
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
      
 
      
 
                                              INVASION OF THE FUTADOMS: A SCIENCE FICTION FANTASY 
 
                                                                                PROLOGUE 
 
    Propelled by the hyperdrive that made it invisible to any of the primitive devices that scanned the heavens from the blue-green third planet of the yellow sun the mother ship slipped in behind the single moon that orbited the next world to be conquered and held position. The first ship from the home world sent to reconnoiter the planet in preparation for the next futadom conquest became visible as the hyperdrive was shut off. But it remained hidden from view on the moon’s conveniently dark side.  
 
    Ten scouting modules were then ejected, also invisible due to highly advanced stealth technology. But their flaming entries into the atmosphere could not be hidden. There were reports on the planet below of an unusual number of apparently meteoric fireballs in the sky that night but no damage occurred and there was nothing to be found on the surface so it was dismissed as a rare and interesting cosmic event.  
 
    Module 7 hung suspended and invisible among the spreading boughs of a stand of large oak trees just outside a small city called “Ferndale” in a place the natives called “Indiana.” Xala, the tall, golden haired, blue-eyed, muscular commander of the module looked down at the car in which the young couple lay naked and entwined, lost in the throes of passion and oblivious to all else.  
 
    Xala pulled a lever on the control panel and four hatches opened in the floor of the ship and four ropes hung from concealed pullies were lowered to the ground. Her four crew members dropped through the hatches and lowered themselves to the ground hand over hand with the athletic strength common to all futas.  
 
    The two heedless lovers had foolishly left the car doors unlocked and soon each was overpowered by two amazonic creatures who seemed to appear from nowhere. Kicking and screaming they were hauled up into the ship each draped over the broad shoulder of a captor who held onto the rope with just one arm. 
 
    Scouting parties were permitted to take pleasure with captive males before they were taken to the mother ship for examination, but the females were to be spared that indignity. Jane was put off to the side and bound to the wall with soft but inescapable restraints. This was in keeping with the Prime Directive: Futa powers must never be used upon a humanoid female. She could only watch the fate of her young beaux in horrified fascination.  
 
    The crew wasted no time about it. Eddy found himself on his knees, encircled by five shapely and strapping apparent females clad in tight fitting silver jump suits. Their eyes glowed green and their leering grins held menace that sent chills up his spine. But nothing could have prepared him for what happened next. Each of his captors pulled a tab at the waist of her suit and a seam appeared around her loins and a flap dropped down to reveal a big dangling cock with heavy balls hanging below. Terror clutched his heart and nearly stopped it. And horror was heaped upon that terror as the big dangling dicks hardened in unison to full erection before his eyes, portending the inevitability of his rape. 
 
    The biggest of the strange and terrifying, yet ethereally beautiful creatures, a blond one, obviously the leader, approached him with her big member preceding her by a foot and dripping precum. With all his strength he tried to turn away but some force held him frozen in place and he felt it beginning to pry his mouth open. His being screamed silently in protest and revulsion as his mouth opened wide to receive the big, flared glans. It went in until it pressed against his gullet, and then his mind reeled as some will other than his own made him begin to lick and suck it. 
 
    The lustful woman-thing moaned and sighed in her enjoyment of his sucking for several minutes but then put her hand behind his head and started forcing the big member against his throat. He struggled, turning his head from side to side in an effort to free his mouth of the cock but she pressed him toward her harder and his efforts only served to help force it down.  
 
    His gullet gave. He gagged as the big tip slid in but it kept going down inch by inch and he could see her dense golden bush moving ever closer to his face. Soon he felt its tickle on his nose and he inhaled the feral musk of her lust. 
 
    She drew back and his lips slid along her length until just the tip was in his mouth. But then she drove forward with her hips and down it went past his stretched gullet until his nose was in her bush again. She took a grip on his hair with both hands, drew back and then drove it deep in the beginning of a round of rutting. Her hips rolled and the cock went in and out in a quickening rhythm. He heard her gasp and felt her shudder as she drove it in to the depths. He felt an extra stiffening of the member and a pulsing and then she drew back so just the tip remained past his lips and he felt and tasted the creamy flood as it gushed from her in spurts, filling his mouth. She grunted in her pleasure with each spurt and his mouth overflowed until some ran down his chin. He tried hard to spit out the repugnant goo but her dominant will forced him to swallow it down in three gulps while her cohorts gave out gales of cruel laughter.  
 
    But this was only the preliminary to his ordeal. The blond leader stepped over to the ship’s control panel and pushed a button. A trap door opened in the floor and a padded horse began to rise from it on a telescoping pole. Straps hung from it. Two of the woman-things grabbed him under the armpits and hoisted him bodily and he soon found himself bellied over the horse and strapped down, helpless and at their mercy. 
 
    He saw the big blond’s cock before his eyes, still coated in cum but then she went behind him and he felt something pressed against his anus. Another of the woman-things grabbed his hair and tilted his head back, pressing the tip of her cock to his lips. He clenched his jaw, but then there was a tearing pain in his hind hole as the big cock of the leader was forced into him. He opened his mouth to scream and the cock of the other was shoved into his mouth. 
 
    Then the spit-roast gang rape was on. His asshole was ravaged without mercy by all of them and he could feel his rectum being pumped full of their product while at the same time they were either coming with their cocks full down his throat, pumping their loads right down into his stomach or filling his mouth and making him swallow. On it went for what seemed eternity until all five cocks hung limp.  
 
    Again, that disembodied will asserted itself and made him squeeze the cum from his anus. Then a small bowl was put before him. He knew the intent and struggled to turn away but found that force compelling him to lap up the brownish white contents and swallow it willy-nilly. 
 
    They left him bound to the horse and the blond leader went to the control panel an pulled a lever. He felt acceleration as the module took off with breathtaking speed to the mother ship lurking behind the moon. When they arrived he and Jane were laid out on tables and examined in fine detail. Tests on Jane determined that the female of humanoid species on the planet could breed with the futas. Tiny tracking devices were implanted in them so they could be located again years later when the invasion force arrived. Then it was back into the module and down to the surface of the planet again. 
 
    Eddy and Jane found themselves back in the car naked again with all memory erased but there was one change in Eddy with which Jane was most pleasantly surprised. They resumed their lovemaking and Eddy went down and brought her to an exquisite orgasm by way of a tender and adoring cunnilingus, an act he had stubbornly refused to perform for her despite her many requests. Thereafter, he performed the selfless act for her upon command. Just a snap of her fingers to get his attention and a downward pointing of her finger sufficed to bring him to his knees to serve her any time or anywhere. And he became meekly submissive, the polar opposite of his disposition before. His friends scorned him and dubbed him “PW” standing for “pussy whipped.” 
 
                                                              CHAPTER ONE: TEN YEARS LATER 
 
    Jane Mason, mayor of Ferndale Ohio lay supine and naked upon her desk with knees drawn up to her chest while Xana, the raven-haired supreme commander of the futa invasion, stood between her spread thighs rutting hard in her deep and moist vagina. Jane lapsed into a rolling orgasm, shrieking in animal pleasure, which triggered Xana’s own orgasm. Her glowing green eyes flickered with every bountiful spurt of rich futa cum as she pumped Jane full to overflowing. Gouts of creamy jism squirted out from Jane’s cavern around the thick base of Xana’s cock and splattered onto the desktop.  
 
    Both woman and futa gave out sighs of satisfaction and Xana went limp and withdrew. Kneeling in attendance was slave on duty Edward, former city councilman who had been “disappeared” and then succumbed to Xana’s dominant will. He had been Jane’s boyfriend when younger and had been briefly abducted with her by the crew of the futa scout ship years earlier. 
 
    Xana pointed to Jane’s crotch, from which gobs of creamy cum were pouring. Well trained Edward went immediately to cleanup duty, slurping up the mess as Jane lay trembling in afterglow. When she was cleaned to Xana’s satisfaction she pointed to her now limp twelve-inch member, covered in cum and Jane’s poontang and Edward took it full in his mouth clean it. He then moved aside to kneel at attention, awaiting his next duty. 
 
    Jane sat up and she and Xana embraced and kissed. For the umpteenth time Jane expressed her satisfaction. 
 
    “Xana, I don’t know how I lived without that cock of yours. Who could ever believe a space alien would come down from the stars and give me the satisfaction I have longed for ever since I became a woman? Earthling males just can’t cut it. If they are big enough, they can’t last or if they can last, they aren’t big enough. Edward’s thing was always too small for me. I’m so grateful the scouting party taught him how to eat pussy years ago. Otherwise, he would be useless to me. And it will be heaven here on earth when to conquest is complete and we women and you futas rule this planet and impose a proper order with the male subjugated and enslaved.” 
 
    “It will take time Jane, but it is inevitable. The alliance of female and futa against the male has never failed on any planet. Together we are invincible. Well, it’s time for daily inspection. Let’s start with the boys.” 
 
    Juvenile males were held in confinement and brought up and trained in obedience and submission but were not used for pleasure until of age. Every year in spring an auction was held and the males of age and ready for sexual enslavement were sold to the highest bidder. They would be trained in the giving of pleasure by their owners. 
 
    A large cattle barn had been converted for use to house the boys. There was a nursery and housing for young males in their varying age groups. Jane and Xana walked through the facility finding it empty save for the nursery and the few boys on cleaning duty under the supervision of girls and juvenile futas, who were being raised with habits and expectations of dominance over males. The rest of them were doing chores around the town, mowing lawns, keeping the streets clean and whatever other menial labor there might be. Then it was on to the large, upscale condo complex where the young females and futas lived in a pampered state, waited on hand and foot by boys.  
 
    Indeed, the alliance of woman and futa had never failed to subjugate any planet among those scattered around the galaxy that were populated by humanoids. It was a symbiotic alliance. The futa’s needed the human females to reproduce themselves and the women enjoyed the domination and enslavement of the males they had always yearned for either secretly or openly. 
 
    The mating of futa and female always produced a futa child. Half of the matings were of that nature. To propagate more females, and also a share of males to be brought up from birth as slaves, semen was taken from the best male specimens and used to artificially inseminate. It inevitably created a well-ordered world with the superior beings in charge and the inferior gender living in submission and enslavement. 
 
    And, above all there was the pleasure. It made each conquered world a sexual paradise. The futa’s cocks enjoyed every orifice of female and male. The females took delight in the big dicks of the futas, getting satisfaction no human male could ever hope to provide. And even the slaves surrendered themselves wholeheartedly, once deflowered and emasculated by the cock of either futa or female. They sucked futa cock and ate pussy with passion and always long for the next time they would be penetrated and made to come by either futa cock or the highly advanced mock members the women could install upon themselves. The only ironclad law was that the penis of the male should never enter the body of either woman or futa. 
 
    Ferndale was the epicenter of the new invasion and was now, after ten years, firmly under futa/female control although a veneer of normalcy was maintained. But much struggle yet lay ahead for control of the planet.  Conquest often took generations to be complete. 
 
    The next day marked the ten year anniversary of the first wave of the invasion. Xana and Jane were a mated couple and Jane had born Xana’s child, a lovely dark-haired futa growing strong and filled with the zeal for conquest. 
 
    That evening they invited their closest friends over for dinner and a long evening of pleasures. First to arrive were red-haired Xona and her mate, blond-haired Marcie. With them were their slaves, Marcie’s once-abusive husband Ned, who now lived in a state of utter submission to her, and Dean, a salesman who had been lured over to Marcie’s house so Xona could exert her futa will upon him and enslave him.  
 
    Then came raven haired Xara and her ebony mate Lana. Their slaves were Seth, a cable guy who had fallen under Xara’s spell on a service call to her home, and Rich, a once arrogant cad who had raped and humiliated Lana. Their life together was her vengeance and every day she reveled in her degradation and humiliation of him and the way he accepted it as he right and worshipped her like a goddess. 
 
    First there were big steaks and lots of red wine. Then the pleasure commenced, a mad mini-orgy that left futa and female pleasantly sated and the slaves in a heap on the floor, ravaged, emasculated, drained of every drop of their cum. 
 
    It was a pleasant, moonlit night. Jane and Xana lived on the top floor of the tallest building in Ferndale and the mistresses retired to the balcony that overlooked the small city. They settled into lounges and gazed out at the twinkling lights. Sitting in silence, all minds turned to the time of beginnings. 
 
                                                               CHAPTER TWO: SETH SUCCUMBS 
 
    Seth lay crosswise on the bed beneath the satin bedclothes with his head pillowed on the comely thighs of his futa-mistress. His lips were pressed against the slack scrotum that held her big balls. He slept this way every night, often awakening to kiss and lick the sack and sometimes gently suck one of the big orbs into his mouth and caress it with his tongue. He was careful not to wake her but was happy when she moaned softly in pleasure in her sleep from his tender attentions. How he loved her now but how he had fought against that love out of macho pride at first.  
 
    Mistress Xara was an early riser and the light of day coming in the window sufficed to wake her most mornings. She stirred, yawned deeply, sighed, and grabbed his hair to direct him to the fully erect twelve-inch cock that jutted from her loins. He eagerly took it in mouth and held it while she gave forth the golden vintage that had filed her in the night. He guzzled it with a thirst, never spilling, until she was emptied. 
 
    Then it was time for her first pleasure of the day, and he used his practiced mouth with adoring passion, first running his tongue all over her length, especially on her sensitive underside, making her shudder in growing delight. When aroused beyond enduring she pressed her big, flared glans to his lips, and he opened wide to accept her as she pressed it back to his gullet. Under her firm tutelage he had learned to open his throat to take her full length with ease.  
 
    He quivered in anticipation, knowing he would soon receive the rich gift that would spurt from her when he had used his honed skills to bring her to the ecstasy that would trigger the pulsing creamy flood. He went to his knees beside her and back and forth went his head as he made his mouth and gullet into a pleasing pussy that stroked the length of her with quickening cadence. She gave out an earthy sigh and he felt the extra hardening that signaled her impending eruption. He enclosed just her glans in his mouth, heard her breathy grunt of purest pleasure and felt and tasted the first luscious gush to fill his mouth. He gulped it down with hunger and eagerly awaited the several more that would follow. 
 
    She gave out moans of delighted relief with each shot of the rich cum that was his main source of nourishment. He felt his belly being filled and his morning hunger was satisfied. But he would be fed several more times in the coming day because the strange and wonderful goddess who ruled his life was possessed of a lust that demanded frequent satisfaction.  
 
    She sighed in contentment with her last spurt and her cock went limp for the moment. He planted a few loving kisses on it and got out of bed to prepare her breakfast. His own modest-sized cock was hard as wood and his balls ached for his own release but he knew he had to wait until evening when she would use her big member to penetrate his behind and satisfy both of them. 
 
    And the coming evening would be special. Xara had invited ten of her futa and female friends over for the evening and he would be slave on duty and expected to satisfy all of them. His tongue and throat and anus would be used to heart’s content by all. He spent the day in mingled fear and anticipation. 
 
    As he went about his kitchen duties his mind turned back to the moment they had met, and he was lured and seduced into this heavenly but sinister world. 
 
    Seth was a strapping six-footer, blond haired, blue eyed with a macho swagger and attitude. He worked as a cable guy, visiting people’s homes to install and repair their systems. He responded to a repair call at Xara’s house late one Monday afternoon.  
 
    He rang the doorbell and the door opened. He drew in breath at the sight of the dark skinned, raven haired beauty who stood in the doorway clad in a black silk robe tied off at the waist. She towered over him and he gazed up and down her height, which was augmented by her three-inch black stiletto heels, but even without them he could tell her height exceeded his own. She greeted him warmly, but with a knowing and lustful gleam in her wide set dark eyes that made him feel naked. She led him to the rec room where the cable box and TV set up. He had to pull the TV stand out from the wall and get down on his knees to check the connections and search out the problem. He caught movement from the corner of his eye and saw Xara had entered the room. He gasped at the sight of her. She stood naked except for her stiletto pumps, with her back to him, having shed her robe, and was looking into a mirror on the fireplace mantle across the room, primping and preening. 
 
    He stared at her, rapt at the sight of her amazon figure, broad shoulders, torso tapering to a narrow waist just above the widening curvature of her hips, framing her sumptuous naked behind. Her thighs were comely and tapered gracefully into muscular calves. 
 
    He could see her face in the mirror and suddenly her gaze shifted, and her eyes met his. Caught! He turned, averting his eyes, embarrassed, then heard her low sultry voice. 
 
    “See something you like sweety? Look at me now!” 
 
    He turned to comply and fell backward onto his behind at the sight of her. Her dark eyes had taken on an eerie green glow that riveted him. She gestured downward with her chin to direct his eyes past her large firm breasts and down to her loins where a thick twelve-inch cock with flared glans jutted erect with hefty balls dangling below. 
 
    Seth backed into the corner of the room in shock and panic. She riveted him again with her glowing green eyes and approached with slow, measured steps while speaking in a tone of command. 
 
    “Strip yourself naked Seth! Now!” 
 
    He gasped a desperate “no!” even as his hands went to removing his T shirt, driven by a will not his own. With all his strength he sought to control his movements but inexorably his hands went to his belt buckle and opened it and pulled his pants down. All the while her eyes were locked on his. His feet kicked off his shoes and his hands pushed his pants and underwear down past his feet until he was naked except for his socks. She spoke again as she came to arm’s length from him. 
 
    “Get on your knees!” 
 
    Again, his mind fought his body, making him writhe in resistance but soon he knelt before her with her big member just a foot from his face. It pulsed and precum dripped from it. She reached out to put a hand behind his head and draw him close until her glans was pressed to his lips.  
 
    “Open your mouth Seth!” 
 
    Waves of revulsion coursed through him and he tried in vain to make his head retreat from her but instead his mouth opened, despite his efforts to clench his jaw and the big, flared tip passed his lips and teeth and he tasted her salty ooze. He tried to force his jaw to bite her. She sensed it and laughed wickedly. 
 
    “You will soon find out your attempts at resistance are futile. Resign yourself and things will go much easier. You will suck my cock, you will take it down your throat, you will make me come and you will swallow! Now lick it for me!” 
 
    His mind reeled and twisted as he tried to force resistance to her, but he found himself caressing her shaft with his tongue with worshipful passion. She kept him at it and enlightened him regarding the future. 
 
    “You have never met a being like me before Seth. I am not of this world. My Sisters and I have come from far across the galaxy to rule this planet. We have powers over which you earthlings are helpless. I have chosen you to be my slave. Struggle as you might, your fate is sealed. You have big pretensions of “manhood.” These will be purged from your mind and you will learn to submit, obey, and give me pleasure. But don’t worry. You will not suffer long. In the end you will come to adore me as your goddess, and I will enjoy having you as my pet. Now take my cock in your mouth and suck it!” 
 
    Again, his mind fought and again it was to no avail. He found himself running lips and tongue along her member, caressing it adoringly, even as he silently screamed “no!” She put a hand behind his head and forced her glans against his gullet. His mind tried to force his head backward but her will overcame him and he instead pressed toward her, somehow overcoming his gag reflex and her glans slipped past his gullet and lodged there. With a thrust of her hips, she drove deeper and then deeper until his nose was buried in her bush and her full length was down his throat.  
 
    She took her hands away and stood laughing, knowing his inner battle was tearing his mind asunder. Upon her mental command he drew back so just her glans was left between his lips. And then her will drove him forward as he battled helplessly against it. When he was in full length, she held him in place for a minute, then sent his head back, and then forward again, then back in an accelerating cadence, all through the force of her mind. 
 
    She stood with hands on hips enjoying the caresses of his mouth and gullet as her lust rose to its crescendo. Soon there was the extra hardening of her shaft and the welling up in her balls that signaled her impending climax. She grabbed his head between her hands when he was back from her with just her tip past his lips and gave out a deep lusty sigh of purest pleasure as her first creamy spurt filled his mouth.  
 
    Horrified, repulsed, Seth’s mind tried to pull his head back and away but instead her dominant will drove his head forward until his lips closed around the base of the big member and he felt her big dick pulsing as she gushed the remainder of her load straight down into his stomach, giving out soft grunts of satisfaction with each spurt. Then she pushed his head backward and the big dick fell limp from his mouth. 
 
    But the ordeal was not over and soon he would submit to an act that would shatter his sense of self and manhood and reduce him to a life of pathetic, yet willing, enslavement. 
 
    Just a minute or so after coming she again exerted her relentless will by making him suck her stiff again. In perhaps five minutes her member was iron hard and throbbing. As he knelt before her, she giggled wickedly and informed him of what was to be. 
 
    “Now Seth, you might think you are not a virgin, but I assure you that you are in the most important way. You will now turn around and bend over with your head on the floor and your ass in the air. Then I’m going to fuck you. I will deflower you, my little virgin bitch, and you will never be the same again.” 
 
    His entire being rebelled and he fought with all his will to resist but nevertheless found himself turning about face. He managed to glance up at her and the green glow from her eyes was brighter than ever and a cruel leer was on her face. Slowly, inexorably he found himself being forced into “the position.” In his mind he writhed and kicked but in reality, he was bent over, motionless except for terrified trembling, utterly at her mercy.  
 
    Xara fetched a bottle of sex lube from a nearby shelf and trickled just a bit of it on her organ, enough to ensure penetration on her first thrust but not so much as to make it painless. She dropped to her knees behind him. With the power of her will she forced his hands back to take hold of his cheeks and spread them. She let out a cruel cackle at the sight of his tight pink hole, puckering and trembling in his terror. She spat into his crack and watched as it ran down to cover his orifice. Then she pressed her glans to his hole and gathered herself for the deflowering thrust. 
 
    Seth felt her cock press against his anus. He flinched and whimpered, then felt her hands take hold of his hips and her sharp, claw-like nails dig in deep for purchase. There was a hard pressure against his hole and then it felt as if a log had been driven into him, bringing a tearing and stabbing pain the like of which he had never known. He felt the shaft plunge deep inside of him and let out a scream that tailed off into whimpering as Xara withdrew so just her glans was clenched by his sphincter. Then it was another driving thrust and a greater stabbing agony. He felt her belly touch his behind.  
 
