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Naughty Excerpt from “Futa's Passionate Awakening”

“I wrote the letter.” The redheaded doctor's heels clicked as she walked to the counter. “Don't get dressed just yet. I want to collect a semen sample.”

“What?” Helen gasped, her blue eyes widening. “A... But don't I...?”

“Have to masturbate? Yes.” The doctor grabbed a pair of latex gloves and drew them on. “But don't worry. I will assist you today.”

“Assist?”

“I know you're uncomfortable with your body, so I will masturbate you to orgasm to collect the sample.” The doctor gave Helen a reassuring smile. “Don't worry. This is a medical procedure, okay? But I would encourage you to start masturbating on your own. It will help with your erections. And it is a very healthy activity for even a young futanari to do.”

Helen's cheeks blushed. She glanced down at her dick. “You're not really going to...touch it.”

“I've touched it before,” laughed the doctor. “Relax, okay? This is just something we have to do. I have been meaning to collect a semen sample and, well, honey, having an erection for such a long period is not good for your cock. The pressure needs to be relieved. So we'll get both things done.”

“But...” Helen swallowed, glancing at her dick throbbing before her, swaying with the slightest movement of her body. “I could...” She wanted to finish her sentence, but at the same time the idea of the sexy, older doctor stroking her cock, jacking her off, sent a powerful wave of desire through her body.

“I know this is a little unorthodox,” Dr. Maura said, walking back to the exam bed holding a specimen cup, the type Helen had peed in before. In her other hand, she held a bottle of medical lube she used when giving pelvic or rectal exams. “But it doesn't have to be weird. Just relax and enjoy it.”

Helen nodded, her lusts driving her wild all day. It was too much for her to contain. She sat on the exam table, the paper crinkling beneath her naked ass, juices trickling out of her pussy. She squirmed, the paper rubbing on her wet lips, sticking to her and tearing.

Dr. Maura sat beside Helen. She handed the specimen cup to the girl “Can you hold this, please? Just make sure to catch your sample.”

Helen nodded, her heart racing. Dr. Maura's perfume smelled so wonderful. The doctor scooted closer. A hot tremble ran through the futanari, her dick throbbing. She swallowed as Dr. Maura lubed up both her gloves, getting them slick and glistening. Then the doctor wrapped her right arm around Helen's waist as she sat closer.

“Ready?” Dr. Helen asked, her right hand grasping Helen's cock, the lube cold and slick. But even still, a hot rush shot up to the tip of her dick.

Someone's touching my cock. “Yes.” 

“Good. Just relax and enjoy.”

Helen shuddered as the doctor's slicked, gloved hand stroked up her dick, reaching the sensitive crown. A jolt shot through her at the doctor's electric touch. Then the hand slid down before stroking back up and sending another jolt through the futa's body.

She groaned, blinking at the surge of pleasure rushing through her dick. She couldn't believe how amazing the doctor's hand felt sliding up and down her dick. Her body shuddered, her pussy clenching as something ached in her depths.

“There we go,” Dr. Maura purred, her left hand sliding between Helen's thighs. “And since you are a futa, we can add additional stimulation to your vagina.”

“Doctor,” Helen groaned as lubed, gloved fingers stroked through her virgin folds, the doctor's other hand stroking her dick faster. “Oh, wow. Oh... Oh, wow.”

“See how nice masturbation is,” purred the doctor, leaning in closer. “How amazing it is. You don't have to be afraid of this. Your cock is wonderful. And so is your pussy. You are a special girl, Helen.”

I'm a freak.

But it felt wonderful. She savored the stroking hand and the rubbing fingers. Helen shuddered, her body quivering as the delight stroked up and down her cock. She arched her back, her heart racing, hammering in her chest. The pleasure burned so hot in her. She groaned and whimpered. Her eyes fluttered as the pleasure swelled through her.

