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The Procedure

The station deck rang under Amala Carr’s boots as she stomped through the narrow corridor. Men and women avoided her path, slinking away into side passages carved into the meteor rock or hallways worked from durasteel and tarnished chrome. Not even the whores in their shimmering clothes of light dared try and catch her eye. She looked ready to do murder. Or worse.
She had a plan.
It was illegal. Absurdly so. But on Station SS9, things like laws were a held looser. She knew where she was going. How deep into the station her destination lay. Past the blazing neon signs of shops and the cold hard durasteel walls. Down dark corridors lit with flickering chrono lamps where aliens from beyond the stars haggled with merchant, smuggler, pirate or splicer. Where debtor slaves whimpered or moaned at the ends of sado collars depending on their master’s desires. She let her anger carry her past these. Replaying the memory. Of entering her apartment. Walking in to find the lights off. Opening the bedroom door. The startled eyes. He still inside of her, their sheets tangled around them like snakes.
“Oh, Amala,” Jalt had said, words dull. The naked blonde beneath him said nothing, merely stared without much interest.
Hand still on the door's activator, Amala had stared, gaping, and gasped, “What the fuck!”
Jalt had winced, straightening a little, though his cock remained buried in the woman beneath him. “I know you’re mad,” he’d said. “But, look. I just don’t think this is working out…”
The blonde said nothing. She’d gotten over her initial surprise, her long lashes fallen slightly with somnolent pleasure. Amala had gotten a better look at her then. The woman had been petite and pretty, with eyes darkened tastefully with eyeshadow and a soft circuit working along her ear like a tattoo. Not a whore then. That would have been easier to accept.
Amala had spoken, still in shock. Confused. “What the hell are you talking about? What…what the fuck is this Jalt!”
He’d sighed then, the sound patient and wistful, like he was explaining something to a child. “Amala. It’s just…not working out. We’re not meant for each other. You’re just not…” He’d made a vague motion with his hand. Saw understanding dawn on her and let his hand fall. Shrugged, and added, “I’m sorry.”
And that had been it. She’d felt like crying. Even now tears threatened to prick her eyes. She was furious and betrayed and beyond angry but more than anything, hurt. Horribly, ruthlessly hurt. Her hands had clenched to fists at her sides but she couldn’t hit him. Not even then. She was not small. She was not petite and fair and blonde and slender. She was none of the things the woman on the bed was, who even then was starting to move a little, circumspectly rolling herself against Jalt whose look of patience had begun to strain.
“I’m sorry it had to be this way,” he’d repeated.
She’d left.
Looking back she should have punched him in the jaw. Probably would have broken it too. She was statuesque. Her years in the United Navy had given her a thick frame and hard limbs but she’d let her mass go a bit since leaving the forces. Her brown hair was wavy and thick and her skin a mocha brown. Only now, with the betrayal raw, could she see how Jalt had started being more silent. Less interested in her. How his attraction had slipped away to the women they’d passed. Pretty and slim and bound in holo clothes or flight suits that left little to the imagination.
She’d wanted to hurt him. She still did. But the first impulse of punching him was gone. She didn’t want that anymore. No. Not the quick physical triumph. She had something else in mind now.
She walked as quickly as she could down the decks. She needed her rage. She needed to keep moving. No time for doubt. No time for reconsidering. She knew where she was going. Heard from some of the men at the docking bays whre she worked hauling cargo what could be found deep in deck eight. Of who could be found, and what they could do.
She turned a corner and there it was. Beside a brothel steeped in shadows, a neon sign glowed from the dark pit in the station wall. Morinth’s Modifications.
She felt hesitation and forced it back. She had seen what splicers could do while in the navy. You didn’t live on Station SS9 for even a day without coming across those modded so much they were more alien than those from beyond known space.
But here she was.
Here she came.
She walked to the door and slammed her hand on the activator. The door slid open with a hydraulic hiss, admitting her to a dark lab lit in humming green. She ignored the chrome machines half hidden in ill lit shadows. The dark screens scattered about columns of fiber optic cables. The columns of holograms depicting women dancing slowly in a shimmer of light and tanks of bubbling liquid ranged along a wall. A desk stood near the end of the room. A man and woman were there, talking. The man was slim and wore a white lab coat. He had short, curly brown hair and wore an opaque band of green light wrapped around his eyes. That could only be Morinth she thought.
The woman with him was a mystery though. Sitting coquettishly on the desk, her long legs crossed daintily, she was achingly perfect. All curves wrapped in an hourglass shape, her breasts huge and without a hint of sag. Her body was bound in a tight blue security officer’s suit, its seams straining whenever she moved, illustrating the feminine glory of her body in exquisite detail. She had long blonde hair bound in a ponytail and flashing white teeth. Her visored helmet sat on the table beside her.
Amala’s heart began to thump in her chest as she crossed the darkened room. As she reached the table, she slammed her hand down on it. Both man and woman jumped. Turned her way.
“I want a cock!” Amala barked.
A stunned silence filled the air. The man’s visor was washed in a stream of refreshing pixels. “Pardon?”
Amala felt a flush climbing her cheeks but plowed on. “You heard me. I want a cock.”
Morinth frowned, jaw tight with irritation. “There is a brothel next door,” he said.
Amala shook her head violently. “Not like that! I want my own.”
The woman cocked her head. “You do? But why?”
Amala had rehearsed the reasons on her way there. She had concentrated, concocted a dozen stories. But confronted by the airy blonde with her jaw dropping face and achingly feminine curves the truth came out, spat out with anger and bitter betrayal.
“Because my boyfriend doesn’t find me ‘feminine’ enough. So he went and found some slut he could fuck in my own bed while I was gone! And he had the gall. The fucking gall to tell me that to my face while he still had his cock shoved inside of her whore cunt!”
“But why a cock?” the woman said again.
“Revenge! He doesn’t think I’m feminine? Fine! Fuck him! I’ll show him how masculine I can be!”
The blonde bombshell pouted. “Oh but what a waste that would be,” she said, looking Amala up and down with undisguised desire. She grinned, batting her long lashes. “You could be so pretty!”
“Hush Dava,” Morinth said. Amala looked his way and found him tapping the table, examining her in much the same way Dava had. But the tilt of his head and movement of his hand revealed a more analytical assessment. “An interesting prospect,” he mused. “Yes. And would you like to become male in total?”
Amala shook her head. “No.” She grinned mirthlessly. “I wouldn’t have to go that far to be more of a man than him.”
“How very interesting,” he said. He rose from behind the desk and paced about the floor, a quick energy fairly radiating off of him. “Standard work really, though not often requested. I think I could reformat the array to do that. Move tissue from one place to another. Of course it might be a bit tricky. But…ah, of course! That would do the trick. Yes…”
“Then you can do it?” Amala said eagerly.
Morinth glanced her way. “Of course. It will be a simple matter. Simple, yet there is a certain aspect I find interesting. Yes. I just need a few things.”
Dava sighed expansively as Morinth vanished into the back of the lab. “I just don’t get it,” she mused.
“I bet you don’t,” Amala said with a wrathful look at the security officer’s hourglass figure.
A moment later Morinth returned. “Here we are,” he said, holding out a small pill. “Perfectly prepared. A little modification and it will perform exactly.”
Amala stared at the pill doubtfully. “That little thing?”
Morinth’s mouth turned in a scowl. The green light of his visor crackled. “This ‘little thing’ is a vital mass of mutagen. Specifically, one designed for testosterone treatments. By taking this, they will modify your genetic code itself! Adding in a Y chromosome and altering your flesh so that you are sporting a virile cock. I’ll merely need to adjust it somewhat so that it does not rewrite your physical format entirely, but merely add to it.”
He turned and rapidly tapped a nearby console with his free hand. A pair of small prongs came up and he placed the pill between them. Something crackled through it. He spoke over the clack of the keys. “You’re very fortunate I still have some on hand after a recent client. Small fellow. Wanted to join Station Security, but lacked the necessary muscle mass for it. He’d be grabbed by some Callian pirate for a pet immediately. Fortunately I managed to provide him the testosterone treatment he wished. A resounding success.”