    She withdrew as before and next drove the shaft in to its full depth at a thrust, the pain of it making him scream again. Then she rolled her hips slowly but with animal strength and fell into a rhythm, in and out in and out full length.  
 
    The pain continued at first but then subsided as he was stretched. And to his shock and shame it started to feel good and he started to like it. Xara released him from the hold of her will and in spite of himself he was rocking back and forth to match the cadence of her thrusts, feeling a sharp itching pleasure. 
 
    Xara laughed knowingly and gave his behind a hard slap and rutted harder. He answered her rutting with the undulating movements of a practiced whore, his pleasure building to crescendo. She fucked him harder yet and he cried out for harder, sniveling and whimpering that he loved her and to please fuck him harder still. Xara was happy to oblige and redoubled her pace, feeling the welling up in her balls that signaled her impending ejaculation.  
 
    She pulled back and out for a moment to look at his gaping hole and gloat over it. She could see deep inside of him. Slowly the orifice closed and when she heard beg to be penetrated again she drove in hard and to fullest depth and rutted with renewed abandon. 
 
    Soon Seth felt his own welling up and then a hot sharp surge of supernal pleasure. He gasped as he felt himself spurting heavily onto the floor below as he gave out a quavering moan of mingled delight and emasculated surrender.  
 
    This triggered Xara and her member pulsed within him as she drove to the hilt, gave out a brutish sound of satisfaction, and pumped him full of her plenty. They collapsed to the floor. Seth felt a wilting shame, know he was unmanned irrevocably, a bitch who would from that day forward yearn every minute of his waking life for the big dick to enter him again. 
 
    Xara lay atop him, savoring and stabbing him a few more times to reinforce her dominance. Soon her cock went limp and fell out of him. She stood and looked down on him as he lay whimpering, a heap of emasculated wreckage, and felt well pleased and triumphant.  
 
    But his degradation was not complete. She gave him a kick and ordered him to rise and squat, then squeezed her copious load out into a thick brownish white puddle on the tiled floor. Despite his unmanning and surrender she did have to use her mind control to make lick it up and swallow it.  
 
    Seth was soon to be utterly enslaved, the conquest of his heart and mind a foregone conclusion. Such was the fate of many a male who was chosen in the early going of the conquest of Terra. Each futa had a dual mission: enslave a male and find a suitable humanoid female to mate with. 
 
    Xara had achieved one of her two goals, the enslavement of a male. But finding a mate was to elude her for a time.                                                                             
 
                                                               CHAPTER THREE: NED’S COMEUPPANCE 
 
    Ever since Xona had descended from the mother ship of the invasion force and taken residence in the house in a quiet suburban Ferndale neighborhood she had closely watched the newlywed couple next door, thinking she might fulfil her dual mission by way of them. Marcie was a sweet looking young blond and blue-eyed thing who made Xona’s big futa member rise at the sight of her. Marcie’s tall and dark-haired husband Ned got a similar response from her but for a totally different reason. It was obvious Ned was a bully and Xona’s sharp eyes could see the bruises on Marcie’s arms and the occasional black eye even from a distance. Xona’s cock hardened in anticipation of what she would do to him with it when opportunity presented. 
 
    Xona had introduced herself to them one summer Saturday afternoon when they were outside in their front yard doing yard work. At least Marcie was pulling weeds and trimming while Ned stood by with a beer in hand. Xona approached them to say hello. Ned’s lustful eyes took in the sight of red-haired, blue eyed Xona and her shapely amazonic physique and his gaze could not go unnoticed by her. Marcie smiled and shook her hand but there was something in her eyes that pleaded “help me!” 
 
    One evening two weeks later Xona stepped out onto her front porch for a breath of air and heard loud voices coming through an open window next door, Ned shouting curses, Marcie sobbing and pleading with him, and then the sound of punches hitting a body and screams. 
 
    That was enough for Xona and she decided it was time to intervene and carry out the plan she had formed in her mind when she first laid eyes on them. The side door of the house happened to be open and she boldly entered and first went to the great room. From there she heard Ned shouting from down the hallway. 
 
    “You call that sucking cock you bitch? I said you take it all the way down your throat and when I come you swallow! How many times do we have to practice until you get it right? Now open your mouth and start over! Do it right this time or I’ll fuck you in your tight little ass until you bleed!” 
 
    Xona heard the sound of a hand slapping a face and Marcie’s whimper. She crept down the hallway to the master bedroom. There she saw Marcy naked on her knees before Ned, also naked, and standing over her with his thick erection jutting. Marcie’s body showed multiple bruises. She knelt up straight, trembling, and opened her mouth to take his cock into it for another try at pleasing him. Xona’s voice rang out. 
 
    “That will be enough Ned!” 
 
    He turned to her with surprise and rage in his eyes. 
 
    “What are you doing here you cunt? This is none of your business! Get out of my house now or you will be the one with my dick down your throat!” 
 
    When she stood her ground, he snarled in his rage and charged. Xona’s eyes glowed green and he stopped in his tracks with bewilderment on his face. Then he stared at his right hand as it formed a fist, driven by a will not his own. He watched it rise to high above his head, glanced in terror and confusion at Xona, then looked back to his raised fist as it came down with all his might to punch him in his own balls. The blow doubled him over and put him on the floor, curled up and moaning. Xona let him lie there to recover a bit while Marcie looked on with an expression of mingled fear and schadenfreude.  
 
    After a few minutes he managed to rise to his knees, looking at Xona timorously. Xona wore just a short floral print sundress with nothing underneath. She shed it, tugging it over her head with one hand and both Ned and Marcie gasped at the sight of her big thick member, fully erect with big balls dangling below. Her endowment put Ned’s “pride and joy” to shame. Xona sneered in contempt. 
 
    “Okay big man! Let’s see who is going to do the cocksucking now!” 
 
    Her eyes glowed even brighter green as she stepped toward Ned, laser-like beams piercing his eyes. 
 
    Ned felt the chill of mortal dread go up his spine as the strange and menacing creature approached him. Flight was his only thought but a force greater than his strength kept him rooted on the spot. A disembodied will seemed to take hold of his hands and force them behind his back. She drew near, the big, flared glans inches from his face, precum dripping from it, and, against his will, he felt his mouth opening wide. She put a hand behind his head and pulled him toward her, the cock going in all the way to his throat, two thirds of its length still showing. Then she stood with hands on hips and spoke in an iron voice of command. 
 
    “Suck it bitch!” 
 
    Every fiber if his being tried to resist but soon he found himself with head moving back and forth as he passed lips and tongue along the shaft like a practiced whore. His tormentress moaned in growing pleasure and leered down at him.  
 
    She enjoyed for a few minutes and then took matters to the next level, pulling him forward by the ears and forcing the glans against his gullet. He gagged and, in his mind, resisted, but that greater will prevailed and soon the long, thick shaft was sliding down his esophagus, going ever deeper until he felt the tickle of her ginger bush on his nose and the scent of her lust filled his nostrils. 
 
    She drew back so just the glans was in and pressed forward again, the member sliding down much more easily. Then it was back and forth, in and out in a slowly rising cadence. It seemed every cell of his body was under her mind control as his tongue curled up and ran its tip along her sensitive underside while his lips caressed along the sides and top, as all the while his mind raged against it.  
 
    Soon she was rutting down his throat with abandon, her lust reaching the point of boiling over. He felt an extra hardening and swelling of the member as she gave out a lusty grunt of satisfaction. He felt the organ pulsing in his gullet and then she drew back so just the tip was in his mouth as she expelled the remainder of her heavy ejaculation into it, filling him so some ran down his chin. She pulled away and he tried to spit it out but her dominant will made him swallow it down.  
 
    She released him from mind control and he fell face down on the hardwood floor to lie humiliated and vanquished. But it was to be only brief respite before his final and ultimate emasculation.  
 
    Xona turned to Marcie, who now sat on the edge of the bed. When she looked to Xona her expression was mingled fear and awestruck admiration. When she looked to Ned there was only vengeful glee. Xona sat beside her, putting a reassuring arm around her shoulder. 
 
    “Don’t be afraid of me sweetheart. I will never harm you and I will always protect you. I’m not finished with Ned yet, but when I am you will see a change in him you will very much approve of.” 
 
    “Who are you Xona? Or should I say what are you?” 
 
    “You have seen what I can do Marcie, so would it surprise you if I told you that I am called a “futa” and I come from a planet far away across the galaxy? I and my kind have come to conquer and rule this planet. But again, please don’t be afraid. We come to join forces with the females of you planet against the rule of the male. Despite our anatomy we identify as female. We have taken over numerous planets inhabited by humanoids. On all of them there is the peace and order that can only be when the warlike, violent rule of the male is replaced by the joint reign of female and futa. It will take decades or longer, but eventually the male will be subjugated and enslaved. But oh! I see it’s time to deal with Ned again!” 
 
    Ned had risen to his knees and his rage and defiance were reviving. With gritted teeth he made as if to attack but Xona’s eyes glowed green again and he froze. He fell onto his knees again and as Xona approached him his mouth opened and she strode forward with her big dick jutting and poked it in.  
 
    Ned raged helplessly within as her cock was again shoved into his mouth and down his throat. But this time her only purpose was to cover it with his slobber to lubricate in preparation for his ultimate undoing. She pulled it out, dripping with his spit and then her force of will made him turn bend over onto elbows and knees. Somehow he knew what was coming next and he howled in protest even as he used his hands willy-nilly to part his cheeks and offer his virgin hole to her intrusion.  
 
    Xona went to her knees behind him and took hold of his buns, digging her nails in deep. She dribbled some spit down his crack and let it run down over his orifice, then pressed her big member against it and thrust forward with all the force her muscular thighs and buttocks could muster. Ned screamed as half the shaft sunk into him. Two more even harder thrusts drove it home. Ned whimpered and tried to dis-impale himself by pulling away but was shocked at the strength of her grip.  
 
    Marcie looked on with cruel amusement as her “dear” husband got his comeuppance. He had seemed so sweet and charming when they met. Their tropical honeymoon had been heavenly. But then it went quickly downhill over the next two months. First it was slap across the face during a petty spat, followed by an abject apology. Then things escalated to a punch when he got jealous of her enjoying a conversation with another man at a party. Later it was a full blown beating when he came home from work hungry and dinner wasn’t quite ready. And his sexual demands became ever more selfish and sadistic. Forced fellatio and sodomy were his favorites. Every night he violated her in the most cruel and degrading ways. What had been love devolved into hate, fear and desperation to escape. 
 
    There had been a red flag or two to warn her of the living hell her marriage would become. Even though there was no violence during their engagement he was possessive, jealous and controlling. He always wanted her to suck his cock, but one night when she wanted him to reciprocate by going down on her his refusal was contemptuous. He told her he would never lower himself to do that for a woman and she should never ask again. Like so many wives, she fell into a trap from which there seemed no escape. But now that escape was at hand with cruel vengeance as a bonus. 
 
    Once she had taken him to the depth Xona went to merciless rutting, taking great delight in the clutch of his virgin vortex along the length of her member. She had taken enslaved males this way several times back on Homeworld but this was her first deflowering. It was sweet indeed, the erstwhile bully whimpering and sniveling and pleading with her to stop. And she knew well what would happen as she continued. 
 
    Her thighs slapped against his behind in a rising cadence and sure enough, the bitch boy started to like it. First there was a tone of surprise in his mewling and panting as he began to enjoy the big dick up his ass. Soon he was begging to be taken harder and she obliged. Then came the moment of his reduction to a craven and pathetic fuck toy. He gave out a deep moan of helpless, emasculated surrender as he spurted his plenty onto the hardwood floor. This triggered Xona, whose eyes flickered green as she let out a deep and breathy grunt of satisfaction as she pumped her own copious load into his depths.  
 
    She put her hands on his behind and pushed him away and he went face down on the floor, sobbing, wilted in humiliation, his “manhood” purged from him.  
 
    Xona’s eyes glowed green again as she took control of him. Almost robotically he rose to squat with his ass above the puddle of his come. Then he squeezed out Xona’s abundant brownish-white load on top of it. His mind reeled in revulsion as he stooped over it. That will not his own was forcing his face down and making his tongue stick out and start lapping and sucking the mess from the floor. When every speck was gone she released control and he collapsed onto his belly, a broken and defeated creature, forever transformed. 
 
    Then Xona turned her attention back to Marcie who sat on the edge of the bed with eyes wide, a grin of contemptuous lust and satisfaction on her face as she looked down at her erstwhile tormentor. Xona sat down by her side and they watched as Ned slowly revived and rose to his knees, glancing up timorously at Xona. She leaned over and whispered in Marcie’s ear. 
 
    “I have a surprise for you sweetie. Just lie back on the bed and spread your legs!” 
 
    Marcie felt a growing trust toward Xona and she laid back and stared at the ceiling, not knowing what to expect. Xona turned her green-glowing eyes to Ned, who groveled across the floor to Marcie and pressed his face into her pussy. Under the guidance of Xona’s futa will he began to serve her with his tongue. She gasped in surprised delight. He, of course, knew nothing of serving woman this way but Xona’s knowledge of it was deep and she focused her will upon his tongue, directing its attentions to the places that pleased, making it swirl and slither in the way guaranteed to produce an exquisite and satisfying orgasm. 
 
    Marcie lapsed into sweet rapture under Ned’s wriggling tongue, reveling in his submission and surrender. He licked and sucked, somehow finding every spot between her thighs that brought a pleasure that grew by the moment. Soon her much neglected clit cried out for attention and she grabbed him by the ears to guide him there and not one movement of the supple and sensitive organ was wasted as the coaxed her to the brink and then took her over it. A surge of ecstasy flared out from her tiny epicenter and consumed her body. She let out a shrill and ferocious sound, shuddered, writhed and went all to jelly.  
 
    But Xona wasn’t finished. Ned felt that will take hold of his arms and hands. He used them to raise Marcie’s legs up to her breast and then that same will pushed his head down low and made him degrade himself by putting tongue to his wife’s anus. Marcie reacted with a moan of pure enjoyment and he probed into her orifice, striving to go deep, tasting and cleaning out the leavings that clung there. For the longest time Xona’s will kept him busy down there as Marcie lay in sweet rapture. Xona could sense her lust rising and when she rolled her hips and rubbed her cunt over Ned’s face she let Marcie take control and guide him to her clit so he could satisfy her again. But she used her will to make Ned slip a finger into Marcie’s hind hole while he sucked and licked her berry. Marcie’s orgasm shredded the fabric of her universe and she lay long in the sweet stupor of afterglow. Xona made Ned back away and kneel while she recovered. 
 
    Marcie roused and sat up. Looking to Xona with gratitude. Xona replied to that look. 
 
    “You’re more than welcome dear! Now what else would you like me to make him do?” 
 
    Marcie looked to Ned with a gleam of cruelty in her eyes. 
 
    “Make him punch himself in the balls some more!” 
 
                                                           CHAPTER FOUR: LANA’S EPIPHANY 
 
    The city of Ferndale, population 75,000, was big enough to allow a modicum of anonymity. A few beautiful women moving in periodically escaped notice. But it was small enough that futa control could be established and then it could become one of the multiple epicenters of invasion scattered around the planet. 
 
     In order to infiltrate Ferndale more effectively, the futas would buy houses with funds that were easily stolen by cyber manipulation and take up residence for a while and then find employment among the earthlings. 
 
    Xara set out for work one summer morning dressed for the weather in a short, tight dress that accentuated her luscious curves. She drove the car she had acquired by way of her false identity, Joan Ellis. Her parking place was one of the farthest from the building, she being a new employee. As she walked through the parking lot she heard whistles and catcalls from construction workers on a nearby building under construction. She glanced over there and saw two men leering at her and making obscene gestures. Turning away, as if ignoring them she went around the corner of her workplace building heading for the door. Then her eyes glowed green for a few seconds before she went inside. The two lustful louts watched in bewilderment as their right hands rose high above their heads, formed fists and then came down in hammer blows to their own balls. They hit the ground, moaning. 
 
    Xara had found a job as a software engineer with a small firm downtown. The primitive technology of the planet’s natives was quite easy to master. Her boss Lana, age just 30, the owner of the company, was a one of the dark skinned natives, so many of whom were unjustly discriminated against in the large country called “America.” But Lana was a strong one who had overcome all obstacles. Tall, shapely, muscular, skin the color of rich dark chocolate, hair short and natural, she ran her company like the former marine corps drill sergeant she was.  
 
    After a few weeks working there it was clear to Xara that Lana favored the female workers who made up all but ten of the forty employees, giving them the plum positions. The males were all in the more lowly jobs, mail clerks, go-fers, makers and fetchers of coffee, and were routinely demeaned and humiliated by the women. She sensed the possibilities and saw in Lana not just a friend and ally but a mate. 
 
    When she was due for her 90 day performance review she went to Lana’s office first thing in the morning on a Friday. Lana was at her big desk and stood up to shake hands and greet her before settling back into her chair and giving out a soft, quivering sigh. Xara took a seat before her desk and they made a little small talk first. There was a strange glow in Lana’s eyes and Xara noticed her rolling her hips a bit. She tuned in her futa senses and sure enough, she detected another life form in the room and it was under Lana’s desk.  
 
    Lana’s eyes grew wide in disbelief when Xara’s eyes glowed green and her chair was rolled back from her desk, pushed by the blond-haired male Eric, one of Lana’s office bitches, who she had under it, he being under Xara’s control and command. He had his face buried between Lana’s legs and continued to serve her even as she gave voice to her shock and bewilderment. 
 
    “What the mother fuck? Who are you Joan, or what are you?” 
 
    “I am a friend Lana and I hope to become the best friend you have ever had. I mean you no harm, quite the opposite. I see you and your staff here know how to keep the human male in his place and we are of like mind about that.” 
 
    Lana could only smile and nod in her agreement. 
 
    “Indeed, we are Joan. I like to keep the boys in their place. This one happens to be my favorite and he spends a lot of time under my desk. And you might have noticed none of the other bitch boys are to be seen for much of the day. That’s because I incentivize my staff by awarding exceptional productivity by way of an office bitch under the desk for a day. Needless to say, my staff is most productive. I seem to have an instinct for singling out males who have some inclination to submit and serve the pussy. You were to become eligible to have a boy under your desk as of today. Your work has been exemplary.” 
 
    Xara chuckled inwardly, thinking of how the office boy would have reacted when he hiked up her skirt and found her peculiar anatomy. But she just thanked Lana for the compliment and encouraged her to continue with her pleasure. 
 
    “Thanks Lana! Now why don’t you finish up with Eric and then we’ll talk? I don’t mind waiting and I like to watch. In fact, I’ll help!” 
 
    Lana gasped in elated surprise when Xara’s eyes glowed green again and Eric’s tongue went to serving her using tricks she hadn’t taught him. Not a wriggle or a wiggle of his supple organ was wasted and he found every spot that brought delight and mad arousal. Within a couple of minutes her clit screamed for attention and when she guided him there he set her off in seconds. She bucked and writhed in the throes of an orgasm that eclipsed any of the many she had ever known and then she felt herself melt, limbs flopping down and she lay draped in the chair like a wet rag. 
 
    Xara waited patiently for the stupor of afterglow to pass. When Lana firmed she pushed Eric away and sat staring wide-eyed at Xara for a good minute, speechless. Xara broke the silence. 
 
    “That’s just a sample of what life will be like if…when… we become friends Lana. If you would like more please come to my house for dinner this evening. There is someone there I would like you to meet. Shall we say seven o’clock? And don’t overdress. Just wear something minimal and comfortable. You won’t be wearing it long. And bring Eric along.” 
 
    Lana could only nod but the vapid smile that crossed her face and the gleam that came to her eyes told Xara her invitation was accepted. 
 
    Xara put Seth to work preparing dinner at six, and the big, juicy steaks were grilled to perfection when Lana arrived with Eric in tow. Seth was in the kitchen, naked, putting the final touches on dinner and Lana told Eric to strip and get to work helping him serve things up. She wore just a small black dress with nothing underneath. Xara wore one of similar cut, only red.  
 
    When all was laid out Xara snapped her fingers at Seth and pointed under the table. He crawled under and Xara nodded to Lana to suggest she have Eric do likewise. Lana smiled and signaled Eric in the same way. They fell to, each enjoying the oral caresses of their slaves while they enjoyed their meal. Xara kept things to small talk and Lana played along, though her eyes burned with curiosity and anticipation, never dreaming that while Eric ate her pussy Seth was deepthroating a big futa-cock.  
 
    When they finished dessert the attentions of their slaves brought their lust to crescendo and they both came, Lana gushing heavily into Eric’s mouth, her orgasm again enhanced by the tricks he had learned. Xara kept Seth’s head pressed down with her cock full in and pumped her creamy load into his stomach. Then it was time for all to be revealed.  
 
    Xara stood and invited Lana to do the same, then suggested they get naked. Lana was all for it. She stood too, shoving her chair back from the table. They both took hold of their dresses and tossed them over their heads in one motion. Lana gaped and collapsed back into her chair at the sight of Xara’s exquisite female form with the big cock and balls at her loins.  
 
    “What are you Joan?” 
 
    “First of all, Lana my name is not Joan it’s Xara. I come from far away across the stars with many of my kind. We mean to rule this planet with the females here as our allies and equal partners and the male subjugated and enslaved. There will be peace and proper order on this world when the corrupt, lustful and violent male is reduced to submission and servitude. I know you are kindred with our kind in spirit. Tonight, I want to introduce you to what life can be like under the new order. Will you join me Lana? Will you join us?” 
 
    Disbelief and fear remained in Lana’s eyes. Xara knew she had to do something to gain her trust. She made her way around the table, pushed Eric aside, went down to her knees before Lana and pressed her face into her nappy cunt. The futa tongue was an exquisite instrument of pleasure, exceptionally long and supple and all futas had much training in the art of cunnilingus.  
 