Her legs kicked out beneath her. She moaned again, her breasts rising and falling. Spasms shuddered through her body. She squirmed, the paper crinkling beneath her ass. She let out a wanton moan, her body trembling as the pressure built and built in her. Something inside her, deep in her pussy, wanted to escape.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Chapter One: Futa Problems

Helen Hawthorn sighed as she taped her throbbing girl-dick between her legs, tucked between her thighs and pressing against the lips of her pussy, her blonde pubic hair tickling her shaft. She called it her girl-dick because that only felt proper. She was a girl who happened to have a dick. And one that had been increasingly difficult the last few days thanks to her new roommate, Isabel.

Helen applied the last of the tape to keep her dick tucked in place, hiding from the world that she was what the medical community called intersex and most people would call a hermaphrodite. Helen hated both terms. Intersex sounded so clinical, and hermaphrodite made her sound like a freak.

She preferred the term futanari.

It was Japanese in origin, and while it meant hermaphrodite, it sounded far more exotic. Plus, futanari had come to mean biological women who gained cocks of their own, often sprouting from their clits like Helen's did. Unlike other naturally-born hermaphrodites or intersexed individuals, she had her cock sprouting from the folds of her pussy like it was her clit enlarged.

Except no clit was larger than most human cocks could grow. And they did not have fully functional urethrae. Not only that, she could cum from her dick, or so Dr. Maura assured her. Her ovaries had, apparently, developed to function as normally and as testicles. They produced semen. Her occasional wet dreams proved it. 

Her cock taped up, the tip still tingling, she pulled up her panties, the satin material sliding into place. It was hard to tell she had a cock at all, she tucked so well. And once she had her skirt and tights on, no one would have a clue she wasn't a woman. It was so much easier than people thinking she was a freak.

“You're not a freak,” her mother would tell her. “You're unique. Special.”

“My special volcano,” her father would laugh.

Ryan and Regan Hawthorn weren't Helen's biological parents. She was adopted and named after Mount St. Helens where she was found as a baby. “If I'm special,” she would retort to her parents, “then why did my parents abandon me on a mountain?”

“Because they knew you would need someone special to love you,” her mother would say, hugging her. “Someone who had all the love in the world to give to such a unique, little girl.”

She would pretend her parents had cheered her up, but Helen knew the truth. She was a futanari freak.

She dressed next, pulling on her white tights and a plaid skirt that fell almost to her knees. Her blouse was pale blue and complimented her skirt. She buttoned up her blouse, covering her small breasts held in a plain bra. She tucked in her skirt, and then set about taming her blonde hair into a French braid. She always loved how feminine braided hair was.

And the French braid was the most elegant and feminine to the futanari. She would be beautiful if she tried a little harder with her makeup, but since she knew no straight guy or gay guy would want to date her, she didn't see the point in trying.

And I doubt the lesbians are interested in a chick with a huge dick, Helen sighed as she finished putting on her lip gloss, making her lips pink and shiny. Lip gloss capped, she headed out of her bathroom into the dorm room she shared with Isabel Espinosa. 

Having a roommate was a mistake. During her freshman year at the University of Puget Sound, Helen had no roommate. She had told the school that, for medical reasons, she had to room alone. And they had respected her wishes. It was too stressful for Helen to have to hide her condition in her own dorm. So when Helen started her sophomore year this week, she assumed she would have a room all to herself.

She was wrong. She had to put up with the feisty, energetic, and gorgeous Isabel.

It was torture. Her girl-cock responded to a pretty girl the same as any straight guy's. It grew hard. It tingled. It had this painful, almost demanding ache at the tip. It begged to be touched, to be stroked, to be masturbated. 

Helen had never masturbated. And she had no plans on starting. She had gone all nineteen years of her life without flogging her girl-dick like a dumb guy or frigging her pussy like a horny slut. She wasn't interested in sex since she knew no one would ever be interested in her futanari, freakish body.

So walking out of the bathroom and finding Isabel naked, bent over, her curvy, golden-brown ass pointed right at the bathroom door was torture. Helen froze, eyes widening behind her glasses at the sight of the naked rump swaying back and forth. It wiggled as Isabel worked a pink thong up her sleek legs. Peeking between those lush thighs were the shaved lips of her pussy, her petals on full display, dark and delicious.

