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The year was 2020. It was amazing how much could change in just five years. It was 2015 when the virus was first reported and by 2018 it had infected the entire planet. The entire landscape of a species changed by one virus in such a short shape of time. Nobody could have foreseen the epidemic known as The Futa Virus.

It’s origins were unknown, it could have been something thought up by mother nature of created in a secret government lab, it doesn’t matter now; the only thing that matters is what it does.

The Futa Virus affects every living human but reacts in men and women differently. Women are the ones who were the most fiercely affected. Slowly over a three year period every woman on the planet was changed. Their bodies grew larger and more powerful, their drive for sex multiplied immensely and between their legs they all developed a huge working set of male genitalia; hence the name commonly used term Futa Virus.

Men didn’t get off free either. At first it was thought they were unaffected until their bodies began to grow smaller, weaker, more feminine in appearance. However for them the biggest change was still to come. Futas would find themselves with an incredible desire to fuck these new girly men and doing so would create an even more shocking phenomenon; any man fucked by a futa would transform into a woman.

Men were under threat as the gender alignments began to shift. Humanity was no longer going to be a race of men and women, it was about to become a race of women and futanari with the latter in total dominance, women would be complete slaves to the new race of dickgirls.

Nobody knew how the disease was spread, no matter how people tried to escape, contain or isolate, they were affected in the end. The changes swept through all of humanity and there was nothing anybody could do to stop it.


Simon panted for air as he kept his back pressed into a stone pillar, trying to keep himself silent as he carefully listened out for the sounds of footsteps. In a world completely dominated by futas, being a man was dangerous. Futa’s lusted for them over anything else, owning a large harem was the ultimate sign of power in this newly formed culture. Men transformed into women would fall under total obedience of their creators, any men who didn’t want to be transformed and forced to live the life of an empty headed submissive bimbo had to stay hidden.

Tap, tap.

The low thud of footsteps echoed through the disused parking lot. It was Simon’s turn to help gather for the underground camp which he resided in, a safe haven for men to hide from their futa menace; however they were unable to hide completely underground forever. Each man would help with going to the surface to gather supplies in rotation and today it was Simon’s turn, but he had ran into an issue.

Tap, tap, tap.

Hunters, the worst nightmare for any gatherer to encounter. Hunters were futas who had fallen under the control of another more powerful futanari, who had given them the task of hunting out more men for their harem.

Simon held his breath as he could hear the footsteps passing by, she was on the other side of that pillar now, if he was too noise he’d be discovered, he just knew it. He didn’t dare to let out a breath as the footsteps drew past and started to get softer and softer once again. Only when the coast was clear did he dare to move.

He clung to his backpack tightly as he pushed his head out of one of the holes in the building side, looking to make sure the coast was clear. He didn’t want to hang around, he wanted to get back to Haven as fast as possible.

Simon kept his body low as he briskly moved across the roadside, trying to stay close to the buildings just in case any other hunters were in the area, they were still human after all they wouldn’t be able to catch what they couldn’t see.

Tap, tap, tap, tap.

His ears caught wind of a sound coming from behind, he glanced around to check his back. It was his worst nightmare, a hunter had found him!

Staying hidden was essential to any gatherer. Futas had a distinctive physical advantage over any man. Their bodies were larger in height and build and they were stronger and more athletic, while futas were often incredible muscular with this one being no exception.

Simon on the other hand was typical of any current man. His body was small, slender and soft; he wouldn’t be able to run very far without being out of breath. It was a total mismatch.

He ran as fast as he could down the road, doing his best to gain some sort of distance but she was getting closer by the second, that large gap was quickly turning into nothing.

Suddenly he felt something wrap around his legs, his movements constricted as they were pinned together, his body tumbling down onto the floor. Her throwing snare had connected right on its target and wrapped him up, putting him at her mercy.

“Please no, don’t do this!” he squealed out as his body writhed around on the floor, his arms trying to pull the wiring free but it was already too late, she was above him.

Her body was the model of a futanari. She stood around seven feet tall and her body was rippling with visible muscles over her tanned flesh. Futas liked to show off their bodies so apart from boots, gloves and pads on her elbows and shoulders, she was completely naked as far as clothing went. She did however wear a collar and chastity belt to show her owned status, as well as her utility belt to keep her man catching tools.

“I have you now little man.”

From her belt she unhooked a black collar, towering down over the little man as she tried to apply it to his neck, his arms slapping around as he tried to fight the more powerful being away.

“Don’t you touch me!” he screamed out in a high pitch.

Even for someone as strong as her getting the collar on to a struggling man as he swung his arms around was a difficult job. Luckily for her futas had a very effective method for silencing strugglers, one that even a locked up worker like her could accomplish.

She grabbed hold of his wrists and pinned them down onto the floor on either side of his head; he was still able to shake around but with his legs contained he couldn’t do much. With his body vulnerable to her advances she shifted forward and dropped her weight down onto his face, smothering onto his nose with those plump futa nuts.

Not only did futas have large packed nuts full of cum they also carried a strong musky scent about them which was strongest around their sack. Such a powerful smell was enough to subdue any man, the pheromones simply too much for them to handle.