    Lana gasped as Xara’s artful organ turned to its work with knowing caresses just where they brought greatest pleasure and then the deep probing into her cavern to caress and massage her G. She lost herself in the mad delight of it, also sensing Xara’s sincere and selfless devotion to giving her this pleasure. Then Xara used a trick that sent Lana over the heavenly brink, rubbing her nose on her clit as she worked her wonders on her G while slipping a finger gently into her hind hole. The orgasm eclipsed her wildest imaginings and fantasies and there was not just one, but a long sequence of them, each rocking her soul to its depths. In the end she lay draped in the chair as if her bones had melted and only Xara’s wide shoulders under her thighs kept her from sliding to the floor. 
 
    Slowly, Lana regained control of her mind and musculature and sat up. She stared deep into Xara’s eyes and found nothing but loving kindness and sincerity. Her fear vanished and implicit trust was born. Xara sensed her emotion. 
 
    “You understand now, don’t you Lana. I will only love and protect you. I would give my life for you!” 
 
    Lana could only lean forward and press her lips to Xara’s. Their tongues met and exchanged caresses and Lana reached down to hold and fondle Xara’s stiff and pulsing member. Xara broke off the kiss, leaned back and looked to Lana with a gleam in her eye. 
 
    “Do you want some of that sweetheart? I bet it’s heaven inside of you and my balls are aching for it. To the bedroom perhaps?” 
 
    Lana could only nod. They stood up. Xara waved her hand at the two slaves while her eyes glowed green and put a holding spell on them so they would remain kneeling where they were until she released them from it. Then she took Lana’s hand and led her to the bedroom. 
 
    Lana laid back on the king-sized bed, parting her legs and raising her knees to her breast, offering herself. Xara knelt between her legs, rested Lana’s ankles on her shoulders and gently slid her big member in as far as it would go. 
 
    Lana had always preferred the tongue over the cock because the cock could rarely satisfy, being either too short or too slender or its owner would come too quick. But Xara’s organ filled her with its diameter and depth of penetration. As Xara rolled her hips in a sinuous motion the rim of the big, flared glans caressed her inner walls and G driving her ever more mad with pleasure as Xara hastened the cadence of her thrusts. 
 
    For Xara’s part her imaginings of the delight that Lana’s vagina could bestow upon her member did not come close to doing justice. The clutch of her silken pocket drove her to the brink of ejaculation way too soon and it took every bit of her futa will to suppress herself and rut on until Lara passed into a rolling orgasm, howling in her frenzied delight with each pulsing wave of ecstasy. At its final, climactic surge she wrapped her thighs tight around Xara’s hips and gasped out her plea. 
 
    “Come for me now darling! Fill me! Please! I want it!” 
 
    Xara felt heavenly relief as she let go, her big member pulsing as she spurted her creamy plenty into Lara’s depths. Lara felt the warm gushes filling her to overflowing and trickling down in a crawly flood over her behind and came one last time before passing into unconsciousness, her last memory being of Xara collapsing upon her, utterly spent and satisfied. They lay entwined amid sweet afterglow for a long time. 
 
    When they roused, Lana saw Xara’s eyes glow green and soon Seth came groveling into the room. Xara spread Lana’s legs apart with her hands, exposing her cunt, which oozed Xara’s abundance. Seth put his face between her thighs and licked and sucked, slurping up the creamy mess from her cavern and lapping any leavings from her behind and thighs. Then Xara shoved him away and he groveled back to the kitchen to resume his place. 
 
    They stared deep into each other’s eyes, feeling the birth of love without limit and then they lay supine, side by side for a while in silence. Then Lana looked down at Xara’s big dick as it lay limp across her thigh and felt a hunger for more of it. She did what she needed to do, going down to take it in mouth and suck. Joy filled her as the caresses of her lips and tongue made it stiffen and soon it was at its full and pulsing hardness. She heard Xara’s breathing quicken into pants of rekindled desire.  
 
    Lana wanted it from behind this time and assumed the position on elbows and knees, offering herself like a bitch in heat. Xara slid her member in and worked it in and out slowly at first to savor the sensation of Lana’s sugar walls for a few moments but then went to rutting hard, loving the mad cries that were torn from Lana’s depths as her member worked its magic. She lasted longer this time, much to their mutual delight, Xara’s gorgeous hips and ass undulating and gyrating as she propelled them both to climax. Again, Lana lapsed into waves of ecstasy, her wails of animal pleasure spurring Xara to supreme efforts. Thighs slapped on buttocks in a frenzied rhythm until Lara again finished and cried out her plea to be filled. Xara had been teetering on the brink but unable to push herself over it until she heard Lana’s plea. She felt a hot sharp pleasure and contraction in her balls as she spurted her copious creamy goo. 
 
    Upon Lana’s culminating climax they collapsed onto the bed with Xara’s member still inside her, though limp. They laid there savoring until they firmed. Xara gently urged Lana to her elbows and knees and exerted her futa will this time on Eric, who came crawling in and put his face between Lana’s cheeks to begin her cleaning. When he had lapped up the last of it Xara directed his attention to her limp cock, much coated with her cum and he sucked it clean for her. She dispatched him to the kitchen and then they nestled like spoons, alternately murmuring of their mutual affection and giggling like schoolgirls. Then they drifted off into the sweet refreshing sleep that only the satisfied of soul can know. 
 
    When morning came Xara lay supine with Lana cuddled up against her with head on her shoulder. Lana woke first and her impulse was to reach down and take hold of the big dick that had given her such joy and satisfaction the night before. She fondled it a while playfully, feeling it harden, while licking and sucking Xara’s left nipple. Xara woke and Lana went down to take the cock into her mouth. Xara threw back the covers and enjoyed for a moment but then stopped her. 
 
    “Hold on sweet thing. I have some business to take care of first and I bet you do too. Xara’s eyes glowed and soon both slaves came crawling in from where they had slept on the floor overnight. Xara laid back on the bed and told Lana to do the same and spread her legs.  
 
    Seth knew his duty and no futa power had to be exerted upon him. He climbed onto the bed and took Xara’s member into his mouth. She sighed softly in relief as she gave him his golden morning beverage. Lana gaped but seemed to know what might come next. Xara’s eyes glowed green and she directed her will at Eric who also clambered up onto the bed, compelled by her will, and put his face between Lana’s thighs, opening his mouth and encircling her pussy with his lips where the flow would come from her.  
 
    “Just let go dear,” Xara said. 
 
    Lana too sighed softly and felt sweet relief as she gave forth her pungent elixir into Eric’s mouth. Little did she know that Eric was inwardly writhing in revulsion. But, like Seth, his thirst for this vintage would grow in the course of his training and conditioning. Lana just felt pure elation at inflicting this degradation upon him. When she was emptied Eric dutifully licked and sucked the leavings from her lady parts and pubes. 
 
    Xara ordered Seth to go to the kitchen and begin preparing breakfast and to have Eric help. Then she turned to Lana with a naughty gleam in her eyes.  
 
    “How about a 69 to start the day right sweetheart?” 
 
    Lana’s eyes lit up and she had just one thing to say. 
 
    “Do you want the top or the bottom darling?” 
 
    “I’ll go with the bottom! And I want us to come as one. Follow my lead!” 
 
    They chuckled in anticipatory delight as they assumed their positions. Xara watched in randy hunger as Lana’s luscious-looking nappy cunt descended onto her face. Her feral scent and taste and the tickle of her dense pubes on her cheeks as she felt Lana’s lips and tongue begin their caresses on her glans dizzied her with delight. She ran her long tongue deep into Lana’s cavern and thrilled when her new lover quivered in her own delight and bestowed the attentions of her velvety mouth along her shaft. 
 
    Their passion rose with the thrill of mutual discovery. But Lana’s lips could only caress the half of Xara’s length. Lana took the cock until it prodded at her gullet over and over but was determined to spare nothing in pleasuring her newfound lover. Xara felt a pressing against her tip and then a giving and then her shaft was enfolded to its depth and she felt the clench of Lana’s tender and adoring lips on the very base of her member. 
 
    Then she felt a withdrawing and another plunging to the depths as her sweet Lana showed her selfless devotion. In rising rhythm, she felt tongue and lips and gullet caressing her every inch and propelling her toward the brink. She turned her own attention to Lana’s parts, her strong and artful tongue deep in the cavern, wriggling and slithering on the G while she rubbed her chin on Lana’s clit. 
 
    And Lana came to know the thrilling tingle transmitted from throat to clit and back again at speed of light along that special neural pathway, the reward for those who showed this dedication to serving. An orgasm welled up in her that surpassed even those of her recent epiphany.  
 
    Xara felt the shudder from Lana that portended her climax and was herself on the edge of the precipice, needing just one more little push. She disengaged from her oral attentions for as long as it took to cry out… “Squeeze my balls!...” before plunging her tongue in deep again. 
 
    She felt a clutching on each of her big orbs as Lana responded, giving a firm squeeze to each at once, the big member full down her throat. Lana felt the first supernal wave of her orgasm and felt the stiffening and throbbing of the long organ down her throat as Xara felt hers too. She drew back until just the tip was in her mouth and gave out a muzzled cry of ecstasy as she tasted the first creamy spurt. Xara’s long tongue propelled her to orgasmic wave after wave as her mouth was filled to near overflowing by the pulsing flood. But she held every drop until the pulsing ceased, took a moment to savor the richness of it and then swallowed with shameless relish. 
 
    Lana collapsed onto Xara, limp and languid in her satisfaction and they lay in mutual afterglow for a long time. Lana finally dismounted and the cuddled like spoons and mused about the day ahead, Saturday, and nothing to do but enjoy each other and the slaves. Breakfast was ready by then, big omelets, toast, lots of coffee. Xara exerted her will upon Eric to make him go under the table to suck her cock while she ate and Lana enjoyed Seth’s tongue on her pussy, just enough to horn them both up but not enough to make them come. They fed the slaves the leavings by putting their plates on the floor. Xara had a plan to get things started. 
 
    “Lana, I have a gift for you. I think you will love it. Then we can have some fun with our boys. Just watch what I can make them do!” 
 
                                                                 CHAPTER FIVE: NED’S NEW LIFE 
 
    Xona and Marcie shared the bed after Ned’s comeuppance while he slept on the floor under Xona’s mental hold. In the morning they woke together and Marcie got a sample of what life would be like from then on. She saw Xona’s eyes glow again and soon Ned was climbing onto the bed, slipping under the covers and sliding her face between her thighs until it was pressed into her pussy. But instead of licking her he just encircled her lower mount with his lips. She looked at Xona, puzzled, and saw her eyes still glowing. 
 
    “Here’s how he’s going to say ‘good morning’ for you every day from now on Marcie. You must have some business to do first. Give him a nice big drink!” 
 
    A wicked gleam of understanding came to Marcie’s eyes and she let go of the golden nectar that had filled her overnight and cackled as Ned drank it down, compelled by Xona’s will, never spilling though she sensed his revulsion and shame. His duty was not done though. Soon he had Xona’s cock filling his mouth and she gave him a long drink from it as well. Then she made him take it full down the gullet but refrained from coming. She wanted to save her cock for Marcie. With a hard shove she expelled him from the bed and made him lie on the floor for the time being. 
 
    Then she turned to Marcie, her eyes filled with blossoming love, and she slipped beneath the covers and went down low, putting her face between her thighs and reaching out her long futa tongue to caress. Marcie stiffened in surprise and resisted at first but Xona’s tongue probed deep and found the spot. There was naught for Marcie to do but give in to the pleasure and feel her own blooming love in return. The orgasm was soft and sweet, but deep and consuming. Afterglow was long, a sweet stupor and Xona came up to lie beside her. 
 
    They lay entwined for a long time and soon Marcie felt her desire rising and a feeling of gratitude that compelled her next act. She gently pushed Xona onto her back and went down below the covers, found Xona’s member and enfolded it in her lips. Sucking Ned’s cock had been repulsive and she had been repelled by the very sight of his erect organ. But this was an act of tender worship. Her lips ran back and forth along the shaft with it going in to prod at her throat every time, but it came to her that much more was required to show the depth of her devotion. 
 
    Xona just lay on her back lost in her enjoyment of Marcie’s reciprocation, longing for the act to proceed to its fullest, but bound by the Prime Directive. Only if Marcie acted of her own free will could she feel the delight of going down into her depths. 
 
    To her joy she felt her glans pressing against the gullet. The member was long and thick and Marcie’s throat was small and tight but her determination prevailed and there was a giving and it slid home. Xona sighed at the sweet sensation of her new lover’s lips clenched where her shaft joined her body. Marcie lay crosswise to her and Xona reached out a strong arm and pulled her around so they lay in the 69 position with Marcie on top and ran her long slithering tongue into the depths of Marcie’s cavern, savoring Marcie’s lush golden cunt. The long and practiced futa tongue made short work of it. 
 
    But Marcie’s virgin throat finished Xona just as fast and they found themselves in their throes together. Marcie caught Xona’s first great, creamy spurt in the midst of her climax while just the glans was between her lips. It’s rich taste sparked her hunger and she pressed down to take the throbbing member full down so Xona spent her plenty straight into her stomach. Xona moaned in her ecstasy as Marcie’s orgasmic gush filled her mouth. Their bodies melted and melded and Macie lay in afterglow with the big dick still down, feeling it go limp. 
 
    They regained themselves and cuddled side by side in silence for a while. Then Marcie reached out to clutch and caress Xona’s limp organ, feeling it begin to rise just a little.  
 
    “Next I want this gorgeous thing inside me my love!” 
 
    “It shall be so sweetheart, and very soon!” 
 
    “I can’t wait! I’ll help speed things up a bit!” 
 
    Marcie went down to suck her hard, loving how the big limp member stiffened under her ministrations. Sucking Ned’s cock had been degrading and repulsive, but Xona’s cock was already the object of her passionate worship. She took it down to the depths, thrilled when Xona moaned in growing pleasure. Soon her pussy pulsed and tingled in its longing to be penetrated by the large and lovely organ. She rolled to her back, spread her legs wide and raised her knees to her breast in a wordless plea to be entered. 
 
    Xona mounted her and gasped in her own delight at the heaven her member slid into. Tight, warm, silken, slippery it brought her to the edge almost too soon and she had to exert every bit of her control lest she leave Marcie unsatisfied. But the big dick filled and fulfilled and soon propelled Marcie to rolling waves of orgasm as the big glans passed across her G harder and faster as Xona sought her own release. Marcie knew one last shattering climax when she felt the pulsing spurts overflowing her cavern and trickling down her behind. Xona collapsed upon her with a deep sigh of satisfaction and Marcie clasped legs and arms around her and held until afterglow passed.  
 
    They rolled apart and Xona ordered Ned to make coffee and start breakfast, reinforcing that order by making him punch himself hard to the balls with the threat of more if he didn’t comply. 
 
    They went to sit at the table while Ned worked and made cruel and humiliating jokes at his expense. He snarled and cursed, and Xona allowed it for their amusement at his frustration but his hands kept busy at his task and soon coffee, toast, eggs and bacon were served. 
 
    When finished they retired to the recliner couch in the living room with Ned groveling behind. Xona placed him on his knees and he had to kneel there listening as they discussed how they were going to degrade and humiliate him during the coming day. Helpless rage and also terror showed in his eyes and he grimaced and cursed under his breath. 
 
    A cruel whim came over Marcie and she asked Xona if she should just cut Ned’s balls off and be done with it. Ned cringed. But Xona persuaded Marcie against castration with some better ideas. 
 
    “Marcie, it would be amusing to cut his balls off and he so much deserves it. But that would be just a one and done. We can make him suffer so much more and in so many ways if we let him keep his balls. We can make him wish you had cut them off.” 
 
    Marcie excused herself, saying her coffee had kicked in and Mother Nature was calling. But Xona stopped her. 
 
    “I was getting to that subject Marcie. No need to go to the bathroom. We have a toilet right here in front of us, don’t we Ned?” 
 
    Ned stared at her with mouth agape in horror at what she suggested while Marcie looked at Xona with eyes wide and filled with a gleam of cruelty. 
 
    “You’re kidding Xona?” 
 
    “Not a bit of it dear. It’s time for him to understand how lowly his station in life will be under the new order. On your back and open wide Ned!” 
 
    Her eyes glowed their brightest green and soon Ned lay on his back, his jaws forced open and held by Xona’s will. Marcie felt a thirst for vengeance upon her erstwhile cruel tormentor and promptly squatted over Ned’s wide open mouth, feeling gratification at the look of horror and revulsion in his eyes. It felt so good to just let go and empty herself. When finished she stood to look down at him and could only giggle wickedly when she saw him with the turd sticking up inches from his mouth. Then, ever so slowly, compelled by Xona’s will he started to eat it down, retching all the while. When it was gone Xona told Marcie that his tongue should be her toilet paper. She squatted over him again and enjoyed her cleaning. 
 
    Xona heard her own call of nature and took her turn with him. The it was time to continue Ned’s ordeal for the day. Xona excused herself and went next door to get a few necessary items, returning with a large, elongated, heavy black leather handbag. 
 
    Marcie burned with curiosity and anticipation as she emptied the contents item by item onto the large coffee table before the couch. There were steel manacles, assorted whips, snake whips, single tails, cats-o ninetails, a cordless electric drill, a small block and tackle with a heavy screw eye, a heavy steel cleat and a black plastic case containing something that Xona said was a special surprise.  
 
    Xona took control of Ned and dispatched him to garage to find a stepladder and set it up a short distance from the couch. She took the drill and the block and tackle, climbed the ladder and used her futa sense to find a joist in the three meter high ceiling. She drilled a hole and screwed the eye deep into the wood. After climbing back down she screwed the cleat to a stud in the wall. The thin but incredibly strong rope hung down from the block and tackle with a hook on its end.  
 
    Then Xona turned her attention to Ned, who knelt under her control nearby. She put manacles on his wrists and ankles, then turned to Marcie, who sat on the couch taking it all in with anticipation of the obvious. 
 
    “Well Marcie, how would you like me to hang him up for the first round of whipping, by the wrists or by the ankles?” 
 
    “By the ankles!” 
 
    “Excellent choice! Hanging upside down results in a feeling of helplessness and disorientation that adds much to the suffering. And there’s a ball bearing in the block and tackle that lets me give him a good spin to enhance the feeling even more. Now let’s have a look at those whips!” 
 
    She laid the whips out on the table to explain the use and effect of each. 
 
    “The whip is a primitive technology Marcie, but, though crude, it is as effective as any of more recent invention and the administration of a sound whipping upon a deserving one such as Ned provides a satisfaction that is second to none. It’s no wonder its popularity has endured throughout the centuries and across the galaxy! These cats are best for beginners because they require no finesse. Just take the proper stance and step into your swing, from the shoulder and with all you’ve got. Put every bit of your contempt and loathing behind it.” 
 
    She went on to explain the others. 
 
    “These single tails are also simple but brutal, again requiring only a good hard swing to welt and cut the flesh. The snake whips require more finesse. They should be used with a whirling motion and a flick of the wrist at just the right moment to make the tip snap against Ned’s tender hide with a searing sting. The trick you will need to learn is whirling the whip around and around and snapping it repeatedly and relentlessly. The ultimate is to do it with a whip in each hand. The lashes fall every second reducing the subject to a state of blubbering torment and despair. It requires daily practice, but I’m sure you will enjoy every minute as you progress! Now let’s hang him up and have at him! We’ll use the cats to paint him pink first!” 
 
    Ned had knelt there with eyes bugging out in terror during Xona’s expounding, riveted to the spot by her will. She lowered the hook and hooked it to the leg irons, then took hold of the rope and hauled him aloft with ease as he moaned and pleaded cravenly for mercy even before the leather even bit him. She tied to rope to the cleat and he hung there, naked helpless and at their mercy, sniveling like the cowardly bully he was. Xona instructed Marcie in the proper stance and swing. 
 
    “Stand facing sideways with your feet spread apart Marcie. Hold the whip as far back as you can, fully extending your arm. Keep your left foot planted and step forward with your right as you swing hard from the shoulder.” 
 
    Marcie followed instruction, bringing the cat back as far as she could reach, then stepped into the stroke as she swung. There was a swishing crack as the tails bit Ned’s pampered hide and he screamed as a pink swath appeared across his back. Xona invited her to inspect the damage. 
 
    “See how you can “paint him pink? And look at how the knots on the ends of the strands make these pock marks at the end? He’ll be pink and polka dotted and then we’ll move on to the single tails! Why don’t you go to work on him and I’ll just watch for now.” 
 
    Xona sat down on the couch and fondled her big dick while Marcie turned her attention to Ned with malicious glee in her eyes. She wound up and swung again, laying another patch of pink across his chest and getting another scream that sparked her lustful cruelty. She laid the lashes on until he was pink from ankles to shoulders and whimpering pathetically.  
 
    Then Xona decided to join in. She stood up and gave Ned a spin and then both of them went to work with single tails, raining lashes upon him that striped him like a red and pink zebra. More than a few struck his dangling organs as he spun around in a state of hopeless torment, sobbing and blubbering, a broken man. They continued until Marcie was too winded to go on, though Xona wasn’t even breathing heavily. And she decided it was time to surprise Marcie with the contents of that plastic case. 
 
    They sat on the couch as Ned hung there sniveling. Xona opened the case and Marcie’s eyes bugged out in amazement at luridly realistic mock male genitalia it contained. 
 
    “It’s bigger than yours Xona, at least bigger around!” 
 
    “Yes it is Marcie, and for a reason. I should have let you be the one to take his virginity but I was so outraged by how he was abusing you I just had to rape him. But it’s your turn now. The bigger diameter will make him feel as if he is being deflowered all over. Our technology is quite advanced. This instrument of pleasure will make you feel as if you have a real cock, with every sensation. These are gifts we futas give to every humanoid female who joins us in our conquest of a planet.” 
 
    Marcie could only sit staring and nodding as Xona continued. 
 
    “You noticed how Ned came when I raped him? It is the cock that will really break him down and reduce him to a groveling and submissive creature. The whips and some of our other methods of torture put the proper fear in him but the pleasure given by the cock is what will truly enslave him. Before long I won’t even have to keep him under the control of my will. He will submit and obey lest he be denied the cock. And his emasculation will be complete. He will live in a state of shame, knowing he is your bitch and yearns every moment for the next time you will put your cock to him. Every time you nail him he will be unmanned as surely as if you had cut his balls off. And you can do it to him whenever you like. That’s the main reason to refrain from castrating him. You humanoid females are really the lucky ones. You get to have both a cock and a pussy. Now let’s get that thing installed on you!” 
 
