled down the hallway after Cáit, her naked pussy leaking juices down her thighs. I groaned, a fresh flood of my own cream pouring into Qiu's mouth as a small, shuddering orgasm purred through my pussy, shooting to the tip of my cock.

The itch grew. I seized Clara's honey-brown hair, pulling her mouth down my shaft, forcing my cock down her throat. She groaned, massaging the tip with her tight throat. Elisabeta sucked and rimmed my ass and Qiu nibbled on my labia.

My body tensed.

“Keep pleasuring me, whores,” I growled as the pressure swelled inside me. “Keep tonguing me with your slutty mouths.”

“Miss Ursula,” Héloïse smiled as she strode by, a strap-on thrusting from beneath her skirt.

“Héloïse,” I nodded back.

Héloïse grabbed a passing girl, shoved her against the wall, and thrust the dildo into the schoolgirl's pussy, pumping hard. The schoolgirl, Dora, moaned and gasped in Greek as she allowed Héloïse to ravish her cunt.

My cock throbbed. My cum erupted into Clara's hungry mouth. The schoolgirl moaned, swallowing fast as spurt after spurt filled her. My asshole clenched on Elisabeta's tongue and my pussy writhed, flooding Qiu's mouth with a deluge of my excitement.

I shuddered as the passing schoolgirls applauded and whooped. “Drown those sluts, Miss Ursula!”

“So lucky! I want to lick your ass today!”

“You're so beautiful when you cum, Miss Ursula.”

I threw back my head, my bleached-blonde hair swinging about my shoulders as I let out a loud howl, my passion echoing down the wide, stony halls of the school. My body shuddered hard, a wave of pleasure exploding from my ass, pussy, and cock, sweeping through my body and slamming into my mind.

I drowned in bliss.

I savored it.

“Oh, yes. Very good, girls,” I panted as the three schoolgirls pulled their lips away from my satiated body, my cock shrinking down. “Mmm, that was the best.”

“We're so glad to serve, Miss Ursula,” Qiu smiled, always polite and demure, her doll's face smeared with my pussy cream.

“Uh-huh,” Clara panted, my cum trickling down her lips.

Elisabeta kissed her hard, tonguing my cum up and pushing Clara down to the floor. Qiu joined them, the three returning to their shared kiss, tongues flashing as they delighted in the flavors of my body and moaning as they fingered each other's cunts.

That's how women should act. They should be free to love each other whenever they wanted.

I pushed my skirt back down, my cock shrunk back into a clit, and strode down the hall to the cafeteria. I smacked Héloïse's ass as she fucked Dora, my pet squealing in delight, a bright, red handprint shining on her ass.

I had a busy day today. In a week was the annual dance. Some alumni would be returning, and there was a meeting with them later on today to discuss the dance. By tradition, there would be no men, Miss Tatiana's had always been a place to keep young women from giving into their sexuality with men so they could be virgin brides for rich business men.

And that was on top of my teaching. I still wanted to give my girls a top-notch education. So despite all the sex, they did have to buckle down and study, so I couldn't let orgies break out every day. Only on Fridays.

And it was only a Tuesday.

I reached the cafeteria, grabbing a bowl of oatmeal and a slice of melon, heading to my seat at the teacher's table. Serafina, the math teacher, patted the seat next to her. Her tan face was flushed, her lips moist. I wasn't surprised to see a schoolgirl between her thighs, licking away at her pussy.

I had turned Serafina into a full-time lesbian. She loved making her students lick her pussy when she couldn't get my hard, futa-cock to satisfy her. “Lovely day,” I smiled.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned. “Natasza sure is brightening it.”

“Yes, she's an eager cunnilinguist,” I giggled.

“You taught her well.”

I looked around. “Where's the headmistress?”

“Oh, I think she's meeting with the alumni rep,” groaned Serafina, her eyes squeezing shut. “I saw this gorgeous woman arrive. Delilah, I think her name is. She was heading to the...oh, yes, Natasza!”

Serafina's breasts jiggled in her tight, tight blouse as a shuddered rolled through her body. Natasza, the Polish schoolgirl, slurped down Serafina's juices with a hungry appetite. The math teacher leaned back in her chair, grasping my hand and squeezing it as her climax reached its peak.

“Madre di dios,” Serafina muttered. “That was very good, Natasza.”

“I'm glad I could serve, Miss Serafina,” the Polish schoolgirl purred, her lips pursed into a vixen's smile, the pussy cream only enhancing how sensual she looked.

“Now why don't you service Miss Ursula?”

“Gladly,” the schoolgirl purred, shifting over beneath the table.

My spoon carved into my melon, bringing the green, juicy fruit to my mouth as Natasza swallowed my expanding cock. “So, this Delilah, how beautiful is she?” I asked.

Serafina's smile broadened. “Just to die for. Raven-black hair that frames a vixen's face. Her eyes were this vivid green, and she had a hungry smile on her face as she witnessed our girls having fun in the halls.”

“She didn't mind?” I frowned. “She's an alumni. She attended the school when it was all prim and proper.”

Serafina shrugged. “Her tits almost spilled out of her blouse, and the way her ass writhed beneath her skirt.” Serafina made a low moan, shifting in her seat. “Just perfect.”

I shuddered, Natasza bobbing on my cock. “I can't wait to meet her.”

*   *   *

Delilah

Dionysus's spell covered me. It was time to transform this school back into what it should be—the breeding ground for virgins to be transformed into the wild women of the Bacchanal. All of Peter's, the master of my Bacchanal, concubines had attended this school. I had fond memories of those days, repressing my sexuality, having innocent daydreams of my husband.

Peter showed me different the night he took the virginities of Lize, Fleur, Sinéad, Sylvianne, and myself. He made his Bacchanal and transformed us into the wild women of the orgy. We grew drunk of wine and lust that night. I performed acts my virgin mind hadn't even conceived of drunk on the Bacchanal.

And this futa, Ursula Davis, was ruining everything. These girls had already lost their innocence, and has become addicted to lesbian and futa sex. They didn't crave a strong man any longer. They didn't lust to be the concubine of an alpha.

They didn't lust to be mastered.

They were missing out.

Things would change. Dionysus could not allow this perversion to continue. If those futas wanted to ruin America, that was fine. It was a cesspool anyways. But now they had crossed into Europe and befouled it with their degenerate behavior.

I knocked on Miss Tatiana's door.

“Enter,” a woman purred.

I strode into the headmistress's office, a tingle of fear passed through me. During the two years I attended this school, I dreaded being called to this office. More than a few girls that had been caught masturbating had been sent to receive her stern discipline.

Miss Tatiana looked the same as she did ten years ago. The woman never aged. She had run this school for two hundred years, molding the young women to serve the powerful of Europe. And while she still had her delicate, Slavic cheekbones, her beautiful face framed by her platinum-blonde curls, the sternness was gone. Hunger burned in her blue eyes.

“Why hello, Delilah,” Tatiana purred. “So you are the alumni's representative?”

“I am Dionysus's representative,” I said, striding to her, breathing deeply so my breasts almost spilled out of my top.

Miss Tatiana's eyes were already glued to them. My spell hadn't had a chance to work on her. The futa had transformed Miss Tatiana into a lesbian whore like the rest of their students.

“Dionysus is not needed here,” Miss Tatiana said as I sat down on the edge of her desk. “My girls have a new purpose.”

“As whores for Aphrodite?” I hissed. “What does your Goddess think about that?”

“Athena only cares that my girls are educated,” Miss Tatiana smiled. “She doesn't care what they do after that.”

