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“Let's find out,” she said and buried her face into my trimmed, brown bush.

I gasped as she found my pussy lips. She licked me. She stroked her tongue through my hot folds. My back arched as she licked at me. It was incredible to have her stroking through my flesh like that. I shuddered as her tongue flicked up and down me.

She buried her tongue into my snatch. It was so good to have her swirling around in me. I groaned as she teased me like that. It was just so wonderful to have her dancing around in me. I moaned, my eyes rolling back in my head.

I whimpered as she flicked her tongue up and down my folds. It was so wonderful to have her doing that. I moaned, staring at the cameras filming this. Was it live? Was the entire world watching Molly Mondale feasting on me.

“Yes,” I groaned as the blonde futa devoured my pussy.

She flicked her tongue up and down my hot folds. She teased me. It was so good to have her doing that. I loved the way she flicked her tongue up and down my folds. She drove me wild. My eyes rolled back in my head.

“Oh, oh, oh,” I groaned. “That's it.”

“Mmm, isn't it,” she purred and suckled on my clit.

I gasped as she did that. I humped against her cunt. I loved the way she flicked her tongue up and down my folds. She teased me with that hot flesh. It was beautiful. My head tossed back and forth as her tongue stroked around my bud.

Was she infecting me with the Futa MILF Virus? I was just over forty.

I whimpered as she suckled on my bud. I squeezed my thighs around her head. I smeared my pussy against her lips, enjoying what she did to me. She drove me wild. It was so good to have her licking me like that. I groaned at the way her tongue stroked over my hot flesh.

She made me feel amazing. I whimpered at the softness of her lips nibbling on me. She purred, her blue eyes staring up at me. Molly Mondale was so good at doing this. She knew how to make me cum. Not at all like my ex-husband.

“Oh, Molly Mondale!” I whimpered.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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The Divorcee Doctor Discovers Futa Delights

The outbreak has finally been noticed.

*   *   *

Dr. Amanda Jennings

The ringing of my phone dragged me out of sleep. It was programmed only to let certain people through. If it was ringing, it meant something had really gone wrong somewhere. I groaned as I shook my head, groggy.

I reached for my phone. I grabbed it and swiped the screen. “Dr. Jennings.”

“Sorry to wake you,” said my boss. Dr. Jake Reynolds was the Director of the Center for Disease Control.

“It's fine,” I muttered and turned on my beside lamp. In the past, my husband would have grumbled about this.

He had left me a year... No, nearly three years ago. Where did the time go? I was forty, divorced, my daughter off at college, my husband happily married to a trad wife who stayed home and cooked while he worked.

“What's up?” I asked, rubbing sleep from my eyes.

“I need you in Seattle,” Jake said. “You have to make contact with a Dr. Angelica Denver at Rogers College. New Outbreak. I've emailed you the details. It's radical stuff. I mean... It seems science fiction, but this is not something we can ignore. Something very, very wrong is going on.”

“A bio attack?” I asked, my heart spiking. “How many deaths.”

“Zero.”

I blinked at that. “Hospitalizations?”

“Zero.”

“Uh...” I said.

“In the email is a link to an interview with a local reporter, Molly Mondale. Watch it. I can't... I mean... It's insane, but it seems real. It has to be investigated. It's already starting to break across the national news network. Tomorrow, it's going to be on the headlines of every newspaper. Women over forty in Seattle are turning into... futas.”

“Futa?”

“Watch the interview. I have to go. You're on the four AM from Hartsfield-Jackson Atlanta International Airport. Ticket details in the email. Good luck.”

I nodded. That meant I had... thirty minutes to get ready. I opened the link on my phone. No time to shower. Brewed coffee, got dressed, and grabbed my go-bag. I always had something packed just in case. I rushed downstairs.

I just had the coffee started when I realized what was happening in the interview.

“What the heck,” I muttered as I watched in shock as I learned about futanari.

This was insane.

*   *   *

My plane flew to Seattle. It was direct, and I was into your five. I was exhausted.

I was so sleep-deprived. I went through the reports in the email about what was known. Women's clitorides growing into penises. Men spontaneously changed sex. Not gender, sex. An impossible metamorphosis found only in lower lifeforms like insects. Those all required cocoons where they dissolved their bodies and constructed new ones. It was a slow process of days or weeks.

This...

This was rapid if the reports were to be believed.

It had to be a joke, but using the plane's WiFi from business class let me dig into social media reports. Facebook, Instagram, TikTok, X, Bluesky, and even Mastodon were a buzz in local chats about it. Orgies at colleges. Public sex in restaurants. Spas. Cops pleasing those they pulled over.

It was so insane.

This could not be real life, and yet it was.

At one point, I was so tired, I just reclined back in my seat, glad for the comfy seat in business class. It wasn't proper first class, but I could almost lie down flat. I rested my head on a pillow and drifted off into sleep.