He fought to try and free himself of her nut pinning but the scent was burning straight into his nostrils, intoxicating his mind with the need to get fucked. The Futa Virus had left men with small child like cocks, they no longer had the desire to fuck with it, now their desire for being fucked would be manifested as the need to service.

His body weakened as he wasn’t given access to fresh air and was instead forced to drink down the heavy smell of her swollen cum filled balls, his struggles ceasing as he fell limp down below her powerful figure. It was so easy for her to apply the collar now, he was practically hypnotised by her scent.

She clipped a chain to his collar and hoisted him up from the ground, growling beneath her breath as she checked him out.

“Hmm, quite a cutie I’ve got here, the boss will pay handsomely for this.”

Despite the fact he was in his mid thirties he didn’t look any older than eighteen years old, and even then he’d look good for his age. He was so small and girly, nice and petite with a slight curve, his pale skin soft and hairless; the only hair he did have was his silky blonde locks of short hair and those long lashes surrounding big beautiful blue eyes.

He was feeling so hot, his cheeks were bright and rosy as he tented into his outfit slightly; unlike futas men still wore clothes not wanting to give up their old way of life. His body shivered in place, hot breaths flowing out, drool running down over his lips, putty in her figurative hands.

“Bet you wanna fuck, right?”

The pheromones would fade over time and he would return from his needy high eventually, but right now his body had been thrown into a type of heat.

“Yes yes, please, fuck me!” He clung into her body, his hips shaking around as the need to get fucked heated him up.

She grunted and knocked on her own chastity belt, a metallic ring sounding out.

“Sorry boy, I can’t fuck you, but if you come with me I’ll get you some cock to fill you right up.”

She slapped a large hand around his body and cupped onto his round behind, pressing one chunky finger inwards to press and rub around his tight asshole.

“Please, I need it so badly!”

Simon grinded his ass back into the hand of the hunter who gave him a firm spank, pulling at his collar to drag him along.

“In time, now follow me, I wanna get back and get my payment.”

The location Simon was taken to was a van, the kind which was used to transport prisoners and was now used in the trafficking of male slaves to their new futa owners. It was common for a hunter to try and gather multiple men before returning back to base for payment so Simon wasn’t alone when he was locked into the van, three other men also captured.

“Please, let me go!” One of the men squealed out as the hunter secured her new prey into his seat, his hands coming out to grab at the large futa.

Slap.

She had spun quickly and struck across his cheek with a hard backhand which had left him momentarily stunned and dazed. She snarled back to him.

“Quiet boy or else it’ll be the gag for you, just like that one.”

One of the boys already had a ring gag pressed into his mouth and strapped in place, stopping him from making too much noise, hunters often carried a lot of different types of equipment with them to make their jobs easier.

The large futa locked the cage door behind the chained in men as she jumped out of the back of the van, lighting up a cigarette as she looked over her haul.

“Four men? I guess that’ll be enough for now. Might get two wenches for a haul like this.”

The door slammed shut behind them and cast the four men into a darkness, soon they’d be setting off back towards whichever base this particular hunter had come from.

“Hey you, where did you come from? Where are we at the moment?”

“Pff, don’t you see it’s useless, this one is still drugged up, we won’t get anything out of him yet.”

He was right, Simon was still busy moaning as he rubbed his round ass along the bench trying to milk some pleasure out of his needy body; these men just wouldn’t do it for him he needed a futa right now. It wouldn’t be until during the journey back that the pheromones influence would weaken and bring him back to his senses.

“Where… where am I?”

“At home, sleeping soundly in your bed, where does it look like!?” the man who was slapped early snapped out.

“Terry, no need to let your anger out on him. I’m sorry but…”

“The hunter took me didn’t she?”

It was darkened within the van but it wasn’t completely dark, faint light from windows slightly illuminated the insides, letting the men glance at each other. Really there wasn’t a lot to see, all men looked similar in appearance to some degree now. There was no longer a vast amount of heights, weights, builds of appearances, it was one template that they all seemed to follow. Around five foot, thin and bottom heavy with cute girly faces.

“Yeah, she got you too…” the one who responded back looked a lot like Simon, except his blonde hair was slightly longer, the tips brushing across his shoulders, “I’m Ben by the way, what’s your name?”

“Simon.” It felt weird to be meeting in such a situation where truly all hope was already lost.

“Hey Simon. Well the one over there is Terry.”

Terry had dark brown hair cut short and a tattoo sleeve visible down the length of one of his arms, after his snap from earlier he was slouched back into the couch with his back to the van, eyes averted from the pair on the other side.

“And the one with the gag in, we don’t actually know his name he was like that when we got here.”

He had very pale skin and red stinging eyes to go with his ginger locks of hair, the ring gag in his mouth making any speech impossible for him, but he was very much aware of what was going on around him.

“I don’t recognize you from Shelter, where are you from?”

“I’m from Haven in old Phoenix.”

“As in Arizona? I’m from Cali, they really came far.”

“Stupid, don’t you know anything about hunters? They go as far as they need to, fucking monsters. We don’t even know which district they’re taking us too.”

“District?” Simon hadn’t heard anything like that.

