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Sometime in the late twenty-first century, Humanity was in peril.

For reasons unknown, women across the globe lost their fertility, seemingly overnight.

Theories were scarce, and are even scarcer now. They ranged from a virus to some sort of solar anomaly from space. But no matter the cause, it happened, bringing devastation in its wake.

Weeks turned to months, months to years. Decades passed and human beings became an endangered species. Resources were hoarded, thousands died not just from old age but to murder, rioting and war. Eventually, nuclear weapons were detonated across the globe. No one knows who struck first, but when the desperate used their makeshift, dirty bombs…

Earth became a wasteland.

No one even really knows how long it's been. I certainly don’t. All I know is that my parents, God bless them, told me I was special. Maybe I am. But now that they’ve passed away all I can do is carry on their last wishes.

“Head West,” they said, and “carry your seeds. You are the last child of Earth… the youngest of us all. So head West and find the secret. So that humanity can live on...”

So I did. Despite the unpredictable and volatile weather. Despite the roving gangs of raiders and cannibals. Despite the radiation storms and mutants, I traveled West… in search of hope and answers.

My name is Jay and I’m eighteen years old. I am a thin, feminine looking boy with pale skin, dirty blonde hair and substantially puffy, round, globe-like bottom. I mention that because strangely, the rest of my body is void of any excess meat. No matter how much I try, my figure remains. Although, I do do a lot of walking, trekking across what’s left of the United States, so I suppose it’s all due to exercise and diet.

I've been traveling on my own for years now. So long that I have lost count of the days. The world isn’t at all like my parents told me about, but it's not so bad if you ask me. Over the years I’ve learned what places are safe or where to stay away from, and it helps my parents taught me everything I needed to survive. They were unique like that, always preparing and always learning.

In a way, you might say that I have trained my entire life for my nomadic journey. I can make fires, set traps for animals, and I even know which plants are edible.

It’s spring time now. And so as I traverse the lands westward I am treated to all sorts of blooming flowers, sights and smells. Since the weather is nice, I fashioned a small animal hide from a rabbit I hunted into a lightweight loincloth. It keeps my privates protected from hungry bugs and the like, though it's basically just two small flaps in the front and back, so tiny that the bottom of my butt cheeks are still exposed. But I don’t mind. My hair has gotten long, almost past my shoulders now. I do a good job of keeping clean by following rivers and creeks along my journey and I try to swim daily to wash off the mud I always accumulate on my travels.

I hadn't seen a person in years. Growing up when I did, it didn't much bother me or surprise me. I knew the end was coming. By now most other humans had perished, or at least I thought so.

I'm not quite sure where in the country I was or how far I'd travelled, but wherever I was now was quite stunning. There were vast open fields with god sized mountains and vast blue skies, a very stark contrast to the normal black or gray skies of most other places.

As I navigated along a rivers edge, once more surprised at its clear, blue waters, I smelled a faint and distant aroma of food. Cooked food. And not just some animal tossed on a firepit, but the distinct smell of actually baked bread!

So, skirting the bank, I dashed up a nearby hill and saw a gentle plume of smoke slowly rising from behind a ridge in the valley. I narrowed my gaze, putting a hand over my eyes to block the rare sunlight to get a better look. And when my eyes focused I gasped aloud - a house!

Like I mentioned, people are rare nowadays, and actual homes were even rarer. Most survivors I had come across lived in dilapidated huts or underground, nothing like the clean and quaint place at the bottom of the hill. I hurried toward it, sprinting at full speed and overcome with curiosity.

As I crested the ridge I almost couldn’t believe what I was seeing. At the base of the valley, next to the same stream I had been following, was more than just a house, it was a full bore palace! What looked tiny from atop the hill was actually a gigantic, sprawling, multi-storied castle surrounded by lush trees and topped with high towers. It looked like something out of a children’s fantasy book!