“Mmm, and what is the CDC going to do about the Futa MILF Virus?” Molly Mondale asked me.

I blinked, confused. I was... in a studio. Of course, I was being interviewed by Molly Mondale. The blonde reporter sat across from me, naked. She had fake breasts. They were so firm and big and round, it was obvious. Her nipples thrust out hard before her.

So did her futa-dick. It thrust up from between her crossed legs, the tip throbbing. It was massive. Precum dripped down the sides. I stared at her clit-cock, my pussy so wet. I glanced down and blushed. I was naked, too.

“Well, we're going to have to find out who Patient Zero is,” I said. “So we can figure out how this started. We'll have to take samples to isolate whether we're dealing with a virus, bacteria, fungus, or prion.”

“But we know it's a virus,” said Molly Mondale. “Dr. Denver has isolated it.”

“Of course, but we have to confirm it,” I said, staring at her girl-cock.

“That makes sense,” she said. “And study how it spreads, right?”

I nodded. “Yes, we need to know the R-naught. That's the average number of people that an infected person spreads the disease to. Influenza, for instance, has an R-naught of 1. if you have the flue, you spread it to just one other person. COVID had an R-naught of 3 at the height of the pandemic. This one seems to have a very high R-naught.”

“Right, right,” said Molly Mondale. “Because every time an infected person shares his or her sexual fluids with another, they get it. And those under forty show no outward signs.”

“Right,” I said. “This I a virile STD.”

“A sexy one, too,” purred Molly Mondale. She was pushing my thighs apart. Wasn't she just in her chair? “Mmm, if I give you oral sex, will it infect you.”

“I don't know,” I said. “Most STDs are spread through sexual fluids, not saliva.”

“Let's find out,” she said and buried her face into my trimmed, brown bush.

I gasped as she found my pussy lips. She licked me. She stroked her tongue through my hot folds. My back arched as she licked at me. It was incredible to have her stroking through my flesh like that. I shuddered as her tongue flicked up and down me.

She buried her tongue into my snatch. It was so good to have her swirling around in me. I groaned as she teased me like that. It was just so wonderful to have her dancing around in me. I moaned, my eyes rolling back in my head.

I whimpered as she flicked her tongue up and down my folds. It was so wonderful to have her doing that. I moaned, staring at the cameras filming this. Was it live? Was the entire world watching Molly Mondale feasting on me.

“Yes,” I groaned as the blonde futa devoured my pussy.

She flicked her tongue up and down my hot folds. She teased me. It was so good to have her doing that. I loved the way she flicked her tongue up and down my folds. She drove me wild. My eyes rolled back in my head.

“Oh, oh, oh,” I groaned. “That's it.”

“Mmm, isn't it,” she purred and suckled on my clit.

I gasped as she did that. I humped against her cunt. I loved the way she flicked her tongue up and down my folds. She teased me with that hot flesh. It was beautiful. My head tossed back and forth as her tongue stroked around my bud.

Was she infecting me with the Futa MILF Virus? I was just over forty.

I whimpered as she suckled on my bud. I squeezed my thighs around her head. I smeared my pussy against her lips, enjoying what she did to me. She drove me wild. It was so good to have her licking me like that. I groaned at the way her tongue stroked over my hot flesh.

She made me feel amazing. I whimpered at the softness of her lips nibbling on me. She purred, her blue eyes staring up at me. Molly Mondale was so good at doing this. She knew how to make me cum. Not at all like my ex-husband.

“Oh, Molly Mondale!” I whimpered.

“Mmm, drown me!” the futa-reporter moaned. “I have to know everything about you.”

“Yes!” I squealed and burst.

My pussy convulsed around her girl-cock. The waves of heat swept through my body. I loved every second of this heat soaking my thoughts. It was amazing. I groaned, my body bucking. The pleasure soaked my thoughts.

The futa-reporter licked up my cum. It was just so good to have her doing that. I loved it. I trembled through the heat of this moment. My eyes rolled back in my head as I reveled in this passion. It was incredible.

“Oh, oh, oh,” I whimpered. “That's amazing. Yes!”

The pleasure surged through my mind. Stars flashed across my vision. I groaned through such a wonderful rapture. This was such a wild interview. She flicked her tongue to my clit. She stroked over that bud.

I shuddered, sparks sizzling through me.

“Are you a futa?” she asked me.

“No,” I whimpered, my clit not growing. “You didn't infect me.”

“Not that way,” she said and rose, her blonde hair framing her big face. “But if I do this?”

She grinned at me as she pressed her girl-cock into my pussy folds. Her heavy tits jiggled. She squeezed my Double D's. They were natural. I shuddered as she massaged them as her futa-dick pressed into my pussy lips.

She thrust into me.

I gasped in delight as she plowed to the hilt in my cunt. My eyes rolled back in my head. I groaned through the bliss of this moment. It was so amazing to have that huge girl-rod in me. I squeezed my cunt down on that big clit-dick.