Oh, no, Helen groaned as her dick throbbed, fighting against the tape. She squeezed her thighs together, trying to hold it in place. The tip of her girl-cock ached, begging to be introduced to that succulent pussy. 

“You always change in the bathroom,” Isabel said, her words rapid. She pulled the thong over her hips, hiding her pussy, the cloth vanishing between those curvy butt-cheeks. “It's just us girls. You don't have to be shy.” She turned, her round breasts jiggling naked, areolas a dusky pink. She had a red heart tattooed on the inner slope of her left tit. “Really, I'm almost offended that you flee into the bathroom. I don't care if you have an ugly scar or something. Won't bother me.” 

“I'm just shy,” Helen said, cheeks red as she wrenched her gaze from those swaying tits. Her dick felt so engorged. It strained and pulled at the tape. It was so uncomfortable. She grit her teeth, heading to her desk to pack up her backpack for the day.

“Oh, don't be shy, chica,” Isabel said, flashing teeth. “I don't bite.” 

“I know,” Helen said, her cheeks burning. Even her pussy was getting wet, her labia rubbing on her girl-dick's shaft, slicking it with juicy excitement. The futanari squirmed, the tip of her cock throbbing, the tape pulling at her flesh. She grabbed her laptop and stuffed it in her bag.

“Does it bother you that I'm naked?” she asked, facing Helen, her tits still out. “Are you gay? 'Cause that's cool. I'm down with that.” 

“No, no,” the blonde futanari said. Helen didn't know what her sexuality was. Was it gay to like women if she had a cock? But she also had a pussy. “I'm just...not used to it.”

“Aw, gotcha.” Isabel nodded, grabbing a bra out of her dresser. “We'll work on it, okay, chica?” 

“Sure,” Helen lied. It was easier than arguing with her roommate. And she hoped by the end of the week Isabel would be moving out. Helen already had her appeal in with the college administration, along with a note from Dr. Maura.

She was the only person at school that knew about Helen's condition.

“So, how are classes going?” Isabel asked. “I'm finding my second year to be strangely easier and yet harder at the same time, you know?”

“Yeah,” Helen said, grabbing her writing journal. It had cute, green geckos on it crawling over a yellow background. It was her fifth writing journal—the others were in her desk drawer. She filled them with story ideas, poems, half-written scenes. It was an important tool in her desire to be an author.

It was why she was at the University of Puget Sound. She was enrolled in the English Department with a Creative Writing focus.

“I mean,” continued Isabel, “I got the routine down, know how to get food, how to live, where to go to class. I'm not one of those lost freshmen wandering around with their eyes so wide like they've never been away from home. And so it's easier. And yet the classes are just harder.”

“Yep.”

“You don't really like to talk much.”

“I guess not.”

“You're gonna be a big famous author,” she laughed. “Communication. I'd think you'd be good at it.”

Helen shrugged her shoulders before slinging on her backpack. “I have to get to class.”

“'Kay. Have a good one.”

“You, too,” Helen said, hurrying to the door.

She tried to pretend she wasn't fleeing as she closed the door behind her and rushed down the hallway to the stairs. But she was. Helen couldn't help it. She had to get out of there. Her dick throbbed so much. She passed the elevator and hurried down the stairwell, bursting outside into the warm, September morning, taking in deep breaths.

The University of Puget Sound, located in the heart of Tacoma, had a beautiful campus. There was so much greenery everywhere Helen looked, surrounded by red-brick buildings that looked like they were built a century ago. Except there were all these little details that hinted at their more modern construction: the bricks' red too bright and vibrant, the mortar too light, the style off. The school had finished a major remodel and expansion a few years before she started.

Helen loved it here. It was beautiful. She pushed up her glasses, they were forever slipping down her nose, and breathed in deeply, letting her dick's throbbing relax as she gathered herself for her day.

She really, really needed to live alone.

~   ~~   ~

Trish Radclyffe moaned bloody murder, her back arching as her boyfriend devoured her pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes, Ethan,” she groaned, her thighs clamped about his face, her round breasts heaving as she thrashed on their bed. The nineteen-year-old sophomore squeezed at the white sheets as the pleasure rippled through her body. “You are the best pussy licker.” 