My skirt rode up my thighs as I shifted. “But what about keeping them virgins? Athena hates it when her pupils are despoiled.”

“They're technically virgins,” Miss Tatiana smiled, her hand reaching out to caress my thigh. Her touch was sensual. “No man has ever touched them.”

“Their cherries have all be plucked.”

“Hymens don't make a girl a virgin. They can lose their hymens from playing sports or horse riding.” Miss Tatiana leaned in, almost burying her face into my cleavage. “Only being fucked by a disgusting man despoils them. Not by a futa.”

“And what happens when they leave here? Who will these women be wives and concubines to?”

“Dionysus will have to find his whores elsewhere,” Miss Tatiana sneered. “When my girls graduate, they will be turned into futas. In a month, 150 of them will be unleashed on Europe. And no women can resist a futa.”

Miss Tatiana's hand slid up my skirt. “No woman can resist the Bacchanal,” I purred, spreading my thighs, letting her fingers slide up farther to my pussy stained with Peter's cum. “No woman can deny the pleasure Dionysus gives in the orgy. You've never experienced the wild lust. It's so much more exciting than anything that futa slut gave you.”

Miss Tatiana licked her lips. I draped my legs over her shoulders, pulling her face towards my pussy. Dionysus's lust worked on her. Whatever protections Athena had given Tatiana had been destroyed by Ursula.

This was so much easier than I feared.

“Lick my pussy. Taste the ambrosia of the Bacchanal,” I purred.

Her tongue licked through my pussy lips. I groaned, leaning back on her desk, knocking over papers and books. I groaned, squirming as the headmistress sucked and slurped at my pussy, drinking down Peter's cum, my breast milk leaking out of my nipples.

Miss Tatiana knew how to eat pussy. The futa had taught her well. I closed my eyes, arching my hips and grinding my pussy lips into her mouth. I shuddered, squeezing my heavy breasts. They were full, bursting with Dionysus's lust.

I unbuttoned my blouse, pulling my fat nipple to my lips. I loved having such heavy breasts. I suckled, the heady wine pouring into my mouth, sweet and creamy. My breast milk was delicious, a gift from Dionysus. It was more potent than any alcohol. The lust burned through me.

“Eat my cunt, whore!” I screamed, releasing my fat nipple.

I sat up, grabbing a ruler from her desk and smacked it down on her ass. She moaned into my pussy, shaking her skirt. Her tongue wiggled deep into my pussy, her nose nuzzling at my clit. She gasped as I spanked her ass a second time, my milk leaking out of my breasts, trickling down my stomach.

“You've been so bad, Miss Tatiana,” I purred, smacking her ass again. “You've let a filthy futa take over your school.”

“I have been bad,” moaned Miss Tatiana, looking up, her lips smeared with my pussy.

Smack!

“Keep licking my cunt!” I hissed.

Smack!

“Sorry, Delilah.”

Her mouth buried back into my pussy. She licked harder, falling under my spell. I groaned, shuddering, my heavy breasts jiggling. I smacked her ass again while my fingers played with my nipple, squirting my creamy-white milk through the air. My head swam with desire.

Smack!

I loved that sound. The way the ruler cracked on her skirt, the fabric whisking. I raised the ruler up and brought down again and again.

“You're so bad! You're a naughty headmistress!”

“Yes, I am!”

Smack!

“So bad! Punish me!”

Smack!

My orgasm swelled. Her hungry mouth dug through my pussy. Her hands wrapped around my hips, grasping my naked ass. Her fingernails bit into my plump flesh as she squeezed, pulling my pussy tighter against her lips.

My body tensed.

Smack!

My toes curled.

Smack!

My pussy convulsed.

Smack!

Waves of bliss shuddered through me, radiating from my pussy. My nipples tingled, my milk erupting, showering the both of us with the creamy, intoxicating treat. I moaned, my mouth open wide, milk raining into my mouth, running hot down my face.

“You wonderful slut! Yes! Yes!” I gasped.

Smack!

“Keep licking! Keep making me cum!”

Smack!

The ruler flew out of my hand as a powerful shudder spasmed through my body. I convulsed, falling back on the desk as Miss Tatiana's hungry mouth kept devouring all the juices pouring out of my pussy.

“Mmm, that's delicious,” Miss Tatiana purred, her tongue licking up the rivulets of milk that had leaked from my breasts, savoring the taste of Dionysus's wine. Her eyes dilated as the intoxicating drink worked through her body.

Her mouth licked up my stomach, gathering all of the milk. She climbed to my breasts, licking and sucking, her mouth wrapping around my nipple. I shuddered as she nursed, sucking the milk out of my body.

“That's it,” I purred, digging two fingers into her sopping pussy. She shuddered, clenching down with her pussy. “Drink the wine. Join the Bacchanal.”

Miss Tatiana suckled like a wild woman, moaning and grunting as she nursed. I pushed a third and fourth finger into her tight pussy. Tatiana shuddered, writhing atop me. Her teeth nipped at my nipples as she sucked, drinking down every drop.

“You'll make sure this school returns to the way it should be,” I groaned, curling my fingers and pushing my entire fist into her pussy.

“Yes!” the headmistress moaned, my breast milk leaking down her chin. “Oh, yes! I'll do anything for this feeling.”

I laughed, burying my fist deep into her sopping pussy. Her flesh convulsed about my hand. She shuddered and gasped. I pumped it in and out of her, spreading her cunt open. She rocked atop me, moaning like a bitch.

And came hard.

*   *   *

Portia

The cheer squad went through a new routine, their nubile bodies shaking in their short, lilac skirts, flashing naked asses and pussies while their breasts bounced in their pink-and-lilac tops. The school's mascot, Aphrodite's Angel, graced the front of their uniforms, bouncing with their breasts.

It was as stunning sight.

“I can't stop thinking about what Charlize told us last night,” my wife said, shaking her head, her blonde curls tumbling about her shoulders.

She was as beautiful as the day we met. I had fallen in love with her, but I freaked out. I couldn't handle the thought I might be gay, so I treated her so poorly. I abused her, trying to drive her away from the cheer squad.

Instead, in the gym's bathroom, I discovered her futa-cock and we made the most passionate, animalistic love. I confessed my true feelings, and we had been so happy since then. My hand reached out, touching her belly.

It was too early to know for sure if we were pregnant, but I knew I planted a baby inside my wife last night. And I was positive Georgia had returned the favor. My wife smiled, patting my hand, rubbing it against her belly.

“What do you want to do?” I asked.

“Talk with the Venus Squad,” Georgia answered.

I nodded my head, turning back to watch the new generation. It was the junior varsity team we were coaching. None of them had earned the right to be futas. When they graduated to the varsity cheer squad, they'd receive their cocks.

They all worked hard for the privilege.

“Futanaris are hot!” the squad said, shaking their pompoms and performing sky kicks, flashing their naked pussies at us. “Futanaris are wet!”

“I'm growing wet!” I groaned, shaking my hips and licking my lips. The girls were all staring at us, flashing their pussies on purpose.

They flipped around, all seven squad members bending over and performing booty shakes. Their skirts were so short, their asses and cunts were on display beneath the bouncing hem of their pleated skirts.

“Futanaris will explode and cum all over you!” the girls shouted.

My cock ballooned.

“We'll talk to the Venus Squad after we fuck our girls,” I groaned, striding forward, unable to contain my lust any longer.

Georgia was right beside me.

“Oh, Miss Portia,” squealed Hannah, her blonde pigtails flying about her head as I slammed my cock into her tight, eighteen-year-old cunt. “Oh, yes! Futanari cock is the best!”