I trembled through such a wonderful rapture. It was incredible to have all that pleasure in me. She filled me up to the brim with her girl-cock. I squeezed down on her as she drew back her futa-rod. It was so wonderful.

Just amazing to have her doing that to me.

She slammed back into me. She fucked into me with hard strokes. She buried into me with all that she had. I loved the way she buried into my cunt. She fucked me with all that she had. It was so wonderful to have her burying into me.

I squeezed down on her. I loved the way her girl-cock churned me up. I moaned, humping up into her thrusts. I writhed on the bed, my boobs bouncing. Camerawomen moved around us, recording this hot interview.

“Yes, yes, pound my pussy!” I moaned like an abject slut. “Just pound my cunt. Make me cum!”

“Yes!” she smiled down at me as she slammed into my twat. “Enjoy being fucked!”

Her hands kneaded my tits as she thrust away at me. She churned me up as I stared up at her. I smiled at her, loving this moment. She buried into my cunt with all that she had. It was so good to have her plowing into me so hard.

I squeezed my cunt down on her futa-dick. It was so glorious to have her churning me up. It was amazing. I loved it so much. She plowed into me with hard thrusts. It was so good to slam into me over and over again.

“Ooh, ooh, that's it!” I moaned. “That's so good! Just fuck me hard and fast. That's it.”

She whimpered, savoring to bury into me hard. She churned me up with such passion. I loved every moment of it. She brought me to the brink of cumming. I would just explode on her girl-cock. I squeezed down on her.

“Yes!” she gasped. “That's so good. Just do that to me!”

I smiled at her, wanting her to cum so hard on my futa-dick. That would be incredible. She buried into my cunt with hard strokes. It was amazing to have her doing that. I shuddered as she fucked into my hot flesh.

I groaned, savoring the way that she gripped me. She held me tight with that hot flesh. It was a wild thrill. I groaned as she fucked me so hard. So fast. My orgasm built and built. I wanted to find out if she had infected me.

“Cum in me!” I moaned as she slammed that big dick into my cunt. “Oh, oh, just cum in me!”

“You have to cum on my girl-cock!” she moaned. “You have to let me feel that hot pussy writhing around your futa-rod. Let me just enjoy that hot pussy spasming around me.”

“Yes!” I groaned as she buried into me. I arched my back, her hands squeezing my tits. I climaxed. “Fuck!”

My pussy withed around her girl-cock. The pleasure swept through my body. I groaned, my eyes rolling back into my head. It was so good to have that pleasure surging through me. I whimpered through so much bliss. The heat washed through me while she fucked my spasming snatch.

“Oh, yes!” she moaned as she erupted into my cunt.

She flooded me with her spunk. It was so incredible to have her pumping her cu into my snatch. I loved it. It felt so good to have all that girl-cum in me. To be infected by the Futa MILF Virus. My cunt writhed around her girl-cock.

“Yes, yes, yes!” I moaned as she buried into my snatch. “Fuck!”

She pumped so much spunk into me. I loved every second of this moment. It was such a beautiful moment. I groaned at the ecstasy washing through me. It was a beautiful thing. I shuddered, savoring this passion. It was wild.

My clit burst with delight. I gasped as I milked her futa-dick dry. My clit-rod swelled. I watched it growing. There it was, sprouting from the folds of my pussy. I gasped in delight, staring at it rising and rising. I was a futa. I—

I gasped awake in my seat. The plane was shaking. Turbulence. I set up, sunlight streaming through the window. I glanced outside to see Mount Rainier thrusting over a sea of clouds covering Western Washington.

My cheeks burned. My panties were sodden with my dream. I wanted to take them off and change them. I could not believe what I had just dreamed. I shook my head. I felt so disoriented from that pleasure. I breathed heavily.

What had just happened to me?

I shook my head and rubbed at my face. I breathed in slowly. Why had I dreamed that? I sat up in my chair and blinked my eyes. I felt rested and flushed. Horny. I was really, really horny. That wasn't good.

I shouldn't be horny for what I just dreamed about.

What I dreamed about was wrong. I could not let myself get at all attracted to what was happening. That would be a grave mistake. I shook my head. Breathing in slowly. That dream was very, very powerful. It was consuming.

I shuddered at that and rose to splash water on my face in the lavatory. I had to cool off. I ordered an iced coffee from the stewardess and checked my email. I had a response from the college giving me a number to contact Dr. Denver.

Good.

I settled back into my chair. I would call her once I landed which, according to the in-flight entertainment system, was in twenty minutes. I put my shoes back on and snacked on some nuts. I was famished. It was the afternoon in Washington State. I had to eat, too.

I'd get something in the airport.

The plane landed without incident. As I was stepping off the jetway, I called Dr. Denver. The phone rang a few times before a throaty voice picked up, “Yes.”