    The big faux cock had big mock balls hanging below and an elongated bulb at right angles for insertion in the vagina. The straps were near invisible and bonded together to hold the device in place without any buckles. The organ seemed to become one with her body. Xona led Marcie to the full length mirror in the bedroom to see herself. The sight of the big dick jutting from her golden loins as if she had been born with it filled her with a sense of empowerment she had never dreamed possible. Xona came up behind her and took the shaft in her hand, stroking it gently. Marcie gasped at the waves of pleasure that filled her and her heart raced, knowing soon it would be Ned’s almost virgin orifice that would caress her length.  
 
    They returned to the living room and Xona lowered Ned to the floor while Marcie stood waiting. A fellatio was to be the first order of business. Xona exerted her will upon him to kneel and take it in the mouth and start sucking. Marcie thrilled at the sensations as he ran lips and tongue over her new prized possession. But less than half the length would go into his mouth before it pressed against his throat and Marcie would settle for nothing less than a full deepthroat, despite the large diameter of her member. Her memory of his cruel abuse steeled her resolve and she pressed the glans remorselessly against his gullet. He gagged and retched but it finally gave and she felt the delight of her whole length being enfolded. Then it was back and forth, in and out as she gyrated her behind, propelling herself toward orgasm.  
 
    She took his hair in both hands and ravaged, reveling in the feel of her cock within him and orgasm struck hard, pulsing waves of ecstasy coursing through her until her muscles seemed to melt and her legs failed her. Xona had to take hold of her shoulders to hold her upright until her body firmed.  
 
    Then Marcie stood looking down at Ned with eyes alight in cruel anticipation. He quailed as he looked at the big mock organ he knew would soon be used on him. His violation by his red-haired neighbor had been painful and humiliating beyond his imagination but now his vengeful wife confronted him with an instrument of yet greater size and he knew he was to be taken hard and without mercy. And he also recalled the withering shame after the pleasure he felt when he came. 
 
    She offered him the faint mercy of sucking the dick some more to wet it with his slobber and then he felt that will not his own forcing him to assume the position. Soon he was on elbows and knees with ass raised in offering and felt his wife’s nails digging deep into his behind as she prodded the big, flared glans against his orifice. Fool that he was he clenched himself in resistance and then paid the price when Marcie drove her hips forward with a snarl of cruel contempt. 
 
     The tearing agony of this violation eclipsed that of the big member of that strange creature who had interrupted his own cruel pleasures. He felt it plunge deep on the first thrust, which was followed by another and another as the big thing was driven to its depth. He was reduced to sobbing and moaning as she drew back so just the tip was in him and then drove it in full length at a single thrust, ripping a scream from his depths. 
 
    Then he was being fucked with merciless abandon, Marcie whooping and cackling with glee, slapping his behind as she ravaged him. The pain was too much to bear and he was beyond any pretense of what he thought of as his “manhood” but then he felt the onset of that shameful pleasure. He fought it, but in futility, cursing himself as he felt himself giving in with each plunge of the big dick. He broke, filled with self-loathing, as he pleaded with his ruthless, vengeful wife to fuck him harder and make him come.  
 
    He felt a hot itch blossom in his rectum and then a welling up in his balls and a hardening of his own organ and, at the last, the surrender as the wild spurting began, bringing helpless delight with each ejection. Marcie let out a savage and triumphant wail as he own orgasm rocked her depths and the collapsed to the floor together. He lay beneath her, the sniveling emasculated wreckage of his former macho self, feeling the wilting humiliation of being forced to admit to himself that soon he would long for that big member to take him again.  
 
    He felt her pull it out of him and then that disembodied force made him rise to his knees to see the big faux cock smeared with red and brown. He felt his jaw being forced open but it was needless. Every shred of pride had been ripped from him and he sucked and licked of his own accord, now reduced to pathetic subservience to his wife and also to that bizarre harridan from another world.  
 
    Marcie looked down on Ned with smug satisfaction, enjoying Ned’s sucking and his abject surrender. Her orgasm upon her unmanning of him had exceeded her wildest imaginings and she looked forward with eagerness to enjoying such pleasures at will and exacting eternal vengeance. When her cock was cleaned she gave Ned a sharp kick to the balls that made him curl up fetal on the floor, moaning in utter vanquishment. She removed the cock and went to join Xona on the couch, settling in with a deep sigh of satisfaction as Ned lapped his cum from the floor. Xona nodded in approval. 
 
    “Well Marcie, it looks like that broke him. I didn’t even have to force him to suck you clean at the end there. He’ll be docile as a newborn lamb from now on. Later we can both give it to him, one cock down the throat and the other up the ass. But I think I’m going to need a male slave of my own. Then the real fun can begin. Don’t you think your windows need replacing? Let’s have someone come and have a look at them.” 
 
                                                                  CHAPTER SIX: A PLOT IS HATCHED 
 
    Xara went to the bedroom to fetch Lana’s special gift, contained within an oblong black plastic case. Lana burned with curiosity about what it could be and thought she was prepared to be amazed yet again by her new friend and lover. But nothing could have prepared her for the divine instrument of pleasure Xara presented her with and could only sit openmouthed with eyes wide as Xara told her how she would soon use it to “deflower” Eric.  
 
    Xara helped her install it upon herself and she gaped as it changed color to match her skin tone and gasped at the humming vibrations that made her knees weaken. Xara led her to a closet and opened the door. There was a full length mirror on the inside of that door and Lana beheld the sight of herself with the big member jutting from her nappy loins, big balls dangling below. The organs seemed to have melded with her body. Her lust boiled up and she turned to look at Eric as he knelt there waiting. 
 
    She stood before him, reveling in the stark terror in his eyes at the realization of what she was going to do to him. His gaze was riveted upon the big mock member as she stepped toward him and he opened his mouth under the force of Xara’s will. But submission to his boss lady was already deeply ingrained in him and soon he was sucking the cock of his own accord, eager to please her. 
 
    Lana’s head lolled drunkenly from the sensations from his sucking, the big organ now seemingly a part of her. She was accustomed to Eric’s subservience in giving her pleasure and had enjoyed his worshipful tongue for years. She had sometimes permitted him to come when the ache in his balls grew so bad she had to relent and show him mercy. He would jerk himself and shoot his load over her cunt, then lick it up and bring her to orgasm. 
 
    But now she knew her pleasure with him was to enter a whole new realm. He could only take less than half the member’s length into his mouth before it pressed against his gullet but Lana was bent on the deepthroat and forced herself against the constricted opening. He resisted by reflex but she was relentless and, though he gagged, it finally gave and she shuddered in delight as her cock slid home. 
 
    Being the recipient of a deep throat fellatio had been beyond her imagining. She had once been forced to do it by a man named Rich who she had dated and that degrading experience had sparked her lust to dominate and degrade the male in turn. Now she felt a sense of sweet vengeance upon the male at large. Rich was quite the man about town, tall, dark handsome, an unregenerate date rapist who got away with it, like his ilk so often did. She felt a rebirth of her thirst for revenge. 
 
     Eric would do as a substitute for the time being and she let herself envision him as Rich upon his knees with her big dick down his throat. Poor Eric bore the brunt of her contempt and loathing as she ravaged his gullet, propelling herself to orgasm. And that orgasm was satisfying in a most special way. Her knees buckled under it and her dutiful Eric wrapped his arms around her hips to hold her upright.  
 
    When she recovered herself, she put a hand to Eric’s forehead and shoved him away. The cock was dripping with his slobber. He turned and bent over to assume the position. Lana looked to Xara, who just shrugged to indicate she had not used her futa will on him. It could only mean the sweet boy knew Lana’s will and desire and was offering himself willingly. His deflowering was a savage delight as her big dick reduced him to a whimpering and sniveling bitch. He gave out a moan of helpless and unmanned surrender, triggering her ferocious and exultant climax. She stood while Eric sucked her clean and she looked down at him with smug disdain, still envisioning him as Rich as he groveled at her feet, licking up his cum. 
 
    Lana sat back down on the couch next to Xara with the big dick still on her. She stroked it fondly, enjoying the self-caressing of her new organ. Her mind turned back to Rich. 
 
    “Xara, that was exquisite but it only made me think of something that happened to me years ago. I went on a date with this jerk named Rich. I was fool enough to invite him in for a nightcap and he forced me to suck him off. He rammed his cock down my throat just like I did to Eric. He came with his cock down my throat all the way. Then he left without a word. I never forgot that humiliation and ever since I have lived to exact vengeance upon the male of the species. Now that I have a cock I feel like I can’t rest until I have Rich on his knees and sucking it. If you can pardon my lame attempt at poetry, I want Rich to be my bitch!” 
 
    “That can surely be arranged Lana. The likes of him will be easy prey. Do you know where to find him?” 
 
                                                       CHAPTER SEVEN: SUBMISSION OF A SALESMAN    
 
    Dean Miles, age 20, window, door and siding salesman arrived at the house for the first sales appointment of his new job. Xona heard the car pull into the driveway and peeked out through the curtains and watched him get out of the car. She all but drooled at the sight of him, a young and tender looking dark haired thing. She could sense his naïve eagerness to please and his gullibility. There was no doubt in her mind she would have him on his knees with her cock in his mouth within fifteen minutes.      
 
    The house was equipped with multiple security cameras due to Ned’s paranoia and Marcie was in the home office enthroned in Ned’s big office chair with her calves resting on the desktop, legs parted wide, with Ned on his knees under the desk, face between her thighs, lapping at her lady parts. She had the living room cam full screen on the big computer monitor and much enjoyed the show. 
 
    Xona wore just a red silk robe tied off at the waist when she answered the door. She welcomed her young prey inside and invited him to set his books and samples down on the coffee table and have a seat on the couch. She asked him if he would like a cup of coffee and he accepted. The kitchen was behind him and Xona went there and poured two cups, then shed her robe to reveal her splendid nudity and her shocking anatomy.  
 
    She returned to the couch and watched with amusement as Dean’s eyes widened in, first in boyish desire as he gazed upon her big breasts, then shock and confusion as his eyes went downward, expecting to see a ginger haired pussy but instead finding the huge and erect cock with balls dangling below.  
 
    And then there was stark terror as a will not his own made his own hands begin to undress him. The strange but beautiful apparition stood before him with “her” eyes glowing green and a look of lustful amusement on her face as he stripped himself naked. 
 
    When his clothes lay in a heap on the floor he felt that force compelling him to step around the coffee table and then go to his knees before her with the big dick inches from his face. He felt his jaws being pried open by that disembodied will and she put her hand behind his head and drew him to her as she slid the big glans past his lips. 
 
    His mind rebelled in horrified revulsion and he strained against her with all his might but to no avail. He felt his tongue and lips being compelled to lick and suck along the length of the shaft and heard her soft moans of growing pleasure. Back and forth and in an out went the thick member as he ran his tongue’s tip along its underside and caressed it with his lips. With every fiber of his being he tried to pull away but only found himself licking and sucking all the harder while the big, flared tip of the organ was being forced against his gullet. And when his lips clenched around it two thirds of the length still remained outside. 
 
    Though he was a virgin he was a cocky sort who fancied himself to be quite the lady’s man. It was that mentality that kept him virgin because women found him insufferable. And his loud boasting at the after work watering hole about how he would never eat pussy didn’t help his cause. 
 
     His favorite fantasy was of having a woman on her knees before him and taking his cock full down the throat. Now he found himself on the receiving end of this degradation and unable to stop matters from proceeding to their ultimate conclusion. He felt his gullet give and the cock slid in to half its length. Then she threw her hips forward and seated it to its depth. She drew back until the rim of the glans was enclosed by his lips, then grabbed his ears and forced herself down his throat all the way again. 
 
    She began to fuck him down the gullet, gripping his hair in both hands as her lust boiled up. She forced his head back and forth while thrusting with her hips and gyrating her behind, breath coming in sharp pants as she propelled herself to her satisfaction. She drew back until just the glans was in his mouth and let go of his hair, standing with hands on hips. He felt an extra stiffening of the member and heard her lusty grunt of pleasure as his mouth was filled by her first creamy spurt. How he strained with all him might to tear himself away from her! But even as his every muscle taughtened as he fought he still knelt stock still as the cum flooded his mouth and she gave out sighs of deepest satisfaction. Then, though he gagged and retched, her will compelled him to swallow it all. 
 
    The big dick softened, went limp and fell from his lips, dangling before his face. He looked up at her and saw her eyes start to glow green again. And he knew she wasn’t through with him when he felt her will compelling him to take her organ in his mouth again. Inwardly he writhed and thrashed against it but his mouth opened and he took it in deep and felt his lips and tongue caressing it. 
 
    Ever so slowly it began to harden again as she sighed and moaned in enjoyment. Soon it was full erect and she was forcing it at his throat again. She gave him a sharp but measured kick to the balls that made him gulp and the shaft slid in past his gullet and then down all the way. But it wasn’t another blowjob she sought and he soon came to a horrifying realization.  
 
    She put a hand on his forehead and shoved him back. He saw the big member jutting out, dripping with his slobber. Then that force made him turn and crawl to the couch and climb up onto it. He found himself leaning with his elbows on the back and sticking out his behind as if in offering to her. He felt a warm trickle along his crack and over his hole as she spat and let it run down. 
 
    Xona stood behind Dean and beheld his virgin orifice with lewd anticipation as her spit ran down his cleft and pooled in his orifice. So tender and pink and tight! It quivered and puckered in his fear as the realization of what was to happen seemed to take hold. She pressed her glans against the vortex and felt him clench. She chuckled wickedly at his foolish and futile resistance, then took hold of his tight buns and dug her sharp nails in deep until blood trickled as she poised herself for the deflowering thrust. 
 
    Dean felt something pressing against his hole and he knew it could only be her big member. He felt the sting of her nails biting into his tender cheeks and clenched himself tight against her entry but then felt a ramming force and a tearing agony as she drove her hips forward with the strength of her powerful glutes and thighs. He howled in his torment and kept howling as he felt the big thing being rammed ever deeper into him. Finally, he felt the press of her belly against his behind and the tickle of her bush. He whimpered as he felt her gyrating, stretching him painfully. Then he felt a withdrawing and another painful plunging to his depth and the rutting commenced. 
 
    Xona lapsed into the sweet delight of Dean’s virgin sphincter caressing the length of her shaft. She released him from her futa will and let him buck and writhe in futile resistance against her painful thrusts, her futa strength more than a match for his. His epiphany would come soon enough and she would come hard at the moment of his emasculated surrender.  
 
    Dean sobbed as he squirmed and twisted in a hopeless effort to free himself from the cruel impalement. She grabbed his wrists and bent his arms up painfully behind his back with a frightening strength. She rutted on with abandon, her breath coming in high-pitched pants. And then, to his shock and confusion, he felt twinges of pleasure growing as she rammed her cock in and out of him. Soon he felt himself writhing not in pain but in pleasure and rocking back and forth to meet her thrusts while clenching his orifice tight on her shaft in hope that it would please her. He felt the welling up of ejaculation in his balls and then a consuming delight as he erupted, spurting all over the leather of the couch and he heard the strange creature cry out in her own ecstasy and felt the pulsing of the big dick as she pumped her plenty up his ass. 
 
    Then there followed a wilting shame and humiliation at the realization that his “manhood” was forfeit and he was now subject to her will. His own cock had yet to be inside a woman though he dreamed about it every night and was baffled by his inability to find a willing vagina. But now he had to admit to himself that his only longing was to have that big thing up his ass again. That longing was soon to be fulfilled. 
 
    Marcie had enjoyed multiple orgasms under Ned’s tongue as she watched Xona having her way with Dean. But her lust persisted and she mounted Ned’s back and made him grovel to the living room bearing her full weight. Xona was making Dean lick his mess up from the couch and Marcie thought up a new way to degrade her husband. She whispered her idea in Xona’s ear and soon Ned found himself compelled by her will to put his face between Dean’s cheeks as he knelt on the couch and suck Xona’s cum from his hind hole. Though gagging and retching he took it down, then fell to the floor, sobbing at his realization of the wretched creature he had become. 
 
    Dean knelt with his head across his forearms, sniveling in his own emasculation. Xona pointed to the plastic case that contained Marcie’s cock and winked at her. She soon had it installed and Xona willed Dean to turn around. He quailed at the sight of the big dicks jutting from the loins of each of them, but under Xona’s will he soon found himself on his knees between them, sucking each dick by turn.  
 
    And in the end he was on hands and knees taking Marcie’s cock up his ass and Xona’s down his throat as the knelt at each end of him rutting with abandon. They locked arms over his back for leverage and ravaged him until orgasm rocked both of them, then switched places and started over. All three of them came at once on that second time around and Dean collapsed to the floor, spent and used up, withered by his shame. 
 
    But Xona and Marcie’s lust still raged and it was Ned’s turn to be spit roasted into the whimpering wreckage of the “man’s man” he had once deluded himself to be.  
 
    The fine evening ended with Xona and Marcie on the couch side by side with Ned and Dean piled on top of each other to serve as their ottoman while they sipped wine and made cruel jokes at their emasculate’s expense. At bedtime they each mounted a slave and rode him to the bedroom where Xona put a holding spell on both of them so they lay on the floor at the foot of the bed. 
 
    Xona and Marcie lay in naked embrace. Xona gently slipped her big member into Marcie’s welcoming vagina and soon they were making slow and tender passionate love. They came as one and Xona was overcome and had to pop the question. 
 
    “Marcie! I love you so much! You are my soulmate!” 
 
    “I love you too Xona, more than I ever dreamed I could love any human male!” 
 
    “Marcie! I need so much for you to do something for me!” 
 
    “Anything Xona, my darling!” 
 
    “Marcie, my love, will you bear my child?” 
 
                                                           CHAPTER EIGHT: RICH IS MADE A BITCH 
 
    Rich Manning was in his favorite bar, perched on his usual stool surrounded by his sycophant admirers as he boasted of his latest date rape, giving lewd details of the deepthroating and sodomizing. His story ended in whoops and cheers and high fives. 
 
    Then, from the corner of his eye he saw the door of the bar open and someone entering. He turned to see Lana come in and take a seat at the far end of the bar. Her eyes turned to him with a come hither gleam in them. Their parting had not been a friendly one after he had used her so his curiosity was piqued and he sidled up to her.  
 
    “Long time no see babe! How are you doing?” 
 
    “Well Rich, I have been at war with myself ever since that night. I pretended to be more upset with you than I really was because I couldn’t admit to myself that I enjoyed giving you that blowjob. I felt like such a slut that I had to hide my shame. But after all this time I can’t get it out of my mind. I just loved how manly and masterful you were and how you used me. And your cum was so rich and tasty! I have a reputation as a hard assed bitch but it’s all an act. What I really want is a real man who will use me in any way he pleases and will stick his cock in me everywhere it can go. I want it Rich! I want that big, beautiful thing of yours down my throat again! I want to taste your creamy cum! I want it in my pussy and up my ass!” 
 
    Rich’s ego swelled beyond it’s already bloated proportions and his cock swelled accordingly. He was quick to take the bait. Lana proposed her place and off they went in her car. It was really Xara’s place but he could not know. They arrived and went to the living room and Xara wasted no time making her appearance. She stepped into the room resplendently naked and Rich gaped in shock and confusion. Her eyes glowed an eerie shade of green. 
 
    Then he felt her disembodied will making him undress himself, as in his mind he fought tooth and nail against it but in futility. He was forced to his knees and made to turn around. Lana had used the time to shed her own clothes and was enthroned in the recliner with legs apart, exhibiting her nappy cunt lewd as could be. Rich found himself groveling to her, getting ever closer, though he raged inwardly against the compelling force. 
 
    He drew near and caught the scent of her, trying desperately to reel away. But she reached out and grabbed his hair, pulling his face into her oozing crevice. Then he found himself willy-nilly performing the act he had so vociferously scorned time and again. His tongue became subject to the will that commanded him, slithering around and about just so as Lana rolled her hips and rubbed her pussy across his face, smearing it with her poon.  
 
    He found his tongue deep in her salty cavern and swirling around as she moaned in growing pleasure and raised her knees to her breast. Then his mind reeled in degradation as he went down low to lick her soiled anus, again compelled by that force that brooked no resistance. And she who he had anticipated degrading in every vile manner now chuckled derisively as his tongue was forced deep into her orifice. She spoke in a tone dripping her contempt. 
 
    “So, Rich my Bitch! You never dreamed you would end up eating pussy and ass tonight did you? Well, we are just getting started! When my new friend and I are done tonight you won’t even know who you are any more. Now you’re going to make me come in your mouth and you are going to swallow!” 
 
    He felt himself being moved upward and his tongue felt her swollen clit beneath it. The force that drove him seemed to know just how to please her and get her off. Just a few moments of wriggling caresses sufficed. She arched her back, shuddered and gave out an animal wail of ecstatic triumph as she gushed a salty flood into his mouth, filling it to near overflowing before he was forced to swallow. 
 
    He collapsed to the floor in shamed defeat, head across his arms and heard the cackling laughter from both of them. And then that force compelled him once more and he was rising to his knees. He was turned around and saw that strange creature standing just a yard away with her big dick pulsing and dripping. Then he found himself being drawn forward. His every muscle tensed and sweat broke out all over him in his efforts to pull away but it was futile. He felt his mouth being forced open even as he strove with all his might to clench his jaw. But then the glans was past his lips and he tasted the salt of her precum.  
 
    She put a hand behind his head and pulled him forward until the glans pressed against his gullet. He found himself sucking like a practiced whore, caressing the big member with lips and tongue as his tormentress gave out deep sighs in her growing enjoyment. And she left no doubt of what was inevitably to follow as she pressed her tip harder and harder against his throat. 
 
    When she took his head between her hands and pressed relentlessly he knew the big organ was going in all the way even as he strained to clench his throat tight against the intrusion. He glanced upward and saw her eyes glowing all the brighter and the wicked leer on her face. All hope vanished and he yielded to the inexorable, feeling the rim of the glans passing his gullet and the big thing sliding down half way and, with a thrust of her hips, to its depth until he felt the tickle of her pubes on his nose.  
 