“Ooooh,” Dava moaned, rubbing the clothed groove of her cunt. “I remember.”
Amala sniffed. “Then you can do it?”
“Of course I can do it!” Morinth said. “I wasn’t chased to this black end of the galaxy because I was an idiot. Ah, there.”
He swept his hand over the console, trailing a shimmering light in his wake. He plucked the pill from between the prongs and turned to Amala. “Now, I trust you can pay…”
Amala smiled grimly. “I can.” She drew a credit chit and brushed it across the reader on the desk. There was a notable beep, a holographic screen flickering to life. Thousands of credits were displayed. The entirety of her and Jalt’s joint account. Her saving from her time in the navy. The money she’d made working as a cargo hauler and decker in the station’s hanger. She realized with annoyance how little Jalt had ever contributed. Well, fine, she thought, watching with a grim satisfaction the numbers descend in a rapid countdown. Her money, her choice in what to do with it. “Keep the change,” she said.
There was a dull Bing, and a red zero flashed on the screen.
Dava gave a low whistle.
“Excellent. If you would take a seat,” Morinth said, gesturing to a strange chair in the far corner of the room. Without a hint of hesitation Amala strode towards it, shucking off her clothes as she went. By the time she reached the throne of chrome and black cables she was utterly naked, her firm dark body on full display. Her breasts bounced a little as she sat down, the seat a net of webbing which shifted to her weight and the contours of her ass.
“Comfortable?” Morinth said.
“Not really.”
“Pity. Swallow.”
Amala took the pill and looked at the silver casing. She shrugged. She’d come this far. Tilting back her head, she tossed the pill into her mouth and swallowed thickly.
A moment passed in silence but for the hum of distant machinery.
“So…Is this thing supposed to do anything or-“
Heat.
She doubled over, grabbing her stomach.
Pain.
She groaned as a pressure swelled in her core. Her stomach clenched. The heat boiled in her gut. Then, it migrated. She moaned, clutching her groin as the throbbing pleasure suffocated her.
She tore open her eyes, gasping at what she saw. Her clit jutted from her pink gash, and before her awestruck eyes, it began to grow.
“O-oooh,” she groaned. “Oh Staaaars!”
She fell to her knees on the gleaming chrome floor, clutching at her groin. Her clit continued to swell, growing from its hood. Swelling past the lips of her quim. “Ohhhhh!” She grasped it and moaned as pleasure shot through her core. Her body felt swollen. She groaned, shutting tight her eyes, but her hand moved. Running along the stretching flesh with helpless ardour. Trembling, she eagerly began to stroke herself, furiously masturbating her engorging clit. No, her cock!
Pleasure rocked through her. She gave a sudden cry. Something clenched in her, and from the slit of her new grown cock, she came, spurting ropes of cum onto the floor.
Morinth watched the pearly seed splatter across the durasteel. He sighed tiredly and wandered away, muttering, “Best get a mop…”
Amala paid him no heed. Her body burned with an aching need. Desire. Hunger. Her new cock swelled, thick and veiny with lust. She saw Dava. The blonde bombshell had undone the zipper of her uniform down to her groin, her fingers buried deep in her dripping gash. The bimbo smiled, fluttering her lashes. She ran her fingers up along her moistened folds with teasing strokes.
Amala growled, and hurled herself onto the bimbo. Dava gasped, giggling as she was heaved onto the desk. “Ah!” she moaned as the newly made futanari grabbed her heavy breasts. “Yes! Fuck me hard!”
“Shut up,” Amala snarled, grasping her cock in her free hand. Instinct compelled her actions. She grabbed Dava’s ass, lifting her up and thrusting, filling her quim in a single stroke. Amala threw back her head, eyes flying wide as she felt her cock fill Dava’s hot, clutching depths. “Ooooooh fuuuuck!” she moaned.
“Mmmm,” Dava moaned. Her legs swung about Amala’s waist, locked and pulled the futa deeper until their hips met, hilting Amala deep in her clutching tunnel. “Oh yes. That’s it,” she purred.
Amala jerked forward, gasping. She planted her hands beside Dava’s head. Giggling, the blonde bombshell wrapped her arms around Amala’s neck and pulled her into a heated kiss. “Fuck me,” Dava purred. “Fuck me hard, stud.”
Amala panted. Dava’s body smelled musky and sweet. The scent seemed to spur her on. Her breathing grew heavy, her cock throbbed. Her body followed its instinct, beginning to thrust into Dava, filling her with long strokes.
“Ooooh,” Dava moaned, throwing back her head. Her blonde hair fanned out behind her. “Yesssss!”
Amala didn’t hear. Her entire being was focused on the woman writhing beneath her. She grabbed Dava’s soft breasts, squeezing the pliant flesh, feeling their aroused heat. Nipples dug into her palm as she crushed them, making Dava cry out and bite her lower lip coquettishly.
Amala sped up her thrusts. She hissed, crushing her lips to Dava’s plump pink ones. She devoured the woman, conquered her. She thrust eagerly into her cunt, moaning into Dava’s lips.
“M-more,” Dava moaned. “F-fuck me harder!”
“Shut up,” Amala gasped. She felt good. Amazing! Powerful! Then, she felt a clutching in her loins. Her peak rose and her body thrummed with her approaching orgasm. It was unlike anything she had felt as a woman. She groaned, throwing back her head. “I-ah. Ah! Fuck!”
She cried out as she came, her cock pumping cum inside of Dava’s slickened tunnel. Dava moaned. Her inner walls clutched at Amala’s cock as her own orgasm thundered through her.
Gasping, Amala pulled out. She watched, fascinated as her seed dripped from the blonde’s gaping quim. Her legs trembled, a sudden weakness washing through Amala. Morinth, leaning on a mop, kicked a chair behind her a moment before she fell. She sagged in the seat, head spinning.
Giggling, Dava prowled off the desk and sat in Amala’s lap. “Oh you were wonderful,” she purred.
“Y-yeah,” Amala said. “It was.”
Dava tittered, leaning forward so her breasts pressed against Amala’s. Her hot groove ground against the futa’s cock, who hissed as she felt herself stir once more to Dava’s ministrations.
“C’mon big boy,” the busty bimbo breathed. “Got another one in you?”
Amala drew a strained breath through her teeth, feeling her new cock harden between the soft globes of the bimbo’s ass. She grabbed the Dava’s hips, squeezing the plush flesh of her rear. Dava gasped, arching and shoving her heaving breasts into Amala’s face. “Oooh, yes! Just like that.”
Amala found a hard nipple and bit down. Dava squeaked, moaning as Amala squeezed the hard nub in her teeth, then sucking and kissing the wounded flesh.
“Mmm.” Dava lifted her ass, Amala’s cock swelling upright, hard and proud. Sighing, her breath hitching, Dava lowered herself onto Amala’s throbbing length.
“Ah!” Amala gasped. She gripped Dava’s hips and ground her cock into the bimbo’s heated gash.
“That’s it,” Dava moaned. “Fuck me. Fuck me so hard!”
Amala gripped Dava’s hips and began to bounce her atop her cock. She stared in awe at the buxom woman, breasts heaving and blonde hair flying as she fucked herself on the futa’s pillar of flesh. It felt good. It felt right!
“Fucking slut!” Amala breathed, grinning fiercely.
“Oh I am,” Dava moaned. “I just love being stuffed by your meaty cock!”
“Have you ever had better?” Amala growled.
“Ooooh, never,” Dava moaned.
Amala suspected this was a lie. A sudden anger burned through her. She would show this bimbo slut! She snarled and bucked, thrusting her cock as deep into Dava’s insides as it would go. The bimbo’s eyes flew open with surprise. Her lips parted with a gasping cry.
“Yess!” Dava cried, grinding herself atop Amala. “Deeper! Fuck me!”