“Hi,” I said, “this is Dr. Amanda Jennings, an Epidemic Officer with the CDC. I need to meet with you and talk about your research into the outbreak.”

“Yes, yes, my head of department told me you'd be calling,” she purred. “Want to meet at my lab at Rogers College.”

“Sure,” I said. “I just landed at SeaTac, and I need to eat so... an hour?”

“It'll take an hour just for you to reach the college,” she said. “Two hours.”

“Okay. Can you text me at this number the details?”

“I will.” She sounded sultry. “I'll see you soon, Doctor.”

She hung up. I shivered. There was something exciting in her voice. I had seen her with Molly Mondale in that performance. I shivered at the naughty thoughts that were echoing through my mind. I hurried to find something to eat and forget about that dream.

That naughty, wondrous, wanton dream.

I shook my head as I reached a burger joint. I ordered a veggie burger and fries. I wolfed those down then headed out of the airport. I had no luggage to collect. Just my carry-on. I crossed a sky bridge to a parking garage to wait for my Uber.

Soon, I was in the back of the car. A man was driving. He just played some jazz music while I was checking to social media. It was Saturday, and things were a buzz. Orgy at a Catholic Church. Men turning into women. Several offices posted about their Friday Futa Orgies. A massive party at a sorority where no futas were present, but they all just wanted to have sex.

Something about the virus made it want to spread.

That was very bad.

I pulled on my N95 Mask. It was a fitted surgical mask. Not one that you could by a store. This was the real deal that could actually stop a virus if it was airborne. I would need it when I met with Dr. Denver. I had to protect myself from what was happening.

“If you want to enjoy all the futa-MILFs in the world, come to Pioneer Park in downtown Puyallup at noon on Sunday for an orgy,” came across the radio.

The driver frowned. “What?”

An orgy was being advertised on the radio. With Molly Mondale infected, it must be spreading through the local media. This outbreak was getting out of hand. If State Officials succumbed to it, would I receive any cooperation?

I had no idea.

The worry built in me as the Uber Driver drove me to Roger College. It was in South Hill, which was adjacent to Puyallup. That wasn't good. Things were getting quickly out of hand. I didn't know what to do at all.

My phone rang. It was my boss.

“Sir,” I said when I picked up. “Sorry, I forgot to call. This is all so... wild.”

“Are you wearing a mask?” he asked.

“No, I'm just on my wait to my meeting with Dr. Denver, but she's infected,” I said. “I don't know if this is airborne or not, but it affects people's behavior. That's clear.”

“True,” he said. “The afternoon broadcast from Molly Mondale's station just was sex and telling everyone to find a futa-MILF. The FCC is going to come down hard, and probably pull the station license but I don't think they will care. People are not acting with...”

“Common sense?” I asked.

“Morales,” he said. “All sexual mores are out the window. I am worried about this meeting. I think you should wait until we can get a full team. This might have to be studied in a hot lab only. Full BS4 protocols. This stuff is...”

“It's not dangerous,” I said, the driver glancing back at me.

“It is very dangerous. If people's behavior is affected this much, who knows what will happen? They're advertising orgies for mass infection. What is this?”

“Dr. Denver has studied it,” I said. “Hopefully, I'll learn something useful.”

“Find some PPE while your there. It's a college. See if you can't find any hazmat gear. At the very least, a full surgical gown. Cap. Eye protection. Gloves. The whole work.”

“I'll get it done,” I said and hung up. I glanced at the driver. “Is there any hospital near our destination?”

“Good Sam,” he said.

“I need to go there first.” I held out my badge. “I'm a federal agent. I'll need you to wait. I won't be long.”

He nodded. “Things are getting crazy, ain't they? I heard some stuff. Women growing dicks and guys turning into chicks. My buddy says his wife got a dick. Then he started posting that he's a woman. A futa.”

“Things are getting crazy,” I said. “I would stay away from any one acting in a sexual manner. We don't know the long-term outcomes of this.”

“Fuck,” he muttered.

I couldn't help but agree. I sent Dr. Denver that I would be delayed about fifteen minutes. She sent back a text message that she was breathless in anticipation of seeing me. She wanted to fuck me. I could feel it. She hadn't even met me. This outbreak was dangerous.

We reached the hospital. I went in through the ER. This place looked normal. People were working effectively, but there was this heat in my pussy I couldn't quite shake. I flashed my badge and requested the surgical gear.

A nurse smiled at me, looking me up and down. She darted off. She was young, too young to be a futa, but... The way she stared at me and... There was no way she was wearing a bra. She came back with what I asked for, winking at me.

Then I noticed an open patient door where a woman was being examined by a naked doctor with a big clit-dick. The patient leaned over and started sucking on it. I darted out of the hospital, glad I had on my mask, but...

That clit-dick had been so big and throbbing. I just wanted to open my mouth wide and suckle on it. That would be so hot. I shook my head, breathing in deeply through the mask. Outside, my head was clearing.