“Districts,” Ben piped in, “It’s the names which futas has given to the territories they control.”

“Yeah because those bitches are too testy to share with each other so they gotta go split it up like the countries a goddamn jigsaw puzzle or some shit. Seriously what have they been teaching you down in Arizona, nothing?”

Due to the dominating nature of futas the conventional scene of government and leadership was impossible, no futa would willingly elect another to be in control, every futa wanted to be in charge for themselves. Each futanari established herself into a power struggle for land and resources with each section being called a district.

Hunters were simply futas who had lost a power struggle and being fucked into submission by someone more powerful and had now been claimed as another part of their property. It was a dog eat dog world and only the most powerful and dominating would keep control.

A sudden panic raced through the inside of the van as they felt the vehicle come to a hault.

“We’ve stopped? Does that mean we’re there now?”

“No no, I don’t wanna become a woman, I don’t wanna be a slave, let me out!”

Terry kicked his legs around and slapped his limbs, sending loud echoing bangs through the small metallic cage the four were locked into.

A large veil of light cast itself into the van as the doors were thrown open by the scowling hunter futanari.

“I warned you to be quiet, now I’ve got a gift for you.”

She unlocked the cage and set herself down onto the squealing Terry as he tried to fight but the power difference between a five foot weak man and a seven foot muscular futa wasn’t something to be ignored, it wasn’t even a contest of who would win in power, she forced the gag straight into his mouth. His flailing hands slapped weakly against her chest as she strapped the gag in place.

“I think I’ll tell the Mistress to take care of you first.”

She gathered up the four of her prey on their chains and pulled them out of their vehicle and onto the street. From all around them there were bright lights and tall buildings, it was a lot more flashy than the mind may have conjured up.

“Hey,” Ben whispered softly to Simon, “This is Vegas, right?”

“I think so, I’ve only ever been once, but it looks like it.”

In location terms it would make sense, New Vegas wasn’t too far from Arizona or California and even if hunters did travel far to find men they wouldn’t want to steer too far away from their own territory.

Even now the area was still rather active, the current area was known as District 76. It was a large and powerful district ruled over by one of the countries most dominant futanaris. Not only did dominant futas have a lot of land to their name they also had a lot of people under their control, futas and women alike.

The district was filled with a lot of futas like the hunter, claimed, with the female slaves they had acquired through their work. Showing off one's harem gave a sense of power, even to the ones who had already submitted to another.

The foursome of men got a lot of looks as they were led into the tallest building on the strip, it was rare for some futas to see men before they had been transformed so it was only natural. Everywhere they went the eyes followed them, burning hungry glazes undressing their bodies, but they didn’t belong to any of these futas, they belonged to the Mistress of the district now.

It was a long compact elevator ride up to the top floor of the hotel building, up to the penthouse where the Mistress of District 76 had taken up her residence. As soon as the doors opened there were beautiful women to be found everywhere, a quick sign of their fate to come.

The ginger haired man leaked tears as he was dragged along, the rest of the guys nervous about their fate as they were led further into the glamorous room, sprawled with naked or scantily dressed girls with overly sexualized bodies. And then, right there in the middle of the room, towering over her harem was the Mistress.

“Mistress,” the hunter said as she bowed down onto one knee, her head held downwards, “I’ve come with the fresh boys you desired. Four boys ready to become parts of your harem.”

“Excellent, you’ve done well today. Bitches, seize control of these boys and get them ready for me. As for you, you may go down to the lobby and receive your payment.”

“Thank you Mistress, right away!”

The hunter gave control of the boys over to the harem of beautiful woman who secured hold of their chains and set about undressing them. They could protest and fight all they wanted right now but this time it was the numbers which were too great for them. They were swarmed upon my beauties who held them tightly in place and began to strip away their plain clothing, ripping free rags to expose their soft feminine bodies.

Terry would probably have snapped out if it wasn’t for the gag, whilst Simon and Ben were simply too scared to yell anything, the two of them sobbing and whining as the women, fat titted, wide assed, many of them clearly pregnant, stripping them of all clothing and left the four of them completely naked.

“Ah I haven’t had any boys to break in in over a week, this is sure to be fun. Hmm, who to break in first?”

It wasn’t the fact that there were so many woman which intimidated, it was the one who controlled them who left the men shivering in fear. She was over seven feet tall with dark tanned skin and was a walking adonis of muscle on top of muscle, her arms, neck and crotch decorated with star tattoos. Her hair was a bright radiant platinum which ran down over her shoulders and her eyes were a deep gold, a natural eye colour that only the most dominant of futas were born with.

Despite her muscles she was very much a woman, she had two giant firm tits which pushed from her chest and her hips were nice and wide while her waist narrowed down; between her legs though it was all man. Two giant swollen melons hung below a swinging python of pulsating veiny meat, it was probably the first time any of them had actually seen a futanari cock before and they were only just realizing how big they actually got.

The large intimidating futa leaned inwards and closely inspected the boys, her well chiseled features drawing in closely to the group. Her eyes drew to Simon first who drew his eyes away from hers, but she didn’t like that at all.

Clench, her hand squeezed down as it slapped between his thighs, her giant hand grasping onto his genitals and wrapping them up in a squeezing palm.