In a flash I was at the regal gate of the palace: two, huge double doors carved from dark but immaculate oak. Without another moment of hesitation I knocked, my dainty knuckles barely making any audible sound beyond the thick wood.

My heart raced.

Who or what could be on the other side? I wondered. Yet as I waited for my knock to be answered, fear began to trickle in.

I knocked once more, louder this time, despite the now gnawing anxiety that what I was doing was beyond stupid.

WIth still no answer I backpedaled, looking up and around the massive face of the palace, its gate, and high walls. It was stunningly beautiful and clean, but barren. It was as if someone just built it yesterday then left it sitting there, abandoned.

Summoning what courage I had left, I moved to the giant door once more. Though instead of knocking, I pushed, startling myself as I effortlessly opened the gate without any strength at all. Silently and stealthily I peered inside, only to be awestruck once again. Just a few yards from the entrance was a huge, marble fountain! Crystal clear water blossomed from its many fonts, cascading over carven mermaids, each with long, elegant tails and hefty, nude bosoms. Thirst and instinct took control of me and I ran over to the fountain's lip and began scooping up handfuls of the heavenly water. I drank as much as I could, even splashing some in my hair and face. Afterall, it wasn’t everyday that you had access to clean, radiation free water!

I was so taken by the fountain I didn't see the woman step into the courtyard.

"A boy?!" A feminine but husky voice belted from behind me.

I jumped back with a squeak, startled at hearing another voice.

“What are you doing here?” She continued.

I spun, snapping to look in her direction.

She was beautiful and tall! An, at least, six foot adonis of femininity with long, shapely legs, a sleek, toned figure and huge, milk-heavy bust. She had long blonde hair that was tied and braided in a variety of ceremonial weaves across her shoulders. Her face was angelic and blemish free with an otherworldly, elven grace. She wore a type of thin, white, almost see-thru tabard that barely covered either breast, leaving most of her chest and belly exposed. It was like two strips of cloth over both shoulders, open on either side to show off her thick thighs and curvaceous hips. The robe-like silks conjoined at her crotch, then draped down between her legs at the front and back, barely covering her genitals. She also had no shoes on but still towered over me, carrying a tall staff that looked like it was used for walking and spells alike.

Taken aback at first, her non-threatening posture gave me poise to speak. So with a meek tone, I chirped to her. "Oh! Uh, hello miss."

The woman smiled softly. But in a flash her relaxing smile turned into a grin. Then she looked me over, like I was meat or prey, or both.

Suddenly I was afraid once more.

“And who might you be?” She said, taking slow but deliberate steps towards me.

"I'm... I’m Jay." I whispered.

As she got closer I was consumed by her look and her scent. She was positively glowing, moving with elegant grace and confidence. Her eyes were a piercing blue, never straying away from me. She was like an elf from a fantasy movie - a perfect specimen of sex and nature.

She didn’t reply until she was on me, her massive tits at my eye level. They bounced and jiggled as she moved, finally coming to rest after her final stride. I met her outstretched hand with mine without another word.

“My name is Adelle,” she said. "Welcome to our haven. It is quite a pleasure to meet you, young one. I'm glad you found us."

She eyed me head to toe again, processing my appearance. I noticed her trying to crane her neck to look at my sides, her devilish, curious gaze wavering on my lower half.

"N-nice to meet you, Miss Adelle.” I replied.

Suddenly I could smell her. She had a sweet, fruity scent. It wafted over me. It smelled of flesh and… something else. But whatever it was, was intoxicating and invasive. It saturated my skin, taking hold of me. My entire body began to heat up. It felt like I was being lowered into a warm bath. I could feel the serotonin flowing through me. It was euphoric just to be around her.

Adelle slowly and gently ran the tops of her fingers over my cheek. Her hand was pure silk. It sent a shiver down my spine. I hadn’t been touched by another person in years, let alone by a beautiful woman. After my trembling subsided she smiled, placing the same hand on my exposed shoulder, then spoke. "You’ve been alone for many years.”