Yes, I needed full PPE for this. That was for sure. Something about his was very, very wrong.

At the college, I hurried into a bathroom. I stripped to my bra and panties. I changed into my scrubs and hospital gown. They all came in sealed bags to be sterile. I scrubbed down and pulled on my gloves. I had my face mask on plus my N95 mask. I couldn't get anything in my eyes. I had the rest of me covered from head to toe.

I headed to the lab. The halls were empty. It was a Saturday, so that wasn't unexpected. I rushed through the college until I found her room. I entered it to find a woman with her back to me. She wore a white lab coat. It was a pretty standard chemistry lab.

“Dr. Denver,” I said in relief.

“Angelica,” the black-haired woman said as she turned around.

I froze. She only had on the white lab coat. It was open to show off her heavy breasts and big futa-dick. It thrust from her thick bush. She smiled at me, such heat in her eyes. I shuddered at the feel of her looking at me.

“My, my, you came prepared,” she said, her futa-dick throbbing. Milk dripped from her breasts.

“Yes,” I whimpered.

“Well, this is a highly virulent infection,” she said. “It's transmitted through sexual fluids. Not airborne. I am certain of that with my experiments.”

“Experiments?” I asked.

“At frat parties with my futa-wife and my lab assistants. I've had them out conducting experiments, infecting women and men to find out the stages of the infection. I've also been culturing it and studying it with an electron microscope. It's fascinating.”

“I see,” I said.

“We need to do brain scans to figure out how it affects the minds,” continued the doctor. “It seems to effect to amygdala and the nucleus accumbens, lowering inhibitions and increasing libido.”

“Incubation?” I asked, pulling out a notebook and starting to write. Her being naked was distracting. She was just so... delicious.

I shook my head. What was this I was feeling? I wasn't gay. I didn't want futas.

“Incubation from when a woman or man is exposed to the Futa MILF Virus takes an hour to as many as twelve for Stage 1 of the disease,” cooed Dr. Denver. “For a woman, that's growing a dick. For a man, that's becoming a woman. Withing twelve to twenty-four hours after that, a woman will lactate.” She cupped her breasts. Milk squirted from her nipples and splashed across my face protection. “For gender-swapped women, they become futas. So far, no other effects.”

“First outbreak?” I asked, the milk dripping down my face mask. That was why I wore it.

“Last Friday,” she said. “I believe it comes from a Mrs. Maria Thompson. She appears to be patient zero.”

A shiver ran through me. My pussy clenched. “You know this for sure?”

“Interviews. Tracing back dead-ends. They all end at her. She has an adoptive daughter who attends this college as well as an eighteen-year-old coed with whom she was having an affair. They both say she spontaneously grew a futa-dick. No prior outcome.”

I wrote that down. “That's incredible. She just... had it. A mutation? Or had she traveled?”

“I don't know. I haven't interviewed her yet,” I said. “But it sounds like she just... changed.”

“Did she work in the medical field?” I asked, Dr. Denver sitting on the edge of the lab table, her futa-dick throbbing as it thrust out from between her thighs.

Just like the dream.

I breathed in deeply through the mask. It filtered out anything that could cause a problem, but the esters in her vagina that gave the fragrant aroma were still bleeding through every so slightly. My nipples tingled.

“She's an office worker,” Dr. Denver said. “Nothing special. No travel. No chance of being exposed to some sort of bio agent. It just... happened.”

“You've seen it under the electron microscope,” I said. “What does it look like.”

“It is a very complicated shell with lots of receptors. I think it's capable of bonding with a wide variety of human cells and causing various changes. Especially with the Y chromosome. I think it targets that. Mutates it to an X.”

“That's impossible,” I breathed.

“And yet, men over forty that turn into women have two X chromosomes.”

I trembled at that discovery. “Why doesn't it affect younger people.”

“Oh, it does. They become carriers, so it is replicating in their bodies. They produce pheromones that make them irresistible to others.”

“I see,” I said, writing that down. My heart pounded in my chest. “So why doesn't it go farther.”

“Telemore caps is my theory. The older you are, the more worn down your telomeres become. It's what causes aging. It must make our DNA more susceptible to be re-written by the virus.”

At the end of every chromosome were extra base pairs. No code, but just caps to protect the end of the DNA strands and keep them from being lost, but every time a cell replicated, they grew shorter. It was why people grew old. Why their cells stopped replicating perfectly. It led to bodies wearing down. Joint degradation. Skin growing stiff. Spinal compression until we died. If telomeres could be repaired or prevented from being worn away, we would become effectively immortal.

“That's so fascinating,” I said. “So forty is the age where our telomeres have run down enough.”

“Every adult human has the same amount of cell reproduction at that age.” She smiled. “Mmm, it's fascinating.”

“Yes,” I groaned, my heart pounding. My pussy was on fire. I had to get this information back to Atlanta. I was so wet. I glanced at her cock. My mouth watered. I wanted to suckle on it. Why was I feeling so... so...