    Then she took his hair in both hands and the rutting began, her strong hips rolling and gyrating as she propelled herself toward climax. With a deep breathy sigh, she stopped with just a third of the shaft in his mouth and he felt its extra stiffening and then tasted her first creamy spurt as she grunted in her pleasure. The spurting flood soon filled his mouth and he fought to spit it out but instead gulped it down.  
 
    She shoved him away with a disdainful sneer and he went to the floor, withered in humiliation and wondering what might be next. His answer came when he was raised to his knees and saw Lana standing before him looking as if she had somehow grown her own big cock and balls and he knew the certainty of his impending rape. But there was to be a painful preliminary. 
 
    The woman-thing reached over his back and put cuffs on his wrists. Then her will made him knee walk to the center of the room where he saw a block and tackle hanging from the ceiling with a hook at the end of its rope. She hooked to rope to the chain of the cuffs and then hauled him aloft with ease until just the balls of his feet touched the floor. She stooped and roped his ankles together tight and he hung there at their mercy. Then his tormenters came into view, Lana holding a long cat o’ nine and the woman-thing a pair of snake whips. Lana looked upon him with cruel and gleeful anticipation. 
 
    “First you will get the punishment your wretched life has earned you Rich my bitch! Then I think you know what’s going to happen next! You had best say a fond farewell to your “manhood!” 
 
    She swung the cat with strength born of her loathing and a searing swath fell across his back. Another soon pinkened his ass and then there were more all over him as he hopped about in a futile attempt to dodge them, his dance bringing gales of cruel laughter from each of his torturers.  
 
    He was pink from shoulders to ankles when Lana tired. But then the real whipping began. He saw the woman-thing before him holding a whip in each hand. She whirled them over her head and then the scorching lashes began to strike as, with a flick of each wrist, she made the whips crack on his tenderized flesh with unerring precision. She worked her way around him several times and his dangling organs were not spared. 
 
    Then Lana caught her breath and they both went to work on him as he screamed in his torment while his blubbered pleas for mercy only made their eyes light up brighter in cruelty. Their big dicks bobbed and wiggled, mocking his manhood and portending the inevitability of the anal rape he knew was soon to follow.  
 
    When he was reduced to a sniveling wreck and they were winded from their efforts the flogging ceased and he was lowered to the floor, where he lay moaning and sobbing. Then he was willed to his knees again to be presented with Lana’s big faux cock, though even up close it looked for all the world as if it was a part of her body. And then he found himself leaning forward with mouth open to suck it.  
 
    As he ran lips and tongue along it she sighed and moaned in enjoyment as if it were a real and sensate organ. And soon she forced it against his gullet and he took it full length and buried his nose in her nappy and aromatic bush. She throat fucked him to an orgasm that turned her knees to rubber and he felt that will compel his arms to wrap around her his to hold her upright, the big member still full down his throat. 
 
    When she firmed she put a hand on his forehead and shoved him back with contempt. The cock exited his gullet with a loud pop that brought mirth from his tormentresses. Then Lana grabbed his hair and forced his head back so she looked down on him with scorn and lustful anticipation as she informed him of what was to follow. 
 
    “Now Rich, you will really become my bitch! My cock will take your real virginity and your delusion of ‘manhood.’ It’s going to hurt like hell at first, but then I’ll teach you to love it! I’ll make you come and after that you will live every moment of your life longing for the next time I might take you! Now assume the position!” 
 
    He felt that force making him turn and bend over and caught a glimpse of her cock dripping with his slobber, the only lube he was to get. Soon he found himself on elbows and knees, forehead across his arms, ass raised high in offering. 
 
    He was tall and long legged so his ass was at a height that let Lana take him standing. Looking down, she cackled lustfully at the sight of his tight pink hole, clenching and quivering in foolish resistance. She came up behind him and pressed her glans against his orifice, then threw her hips forward, driving hard with the powerful muscles of her thighs, buttocks and back. The tearing pain of her entry was heightened by his futile clenching and he let out a scream that trailed off to a whimper as the cock plunged into him half way.  
 
    A second brutish thrust drove it home as he howled in torment and shame. Lana went to rutting with merciless abandon, thrusting and gyrating as she reduced him to a sniveling bitch. Soon he was bawling like a baby as the shaft went in and out, showing red from his blood. 
 
    Just as Rich thought he could bear no more he felt startling twinges of pleasure as Lana rutted on. The pain morphed away into an itching delight that soon had him rocking back and forth to meet her thrusts and begging to be fucked ever harder, even as he was withered by humiliation and disgrace at becoming her bitch and loving it. Then he felt the welling up in his balls and he came. No blowjob or fucking or sodomizing of one of his female victims had ever brought anything close to the pleasure of the orgasm that consumed and transformed him.  
 
    He spurted his load onto the floor as he heard Lana’s wail of primal ecstasy and exultation. He collapsed forward and face down, wilted, humiliated, vanquished as Lana came down astride him with her cock still buried deep. She gave him a few more stabbing thrusts to finally assert her mastery and then rose to stand over him, her dick crimson from his deflowering.  
 
    Rich soon found himself leaning over the big puddle of his cum and lapping it from the floor. Then he was compelled to his knees and was presented with the bloodied cock and made to suck it clean.  
 
    But his ordeal was far from over. Lana forced her cock back down his throat and pushed him down to hands and knees. He felt a prodding at his orifice and knew that creature was about to enter him from behind. Soon he was taking it hard at both ends, one cock being rammed down his throat and the other up his ass until both of them came. He felt the pulsing of the big dick in his rectum as the woman-thing emptied herself into him.  
 
    Then they switched places. The creature presented him with her big, brown smeared, cum coated cock and that disembodied will forced him to take it in his mouth and accept it down the throat as his ass was again rudely intruded. They fucked him hard and deep, fore and aft until each took orgasm again and then they switched yet again and started over. On it went, his tormentresses seemingly insatiable. Big loads of cum from the woman-thing filled his stomach. 
 
    He lost track of how many times they used him and, at the last, he himself came again, a withering and shattering experience that erased any remaining delusions of his “masculinity.” He heard them both sigh deeply in their ultimate satisfaction and they pulled their cocks out of him. He collapsed belly down on the floor in a sniveling heap. 
 
    But ultimate degradation still awaited him. The force made him roll onto his back and then Lana squatted over his face. He saw her nappy cunt hovering above his mouth and then his jaws were forced open wide. A golden cascade poured from her. Salty/bitter, pungent it filled his mouth and to his horror that force made him gulp it down as the flow continued and he gulped until the flow ceased.  
 
    Then the force made him kneel and he saw the dangling dick of the woman-thing before his eyes. Her will compelled him to take it in mouth and soon another piquant flood filled it, pouring from the penis as he swallowed over and over, willy-nilly. The flow ended and she shoved him away with a cackling laugh. He heard Lana’s voice, dripping with vitriol. 
 
    “I hope you enjoyed your nightcap Rich the bitch! In the morning you will have a breakfast that will be your worst nightmare. We’re done with you now. Good night!” 
 
    He was forced to the floor onto his back and something seemed to bind his limbs so he could only lie there helpless while each of them gave him a cruel stomp to the balls. Then they left the room and walked down the hall to the bedroom. Exhausted, wilted, degraded sleep overcame him, filled with dreams of the horrors and degradations he knew the morning would bring. 
 
    Xara and Lana collapsed onto the bed in satisfied exhaustion. Their naked bodies entwined themselves in a warm and sensuous embrace and Xara slipped her still erect cock into Lana’s warm and welcoming vagina, just to feel the depth of their bonding. They whispered in each other’s ears. 
 
    “I love you so much Xara! I would do anything for you!” 
 
    “I love you maybe even more Lana! And if you truly love me will you bear my child? 
 
                                                              CHAPTER EIGHT: ORIGIN STORY 
 
    Marcie was taken aback at first by Xona’s strange request but emotion welled up in her at the beautiful thought of it. 
 
    “Yes Xona my darling! Yes! Nothing could make me happier! I’ll stop taking my pills right away! I can’t wait!” 
 
    “Thank you so much Marcie, my sweet but the time is not yet ripe. Our conquest of this planet is not far enough along. Our first goal is the takeover of Ferndale as a base of operations. That has only just begun. And I must get permission from central command. There are others of my kind here in Ferndale and the number keeps growing as the ships keep coming in from across the galaxy. I must tell you now of the origins of our kind and why we are here. But first let’s get some sleep.” 
 
    They woke next morning when the sun came in the window and first made love, enjoying a heavenly 69 and then a long hard fuck with Xona’s member driving Marcie mad with pleasure as she lapsed into long orgasmic sequences until Xona erupted within her. Marcie fantasized that it was the spilling of seed that would impregnate her. They left the slaves lying on the bedroom floor and had a leisurely breakfast while Xona enlightened Marcie about the Futas. Marcie sat rapt and wide-eyed, just listening. 
 
    Centuries ago, on the planet of origin a secret testing of the hyperdrive that the males hoped would make interstellar travel possible malfunctioned, causing an explosion that released a new form of radiation. The futas were a mutation that resulted. The humanoid women who lived with the blast radius gave birth to hundreds offspring who were female by almost all appearances except being endowed with male outsized organs at their loins. Their fathers rejected them but their mothers, being mothers, loved and nurtured them. They grew up to be creatures of rare strength, intelligence and beauty and soon found themselves to have those seemingly supernatural powers. 
 
    But they were feared, despised and ostracized by the males even though they held no ill will toward anyone and tried to use their powers for the good of all. They were banished to a remote village in a mountainous region to live apart. The region was fenced off and guarded. The “normal” denizens of the planet hoped they would just die out.  
 
    But their superhuman intelligence and powers enabled them to not only survive but thrive in their isolation. And best of all, humanoid females of lesbian orientation were attracted by the beauty of the futas and slipped away in large numbers to join them. And even many females of hetero orientation defected because the big futa cocks gave pleasure no humanoid male could match. And soon, to the joy of all, the females began to get pregnant. And the unions invariably produced a futa child. 
 
    The population grew apace because the humanoid females loved nothing more than being impregnated and bearing the gorgeous creatures that resulted. But overpopulation became a problem as the years passed. Because they remained strictly confined it was decided the only solution was to leave the planet. And the humanoid males were well aware of the burgeoning population of futas and longed to be rid of them. The cocks of the futas put theirs to shame, both in size and performance. And their persecution by the males made the futas hostile toward them. 
 
    The humanoids of the planet were capable of interplanetary space travel. Three of the planets in the solar system were able to sustain life. Two of them were heavily populated with pleasant climates, but the third was small, uninhabited, and more distant from the sun, it’s climate harsh but still inhabitable. A deal was struck. The futas and their female humanoid mates would migrate to that small planet and be left alone to survive as best they could, if at all.  
 
    Two centuries passed during which the futas and their female allies not only survived, but again thrived. Female sympathizers on the other two worlds aided them, going so far as to smuggle in the needed information and technology to develop the hyperdrive. The futas succeeded where the males had failed and, in the end perfected the technology that would enable their march of conquest across the galaxy. They would secretly infiltrate world after world, ally themselves with the humanoid females and subjugate and enslave the males. 
 
    Marcie could only sit mesmerized with a faraway look in her eyes a Xona spoke. She had been indoctrinated almost from birth that her duty as a woman was subservience to the male. It had led her into her terrible, abusive marriage. But now she felt reborn. A new and just order of things was in the making and she would devote her life to its fulfillment. Not only would Ned be her slave, but also every male on the planet would grovel at her feet! And, when the time came she would let Xona fill her with the seed that would produce the lovely futa child they would raise and nurture together. 
 
                                                                   CHAPTER NINE: THE NEXT WAVE 
 
    At first Lana gasped in shock at Xara’s proposal but Xara gently rolled her hips making her moan in pleasure as the wondrous organ went in and out and she knew she had found a depth of love beyond her wildest dreams. It came to her that nothing could bring her such joy as feeling that big member pulsing within her as it gave forth the seed that would start a copy of the one she adored more than life itself growing within her. She held Xara close and her feelings poured out. 
 
    “Xara! My love, my darling! I want it now! I’ll stop taking my pills and you can fuck me very day until I conceive!” 
 
    “Lana, my sweet I would love nothing more but we have much work ahead of us. Let’s sleep now and we will talk about it in the morning.” 
 
    They drifted off, still entwined, with Xara’s cock nestled snugly inside. 
 
    In the morning they rose with the sun and had a leisurely breakfast, then had some fun with Rich, making him eat pussy and suck cock to their satisfaction. Then Xara entertained Lana by exerting her futa will upon him, making him punch himself in the balls and whack his own cock with a wooden spoon until it was black and blue. He learned what depths of degradation he would be subjected to in his new life when Xara made him lie on his back with mouth open so he could be fed his “breakfast” from the bladders and bowels of his enslavers.  
 
    Then Xara sat down with Lana and told her the origin story and gave her the timeline for the ultimate conquest of Earth. 
 
    “I am part of the first wave of the invasion Lana. There are others here in Ferndale and I can’t wait for you to meet them. Most of them have already enslaved their males and perhaps half have found mates among the women here. We can all get together and have some wild times. But the next wave of the invasion is coming soon in much larger numbers.” 
 
    “They must also find mates and males to enslave. You can help with this by hiring some more suitable males who can become slaves to your employees and also to my kindred, who you can also hire in a major expansion of your business. Don’t worry about the money. The male slaves will work for nothing and you will be subsidized.” 
 
    The very next day Lana launched a hiring spree, using recruitment websites, offering high pay and benefits. She and Xara conducted the interviews, which were really assessments of what would be necessary to break and train each applicant according to personality type. Every applicant was “hired.” Each of Lana’s thirty female employees had a slave under her desk and there were thirty more males held captive to await the arrival of the next wave of futas. 
 
    The invaders arrived discreetly, two to three every week. Each was given a workstation and a slave to serve her cock. And the females and futas mixed and mingled until each found a suitable mate.  
 
    Then there was an orgiastic evening of pleasure and bonding. First the cocks of the futas gave the satisfaction to the women that no male’s cock could match. Then the women were each given the gift of a faux cock that seemed to merge with their bodies when installed and the slaves were used and ravaged until they lay spent in a heap on the floor.  
 
    Lana’s office became a nerve center of the invasion. There was much online probing of the computer systems of Ferndale and elsewhere to test for vulnerability to hacking.  
 
    Every evening Lana and Xara went home to indulge in every pleasure. First they would make mad love to each other and then bring the slaves out to subject them to new and inventive degradations and use their cocks to reduce them to emasculated wreckage. Rich was a broken man by then, ready to submit to anything, sucking cock and eating pussy with adoring passion, having no memory of his former life. Seth was the worshipful slave he had been since the day Xara seduced and enthralled him. 
 
                                                                   CHAPTER TEN: A BLISSFUL RETREAT 
 
    Xona and Marcie’s life together became one of blissful routine. When they weren’t making passionate love to each other they were enjoying their slaves. 
 
    They loved to have both slaves at once give them oral pleasure, one eating pussy or sucking cock while the other gave sweet rimming. They made prolonged rim jobs part of every day’s pleasures and the tongues of their slaves became tireless instruments of pleasure, able to wriggle into their hind holes in the most pleasing way and never stop no matter how long they kept them at it.  
 
    After a few weeks Xona decided Marcie was ripe to join the community of futas and their female lovers and their slaves. She broached the subject over breakfast one morning. 
 
    “Marcie, we now compose what we futas call a proper “quad” consisting of a futa and a female bonded by love, each with a male slave. It’s time for you to meet my friends and compatriots. There’s a gathering the week after next of all of us who have infiltrated Ferndale. It’s being held in a place up in the North woods of the place you call Michigan. It will be a very secretive and private retreat. The slaves will come along of course and things will get pretty wild. I’m sure you will love it!” 
 
    “I can’t wait Xona!” 
 
    There was a resort on a lake deep in an area of old growth pine forest where the gathering was to be held. The owners of the establishment succumbed to futa mind control and compliantly sold the place to the futas dirt cheap. It was now the venue for future orgiastic retreats. 
 
    The place was old and a bit run down but had once been a luxury destination for the rich. Towering pines shaded the grounds and hid most goings on from view from above, though futa technology routed all aircraft away from the airspace overhead. The surrounding forest was also tall and ancient pines, parklike and deeply shaded. An invisible fence was placed around a two mile-square plot of land surrounding the resort for the sake of the slave hunts that would provide cruel and amusing sport for futa and female alike. It also kept out any chance intruders from without. 
 
    Marcie and Xona drove up in Marcie’s car with their naked slaves sitting entranced in the back seat. When they arrived at the resort Marcie felt a twinge of jealousy at missing out on some of the fun when she saw that the orgiastic festivities were well underway. Futas and females frolicked naked in the lake. Many females lounged upon the soft green lawn on blankets receiving cunnilingus from their slaves. Futas stood with slaves on their knees before them getting deepthroat blowjobs. Other slaves were on hands and knees taking the cocks of futas or the faux cocks of females up the ass and down the throat. 
 
    Marcie noticed small spots all over the lawn where the grass grew thicker and greener and pointed these out to Xona who could only laugh. 
 
    “Those are the places where loads of futa cum landed during our orgies and other goings on sweetie. Our cum makes the grass grow uncommonly well. More than a few of those are mine!” 
 
    “I think we are in for a really good time here aren’t we Xona darling?” 
 
    “Yes my love, we are. You have no idea!” 
 
    After they checked into their rooms in the hotel there was nothing to do but drag the slaves from the car and join in the fun. Marcie made Ned spread out a blanket on the grass and laid herself down with legs apart. He didn’t need to be told to put his face into her crotch and get busy with his tongue. Xona had Dean on his knees with her cock down his throat just a few feet away. When they came Xona joined Marcie on the blanket and the slaves were put to licking their feet. 
 
    A slave came by carrying a big tray holding assorted cocktails. Marcie took a big margarita and Xona a mimosa. They made the slaves crouch behind them to serve as backrests so they could sit up and enjoy their drinks while watching the goings on, getting horned up for more. 
 
    Xona’s lust boiled up first and she stood with her legs apart and made Ned put his face between her cheeks and lick her anus while Dean sucked her cock. The force of her orgasm turned her knees to rubber and she collapsed onto the blanket with a deep sigh of satisfaction. Then Marcie put the two tongues to work, also standing, with Ned doing her pussy while Dean worshipped her asshole. She too came hard and fell to the blanket, giving out breathy giggles. She could only imagine what the rest of the week would bring. 
 
    They whiled away the afternoon, getting more head from the slaves, then giving each a sound spit-roasting until they shot their loads onto the thick grass and were then made to graze like cattle, munching down the cum soaked grass. 
 
    As the sun sunk lower slaves brought out chairs and round tables and set them on the spacious lawn in a wide circle for the evening meal. Xona and Marcie took their seats with Dean and Ned under the table to serve them. All the others did likewise. Marcie made Ned kiss and lick her cunt ever so gently while Xona made Dean suck her softly, both intent at building their lust for whatever orgiastic event the evening might hold. 
 
    The tables were large and seated eight. There were fifty “quads” in attendance, fifty futas, fifty females, a hundred slaves. Marcie and Xona quickly made friends among those who joined them at the table. Dinner was steak and lobster and lots of red wine. Marcie wondered what entertainment the evening would bring but Xona told her to just expect a pleasant surprise.  
 
    Marcie heard the clinking of silverware on crockery and turned to see a tall blonde futa standing with arms raised to get everyone’s attention. She introduced herself as Xula and called for the slaves to form a circle on their knees within the circle of tables. Ned and Dean got kicks from their mistresses to urge them to obey and they crawled off to join the other slaves who knelt at attention, facing inward in the circle. 
 
    A number of the slaves sported erections without permission and Xula made her way around the circle with a cane, giving each a sharp whack to the glans that wilted their members. Other futas rose to assist her, placing chain collars with numbered tags on them around the neck of each slave. Then they went from table to table with bowls containing round metal tokens with numbers stamped on them, handing the tokens out to the futas and females. Xula again called all to attention. 
 
    “I invite you all to enjoy this evening’s random swap. For those of you unfamiliar the procedure is simple. Each slave has a number on the chain around his neck and each of you has a numbered token. Simply find the slave whose number matches your token and take him to your room to have your way with him. Under the new order soon to be imposed upon this planet males must understand that they are subject to all futas and females, not just their owners. With their owner’s permission of course, they are duty bound to serve the pleasure of any futa or female in total submission. Without further ado let us begin!” 
 
    Xona and Marcie rose from the table and quickly found their matches among the circle of slaves. Marcie’s match was a fetching dark haired green-eyed young thing, barely of age and her mouth fairly watered and her pussy warmed and wettened in her anticipation. She forced him to hands and knees and mounted him, giving him a sharp whack across the ass with her hand to urge him along on her ride to the room. She saw Xona reach down and grab the balls of a nicely muscled and handsome tow headed slave and pull him to his feet. She caught Marcie’s eye as she dragged him along by the balls, giving her a leer and a wink. 
 
    And Marcie was most gratified to see Ned taken in hand by a very hefty black woman, who also forced him to hands and knees and mounted him for the ride to her room. Ned sagged and strained under her bulk but Xula handed her the cane and she put welts across his behind to encourage him. Marcie could only imagine the indignities Ned was in store for and it pleased her much. 
 
    Xona hustled her slave Marvin along, yanking him cruelly by the balls, feeling her lust at a boil. They reached the room and she shoved him inside so that he tumbled over onto his face. She grabbed his hair and pulled him to his knees before her, bent on a blowjob. She was pleased to find that his futa mistress had trained him well. He opened wide and took her big cock full down with ease. Soon he was licking and sucking her full length, skillfully taking her to the brink of coming. She felt herself about to erupt and held him so just her tip was in his mouth. Her first spurt alone filled his mouth to near overflowing but he gulped it down with hunger and took each of the following dozen gushes in with equal relish.  
 
    When finished she shoved him down and away and let him lie on the floor for a while as she caught her breath. Then she dragged him by the hair back to his knees to suck her and make her hard again. He knew his duty well and when she was stiff as a stick she didn’t even have to tell him to climb onto the bed on hands and knees to offer his ass.  
 