I nodded.

“But you're here now. Don’t worry.” Her voice held such grace. It was like she was singing to me. “My Sisters and I invite you to stay here for as long as you wish. And if you do, you will never be alone again. You have my word."

My cheeks flushed red. I couldn’t help but smile.

"Miss Adelle?” I asked. “What is this place? It's so beautiful. Where am I?"

Adelle smiled down at me then pivoted, moving her luscious body so I could see the rest of the courtyard., "This is Nextar, my sweet little Jay. We built it during the war that scorched the skies. It protected us.”

“Us?” I queried.

“Oh, yes. My Sisters and I. Some two hundred of us live here. We protect this place, this beacon. And we hope that one day we can rebuild.”

“Rebuild?” I uttered.

“Rebuild the world, precious little Jay.” Adelle said. “As I’m sure you know, women's fertility was lost years ago. Then the fire took the rest. Humans are a dying breed. But not us. Not The Sisters. We were gathered by The Queen long ago, brought here, and here we build this city. Waiting for someone like you."

I swallowed, pointing to myself. “Me?”

“Yes, Jay. The Queen foresaw your arrival. She said that one day a boy would come. And that that boy would be a blessing to us. And that that boy would be the key to rebuild the world.”

It was all so surreal. A society devoted to re-seeding the human race. And they were all gorgeous women!

Sister Adelle silenced me thereafter, instead admitting she would rather show than tell. She led me through the stone palace, introducing me to the others. Every Sister was dressed in the same white robe and all looked somewhere between 20 and 40 years old. All of them had some form of narrow, elven faces, lush lips and sultry eyes. Each of them stared at my body when Sister Adelle introduced me, even after I walked past. It was thrilling to be meeting so many beautiful women, and they all seemed so happy I was there. Also true to Sister Adelle’s word, there were no men at all throughout the entire complex.

After an hour or so walking through the palace, Sister Adelle and I entered a large room with rows and rows of enormous tanks. They looked like giant beer brewing barrels attached to a variety of pipes that ran up the walls and into the ceiling. I was, for whatever reason, mesmerized, perhaps from their size or the creamy white liquid they housed. Without reason I stepped to the closest one and placed my hand on the glass tube. It was warm. Hot even. And I could smell a faint yet similar aroma to that of Sister Adelle. But this was coming from the tanks.

"What are these, Sister Adelle?" I asked, unable to look away from the fascinating contraption.

Without me even noticing that she moved, Adelle placed her hand on top of mine and pressed it flush against the glass. I gasped at her touch. Her hand was so soft. It was a strangely intimate gesture, despite its simplicity.

"This…” she began slowly, softly. “Is the heart of Nextar. This is our life's work. The accumulation of each of our Amazonian seed. And we believe it will be humanity's salvation.”

“Salvation?” I asked, turning to face her picturesque face. “How?”

“Young boy, were you taught anything about reproduction? About sex?"

Her direct question threw me off guard. I blushed again. I did know some I guess. Not much about the pleasures of sex but my parents taught me about how babies were made so that, should the day ever come, at least I knew how to. But I knew little else.

Ashamedly, I admitted. "I know how babies are made, Sister, but not much about sex..."

Adelle smirked.

"Well boy, then you should know what's in these tanks. This…” she began to caress my much smaller hand still on the glass, “is semen.”

My eyes went wide.

“Years worth.” She continued. “From all of us here. We keep it preserved here in hopes of one day repopulating the planet. We have tried many things over the years. With the last women of Earth. First we tried to break their infertility, but even our potent seed was not enough. Those that became pregnant died, and soon there were no women left. So we began researching other ways to breed."

“But, Sister Adelle?” Our eyes met again. “Aren’t you a…”

“Hmm?” She purred, our hands heating up.

“Aren’t you, and all The Sisters… women?”