“When I look at you you don’t look away. I’ll let you off this time as you’re knew but let this be the last and final warning for all four of you. If you avert your eyes when I look at you I’m going to pop these things like grapes, do I make myself clear?”

Simon wasn’t averting his eyes after that, his sobbing eyes looked straight back to her as pained squeals came from his quivering pink lips.

“Y-yes,” he managed to whimper out as he felt the very real danger in her vice like grip.

“Better, but still not perfect. I am a Mistress and I expect to be called as such, so try it again.”

“Yes Mistress,” Simon squeaked out, the pitch of his voice quickly rising.

Finally she released her barbaric hold on his small sack with a grunt. She went back to her inspection as she closely inspected each boy in turn. Simon, then onto Ben, then she moved to Terry and finally to the redhead, and then back to Terry.

“You, the rest of them are like startled deers but you look different. You have a fire in your eyes, don’t you? You, release his gag.”

One of her harem girls unhooked his gag from behind, forcing a hot wet breath from his lips as he gasped for air. He took a few moments to breath before he looked up at the large futa and spat at her face.

“Go to hell,” he growled out.

The other boys probably suspected her to pop him right there, or at least beat him, but instead she just laughed out as she stood back up, hands on her hips as her stomach shifted from the large chuckle.

“Such a tough little boy aren’t we, I love it. I’m definitely going to break you first.”

Her large bear like hands gripped down at his shoulders and easily hoisted him up into the air like he was a stuffed toy, his legs swinging around as he was suspended upwards. She needed to lift him high, it was the only way she was going to be able to comfortably seat him down onto her giant standing cock, she’d gotten so erect so quickly.

“Stop it, go die you freak!”

“Isn’t it cute how little boys try to act so tough although you’re so weak compared to me? You think you have a chance of beating me?”

“I’ll never submit to you!” he spat again, his saliva streaming down along her chin as she let out another commanding laugh in his direction.

“Did you hear that? He’ll never submit to me. Do you boys want to see how the toughest of you all cope versus me?”

She released the hold on his shoulders as his ass was seated on the head of her giant stallion like cock, quickly switching her grip down onto those soft cheeks which she used to drag him down around her dry length quickly.

Despite the fact she was so huge and he was just a little man she easily managed to bury herself down into him, piercing his asshole open with a giant slab of girthy cockflesh.

“Stop it, it hurts, it hurts, you’re gonna kill me!” Terry, who had been so resilient, had already been reduced into a sobbing, whining mess as her cock pumped up into his ass.

She kept a nice hard grip of him as she bucked upwards and bounced him along her giant dick, her swollen nuts swinging up to spank against his soft cheeks as she assaulted his insides with a stomach deforming cock, scraping at his walls and crushing his prostate with every ass gaping buck.

Terry’s cock was being milked out from the massive size of her cock pillar which spread every inch of his insides open, leaving no stone unturned as it filled him with a powerful, fast, rough fuck.

The other boys were forced to watch in tears as his ass was opened up around her unbelievable large cock, thrusting up and bulging his body around her size.

“If you thought that was good,” she grunted out at the rest of the men, “Then wait until you see what happens next.”

Her nuts were gurgling as she rutted into his tight ass, slamming straight up to seal the base of her girth down tight into his asshole for when the cum began to spray out. With a cock so thick and balls that heavy it was only right that a futa orgasm would be huge. While a man would struggle to fill a shot glass the most dominant futas could fill buckets.

The transformation was something that all men had heard about, it was common knowledge that being fucked by a futa would turn a man into a woman. Really it wasn’t the act of fucking which caused the transformation, it was the cum filling. Being packed with futa cum triggered the change in men and this would be the first time any of the captured ones would see it.

Terry’s body would begin to change right there as he was pinned down around her cock. From behind him they could see his short hair starting to get longer, dragging down along his back, as his hips began to widen. Boys were bottom heavy to begin with but this was something else, his ass starting to swell out into a huge meaty bubble.

The futanari stopped cumming at last after over a minute of firing out her thick ropes of cum, breathing heavier as she hooked onto Terry’s plump thighs and turned him around on her cock to show him off to his fellow captives.

“Here he is, the one who wouldn’t submit to me.”
 

It’d happened, Terry had become a woman. His face had gotten even more feminine, losing all sense of masculinity and becoming that of a beautiful young girl. He’d grown giant soft breasts, the kind that the woman in this harem also had; despite being so thin his cup size would easily be over a H. Then there was between his legs, where there used to be a small pair of balls with a little cock was now a female pussy, soaking with juices.

The only really minder that he was still the same person was the tattoo sleeve down his left arm and the same dark brown colour for his hair, apart from that he looked like a completely different person.

The large futa pushed her large hands up and squeezed into his fat soft tits. While her own chest looked fake in appearance, Terry’s boobs looked real and natural despite their large size and sudden arrival.

“So tell me, are you going to submit to me now?” she growled into his ear as her large hands roughly molested his plump chest.

“Yes!”, he squealed out, his voice breathy and hot, “I belong to Mistress!”