“Yes it is!” panted Kimmie, her large tits shaking as Georgia pounded her hard, my wife's face contorting with bliss.

“Good practice, girls,” I moaned, staring at the other five who all had disappointed looks on their faces. “Daisy chain and enjoy yourselves.”

“Yes, Miss Portia,” the remaining girls giggled, falling to the gym mats and burying their faces beneath each other's skirts. They munched loud, moaning and groaning as each girl ate a pussy, forming a never ending circle of lust.

“That's it,” Georgia moaned. “Love each other, girls! Bond as a team! It's so important.”

“Yes, it is,” gasped Hannah as she fucked back into my strokes. “Oh, yes! Bond with me, Miss Portia!”

The cheerleader worked her hips, pounding back into me as she waved her pompoms. I gripped her hips, keeping her bent over. She was flexible. She could take it. Her cunt was tight, wrapping hot silk about my cock.

I pushed her skirt up, her asshole winking at me as she drove back into my cock, clenching as she panted and moaned. I licked my thumb, getting it nice and wet before I shoved it into her velvety bowels. She groaned, her pigtails flying.

“Miss Portia!” she gasped. “Mmm, I love that!”

“I knew you would, slut!” I grunted. “You're just a horny cunt. My cheerleader slut.”

“Yes, yes, yes! I'm such a slut for futa-cock!”

“Me, too,” gasped Kimmie, her hips writhing and twerking, her hands grasping her knees as she humped her ass back into my wife's thrusts.

“And we have some exciting news,” I moaned. “You're fucking pregnant futas!”

“Really!” gasped Hannah, throwing her head back to look at me, her asshole clenching about my thumb. “Oh, that's so hot! I can't wait until you're showing!”

“Do you have a pregnancy fetish?” I asked, pounding her harder and slipping a finger in with my thumb.

“Maybe,” she giggled. “Round bellies, big tits, creamy milk. Oh, yes!”

Hannah shuddered, her pussy rippling about my cock. She let out a sudden gasp, surprised by the sudden bliss of her orgasm. I closed my eyes, my cock massaged by her hot silk, waves of pleasure shuddering through her.

“Miss Portia!” she gasped, her legs buckling, and the cheer slut fell to the ground, writhing in a pile of flared skirts.

“Naughty slut,” I gasped, my cock waving before me, aching to be touched.

“Sorry, Miss Portia,” she moaned. “I just was so excited.” She rolled onto her stomach, shaking her ass at me. “Take me! Fuck my ass! Punish me!”

I knelt down, smacking her bare cheek. “I know how much you love getting fucked up the ass. It's hardly a punishment.”

She grinned impishly at me. “But I know how much you love to sink your cock into cheerleader ass.”

I groaned, thrusting my cock deep into her asshole. I shuddered, surrounded by hot velvet. I gasped, pounding away. New pleasure grew inside me, my juices trickling down my thighs as I reamed her asshole.

“Take my cock,” I moaned. “You fucking cheer slut!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” she gasped. “I'm your cheer slut, Miss Portia! Always! Oh, yes! I love your cock in all my holes!”

I licked her cheek up to her ear. “Maybe I should knock you up.”

“Oh, no!” she gasped as I ripped my cock out of her ass and thrust it into her pussy. “You can't! I won't be able to cheer if I'm pregnant.”

“So?” I gasped, slamming my cock deep into her pussy. “I'll just flood your cunt with load after load of my fertile sperm. You'll be so beautiful pregnant with my daughter.”

“Miss Portia!” she gasped, bucking beneath me. “Please stop. You can't do this.”

“I can,” I moaned. “It's your punishment.”

I pounded her harder, my cock sliding in and out of her tight sheath. I nibbled on her ear, savoring her gasps and moans. Her pussy squeezed down on my cock, eager for my cum.

“You want it. I can tell.”

“No, Miss Portia,” she protested.

“Then why is your pussy so wet? Why is your naughty sheath massaging my cock? You want my cum! Oh, yes! You want to be bred by a futa!”

“Oh, fuck! Oh, no!” she gasped. “Oh, please! Please, please, please!”

Her pussy convulsed about my cock. She let out a whining moan as her pleasure crashed through her body. She writhed beneath me, squeaking as I rammed my thick cock into her cumming pussy. I groaned into her ear as her pussy milked my cock.

“You just came. You want this, slut! You want to be bred.”

“No,” she protested.

“Oh, yes! I'm gonna cum! I'm gonna baste your cunt with my seed!”

I slammed into her, my cock itching to explode. I shuddered, and then erupted. I gasped as blast after blast of my cum pumped out. I moaned into her ear as her pussy milked every drop. She shuddered and gasped beneath me.

“Miss Portia,” she gasped. “It's the wrong time of the month. I'm ovulating.”

I laughed, rolling off of her. “Don't worry about it,” I giggled. “It takes a special ritual to make a futa's cum potent. You're not pregnant.”

“I'm not?” she sighed. “Oh, thank Aphrodite.”

“But you found it hot,” I grinned.

She bit her lip. “Maybe.”

I smacked her ass. “Go shower.”

My wife fell down beside me, her cum leaking out of Kimmie's pussy. The daisy chain broke up, the girls all satiated with at least one orgasm. My wife cuddled up to me, looking up at the ceiling and pulled out her phone.

“Hey, Bella. We're having an emergency meeting of the Venus Squad after classes,” Georgia said. “We'll explain everything. Okay. See you then. Love you, too, Bella.”

Georgia hung up and I pulled her closer. “We can't ignore Aphrodite's warning. She told Charlize for a reason,” I sighed.

My wife nodded her head.

*   *   *

Miss Ursula

“Okay, class,” I said, looking up from the stack of graded papers. “You all did outstanding on the test, and you're all probably wondering who had the highest grade?”

My biology class all stared at me with rapt attention as I stood up, brandishing one single paper from the stack. My futa-cock itched and swelled, sprouting up beneath my skirt. I could feel that they were all dying to know who did the best. They each wanted the reward.

A temporary futa-cock.

“Only one of you scored a 100%. Most of you came close, and I'm so pleased about that.” I stroked my futa-cock beneath my skirt. “I know you all want to experience this special joy.” I stopped before Dora, the second cherry I had popped when I arrived. “Congratulations.”

I pulled the skirt of my cock away and thrust my futa-cock into Dora's mouth before she could react. I muttered the spell as I fucked her mouth, the other girls all giggling and shouting with delight, their clothes flying off. Each was hoping to be the slut Dora chose to fuck with her temporary cock.

They were all just gorgeous. My ovaries burned to unleash the spell into Dora's body. I gripped her black hair as I pounded her hard, my cock brushing the back of her throat. I shuddered and came down the schoolgirl's mouth.

“Oh, my god!” Dora moaned, her body shaking.

Her red-and-green tartan skirt bulged as her futa-cock sprouted from her dress. It would last about an hour. Dora bolted up, her eyes wide with delight as she stroked her dick. She shuddered, brushing the pink tip and suddenly her cock erupted, cum spraying out and splattering on the naked tits of Graziana. The Italian slut moaned, rubbing the cum into her tits.

“Who do you want to fuck, Dora?” I asked.

She glanced at me, swallowing. “You, Miss Ursula. Your ass. Ever since you fucked mine...”

I grinned, nodding my head. I bent over her desk, shaking my skirt at her. “Mmm, I do love being fucked by a futa. I haven't had a real dick in almost a year.”

I groaned as she sank her cock into my asshole, my pussy clenching in delight. Dora's tartan skirt brushed my ass when she buried to the hilt into my bowels. I shuddered, my cock throbbing beneath me.