Amala did with a will. She felt strong. Powerful! Along her arms her muscles corded, larger than ever. Taking the blonde haired slut, she rammed herself as deep as she could, but soon enough again felt the clutching sensation of impending orgasm. “F-fuck. So…close!”
“Yes!” Dava moaned. “Cum in my slutty pussy. Please! I need your cum!”
“F-fuck. Aghhh!” Amala tensed, groaning as she came again. Dava gasped, falling against the futa, twitching as her own orgasm rocked through her.
They lay against each other, panting and gleaming with sweat. Dava giggled, running her fingers down Amala’s strong jaw. “Mmm. Was it good?”
“Yeah,” Amala breathed. “It was…”
“I’m glad you were satisfied,” Morinth’s dry voice said.
Amala craned her head back. The splicer stood behind the desk, working at the console, the mop leaning against his chair. “Yeah,” Amala said raggedly. “I am…” She glanced at the gleaming wetness on the desk. “Um…sorry about the mess…”
“I’m accustomed to it,” Morinth said dryly. “Your new cock should serve adequately. Though there may be a few side effects.”
Amala stilled. “Side effects?”
“Yes,” Morinth said, flicking his fingers across the keys. “Muscle growth for a time as the mutagen runs its course. As you may have already noticed. The pheromone treatment appears to be an added benefit.”
“Pheromones?”
“Yes,” Morinth repeated as he touched the screens, their glow reflected in his visor. He flicked a finger, spinning the screen around to show Amala an incomprehensible column of data and symbols. “It appears your treatment has you exuding pheromones. Perhaps I shouldn’t have used Equinar material for the base of the mutagen…Hm. Regardless,” he said, swiping the screens away and turning back to her. “Your body is producing mating pheromones. Those of the female sex will find it…somewhat intoxicating. Dava is immune thanks to her own treatments. Not that one could tell.”
Dava giggled, hefting her palm filling tits and fluttering her lashes. “Some of us just love to be fucked,” she chirped.
“Quite,” Morinth said, then to Amala, “But others will not be so lucky.”
Dava giggled, hugging Amala tightly against her soft breasts. “I think you smell wonderful,” she breathed.
Amala slowly grinned. “Is that so,” she said heatedly. She grabbed a palm full of Dava’s ass and squeezed, making the bimbo groan. “Good to know…”




The Slut

She moved through the crowds of the station’s promenade with an easy confidence. She was changed. Powerful. Her sleeveless shirt showed off her muscular arms and her breasts swelled against the dark fabric. She’d strapped her cock down with her panties, and the feel of it straining the fabric was strangely pleasant. But what surely spurred her on was the promise of more. The thought of what tonight would bring.
She brushed her long hair out of her eyes. The neon light of the signs and holos along the dark promenade glowed against her face. Against her body. She was bigger. After her encounter at Morinth’s shop she’d measured herself and found she’d grown a few inches in height. Her baggiest shirt now strained to contain her figure. Sailors paused and stared after her. A few reptilian Drax did as well, the barbarous reptilian aliens in their luminous paint eyeing her with interest. She flashed them a grin, recalling having heard the piratical aliens were matriarchal. She liked that thought.
She strode into the neon lit promenade on the third station level. The crowds were thick, the promenade close to the main hangers. Miners and merchants milled about while pimps displayed their charges wrapped in glowing holo clothes. The air was stale and recycled but tinged with a smoky odour from the food sellers working among the choked machinery.
Amala ignored them all, a path clearing for her as she scanned the garish signs blaring light out onto the deck. Halfway across she stopped, grinned. The bar’s name was the Meteor. The light field at its foot barred the interior but she pushed through without a second thought.
She stopped inside, scanning the crowd. There wasn’t much light. Pulsating lamps along the ceiling washed the place in a pale glow the emphasized the darkness. Cages whose bars glowed with flickering bands held dancers gyrating to the heavy beat of electric music. Men and women populated dark tables, drinking and talking animatedly. She glimpsed one man leaning back in a booth while a woman between his parted legs bobbed her head. The sight and sounds of the club stirred her. Her eyes were drawn to the main source of illumination, the bar itself. A holographic dome of lights like a neon halo was projected over it, washing it in its own personal bubble of harsh pinks and purples.
And there she was.
Amala felt her pulse quicken at the sight of the woman at the bar. There was no mistaking the shadowed eyes and trim physique. She wore a tight skirt and a shirt that bared her stomach. She leaned against the bar, drinking easily, her eyes lidded giving her a vague, dusky look. The same she’d worn in Amala’s bedroom what felt like a lifetime ago, Jalt’s cock buried in her cunt, her soft breasts quivering with lust and her body flushed atop the sheets.
It had been so easy, in the end. All Dava had needed was a description and she had searched the network, finding Jalt’s lover in a matter of hours. Naturally, the reward she wanted was to be bent over the table and thoroughly reamed before giving over the info. But Amala had been happy to comply. She grinned at the memory, and crossed the room. Her pulse thudded in time to the music, anticipation holding her tightly.
She took a seat beside the woman. “Hey.”
The woman looked her way. Her brows rose slowly with surprise. “Oh.”
Amala laughed, edging closer. “Relax. No hard feelings from me. It wasn’t your fault Jalt’s a dick.”
The woman smiled, relaxing slightly, but still uneasy. Her dark eyes slipped to the bartender, a bald man whose massive frame fairly filled the space behind the bar. She relaxed further when she felt his protective eye on her. Good, Amala thought. Let her think she was safe. That would make things easier.
“Listen,” Amala said, edging closer until she was sitting directly beside the young woman. “I don’t want any hard feelings between us. Let me buy you a drink.” She beckoned to the bartender, who nodded.
“Oh. Thanks.”
Amala smiled hungrily as she saw the woman’s nostrils flare. How she blinked, furrowing her brow a little as she smelled Amala. Breathed in the futa’s pheromone laden scent.
“I was just curious,” Amala said, leaning closer still. “What you see in him?”
She shifted, her skin flushing a little as it warmed to the futa’s presence. “Well…”
“Amala,” she breathed. “Call me Amala. And you are?”
“Tana…”
“Would you like to sit somewhere more private, Tana?”
“Y-yeah. Maybe…”
Touching her arm, Amala pulled her out of the seat. Tana staggered a little as if she was drunk. Amala grinned and caught the glass the bartender set down and guided the woman out of the light of the bar. Taking her to one of the dark booths scattered against the walls. The music thumped from the stage. The lights across the ceiling spun with dazzling hues as she settled Tana in the booth and sat down beside her.
“Anyway, Tana. You were telling me about why you found Jalt attractive?”
Tana shifted in her seat, her breathing deepening. She was flushed and pretty, squirming a little where she sat. Her lidded brows fluttered with uncertain desire. “We-ll,” she said softly. Nearly humming. “He’s pretty handsome you know.”
Amala grimaced. “I know,” she said. She slid nearer the girl.
“You smell nice,” Tana said distantly.
“I know,” Amala said, her voice falling to a seductive purr. She slipped her arm around Tana and pulled her flush against her side in the darkness of the booth. Beads of condensation slipped down the forgotten drinks. “Was he a good fuck?”
“Mmm. He was alright,” Tana said dreamily.
“But he’s always been a bit selfish hasn’t he?” Amala murmured. Sliding a finger down Tana’s chin, the blonde following the motion unconsciously. “Never really knows what a woman wants. He doesn’t know how to fuck. He just sticks his cock in you and works it until he’s done. No stamina.”
“Maybe a little,” she breathed.
Amala took Tana’s hand and moved it onto her groin. The girl gave a small start when she felt the bulge in Amala’s pants. She looked up at the mocha skinned futa, soft lips parted, uncertain what was happening.
“Want to see what I can do with mine?”