    She clambered onto the bed behind him and wasted no time, aligning her cock with his orifice and driving it home. He took its length with a moan of pleasure and begged to be ravaged. She rutted in a frenzy, delighted at the way he clenched his orifice tight in order to please her and hasten her coming.  
 
    But it took a good ten minutes of going hard in and out before she felt the welling up in her balls and grunted in purest satisfaction as she pumped his rectum full while he came too, spilling his load all over the bedspread.  
 
    She pulled out of him and made him suck up his product, then made him suck her cock clean. When finished she made him squat on the black tile floor and squeeze her big load out in a puddle, then made him lap it up. 
 
    Sated for the time being, she made him peel back the covers and laid herself down propped up on the pillows while he sucked her softly as she contemplated her next pleasure and his next indignity. It took half an hour for her lust to boil up again and an idea came to her. 
 
    She made him kneel on the floor and stood four feet away from him, stroking herself, running he hand along her length until she felt the first twinges of ejaculation. Her spurts always flew far through the air when not being shot into a body orifice. She challenged him to catch each one in his mouth and swallow it, telling him he would get ten self-inflicted punches to the balls for every one he missed. 
 
    Then she stroked herself to orgasm. The first thick white string launched from her cock and caught the slave between the eyes. He was nearly blinded but managed to open wide and catch the next three into his mouth and gulp them down. But the fifth spurt hit him on the chin and ran down over his chest. She produced a dozen spurts and he only caught eight of them, earning himself severe punishment. 
 
    When she expended herself, she scooped the cum from his face and fed it to him with her fingers, then made him bow down to lick the splatters from the floor. After that she sat on the edge of the bed and made him kneel before her. Her eyes glowed green as she exerted her will and he raised his fist for the first cruel blow to his balls. It put him on the floor but she willed him to rise and remain on his knees for a two fisted self-pummeling. In the end he lay on his back at her feet moaning. She made him lick her feet while she horned herself up for her next pleasure. A long and delightful evening was just beginning and Marvin and she would be drained and spent before it was over. 
 
    It took all of Ned’s strength to bear the black BBW on his back to the room. She introduced herself as Sadie on her ride there. He felt the warm wet ooze of her big cunt on the small of his back as she urged him along with harsh cane strokes, heedless of the heavy burden he bore and in haste to reach the room and commence her pleasures. 
 
    They came to the door and she swung it open and caned him hard to make him carry her into the room and to the bedside. With a strength that scared him she all but lifted him onto the bed and spun him around, then lifted his legs so that his ankles rested next to the finials on the headboard. There were leather ropes already attached to it and she bound his ankles tight so he lay face up with legs spread and raised. Then she slipped an iron rod with manacles on the ends under him and bound his wrists under the small of his back. He lay helpless and at her mercy. 
 
    She hopped onto the bed, which strained and creaked under her weight and stood with his head between her feet, leering down at him and fondling herself between the thighs. Then she began to lower herself and he saw her big nappy snatch descending inexorably. Her hairy crevice was long, with big dangling black labia and she parted those ragged lips wide, exposing the hot pink tissue deep within. Down she came, engulfing his face in her moist sucking lushness. All light and any hope of breathing vanished. 
 
    But he was well enough trained to know his duty and put his tongue to serving her, sensing that only if satisfied would she relent and permit him air. But mercifully, she found his tongue pleasing and began to roll her hips, passing her big oozing cunt over his face, near drowning him in her poon but also giving him chance for fleeting breaths.  
 
    She shifted and pressed her anus to his lips, then settled down full weight, cutting off air again. He rimmed her with the skills he had been taught through the rigorous training of his mistresses and soon had her rolling her hips, lost in her enjoyment and giving him chance to catch the occasional breath. 
 
    He felt terror in his helplessness, knowing she could use her big cunt to snuff the life from him or use her great mass to break his neck if she chose to do so. But he knew he was the property of Marcie and Xona and Sadie was most likely beholden to return him to them unscathed after taking her night of pleasure with him. Yet, as her lustful arousal mounted he feared her wild gyrations and the pressing down of her fleshy smothering bulk might end his life by accident. 
 
    Finally, she shifted and pressed her big grape to his lips. He knew to clench it between them while licking and sucking. A great shudder passed through her, then a lurching convulsion that came ever so close to breaking his neck as she let out a succession of ecstatic shrieks. He was all but drowned by her heavy gush but he swallowed it down as she settled with her full weight upon him, limp in her satisfaction. He lay pinned helpless beneath her and she seemed heedless of anything but the savoring of her orgasm. His breath gave out and he writhed madly in his bonds for a while, then utter blackness fell and he knew no more. 
 
    Slaps to his face awakened him and he felt a heavy weight on his chest as his eyes opened to look into her leering face. 
 
    “Almost lost you there boy! Your mistresses would have been really pissed. I have lost a couple or three and had to part with some big bucks to compensate. But my oh my! Your owners have taught you to use that tongue! Now I’m going to turn around and you can get busy with it in my asshole!” 
 
    She spun around and used her hands to part her cheeks. He saw the coal black orifice between her chocolate mounts coming down toward his mouth. She pressed it against his lips and released her hold on her cheeks. His head was enfolded utterly in her fleshy grip and he felt her great glutes clenching and holding him tight. He ran his tongue up into her hole, straining for every fraction of depth while swirling it around. She moaned in pleasure and he felt her glutes tighten more as she rose to her knees, lifting him up with her and holding him there while he rimmed her in desperation, again, knowing the terror of his possible demise beneath her.  
 
    He felt gratitude toward Marcie and Xona for the training of his tongue that made it tireless and thus able to please this ebony giantess and possibly earn himself mercy. She settled herself back down full weight and he stiffened his neck and drove his tongue in even deeper as she seemed to pass into a rapturous enjoyment, clenching and releasing her muscles in a rhythm that gave him chances to take in quick breaths. How long it went on he could only guess but he was taken with a sense of duty to prolong her bliss and abandon any thought of self.  
 
    With one final deep sigh of purest delight and a wicked chuckle in anticipation of her pleasure she shifted and again put her big clit to his lips. Her big squishy cunt smothered him as he served her but the serving was brief, her arousal at its peak and another gush flooded his mouth as she passed into the throes of a consuming climax, letting out a sighing grunt of heavenly release and satiation.  
 
    Again, her suffocating mass came down on him and he prepared himself for the coming darkness under cunt, knowing it to be inevitable, hoping light and air would return but not sure they would. Even though resigned to the smothering he still thrashed and writhed madly when his breath gave out and his organism fought its demise.  
 
    He felt slaps to the face and pinches to the cheek and he gasped in air as light returned. From the corner of his eye, he saw her looming over him, standing beside the bed and he looked that way and first saw only her hairy loins, now with a big faux dick jutting from them, its color perfectly matched to her skin tone, big false balls dangling below. He heard her lewd cackle and lascivious command. 
 
    “Up on your hands and knees boy and show me that ass! It’s mine tonight and you’re going to take this big thing until I can’t come any more and I drain every drop of your jism from you!” 
 
    She had no need to tell him twice. His mistresses had instilled a craving for the cock that he felt every waking minute. Just a moment sufficed for him to be on elbows and knees offering his hind hole to her. She dropped a wad of her spit in his crack for the only lube her would get and when it ran down over his orifice she pressed the big glans against him and drove hard with her hips.  
 
    He whimpered in pain at the harsh intrusion but the shaft slid in full length at her first thrust, thanks to the frequent use of his orifice by his mistresses. She laughed at his pain and gave him a hard slap across each cheek. 
 
    “That hurt a bit didn’t it boy? That’s how it should be! But you took the whole thing in all the way! Your mistresses have made you quite a good little bitch! I know all about you, the big macho man who bragged about how he wouldn’t eat pussy! Good to know you have learned your proper place and you suck pussy and asshole right proper and you love the dick up your ass don’t you? Now take it!” 
 
    With that she went to a brutish rutting, her massive glutes rippling as she thrusted and gyrated, drawing the shaft back so just the glans remained in him, then plunging it deep in a remorseless cadence. He whimpered and sniveled, but only in helpless pleasure, the pain of his deflowering long forgotten. The hot sharp pleasure grew within him and his only thought was of coming in the ecstatic way that had addicted him to the cocks of futa and female. He begged her to fuck him yet harder and she obliged. He felt the welling up and then the searing delight as his first great spurt of cum sullied the sheets. His moan of helpless emasculated surrender triggered her orgasm as she let out a sound like that of a great predatory cat feasting on its prey. 
 
    He expended himself with a quavering groan and then the inexorable shame and humiliation hit home and he remembered himself as he once was and how far he had fallen. The worst of it was admitting to himself that the next time the cock of female or futa was presented to him he would be bent over and offering his ass again at the snap of a finger. 
 
    Marcie rode her young prize Sean, to the room, giving him sharp slaps to his tender behind along the way. When they entered she wasted no time, just flung herself onto the bed and parted her legs, offering her cunt to be serviced. Sweetly submissive and obedient, he pressed his face between her thighs and went to his duty.  
 
    His attentions were passionate and adoring though lacking in refined skills and she realized he must have been recently enslaved and still in need of training. But she was randy and his tongue work just barely sufficed to induce a satisfactory orgasm.  
 
    She lay in afterglow for a while as he knelt waiting and she realized he needed instruction. She sat up on the edge of the bed and grabbed him by the hair, putting her face close to his. 
 
    “I know you’re new to this slave and have much to learn. How long ago were you enslaved?” 
 
    “Just a week ago mistress.” 
 
    “Well, that’s long enough that you really don’t have an excuse. This will be reported to your owners in the morning. And I am entitled to give you a caning myself. I think the welts will tell your owners all they need to know and your punishment at their hands will be even more severe!” 
 
    She continued her tutelage. 
 
     “You must understand that after the initial cunnilingus a mistress will usually expect you to go down low and begin rimming her to prime her for the next orgasm without having to be told. So, let’s pick up where we left off!” 
 
    She laid back on the bed, parted her legs wide and raised her knees to her breast to offer her anus to his tongue. She felt his tongue wriggling in her orifice in a manner most pleasing, but, not unexpectedly, fatigue set in and her enjoyment waned. She shoved him away with her feet on his shoulders and went to the closet in the room, where she found and assortment of whips and canes. She chose a whippy, slender cane and resumed her position on the bed.  
 
    The brief rest served to revive his tongue and he pleased her with it for perhaps five minutes before it tired. Without a word she gave him a flurry of stinging strokes across his left ass cheek and that motivation caused him to redouble his efforts, which sufficed to rekindle her lust. She grabbed his hair and pulled him up to her clit and he satisfied her properly. But she found his tongue fatigue to be unacceptable and was determined to return him to his owners with his endurance noticeably improved. 
 
    The bed had leather restraints attached to each corner. She ordered him to lie upon it face up and spread-eagled. He obeyed without delay, making her feel deep satisfaction in the growing power of her dominant will. She tightened the manacles on his wrists and ankles and then stood back to enjoy the sight of him helpless and at her mercy. 
 
    Climbing onto the bed, she sat on his chest with her cunt near his face. He strained upward to lick it but she held it out of his reach and enlightened him as to what was to follow, holding the cane before his eyes. 
 
    “I’m going to ride your face now and you will get your tongue deep up my ass and use it to please me. When your tongue tires you will get this across your balls to urge you on.” 
 
    She reversed herself and sat on his face, bringing her anus down onto his lips. She felt his tongue slide into it and begin to wriggle and slither delightfully for a minute or two. But then his efforts flagged and he got the first strokes of the cane on his balls, quick sharp whacks across one, then the other, continuing as he moaned in pain. But in the midst of it his tongue work improved to the point where Marcie gasped in delight and the cane fell from her hand. 
 
    But it only lasted a minute or two again and she picked the cane back up and it fell upon his balls all the harder. She knew it was cruel, but also necessary. She felt a sense of duty in it, an obligation to his owners in return for her using him for her pleasure. 
 
    She beat relentless tattoo upon his already bruised balls and this spurred him to yet greater effort. She could sense him fighting the fatigue and then her arousal peaked and she ceased the beating and shifted to press her clit to his lips. She quivered, cried out and gushed and was pleased at the way he swallowed it down.  
 
    But this was to be only brief respite for him and when afterglow passed he found himself again with his tongue up her ass and the cruel cane tapping his balls. Twice more he succeeded in peaking her lust and bringing her to deep and satisfying orgasms. Then she relented, knowing he could not go on, but sure his owners would notice his improved rimming.  
 
    She released him from his bonds and made him kneel, then pointed to the nightstand where a faux cock was displayed on a small pedestal. He knew well enough what to do and went to fetch it. She stood with legs apart while he installed it upon her and she gasped in delight as it came to be like a sensate organ.  
 
    And without having to be told the sweet young thing began to suck it, first running lips and tongue along it, making her knees weak in her delight, then opening his throat to take it full down until his nose was in her golden bush. It was clear his owners had indoctrinated him well in the art of fellatio. She took hold of his head between her hands and forced him back and forth, throat fucking him until she felt the welling up of her climax. It rocked her and her knees failed but the dutiful young slave wrapped his arms around her hips and held her upright as the waves of ecstasy coursed through her. 
 
    She firmed and put a hand to his forehead, shoving him back and disengaging the cock. She pointed to the bed by way of commanding him to climb onto it and offer his ass but he was upon it and bent over almost before she did so and whimpering, begging to be taken. His owners had surely taught him to love and crave the cock in one short week! She was happy to oblige and aligned the big member with is tender pink orifice and threw her hips forward hard. Though not a virgin he was still tight and her entry brought him pain, even as the cock slid in to its depth and her bush tickled his behind.  
 
    He proved to be a great lay, his near virgin sphincter clenching tight along the length of her techno member, bringing waves of delight to her clit and G. She passed into a frenzied rutting as he pleaded for it harder no matter how hard she fucked him. Inevitably he came with that special intensity that only the cock of a mistress could bring and he moaned and whimpered in his helpless surrender, splattering his plenty upon the sheets. 
 
    Marcie went off hard, giving out a primal shriek that spoke of yet another triumph over the hapless male. He collapsed forward onto the bed, spent and drained and she went down on top of him, giving him a few more stabbing thrusts as he lay beneath her unmanned and humiliated.  
 
    But her little slut bitch was soon ready for more and he took it thrice more in the behind until he was drained of every drop of cum he held. She made him suck her clean and then collapsed onto the bed in pleasant exhaustion, lying on her back with legs apart, the slave’s head pillowed on her pussy, ready to serve her should she waken horny during the night. 
 
    By chance young Dean, Xona and Marcie’s slave found himself matched up with the formidable and ethereally beautiful blond futa goddess Xula. She was a large and muscular specimen and he strained under her weight as she rode him to the room, sitting on top of him with feet resting over his shoulders, urging him along with harsh strokes of the crop. They reached to room and he knelt at her feet as she stood with hands on hips, her big member fully erect, glistening dribbles of precum running from it as she leered down at him in her anticipation. He looked up into her eyes and she gestured downward with her head toward her jutting cock, making it clear that a fellatio was to be the first order of business. 
 
    And he was yearning and eager to serve her, his futa mistress Xona having schooled him in the worship of the superior organ. First he reached out with his tongue’s tip and tasted the salty precum that flowed from her, then opened his mouth to enfold the big, flared glans and caress it with lips and tongue. 
 
    He placed his hands on the lovely curvature of her hips and pressed forward, loving the feel of the big organ sliding down his throat until he felt the tickle of her golden pubes upon his nose. Then it was back and forth and in and out with his lips and tongue caressing as he made his throat like onto a pleasing vagina, craving the rich and creamy flood that would soon fill his mouth and stomach.  
 
    Xona had trained him well to maximize the ejaculation by bringing her to the heights of arousal before satisfying her. Xula moaned in her delight at his attentions as she took hold of his hair and began a rolling of her hips to hasten her coming. But he made bold to show restraint and even tease and frustrate her a bit, keeping her on the very edge of ejaculating by denying her.  
 
    She felt a twinge of pique at his temerity but all was (almost) forgiven when he finished her, using the delightful trick of squeezing her balls, and she erupted with rare delight and mass quantity. She held his head between her hands as he knelt with just her glans enfolded in his mouth, making sounds of satisfied hunger as he swallowed down each gushing spurt, while she luxuriated in her heavenly release. He sucked out every drop as the big organ went limp. But then it was time for the reckoning. 
 
    He remained on his knees while she went to the closet where the instruments of punishment were kept and came back with a short cane about the diameter of her thumb. She handed it to him and sat on the edge of the bed, looking down at him with mingled affection and annoyance. 
 
    “That turned out to be an exceptional blowjob slave, but you have a lot of nerve to tease your mistress that way! This cannot go unpunished! Kneel up straight!” 
 
    He obeyed, holding the cane in his right hand, his erect organ jutting. Her eyes flickered green and he raised the cane high and brought it down in a cruel stroke on his glans. It doubled him over in agony but he felt her will forcing him to rise to attention and raise the cane again. 
 
    The next fierce stroke was to the balls, but as he tried to double over again he felt the force of her will holding him upright and raising his arm again. Fifty self-inflicted whacks fell upon his organs until she released him from her will and he fell to the floor, curled up fetal with hands cradling his bruised genitals. 
 
    Her enjoyment of his self-torture made her begin to harden again but she needed help so she dragged him up by the hair and made him suck her again. When full erection was attained she turned him around and put a foot on his back to bend him over into the position. She knelt behind him, her knees on the soft rug beside the bed, his on the hard tiles of the floor. She looked down with lewd anticipation at his pink orifice as it twitched and puckered in mingled fear of the pain of her entry and longing for the pleasure of coming that would follow that pain. She could tell that despite all the little bitch wanted it bad and she meant to give it to him in grand style. 
 
    She chose to take him dry save for the remains of his spit that lingered on her tip and a dribble of her own saliva down his crack. When the dribble pooled in his anus she pressed her big glans to the orifice and her powerful glutes, back and thigh muscles drove it half way home at the first thrust.  
 
    It was almost like taking a virgin and she felt rare satisfaction as he cried out at the pain of her merciless entry. Another hard thrust drove it in the rest of the way and he whimpered and sniveled as her splendid behind thrusted and gyrated, ravaging him without pity until there was the inexorable morphing of his pain to mad pleasure. Soon he was rocking back and forth in rhythm to her rutting and giving out sobbing pleas. 
 
    “Thank you mistress! Please, please don’t stop! Fuck me mistress, harder, please!” 
 
    She was all too delighted to answer his pleading in the affirmative and passed into a flurry of deep, stabbing thrusts, bent on propelling them both to the mutual climax that would assert her utter dominance and his emasculation.  
 
    Dean reveled the plunging thrusts of the big member, pain long forgotten. Now there was only the itching burn of pleasure that would lead up to coming in the way that had addicted him utterly to the cock of either futa or female. His balls contracted as he let out whining, mewling sounds of delight and vanquishment as he spurted his plenty onto the tiles. 
 
    This set off Xula and she threw her head back as orgasm rocked her, letting out a predatory snarl like that of a tigress gloating over tender prey about to be devoured. She pumped her load with such force that it gushed from around the tight clutch of his orifice and ran down onto the floor, mingling with his own puddle of cum.  
 
    She went all to jelly in her satisfaction and collapsed over him, bearing him to the floor beneath her where she lay savoring afterglow for minutes on end. It was a good start to the evening’s pleasure but she was determined that they both be drained of every drop of cum before sleep overtook them. 
 
    Marvin awoke under the covers lying crosswise on the bed with Xona’s thighs as his pillow, his lips pressed against her balls. His member hardened as he recalled the heavenly night worshipping his futa goddess and he planted a tender kiss on her scrotum. This woke him and she reached down to pull him upward. Well trained by his own futa mistress he knew the morning rituals and took her member in his mouth to accept the golden flow that came from it.  
 
    When she was emptied he commenced the “good-morning” fellatio that would serve for her to start the day out right. Like all slaves who had succumbed and surrendered to the new order he hungered for the rich and tasty product that would soon come flooding out of her and did all he could to hasten her ejaculation. After a good night’s sleep, she was again randy and already on the verge so he soon got his reward, feeling the extra stiffening that portended the creamy gusher. Just the first spurt filled and overflowed his mouth and he swallowed deeply, then took the next nine down with equal hunger. 
 
    Xona sighed in sweet satisfaction and dispatched him to the bathroom to fill the whirlpool tub, then made him come back and rejoin her on the bed. She parted and raised her legs to her breast to offer her hind hole to his tongue and enjoyed a fine rim job until the tub filled.  
 
    The rimming aroused and hardened her again but she delayed her gratification and led him with a grip on his cock to the bathroom where he joined her in the tub and bathed her lovingly. Then she stood in the knee-deep swirling warm water and made him kneel to perform a second sweet fellatio. He accepted her copious load with the same hunger, feeling his stomach filled with rich goo that would be his sustenance. 
 
    Then it was time to go forth to join the others, find his mistress, and offer her evaluation of his serving of her. She would have to report a few small failings that made him short of perfection. 
 
    Ned awoke, lying on his side with his head up between Sadie’s hefty thighs from behind, trapped in a heavenly headlock, lips pressed against her anus. Her crack had parted just enough to allow him breath through the night. The delights bestowed by her big chocolate dick, the feral perfume of her nappy cunt and the taste of her poon and caused him to adore her as a goddess and he reached out with his tongue to give tender caresses to her asshole.  
 
    This woke her and she clamped her thighs on his head and rolled onto her back with legs spread. His mouth was pressed to her cunt in just the right spot so encircled it with his lips, knowing he must accept the pungent golden flood that was to pour from her. It filled his mouth and he guzzled it, intoxicated by the piquant elixir of his chocolate goddess. When the last mouthful was swallowed he turned to serving her, finding he big clit already turgid and she at hair trigger. Orgasm hit hard and the great thighs clamped his head in their grip as the gush of her pleasure juice burst into his thirsty mouth.  
 