A mouth engulfed my cock, sucking hard as Dora slammed her dick in and out of my bowels with a frantic need. The young girl had lost control of her lusts, reveling with the experience of her first fuck with a cock.

“That's it, slut!” I gasped. “Pound my ass! Savor it!”

“Oh, Miss Ursula,” she gasped. “Oh, yes! Oh, my goddess! It's so wonderful! Mmm, I love it! I love having a cock!”

The mouth sucking my dick moaned, swirling her tongue about my cock. I shuddered, a wave of heat racing through my body. I squeezed my ass down, my pussy clenching in delight and unleashing a flood of juices down my thighs.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned, my body on fire. “Pound my ass, Dora! Make me cum! I love it!”

“Yes, yes! Your ass is amazing! I'm gonna fuck everyone's asshole!”

“Oh, yes!” Graziana purred. “Me next! Please, Dora! Fuck my ass with your big cock!”

The other girls all begged to be ass-fucked. I wanted to help, but I had to meet with the dance committee. Delilah, the alumni rep, would be there, and I wanted to experience a new woman. I hoped she was married. I wanted to twist her away from her husband.

“Fuck!” I gasped, my cock throbbing. My cum pumped out of my dick, flooding the schoolgirl's mouth. She swallowed with delight, slurping down all my jizz.

“Miss Ursula!” Dora gasped. “Your ass! So tight! Oh, wow! Oh, yes! Something's building! My cum wants to burst out!”

“Let it!” I panted. “Flood my asshole!”

“Yes!” Dora moaned, burying to the hilt in me. Her cum pumped into my ass, mighty squirt after mighty squirt. I shuddered in delight, my ass milking her cock with hard squeezes.

Her cock stayed hard.

She ripped out of my ass and buried into Graziana's, the Italian schoolgirl squealing in delight.

I smiled, smoothing my skirt down. “Have fun, girls.”

“We will, Miss Ursula,” they called back as I walked out.

It was time to meet Delilah.

*   *   *

Delilah

Ursula would be here any minute. My pussy clenched in delight. It was time to make the futa a slave to my pussy. Then I would set this school right. And Dionysus would be pleased with my Master. He'd grant Peter another five concubines to own.

I couldn't wait.

To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “Futa Teacher's Pet”

The sunlight streamed through the open window, falling on my face and rousing me from sleep. The beautiful, porcelain face of Héloïse—the first girl I deflowered at Miss Tatiana's School for Refined Ladies at the start of term eight months ago—was only inches away, relaxed with sleep. She was such a beautiful creature.

That's why I made her one of my four pets. The first of my personal harem of school girls.

Miss Tatiana's was an amazing place. Located in the pristine Alps of Switzerland on the shores of Lake Sarnen. The grounds were picturesque. The school used to be some lordly palace, and it still had much of the grand, opulent beauty.

But the real delights of the school were the students. Miss Tatiana was the premier finishing school of Europe, accepting only the most innocent, pure eighteen year olds to study for two years to become the perfect model of demure womanhood and marry rich billionaires. They were all supposed to be virgins upon graduation.

But not anymore. I deflowered the entire student body over the course of the school year. Three hundred cherries were plucked by my cock. It was the most fun I had ever had in my life. All these nubile, young women squirming and moaning, eager to be pleased. Some of the girls would be graduating in two weeks, and I would gift them with their very own futa cocks, unleashing them on the high society of Europe to spread Aphrodite's Sisterhood.

Just the way our wonderful Goddess wanted us to. And once my best friend, Gwen, and her wife Charlize crack the mystery of futa reproduction, there wouldn't be any need of brutish, ugly men. We'll turn them all into sexy women that will be just dying to enjoy our thick, throbbing futa-cocks.

No woman could resist us. We exuded a pheromone that just drove them wild.

How else did I pop three hundred cherries in less than a year?

A nubile body pressed against my back, round breasts, hard nipples, a dusky arm wrapped around my stomach. That would be Zakiya, my Arab pet. She had been so shy the day I took her cherry, so sure it was a sin.

I taught her differently.

My clit itched, like it did every morning, eager to transform into a cock and rut with my four pets. On the other side of Héloïse was a carpet of flaming hair fanned out across the pillow. Cáit, my Irish beauty. She was fiery and feisty, and kept me warm through the cold winters of the Swiss Alps. The last of my pets was Ava, a busty, German blonde with a milkmaid's complexion.

“Good morning, Miss Ursula,” Héloïse murmured, shifting as she felt my futa-cock expand, pressing into her belly. Like guys, I always seemed to have morning wood, my clit swelling into a thick dick. Her silky stomach rubbed against the tip, sending wonderful thrills through my body.

“Did you sleep well, sweetie?” I asked, caressing the porcelain of her face as her hands slid down my body, grasping my thick cock and stroking me.

“Just fine,” she purred with that delightful, French accent rolling off her tongue. “I had the sweetest dream that I was pregnant.”

“Soon you will be,” I promised her. I planned on breeding each of my pets once Gwen solved our fertility issue. I'm sure she was close. She had all the resources of FuTech Industries behind her, along with her smart wife, Charlize. The pair could solve anything.

Héloïse's hand slowly stroked me as I dozed, the pleasure shuddering through me. I had fantasies of my four beauties, their stomachs round with my daughters, their breasts beading with sweet milk, all ready to pleasure my dick.

“Mmm, you feel excited this morning,” Héloïse purred, leaning in to nibble on my chin, her tongue flicking out up to my lips. “What naughty thoughts are you think about, Miss Ursula?”

“Breeding my four pets,” I giggled.

“Ohh, that sounds delicious,” Zakiya murmured, her soft lips nuzzling at my neck. Her hand draped over my shoulder slid up until she found my round breast, giving it a gentle squeeze before tracing her finger up to my hard nipple. I shuddered as she stroked it. “If you want to breed me, you can. You can do anything to me, Miss Ursula.”

“Definitely,” chortled Cáit as she sat up, her big tits swaying and draping over Héloïse's back as she leaned over to kiss my cheek. “I think that would be right fun, Miss Ursula.”

“The real fun is being bred,” Ava said, her hand grasping my hip as she reached over Zaikya. “Feeling Miss Ursula's hard cock thrust into our pussies, sliding in and out until our toes curl and we shudder with our orgasms. Our cumming cunts will massage her big dick until she floods us with her futa-cum. Her little sperm swimming up inside us to our egg, fertilizing us. Ooh, Miss Ursula, I need that so bad.”

“I can tell,” giggled Zakiya. “Your pussy's so hot and wet on my ass.”

If you want to read more, click here for Futa Teacher's Pet (Queen of the Futa Academy 1)!
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Naughty Excerpt from “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.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Futa Teacher Surprise

Delilah

“Yes, Master,” I purred into the phone as I sat on the corner of the desk, my skirt riding up and my large tits about to spill out of my blouse.

Sitting primly at the table were the members of the dance planning committee and the headmistress of the school—Miss Tatiana. All the girls were now sitting prim and proper, wearing demure blouses and skirts that didn't threaten to expose their pussies and asses. They even wore panties.

Women should only be sluts during the Bacchanal. That's the only time they should let their wild, uninhibited lusts out. All other times they should be the perfect women, beautiful and poised, not embarrassing their husbands or masters with their whorish behavior.

That's what Ms. Tatiana's school was supposed to produce. Pure women. The perfect wives and concubines for the wealthy followers of Dionysus. Like my Master, Peter. He plucked my cherry during my first bacchanal. I had been lost to the passion, performing such degrading acts that my virginal mind had never conceived.