Tana inhaled sharply in surprise. Her eyes fogged. The musky scent of maleness and pleasure filling her. She took a second slow, shuddering breath. Amala sucked in a breath as she felt the blonde tentatively stroke her cock. She leaned over Tana, running her hand beneath the pale woman’s shirt and stroking her heaving breasts. “Feels good. Doesn’t it,” Amala murmured. She pressed herself against the smaller woman, their breasts crushed against each other. Her cock strained the fabric of her pants delightfully, reacting to Tana’s supple figure.
“I have a place,” Amala breathed. “Just for you and me. Come with me. And I’ll show you the fucking of a lifetime.”
Tana stretched back her head, baring her long white neck. Her dark eyes fluttered. Her lips trembled.
“Yes.”
The word came as a whisper, but Amala heard it all the same. She grinned, her eyes glowing in the strobing lights from deeper in the club. She flashed a credit chit on the table’s screen to pay for the drinks and drew Tana out of the booth and the club.
She pulled Tana into an elevator and as the doors slid shut pushed her against the wall. She kissed her, breath hot. Her hands slid under her shirt and played with her breasts. Tana gasped, moaning submissively beneath the other woman’s dominating touch. Amala’s hand wandered low and cupped the soft shape of Tana’s ass.
She never loosened her grasp on Tana as she pulled her through the streets, fairly carrying her. She touched her. Toyed with her. Groped her. Tana was panting with helpless arousal by the time Amala opened the familiar door. They never bothered with the lights. She grabbed Tana’s ass, hoisted her up against her. Their lips locked, and with her new cock pressing against Tana’s mound, Amala carried her into the bedroom.
She tossed Tana onto the bed. The woman bounced, her loose shirt and skirt flaring about her. Gasping in surprise, she settled atop the mattress and blankets, hair dishevelled, eyes heavy with lust.
Amala stood before the bed, grinning. A neon sign outside the apartment washed the room in hot red light. Amala gripped her shirt and teasingly pulled it over her head. Her dark breasts were sharply outlined, capped with black nipples. Her body was hard and firm. Sculpted with muscle. She hooked her thumbs in her pants and eased them down, taking her panties with them.
Tana stared as Amala’s cock came free. Took in the entirety of the mocha skinned futa. Amala stood at the foot of the bed, naked, a goddess of hard muscles and feminine curves. She grinned, her teeth flashing in the dark as Tana’s breath quickened at the futa’s thick scent.
“Do you want it?” Amala breathed.
“Mmhmmm.”
“Then come on and taste it.”
Tana glanced up, but resistance withered at the sight of the dusky goddess in all her glory. Rolling to her hands and knees, Tana crawled to the edge of the bed and tentatively leaned forward. She breathed, the thick scent raw so near Amala’s cock. Her lust plumped lips parted and Tana gingerly ran her tongue up Amala’s length.
Amala hissed, biting her lower lip as Tana tentatively wrapped her lips about the head. “Ahh,” Amala gasped. She grabbed Tana’s hair, gripping it tightly. “Y-you’re good at this!”
“Mmm,” Tana moaned.
The futanari groaned as the inches vanished past the other woman’s soft lips. Tana’s lashes fluttered as she swallowed Amala’s cock, her nose coming to rest at the tuft of hair at Amala’s mons. She inhaled deeply, taking in as much of Amala’s musky scent as possible. Then began to move.
“F-fuck!” Amala gasped. She thrust into Tana’s mouth, feeling the muscles of the pale woman’s throat work. Pleasure rocked her. Different from fucking Dava. More intense. She groaned, looking down at the bright hair and dark eyes of the woman sucking her off. “Did you ever suck off Jalt like this?” Amala said, tightening her grip in Tana’s hair. “Did you ever suck his cock?”
“Mhmm.”
“Like this?”
“Mmm.”
Amala chuckled. “Then you better make me cum.”
“Mmmm.”
The vibrations of her humming thrummed up Amala’s length. The sight of the woman debasing herself on her cock sent an unimaginable thrill up the newly made futa. She grit her teeth, groaning as she felt her body begin to tense. “Yes. Fuck. Oh yes. Oh f-fuck!”
Amala came, exploding in Tana’s hot mouth. Eagerly, Tana swallowed the futa’s hot seed.
Gasping, Amala pulled her cock from Tana’s mouth. Breathing heavily, she grinned down at Tana. “Think this is where I get soft?”
Tana, mouth parted, cum staining her lips and eyes hazed with lust, shook her head. “N-no.”
“So you know what happens next?” Amala purred as she crawled onto the bed. Her sinuous movements like a stalking cat. Her cock stiffened beneath her again, responding to her desire.
Tana edged back to the head of the bed. Her heart beat quickly with a giddy sense of anticipation and a tinge of fear. “N-no?”
Amala chuckled as she reached up and hooked her hands in Tana’s panties. With a  jerk she tore them free, baring the pink flower of Tana’s cunt. “Now I’m going to lick you into a desperate mess. Get you nice and wet. Then,” she said, leaning forward, her hot breath rolling over Tana’s trembling quim. “I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before. I’m going to make you scream my name and beg for more.”
She glanced up, through the valley of Tana’s breasts and to the blonde’s flushed face. Amala grinned, then leaned forward and ran her tongue up Tana’s gash.
“Ah!” the girl arched, pushing her mons against Amala’s tongue. The dusky skinned woman growled and grabbed Tana’s hips, pushing her down onto the bed. She held her lover there easily, her powerful arms restraining Tana’s bucking hips as her tongue slipped into Tana’s folds. The power of the position hardened her cock even more. The ease with which she controlled Tana sending a thrill through her. Her every reaction spurred the futa on. She pressed her lips to Tana’s folds and plunged her tongue into the woman’s tender pussy.
“Ah!” Tana gasped, fisting the pillows, trembling beneath Amala’s hands. “S-stars! Oh stars!”
Amala laughed. “Enjoy that don’t you?”
“Y-yes,” Tana whimpered.
“Well the best is yet to come.”
Amala drew back and scooted between Tana’s parted thighs. She wrapped her hand around her shaft, stroking it, eying the flushed and flustered woman laid out before her. Legs parted willingly and baring her lust slickened cunt. Amala leaned over, pressing a hand to the wall beside Tana’s head. Her other grasped Tana’s hip, holding her in place. Shadowing her. Surrounding her in a cage of powerful female flesh. The head of her cock teased Tana’s twitching folds. Her face inches from the other woman’s, staring into her lust hazed eyes.
“Here I come,” she whispered.
Amala jerked her hips and filled Tana with a single thrust. Tana’s eyes shot wide open. Her head banged against the wall. “Oooooh!”
Amala groaned as she felt Tana’s clutching channel about her cock. Far tighter than Dava. Far sweeter this prize. “Yesss,” Amala gasped. She grabbed Tana’s hair, pulling back her head before devouring her lips in a rough, dominating kiss. Tana moaned, rocking her hips as Amala began to move inside of her, roughly fucking the young woman.
Amala broke the kiss, gasping. “Kiss my breasts,” she gasped.
Eyes lidded, drunk with desire and pheromones, Tana did so, her lips locking on the peak of Amala’s nipples. “F-fuck!” Amala gasped. “Yes! Suck them. You little slut. How’s my cock feel? How does it feel to be fucked by me?”
Tana popped her lips off the dusky nipple. “So good,” she gasped, breathe hitching as Amala thrust again inside of her. “Ah! So go-oo-ood!”
Hungrily Amala took the quivering blonde. The wet slap of flesh on flesh echoing in the room as she hammered her throbbing cunt. Felt the tight clutch of Tana’s hungry quim. Tana arched, moaning. Amala felt her tense about her cock, fist the sheets, and scream as she came.
Amala groaned, thrusting and riding out Tana’s orgasm, holding back from cumming in the quivering cunt of the other woman with difficulty. Not yet. Not yet! She gave Tana’s hair a painful yank. “I don’t remember giving you permission to cum,” she said.
“S-sorry,” Tana moaned.
“It’s okay.” Amala kissed her cheek. “I forgive you. You just couldn’t help it. My cock just feels so good in you. But you can’t cum until I say so. Got it?”