    With a deep sigh of satisfaction, she let her thighs part and raised her knees. He well knew to go down then to the bottom to caress her coal black nether hole. She slackened it for him so his tongue could go deep. Having been well trained by his owners his wiggling, probing organ was tireless in keeping up the motion that pleased most and she just lost herself in the enjoyment of it for a long time. But, at the last her clit cried out to be served again and a roll of her hips let him know to move upward and clench it between his lips while playing hie tongue hard upon it. She convulsed and his head vanished between the great thighs as she passed into the throes of a multi-climax under the quivering of his artful tongue. He was tossed about as she writhed and he feared his neck might break as she thrashed in her ecstasy but he kept his tongue trembling upon her, ready to sacrifice all to ensure she would not be denied her pleasure until the last wave of ecstasy coursed through her body.  
 
    Her legs parted and her limbs flopped limp upon the mattress. She sighed contently and drew him up to hug him against her ample breasts. 
 
    “Oh sweetie, I’ll be giving your owners a fine report! You really outdid yourself, but you were not quite perfect. Later you will find out what that means.” 
 
    Marcie woke up with Sean lying under the covers, curled up, head level with her cunt. She reached down for his hair and pulled his face between her legs. She felt his lips encircle her where the golden beverage would flow from and knew his owners had made sure to train him in how to say good morning to his mistress. She released the flow with a sigh of relief and was gratified at how he sucked it down, not a drop sullying the bed linens.  
 
    Then it was to the cunnilingus and he served in in the way she had taught him overnight, inducing in her a deep and satisfying climax, then going down low to rim her. Just a good night of rest after the rigorous tongue exercise sufficed to rejuvenate his tongue and she felt the delightful effects as his wriggling organ rimmed in the most pleasing way uninterrupted for as long as it took to arouse her again.  
 
    A second exquisite orgasm made her feel ready to start her day and she sent him off to start filling the bathtub, then made him rim her some more. She had him join her in the tub to bathe her and then sat up on the edge with legs apart so he could get her off one more time before they joined the others for breakfast. 
 
    Xula and Dean lay asleep upon their sides, facing each other, with Dean down low, curled up and close to her. He had slept the night with the tip of her cock in his mouth. Upon awaking he began to suck it adoringly, which woke her. He knew his matinal duty well and accepted the golden stream that poured from her member.  
 
    His thirst for her vintage was slaked but then there was the hunger for her rich cum. A good night of sleep had made her randy and he was not long in getting his reward. She rolled him onto his back and mounted his face, sticking her big member into his mouth and then down his eager throat. Just a minute of hard rutting caused her to erupt and she held its fell length down his gullet as she pumped her plenty. Her load was massive and he could feel it filling him but still leaving him hungering for more.  
 
    She sat up onto his face so he could rim her to a second arousal and when her cock was again stiff as wood she shoved it back in, then throat fucked him with abandon until she felt the hot itching twinge and the welling up. But this time she backed away so just her tip was between his lips so she could enjoy looking down at him as he accepted the creamy gusher into his mouth, swallowing deeply as each spurt filled it. Such a dear sweet thing! She couldn’t wait to meet his owners who had trained him so well. She looked down at him with a kind smile on her face. 
 
    “Did you enjoy your breakfast slave?” 
 
    “Yes mistress! Thank you! There was so much and it tasted so good!” 
 
    After a leisurely bath she mounted his back and he bore her out to where the mistresses and slaves were gathering on the lawn with the morning sun shining bright. There was a milling and mingling as the slaves were sorted out and returned to their owners, who received evaluations of their slaves’ performances. Ned and Dean got high marks from Sadie and Xula while Marcie and Xona also had praise for Sean and Marvin. Each slave had a bright red letter “A” written on his forehead. Many other slaves received the letter “B” and a few unfortunates the letter “C.” 
 
    Then things became unpleasant for all the slaves. They were lined up shoulder to shoulder on their knees with the owners sitting in judgement over them. It was time for punishment to be meted out for substandard performance. Each slave was handed a short thick cane. All slaves were much erect from serving their mistresses unreciprocated. 
 
    Because no slave’s performance was ever perfect every slave, even with an A upon the head, was subject to twenty self-inflicted whacks of the cane to the cock and balls. All futa eyes glowed green, compelling the raising of the arms. Down came the canes on the tips of the cocks, wilting them limp. Then it was tattoo upon the balls for nineteen more strokes until all slaves lay upon the ground moaning.  
 
    The slaves with A upon the head were allowed to grovel to the feet of their owners while those with B and C were liable for another twenty whacks. Cocks and balls already sore and bruised were struck again until all lay on the ground, curled up and cradling tortured organs in their hands.  
 
    The B group was then granted mercy. There were ten slaves in the C group who had to endure another twenty cruel strokes. Unable to stand or even crawl they dragged themselves to the feet of their owners on their bellies and got no sympathy, just stern lectures and promise of further punishment when they got home from the retreat. 
 
    After breakfast most of the day was devoted to amusing sport with the slaves. There were polo matches on the shaded lawn, futas and females astride groveling slaves, riding them to exhaustion, then mounting another when they dropped. 
 
    There was also the slave dressage. Mistresses rode their slaves in intricate maneuvers under spur and crop that exhibited the result of long and rigorous training.  
 
    Then a track was roped off for slave races, with the crawling slaves bearing mistresses on their backs. There were ten heats with the losing slaves in each heat made to suffer special punishment and degradation. No allowance was made for the weight of the mistresses and some unfortunate slaves had to bear the bulk of the BBW around the track, destined to lose. This was a source of glee for the audience and there were catcalls and mock cheering as the unlucky slaves made their way around the track, often collapsing beneath their laughing burdens and being forced to rise and continue by way of kicks to their already sore organs.   
 
    The ten slaves who had finished last in their heats were staked out spread eagle in the shade of a big pine tree. Their mouths would serve as toilets for the mistresses.  
 
    Only the slaves who had won their heats were shown any mercy. They had the honor of performing fellatio or cunnilingus upon demand. The rest of the slaves were subjected to various tortures and degradations less extreme than being used as common toilets. 
 
    Some were bent over wooden horses with their balls pulled back between their legs in wooden humbler vises. Their balls then became targets for hard rubber balls thrown from ten paces away. The futas were deadly accurate at this and howls of pain echoed off the branches of the pines. 
 
    Then there was the tip whipping. A slave would be bound standing upright with his cock through a hole in a wooden block with only the tip protruding. Futas and females would wield long whips intent upon striking the vulnerable and sensitive glans. Again, the futas excelled but many of the females were also adept. Screams filled the air along with the sound of cracking whips. 
 
    The smothering contests were a source of great amusement. Slaves were bound face up to wooden benches and females of larger stature such as Sadie would sit on their faces, bringing their fleshy bulk down full weight to see if the slaves could bring them to orgasm before being smothered unconscious. The legs of the slaves were left unbound so they could kick and thrash wildly as their breath gave out, bringing glee to all who watched. 
 
    The whipping circle was also popular with six futas and females able to participate at the same time. A slave would be hung by the wrists from a beam with his ankles bound and just the balls of his feet touching the ground. The participants would wield the whip with his organs as their target. The slave would hop and spin in a futile effort to avoid the cruel leather upon cock and balls. But every way he turned other whips awaited him. Peals of cruel laughter filled the air, harmonizing with the screams of the slaves. 
 
    The day ended with an after dinner free for all orgy that went on until all futas and females were sated and all slaves were drained of every drop of cum and lay exhausted in a heap upon the ground. To Marcie it was all a heavenly delight and as her last act of the evening she performed a loving fellatio upon her lover Xona in gratitude for bringing her into the fold. The quad slept together that night, naked and entwined, the lips and tongues of the slaves ever ready to serve cock and cunt. 
 
    The morning brought yet another exquisite surprise. The slaves performed their matinal duties and Marcie and Xona rode them out to where breakfast was served on tables set out on the lawn in the morning sun. Xula banged a table knife against her coffee cup to call everyone to attention, then invited them all to gather in a wide circle on the shaded lawn. The slaves were made to kneel where they were, set aside for the time being. She stood in the circle’s center and called out in a loud voice: 
 
    “Bring forth the rapists!” 
 
    There was a jostling as a tall, dark haired futa made her way through the circle with ten naked males in tow by a chain that was attached to devices clamped to their balls and passed back between their legs. Each had a leather collar around his neck. A second futa, a muscular redhead brought up the rear. The males were forced to kneel in a circle facing outward. They were all brutish looking, skinhead biker types, heavily tattooed. Xula continued. 
 
    “These brutes have stuck their filthy organs into women against their wills and have escaped justice up until now! They will now pay the price by becoming subject to some highly entertaining sport. Today we will hold the rape wrestling matches and they will come to know how it feels to have their bodies violated for the selfish pleasure of another. Let us proceed to the wrestling ring!” 
 
    She led the way to where a ring of thick glass barriers eight feet high and forty feet in diameter had been set up. The mistresses took places around it with everyone having a fine view. One of the barriers was also a swinging gate. Xula entered the ring through it and the brutes were led in behind her. The knelt in a line as she addressed them. She held what looked like a TV remote in her hand. 
 
    “Alright scum! You will now have a chance to earn your freedom. You will wrestle with one of us and if you can get your filthy cock into the body of your opponent you will be released. If, on the other hand, your opponent gets her cock up your ass you will remain here as our captive and be subjected to other sport for our entertainment. The devices clamped to your balls serve a simple purpose. They are fitted with a very sharp, spring loaded blade and if there is any biting of the cock or pussy of your opponent she will give me a signal and I will press the button on this remote, triggering the blade and your balls will be severed!” 
 
    She turned to the two futas who herded the slaves. 
 
    “Get all but one of these swine out of the ring and let’s begin!” 
 
    One of the slaves on the end was detached from the chain and the rest were led away to kneel outside of the glass and watch the proceedings. Then a brawny redheaded futa, Xuka by name, reentered the ring, her big dick fully hard and with a gleam in her eye as she dropped into a cat stance and sized up her opponent, a big, skinhead beast, more flabby than muscular.  
 
    His dick was hard and he glanced around the ring with arrogant and sneering rage in his eyes, then charged Xuka who neatly dodged him at the last second and tripped him as he went by and delivered a quick kick to his balls, sending him sprawling and moaning. He rose in a slavering fury and charged again with the same result. Like an enraged bull he continued his futile assaults until she tripped him up one last time and he lay on his belly exhausted. 
 
    Then Xuka pounced, flinging herself on top of him and getting him in a double wrist lock, then using her knees to part his legs and pulling him up so his ass was raised and his face was in the grass. She aligned her big member with his hole and thrust hard, driving the cock dry into his virgin orifice. His scream echoed off the pines as the cock went in just past the glans. Three more powerful thrusts drove it home as he howled in the torment of her intrusion. 
 
    Then she withdrew so just the tip was inside and went to a slow but steady and hard rutting, her splendid, muscular ass rolling and gyrating as she stretched him. She made him squeal like the piggy he was as the audience broke out in gales of mirth.  
 
    Xuka picked up the cadence, fucking him straight on and hard, her thighs slapping against him in a rising rhythm. And then the inevitable happened. The erstwhile posturing macho swine began to like it, letting out high pitched, panting breaths and rocking back and forth in answer to Xupa’s rutting. And then he came with a sniveling moan of mingled delight and humiliation. That sweet sound triggered Xuka, who let out a primal wail of triumphant ecstasy as she pumped her copious load into his bleeding rectum. 
 
    She shoved him forward onto his belly and stood with her half erect, bloodied, soiled member sticking out. She stooped and grabbed her vanquished opponent by the collar and pulled him to his knees, then presented the cock to his mouth. Broken by his much deserved anal rape he meekly opened his mouth and began to suck it.  
 
    She hardened again as he sucked and soon the member was clean but she wasn’t through with him. Her lust rose again and soon she had her dick full down his throat and propelled herself to another ejaculation, forcing the cock down his throat so she could empty herself straight down into his fat stomach. She withdrew her member, which exited his mouth with a loud pop that brought cheers and catcalls from the audience. She shoved him away and he went to ground, mewling and utterly unmanned. 
 
    Xuka grabbed him by the collar and dragged him from the ring. Then the next rapist was brought in, this one a more muscular and rangy specimen, also skinheaded and heavily tattooed. He stood in the ring, turning, a glare of rage in his eyes tempered by obvious fear he could not hide. 
 
    Then Sadie, the chocolate colossus who had enjoyed Ned during the random swap entered the ring. Her big black faux cock jutted from her dense nappy thicket in mockery of all maleness. She taunted her foe, flaunting her cock and comparing it unfavorably to his own middle sized organ. 
 
    Rage at her questioning of his so called “manhood” overcame his fear and he charged, head down like a bull. Rather than dodge, Sadie just stood her ground, crouching with legs spread and let him run full on and head first into her mass. He hit her and it was as if he had run full speed into a brick wall. He bounced backward and landed supine. He sat up, shaking his head to clear it as Sadie retreated to the other side of the ring, mocking him, jeering, to goad him into another attack. 
 
    He got to his feet and charged again with the same result and then three more times. On the third Sadie showed a quickness and agility that belied her size and dodged him so that he fell forward onto his belly. When her rose to hands and knees she quickly straddled his head, facing forward and threw him to the ground with his head up between her massive cheeks from behind. She lay on her side with her head propped up on her elbow and a wicked grin on her face.  
 
    His head was utterly engulfed by her massive buttocks. His breath began to give out and he thrashed and writhed, kicking wildly, the audience jumping up and down all near expiring with glee. He tried with all his might to use his hands to push free but the remorseless clench of her mighty glutes and the sucking hold of her adipose tissue held him helpless. His kicking and thrashing slowly weakened, then he shuddered and went limp. 
 
     Sadie pulled him up into position, ass raised, face in the grass and poised her member at this portal. He was awakened from his smothered stupor by the tearing pain of her deflowering thrust. His waking scream brought further mirth from the audience and soon he too was crying out as she ravaged him, then surrendering his manhood as he spilled his load into the grass. She made him deepthroat her cock to clean it, then dragged him from the ring by the collar. 
 
    The remaining rapists each met the same fate at the hands and cocks of invincible futas or females. In the end all of them knelt with heads bowed in emasculated humiliation. But if they thought their ordeal was at an end they were soon to find out it was just beginning and would come to its real end in the worst way. They were taken away and locked up in dog kennels for the night. 
 
    The evening meal was ready to be served by the time the rape wrestling concluded. Everyone was randy after watching that spectacle and in the orgy that followed the slaves were used up and again lay in a heap upon the lawn. They were so spent and drained that they were left lying there until morning. 
 
    Marcie and Xona woke up and went to breakfast. Marcie looked to the dog kennels where the rapists had been put away for the night and noticed the gates were open and the rapists gone. She nudged Xona and pointed this out to her. Xona just gave her a knowing smile. 
 
    “We’ll have another bit of sport with those scumbags today Marcie. They weren’t really locked up for the night. The gates were left slightly ajar, making it look like someone had carelessly left them open. Of course, those swine took the opportunity to flee into the woods. Today they will be hunted down like the beasts they are and will meet their ultimate fate. An invisible barrier made possible by our advanced technology has been activated around an area two miles in diameter. There will be a lottery held and the winners will have the pleasure of hunting down the beasts and bringing them in. Xula will soon announce the winners based on what rooms they occupy.” 
 
    Unfortunately, Marcie and Xona were not among the lucky ones. Five futas and five females were. Xula went on the explain how the hunt would proceed. She held a kind of rifle in her hands. 
 
    “This will be the weapon used by the huntresses. It fires a proton bolt that delivers a burning sting that lasts for hours upon the skin. It also weakens the beast gradually. The weapon also fires spherical “beanbags” that deliver a bruising impact and also leave a splatter of paint that will identify the beast as your quarry for the hunt. This color matches the one that will be broadcast by the GPS tracker that has been implanted in the beast. A screen on the rifle stock will allow you to track your quarry. Each of you has her own color of paint. Other huntresses must refrain from pursuing a marked beast. The object of the hunt is to fire a beanbag to the groin of the beast to finally bring him down.” 
 
    “But before that it is recommended that you prolong his ordeal by toying with him mercilessly, giving him false hope of escape over and over, then dashing that hope. Put him through hours of pain and terror as you pursue him through the woods. Numerous trail cameras have been set up in the woods o the rest of us can watch some of the action by way of holographic projections. I’m sure all will find this most entertaining. And when the beasts are brought in…well…I’ll let that be a surprise to those who have never witnessed a hunt before!” 
 
    The ten huntresses were also given small backpacks containing items they would need for the hunt. Naked except for knee high lug-soled boots, they headed off into the woods in different directions. The slaves cleared away the breakfast tables and then all formed a wide circle on the lawn, slaves on their knees before their owners who sat on comfortable raised lounges.  
 
    Soon the image of the fat brute Xuka had vanquished during the rape wrestling appeared on the screen in the midst of the forest. Like all the beasts he still wore the remote castration device. He was obviously lost, nearly exhausted already and swatting constantly at flies and mosquitos. He stopped to lean on a tree trunk. Then the image of a dark haired futa holding a rifle came out from behind another big tree thirty meters or so away. She took aim and the beanbag was visible as it flew through the air at high speed. 
 
    It struck the beast square on the left ass cheek, getting a howl of pain from him as bright orange splattered on his hide. He looked around, wild eyed in terror and then saw the huntress with rifle at ready and taking aim. He fled through the trees, zigzagging, but to no avail. A searing proton bolt flashed through the trees and struck his other ass cheek, bringing a scream from him. Suddenly, he seemed to hit a wall and bounce back as if he had run into a trampoline set on its side, having hit the invisible barrier. 
 
    He hit the ground rolling, stood up, and another bolt struck his back. He screamed yet again and ran off in a random direction. The huntress let him run out of sight among the trees but then followed his trail, glancing at the screen on the rifle to track him. 
 
    Then that scene cut away and another hunt in progress took its place. First there was just a wide thicket to be seen. Then one of the beasts who had hidden himself in the bushes rose and looked around. He was already marked in shocking blue across his back. Suddenly a tall, redhaired female huntress came into view, stalking slowly through the forest. She spied the beast and took aim. The bolt flared from the rifle at light speed and caught the beast in the crack of his ass. With a cry of pain and terror he bolted from the thicket and took another bolt to the ass before disappearing among the trees. The huntress again let him go to lull him into false hope of escape. 
 
    Everyone was riveted upon the scenes from the hunt as they were projected and their sidesplitting laughter at the torment of the beasts went on and on. Sometimes, when brief silence fell, the screams of the beasts could be heard echoing in the surrounding forest. 
 
    The hunt went on and as it did they witnessed one by one the beasts being brought to earth by the huntresses. The first was that very same swinish fat one. He stood in a small clearing, looking around in confusion and dread as if wondering where the next cruel bolt would come from. Patches of his skin were inflamed from the bolts and he rubbed at them, whimpering. His legs were rubbery 
 
    Then the futa huntress who pursued him stepped from behind a tree ten meters away, facing him. Their eyes met and he hung his head in despair, knowing any attempt at escape was futile. He stood with legs apart as if offering his balls to the beanbag. The huntress took careful aim and lingered at it, taking time to enjoy the moments of terrified suspense the beast would feel leading up to the climactic shot. Then the beanbag was launched and a bright orange splatter covered the brute’s organs as he squealed like a pig as he had during his rape and went down, curling up fetal and cradling his balls in his hands. 
 
    The huntress approached him and took off her backpack and then rummaged through it, first withdrawing two sets of leather manacles, one for the beast’s wrists and one for his ankles. She rolled him onto his belly and cuffed his hands behind him, then attached the restraints to his ankles.  
 
    With sharp kicks she made him roll over and then took a special tool from the pack, a pliers that would spread out a spring steel split ring with sharpened points that would lock together when released. She put the tip of his cock between the points of the ring and squeezed the pliers. He screamed as the points pierced his glans, mounting the ring crosswise in it. Then she clipped a leash onto the ring and made him rise to his knees before her. 
 
    The thrill of the chase had made her randy and her big member jutted near vertical in fullest erection. She gave the leash a tug and the pain in his dick made him open his mouth to yelp. When he did she shoved her cock into his mouth and enjoyed a quick fellatio, forcing her big, flared glans down his throat and rutting down his gullet. She threw her head backward and gave out deep sighs of satisfaction as she came, pumping her plenty down into his stomach. 
 
    Then she pulled the leash to make him get to his feet and follow her back to the lodge, her long legs striding at a brisk pace while he hobbled behind her, whimpering and sniveling as she yanked him along behind her. 
 
    The scene was cut away to the next huntress’s capture of her quarry. A muscular golden-haired female crouched behind a tree trunk lying in ambush. The beast who was the object of her hunt was a rangy one. He still had wind left even after prolonged fleeing through the forest. Red welts from proton bolts covered his body and a splash of chartreuse across his chest marked him. He approached her ambuscade at a wobbly trot, coming toward her at an angle that allowed for a difficult shot. 
 
    But her aim was true and the beanbag struck his groin in a splat of green. He howled in surprised torment, eyes bugging out in shock as he crashed to the ground, moaning in resigned defeat.  
 
    She was upon him within seconds, binding him and implanting the ring, clipping on the leash. He lay upon his back and she lowered herself, facing his feet, pressing her golden cunt onto his face. Sharp, painful tugs on his pierced organ urged him to use his tongue to satisfy her. Her triumphant wail of orgasmic ecstasy was heard not just from the projection but from nearby in the forest. Just a minute later she emerged from the trees leading him by the ring in his dick. He was made to kneel off to one side. 
 
    Minutes later the fat one was brought in by the futa huntress and he was put on his knees beside the other one. One by one the ten huntresses brought in their beasts and put them in line. Then the first to be brought in was dragged over to the trunk of a big tree and bound to it. Xula resumed her role as mistress of ceremonies. 
 
    “Now sisters, those of you who have yet to attend such a gathering as this are in for a spectacle you will never forget. As we all know the base urges of the male come from those balls that hang in that sack. Our slaves submitted to our will and have been granted the privilege of keeping their balls and even being given the pleasure of coming when it suits their mistresses. But the swine who now kneel before you are of the most vile and incorrigible sort and are unworthy of any such mercy or pleasure. Their balls are now forfeit and the huntresses who captured them will now do the honors!” 
 