She smiled again. That same wicked smile as if I was her plaything. This time when she poke, her voice was a hushed purr. “Oh no, sweet boy. Far from it.”

Suddenly she pulled my hand off the warm vat of semen, bringing it down between her legs. Her loin-cloth twitched, and a second later my tiny fingers wrapped around a thick, hot appendage dangling between her thighs.

I gasped, gripping the thing with her robe-front still wrapped around it. When I clasped it I could see its outline, a tube of muscle that I couldn’t wrap my whole hand around. How I hadn’t seen it dangling before I did not know, but there was no mistaking it now. Sister Adelle had a long thickness of muscle that hung down to her knees, hidden ever-so-poorly behind a silky, white strip of cloth.

“Oh my God…” I huffed out, uncontrollably.

I was immediately fascinated and transfixed. It all made sense now. I had heard tales of mutations and new species emerging but never seen or felt something so amazingly beautiful. I could feel her carnal pulse in her throbbing member and it hardened in my hand. It was massive, easily over ten inches, pulling at the bottom of the thin robes flap so that it dangled off her meaty rod.

"It is a miraculous thing that you found us, little Jay. Some say divine. You see, The Queen believes that a boy, not a woman, will be the key for reproduction. Since women became infertile and then their population dwindled, Humanity too must evolve. The Queen believes that young boys, if treated and raised correctly, who serve a woman’s role to mate and give birth, is our salvation.”

Their mission intrigued me beyond belief. Could this really be the answer? So many others had tried all sorts of things, so why not this?

Adelle’s cock and the energy of this room filled with semen had a powerful, ambrosial effect that made me tingle all over. I could feel my penis tickle and stiffen, tenting my leather loincloth at my front. I'd never felt this way before. I'd had erections but they were more of an annoyance than what this felt like. I felt light headed, elated and animalistic all at once.

Sister Adelle noticed my erection and continued her speech.

“To do this, the boy must engage in sex with the fertile as much as possible. Every waking hour of his day, and some even not, he should assume his birthright, and consume only…” She placed my hand back on the teaming tank, “this!”

“And when his transformation is complete. When this boy becomes a woman. The Queen commands that he will be able to give birth."

She paused, dropping my hand but staring at me nonetheless.

Finally, I looked back at Sister Adelle and asked, "Am… am I that boy? Am I the key?"

She looked me over again, over my tiny, tented loincloth, down my smooth legs, over my plump, bubbly backside, then back in my eyes once more. "Yes, I believe you are. Come, let me take you to The Queen."

Back through the courtyard, down several hallways, and up a grandiose set of spiral stairs, I was led to a large, open room beset with fur rugs, golden ornaments and a massive bed. Across from me sat none other than The Queen, an imposing yet stunning creature of pure, sexual femininity. Her massive breasts sat high and proud on her chest, both huge melons of titflesh. She was nude save for a crown and a cape, sitting cross legged on her royal throne. Across one thigh was a thick and meaty cock, easily ten inches yet still soft.

Adelle nudged me to the center of the room directly in front of her majesty. I was in awe but equally afraid. What if she didn’t like me? What if Adelle was wrong? What if I said something to offend? What if either of her Amazonian guards wanted to snap me in two?

With a smirk, The Queen looked me over. Her beauty was much the same as the other Sisters, with golden hair and fair skin. Though she towered over the tallest of them, with the biggest bust and cock of them all. She was also far more muscular. While many of The Sisters, Adelle included, were trim and athletic, The Queen was powerfully built, with rippling muscles, eight pack abs and chiseled, skull-crushing thighs.

“My Queen,” Adelle began, “I found this boy in our courtyard. He is from the wastes.”

The Queen looked me up and down.

“I believe he is the chosen one you spoke of.” She continued. “I believe he is the key.”

"He is fair indeed.” The Queen said to Adelle, her eyes never leaving me. “You. Boy. How is it you are so feminine? So frail? You look as if you are woman, yet I see your tiny cock."