“I don't know,” he said between licks, looking up her body. “I've heard lesbians really know how to get it done.”

“The best man then,” she panted. “Oh, keep licking me. Oh, you are getting fucked once I cum.”

He flashed her a pleased grin before diving back into her folds. She shuddered, her hands shooting out to grasp his short, sandy-blond hair as he devoured her. The heels of her feet drummed on his muscular back while her breasts heaved. Her brown, wavy hair spread out around her gasping face, flushed with her pleasure.

His morning stubble rasped on her pussy lips. His nose nuzzled through her brown pubic hair as he tongued her, his nose ring flashing silver. He wiggled his tongue deep into her folds, teasing her. Her toes curled as her back arched in joy, her brown eyes squeezing shut.

Even if lesbians could eat pussy better than her boyfriend, he had one thing every woman lacked—a big cock.

Trish loved her boyfriend fucking her almost as much as she loved him eating her out. Her clit throbbed beneath his tongue's assault while his strong hands gripped her ass beneath the sheet. Pleasure buzzed through her body while her tits jiggled.

“Oh, yes, baby,” she groaned, voice tense. “Oh, you are the best. Love you!”

They had been dating since mid-way through her freshman year. And now they lived together in the Theme House Ethan and his buddies rented from the University. It made her feel so adult to share her bed with her boyfriend, grownup in ways even going off to college hadn't.

Her orgasm built and built in her as he dug his tongue through her folds, leaving her shuddering and moaning, aching to explode across his lips. Her legs tightened on the sides of his head, his whiskers rasping on her inner thighs.

She loved that, too.

“You're going to make me explode!” she howled, not caring that Ethan's three roommates could hear them. She wanted them to hear her. She wanted them to know her boyfriend got shit done in the bedroom. “Yes, yes, yes, keep licking my clit. Oh, you stud. Oh, yes!”

She came.

The pleasure burst through her. Waves of delight rippled through her flesh as she moaned her bliss. She shuddered, her thighs squeezed tight about his head as she squirmed. Rapture washed through her body and inundated her mind.

She heaved, the bed creaking, her juices flooding into his hungry mouth. Trish had a few ex-boyfriends who thought licking a girl's pussy was disgusting. They would gladly stick their cocks in her, but not their tongues.

Ethan was different. He was a man who loved pussy. 

“Yes, yes, yes,” she heaved. “Oh, god. Oh, damn, Ethan. Oh, fuck me. Just ram into me.”

“You are always hornier after cumming,” he laughed as her thighs relaxed, letting his head rise.

She giggled at him, buzzing with delight. She loved the sight of her pussy juices dripping down his chin. “Mmm, I just need that big cock in me.”

Since she was on the pill, she didn't make Ethan wear a condom. She hated the feel of latex, preferring a natural cock rubbing on her pussy walls. It made her cum so much harder, especially when his jizz spurted into her depths. It was such a rush.

He moved up her body, kissing her hard, letting her taste her sweet musk. She savored it, shuddering as her thighs wrapped about his waist, his cock nudging at her pussy's folds. She was so eager to be penetrated, her fingernails scraping down his back.

“Fuck me,” she moaned, breaking the kiss. “Let the entire house feel the bed shake.”

“Damn, you are so wild, Trish,” he groaned, reaching down to guide his cock into her pussy.

“And you love it,” she grinned.

“Oh, yes.”

The tip of his dick rubbed across her pussy lips, brushing her clit and making her gasp in delight. Then he found her entrance and rammed into her. The brunette moaned, her pussy clenching down on the intruding dick, the friction burning hot between them.

She loved it. That wonderful moment of his cock sliding into her flesh, of their bodies becoming one. She could never understand lesbians. This was amazing. It was what her body was made for, to accept a big, throbbing dick. She didn't hate lesbians. She believed they had every right to love women.

But she felt they were missing out. In her opinion, dildos were not substitutes for real cocks.