“Y-yes,” Tana moaned. “Yes. Can’t…”
Amala chuckled. She stretched herself against the other woman, pressing her into the mattress beneath the softness of her breasts. “Good. Because here is where it gets hard!”
He powerful legs thrust her deep into Tana. The girl cried out, writhing. She wrapped her arms about Amala, clutching her for support as the dusky futanari hammered her cunt. Moaning, whimpering, she endured the hard ride on the end of the other woman’s cock.
Amala revelled in it. Revelled in the feeling of the woman Jalt had betrayed her for impaled on her shaft. Helpless, begging for more in a daze of lust and desperate arousal. She felt Tana’s insides quiver, clutching her. She was close. So close.
“Please,” Tana sobbed. “Please.”
“Y-yes,” Amala moaned, feeling her own orgasm stir. “Yes! Cum! Cum for me!”
“A-Amala!” Tana screamed as she came, her juices running down Amala’s cock and thighs. Her name, cried out in the heights of ecstasy, sent Amala over the edge. She screamed, balls clenching as she shot her seed again into Tana’s warm depths. Her orgasm singing through her.
Breathing hard, her muscles burned with the aftershock, Amala eased out of Tana, rolling beside the woman. Immediately Tana curled against her side, nestling her face on Amala’s hard breasts. Amala glanced at her, then looked at the ceiling, grinning wolfishly despite her exhaustion. She pulled the pale slut closer. Sweat beaded their bodies, gleaming like diamonds in the lurid red glow of a neon sign outside the room. Sated, on the bed of Jalt’s betrayal, with the woman he had taken in her stead, Amala closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep.




The Reveal

The buzz of the door woke her. Amala opened her eyes blearily and lifted her head slowly. She heard a murmur and turned. She grinned at the sight of Tana, head buried among the blankets, naked as ever with thighs still stained with Amala’s seed. Memories of the night filled in and the futa chuckled with delight.
The repeated buzz of the doorbell called to her however. Reluctantly she pushed herself out of bed, disregarding modesty as she made her way naked to the door. She tapped the panel and the screen blinked with a view of outside the room.
Jalt looked back at her impatiently, face blurry from the low res screen. “Amala, open up. I know you’re in there.”
Shock struck her first. To see his face so soon and after what had just happened. But it passed, quickly, and it was not anger which coursed through Amala, but a sense of sated triumph. She smiled in lazy amusement and pressed the intercom. “What do you want Jalt?”
“Open the door! We have to talk.”
She pressed the lock, the door sliding open with an atmospheric hiss. Her smile widened as Jalt beheld her naked body, eyes opening wide as dinner plates at the sight of the new grown cock nestled between her legs. “What a pleasant surprise,” Amala said, leaning against the door frame.
“A-Amala! What the fuck?” he gasped.
“Why so shocked? You always knew I had bigger balls than you. Now we can actually see it.”
He looked up, face hardening in anger. Her own smile grew fierce. She rolled her shoulders, her muscles tensing across her body. Rippling with raw strength. She watched him quail before her, seeming to shrink. She sneered. Weakling. What had she ever seen in him?
“Let me guess,” she said, filling the doorway with a step. “It’s about the account. Well, here’s where the money went,” she said, sweeping her hand towards her cock. “A wise investment I have to say.”
“You what!” Jalt exploded.
“Oh,” she gasped in mock surprise. “I’m sorry. Were we supposed to be trusting each other not to stab the other in the back?” she said. Her temper flared and she advanced on him, driving him out of the apartment and into the hall. His back struck the cold durasteel of the opposite wall. He pressed against it as if to melt into it. “It was my money to begin with, Jalt,” Amala growled. “And a small price to pay for the shit I tolerated from you over the years. I don’t know why I bothered! Maybe I was just desperate for some attention after getting out of the navy. Well I’m done. You can go fuck yourself for all I care. And if I ever see you around here again, I’ll break your fucking arm!”
“Amala. I…”
Amala gave him a look filled with disgust. “I don’t know what’s more pathetic,” she said. “You, or that I wasted so much time on you.”
Jalt grit his teeth. She wondered if he would try something. Doubted it. Then she saw his eyes flick over her shoulder, staring in horrified shock. She glanced back, spotting Tana in the doorway, a blanket held loosely against her body.
“Tana?” Jalt gasped.
Tana gave him a dull look. A look of disinterest. Then her gaze wandered to Amala, and a spark flashed in her eyes. She tugged the sheet a little more against her, her lips parting as she leaned a little in the futa’s direction. Amala smiled wryly as she glanced back at Jalt.
“Excuse me, Jalt. I have other things to take care of.”
Jalt’s eyes shot back to her. “W-wait! Amala!”
She turned her back on him and walked back into the bedroom. Ignored his last shout. She shut the door with a slap of her palm on the activator.
For a moment she simply stood there, trembling with excitement.
“Stars! That felt so good!” Grinning, she grabbed Tana and crushed the young woman with a kiss. Tana started, then submitted eagerly to Amala’s lips. Her slim arms twined around her lover’s shoulders, pressing herself against Amala’s dusky skin. Amala groaned, her cock stirring at the soft press of the other woman’s body. She broke the kiss with a gasp.
“Back on the bed,” she breathed. “Your ass is mine.”
Tana smiled shakily, a shiver of desire and anticipation coursing through her. She turned, her hips swinging as she sauntered back to the bed. She shed the sheet she had modestly covered herself with and kneeled on the floor, laying her upper body on the bed. She glanced back and wiggled her heart shaped ass enticingly.
Grinning fiercely, Amala grabbed Tana’s pale cheeks and parted them. She bent over, licking Tana’s taint, slicking her with her spit. Tana moaned at the sensation, her ring of muscles clutching hungrily for the futa’s cock. Chuckling, Amala straightened and pressed her cock against Tana’s puckered backdoor. She breathed out slowly, feeding inch after inch of her raw manhood into the other woman’s tight ass. “Fuuuck,” Amala breathed. “I could do this all day!”
Tana moaned, torso curling upward as she felt the hot flesh of Amala’s shaft fill her. “Please. Fuck me,” she gasped.
Amala slapped her ass with amusement. “Gladly!”
With a will she railed the other woman’s tight ass with her new cock. Again marvelling at the sensations which speared her core with every thrust. Gasping, breathing heavily, she thought of Jalt standing outside, staring in shock at the half naked Tana in the doorway. His eyes shooting to Amala’s cock, realizing what had happened. Amala increased her tempo, fucking the other woman harder. Gasps and the slap of flesh filled the room as she buried herself in Tana, the thought driving her harder.
“Ever…been filled…this much?” Amala gasped.
“Nooo,” Tana moaned. “So deep. Ah. Please. More!”
Amala laughed. She knew she was bigger than Jalt. Hadn’t she taken his worthless cock often enough? Looking back, she flinched from the weak woman she had once been. How satisfied she had been with Jalt. How she had sought to please him.
Anger spurred her. She leaned over Tana, brutally pounding the girl’s tight backdoor. Tana cried out, quaking as she came at the sudden violent fucking. But Amala didn’t let up. Relentlessly she fucked her, delighting in Tana’s gasping moans. How the sweat beaded her back. It was only when Tana’s second orgasm thundered through her that Amala felt the now familiar tightening in her balls. She thrust a final time and cried out, cumming deep in Tana’s bowels.
Gasping, Amala pulled out of the whimpering woman. She fell back onto the bed, eyes closed with pleasure and satisfied ardour.
She felt the bed shift as Tana crawled on. She smiled as she felt gentle hands run along the hills and valleys of her muscles.
“So strong,” Tana murmured.
Amala cracked an eye open. “I know,” she grunted. She sat up a little, gathering the pillows behind her so she was propped up against the headboard. “But you made me all sweaty,” she grinned. “I think you need to clean me off.”
Tana’s eyes snapped up, then grew lidded again. A flirtatious smile painted her lips. “Of course,” she murmured.