"I… I do not know y-your majesty. My mother… she, she was pretty. I was always told I looked like her." Despite her insults I was still hard as steel beneath my animal hide.

“Fine work, Sister Adelle. I believe he will suit our needs.”

The Queen snapped her fingers.

From seemingly out of nowhere, a curtain was thrown open to my right and two young girls in robes shuffled in. Between them was a large, brass basin. It had two fat, rubber tubes attached to it, like a pair of clear fire hoses.

They sat the contraption in front of me and I noticed quite quickly it was a bathtub!

Just as quickly as they entered, the two handmaidens left, but not before turning the tubs faucet on. The smell hit me first, the same sweet aroma that wafted off Adelle, the same as the tanks in the other room. My body tingled once more, heating up despite my fear and embarrassment. A second later the faucet let loose a creamy current of the pearly white liquid. Like hot syrup it oozed, elegantly and seamlessly, filling up the basin in mere moments.

The Queen stood, her massive cock dangling past her knees. Her penis was immensely meaty, with bulbous veins and a smooth, heavy sack that contained two huge, grapefruit sized balls. She had no pubic hair to speak of and her penis did not stick up, but rather out slightly, as if it were too heavy for gravity. Her entire body had an imposing, heavenly glow while her skin was shiny, smooth and looked impossibly soft. She was also well over six feet tall, towering over my diminutive four foot frame.

"I will teach you about the carnal ways, boy. Today you will begin the first of many lessons. And after I initiate you, you will continue your training with the entire tribe. After I am through, you will be a great lover for us all and your pleasure will know no bounds. This is your gift for your lifetime of service. We will mold you into the most desirable lover the world has ever known. Your body and mind will change in ways you cannot yet comprehend. For now you must bathe. So strip."

I was dizzy from her words. She made me feel so important and special. I felt empowered and lusted after. I was naked now and my small, roughly two inch pink penis was throbbing, leaking clear fluid. My plump, milky white bottom was on display for The Queen and Adelle who both seemed quite taken by it.

The Queen moved towards me, pressing her massive breasts against my side as her hand slid down my flank. She squeezed my nearest butt cheek before guiding me forward to the bath.

The tub was large and deep. When I looked into it, I realized the water was thick and milky. I gasped. It wasn’t water at all. The pipes, the gooey consistency and the smell, oh my God the smell, it was semen!

The Queen’s hand moved to the small of my back, holding me in place despite no grip at all. I was in awe of the dreamy bath that awaited, until her deep voice jolted me back to reality.

"This is the first of many semen baths, young boy. You will soak daily. The semen must penetrate every part of you so you must cover your entire body."

Without hesitation I stepped into the warm, slippery fluid. The Queen guided me in, gently pushing down on my shoulder as I sank into the tub. It all seemed so normal until my butt touched the hot cream. Something about my sensitive nethers touching the life producing liquid made tiny jolts of electricity shudder through me. Lowering myself still, when the semen touched my anus I shivered and a feminine gasp escaped my lips. It oozed and writhed at my little exit, warming it and moisturizing it with untold persistence. I looked down at my penis as I sank in further, watching it disappear into the ocean of sperm. I was rock solid, still leaking before vanishing in the superior mirth of the Amazonian cream.

Once my bum hit the bottom of the tub, I slid backwards, laying down fully into the sperm. The Queen assisted me, her large hand still on my delicate shoulder. I ran my fingers through my hair, working the semen in thoroughly. The squishy fluid felt so nice around my body, it was like bathing in warm silk.

“Good... good boy.” The Queen said, caressing my neck and shoulder still. “Go on now, drink.”

I obeyed, opening my mouth for my first taste of dickgirl semen. I let it flow in and fill my cheeks, tasting the complex flavor of virile, feminine masculinity. It too fueled my body's lust, warming me now inside as well as out. My eyes rolled back into my head and I moaned again, then swallowed the mouthful of juice and felt immediately energized.