“Damn, you are dripping wet,” Ethan said, pride in his eyes.

“Oh, I wonder why,” she moaned as his cock pumped in and out of her depths. Delight rippled through her. “Maybe because my boyfriend is a pussy-eating stud!”

He grinned, pleasure burning in his blue eyes. “Maybe.”

His right hand slid up her side and cupped her left breast. His strong fingers kneaded her flesh as their bodies writhed together. His balls thwacked into her taint while his dick pumped over and over into her pussy's depths.

Every plunge made her shiver. Her eyes rolled back into her head as she drank in the bliss of his cock fucking her. She wiggled her hips, grinding her clit into his pubic bone. Sparks shuddered through her.

“Oh, yes,” she groaned, his thumb rubbing her left nipple. Her nub ached, adding to the swelling bliss in her depths. “Oh, I'm going to cum on this cock.”

“Oh, yeah?” he asked, thrusting harder, a grin on his lips. “You're going to cum on my dick, huh? Massage it with that tight pussy? Make me cum in you?”

Her fingernails clawed into his back as she moaned, “Yes!”

He kissed her hard, claiming her lips as his thrusts drove harder and harder into her flesh. She shuddered, her pussy clenching down on his dick churning through her depths. Delight rippled through her as the friction burned hotter and hotter.

His muscular chest crushed her breasts as she held him tight. She savored her nubs rubbing on his pecs. He was an athlete, keeping his body in such great condition. It gave him the stamina to fuck her so hard. To make her cum.

And that cum was building, swelling, growing in the depths of her pussy.

She moaned into the kiss, thighs tightening about his hips. The pleasure swelled through her. She clenched her pussy about his dick, drinking in every sensation. Her orgasm swelled, her body trembling.

She exploded.

Trish moaned into Ethan's mouth as her body shuddered beneath him. Her pussy writhed about his thick cock. He plunged faster and faster into her, stirring up her frothy depths as the pleasure rippled out of her. Powerful waves swept through her body.

“Damn,” Ethan groaned, breaking the kiss. “Damn, you're cumming hard.”

“So hard!” she moaned, her body bucking, spasming, out of control as the rapture burned through her. “Cum in me, Ethan.”

“Yes,” he growled, thrusting so hard.

Her hands moved down his back to his muscular ass. She clenched her fingers into his butt-cheeks, pulling him deeper into her pussy. More and more pleasure rippled out of her, orgasm after orgasm burning through her body as her boyfriend churned her to a forth.

Damn, I love this guy.

Giddy exhilaration shot through her as she stared up into his blue eyes. His cock rammed so deep into her. His face contorted. His mouth opened wide. And then that wonderful moment, the first squirt of his cum deep into her pussy.

“Yes,” she moaned in delight, shuddering beneath him. “Oh, Ethan, yes, yes, yes. That's it. Flood me. I love it.”

“Love you,” he groaned, his cock spurting over and over into her spasming pussy.

She held him through his orgasm then savored his weight crushing her as he relaxed. His weight settled on her. She held him tight, wanting to savor this moment. Their lips met in tender kisses, sharing their affection.

And then the alarm clock ruined the moment.

“Damn,” Ethan groaned, glancing at the clock. “Damn, we have classes.”

“Yeah,” panted Trish, buzzing with too much pleasure to be annoyed. “I guess we do.”

They had to shower together. There just wasn't time for them to take turns. It was a chore to keep their hands from making each other cum, but the pair persevered as they laughed and giggled. Once they were finished, she pulled her hair into a ponytail, no time to do anything more complicated, and put on her makeup.

Ethan was already dressed and on his way out the door when she emerged from the bathroom to get dressed. She envied guys. Shower and a shave then they were ready for the day, pulling on their clothes in moments, not putting any thought into their outfit.

Not that Trish had much time for that, either. She settled for a cute pair of jeans and a blue peasant blouse, the collar ruffled. Her bra and panties were a matching sky blue, something comfortable for classes. She grinned at Ethan's roommates as she moved through the house.

“What a performance,” clapped Alex, a blond Norwegian with a thick accent. “Just stimulating.”