All these poor girls had been corrupted by the futa-teacher—Ursula Davis. Every girl had been deflowered, their innocence spoiled. Worse, the futa twisted them into sex-crazed lesbians. When I arrived this morning, I passed girls having sex on the lawn, in the hallways, even with their teachers. It was like a bacchanal but without Dionysus's wine—breast milk bacchanae produced—to explain their lewd behavior.

That's why Peter sent me here. Already these girls in this room had drank of my breast milk, savoring Dionysus's wine. They had experienced true passion, losing themselves for a few hours in a wild orgy with Miss Tatiana.

But now their desires had past and they could control themselves until the next orgy. They no longer were slaves to the disgusting appetite the futa had given them. “She'll be here any second, Master,” I purred into the phone. “She won't be able to resist my pussy. I have prepared it with the ritual.”

“Good, Delilah,” Master answered. “I knew I could count on you. Your sister-concubines are so happy. They will arrive once you've subdued the futa.”

“Excellent, Master. I've already found a few candidates for your expanded harem. They're not virgins, sadly. But maybe Dionysus can work out a deal with Hestia. If that dried-up prude hasn't wasted away since Ms. Young was vanquished.”

“Maybe.”

There was a knock at the door.

“She's here, Master.” An excited flutter went through me.

“You will bewitch her. I have the fullest confidence in your sensuality.”

I hung up the phone. “Come in, Miss Ursula,” I purred, arching my back so my tits practically spilled out of my blouse.

*   *   *

Miss Ursula

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.

Her mouth was warm, her tongue lithe. I shuddered and moaned as the pleasure seemed to be sucked to the tip of my cock. Her fingers slid down my shaft to my labia. She stroked me, caressing my velvety lips, smearing my pussy cream about my vulva.

“Dionysus is so much better than Aphrodite,” Allana smiled, still calm, her hands folded before her. No blush colored her cheeks. She wasn't growing aroused at all.

“You brainwashed them,” I accused the woman slurping on my cock.

“She reminded us why we are here,” Miss Tatiana answered. “You disrupted things when you arrived. I should have been stronger.”

Delilah shoved two of her fingers into my pussy, pumping them in and out of my tight sheathe as she sucked and nibbled. I shuddered again. Her fingers were long, the nails scraping along my sensitive flesh, spurring the pleasure forming inside me.

“Please, keep me strong, Aphrodite,” I groaned as the pleasure swelled inside me.

Delilah laughed about my cock, her mouth bobbing more, working my cock deeper into her depths. A third finger slipped inside me, spreading me open. My pussy clenched about her fingers, savoring the bliss they created.

I couldn't let her do this. I couldn't let her pleasure me. It was a trap. I couldn't let Dionysus win.

But it felt so good.

A fourth finger slipped into my pussy. “Yes!” I moaned before I could stop myself, my pussy stretched open by her jabbing fingers.

Delilah's green eyes flashed in triumph at me from between my thighs. She bobbed faster, swirling her tongue around my cock. I shuddered and gasped, trying to fight the pleasure. The tip of my cock ached, burning to unload in her mouth.

Delilah's fingers curled inside me. My eyes widened as her entire fist sank into my pussy. A wild spasm shot through my body. She stretched me so wide open. I couldn't believe how wonderful this was. My pussy gripped her invading fist, clinging tight as she sank in past her wrist.

My cock throbbed in her mouth. The pleasure was intense as she fisted me, pumping in and out. My stretched out pussy flooded my body with wave after wave of rapture. My vision swam, growing dark as my orgasm erupted through me.

Cum burst from my cock, flooding Delilah's hungry mouth.

“Oh, fuck!” I shouted as she swallowed my seed.

My pussy convulsed about her cock, squeezing down, increasing the pleasure bursting through my body.

And she kept sucking me. My cock stayed hard. My lusts boiled. Her fist pumped faster in and out of my cunt. I shuddered, another orgasm bursting through me. The pleasure pulsed from my cock as another round of cum shot out.

My body spasmed. “Yes! That's so amazing! Holy shit!”

I stumbled, my knees giving out as the pleasure engulfed my entire body. I fell on Delilah, pinning her beneath my body. Her fist popped out of my cunt and my cock slid from her mouth. Her legs parted, wrapping around my waist.

My cock was hard.

I thrust it into her wet pussy.

“Take my cock,” I gasped, pounding her tight sheath. Velvety flesh engulfed me.

“That's it! Lose yourself to my lust. Become a slave to my body.”

Her pussy was amazing. It rippled about my cock, massaging me in ways no pussy had. The pleasure shuddered through me. I pumped hard, another orgasm already swelling, another deluge to flood Delilah's body.

She ripped her blouse open, her heavy tits spilling out. Milk beaded at the tips. A great, thirsty hunger ballooned inside me. I lowered my mouth and suckled. Hot, creamy milk flooded my lips. It was ambrosia. I shuddered, a new lust burning through me.

“Drink of the Bacchanal,” moaned Delilah. “Drink Dionysus's wine and become my slave!”

My hips hammered her. My cock erupted as I gulped down her delicious milk. All thoughts were banished. There was only the creamy milk I suckled from her tits and her hot sheath massaging my cock.

I couldn't stop pumping away. My body shuddered and gasped as orgasm after orgasm swept through me. A constant stream of cum pumped from my cock. Every blast was more intense, sweeping through my body with a shot of intense rapture. Her pussy was flooded with cum. It poured out around my thrusting cock, the salty scent filling my nose.

I kept fucking her, my hips pumping away, until I collapsed in a puddle of exhaustion.

“Was that it?” Delilah laughed as I trembled, my eyes fluttering. “Your futa-cock was so small compared to my Peter's. And you're already finished. Pathetic.”

I wanted to keep fucking her, but my lusts seemed drained from my body. I poured them all out, and now I was finally satiated. Ever since I had gained my futa-cock, I had never been this satisfied. I had always been horny to one degree or another.

I closed my eyes and fell into sleep.

*   *   *

Delilah

I called Master as a gallon of cum seemed to pour out of my pussy. “She's fully satiated, Master,” I reported. “It'll be days before she'll be horny. And it'll be my pussy she'll crave. We can move to phase two.”

“Excellent,” Master answered. “I'm sending in Lize, Sylvianne, Sinéad, and Fleur. Set the school right.”

“Yes, sir.” I shuddered, glancing at the girls. “Tie her up and put her in the closet. She won't resist.”

“Yes, Miss Delilah,” Allana answered, obeying like a proper, young woman should.

*   *   *

Héloïse

“Where is Miss Ursula?” I asked as I cuddled in bed with Cáit, Zakiya, and Ava.

“I don't know.” Ava answered, the German schoolgirl held me, her heavy breasts pressed into my back.

“She must be sleeping with some other girls tonight,” Cáit shrugged, the Irish schoolgirl unconcerned.

“Without telling us?” I demanded.

“What if...what if she found other girls to be her pets?” Zakiya whispered, the Arab schoolgirl's dusky face filled with fear.

“No, she didn't,” Cáit said, giving Zakiya a kiss. “Miss Ursula loves us. She's gonna knock us up. We'll be hers always. We're her favorite pets. She just forgot to tell us. It's happened before.”

I glanced at the door again, hoping Miss Ursula would show up.

“Relax,” Ava purred, her hand lightly playing with my nipple. “Go to sleep. It'll be fine. She's probably playing with that alumna that visited.”

“The party planning committee is probably having an orgy,” Cáit agreed. “Miss Ursula's just having fun with all their juicy fannies.” Cáit let out a purr. “Allana is on the committee, and you know how horny that English slag can get.”