I opened my eyes and saw The Queen and Adelle sitting on opposite sides of the tub looking at me. Their huge, thick thighs bulged over the rim. They smiled and stared. I felt my cheeks redden. I was suddenly shy and embarrassed, realizing my lustful, hungry drinking had been observed by all.

"Very good, boy. Now just relax. We will be right here to monitor you." The Queen’s words were comforting, and I saw her thick cock start to rise up into view.

I laid my head back to rest and was soon neck deep in the mirth. It felt wonderful and intoxicating. When I closed my eyes I was aware of its contact all over me. I could almost feel the sperm swimming over my body, tickling and teasing me. The bath felt alive. I suppose in many ways it was!

Soon I drifted into what felt like a dream, surrounded by what felt like fingers and tongues and cocks all slithering over my body. I quickly fell into a dreamy trance, relishing in the warmth that coated and caressed my ass, crotch and nipples.

Before I knew it, The Queen called for me to come out. But before I stood, I took another drink, cupping my hands together to drink from my palms, savoring the still-warm seed.

"Very good,” The Queen mused. “You have good instincts."

I beamed up at her, proud in my newfound yet appropriate abilities.

She took my hand and guided me to stand. My entire body tingled as it hit the warm air. I heard the other Sisters in the room gasp as my entirety rose. Each of their eyes were on me like a hawk glaring at a mouse. I too looked over my curves, watching the semen drip and ripple off my pale skin, giving it even more of a gleaming glow.

“Come now, boy. It is time.” The Queen said.

Stepping out, hand still held by The Queen, I walked with her and Adelle to a hedonistic bed at the foot of the throne. Still drenched and coated in semen, I knelt onto the plushy spread. When I turned, Adelle had disrobed, allowing me to gaze at her voluptuous body. She was built like The Queen, yet only slightly smaller in dimension, girth and curves. They embraced my body on either side, kneeling in unison and attacking my neck and arms with their lips.

“So delicious,” The Queen said, licking up my neck. “You did well, Sister Adelle.”

She turned me so I was facing Adelle, wedging her thick, hard cock between my ass. Adelle took my face in her hands and kissed me, jamming her hot tongue in my mouth. She moaned into me, twirling her wet muscle around mine. When she broke away the Queen pushed on my shoulders, angling me until Adelle’s steely girlcock hovered just inches from my lips.

“Sister Adelle found you, boy. So your mouth will be her reward.” The Queen purred.

And with another nudge, Adelle’s throbbing, purple glans touched my lips. Thick pre-cum smeared over my tender, pink opening. She mashed her tip under my nose, filling my lungs with her musk. My eyes fluttered. It was even more fantastical in taste and smell than the semen in my bath.

I wanted to be her reward. I wanted to please them both. And why not? After all, it may very well be my destiny.

The Queen sandwiched her thick cock between my butt cheeks, squeezing my fatty orbs around her veiny shaft, rubbing her underside against my slippery, semen-soaked anus. I drove my hips back, feeling her hungry, pulsing member throb.

Adelle took my head in her hands, rubbing her cock against my face. As she did she pulled me lower, lining me up ninety degrees to The Queens waiting spear. I tried to open my hole for her, desperately winking my little exit to begin my journey to womanhood. I could feel her fat tip probing my waiting orifice, waiting for the perfect alignment until-

POP! Her cockhead slipped inside. She grunted. I moaned. Easily sliding past my pulsing ring, she pushed in further with one long, deliberate thrust. My mouth went agape in virginity stealing ecstasy, and it was immediately filled with Adelle’s succulent cock.

The Queen sank deeper, gripping my hips as inch after inch pushed its way inside. She was so thick I couldn't breathe. It was like she was pushing out all the air in my lungs. Adelle fed me from the other end, both sinking simultaneously, so deep that I thought they may touch tips somewhere inside me. Before long I felt The Queen's heavy balls on my own and Adelle’s on my chin. Hilted on either end, they both giggled at my gumption.

