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The New Queen


Naughty Excerpt from “The New Queen”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Georgia

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was impossible.

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

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

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

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

“Uh-huh,” Yvette panted.

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

“What have you found?” she asked.

“Well, Dionysus was worshiped mostly by women.”

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

“With a little extra,” Bella giggled.

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

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

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

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

“Did you say wine?” Cassandra asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Satanic?” Portia asked.

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

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

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

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

My clit throbbed, swelling a half inch.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I never wanted it to end.

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

“Damn,” I moaned as I collapsed on her

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

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

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

“Huh?” I gasped. “What did you find?”

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

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

“I distracted her,” Portia giggled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*   *   *

Miss Ursula

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

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

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

It wasn't right.

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

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

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

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

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

That's what Delilah called her breast milk.

“Just shameful,” the petite blonde agreed.

“Futas are shameful,” Delilah sighed.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thank you, ma'am.”

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

*   *   *

Delilah

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*   *   *

Dr. Gwen

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

“I agree,” I nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Charlize giggled. “Ursula says the same thing.”

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

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

*   *   *

Héloïse

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

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

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

So where was she?

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

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

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

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

“But...” Zakiya whispered.

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

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

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

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

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

I grinned back. “Sure.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I hope so,” Zakiya muttered.

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

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

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

Something had changed.

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

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

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

Fear shot through me.

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

I swallowed.

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

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

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

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

“No,” Zakiya whispered.

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

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

“What will we do?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Breast milk?” I gasped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Our mistress,” I reminded them.

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

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

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

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

“What the fuck was that?” Cáit blinked.

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

“So?” Cáit shrugged. “Sounds fun.”

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

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

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

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

“Miss Serafina keeps hers unlocked,” Zakiya panted.

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

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Naughty Futa Students!

If you liked this hot read, don't forget to subscribe to Reed James's newsletter to keep up with the latest news, specials, and new releases! You can subscribe here! Read on for previews of other hot reads!


Sneak Preview of “Futa Teacher Surprise”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“They're all true,” I grinned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She would be my slut.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I need your help!” I gasped in fear.

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

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

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

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

“I'm Héloïse.” My sides burned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh-huh. What else?”

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

“We? There are others with you?”

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

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

“Yes,” I nodded.

“Sounds like the Bacchanal.”

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

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

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

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

“Venus Squad? Are they superheroes?”

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

“So what do we do?”

“Hmm, let me think. Ideas, Charlize?”

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

“I can't do that. They're in Europe.”

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

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

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

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

But what choice did we have?

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

“Dr. Charlize!”

“Er, sorry, Dr. Charlize.”

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

The phone went dead.

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

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

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

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

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

Héloïse

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

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

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

“I need your help!” I gasped in fear.

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

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

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

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

“I'm Héloïse.” My sides burned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh-huh. What else?”

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

“We? There are others with you?”

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

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

“Yes,” I nodded.

“Sounds like the Bacchanal.”

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

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

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

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

“Venus Squad? Are they superheroes?”

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

“So what do we do?”

“Hmm, let me think. Ideas, Charlize?”

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

“I can't do that. They're in Europe.”

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

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

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

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

But what choice did we have?

“Okay.”

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

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

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

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

“Dr. Charlize!”

“Er, sorry, Dr. Charlize.”

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

The phone went dead.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She smiled at me. “Really?”

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

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

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

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

We had to save her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The Goddess stepped before me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I slammed into her.

My ass clenched on Zakiya's hammering cock.

My dick throbbed.

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

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

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

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

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

My cock was still hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I think we got carried away,” giggled Zakiya

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

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

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

*   *   *

Dr. Gwen

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How?” Charlize mouthed.

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

Charlize raced over to her laptop, typing away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*   *   *

Miss Ursula

I woke up bound.

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

I blinked my eyes, struggling to look around.

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

Yesterday flooded back to me.

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

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

From corrupting my four pets.

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

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

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

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

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

It was time to reclaim my school.

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

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

Hopefully.

The tape ripped away, my hands free.

A woman spoke outside the office door.

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

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

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

“Miss Ursula!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No!” Rika snapped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I don't!”

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

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

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

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

“Is she getting wet?” Héloïse asked Cáit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My body shuddered.

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

Zakiya gasped in delight and slammed into my pussy.

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

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

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

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

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

*   *   *

Delilah

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

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

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

“What is going on?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Peter hung up.

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

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

Still warm.

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

“Yes,” Lize gasped.

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

*   *   *

Georgia

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “The New Queen”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

If you want to read more, click here for The New Queen (Queen of the Futa Academy 4)!
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Naughty Excerpt from “Futa Discipline”

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

“Wow, that was amazing,” she purred.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready?”

She nodded to me, “Yes, Miss Ursula.”

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

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

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

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

My heart beat faster as the schoolgirls approached.