He had been the most feisty of them all, the most resilient, the most angry and determined and combative and strong willed but he had been broken in a mere instant by her futa cock; what chance did the rest of them possible have?

She slowly dragged her giant cock from out of his tight gaping asshole, the thick white yogurt gushing down across her fat nuts, his body unable to contain all of that excessive cumload, holding onto her prize.

“Now I hope you maggots see that resistance is futile. You all belong to me and are going to become my women, but I’m a not a monster, I treat my harem well. Those of you who submit to me and bow down will get to snort up my musk before I set myself onto you.”

Sniffing up a futa’s musk, especially one so powerful, would send a man into a completely lustful state in which their body would crave sex with a futanari. Beyond letting them go it was the closest thing to an act of mercy possible.

Simon and Ben exchanged nervous glances before they heard a bang next to them. The redhead had dropped down to his knees in an instance, with his eyes stinging from the tears.

“Good boy, ungag this one, I want to hear what he has to say.”

A member of the harem let his voice free, he’d been gagged for days now, he almost collapsed forward as he coughed towards the ground, the first time he could fully exert himself in a long time.

“Please, don’t hurt me,” he begged, tears streaming down his face, “Please let me smell them, I’m so scared.”

Unlike Terry who was gagged for his shouting and his fighting attitude it’s likely this man was gagged because of his crying and his whining.

The muscular futanari chuckled as she saw him submit to her so desperately, lowering his head before her feet.

“Well I can’t promise it won’t hurt,” she chuckled with a low seductive growl, “But I can promise you’ll feel so good you won’t matter that it hurts. So either of you two as well? This is your final chance?”

A gulp was shared between the two. Ben slowly began to lower his body downwards, the quivering blonde kneeling onto the floor as he also lowered himself into a begging position, leaving all eyes on Simon.

He was frozen on the spot, his legs were shivering but he was unable to move them. Even if he wanted to kneel down before her he couldn’t bring himself to do it, he just stared and shook with a startled look carved into his face.

“You two,” her fingers pointed towards Ben and the redhead, “Crawl over here and drink up my scent. For being good sluts I’ll give you the best breaking possible.”

Crawl was the key word, the two of them both crawling across the floor like animals to the foot of her towering frame, her huge nuts hanging downwards, stained with her own cum which dripped down across the skin, mixing the smell of musk and cum together.

The two men had to really push their heads upwards to cope with her excessive height, basically climbing up her muscular legs to push their nostrils upwards to her sack. The scent was already clear from between her legs but they had to get closer to the source to really get the effect. The pure musky scent of sweat and sex was mind numbing, it sent their body heats racing upwards and made them feel dizzy and intoxicated.

Simon was forced to watch as the large futa took her place at the top of the food chain, one arm holding into her newest harem girl, fondling her giant tits, another hand stroking across her already erect cock as another two had their faces pressed in tightly to her plump sack, snorting up the heavy scent.

It wasn’t long until the two men who had buried themselves into her cum stained balls were deeply under the influence of her futa strong pheromones. Their bodies were hot, needy and wanted to be fucked by big fat futanari dick. Sniffing turned into licking as the pair slobbered and lapped into her pears, tasting that hot perverse flavour.

“Please fuck me Mistress, I want your dick.”

“So hot, need cock, need cock in me.”

The two of them groaned out as the lust took over their reasoning and their need, making them long to be fucked by her powerful cock.

“Two of you hey? Hmm, which one shall I fuck first?”

She released Terry into her harem as she grabbed the redhead by his hair and pulled him upwards, wrapping an arm around his back as she hoisted him high.

“You submitted first, I guess it’d be fair to let you have the first go.”

An answer she didn’t wait for, she wasn’t asking for an opinion or an approval, she was simply spelling out what action was going to take place, and that was his ass wrapped around her cock. His back pressed in tightly to her large muscular body as his tight little hole rested on the very tip of her giant meat python, her hips squeezing upwards to penetrate his virgin body.

His lips curled into a ring and released a loud moan as she thrust upwards and forced her way inside to his body, his ring being spread open to accommodate that wide girth, his insides having to accommodate the long length which bucked upwards to spread his insides nice and wide.

Ben remained down between her legs, lapping and suckling on her nuts, even as they swung up and down, jiggling back onto his face with slaps. She wasn’t going at the same pace as before, she didn’t want to beat him and bruise him before she even got to break him, instead she’d get her kicks at using the pale skinned redhead like a cocksleeve, clenching hold of his thighs and chest, running him up and down that thick veiny stallion shaft.

His eyes rolled back and he screamed out in cardinal bliss as she sodomized him with her stomach deforming cock, the bulge of her head visible every time she dragged him down to the base of her monster cock, making sure his body could accommodate every inch of her piercing shaft.

It was completely different to Terry who screamed and sobbed, the pheromones from her balls had turned him into a lustful sissy who craved to be fucked deep in the ass by giant futanari cock meat, his orgasm wasn’t just being milked out as it splashed along his stomach, it was flowing through lust.

“Look at him,” the futanari snarled downwards at Simon who had still yet to move except for his heavy breaths and body rocking shivers, “You could have felt this good but no, you don’t have anybody else to blame but yourself. Try not to get too jealous when I turn your friend here into another member of my harem.”