“Oh, he is something Sister. Something very special.” The Queen huffed, digging her nails into my fleshy buns.

Adelle smiled, running her fingers through my damp hair.

Without a moment to spare, The Queen began to thrust into me deeply, taking nearly her entire length out before sliding it back in - it was a series of passionately deep, sawing penetrations.

I came repeatedly, over and over, spewing spurts of my worthless cum into the sheets. Each time I screamed, moaning as femininely and womanly as I could, seesawing between the two beautiful dicks. I was in heaven.

We made love like this for the next hour until The Queen instructed Adelle it was time to release. The Queen told me they were going to cum and I was to accept every drop. The closer either of them got, the more their thrusting and fucking became more primal. I could see the many other Sisters around me: the guards, the handmaidens, everyone, all feverishly stroking their long cocks as they watched the debaucherous display.

Soon I felt my two partners tense and shudder. Each of them hilted inside me at once, howling as their cocks unloaded. The Queen came deep into my rectum, filling me to the brim. She came so much and so hard I felt it spurt out around her thick piece, splattering to the bed below. Simultaneously, Adelle’s heavy balls hit my collarbone then poured copious amounts of potent semen down my throat. I swallowed with conviction, sealing my lips tight over her masculine organ. I drank every bit of her essence, sucking as her balls churned out ungodly amounts of delectable nectar.

Adelle gasped and crumpled onto the pillows but I kept a firm seal over her glans, desperate to milk out any remaining juice. The Queen collapsed on top of me but kept herself sheathed in my guts. More cum followed, this time from above, as the dozen dickgirls all unleashed a torrent of their own semen onto my nubile form. Sandwiched between my pair of lovers and covered in layers of thick seed, I drifted to sleep - Adelle in my mouth and The Queen in butt.

When I awoke several hours later I was seemingly in the same state as before, but quickly found the cocks sliding in and out of me were quite different. Gone was The Queen and Adelle, instead replaced by one of the brutish guards in my swollen asshole and an unfamiliar, brunette Sister in my mouth. I was scared at first, terrified that I was being manhandled by an all new duo of Amazon goddesses, but then I spotted Adelle. She was nude still but flaccid, standing by the soaked bed and watching while I was spit roasted. She held a thick, clear buttplug, already shiny with white dickgirl seed. When the guard gripped my love handles and came I felt her semen refill me and I screamed.

Then as if just going through the motions, the guard pulled out of my anus with a loud, wet POP. I felt cum ooze out of my gaping hole but Adelle quickly knelt and stuck the rubbery cork in my milky, white applebottom.

I whimpered but Adelle shushed me, instead gripping my hair and forcing more of the brunette’s cock down my throat.

“All this semen must stay in you, boy. Per orders from the Queen.” She said, tapping the plug with two fingers, making me shiver more. It offered a tight seal for my rectum, so that I could “incubate their seed”.

The brunette came when I was finally able to deepthroat her, depositing a second (I think) load into my waiting belly. When she stood and left, Adelle continued to explain the Queen’s plan as more sisters entered the large room.

"In addition, you will take cum baths daily, typically after your service in the morning. And soon, your body should begin to absorb our semen.”

I blinked once, twice, groggy from my rampant sex acts but curious and thrilled by her words.

“Yes. The Queen believes that with your diet of only sperm, and as we constantly fill you, your body will change. Change for the better. And save us all!" Adelle smiled.

I smiled and thanked her, just as two red-headed Amazon’s strolled up to me and pulled out their matching semi-hard cocks. I agreed that I would do all the Queen asked of me with no hesitation at all. I would be theirs to use and fill and form and fuck.

