

All things were going along as planned. All according to my plan. As things often do. I was not made captain of this vessel because of my ineptitude. I was made captain because I was willing to turn myself into what others were far too afraid to, a dominant queen who took what she wanted regardless of the means necessary. My crew feared me. But they also loved me. Loved my ability to control and to take. They saw in me what they desired to be, but could never allow of themselves.

“We should arrive shortly,” said my first mate.

“Good,” I said.

My crew consisted of all woman. I had no need for men. They did little to satisfy me, and had little to offer me. Men could not help me build this empire An empire I managed to pull out of the infinite void of space. But there was still far more work to be done. This was only the beginning.

Men were of no use, what I desired was heirs to my empire. Genetically powerful and similar beings to myself. Yes, this crew was all woman, myself included. But I differed from them in one crucial way. I had long dark hair and striking eyebrows, to be sure. I had full breasts, well endowed with wide hips. However between my legs I did not possess a vagina, instead a mighty cock stood in place of one. Each woman aboard this ship was one of my crew, and one of my lovers.

I swiveled my chair around, turning from the blinking monitors, “And the applicants?”

“I chose them myself, all varied, and at least one I am sure will be to your liking.”

“I have no doubts, you have yet to let me down.”

“Thank you, your Dominance.”

I was picky. If I found at least one worthy recruit in per batch, that was enough to satisfy me. And my first mate Lyla has yet to bring me a group without at least one desirable choice.

The moments before docking are always my favorite. More so now since Lyla had been chosen, and chose to join us. She moved quickly in ranks and in garnering my attention. And for very good reasons.

“Did you bring my supplication?” I asked.

“Yes, I have it here,” Lyla said, she unzipped the black kit and took out a syringe.

This serum was not easy to come by and even more dangerous to be caught having. If caught by intergalactic authorities, I would be tossed out of the airlock and my death written over as an unfortunate accident. If the wrong sort of entrepreneurs caught wind of how much I had they would rob me and bloodlet me, making sure not to leave any trace of this valuable liquid behind. But these were calculated risks, worth all the terrible possibilities to see my purpose and mission unfurl into the cosmos.

It is colloquially known as Serum 69. It is by the use of this serum that I had a desirable body akin to the ancient goddesses and the cock as strong and mighty as a bulls. It boosted my fertility to insurmountable levels. It also deeply affected the mind’s capabilities. I was not born a leader. I became one by the continual consumption of that which gave me the mindset of the alpha pack leader and the continual consummation of such. The serum also shifted my very DNA. Each dose took me further from the creature I was before and closer to the ideal I so earnestly sought after. With each dose I needed to take less and less, the changes became a permanent part of my DNA. DNA that needed to find suitable recipients so that I may give rise to offspring of similar body and mind. This was my mission, to create a new form of humanity. And I would risk my life to see that dream become reality.

Lyla took my wrist in her delicate hand, wiping an alcohol soaked swab of cotton along my forearm.

“Ready?” Lyla asked.

“Proceed.”

The serum will also boost my sex drive for the next six hours. An insatiable drive. My mind would, for the time being, become like an animal, fixated on only one thing. Only on one directive, to reproduce. Six hours is quite a long time, far too much for a new recruit to handle. And that was why Lyla was so important to me.

The needle penetrated my flesh. The liquid entering my bloodstream. My extremities became warm and hypersensitive to the slightest touch. I adjusted myself in the chair. The initial rush made even the cushions on my back feel so comfortable that it was almost painful. My cock had already begun to grow hard, swelling from the rushing blood. I desired sex. My unconscious desires and wants spilling themselves out of the abyss and into the light of being.

 I placed a hand on Lyla’s stomach, large with my child, “are you ready?” I asked.

“Yes, my Dominance, I am always ready at your call.

I lifted her shirt, just above her belly and just below her breasts. I leaned over and kissed above her navel. My lips tingling with warmth.