Shouts echoed through the building, excited and loud.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Georgia

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I couldn't fight this lust.

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

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

*   *   *

Delilah

Miss Tatiana's office reeked of sex.

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

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

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

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

I had no desire to.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*   *   *

Miss Ursula

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

“Wow, that was amazing,” she purred.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Ready?”

She nodded to me, “Yes, Miss Ursula.”

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

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

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

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

My heart beat faster as the schoolgirls approached.

Shouts echoed through the building, excited and loud.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, yes, yes!” Elisabeta howled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So hot!”

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

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

And then it passed.

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

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

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

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

*   *   *

Héloïse

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The schoolgirls rushed us. I was ready.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

*   *   *

Delilah

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

It was such a disgusting sight.

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

“Still no sign of Ursula?” I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

“How many futas?”

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

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

My phone rang. It was Lize. “Yes?”

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

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

Sylvianne grinned and followed after me.

*   *   *

Georgia

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was wonderful.

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

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

But that voice was lost in the burning lust.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I reached up, latched on and nursed.

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

*   *   *

Delilah

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

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

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

Ten.

No man had grown his harem as swiftly as Peter.

But only if we took down the disgusting futas.

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

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

I reached the top.

It was chaos.

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

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

“No!” Ursula shouted. “Don't drink.”

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

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

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

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

*   *   *

Miss Ursula

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

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

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

My flesh burned.

My mouth thirsted.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes!” she howled. “Cum in me!”

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

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

*   *   *

Delilah

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

I wasn't drunk on the wine.

What was wrong with me?

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

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

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

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

“He will learn of your transgression.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

A limo approached down the driveway.

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

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

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

“But you begged for it.”

I flushed again.

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

Futas flooded out.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I do!” I gasped. “Oh, yes! Fuck me!”

“Gladly!” Georgia moaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And there was nothing wrong with that.

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

And they flooded me with their cum.

*   *   *

Dionysus

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

“You won here,” I corrected her.

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

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

It was disgusting.

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

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

Next time, her degenerate sluts would not prevail.

*   *   *

Miss Ursula

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

It was such a beautiful sight.

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

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

They nodded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

*   *   *

Delilah

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

I opened the limo's door and piled in.

A naked, sobbing futa waited.

I blinked in shock.

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

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

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

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

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

Mistress flinched. “Petra?”

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

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

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

The END
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Sneak Preview of “Naughty Futa Students”

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

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

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

“I need your help!” I gasped in fear.

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

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

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

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

“I'm Héloïse.” My sides burned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Uh-huh. What else?”

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

“We? There are others with you?”

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

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

“Yes,” I nodded.

“Sounds like the Bacchanal.”

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

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

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

“Well, Dionysus is real. We learned he was moving against the futas. Help's on the way. The Venus Squad are experts at magic and fighting other gods.”

“Venus Squad? Are they superheroes?”

Dr. Gwen laughed. “Cheerleaders. But they won't be in Europe for a few hours.”

“So what do we do?”

“Hmm, let me think. Ideas, Charlize?”

Another woman, her voice distant, answered, “Make them futas.”

“I can't do that. They're in Europe.”

“Honey,” the second women laughed. “Just teach them the spell. They can cast it themselves.”

“But...we can't be futas. Miss Ursula wants us as her sexy pets,” I objected.

“Listen, sweetie, you can still be her pet, but more importantly, you need to start fighting back. Being futas will help.”

Ava, Cáit, and Zakiya all stared at me, lust burning in their eyes. We all wanted to be futas. But Miss Ursula was having fun being the only futa at school. I knew she planned on gifting all the graduating girls futa-cocks, but the four of us still had another year before then.

But what choice did we have?

“Okay.”

“Good,” Dr. Gwen said. “Get a piece of paper and write down these words.”

Ava found paper and a pencil on Miss Serafina's desk. I scrawled down the words in my flowing cursive and repeated them back to Dr. Gwen. “Perfect,” she answered. “That's really all I can do for you. I don't know the spells that well. You'll just have to manage. Hold out a few hours for the Venus Squad.”

“I think that orgy will last a few hours,” Charlize said in the background. “The Bacchanal are supposed to be long, and with so many women involved, it may buy you the breathing room you need.”

“Thank you Dr. Gwen and Miss Charlize,” I sighed.

“Dr. Charlize!”

“Er, sorry, Dr. Charlize.”

“Take care sweethearts. We'll try to contact the Venus Squad and let them know the situation has changed.”

The phone went dead.

I looked at my three other pets, then down at what I had written. “I guess we should do this.”

“Yep,” Cáit nodded, already unbuttoning her blouse. The Irish schoolgirl was the wildest of us. She didn't care what the consequences to our actions were.

“But...” Zakiya whispered. “We shouldn't do this without Miss Ursula's permission.”

“No choice,” Ava shrugged, her large breasts coming into view.
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