It clicked in my mind. Pheromones.

They were simpler chemicals that an N95 mask wasn't designed to keep out. I would need a stronger respirator. This was just designed to filter out viruses. They might be small, but they were still much bigger than a protein or an ester chain. Compared to those, viruses were huge.

“Pheromones?” I whispered.

“Like the ones you're breathing in right now,” purred Dr. Denver. “Mmm, strip naked for me.”

I shuddered. I should say no, but she just smelled so good. My entire body burned so hot. I was forty. I could become a futa. I ached to become one. I groaned and wrote down my observations about the pheromones.

“N95 mask not enough,” I wrote as fast as I could. “Need respirators with filters that can screen out gas. Full BS4.” Bio-Safety Level 4 protocols had to be used. The same ones used in hot labs when dealing with Ebola.

“Strip,” cooed Dr. Denver.

“Yes,” I whimpered, just aching to do what she wanted. Not that she controlled me, but that she was juts so fucking sexy. I wanted to open my mouth wide and swallow her girl-cock. I ached to take that in my mouth. “Oh, fuck, yes!”

I ripped off my eye shield dripping in milk. I threw it down and tore off my surgical cap and face mask. I breathed in the wonderful scent of her tangy cunt. I reached behind me, undoing the knots of my surgical gown. It was hard in the latex gloves.

I ripped those off.

“Mmm, Dr. Jennings, let me see what a sexy slut you are,” she moaned. “A MILF-slut. You've had kids.”

“A daughter off at college,” I moaned and pulled off the surgical gown. I tore the plastic booties off my shoes and kicked them off. I ripped off my green scrub tops, my brown hair flying. My boobs jiggled in my bra. I had to be out of it. “You.”

“College,” she said. “Mmm, that's it. Yes, yes, show me those big breasts. They're going to be full of milk soon.”

“God,” I breathed and unhooked my bra. I tore that off, my boobs bouncing free. I shuddered, my tits swaying as she stared at me. “Oh, God, I want to be fucked like a whore. You know that. Just bent over and pounded.”

“Patience,” she purred. “We'll get to that. You still aren't naked.”

I pushed off my bottoms and panties. The sweet scent of my cunt filled my nose. I loved that wonderful aroma. It was so good. I groaned at how good it was. I felt so dizzy. I loved this aroma so much. It was beautiful.

She licked her lips and slid her hand through my black hair. She grabbed me by the back of the head and pulled me in for a hot kiss. I groaned as our lips melted together. She tasted so good. I whimpered, my mouth working on hers.

She kissed me with passion. It was so hot to make out with her. Our tongues danced around. I shuddered, her futa-dick throbbing against my belly. It was so wild. I felt dizzy with this moment. I kissed her with all that I had. She moaned, our tongues dancing together.

She broke the kiss and stared into her eyes. She smiled at me, her irises sparkling. “Mmm, on your knees. You know what I want you to do.”

“Suck your girl-cock?” I whimpered.

“Lick my pussy first,” Dr. Denver cooed. “Lick my cunt then suck my dick. Finger me, too. I'll fuck you so hard!”

“Yes!” I moaned and dropped to my knees. The tangy scent of her pussy filled my nose. I gripped her futa-dick and pushed it up. I stared at her trimmed, black bush dripping with her juices. “Oh, yes!”

I buried my face into her cunt and licked at another woman's sex. A dickgirl's tangy pussy.

The flavor of her pussy melted across my tongue. I groaned in delight as I licked through her folds. She shuddered as I did that. It was so good to stroke over her flesh. She trembled as I did that. My tongue parted her folds.

It was a wild moment.

I thrust my tongue into her cunt and swirled around in her. She gasped as I did that. I loved the way she moaned as I feasted on her. She had such a delicious cunt. My tongue swirled around in her. Her futa-dick throbbed in my hand.

I had to suckle that.

I stroked my tongue through her folds to her futa-dick. I climbed up her. She groaned as I licked up and up her shaft. I reached the tip of her dick. And flicked around her futa-cock. She smiled down at me as I gathered up her precum.

I glanced at the clock, noting the time.

I suckled on her futa-dick.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, that's it. Just like that. Oh, suckle on my girl-dick. That's so amazing!”

I moaned, bobbing my head as I suckled on her. I nursed with all that I had. It was just so good to blow her. I nursed on her with all that I had. I shuddered, savoring the flavor of her girl-cum. She nodded to me, her eyes burning.

She loved what I did to her.

I groaned around her girl-cock. I suckled on her with all that I had. I nursed with everything. I wanted her futa-cum to pump into my mouth. I savored the way she throbbed. It was so good to suckle on her with passion.

“Oh, oh, that's it,” she moaned. “That's so good. Mmm, just like that. You're driving me wild.”