Her balls had gotten even fatter and heavier throughout the fucking, sloshing with seed as she was getting closer to another orgasm, her size expanding in the insides of her current fucksleeve. She clenched down tight and pulled him to the base as she felt that familiar feeling racing through her.

Warmth came flooding free in hot heavy squirts which coated his insides with molten white cum, making his stomach expand as buckets of cum were emptied out from her engrossed shaft and began to drown the stomach of the young man in seed, and trigger the end to his pathetic excuse for a manhood.

Just like Terry he transformed right there and then from being filled with cum, his body becoming more feminine on the spot. His ass grew bigger, giant bouncing tits formed, his red hair grew even longer and his cock withered away to be replaced with a beautiful pink wet pussy. He was a complete woman now.

One of the most frightening things about futanaris, and there was a lot about them which could be considered scary, was their stamina. Not only did it mean they could run and work out for seemingly endless amount of times it meant they never seemed to get soft and could continue fucking for hours which is why when she dragged the redhead up, cum dripping from his spread hole, she was already good to go again, cock completely hard.

“Hmm, variety is the spice of life. I think it’d be fun to use your throat instead of your ass.”

There was some disagreement between men about whenever it was just ass fucking or throat fucking which triggered the transformation into a women in men; it turned out it was both all along.

The redhead was left laying down on the floor, twitching and gushing out seed from his spread behind, moaning as his pussy drooled as Ben had his head held upwards, the giant pillar of cock meat pressing down into his lips and squeezed inwards, slowly forcing his mouth open.

“Careful now, open nice and wide for me, I want to break you, not break you.” growled as her messy cock swirled around his lips, parting them further and further apart.

Her large hand cupped down across the back of his head, gripping into his hair, using it as a hand hold to allow her to aim that fat girthy meat downwards to his throat; there was no way he’d be able to take it all otherwise.

She thrust her hips down as her engrossed cockhead squeezed into the entrance to his throat and pierced into the depths of his body, bulging his neck out around her size. To Simon, still watching in place, it was shocking seeing the outline of a giant cock in his neck but Ben was still too high on the taste and smell of her pheromone heavy aura, to him being used like this was bliss.

She shoved her over hand down into his hair as she no longer needed to grip around the base of her shaft, having it sheathed in the tight throat of the in heat man, using her tight hold to pull him inwards and keep him tightly held, allowing her to thrust and bury inwards with jabs of her stallion member.

Those huge nuts swung and slapped across his chin as her towering body rutted inwards to his face, her breaths coming out heavily as she sunk in deep to his throat, forcing him to gag and paint his own face in drool as saliva bubbled out messily, he was being used like a toy.

Splatterings of cum splashed across the floor but it wasn’t from her or those giant sloshing nuts, it was from Ben as small squirts of sticky cream dripped out from his tiny throbbing erection. It wasn’t that the dominant futa wasn’t squirting out her own pre, it came in huge quantities, but it was all going inside to warm his stomach up for the main course.

“I want you to watch closely,” she grunted down to Simon as his petrified body watched on, “This is what you’re going to get, but it isn’t going to be so easy for you.”

It wasn’t going to be easy for him, and it didn’t look easy for Ben either, no matter how much he lusted for it. She began to cum for the third time spraying her thick ropes of plentiful cum straight down his throat, flooding him full of that hot semen batter, packing his stomach full of her hot ball cream.

Just like the other two his body began to transform quickly, that small round ass becoming big, fat and heavy as a plump chest began to form with two large pillows hanging down, his entire body becoming more girly and to top it all off his dick and balls soon vanished being replaced with a hot needy mound.

Simon had now watched the three men he had entered the room with all transformed into women before his very eyes, and that meant the next one to go was him.

Ben’s mouth was dragged free of her giant length as his limp body was allowed to drop down onto the floor, cum gushing from his lips, pouring across his features and decorating it with a thick veil of sticky white batter, hiding his face below a heavy cream layer.

Somehow her cock was still erect despite already having fired out her third powerful boy changing orgasm, her pulsing meat leaking the white batter from the very tip as her eyes locked down onto Simon.

“So I’ve only got one boy left do I? Well it would be a waste to let this one go to waste so quickly. I think I’ll take my time to enjoy you, now doesn’t that sound good?”

She leaned inwards, brushing her muscular fingers along the shape of his shivering jaw as small raspy breaths gasped free of his quivering lips, he was frozen in fear.

“When I ask you a question,” she growled out, “I expect you to give me an answer. So when I ask doesn’t that sound good what should you be answering?”

Her powerful hand ran down across his body and down between his legs, once again taking his small plumps in her hold, threatening to clamp down.

Simon whined out, “Y-yes Mistress,” his entire body driven to an emotional trainwreck.

“Good boy,” she chuckled out, “Don’t worry, you’ll be begging for my cock soon. Girls bring me some vibrators, I’m going to enjoy this one.”

She had such a large harem, which had only expanded in size over the last few minutes, she could send some of them off to do tasks and it wouldn’t even put a dent in the spectacle. While she waited she pointed to the large queen size bed.