“I guess,” I said, lying my head on the pillow.

Cáit yawned. “Get some sleep. I'm sure she'll stumble in during the night. She'll be horny and looking to fuck, so let's get our rest now.”

“Good idea,” Ava sighed, snuggling tighter against me, already drifting off to sleep.

“She's fine, right?” Zakiya whispered.

“Yes, yes,” I sighed. “Cáit's right. It's the alumna. She's kept Miss Ursula busy.” I gave Zakiya a quick kiss on the lips. “Let's get some sleep.”

I closed my eyes, cuddled between Ava and Zakiya, their warm bodies were comforting and sleep overcame me.

*   *   *

Georgia

My wife and I strode into Bella's classroom. She taught English at Aphrodite University. Her wife, Sarai, had already arrived, the Arab futa naked, her large tits wrapped around Bella's cock. Bella moaned, shaking her honey-brown hair as Sarai slid her pillowy tits up and down her cock.

When we were students at Aphrodite University, Bella had been my roommate. What I didn't know was she had been a Daughter of Hestia. Bella, Sarai, and Raven had come to our school to destroy the futas. But I had won Bella to our cause, and Portia convinced Raven to join up. Sarai changed sides because she loved Bella, and together they helped the Venus Squad drive Ms. Young from our college.

Now Bella, Raven, and Sarai were members of our team along with Cassandra, Yvette, and Isabella.

“Oh, your tits are the best,” Bella panted as Sarai slid them up and down. “Keep doing that, baby.”

My cock swelled beneath my skirt. I was a futa, I was always horny.

“Mmm, what a sight,” giggled Portia. My raven-haired wife stroked her stomach, her fingers dipping down to her crotch. I bet her clit was itching to become a full cock as well.

“Hey,” Bella smiled, her naked breasts jiggling. “Congratulations on the pregnancy.”

“Well, it's not official,” I smiled. “But Charlize and Gwen are positive the spell works.”

Yesterday, Portia and I had finally knocked each other up. In nine months, we'd both give birth to our daughters. Portia hugged me, her hand moving to my stomach. The warm heat in my pussy grew, my clit swelling into a cock. I couldn't resist my wife's touch.

“So why are we meeting?” Sarai moaned.

Those dusky tits were so lovely wrapped around Bella's cock.

“Let's wait until everyone gets here,” I decided, striding forward, peeling off my simple blouse. My breasts were small, but my areolas were big and pink. I pinched them, shuddering in delight. Sarai wiggled her ass as I grew closer, inviting me to fuck her.

“Mmm, pound her ass,” giggled Bella. “My wife needs a good fucking.”

“Doesn't she always?” Portia grinned, stripping naked. Her own cock thrust out from her naked pussy, thick and hard, dripping with precum.

“Please, pound my ass, Georgia,” begged Sarai, flashing her lovely, dark eyes at me over her shoulder.

I knelt down, stroking her creamy rear. I gave her a smack. She gasped, her asscheeks jiggling. Perfect.

“I bet you just can't wait until I shove my futa-cock into your asshole,” I purred, sliding my cock through her pussy lips, gathering a little more lube.

“Oh, yes!” Sarai panted. “Please, Georgia. Give it to me! I need it so bad.”

“Fuck her!” Portia moaned, stroking her cock hard.

I winked at my wife before thrusting my cock into Sarai's tight asshole. Her hot bowels wrapped around my dick, caressing me with bliss. I arched my back, hammering my cock in deeper. This is what I needed. This is what I wanted. I was so thrilled to be pounding her tight asshole. I drew back and slammed my cock in deep.

“Yes! Fuck my asshole,” panted Sarai.

“Oh, you're so hot, baby,” Bella moaned, caressing Sarai's cheeks. “Keep sliding those beautiful tits up and down my cock.”

Sarai's asshole tightened on my dick as she leaned over. Her black hair obscured my view, but I knew she was swirling her tongue around the tip of Bella's cock for a moment. Bella let out a squeaking moan, leaning back on her desk.

“Fuck, I need some pussy,” Portia moaned, kneeling behind me.

My wife slammed her cock into my pregnant pussy, pushing my dick deep into Sarai's asshole. I groaned, trapped between the two women. Portia fucked me like a woman possessed. Her flesh slapped into my ass, driving me over and over into Sarai's velvety-tight asshole. Sarai gasped, her hips bucking back, pushing me down Portia's thick shaft.

I shuddered, my pussy and cock covered in bliss.

“Oh, that's hot,” Bella groaned. “Oh, shit! You are such sexy bitches! Oh, yes! Fuck each other! Damn, damn, damn!”

“Cum on my tits, baby,” Sarai moaned. “Cover them with your cream! I love it!”

“Yes!” Bella groaned, her round breasts heaving as she writhed, thrusting her hips up. “Fuck!”

A fountain of white shot up above Sarai's head, spilling cum upon Bella's tits. Bella gasped with each explosion, her hips bucking as she covered her and Sarai's tits in her own jizz. Sarai's asshole tightened on my cock as she lifted up her pillowy tits to lick off Bella's cum.

“Oh, yes,” Bella panted, scooping up her own cum. “Mmm, that was great, baby.”

My cock throbbed. It was so hot watching her lick up her own cum. “Damn, Bella!” I groaned, my pussy squeezing down on my wife's hammering cock. “Let me have some cum!”

Bella leaned over her wife, presenting me with her cum-smeared tits. I greedily licked at her tit, tracing the trickling streams of cum up to her pink nipples. I savored the salty, warm jizz as I sucked on her nipples.

“Oh, damn!” groaned Sarai, her bowels squeezing down on my cock. “Oh, yes! I love your cock, Georgia! Aphrodite, yes!”

Her asshole convulsed about my cock. Portia's thrust buried me deep into Sarai's bowels as the Arab futa gasped and moaned her orgasm. I let Portia hammer my pussy as Sarai's asshole massaged my cock.

The tingling grew at the tip, the pressure swelling inside me.

My pussy screamed in delight, stirred into a frothy mess by Portia's thick cock hammering at the entrance to my pregnant womb. I moaned, arching back into Portia's hard nipples as a great, violent shudder wracked my body.

My cum burst out of my cock.

“Yes!” I gasped, my pussy writhing about my wife's dick, milking her. I wanted to feel Portia cum in me as I flooded Sarai's tight ass.

My wife slammed into my pussy, her arms wrapping around me, pawing at my breasts. “Georgia!” she gasped, her cock throbbing in my depths.

Her cum shot into me.

My pussy convulsed again, her cum pumping into me as my cum poured into Sarai's ass. I writhed and moaned, letting the pleasure carry me away as Sarai's sucking bowels drew out every drop of my jizz into her hot depths.

“Damn, that was hot,” purred Yvette.

I turned my head to see the coffee-skinned futa walk in, a big grin on her dark face. She taught math at Aphrodite University, the sexiest math teacher in the world. She strolled in, letting out a purring moan at the sight of us.

“You sluts didn't waste any time.”

“Futas don't mess around,” giggled Portia, quoting one of our cheers.

“Because our cocks are the best,” I chanted.

“Put our dicks to the test,” Yvette finished. “On our shafts, your pussies slide up and down.”

“Go, Venus Squad!” cheered redhead Cassandra as she burst into the classroom, throwing her arms up like she had a pair of pompoms. Her silk blouse pulled out of her short skirt, exposing her pale, flat stomach. Even though she taught philosophy, she still wore her red hair a in a pair of braids, making her seem young and innocent.