I nursed hard on her. I suckled with such passion on her futa-cock. I slobbered on her. The drool ran down my chin as she savored what I did to her. I suckled hard on that futa-cock. She loved it. Her head threw back.

She was so much fun to suckle on. I loved this delight. I nursed on her with all that I had. She groaned as I did that. She smiled down at me as I worked my mouth up and down her girl-dick. This was so wild.

I was going to become a futa.

Deliberately infect myself.

Track the changes.

Win the Noble Prize.

I moaned around her futa-dick, sucking on her girl-cock with all that I had. My tongue flicked around her clit-rod. The salty flavor of her precum was so exciting. The flavor made me want to make her cum. I craved to have her girl-spunk flooding my mouth.

I suckled with passion. She moaned, her big boobs jiggling. Her nipples thrust out from her nubs. I loved those heavy breasts. They moved in such wonderful ways as I loved her. She threw back her head, her breast jiggling.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned. “Oh, you are such a dirty slut, Dr. Jennings. Such a dirty, cock-loving slut!”

I moaned my agreement. I had never liked dirty talk, but now I craved it. Was my mind already being changed? From what? The pheromones? Perhaps they were affecting my brain, priming me for what was to come or...

Her pussy juices.

Her precum.

I was already exposed.

That was so glorious to know that I was being changed. I craved to have the full dose. My cheeks hollowed as I worshiped her. I worked my mouth up and down her girl-dick. The salty flavor spilled over my tongue. I breathed in her tangy musk as I loved her.

She looked so close to cumming, her face twisting in delight. Drool ran down my chin. I loved the anticipation of this. I was hurtling toward that glorious moment of cumming. I just wanted to have that cum. I craved it.

Hungered for it.

I wanted it to spurt into my mouth. I hungered all that futa-cum. I squeezed my eyes shut as she whimpered. She was so close. My tongue danced around the crown. Her futa-dick twitched in my mouth. She squealed and erupted.

Hot cum spurted into my mouth.

“Yes!” Dr. Denver cried out in rapture. “Fuck, yes!”

It was so good to have that spunk flooding my mouth. I gulped down the cum. I swallowed every last drop of that spunk. It was so good to have it pouring down my throat. It was just delicious. The spunk filled my belly.

She kept erupting. Her pussy gushed juices that flowed down her thighs. More and more blasts of cum flooded my mouth. It was so good. So wonderful. I had never tasted anything so amazing as her salty futa-cum.

I didn't want to waste a drop.

“Oh, you dirty slut!” Dr. Denver gasped. “Oh, that's amazing. That's wonderful.”

She fired a last spurt of her wonderful futa-spunk into my mouth. I held it. I wanted to share it with her. I rose to my feet, my pussy burning. I kissed her with passion. She moaned as I shoveled the spunk into her mouth.

I enjoyed sharing the girl-cum that we passed back and forth. I reveled in this moment, her futa-dick twitching against me. We shared her salty jizz. The flavor melted through my mouth. I shuddered, aching to be fucked.

Dr. Denver broke the kiss and purred, “Ever been fucked up the ass?”

“No,” I groaned.

“Then bend over,” she said as the doors opened. Two girls entered, one Hispanic and one blonde. They were both young, eighteen and nineteen. “Bend over, and I'll fuck you in the ass.”

I shuddered as I bent over, my pussy dripping. The two girls were watching with hungry eyes. Her lab assistants? Dr. Denver moved toward me. She pressed her girl-cock into my butt-crack. She slid her futa-dick down my crack.

She found my asshole and thrust against me.

I gasped in delight as she drilled against me. I whimpered as she pushed and pushed on me. It was so good to have her pushing on my asshole. It was this burning heat. I groaned as the girls watched and smiled at us.

“Mmm, isn't she sexy, Juana and Wendy,” cooed Dr. Denver. “They've helped me with my research. Along with Dr. O'Donnell and my futa-wife. Oh, oh, just let that asshole relax, Dr. Jennings. Let my futa-dick in.”

“Yes!” I gasped as my asshole surrendered.

Her futa-dick popped into my bowels.

She sank into my flesh. I trembled, my big boobs rubbing against the lab table's countertop. I shuddered as inch after inch of that big dick sank into my asshole. My face contorted with the passion of this moment. The heat melted to my cunt.

My pussy drank it in as she sank to the hilt in me. I had so much futa-cock in me. My nipples throbbed against the smooth, cool surface. I whimpered as she filled me up. Her bush tickled my rump. It was so different.

“You're so huge,” I groaned. This was like my dream only I wasn't asleep. This was happening. “Oh, oh, fuck me, Dr. Denver.”

The watching girls tittered with delight.

I smiled at them as that big futa-dick pumped away at my asshole. He slammed into me. It was glorious to have her doing that. I squeezed down on that wonderful cock, savoring that heat building and building in me.

I gasped and moaned as she fucked into my asshole. My bowels clamped down on me. Her girl-cock slammed into my anal sheath over and over again. I whimpered, my nipples throbbing against the table. The girls watched.