“Then get over here,” I said. I wrapped my arms around her back and pulled her on top of me. She sat on my lap. My cock pressing against her bottom. I clutched the hair on the back of her head and pressed her lips to mine. Our saliva mixing as our tongues entangled. I licked her face, her lips, her cheeks. Her body was offered up to me. Offered up to our dream of a new reality. So long as she submitted to me she would be my princess. No, so long as she submitted to a value much higher than either of us, that of our work, she always had a place next to me, and underneath me. A perfect fit for both of us. A perfect fit because she required a lot of stretching before I did indeed fit in.

I removed her shirt the rest of the way and released her breasts from behind their imprisonment. I grabbed a handful of her breasts, massaging them as we kissed. The release of hormones from her pregnancy had her rather horny, rather often. A good thing for me. I required this satisfaction often, even when not taking the serum. Lyla grinded her hips, rubbing against my cock as it pressed upward, still restrained by our clothing. I latched onto her beautiful tits, her nipples stiff and erect. My tongue flicking them as I sucked and squeezed.

“How are you getting along?” I asked.

“Very well,” Lyla said, she took a breast in her hand, “see for yourself.”

Lyla pinched at the nipple, drops of clear liquid spilling out.

“My Princess, you are full of wonderful surprises.”

I teased and tugged at her nipple, working more milk from them. They were engorged and needed milking. I played with them until the clear drops turned to streams of thick cream. The milk soaking the front of my suit.

I unzipped the suit from the front. My breasts pushed together and lifted up, now separated and hung naturally.

“You will make an excellent wetnurse for us,” I said. This delighted her to hear. She stroked my hair. And rubbed the excess milk into her skin.

“Do you really think so?”

“Absolutely.”

Lyla unzipped my suit the rest of the away and removed it. My cock stood long and erect, pointing straight up. Lyla got on her knees before me. She sprayed a stream of milk from her tits, coating my cock with cream.

“These are your gift,” I said

“And this one is yours,” said Lyla caressing her belly.

“And what else?” I asked.

“And this…” Lyla wrapped her voluptuous tits around my cock. Gliding them up and down, using them to moisturize my shaft with her milk. My cock peeking out from the depths of her cleavage and then receding back, hiding underneath her mounds of bliss. My lust for her, and her body overwhelming me.

I held her hair back from out of her face, and guided her mouth toward my cock. My cock that throbbed for more pleasure. The tip entered into the warmth of her mouth. Lyla sucked her cream from off of it. Tasting my flesh and her own sweet nectar.

“That’s it,” I lowered her down further on my cock, she struggled to hold it in. Spit spewing from between her lips and sliding down over me. I let up, she took a breath, and then took her round nipple into her mouth sucking, getting a mouthful of milk before drooling it over my cock. Her tiny hands grabbed it, slipping off and then back on. Stroking upward with one hand following after the other.

“Does this please you,” said Lyla.

“Very much so.” I opened her lips with mine, slurping a mixture of her saliva and milk from it.

“How does it taste,” said Lyla.

“Just like the two of us,” I said before forcing her back down on me. I forced her farther down until she managed to get halfway before gagging and having to get off for some air. She took a deep inhale, the spit dripping from her chin.

“Don’t stop now.”

Lyla dove back in for more. Sucking and stroking at the same time. My balls swelled and tightened with the future fruits of my brood. I had Lyla lick them, lick and love what gave reason to her womb.

I had to follow the thread of my primal desire, now raging inside me. Aching between my legs, making my cock throb and jump at her touch.

“Get up,” I told her.

Lyla raised herself up from off her knees. I stood up out of the chair. Lyla much shorter than me, got on the tip of her toes so she could reach my face. I took Lyla and put her into the chair. Her ass sticking out toward me. Her knees brought together underneath, her pussy pushed outward for my taking.

I stood behind her, my legs spread apart. I placed my hands on her ass, admiring what would be mine. I slapped her ass, and she let out a yelp. Lyla looked over her shoulder, with eyes that begged for me to enter her. I gave her ass a little rub and slapped it again. Warming her up to what was to come. I slid the underside of my cock against her slick pussy, rocking her up and down it. There was a reason the chair was bolted to the ship. The captain's chair, the seat of my power, for now, until we found a more permanent residence.