“Maybe one day,” Trish grinned as she headed to the door, “you'll find a girl and give me one.”

“Maybe,” he said.

Trish stepped out into the warm, September sun on the quiet street where the Theme Houses, a collection of residential houses that all looked like gingerbread houses owned by the University, lay in a neat line. Students could apply to live in them to have a more independent life than living in the dorms like Trish's best friend, Helen, did.

She stretched her back and skipped down the concrete steps out to the residential street. She hurried across it, glowing with the joy of her orgasm. Her steps felt so light as she crossed the bustling campus, students heading to their morning classes.

“Helen,” she called, spotting her friend crossing to Wyatt Hall, home of the humanities program. Like her best friend, Trish was an English major, though she was more interested in editing and being a literary agent than writing like her friend. “Morning.”

“Morning,” Helen said, her face glum.

“Isabel drive you wild this morning?”

Helen rolled her eyes behind her silver-rimmed glasses, her blonde braid swinging behind her. “You have no idea. It was painful dealing with her.”

“Maybe you just need a boyfriend,” Trish said. “Someone you can hang out with so you can keep out of your dorm more often.”

Helen just shrugged.

“Or maybe a girlfriend?”

Helen stumbled. “What? Trish!”

“Oh, it's okay,” Trish said, an amused smile on her lips. “It wouldn't bother me one bit. It wouldn't bother anyone. It's 2017, Helen. Girls can like girls and no one cares.” Maybe you can even like Isabel. Trish had her suspicions about Helen's real reason for being annoyed with Isabel. Poor thing's never dated. Has no idea how to handle her emotions. 

So Trish would just have to be a supportive friend. Like she had since they met in the sixth grade.

“So, seeing Dr. Maura after classes?”

“Yeah,” nodded Helen.

Trish didn't know what Helen's medical problem was. After almost a decade of friendship, she had never opened up about it. But Trish understood her friend. Helen was private. If she needed to share, she would. And Trish would be there for that, too.

“Well, let's get to class,” Trish said brightly. “That will cheer you up.”

Helen nodded. She did love writing. Together, they headed into Wyatt Hall and English 220. 


Chapter Two: Futanari Imprisoned

“I can see you're excited,” Dr. Jingy Zhao said, a hungry smile crossing her lips, her nipples hardening against her white lab coat. She was naked beneath, her petite body flushed and aroused. The Chinese woman's slanted eyes fell on the figure strapped to the table. “Well, Ally?”

“Yes, doctor,” Subject STARFALL answered, shifting on the exam table, her arms and legs manacled with leather cuffs to the four corners of the table, her body naked. She was a lush thing, looking like a nineteen-year-old human female.

But human females did not normally have clitorides thrusting from their pussy at a size and girth bigger than a human penis. Especially not when said clitoris doubled as a fully functional penis. It was already tumescent, throbbing with the patient's heartbeat, a puddle of pre-ejaculate forming on her pale stomach. She had Irish features, green eyes and fiery hair, engineered to blend in with the population of the United States. She was lovely, desirable.

She made Dr. Zhao's pussy so wet.

“Excellent,” Dr. Zhao said, her thighs rubbing together. “Are you comfortable? Are the restraints too tight?”

“No, doctor,” Subject STARFALL answered.

She was the heart of Project STARFALL, the Defense Intelligence Agency's most top secret endeavor. Located beneath the Hanford Site, hiding under the Department of Energy's office where they managed the cleanup of the nuclear waste produced in Hanford's old reactors. No one called Ally Subject STARFALL except in official reports or when briefing higher ups in the DIA and other government agencies on the progress of the project. Dr. Roland Winthrop, the chief scientist of the project, had given her the name when she was an infant.

“I am eager, too, Ally,” Dr. Zhao said.