Amala held her breath as she watched the fair woman lean over her dark skin, inhaling the pheromone laden scent which saturated Amala’s body. She gasped as the Tana’s pink tongue ran up her abs, eagerly tracing the hard contours of muscles.
“Oh that’s good,” Amala groaned, petting Tana’s head.
Tana smiled lazily. Her thoughts had slowed, a strange, hazy euphoria spreading through her. With growing eagerness she bathed the shemale with her tongue, tasting the intoxicating flavour of her sweat and body. Moaning softly as she devoted herself more and more to it.
Amala sighed in contentment easing back and letting the other woman worship her. Her cock began to stiffen again as Tana went lower, tracing the hard lines of her stomach, the ridges of her flanks, before finally coming to her throbbing shaft. Tana lingered there, breathing in the scent from the source. The joyous aroma which slickened her quim and sent lust burning through her veins. Reverently she leaned forward and lathed Amala’s balls with her tongue.
“Ohhh,” Amala moaned, tensing at the sensation. She leaned her head back against the headboard, taking in a shuddering gasp as Tana worshipped her balls. “Oh that’s good,” Tana breathed, revelling in the submissive worship. She was still petting Tana when the other woman abandoned her balls and took Amala’s length in her mouth, taking the entirety of her cock in a single go.
“Mmmn!” Amala moaned, thrusting into Tana’s greedy lips, feeling her cock hit the back of the other woman’s throat. In good time she came, and Tana dutifully drank every drop of her addictive cum.
They spent most of the day so. Alternating between rough fucking and simply basking in the afterglow. Soon enough the room reeked of sex and the heady scent of Amala’s pheromones. Inevitably the futa rose, showering while Tana remained slumbering on the bed, Amala’s sheets and their lingering scent wrapped around her like a python. Dressing, Amala cast a last look back with a grin before leaving the apartment, sliding shut the door behind her and locking it securely.
She made her way down the neon lit promenade and towards the station’s elevators. She wore a tight shirt showcasing her prominent breasts and a pair of baggy pants to allow her cock more freedom. She’d have to look into something new. Her clothes were far too small for her broadening frame. And her old modest attire would never suit her anymore.
No, she thought as she stepped into the elevator. That woman was gone now. She was renewed. She flexed her arms a little, admiring her muscles, grinning as the women who shared the elevator began to shift, their cheeks reddening from her proximity. Briefly she considered taking them there, wondering if they would be able to resist her. But she pushed the idea aside. She would probably get in trouble with Station Authority if she did. They tolerated a lot but that might be too much. She shrugged, striding out of the elevator as it reached deck eight and making her way down the dark corridors of ringing steel and humming machinery.
With every step her excitement grew. Her triumph! She replayed the events of the morning over and over in her mind, relishing every detail. Coveting with miserly delight every expression on Jalt’s face. She was practically skipping by the time the glowing sign of Morinth’s Modifications fell over her.
She pushed through the door and made her way inside. A quick glance showed the shop was all but empty. Morinth alone was within, currently at the pillar of cables, working on the screens. At the sound of her entrance he looked back, the green visor before his eyes humming.
“Amala.” He pressed one of the screens, halting the descent of data as he turned to face her. “What can I do for you?”
“Do?” Amala laughed, hopping onto the desk, crossing her legs and leaning flirtatiously towards the splicer. “Do? Look at what you did! Tana was with me for less than an hour and was drooling over my cock! Right after I finished fucking her into a quivering puddle of lust Jalt comes knocking! You should have seen his face!” She giggled with delight, wriggling in almost girlish excitement.
“Hm. Interesting. You seem…euphoric. Are you experiencing any loss of inhibitions? It may be a side effect…”
Amala grinned, stretching cat-like atop the desk. “Not at all. I’m just so happy!”
The door to the shop hissed open. Amala turned, and her smile vanished like it had been slapped off. In the doorway stood Jalt, eyes roving over the interior of the shop.




Confrontation

Amala jumped off of the desk. “Jalt!” she spat. “What the fuck are you doing here?”
He walked inside. He had that look. The one he always had when he did something he thought clever. Amala bunched her hands into fists. How she’d always hated it.
“Just had a few questions, Amala,” he said, voice oozing with sincerity. “You cut me off this morning so quickly I didn’t have a chance. So I did some digging. The transaction. Our account is still joint. I found out easily enough where all our money went.”
Amala grit her teeth. Her fists creaked with tension. “You…”
“Welcome to Morinth’s Modifications,” Morinth said, cutting through the tension between them. “I’m Morinth. How can I help you?”
Jalt paused, glanced at the slender splicer in his loose and open lab coat. His lips curved into a smile. Amala felt a sudden chill of fear. “With peace of mind. Do you know that genetic modification is illegal?”
“How very astute,” Morinth said dryly. His visor of light flickered and washed itself in new pixels.
“Thank you. And, as a concerned citizen, I felt it only appropriate I inform station authority someone was performing illegal mods in their jurisdiction.”
Amala took a menacing step forward. Hesitated, glancing back to Morinth. Anger warred with shame. “Morinth. I’m sorry. I didn’t mean…”
“And here they are!” Jalt cried, swinging an arm triumphantly towards the entrance. The door slid open with a hiss. A figure filled the doorway.
“Well now! What’s this I heard about a splicing operation?”
Amala gaped stupidly. Stared at the cloth straining curves. The gravity defying breasts pressing against the hard fabric of a dark blue uniform. A belt which rode the wide hips. Plump, kissable lips drawn up in a grin and a bright blonde ponytail jutting from a visored helmet.
Dava strolled in, swinging a shock stick in one hand. She scanned the room. Its glowing green screens and ropes of cable. The glass tanks filled with bubbling blue liquid. The machines glowing, projecting images into the air of dancing women moving with slow, lazy gyrations in humming fields. She paused in the middle of the room, turning her head slowly about before fixing her gaze on Morinth. “Well sir, mind telling me what you sell here?”
“Ice cream,” Morinth said blandly.
“Mmmhmmm.” Dava’s teasing eyes slid over the room and came to rest on Amala and Jalt. Her smirk widened. She approached Morinth, fishing a pair of magnetic cuffs from her belt. “Alright sir, while I look around I’m afraid I’m going to have to ask you to take a seat so I can secure you.”
“You must be joking,” Morinth deadpanned.
Dava giggled. “No sir! I take security veeeeery seriously. Now please sit down.”
Morinth exhaled in annoyance and took a seat. Dava straddled his lap, pressing herself against him, thrusting her heart shaped ass out. Morinth’s visor buzzed as Dava’s breasts crushed his face between them. She grabbed his arms and held them behind the chair. The magnetic cuffs beeped as they locked against each other, securing the splicer to the chair.
She lingered for a moment, tracing her hands over Morinth’s hips, brushing his cock, straining the dark fabric of his pants. “Oh dear,” she said. “It looks like you’re armed! I’m afraid I’m going to have to investigate.”
Morinth’s jaw clenched with annoyance as Dava lowered herself to her knees and undid his pants. His cock sprang to attention, rigid in the warm sterile air of the lab. Dava giggled, running her fingers up his length. “Oh my. A very dangerous weapon. I’m afraid I’m going to have to disarm you.”
“What are you doing?” Jalt said, indignant, but with the first inkling of fear touching his voice. Turning it into a whine. He looked at Amala, who had nearly doubled over with suppressed laughter, then back to Dava. “Aren’t you going to arrest him?”
Dava looked back over her shoulder. “Sir! This is a delicate operation. I’m going to have to ask you remain there while I disarm the suspect.”
She turned from the stunned Jalt, her hips rocking as she ran her tongue up Morinth’s shaft. The splicer hissed. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” he asked the buxom officer.
“Very,” Dava giggled, then took him in her mouth.
Morinth grunted, bucked as Dava began to suck. Amala bit her lower lip, watching with awe how Dava’s cheeks hollowed as she bobbed atop Morinth’s length, her lips sliding to the tip before descending again. Morinth bared his teeth, his visor humming as he strained against the hold of the cuffs while the officer sucked him off. Dava hummed, her hips moving, rocking her ass forward and back, her whole body moving with the motion of her bobbing head.