“I see the party started without us,” Raven purred as she followed Cassandra in, the fiery redhead leading a naked schoolgirl behind her attached to a collar and chain. The girl had blonde hair in a pair of pigtails, her collar tight about her throat, her tits heavy as she walked. “That wasn't very nice, was it, Patricia?”

“No, Mistress,” Patricia answered, her eyes downcast. “It wasn't nice of them at all.”

Raven strutted through the room, still oozing sensuality with every step. She dressed like the wild, goth girl she had been as a cheerleader despite now teaching biology. She jerked her slave's chain, sitting down on a seat.

Patricia knelt at her feet, resting her chin against Raven's knee. Raven reached out and petted Patricia's blonde curls, and the sex slave let out a throaty moan, a thick cock sprouting from her pussy as she grew aroused.

“Good girl,” Raven purred, rubbing her shiny, black leather boot up and down Patricia's futa-dick.

Patricia smile grew.

“So why are we here?” Isabella asked as she strode in, the Hispanic beauty's arms crossed beneath her heavy breasts. “I have a date tonight.”

“With whom?” I asked.

“Miss Mary and her harem,” Isabella grinned. “Her sluts are cooking us dinner. I think we're eating it off one of them.”

“Oh, when did this happen?” Bella asked. Miss Mary was infamous in nearby Buckley. She set up her own harem at the public library, even transforming a few men into women. The library was always full of her sluts. She kept adding more girls to her harem.

“We bumped into each other at the store and, well, we started talking.” Isabella's cheeks darkened. “We had a hot time in the bathroom. And, I don't know, it felt right.”

“Good for you,” Sarai giggled, walking naked across the room, her tits still stained with Bella's cum. She gave Isabella a big hug.

“So we need to hurry it along,” Isabella said when Sarai broke the hug, not caring her blouse was stained with cum. She could cast a spell to clean herself up.

“Okay,” I said. “Do you all know who Charlize is?”

Raven shook her head.

“Charlize is the gender-swapped wife to Dr. Gwen. A few weeks ago, she had a dream.” I explained all about Hera accepting gender-swapped men into her worship, giving Charlize breast milk that could make a futa fertile. That's how Portia and I had finally knocked each other up. Apparently, futas were infertile because of Hera, the goddess of motherhood. “Well, Aphrodite warned Charlize that Dionysus wasn't happy with futas, and that he considers Europe his domain.”

“So?” shrugged Raven, still stroking Patricia's cock with her shoe, the futa-sex slave moaning and panting, her big breasts rubbing on Raven's thigh.

“So Ursula Davis is in Europe,” I answered. “She's friends with Gwen and Charlize, and has taken over a finishing school. She is poised to unleash a hundred and fifty new futas on Europe's social elite in a month when they graduate. Aphrodite gave us a warning, a futa might be in trouble.”

“Might be,” Raven sighed. “What are you suggesting, we head to Europe?”

“We have classes to teach,” Yvette pointed out.

“Our first duty is to our futa sisters,” I reminded them, putting my hands on my hips.

“We're still the Venus Squad,” Portia added, standing up straight, slipping into her role as the team captain. “We may have graduated from college, but that doesn't change who we are. We are Aphrodite's warriors. We took on the Daughters of Hestia twice, and we can take on Dionysus and his followers, too.”

“If we don't, who will?” I asked. “Ursula is the only futa in Europe. She's the Sisterhood's first toe hold there. And now that we have Hera's blessing, we can start to breed.”

“The Sisterhood needs to take on these other Greek gods. Aphrodite's wonderful future will never be reached if we sit on our asses!” Portia eyed Raven and the rest. “So are you just going to sit there and whine about being teachers, or are you going to stand up and kick some ass?”

Raven grinned, popping to her feet. “Damn, Portia, you are still as fired up as you were back in our cheer days! I'm in! Let's go to Europe and take the fight to them. Fuck waiting!”

“Mmm, that's great, Mistress,” Patricia moaned, humping Raven's leg, rubbing her dick up and down her shiny boot. “You'll be amazing, Mistress. You'll teach these nasty Dionysians who's boss.”

Patricia let out a moan, her cock spurting white cum across Raven's black boot.

“All right,” Cassandra whooped. “Venus Squad always kicks ass! Let's show Dionysus who runs the world. The Goddess of Beauty, not some drunk, old fart.”

Yvette shot up while Bella and Sarai hugged each other in excitement. “Well, Isabella?” I asked, arching my eyebrow.

“Fuck, I'm sure Miss Mary will understand,” Isabella said. “I'll be in the thick of it with the rest of the Venus Squad.”

“Excellent,” I grinned, my eyes drifting down to Patricia as she licked up her cum from Raven's boot. My cock stirred. We had time to have some fun. “We'll call Aphrodite Air and see if we can arrange a flight to Europe.”

*   *   *

Dr. Charlize

“I think this should work,” Gwen said as she walked up to me, dressed like a sexy nurse, her futa-cock thrusting from beneath her skirt. She clutched the breast pump in her hand. My wife was so sexy. She had even put her black hair up into pigtails, looking like a nerdy, slutty nurse with her small glasses perched on her dainty nose.

My pregnant pussy clenched in desire. I rubbed my naked belly. I couldn't wait until my pregnancy showed. Since I had been transformed into a woman, I had experienced every aspect of female life except motherhood.

I was so excited to finally experience it.

“The magic in your breast milk should keep. It's like with the futa-milk Cheryl-Lyn and Ester produce. Even though they bottle it, the women in Texas still benefit from the rejuvenation properties. I don't see why your fertility milk wouldn't work any differently.”

I pursed my lips. “I think you're onto something. The magic only goes into effect when the futa body absorbs it.” I grinned. “It worked with the enema. That milk wasn't wholly fresh. It was close, but the principal should apply.”

“Good. I want to send a care package to Ursula.” My wife grinned. “She has four pets she wants to knock up.”

“How naughty,” I grinned as Gwen strode to me, her cock jiggling.

“So why don't you cast your spell, and I'll pump you dry,” Gwen purred. “And your pussy can pump my cock dry.”

“That doesn't seem necessary for this procedure,” I giggled, my pussy clenching in delight.

“It's not,” she laughed. “But it'll be so hot.”

I grabbed one of her pigtails, pulling her close to me. “Mmm, but you'll need to butter my pussy up. It'll have to be well-lubed experience that monster probing me.”

Gwen licked her lips. “I know just how to do that.”

My wife lowered herself, her fingers tracing up my thighs. I shuddered as she caressed my naked pussy. Her tongue licked through my pussy lips. I shuddered, arching my back into her lick. A spasm of delight shot through me. My toes curled as I leaned back on the exam table.

Gwen's tongue danced through my pussy. She set the breast pump on my flat stomach so she could pry my lips open and really dig deep into my sopping hole. I moaned, letting her devour me. I loved every second of it.

“Oh, nurse,” I panted. “Mmm, your technique is lubing me up! You're so good!”

“I'm a natural cunnilinguist,” giggled my wife, her glasses fogging up a bit.

“Yes!” I panted, pushing my own glasses up the bridge of my nose. “Keep licking me, nurse. Get me so wet your thick probe will slide right in for the procedure.”

Gwen moaned and licked my pussy, her lips swirling around as she pleasured me. My toes curled in delight. I gasped, bucking my hips. She nibbled and licked, devouring every drop of my juices that leaked out.

Her nose brushed my clit. A shudder of bliss shot through me. “Oh, damn, but you're getting me so hot.”

“Mmm, good,” she purred, nipping at my clit.