She was in her mid-thirties, possessing both a Medical Doctorate and a Doctorate in Genetic Biology, both from John Hopkins University. Out of college, the Chinese immigrant was recruited by USAMRIID (United States Army Medical Research Institute of Infectious Diseases), the military's counterpart to the CDC. Her knowledge of retroviral engineering drew the attention of Project STARFALL. For the last decade, she had worked on sequencing Ally's unique DNA. In the last year, since the subject reached the age of eighteen, a change was found in her hormones and seminal fluid. Now Dr. Zhao studied the the unusual properties of Ally's semen for military applications.

And for the last two months, she had found a new method of extracting it. One not at all approved by the Project STARFALL guidelines.

“Good,” Dr. Zhao said, undoing the buttons of her lab coat.

Ally's breath quickened, her large breasts jiggling, her fat, dusky nipples thrusting from atop her mounds. She let out a whimper of anticipation, her legs twitching. Between her spread thighs, Dr. Zhao noted the thick tangle of fiery curls matted by Ally's excitement, her sweet musk perfuming the air.

The scientist knew what she was about to do was risky. But that just made it hotter.

Her coat fell to the floor, unveiling her petite body to the hungry gaze of the futanari. It was a term an earlier research scientist, one into Anime, had given Ally as she matured. It fit her. She wasn't a natural-born intersexed specimen.

She was engineered.

Topping Dr. Zhao's small, firm breasts were a pair of dark-brown nipples thrusting from her areolas. Her dark bush, trimmed and neat, glistened with her own excitement as she walked barefoot to the table, her hand holding up the magnum condom.

It barely fit Ally's dick.

“Do we have to use the condom?” moaned Ally, shuddering on the table. “It feels so much better without it.”

“You know why,” Dr. Zhao said, reaching the table and grasping the cock. The overwhelming urge to lick the girl-dick shot through her. But she controlled herself. There were minute traces of Ally's semen in her precum, enough to infect her. “You had that fun once.” 

“Please,” Ally moaned, shuddering as Dr. Zhao rolled the pink condom down the girl's cock, a large reservoir at the tip.

“I need to collect a sample anyways,” Dr. Zhao purred. “I could stick the electrode into your vagina and stimulate you that way. Or would you prefer my alternative method.” 

Ally squeezed her blue eyes shut, her hips pumping, her sweet musk growing. “The alternative method, Doctor. It still feels good experiencing your pussy on my dick, even through the rubber.”

“Who even taught you those words?” Dr. Zhao asked.

“Books.”

“What books are they letting you read these days?”

Ally didn't answer. She only let out a whimper, her toes curling cutely as the condom rolled down to the base of her cock thrusting out of her pussy's folds. She would have a tight slit if it wasn't for her cock thrusting out of it, forcing her pussy lips to wrap around the shaft.

Trembling in anticipation of the futanari's monstrous cock, Dr. Zhao mounted the exam table. Her short, black hair swayed about her head, glistening sleekly, her face twisting with pleasure. The Chinese woman guided the rubber-sheathed cock to her pussy, rubbing the tip against her folds, the condom's lubrication cold on her hot flesh.

Then she lowered herself.

“Yes,” she moaned, unable to hide how amazing it felt to feel the futanari's cock slide deeper and deeper into her depths. She hated the rubber. Like Ally, she would prefer natural contact.

But the risks were dangerous enough this way. If the condom broke...

And that made it as hot as the risk of being caught with fucking the subject.

“Dr. Zhao,” moaned Ally, her breasts jiggling, her arms pulling at the restraints. Pleasure crossed her youthful face. “Oh, your pussy is so hot. Even through the rubber. Oh, but it would feel so much better without it. Just for a moment. Please! You can put it back on after. I promise I won't cum.” 

“Is it in your programming to infect people with your semen, Ally?”

“I don't know.” Ally's face twisted. “I just know it'll feel so good. I want it. My dick aches so much and my pussy's so wet. I need to cum.”

“So do I.”

The doctor leaned over Ally, sliding her pussy up and down the shaft, her flesh stretched so tight. The pleasure was incredible. None of her past lovers had dicks coming anywhere near Ally's size. It was months of lusting after the futanari's cock before her desires drove her to indulge, to experience that huge girl-cock spreading her pussy apart.

And it was amazing.