I eased the tip in. But I would not go easy for long. The drive and thirst pulsed through my veins. Her tight pussy stretching to fit me. Lyla gasped and gripped the back of the chair. I pressed in until she accepted all of me. My girth pressing against her walls. I pulled out and slapped her ass another time. Then thrusted myself in. Fucking her from behind. Pulling her hips back, her ass smacking against me. Her meaty ass rippling to the rhythm of my pounding. I arched over her. One arm pulling her body into mine. My tits pressed against her back. I put my fingers on her mouth. She sucked on them, pacifying her cries of pleasure. She bit down on my hand. And I shoved in harder.

“Fuck me, my queen. It’s...all..yours,” said Lyla between the thrusts.

“That’s right, give it to your queen.” She fucked me back. Fighting against my forward push. Her pussy lips gripped me and held tightly to my cock. Lyla reach back, trying to grab on to my leg. Her pussy trying to push me out. But I refused to let it deny me. The more it tightened, the further in I pushed. Grabbing her shoulders, securing her against me.

Lyla shivered and shook but this did nothing to stop me. I still needed my release. My first release of this dosage. There would be others. Lyla could only be an appetizer for today, enough to hold me over until we arrived at our destination. I went at her with fast short bursts, focusing all the sensation on the sensitive head of my cock. I pulled Lyla’s hair back, my cum firing off in rounds inside of her sweet pussy. I turned her around, having her lick the mess off my cock. My cock twitching with electricity, overly sensitive.

“Thank you, Lyla,” I said licking the taste of myself off her lips. “I’m ready to meet the new applicants.”

We arrived at the loading bay soon after our little meeting. We docked the ship and prepared to unboard. You can never know what to expect on these rendezvous. We don’t exactly visit the safest stations in this vast emptiness of space. Our work took us to the absolute fringes of a massive intergalactic society. With so much space between, it’s easy to get away with the less savory. Pirates, slave traders, there’s never really any knowing who you were going to deal with. Slave traders are by far the worse. The scum of the universe. But if I wanted to get into the center of culture, I had to start at its outermost circle.

I never fear who or what I might be dealing with. The space between one station and the next had its limits. A line can be drawn from slave traders to heroes. They existed in physical space, where ships can be constructed to bridge the gap. The emptiness of space that sits inside me while under the effects of serum 69 however is not a bridgeable gap. It exists only in the abstract. An abstract hunger of lustful desire and as such can never be satiated. And this hunger is what put me leagues above whoever I would be dealing with. They are driven by profits, I am driven by empty and radiant values.

Lyla and myself exited the ship. The rest of the crew remained behind. I had no use for bodyguards or warriors. Such are tools for war. I am not waging war. I am not here to fight. I am here only for love. Silent and stiff men hidden behind suits of high-tech armor stood at attention as we made our way through the loading bay. I paid them no mind. Lyla eyed them anxiously as she tends to do. My mind was set on a single track, to fuck. Hers was not like that, she held onto all the human worries that plague the rest. The same ones that fill the helmets of the weak men standing here with guns. That is why I don’t fear them.

An official approached me, dressed in the high ranking uniform of his tribe. A uniform that holds no meaning except to those that are willing to believe it. I don’t. Within my sight all are naked before me. I see only the flesh they came into this world with. The culture they choose to hide behind for protection is no protection from my desire.

“You must be Lyssa,” said the Official.

“I am no one to you and you are no one to me. Open the door.”

He did as I commanded. I held the position of power here. I have no need to hide it, or to keep my hand hidden. When you are one of the few who have access to what I have, you are playing with a deck with five aces and all others have only four.

We arrived to meet Murk. The man we arranged this meeting with. A weak man whose work here I couldn't care less about. I told him I wanted a recruit and he was more than happy to oblige. Why wouldn’t he be. Whatever it is he was trying to build up for himself, believing he had my support was worth more than anything to him. Just letting him believe that was all I had to give and I would be offered anything in return. Getting these small timers to aid me was no difficulty at all.