Watching the display, Amala let her hand slide down her pants, feeling the hardness of her shaft through the fabric. She started to rub herself through the pants, her breath deepening as Dava showed her skill, her plump lips formed perfectly for sucking cock. Her hips begging to be grasped. Her cunt and ass stuffed with cum.
Jalt looked more alarmed by the second. He glanced about the lab as if expecting some explanation written on the cold durasteel walls, but he dared not move. He knew something had gone wrong but he couldn’t yet fathom how.
Morinth bucked, a grunt escaping his lips as he came. Amala could see Dava’s throat work as she swallowed the splicer’s seed, taking every drop. When she pulled back off Morinth’s softening length her bright tongue flashed across her lips, chasing the last beads of cum.
“Mmm. Well!” Dava said, standing, hands on her hips as she scanned the lab. “I have to say your ice cream is among the best I’ve tasted! I see no evidence of Splicer activity here.”
“What the hell are you talking about?” Jalt exploded. He gestured wildly. “Look at this place! It’s practically screaming illegal gene science! What the fuck is going on here!”
“Sir!”
Dava’s voice cut through his tirade. The bimbo drew herself up, her outfit creaking against her impossible curves, her nipples hard points in the fabric over her breasts. “Sir! You do know that filing a false report with station SS9 Security is a very serious offence.”
“False…you…”
“Oh very,” Dava said, disconnecting Morinth’s cuffs with a touch. “Respectable citizens shouldn’t need to live under the fear of your accusations. I’m afraid I’m going to have to take you in,” Dava grinned, twirling the magnetic cuffs on her finger.
Jalt retreated a step, but not far. Amala grabbed him from behind. Immediately he struggled against her grip. Amala laughed at how easily she held him while Dava attached the cuffs, releasing him and stepping back as Dava secured him to a durasteel pillar rising out of the floor.
Amala stepped back, staring at Jalt struggling uselessly against the cuffs. “What do we do with him?” Amala asked.
“A good question,” Morinth said. He rose from his chair, rubbing his wrists before shoving his cock back into his pants. His visor flickered as it washed itself in new pixels. “He could be a nuisance if he manages to find anyone who would listen to him.”
“Mmm, I think I might have an answer,” Dava giggled.
Amala looked her way. “Oh?”
Dava drew nearer the statuesque futa. “Yeah,” she said, walking two fingers up Amala’s chest. “You know, we’re always looking for more workers for the brothel. And I think your friend here would fit right in. With a few…modifications.”
“Yeah?” Amala breathed, nipples stiffening against her shirt. “Such as?”
“Mmm,” Dava purred, pressing herself against the futa, her breasts mashing against the amazon’s own. “How about a pair of heavy breasts just begging to be squeezed. Hips to die for and a tiny little beta dick so you’ll always know just what he was.”
“Fuck,” Amala breathed, her cock straining her pants at the mental image. “You can do that?”
“Oh yeah,” Dava giggled. “Course, it would be a bit expensive. But I think we can work something out. There’s lots of women and men who visit the station that would love to take your massive cock. It’s a good deal,” Dava purred, rubbing her curves against Amala. “All the sluts you can fuck and your ex a pretty little bimbo dick girl worshipping your cock. What could be better?”
Amala considered the idea, but didn’t need to for long. Her pants creaked against the hardness of her cock at the mental images it conjured. She grinned wolfishly, pulling Dava against her so hard the bimbo gasped. “Nothing. Let’s do it. Turn him. Make him into a curvy slut.”
Dava grinned. “Gladly.” And slipped from Amala’s grasp. The futa stood back, taking in the scene as the buxom security officer sauntered over to Jalt. She didn’t hear what the buxom bimbo said to him as she bent over. But she did catch the name Calidan, the fearsome prison where only the worst of the system’s criminals were sent. Immediately Jalt deflated, submissively allowing Dava to uncuff him, lead him to the chrome chair in the corner Amala remembered so well. He stripped, every movement marked with shy uncertainty as his slim naked body was unveiled. Her breath hitched as Dava lowered him into the seat and the shackles snapped shut. Pre moistened the front of her pants as she watched Morinth hook a pair of projectors over Jalt’s ears and touched them, causing a field of holographic light to bend before his eyes. Jalt’s mouth slowly fell open, gaping in aroused stupidity.
Amala snapped her eyes up as the ceiling opened. A pair of long tubes snaked down, ending in rubbery cups Morinth attached to Jalt’s flat chest.
She felt Dava behind her only when the buxom blonde’s breasts pressed against her back. “The cups are to make sure he gets the prettiest pair of fat tits,” she said, her hands running down Amala’s front.
Amala’s breath deepened as the machine began to hum. She jerked as a rubbery cock inserted itself into Jalt’s ass. How he gasped, moaning faintly as the rubbery prosthetic dick began to thrust in and out of him.
“That’s to give him a good dose of estrogen and mutagen. Make sure his ass gets nice and deep for all the cocks he’s going to take,” Dava said, her hot breath washing over the back of Amala’s neck. Her clever fingers playing with the front of the futa’s pants before drawing out her dusky length.
Amala shivered in desire as she watched Jalt begin to move to the thrusting of the cock. How his gasp became a moan, his eyes masked by the holo field.
“Look at his chest,” Dava purred, her hands snaking up under Amala’s shirt, finding her breasts and tweaking the dark nipples.
Amala did, and then couldn’t look away. Jalt’s flat chest began to grow. The cups hummed, pulsating. With every throb they seemed to draw out his flesh. Swelling breasts beneath the cups.
“His cock,” Dava purred.
Amala looked. “Oooh,” she moaned as she watched Jalt’s modest length shrink, shrivelling against whatever mutagen was being pumped into him. Before her eyes Jalt transformed. Slim hips rounded and ass swelled against the netting of the seat. He began to moan, moving against the thrusting cock, breasts ballooning to soft, swollen teats.
Only his dick remained to show what he had been. Even hard, throbbing with need, it was so small. Maybe the size of her thumb. He shuddered, cumming, his minute cock squirting his seed, seeming to shrivel further as he came. “Oh…” Amala breathed at the sight. “Oh fuck…”
“Don’t cum,” Dava breathed into her ear as she continued to pump the futa’s cock. “If you do, you won’t have as much to pump into his slutty ass.”
Amala grit her teeth. Fisted her hands. She held back. The promise of stuffing Jalt’s virgin ass with her cock. Of fucking his softened, swollen, effeminate body was already almost too much. She shook, but held. Held against Dava’s playful touch. Her tweaking of Amala’s nipples and soft stroking of her cock.
At last, Morinth touched a panel. The machine slowed. Jalt gave a needy whine of protest as the cock withdrew from his ass with a pop. The cups unfastened themselves and retreated back into the darkness of the ceiling. The shackles snapped, opening, releasing him.
Where a man once entered, something less, and something more, climbed out. Amala sucked in a breath at the sight of Jalt’s heaving breasts. The soft, wanton roll of wide womanly hips and the quivering of a luscious ass. And to finish the picture, the tiny cock buried between his thighs. Morinth touched the projectors on the side of Jalt’s head and switched them off, revealing eyes dulled with lust.
“Go get ‘em tiger,” Dava giggled and released her.
Like an animal loosed from its chain Amala surged across the room. She grabbed Jalt, turning his face up. She stared down into his softened features, his lips parted, eyes dull, so pretty and pouty and oh so feminine. She grinned, and crushed him in a kiss.
Jalt moaned, surrendering to her grasp. She pulled him against her, breasts mashed, her cock crushed against his tiny dick. She groaned, twitching her hips, frotting with him as she rubbed her domineering cock against his.
She broke the kiss, looking at him, how he quivered in her arms, lips parted and whimpering with helpless desire.
“A-Amala…” he gasped.
“Yeah?”
“P-please,” he whimpered. “Please. I’m so empty. Please.”