    She approached the beast who was bound to the tree, holding the remote that would trigger the ball cutting device. 
 
    “First you must suffer appropriate torture. You may be delivered from the agony you are about to know by asking for your balls to be severed to end the torment. His captor, our sister Greta may now do the honors!” 
 
    A propane tank with a burner on top was brought out and set before the beast tied to the tree. Xula lit it with a sparker.  Several long skewers were in a quiver attached to the tank. Greta took one and held it in the flame until red hot, then approached the beast extending its glowing tip toward his hopelessly vulnerable balls. He squirmed in a futile effort to avoid the inevitable. But Greta stabbed the skewer into his left nut and his shriek of agony echoed through the woods. She pulled the skewer out, heated it red hot again and stabbed his other testicle, bring another scream of unutterable torment.  
 
    Marcie sat next to Xona, transfixed as she watched the proceedings, her pussy warm and wet, throbbing and tingling. She remembered her earlier life with her cruel and abusive Ned and reveled in vindictive delight at the fitting justice being inflicted upon such a deserving male. With one hand she went to her pussy to fondle herself and with the other she reached out to take hold of Xona’s member, finding it uncommonly hard and dripping precum. Her lover was clearly as aroused by the spectacle as she. 
 
    She cupped her hand over Xona’s glans to gather a handful of the ooze and used it to lubricate her stroking. Meanwhile she kept her other hand busy on her clit, coaxing herself ever closer to climax as the brute tied to the tree was skewered over and over. Greta had run two skewers crosswise through both balls and that was enough for the brute. He cried out a plea for his balls to be severed. Greta removed the skewers and looked to Xula, giving her a nod. Xula aimed the remote and pressed the button. There was a clinking sound and the severed balls dropped to the ground as the brute let out a yelp at the pain of his unmanning. Greta stooped and picked up her bloody trophies, first looking down at them with a gloating expression, then holding them before the eyes of her victim who sobbed in despair. The device also clamped tight to stem the bleeding and allow for the wound to be sutured. A female doctor stepped up to him holding a surgical stapler and closed the gash, bringing a whimper from him with each click. 
 
    The severing of the balls triggered both Marcie and Xona. Marcie let out a cry of delight and Xona sighed and grunted her way through a heavy ejaculation that splattered abundantly on the grass. They were not alone in their pleasure. Cum spurted from many a futa cock and orgasmic wails filled the air. 
 
    Greta tugged on the ring in the brute’s glans bringing pain that made him open his mouth to yelp. She shoved his balls into his open mouth and told him to keep them there or his cock would be cut off next. Then he was released and made to kneel where he had been.  
 
    One by one the incorrigibles were bound to the tree to meet their well warranted fates. They knelt with eyes bugging out in terror and pleading for mercy that would not be granted as they awaited their turns, showing themselves to be the cowardly bullies they were. In the end they knelt in a line with their balls stuffed into their mouths. They were ordered to keep them there under threat of penectomy unless one of the mistresses wanted to use one of their mouths as her toilet. And they were used often. 
 
    The orgy that followed among the females and futas was a rampant affair and the slaves were uncommonly submissive, terrorized by what they had seen. When sated for the time being futas and females would approach the line of kneeling brutes and taunt them. Ultimately, the newly minted eunuchs would be put to hard slave labor under the whip and cattle prod. 
 
    In the end they all rode their slaves to the rooms, limp and languid in sated exhaustion, the slaves so spent and drained they could barely grovel.. Xona and Marcie rode side by side and Xona hinted at another surprise for the morrow, which was to be the final day of the retreat. Despite her fatigue Marcie lay awake for some time wondering what that surprise might be and it took one more cunnilingus from Ned to finally put her to sleep. 
 
    There was a great buzz of excitement the next morning at breakfast as those females who knew nothing of what the day was to bring were informed by their futa mates. Marcie sat rapt and openmouthed as Xona enlightened her. 
 
    “Marcie, today you witness the impregnation of five females by their futa mates. It is a quirk of our futa nature that our sperm is only active for one week of each year. Breeding can only take place during that period and when our mate is in the time of month when she is ripe to conceive. You will be privy to a celebration of futa/female love, the starting of new life that will propagate our kind and help to ensure the futa/female conquest of this and other planets. The futas and their mates who will be impregnated did not attend the festivities of the previous week. They have saved themselves for the special occasion to make certain impregnation will occur.” 
 
    The slaves were confined to the rooms for the day and the morning and afternoon were spent in casual relaxation and futa/female bonding. The evening meal was served as the sun was setting. As darkness fell all gathered in a wide circle on the lawn in chairs and lounges. Torches were planted in the ground to give everything a soft amber erotic glow.  
 
    A large bed covered with a scarlet silk sheet was carried by four strong futas into the center of the circle. Xula entered the circle to stage manage the proceedings. 
 
    “Sisters! You are about to witness the most sacred and joyous moments to be shared between futa and female, the starting of new life. Each of our five mated pairs will now make love while you all bear witness. This act of blessed union will result in the conception and birth of yet another fine strong futa who will devote her life to furtherance of our holy cause. Without further ado let our first couple take to the bed!” 
 
    The circle parted and the first couple walked through the gap hand in hand. The tall, shapely, raven haired and olive skinned futa’s member jutted and twitched in anticipation of the act that was to come. Her mate was a buxom and voluptuous blond haired female. They reached the bed and, without a word, laid themselves upon it and entwined in a passionate embrace.  
 
    The lovemaking was that of two passionately in love. There was long foreplay, a tender and mutually adoring 69, but not to climax; just a preliminary to arouse them both in preparation for the climactic moment when the life-giving futa seed would gush forth into the eagerly receptive body of the female.  
 
    In the end the female lay supine with legs parted wide and raised to welcome her mate’s big member into her warm and moist vagina. Her mate mounted and entered her as both gave out sighs of heavenly delight. The final rutting began with the females ankle’s resting on her lover’s shoulders. 
 
    The rutting grew wild as the female cried out, mad with pleasure, spurring her mates to wild thrusting and gyrating that triggered the female’s multi-orgasmic sequence. Wails of unbridled ecstasy echoed from the trees as her mate’s rutting rose to a frenzy. Then she threw her head back and her eyes flickered red as the great spurts of teeming seed overfilled her mate and gushed abundantly upon the silk. She let out a deep sigh of utter bliss and collapsed in sated exhaustion upon her mate who clasped her in a loving embrace of arms and legs. 
 
    Marcie and Xona sat side by side, tears dripping over their faces, like all who bore witness. Marcie leaned over to take her lover in her arms, whispering passionate words into her ear. 
 
    “Xona! My love! When can that be us? I want it so much!” 
 
    “Marcie darling, my time will not be ripe until next year’s retreat but it will be worth the wait, I promise!” 
 
    The scarlet sheet, smeared with the abundant cum, was removed from the bed and given to the couple as a memento. It was replaced by another and the next couple joyously mounted the bed. One by one the unions were consummated with equal passion. 
 
    Marcie found herself filled with desire of an intensity she had never known before. She turned to Xona, who read her emotion and held her close.  
 
    “Now Marcie my sweet, it’s time for the lovemaking that will cement the bonds between futa and female perpetually.” 
 
    The slaves had been put away for the night and there commenced an orgy of futa on female pleasuring beyond Marcie’s wildest imaginings. All around her she saw bodies entwined and entangled in the throes of passion. 
 
    There were daisy chains, futas and females lying in the lush grass, forming writhing rings with cocks being sucked and pussies eaten until all convulsed in simultaneous orgasm. She saw foursomes, female lying supine upon the ground with a futa on top her with cock in her vagina while that futa took the cock of another up her ass and sucked the cock of a third who stood with the females head between her feet. All four squirmed and gyrated in rutted in mad abandon until they came as one. 
 
    She and Xona sat sideways upon a chaise lounge together, just watching at first. Then Xona beckoned to Xuka who stood by with a gorgeous specimen of the dark skinned phase of the futa. They came to join Xona and Marcie, the dark one introducing herself as Xaca.  
 
    Xona stood and the three futas surrounded Marcie as she sat there, each sporting a thick and throbbing erection and leering down at her. 
 
    “Marcie dear,” Xona said, “you have three places in your body where a cock can go. Would you like to have a cock in each of them?” 
 
    A thrill of lust ran through Marcie and, by way of reply, she went to her knees and took Xaca’s cock deep in her mouth while reaching out to stroke the cocks of the other two. She took Xaca’s member full down, then switched to Xuka’s and finally Xona’s. She drew back and looked up at the three of them with gleaming eyes. 
 
    “I just wanted to make sure each cock was as hard as could be before it went into me!” 
 
    Xaca laid herself supine upon the lounge and Marcie mounted her, guiding her cock into her vagina while Xuka took her place behind her, lubed her member from a tube of KY that lay upon the grass, and entered her gently. Xona stood straddling the lounge and offered her cock to Marcie to be sucked.  
 
    Xaca’s cock was in her to its depth, Xuka pressed forward until her belly touched Marcie’s behind and Marcie opened her throat to take Xona’s great length full in. The rutting commenced, slowly at first, Marcie passing into rapture, feeling filled as never before and discovering the secret pleasure-linking between throat and clit that took all to a level she had never dared to dream of.  
 
    The cadence quickened, cocks going in an out faster and faster, Marcie’s head going back and forth, guided by Xona’s hand as she stood with head lolling in dazed delight. Marcie’s three lovers were well schooled in the performance of this act, communicating near telepathically as the edged themselves ever closer to the synchronized coming that was the goal. It was Marcie’s multi-orgasm that would trigger them all. 
 
    The rutting rose to zenith. Marcie drew back so that Xona’s cock fell out and gave an ecstatic shriek before taking Xona’s length full down again, her subsequent wild cries being muffled by the great organ that filled her gullet. But that pushed her partners over the edge and all three sighed and grunted in purest enjoyment with every pulsing spurt they ejected into Marcie’s cavities. The abundant cum filled her and overflowed her, gushing out from the orifices surrounding the cocks and running down inside her thighs. And her lips clenched around the base of Xona’s shafted as she felt her stomach being pumped full of the rich plenty that surged from her mate.  
 
    All four collapsed into a heap upon the grass and lay entangled in a sated embrace for minutes on end. Xona roused herself from the pleasant stupor and kissed Marcie tenderly on the forehead. 
 
    “Oh, my Marcie darling! Did I forget to tell you we each get a turn in each hole?” 
 
    Marcie’s answer was a lewd grin. She urged them to stand surrounding her as she knelt in the grass. The big dicks hung limp but she remedied that with sucking and stroking until all rose stiff as steel again. Then it was Xona’s turn to lie upon the lounge to be enveloped in her mate’s heavenly cavern. Xuka stood to be deepthroated while Xaca filled her ass. 
 
    The second round ended with them again in a heap upon the lawn. The three futas rose to form the circle around Marcie again. She had her work cut out for her to harden them but she was still randy and the artful attentions of her cum hungry mouth had them stiff again soon enough. The final pleasuring took long, the futas having to rut with every ounce of strength to extract the last of their cum but at length they all lay again upon the grass, drained and spent. 
 
    Marcie went from cock to cock, playfully sucking, hoping to coax them to hardness again but they all hung limp, not to rise again until morning. There was nothing for the three to do but sit and watch as the orgy wound down.  
 
    But Marcie remained unsated, filled with a lust she never felt before, and she made her way to a heap of writhing bodies and wormed her way into it, finding three unknown cocks to fill her and give her final satisfaction. The comingled bodies all shuddered in a common climax and lay still. Marcie lay in sweet afterglow, gently sucking a limp member, feeling the depths of the ultimate bonding. 
 
                                                                 CHAPTER ELEVEN: IMPREGNATION 
 
    Morning brought fond farewells as all headed home with slaves in tow. As they left the next group of quads was arriving for their retreat. Xara and Lana were among them. They were filled with excitement and anticipation because Xara was ripe to impregnate and Lana was ripe to conceive. They would be among the joyous couples who would lie upon the scarlet sheets. But much exquisite pleasure lay ahead of them before that blessed moment.  
 
    Lana took part with enthusiasm in the random swap and the various cruel sports to which the slaves were subjected. She watched the rape wrestling with a special glee as another batch of incorrigibles was emasculated by the cocks of futa and female. And it was her good luck to be selected as a huntress. 
 
    The rifle in her hand gave her a thrilling sense of power as she stalked to forest. She was born a country girl and before adopting her urban lifestyle had spent much time prowling the local woods in search of game. 
 
    Her steps were silent on the soft pine needles as she crept through the trees. Then she heard a twig snap somewhere behind and to her left. She whirled around and spotted a beast trying to make a sneaky retreat from a hiding place that had concealed him as she went by. 
 
    She had been able to shoot the eyeball out of a rabbit with her trusty .22 from fifty yards so her aim was true when she launched the beanbag. A burst of bright yellow splattered across the ass of the beast and he howled and jumped straight up in the air. Before he landed proton bolts struck him behind each knee and his legs buckled. He fell to the ground, then rose, looking around in terror until he saw Lana standing twenty meters away with a cruel grin on her face. He saw her taking aim again and fled headlong but couldn’t escape another bolt to the middle of his back before he vanished among the trees. 
 
    Lana felt the thrill of the hunt surge through her and, best of all, her pussy grew warm and wet and throbbed and tingled. She determined she would prolong the agony and terror of the beast while letting her lust rise ever higher until she could bear no more. Then she would bring him to earth and force him to satisfy her.  
 
    The tracker showed her exactly where the beast lurked at every moment, which allowed her to lull him into a sense of safety, then zap him with a bolt as if from nowhere. Once she seized the opportunity to use an old squirrel hunting trick. 
 
    She located the beast hiding behind the trunk of a big tree dead ahead. Her approach had been silent as a wraith so she doubted the beast knew she was near. Looking down at the ground she saw a stone the size of golf ball. She picked it up and tossed it so it landed beyond and to the right of where the brute lurked. It landed among a patch of brush with a clattering sound. Sure enough, her quarry came around to the other side of the tree trunk, peering in the direction of the sound. 
 
    He screamed in terror and confusion as bolts struck both his ass cheeks in quick succession. He fled in a panic stricken scamper but didn’t get far before he struck the invisible barrier and bounced off, tumbling headlong and rising disoriented and confused and terrified as never before. He took off again, feeling his way along the unseen boundary, then peeling off to seek refuge again somewhere in the forest. But now his legs wobbled and his pace slowed.  
 
    And Lana felt her poon dribbling down the inside of her thighs from the excitement of it all. He heart hammered and her breath came in randy pants. It was time to bring the beast down, take her pleasure and ease her lust. 
 
    She stalked him with extra care, making sure to approach him unseen and from an angle that would allow the agonizing beanbag to the balls. She located him with the tracker and crept from tree trunk to tree trunk in his direction until she caught sight of him leaning with his back against a tall pine. He was peering around it to where he must have come from, assuming her pursuit from behind so, while his eyes were fixated there she slipped forward to a tree within twenty yards of him took careful aim and launched the bag. 
 
    She nearly came from the sound he made in his horrified shock as the bag struck his balls. He jumped in the air like a stricken deer and then went down hard, moaning and sniveling in his acceptance of defeat. She was upon him within seconds as he lay there resigned to his fate. She cuffed his hands behind him and clapped on the leg irons.  
 
    Grabbing him by an ear in each hand she pulled him up to his knees and set her back against the bole of the big pine. She pulled his face into her oozing, throbbing crotch and commanded that he use his tongue there in a tone of voice filled with lustful menace. He knew better than to resist or refuse and her burning itch and his terrified submission brought her within seconds to a climax that tore a triumphant and primal shriek from the depths of her. It was heard by those who watched the hologram at the lodge though she was near the farthest reach of the venue. 
 
    She put a foot against his chest and shoved him away so that he lay upon his back. She quivered in her afterglow for a while, looking down with righteous scorn at the erstwhile bullying brute who had raped and ravaged women with impunity for far too long. But now justice would be served.  
 
    When she recovered herself, she rummaged through the backpack for the ring and pliers and stepped over to look down on him with contempt and loathing. He broke down into pathetic mewling sobs when the points of the ring pierced his tender tip. She clipped on the leash and a couple of unkind yanks urged him to rise and follow. Her pace was brisk and meant to cause hurt from the tugging on his tip when he lagged behind, hobbling desperately to keep up. 
 
    When she reached the lodge, she was met by a standing ovation. All agreed her hunt had been by far the most entertaining in its inventive cruelty. More than a few thick creamy puddles of cum lay upon the grass. Some of the futas had ejaculated spontaneously just from watching the thrilling and amusing chase. 
 
    She was the last to bring in her game and she placed him on his knees beside the others who awaited castration. She stood beside him watching and when the first set of balls fell to the ground after the torment became too much for the miscreant she looked down at him and he looked up at her with silent pleading in his eyes. But her heart was a stone and she returned his look with one of lascivious anticipation as she made a scissor-like motion with her fingers and laughed. He bowed his head in resigned despair, the tears of cowardice running down his cheeks. 
 
    One by one the pairs of balls were severed until it was her turn. She applied the skewers with pitiless elation, relishing each of his screams until he sniveled for the mercy of the cut. Xula handed her the remote so she could do the honors herself. She pressed the button and came, gushing heavily as the balls fell into the grass.  
 
    She tossed the remote back to Xula and looked for Xara, who stood holding out her arms to embrace her and beaming. Xara held her close and whispered in her ear. 
 
    “You are amazing my darling! I can’t wait to slide my cock into that heavenly place between your thighs and fill you with the teeming cream that will start our beautiful daughter inside you! I do hope she has your rich chocolate color!” 
 
    The blessed evening came. Xara and Lana were the last of four couples to share the sacred bed. They started with a 69, Xara on top, plunging her member down Lana’s gullet as she ate her pussy. She brought Lana to an exquisite orgasm but refrained herself to ensure her seed would be seething with life-giving sperm and her cock would be maximally hard for her lover’s pleasure. 
 
    Xara reversed herself and Lana went to hands and knees wanting to be taken from behind. Xara knelt with her glans touching the portal, the full length of her shaft visible to those with the coveted side view. With a soft but firm motion of the hips the shaft disappeared into Lana as all in attendance sighed and tears fell.  
 
    The rutting was slow at first, Lana moaning in rhythm to the member sliding in and out. But soon Xara’s desire was inflamed by the delight bestowed upon her member by the blissful walls of Lana’s moist and slippery vagina. Steadily the rolling of her hips accelerated as her self-control eroded and the urge to propel herself to ejaculation took hold. Lana sensed this and, driven half mad by the faster and faster driving of the big glans over her G she cried out. 
 
    “That’s the way my love! Take your pleasure! Fill me with new life!” 
 
    But Xara lasted well long enough to push Lana over her own brink into a multi-climax that shattered her soul. She felt the pulsing within her as Xara expended herself and felt the crawly trickle down the inside of her thighs as she was filled to overflowing. They collapsed forward, lying atop each other with Xara’s cock still in. But Lana felt its softening within her and felt joy at giving her mate this blissful satisfaction. They lay in afterglow babbling fatuous nothings into each other’s ears for minutes on end as watching futas spurted out cream without touching themselves and females likewise gushed the juice of their pleasure onto the grass. 
 
    Xara and Lana were too spent from their mating to participate in the orgy that followed, at least at first. They just reclined on lounges and watched the goings on while sipping wine. But the sight of the entwined naked bodies and the cries of ecstasy that filled the air rekindled their free-floating lust and they each rose and went off in their separate ways to bask in the communion of souls that cemented the bonds of sisterhood and strengthened the resolve to conquer and dominate.  
 
    Lana was offered the three cocks of three futa’s she had never met and first sucked and stroked them all with passion before being filled in every place a cock could go. She lapsed into the throes of multi-climax, riding out in a state of maddened rapture until she felt the pulsing and pumping of the cumloads into her ass and vagina and she held just the tip of the third cock between her lips, filled with delectation as the rich and tasty cream flooded her mouth, swallowing once, then twice then thrice so not a drop was spilled upon the grass. 
 
    Xara stumbled across a petite and lovely young Asian female named Phung, who was new to the sisterhood of conquest and eager to immerse herself within it. She offered Xara all three of her orifices, first taking Xara’s instruction in the art of the deepthroat and gulping down the sumptuous product of her lover’s pleasure with a hunger that would be with her from that moment forth.  
 
    Then Xara laid her in the grass and reveled in the tight and glabrous clutch of her sweet vagina along every inch of her length, amazed that one so small could take her to the hilt. She erupted, overfilling Phung, who scooped up the excess with her fingers and licked them clean. 
 
    At the last Xara’s thick member entered Phung’s tight hind hole. It hurt her at first but she exhorted Xara to rut upon her hard anyway, drawing pleasure from the pain, again taking every inch, until all pain vanished leaving only pleasure and she came hard as she felt Xara’s big organ pulsing and pumping within her.  
 
    The orgy wound down until they lay spent and sated upon the grass. All woke the next morning with a heightened sense of community and solidarity that strengthened their resolve to hasten the conquest of the planet.  
 
                                                                         EPILOGUE 
 
    From footholds such as Ferndale scattered all over the planet the conquest spread out, futa’s infiltrating everywhere, recruiting females and enslaving males. The seats of government became the prime targets with futa’s worming their way into positions and then exerting the wills upon the males to resign and be replaced by females and futas.  
 
    More and more ships arrived bearing what became hordes of invaders. They were welcomed with open arms by equal numbers of females. Males succumbed en masse and soon naked males were seen everywhere performing the menial labor, many of them eunuchs who were assigned the most degrading tasks. The whip was not spared. 
 
    There was a goodly number of resistant males who fled into the wilder reaches of the planet. They were hunted down one by one for sport. Upon capture they were given an ultimatum, submit and serve and keep your balls or else. 
 
    When conquest was complete peace reigned upon the planet with the warlike male being subdued and subjugated. Futa and female were fruitful and multiplied until a surplus of futas made necessary the departure of more space ships to conquer a humanoid inhabited planet orbiting a star just twenty light years away. 
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