“And take him over there and pin him down for me.”

The harem followed her command as soon as it was given, the mass of woman gripping onto his limbs and dragging him over towards the bed; he was so easy to move when he didn’t try and fight. He was turned around and pushed down onto his back, his limbs gripped in place and pinned down into the mattress as the girls arrived back with toys for their Mistress.

“Yes these will do very nicely, I think I’m going to enjoy this.”

Between her fingertips she danced two small vibrating eggs, sinking herself lower down over her surviving male prey. She took it in turns to apply the small toys onto each of his nipples, taping them down to make sure they didn’t slide anywhere, the still sex toys pinned to his chest.

What was to come next must have been suspected, the remote turned up and the speed of the toys put straight to the max, sending strumming vibrations directly into his nipples from a point blank pinned range.

Simon’s body bucked around as his sensitive nipples were rubbed, increased sensitivity in this area being just another effect of The Futa Virus, preparing them for their upcoming change into women.

His cock was already twitching around and dribbling pre as those two sensitive buttons were attacked by the vibrations of two super speed vibrators but this wasn’t all his body was going to be experiencing. In the large futa’s hand she held another wiggling vibrator, a long strip of large anal beads, and she wasn’t going to be using it on herself.

Hot lube was squirted down onto his tight asshole as the head of the wiggling toy was positioned in place before being forced inwards with a firm thrust. His insides were so tight, a toy that large was hitting every spot of his inner walls and sending electric waves straight through his prostate, he was cumming in an instance.

She didn’t just hold the toy in him, she worked it forward and back, milking more orgasms out with a sex toy thrusting in his asshole, the fast vibrations hitting his most sensitive spots and forcing him to experience wave after wave of orgasm, switching between dry and messy.

Simon’s body writhed around, his bucking, back arching, tears streaming down his face; he was helpless to her sex games. His stomach was being painted with his own ropes of cum as his face was dyed a deep shade of crimson as the orgasmic sensations overwhelmed him, he felt like he was going to break.

“P-please, stop it!” he squealed out as his mind was approaching the breaking point, men weren’t supposed to be able to experience so many orgasms chained to the last, endlessly triggering one after the last.

“Don’t be a baby. Boys don’t need cum, it’s useless to you. I’m going to wring every drop out of your body and leave you begging to be refilled with mine.”

His little sack really was going to be milked dry, especially from her next trick. She strapped another small vibrator on the underside of his cock and taped it on, sending the vibrating pulses directly into his twitching meat as she pumped onto his prostate with the beads, his nipples going wild from their own toying.

Minutes ticked on by as he was mercilessly used and milked for his seed by the sadistic futa who took pleasure from forcing the cream straight from the writhing boy toy. Eventually his orgams would run completely dry, stomach painted with his last drops of jizz.

“How cute,” she mocked, “The little boy came all over himself. You call that cum? I’ll show you cumming. You, bring me the new prototypes.”

The girl she’d pointed to ran off and soon returned with a black box which the futa pulled a large condom packet from.

“The only issue with boys is once you cum inside you don’t get to play with them anymore, and all these pathetic condoms you weeds used back before the rising are too small and weak to be of any use. I’ve been experimenting to try and find a rubber which will finally be able to handle my seed, and you’re going to be my next guinea pig.”

It wasn’t a documented thing, futas using condoms, but it they had to make them specially it was no wonder. This one however was rolling a dark condom down across her fat rod, the meat being eaten within a thin rubbery veil.

The toys were unstrapped and removed from his body as that twitching little asshole was kissed with the head of a condom covered cock.

“Don’t worry if it doesn’t work, it just means you’ll get to be a girl sooner than expected.”

Thrust, her hips forced down as she pushed her weight onto him. Just like the others she had no need to be soft with them, they were not lovers after all they were simply master and slave; owner and toy. His asshole was forced to accommodate her shaft as she thrusted it deep within and forced his tightness open around the girth, grunting as her pulsing dick shaped him like a glove.

Simon had seen the force she’d been using before but not felt it, one he couldn’t imagine it before he’d experienced it himself. The force, the speed, those giant sloshing nuts pounding into his ass and that thick cockhead slapping into the depths of his body, it had no comparison.

His back sunk down into the bed as she crushed him from above, pounding down into his body like he was a toy for her to get herself off into, her wild thrusts spreading him open and making his holes ache from her power.

He could feel when she was getting close to orgasm. Her cock, the cock which was already stretching him to his limit, started to bulge and throb and only put more pressure on his gaped insides, pumping up as it got ready to gush out.

“Here it comes, don’t fail me now, take it all!” she grunted out primally as she rutted down to the base.

Simon could feel the warmth flowing within him, and the weight, but he couldn’t feel the wetness, or the stickiness of her seed. The condom was inflating within and collecting that gigantic load, bulging his insides from the rubber filling squirt.

She drew back from his body, having to make sure to drag the condom with her so it didn’t get stuck in his body. Having a cum filled sack dragged through his gapped insides was mind wrecking enough, the thick sloshing glob rubbed against his twitching inners.

She held up the watermelon of cum wrapped in that black rubber container, grinning from ear to ear.