“Oh, oh, this is the best!” I moaned.

“I know,” Dr. Denver moaned, the busty futa-scientist fucking me so hard. So fast. “Oh, that's good!”

The need to cum built and built with her every thrust into me. I shuddered, rising toward that moment. I was so eager for it. I was so having such a wonderful time being ass-fucked. My bowels clamped down on her futa-shaft.

The heat swelled in my cunt. She pumped away at me. I was so close to bursting. So near to climaxing on her girl-dick. I loved this. She knew what she was doing to me. She knew how to fuck me so hard.

How to drive me wild.

I wiggled my hips from side to side. My butt-cheeks jiggled with every thrust into my anal sheath. She plowed to the hilt in me over and over again. The heat burning was so glorious. It was wonderful. It was amazing to have her fucking me.

She plowed into me with force, gasping out her pleasure. I gripped her girl-rod. The heat blazed in my asshole. I shuddered as she slammed to the hilt in my bowels. My eyes rolled back in my head as I came closer to cumming.

“Oh, you take that big futa-dick,” she moaned. “You take it, you dirty slut!”

“You're fucking her so hard, Doctor!” whimpered Juana.

“She's so sexy,” cooed Wendy. “I want to b fucked by her once she's a futa.”

“Oh, yes!” I gasped at those beautiful words. Just knowing that blonde cutie wanted to be fucked by my future futa-dick sent me over the edge.

I burst in rapture.

My asshole convulsed around her girl-cock. The ecstasy swept through me. It was so amazing to cum on a futa-MILF's big dick. My anal sheath worshiped her thrusting cock. She fucked me so hard. She pounded me so hard. So fast.

“Fuck, yes!” Dr. Denver and howled as she buried to the hilt in my spasming asshole.

She erupted.

I gasped in delight at that wonderful cum spurting into my asshole. It was so amazing to have her dumping her spunk into my bowels. She filled me up with her spunk. It was so good to have her rippling around me.

I groaned at the heat of her convulsing around me. I shuddered as she dumped hot cum into my bowels. It was so good to have that ecstasy washing through me. The two girls were watching with hot eyes.

“Oh, Dr. Denver, she's so sexy,” cooed Wendy, the blonde.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, my nipples rubbing into the table. Pleasure shot through me. It was just an awesome moment. “Oh, fuck, that's good. Fuck, that's so good!”

My asshole spasmed around that big girl-cock. I savored that bliss as she pumped more and more of her futa-cum into me. I savored every second of this. I was so glad that I was here to help uncover this amazing virus.

“I love the Futa MILF Virus!” I squealed.

“Me, too!” whimpered the two cuties.

“I have to fuck Futa Patient Zero!” I gasped. “I mean, interview her!”

“You'll do both,” groaned Dr. Denver as she dumped so much spunk into my asshole. She filled me to the brim.

I trembled in delight as Dr. Denver pulled her girl-cock out of my asshole. I shuddered as the cum spilled out of my anal ring and down to my taint. I trembled as I rose, turning to her. I wanted to do such naughty things.

“We found where she lives, Dr. Denver,” purred Wendy.

“Yes, we did,” cooed Juana.

“Yes,” I groaned, my cunt trembling.

“Good, good,” cooed Dr. Denver. “Now, we just need you to suck my dick clean. How does that sound?”

“Amazing!” I moaned and dropped to my knees. I opened my mouth wide to swallow the dirty dick.

I was so glad that Dr. Reynolds sent me out on this mission. He was over forty... What sort of woman would he make? That thought burned in my mind.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for The Naughty Doctor Investigates Futa Passion!

If you liked this hot read, check out Reed James's Patreon!


Sneak Preview of “Luna's Exam Turns Naughty”

“Oh, my word,” Dr. Turner gasped, leaning back as my clit expanded.

Not just that three inches, it grew larger and larger. I gasped, my toes curling as this massive shaft thrust from my pussy. As the waves of heat burst with pleasure. My pussy convulsed, juices gushing out of me as my clit's pink faded into the beige of my skin. All save the tip. The tip became like a little helmet atop my engorged shaft and... and...

“I'm growing a dick?” I gasped in shock. “What the fuck?”

My dick swelled bigger than my lover's dildo. The doctor's jaw dropped as she stared at it. The color drained from her face. This rush of pleasure surged to the tip of my new girl-dick. I groaned, my twat spasming.

My new cock erupted.

Cum fired from my dick. It splashed across her face. Pearly, white jizz coated her features. More erupted. I gasped with each spurt. While the waves of pleasure surged from my pussy, ecstasy shot into my mind from my new cock. An intense rapture I'd never experienced assaulted me.

“Holy fucking shit!” I howled as my dick kept spurting.

If you want to read more, click here for Luna's Exam Turns Naughty (Shocking Futa Transformation 1)!
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