“We are honored to have you,” said Murk.

“I know,” I said.

“And these are the best? You didn’t hide anyone from Lyla did you?”

“Of course not.”

And that was to be the last thing I had to say to him. I looked into his eyes, consuming the truth from his face, sensitive to the signs of his expressions. I turned to the women in the room.

“If any of you do not wish to be here, you may go,” I said to them. They all remained.

“You explained everything to them, Lyla?”

“Yes, your Dominance.”

“Good.”

I inspected each of the ten women closely. My lustful eyes soaking in the image of each one. Reading their potential painted on their bodies. The one that caught my attention was a thick woman. Large tits that could only get to that size if she has some decent meat on her body. The kind of body that shakes in waves when you fuck her.

“What’s your name?” I asked her.

“Ana,” she replied.

“I wish to have you, if you would have me.”

“I would love to,” said Ana.

I was a fantasy come alive for them. Their freedom, their escape from the repressive world they lived in. The fulfilment of the desire they couldn’t speak about. I unzipped the woman’s dress. Each of them knew why I was there. Murk didn’t. He was clueless. But Lyla let the ladies know.

“Now wait a…”

“Lyla, tell him to keep his mouth shut.”

Ana stood before me naked, her dress at her feet. My cock already hungered to have her body. I groped at her enormous breasts. She let out a sigh of pleasure.

“Can you be milked,” I asked.

“Yes,” said Ana.

“Show me.”

Delighted, Ana tugged on her large round nipples, milking her tits until the cream started to flow.

“You other nine, are free to go,” I said, sending the woman away.

“Look here…”

“Lyla, tell him this is his last warning.”

I sucked on Ana’s nipples, slurping and swallowing her nourishment. The milk dripping on my clothes. I had no choice, but to remove them before they became too soiled. Ana’s eyes widened at the sight of my cock.

“Do you like it,” I asked.

“I do,” said Ana taking it into her hand. She stroked at it.

“On your knees,” I said.

Ana lowered herself down, her hands gliding along my breasts until she knelt, her hands holding on my hips. She opened her mouth. I held to the back of her head and forced myself in. I glanced over at Murk as Ana’s spit soaked my cock.

“Lyla come and show Ana how I like it,” I said.

Lyla joined us, kneeling on the ground sucking on my balls as Ana gagged on my shaft.

“Fuck, now that’s good.”

My two lovers smiled, happy to help their queen feel this good.

I pulled my cock out, dripping from the work of their combined efforts. The throbbing hunger grew in me. And my chosen needed to be christened. I turned her around, her fat ass on display for me to take. Lyla licked at her pussy, wetting it a little extra for me. I gripped her ass and shoved my cock in from behind. I was still roaring and wanting from earlier. Still in the thrall of heat. I pounded into her. Her flesh bouncing in waves to my heavy and forceful contact. Her tits moving freely in the air. Ana cried out between the kisses of Lyla. I pulled on Ana’s hair, tilting her head back as she moaned out. I eyed Murk as he stood there stunned, squirming in his discomfort.

“Lyla, It looks like our host has been holding out on us,” I said.

“It does,” said Lyla spitting Ana’s milk on to my cock as I thrusted it inside.

There was one other woman in the room with us. Murk’s woman. Unlike Murk she did not look uncomfortable. She did not squirm wishing to get away. She squirmed in a much different way. She squirmed in her wanting of my unique body. Of my unique power. The kind of thing Murk did not have, and would never have. He was destined to remain a small time pirate or whatever it is he was. I was not. I was destined for something far greater. To create a new universe, in a new vision.

I pulled my cock from out of Ana, dripping with her juices. I would never deny someone so wanting to join.

“I can give you what you desire. I can fill you with what he cannot. There will always be a place for you, if you wish to join me,” I said to the woman.

She took a step forward. Murk watched in agony as she took that step. But he did not dare speak out against me. That’s the thing about greedy and powerless men. They would rather lose the only thing of real value, than give up their false belief in a chance at power. This woman knew that was all Murk was. She knew it as soon as she saw me walk in. In her small world Murk was on top. But in the infinity of the universe, I was far above most.