“This is perfect, finally I’ll be able to enjoy a boy fully before breaking him.” Her glance naturally looked down at the dazed, sweating, limp Simon, “So good knews, I’m going to use you until I’m spent.”

Was spent even a word that a futanari had in her dictionary? Alas she pulled on another condom along that erect cock and pressed it back into his tight asshole; thrust.

A second time was not enough to satisfy her cock, it didn’t even put a dent into her size or production. The same could be said about the third time she fucked him, it didn’t seem to make a difference. The fourth? Still no change.

Their fifth time fucking was not enough to satisfy her needs either, nor was a sixth session of powerful ass destroying rutting, or a seventh for that matter.

Even eight sessions was not enough to exhaust the futanari, even if her partner had been exhausted long ago. In the end it might be mercy and not exhaustion which causes this to end, or something more sinister.

Nine. Ten. Eleven. She kept on going, grunting as her giant cock gaped his ass apart.

Twelve. Thirteen. Fourteen. Her cum continued to spray into those custom made orgasms, still he had the body of a boy but the ass of a slut.

Fifteen. Sixteen. Seventeen. It must have been over an hour since they started fucking, or when she started fucking him, and still she was going with no signs of stopping yet.

Even after the eighteenth time she continued to go. A nineteenth time? She was happy to do that as well. Only once they arrived at session twenty did something emerge.

“Bad news,” she grunted out, rutting deep within his ass, “This is the last condom I have, which means this is the last time I’m gonna fuck you like this. I know you probably want to feel me raw but I have something I want to test out, don’t worry if it works you’ll get a lot of dick from now on.”

Simon was past the point of answering twenty fucks ago, he was walking the fine line of blacked out as his body was used for a final time by her pulsing cock, her orgasm firing out her expected buckets worth of hot futanari cum.

Dragging the condom from his ass was always a task but she now had twenty cum filled condoms from her time spent with the boy, and that was where her test came into this. The futa grunted at one of her harem.

“So, did you empty the rest of them out in a tank like I asked you to?”

“Yes Mistress!” the cheerful pregnant slave chirped out, “Shall I add this one too?”

“You should, and then fetch the tank to me, with a pump, I have somebody that needs filling.”

Simon was too weak to understand what was going to happen to him, even as a huge tank filled with twenty of her orgasms was wheeled close to the bed.

The large muscular futa set up the pumps on the machine and then dragged her little boy toy closer to her, he was beyond exhaustion right now and couldn’t really do much for herself, so she had to help him. His asshole was already gaped from her continued poundings, it was so easy to fit a large pump inside of.

“I’ve been told the more cum a boy is filled with the better the sow he becomes,” she explained as she turned the pump on, “Let’s see if that really works, shall we?”

His slender body was being flooded with the excessive amounts of cum, flooding deep within his body as she held him tight to stop him squirming away as he felt just how much seed was being filled inside of him, she wasn’t sure if he would be able to take it but it was worth it to get the best harem girls possible.

The thick jizz began to quickly expand his body as the tank would slowly empty as the cum was deposited into his vapid body, looking to turn him from just another boy into the very pinnacle of harem girls.

He began to change, just like all the others. His hips expanded, his chest grew, his appearance got more feminine and his cock vanished, but once it got to the point where stopping was expected it continued onwards.

His hips continued to get fatter as his thighs got plump, his tits went beyond the boundaries of huge and continued to bubble up as his feminine aura began to radiate.

He was unable to handle all of the cum, which was no surprise. It began to gush back out of his body when the extreme limits were reached but still her experiment had been a success. The other girls in her harem were something and in the modern world would be the most beautiful and sexualized beauties possible, but Simon was a level beyond that.

He had the largest breasts possible which giant swollen nipples which leaked milked, even without any stimulation. He had large soft meaty thighs and huge plump cheeks which ballooned to each side, all around a fat pussy mound which constantly dribbled juices. His face was beyond super model good looking, with plump lips and long flowing hair down to his lower back.

Simon spluttered cum from his mouth as his mind finally returned to him after his transformation to a woman, once the pump had been removed from his body, leaving his ass pouring out the thick yogurty cream from his insides, his chest and chin also draped in white.

“It really worked,” the futa growled, “What a beautiful slave you are.”

She meant it too. Not only did futas compete in the amount of their slaves they also competed in the quality of their slaves, being able to find a way to get a high quality harem was a big deal to these dominants.

“Thank you Mistress,” Simon gargled out. Any man broken into a woman by a futa would instantly become the slave of their breaker, it was simply the way that The Futa Virus worked, an instant need and desire and love for their Mistress.

The large futa grinned as she cupped one of those fat tits and slurped down on her breast milk to give the creamy drink a sample, popping free with a long refreshing sigh.

“I think you’ll be able to keep me entertained until my next batch of boys arrive. Girls, announcement! To celebrate our new arrivals we’re going to be having an orgy, so make your way over to me and prepare to be taken.”

Cheers rang out through the room, even the new arrivals were eager to get started. Men lived a life of fear about being changed but once the transformation was other, there was no regret and no going back, the only way forward was to embrace this new world of lewds, because this was no longer a world of man. This was a world of futa.
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