I took either twins’ cocks and noticed drops of pre-cum leaking from both tips. They each ran their hands over my cheeks, and I sat up to my knees to lick both their piss slits in tandem.

Soon I began to alternate, slavoring up their heads, then their shafts, before taking their entire girths down my windpipe. In mere minutes they were squirming and tightening up, quickly divulging their slippery seed down my gullet. I felt a rush of energy as I gulped and swallowed, wanting to consume all I could - just like The Queen commanded.

Months passed in my new paradise. My days were filled with bliss and serenity. I was fed the most delicious cum, dressed in the most elegant silks, pampered and bathed by beautiful handmaidens - I was treated like a literal princess. I read many books, learned from every Sister in the palace and I was never lonely. I felt the best I ever had, loved and lusted over without abandon. It wasn’t long before I noticed the dramatic changes The Queen said I would.

Physically, my body had voraciously transformed. Lithe and feminine even before my new life in Nextar, my entirety was now smoothed and rounded. I lost nearly all definition in my muscles, replaced with soft lines and ample curves. I had begun growing breasts and although still small, they we're definitely growing just like a girl. My hips were much wider and my waist had tapered, giving me a perfect, hourglass figure. My butt had always been big, but now it was even more round and plump. My tiny penis had shrank dramatically, now barely an inch or two despite my constant erections. Lastly, my balls were like two little grapes sealed in a cute little fleshy purse.

When I wasn’t in the service of a Sister, I spent hours looking in the mirror, adoring my new look. My lips were full and bright red against my perfect white teeth, my eyelashes were long and dark as if constantly caked in mascara, and my cheeks were rosy in contrast to my milky white skin. My hair too had grown longer, shinier and somehow blonder, with gorgeous dynamic highlights and long, wavy curls.

Despite its near, never-ending use, my anus was still a succulent, puckered pink starfish. I was told I could never refuse a Sister, no matter where or when, but never wanted to. I was always willing no matter the time or the place. Whether it be orgies in the courtyard, a blowjob during dinner, or a double anal fucking from the redheaded twins, I was theirs.

I felt like a sex goddess. The whole Sisterhood was rich with love and lust for me. All for me.

Heaven, I thought. This place is heaven.

After a year I was honored by a special ceremony in which every Sister was invited to the courtyard. I was dressed in my most elegant, yet revealing, gowns and led to the central fountain - the same fountain that had drawn me to Nextar. Only this time the fountain’s water was replaced by creamy, delicious semen, pumping and spraying into the sky. I was placed inside the basin, soaked once more in my birthright.

Then the Sisters joined me, bathing in their sperm whilst plugging, fucking and fingering me. I sucked the jizz from their semen covered cocks, only for them to dip their dicks into the fountain so I could drink some more. Their monster rods were like spoons for my feeding, dipping and re-dipping their cocks before placing them back inside my holes. In no time at all two cocks in my ass became three, and three became four. My boypussy stretched for each and all of them.

Following my ceremony, my curves became even more dramatic. My breasts were now a supple C-cup size with thick, one inch nipples and my butt was enormous, puffy and round. My ass cheeks separated at the bottom after I developed a thigh gap, displaying my pink rosebud permanently. Soon the bone structure in my abdomen and hips was identical to a young womans, and my one inch penis now resembled a large clitoris.

I felt so beautiful.

I was the chosen one, the re-birther of humanity... the key.

A short time later something miraculous happened. I started feeling nauseous in the mornings and my stomach bulged more than average. Typically, it was just an over abundance of cum filling me up, but this was different. So I went to Adelle for guidance.

She could tell right away what it was that changed in me. She told me I had the special glow that young mothers get when they're pregnant. She checked my tummy and listened to it with a stethoscope for a moment. The air was tense, but only for a moment.

“It worked!” She said with a beaming smile.

All the semen I had ingested, bathed and been injected with had done just what The Queen said. It was like magic, like divine intervention, I was pregnant!

Now humanity was saved.

THE END
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