“Oh Jalt,” she breathed. Paused. “No.” She tightened her arms about him. “You need a new name. How does…Jenny sound?”
“J-Jenny?”
“Yeah. I’d fuck a Jenny,” she said. “I’d bend a Jenny over the table and fill up her needy asshole with my cock. Fuck them until I stuffed the full of my seed. How about it Jenny?” she hissed. “Want me to fuck you?”
At the thought of taking the futa’s throbbing cock Jalt pressed himself against her. “Oh stars. Please. Please yes! I’ll be whatever you want me to be.”
“Then bend over. And I’ll fuck you until you scream.”
Shivering with need, fat tits heaving with every ragged breath, Jalt bent over Morinth’s desk, thrusting out his swollen rump. He looked over his shoulder, wiggling his rear enticingly, back door still gaping from the pleasured reaming of the chair’s cock.
Amala lost what little self control she had left. She grabbed his hips and thrust home. “Nnnnaaaa!” Jalt moaned, planting his cheek and fat teats on the hard steel of the desk, panting as Amala began to viciously fuck his ass.
“Fuck! Perfect little butt slut!” Amala groaned as she hammered him. Leaned over him, pressing him harder into the desk as she grabbed his tiny cock and began to stroke him. “Fuck! Tell me! Tell me how much you love being fucked by my cock!”
“I do,” Jalt moaned. “I dooooo. A-Amala! Please! Fuck me! Fuck me hard!”
Amala swore, her name, gasped with the keening high note, formed by Jalt’s full pouty lips, sent her over the edge. She roared, hammered his cushiony ass, filling him with a final stroke with every inch of her swollen cock, and came.
She stuffed him with her seed. Jalt cried out, his girlish voice piping with orgasm. She felt his beta dick twitch in her hands and his seed spurted out, dribbling onto the cold floor. He whimpered as Amala’s hot cum filled him. His eyes rolling back with an overload of pleasure.
Amala put more weight on him, crushing her former boyfriend and his immense tits into the table. Humiliated, overpowered, less than a man. But all hers. She sighed, stroking his flanks, feeling him quiver and again begin to move against her.
“Oh Jenny,” she breathed, fulfilled, satisfied in every way. “We’re going to have so much.”




Epilogue

The console glowed against the darkness of the brothel. A curtain of light locked the interior off from the anteroom. Diana hesitated, her finger flicking the scrolling options as she inspected the girls available in private rooms. “What am I doing here?” she murmured as she scanned the faces on the screen. A hundred hair styles, a dozen skin colours, all with a familiar body shape of bimbofied sultry pleasure.
Wait.
She stabbed the screen, freezing it. Flicked back up and stared. A cocky eyed woman with mocha skin stared back from the screen, a domineering gleam in her eye. She was dressed in dark leather straps across her body. And in one hand, she grasped a rigid cock. Those eyes pierced her soul. Diana’s breath sped up at the sight of the muscular amazon, seeming to challenge her through the screen.
Diana swallowed. Pressed a credit chit to the screen. The machine beeped and keycard with the number 79 was spat out. Fairly trembling, Diana took it, glanced about, and pressed through the humming field.
She walked through the dark corridor, wondering with every step what she was doing. But the woman’s face rose again and again in her mind, urging her on. The dusky skin and that virile futa cock. Her hair, tangled and careless. Her body luscious and sculpted. Strong. Heat rose to Diana’s cheeks as she shuffled down the hall, ticking off the numbers she passed, blushing at the moans radiating from behind each door.
She stopped. 79. She looked again at her card and took a deep breath, and swiped it on the keypad.
The door slid open a moment later. Diana gaped at the statuesque woman towering over her. Mocha coloured skin sculpted with muscle bound tight in straps of leather and silver buckles. Curly dark hair and smoky eyes, and from her groin, a rigid cock. As she took her in, Diana caught her breath at a scent. Something sharp and musky. Something that made her knees tremble and quim moisten with desire.
“About time,” Amala said. “Come in.”
Diana obeyed. Stepping through the door in a daze she looked about the room. A simple chamber, the walls mirrors reflecting a wide bed. Cuffs and chains dangled from the ceiling like some dungeon from old terra. Diana’s heart beat faster. She jumped as the door snapped shut behind her. A light above the door flicked red.
“Strip.”
The command seemed to vibrate down her spine. With shaking hands Diana touched the clip of her bodice. It opened with a snap and she shucked off her shirt and pants. She flushed in the heat of the room and self-consciously tried to cover herself with her hands, but the mirrors showed her from every angle. She couldn’t look anywhere but at herself, pale and vulnerable.
She watched in the mirrors as Amala approached her. Grabbed her. Spun her about. Diana stared at the woman’s face, glanced away from the intensity in that gaze, and found herself staring at Amala’s cock.
“Like what you see?”
Diana swallowed. Nodded shakily.
Amala touched her dick, stroking it slowly. Leisurely she sat down on the edge of the bed, legs parted. “Why don’t you give it a taste?”
Diana licked her lips. Slowly she lowered herself to her knees before the domineering dickgirl. Barely thinking, she opened her mouth and took Amala’s cock in her mouth.
The flavour struck her at once. Her lashes fluttered. A moan escaped her as she bobbed her head, sucking Amala greedily. Amala touched the back of her head, urging her on. “That’s it. Lube it up nice and wet. After this, I’m going to be taking your ass hard.”
Diana swallowed, her breath hitching at the thought. She sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, running her tongue up and down Amala’s glans. She couldn’t understand what she was doing. Had never done this before. But something about the woman before her compelled her. Made her serve more eagerly. The futa hissed, fingers tugging at Diana’s hair. Pulling her off, Diana gasping, breathing heavily.
“Mount me.”
Diana did. She stood and straddled Amala’s lap. The futa grabbed her hips, grinning wolfishly at her as she guided her down. Diana gasped as the tip of Amala’s cock prodded her sopping quim. She moaned as she descended upon it, feeling it stretch her to the limit. But she kept going. Deeper. She wanted to take it. Take it all. Be enough for this thick cocked woman.
At last, she hilted. For a moment she stayed there, panting with desire. Then, Amala began to move.
“Ah!” Diana gasped, trembling as Amala started to thrust inside of her. “Y-yes!”
Amala grinned. Leaned forward and took one of Diana’s pink nipples between her lips and sucking greedily. Diana moaned, thrusting out her chest, trembling as her cunt was conquered by the futa’s rough fucking. She tossed her head, gripping Amala’s shoulders for support. In every mirror she caught herself being taken. Being conquered. From every angle she saw Amala’s cock plunge into her well stretched cunt. Her flushed thighs and parted mouth.
“Y-yes!” Diana moaned. “F-fuck me! Fuck me hard!”
Amala laughed throatily. “Damn right my little slut!”
“Yes! Take me! Take your slut!” Diana screamed.
Diana got her money’s worth. After she came in her cunt Amala flipped Diana over and fucked her ass, shoving fingers slick with lube into her starred hole before plunging her cock inside of her. The chains were used, dangling Diana atop the bed helplessly while Amala teased her with featherlight touches and rough smacks on her soft ass. The hours bled away into a seamless stream of pleasure. She came. Every twitching orgasm topped by the next. By the end she was laid out on the bed, trembling and panting, Diana’s whole body aching with the work out.
Above the door, the red light switched off.
Diana dressed, her hands shaking. Amala watched from the bed, her Amazonian body still bound by the straps, her manhood stirring at the sight of Diana’s lust hazed movements. When she was finally dressed Diana opened the door.
“See you soon.”
Diana froze at Amala’s knowing tone. She glanced back at the futa, who gave her a look of amused confidence. Blood rushed to her face, and Diana fairly stumbled out into the hall. As she hobbled out onto the station deck, she paused and glanced back at the buzzing field which split off the brothel from the rest of the station. Her breath quickened and a flush climbed her cheeks. She staggered away, already considering how she might budget in another visit with the fierce futa and her dominating cock.
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