I shuddered again. Her fingers thrust into my pussy, fingering me hard as she made love to my clit. The pleasure shuddered through me, wave after wave of delight burning through me. I gasped, bucking into her mouth, my pleasure swelling inside my pregnant pussy.

My legs spasmed. I seized her pigtails, pulling hard, forcing her mouth to rub on my pussy as I bucked. My stomach writhed, my large breast heaved, and my blonde hair tumbled about my head as I screamed out in delight.

My pussy squirted juices into my wife's mouth as I came.

“Mmm,” Gwen purred, rising up. “I think you're lubed now.”

“Definitely, nurse,” I panted. “Probe my pussy with your thick tool!”

“Gladly.” Gwen seized her cock, climbing up onto the exam table. She guided her dick to my sopping hole and thrust in. I seized her pigtails, pulling her lips down to mine. I planted a hungry kiss on her lips, savoring my fresh pussy juices.

“Now it's your turn,” Gwen panted, thrusting deep into me.

“Yes!” I gasped as she fucked me. “Goddess of Hearth and Marriage, bless my breasts with the milk of motherhood. Let my bounty grant the hermaphroditic follower of Aphrodite with fecund seed.”

The magic poured into me. My breasts swelled, growing hot as the milk formed. My nipples darkened, and milk beaded the tips, white droplets rolling down my bouncing orbs. Gwen purred in delight, fingering my nipples.

“Delicious,” she purred, licking her fingers clean. “Now to begin the procedure.”

Gwen placed the suction cup of the breast pump on my right tit. I groaned as it hummed to life, sucking on my tit. My nipple squirted out milk, a pleasant thrill shooting right down to my pussy. I gasped, cumming about my wife's thrusting cock.

“Oh, baby!” I moaned as she slammed into me, the bottle of the breast pump filling up with my milk. “Oh, yes!”

The powerful, sucking bliss on my nipple never relented. I gasped and groaned, bucking beneath my wife. My pussy convulsed about her cock, mini-orgasms rippling through me, my silky flesh massaging her dick. When my right breast was empty, she switched to my left.

“Yes!” I gasped again. “Oh, damn, I love it!”

Gwen's thrusts grew faster. She bit her lip as she held the pump to my breast. Her own, small breasts jiggled, her puffy nipples hard. I reached up, pinching her left nipple. Gwen shuddered, thrusting her cock deep into my pregnant pussy.

Her cum flooded me.

I groaned in delight, wishing she could knock me up a second time. Squirt after hot squirt flooded me. I shuddered, a slow, roaring orgasm rippling through my body. I bucked, the breast pump slipping off my nipple.

Gwen leaned down, sucking the last of my milk out into her hungry mouth as the last squirts of her cum flooded my pussy. I held her to my breast, shuddering in delight, playing with her pigtails.

“That was a great procedure,” I grinned, glancing at the bottle. “That should be more than enough for Ursula to knock up her four pets.”

Gwen grinned, rolling off of me and walking over a case of aluminum canister, far more secure for transport than the pump's bottle. She poured my milk into the aluminum canister, her hips shaking, flashing her naked ass at me as her skirt rode up. I smiled, savoring the wonderful ache in my well-fucked pussy.

While my wife was busy, I decided to be useful.

I rolled off the medical table and padded over to our matching purses. I dug in hers and found her phone. I called Ursula, finding her number in Gwen's address book. It rang a few times, but no one answered. So I left a message.

“Hey,” I said. “Gwen and I have a big surprise for you. Call us back.”

“I guess she's having fun,” Gwen giggled. “Ready for round two? I want to make sure that she has enough of a supply.”

“I'm always ready for round two!” I purred, spreading my thighs. “Besides, I think we should hand these out at FuTech, let the futas test out just how viable my breast milk can be.”

“You are so bad, Dr. Charlize.”

~   ~   ~

Miss Ursula

I lay in a stupor. My phone rang in the distance. I didn't have the energy to move. It didn't matter that I was bound with duct tape. Delilah had drained me dry.

I fell back into unconsciousness.

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

Dionysus's spell covered me. It was time to transform this school back into what it should be—the breeding ground for virgins to be transformed into the wild women of the Bacchanal. All of Peter's, the master of my Bacchanal, concubines had attended this school. I had fond memories of those days, repressing my sexuality, having innocent daydreams of my husband.

Peter showed me different the night he took the virginities of Lize, Fleur, Sinéad, Sylvianne, and myself. He made his Bacchanal and transformed us into the wild women of the orgy. We grew drunk of wine and lust that night. I performed acts my virgin mind hadn't even conceived of drunk on the Bacchanal.

And this futa, Ursula Davis, was ruining everything. These girls had already lost their innocence, and has become addicted to lesbian and futa sex. They didn't crave a strong man any longer. They didn't lust to be the concubine of an alpha.

They didn't lust to be mastered.

They were missing out.

Things would change. Dionysus could not allow this perversion to continue. If those futas wanted to ruin America, that was fine. It was a cesspool anyways. But now they had crossed into Europe and befouled it with their degenerate behavior.

I knocked on Miss Tatiana's door.

“Enter,” a woman purred.

I strode into the headmistress's office, a tingle of fear passed through me. During the two years I attended this school, I dreaded being called to this office. More than a few girls that had been caught masturbating had been sent to receive her stern discipline.

Miss Tatiana looked the same as she did ten years ago. The woman never aged. She had run this school for two hundred years, molding the young women to serve the powerful of Europe. And while she still had her delicate, Slavic cheekbones, her beautiful face framed by her platinum-blonde curls, the sternness was gone. Hunger burned in her blue eyes.

“Why hello, Delilah,” Tatiana purred. “So you are the alumni's representative?”

“I am Dionysus's representative,” I said, striding to her, breathing deeply so my breasts almost spilled out of my top.

Miss Tatiana's eyes were already glued to them. My spell hadn't had a chance to work on her. The futa had transformed Miss Tatiana into a lesbian whore like the rest of their students.

“Dionysus is not needed here,” Miss Tatiana said as I sat down on the edge of her desk. “My girls have a new purpose.”

“As whores for Aphrodite?” I hissed. “What does your Goddess think about that?”

“Athena only cares that my girls are educated,” Miss Tatiana smiled. “She doesn't care what they do after that.”

My skirt rode up my thighs as I shifted. “But what about keeping them virgins? Athena hates it when her pupils are despoiled.”

“They're technically virgins,” Miss Tatiana smiled, her hand reaching out to caress my thigh. Her touch was sensual. “No man has ever touched them.”

“Their cherries have all be plucked.”

“Hymens don't make a girl a virgin. They can lose their hymens from playing sports or horse riding.” Miss Tatiana leaned in, almost burying her face into my cleavage. “Only being fucked by a disgusting man despoils them. Not by a futa.”

“And what happens when they leave here? Who will these women be wives and concubines to?”

“Dionysus will have to find his whores elsewhere,” Miss Tatiana sneered. “When my girls graduate, they will be turned into futas. In a month, 150 of them will be unleashed on Europe. And no women can resist a futa.”

Miss Tatiana's hand slid up my skirt. “No woman can resist the Bacchanal,” I purred, spreading my thighs, letting her fingers slide up farther to my pussy stained with Peter's cum. “No woman can deny the pleasure Dionysus gives in the orgy. You've never experienced the wild lust. It's so much more exciting than anything that futa slut gave you.”

Miss Tatiana licked her lips. I draped my legs over her shoulders, pulling her face towards my pussy. Dionysus's lust worked on her. Whatever protections Athena had given Tatiana had been destroyed by Ursula.

This was so much easier than I feared.

If you want to read more, click here for The Headmistress (Queen of the Futa Academy 2)!
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