She was a slender woman, tall. Her breasts tiny but noticeably supple behind her beige gown. She took another step closer, her fingers drumming about her collarbone.

“What is your name?” I asked.

“Nia,” she said.

“What do you think Lyla?” I asked.

“A beauty,” said Lyla, clawing at my thighs, gazing at the woman approaching with wanting.

“With a child on the way, do you think you could use a handmaiden?”

“I think she will do well,” said Lyla.

“If you are willing to have us Nia, we are willing to have you.”

As Nia walked forward she undid her dress, sliding it off her body. Then her bra, and next slid her panties off over her heels, leaving behind a wake of clothing with each step she took. She stood before me. Her eyes gleaming with the chance to come aboard. At the opportunity to have me dock my vessel into her loading bay, and have her never return to this wretched place. She knelt before me. Taking my cock into her hands.

“You are superior in every way,” said Nia, while she was still able to speak. Before taking my mighty cock into her mouth, choked full of it, unable to mumble a comprehensible word. I clutched a handful of her curly hair into my hand. Moaning heavily, my voice echoing throughout the hollow room. I gazed at Murk, watching him as his woman took me into her mouth. Satisfyingly slurping it up. Knowing he would not do a thing about it. She was no longer his to do a thing about. But mine.

“And what would you like me to call you?” Nia asked, coming off my cock for a breath.

“Call me, your Dominance, your Queen, your lover, and your freedom.”

“Then you shall be all these things to me,” said Nia.

“Lyla prepare Nia for me,” I said. I did not have time to wait. I was ravaging with my raging lust, needing to penetrate and fuck for as long as the serum pumped through my veins. Lyla obliged my command, spreading Nia’s legs apart to make room for her tongue.

Ana patiently waited on all fours for me to return. Still presenting herself for me to take. She was after all chosen for this. And needed to have me finish inside her. To have it again and again until my seed took root inside her fertile body and blossomed into the hope of a new tomorrow. My cock soaked in the spit of these three women and ached to find its way deep into the pleasure center of each one. But I could only have one at a time. Charged with serum 69 I mounted Ana once again from behind. Forcing her body back into mine repeatedly.

“Yes..fuck me, my Queen, fuck me.”

I can not deny such a wonder of a woman, not when it presents itself so willingly before me. I would be no Queen if I was not of service to them, by having them be of my service. I spanked Ana’s plump ass, until the flesh stung with a bright red glow. I prodded at the newest member of our herd. My member pulsating with serum. Pulsating and filling with cum, swelling in quantities great enough to overflow her pussy.

And I fucked her, grabbed her, pulling at her. Pressing into her. Pulling her back into me. Gripping her flesh tighter and tighter. As the lust built up inside of me, clawing out of the pit of emptiness inside and out into Ana as intense repeated movements. I wrapped my arms around her neck. Ana arched her back into my breasts. My balls lifted and tightened ready to release. I held it in. Ana shaked with ecstatic twitches. I plunged in one last time, forcing Ana into me, not letting go. As I pumped cum into her warm pussy. Enough to drool down out of it.

I was not finished. Ana received her gift but I had more to give. And I had more expected of me. I could not let down Nia. And my cock would not go down until she too felt the satisfaction of my being. I would not go soft until she too found herself filled with me. The serum kept me producing an endless supply of this gift. The effects would start to wane soon, so while my heart still pumped with its power I had no other option but to fulfill its drive.

Lyla and Nia played with each other as I took care of Ana. Lyla had her fingers pressing against the walls of Nia’s pussy. Shoving them in one by one, until she had two, then three. Massaging her to the point she would be ready to have me. And now Nia was dying for me. And Murk was dying inside having to watch. Watch me take what he always thought would be his.

“Tell me Nia, can he offer you what I can?” I asked making my way over to her, my cock dripping with cum and Ana’s juices.

“No, he will always fall too short,” said Nia looking at Murk with disdain and pity, “Fuck me like you fucked her. Fuck me like no one else has. Like only you can.”
I slid my cum covered cock over her pussy, smearing it over her.

“Have you been able to conceive?”

“No, he has failed me in that too.”

“Well, I can not fail in that.”

I entered Nia. She bent forward, grabbing my face into her hands, her tongue licking my cheeks, across my lips. Hungry for me. I love women who hunger. Who have been starved by men to timid to take them. Too timid to feed the animal inside of them. I give to each glutton endlessly. I fill every emptiness until it spills over. As I fucked Nia the two of us watched as Murk doubled over in the pain our love caused him. Unable to hide from his inferiority. Unable to block out the sounds of our moans and grunts of our heavy breathing as I fought to make Nia cum.

The other two girls sucked at Nia’s nipples. Kissed her mouth. Played with her clit. Stimulating each part of her body. But the inside of her warm pussy remained mine to take. And would remain mine forever. There is no fear of sharing and losing when you have what others will keep begging to come back to. Come back to, so they may cum, again and again at your hands. At your touch. On their backs, on their stomachs. Whichever way they find favourable. The heat of endless wave after wave ran through our bodies. The waves colliding into a single point at the tip of my penis. Lyla stroked what didn’t fit in Nia. Ana sucked on my balls, her tongue teasing their sensitivity. My three champions working together to please their Queen. Working to feed the hunger ofmour herd.

Cum ejaculated out of my cock, spewing into Nia. Nia pushed and pulled at my hips not wanting me to stop. And I wouldn’t stop until she had her fill.

“Give me more, give me more than he ever could,” cried Nia. I continued to fuck her with pride. Pride at her desire and hunger for my gift. For wanting to prove herself. I knew she would not stop coming back to me, not until she became large with child. And even then she would need me more. When each one gets a taste of my essence entwined with serum 69 there is no going back. No leaving it. Only more can satisfy them.

I pulled out once Nia could not take anymore. The three of them cleaned my cock off with their mouths. Each one taking a turn sucking the cum off and sharing it between the other.

“I think we will be leaving now,” I said, swapping the juices with Nia. Sucking them off her tongue. “Perhaps I’ll be back,” I said. But I was never going to go back. I had no reason to. But I wanted Murk to believe I meant something to him. That the thought of me would never leave his mind. That each night before he falls asleep he will remember this night and wonder at my return. But I came for what I wanted and got it.

I had Lyla lead the way back to our ship. I gave Nia a spank on the ass as we walked out of the room. She gave a delighted jump forward. A jump forward into the new life that awaited for her. A life that she would have with me and the other woman of the herd. This was however was still just the beginning for us. And soon our first child would be born, the harbinger of true freedom and love. Unrepressed and unrestrained. And there is still much that remains to be prepared for the occasion.
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Hucow Future Pharms: 2069 (Hucow, Milked, Male To Female Gender Swap, Alpha Doctor)

The year is 2069 and a new pill that causes the one who ingests it to Gender Swap, has just gone into its first round of human trials.

I wasn't sure what to expect, but the opportunity certainly piqued my interest. But it's when the Doctor begins examining my new body that some things really start to peak. When my body starts to produce milk it seems I'm not the only one interested but the Doctors are too. I don't yet fully know my place as a Hucow but can't wait to explore it more.
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After meeting with a busty Witch and partaking in her Milk this man finds himself swapped into the Fertile Hucowbody he always dreamed of having.

Exploring your own body is easy, trying to Seduce the Alpha of the village may not be.

The Happy Hucow

It's about time I got my life back together. I was worried about finding a new job. I didn't expect to get employed at a farm. A city girl like me is rather naïve when it comes to all that. I will have much to learn.

Thankfully my new employer is an alpha male who is used to working with his hands and can show me the ropes. The milk here is always the freshest and hopefully with my help it will be all the more creamier. I've got a body made for producing and he can see that. It's about time someone noticed what I can be used for.
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Take some time and enjoy what's inside; Vampires and women with a surprise between the thighs, male to female Gender Swap and First Time Feminization.

Vampires love to suck and these ones suck a lot.

Also Best Friends discovering each others secrets.
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