She rocked faster and faster, her small tits jiggling as she stared down at Ally's vibrant-green eyes. The futanari moaned, her cheeks flushing, her body twitching. Arms pulled at the restraints, leather creaking as Dr. Zhao fucked her.

“Oh, your cock is so huge,” the scientist moaned. “Oh, Ally, I love it.”

“Yes,” Ally gasped. “I bet. And your cunt... So hot.”

“Cunt?” groaned the doctor, her pussy clenching at the naughty word. “You are reading wicked stories.”

“So wicked,” Ally groaned, hips bucking, meeting Dr. Zhao as she slammed down the huge cock and bouncing her up again. “This is amazing. I'm going to cum so hard.”

“Good, give it all to me. I need it. I need so much of your jizz.” Her pussy clenched again, massaging the huge cock.

Her clit throbbed every time she bottomed out on Ally, her hips shifting. Her tits jiggled while Ally's wiggled, her pillowy mounds rippling as she shifted. Dr. Zhao gripped them, her olive-tinged fingers squeezing into the pale flesh.

Ally groaned as Dr. Zhao's thumbs ran over her nipples. The doctor licked her lips. Then her short, lithe body contorted, her hands squeezing the futanari's breasts. She groaned, rocking faster, tongue extended. She brushed the right nipple, just bending her back enough.

Then her lips engulfed the nipple.

“Dr. Zhao!” Ally moaned, trembling as the Chinese woman sucked. “That's amazing.”

Dr. Zhao only moaned her agreement, her pussy clenching, growing hotter and hotter. Her clit throbbed every time she bottomed out, grinding her nub into Ally's pubic bone. Dr. Zhao moaned about the nipple, her mouth sucking harder and harder, her tongue brushing the nub.

Ally's moans echoed from the lab's concrete walls and reinforced ceiling. The leather restraints creaked more and more as Ally pulled and strained. She shuddered, eyes fluttering as Dr. Zhao rode her huge cock.

“Oh, yes, Dr. Zhao,” moaned Ally. “Just take off the condom. Please, let me cum in your pussy just once?”

“No,” Dr. Zhao moaned, releasing the nipple and staring at the subject's green eyes. Their breasts rubbed together as she rocked on Ally's cock. “Stop asking.”

“If you won't take it off, I'll tell Father that you're fucking me,” groaned Ally. Father was her name for Dr. Roland Winthrop, though Ally knew he wasn't her real father. The man was the only constant she had in her life, living two stories beneath the ground in her cell in a bunker constructed during World War II.

“You won't do that,” Dr. Zhao groaned, her stomach twisting, the fear propelling her pleasure higher, her orgasm swelling. She rocked faster.

“I will,” she groaned. “Just one time without the condom. A single slide of your cunt down and up my cock. Please. Or I'll tell.”

“And then no one will fuck your cock again,” I groaned. “They'll collect your cum the other way.”

Ally squeezed her eyes shut, groaned, and then shuddered. The futanari's orgasm wracked her body. In her pussy's depths, Dr. Zhao felt the reservoir of the condom ballooning with the copious amount of cum filling it.

Ally produced twenty times the amount of a normal male's ejaculate.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Dr. Zhao moaned, her back arching, her nipples kissing Ally's. “That's it. Cum, you naughty futanari!”

Her own body spasmed. Her pussy writhed about the futanari's condom-clad dick. For a moment, she wished Ally wasn't wearing a condom. She wanted to feel that jizz splash directly into her unprotected pussy.

The fantasy burned so hot through her as her orgasm sent waves of bliss shooting through her body. She groaned, her eyes rolling back into her head. Her pussy clenched and spasmed so hard on Ally's dick.

“Yes,” Ally groaned. “Oh, Dr. Zhao, I won't tell. I promise. Please, please keep fucking me. Even with the condom. I need it so badly. If you won't let me see Sara or Jewel or Georgia, then don't stop.”

“I won't,” Dr. Zhao panted. “But it has to be our secret.”

She kissed Ally on the lips, shuddering, her body buzzing with her pleasure.

And then the lab's door opened. Dr. Zhao's pussy clenched on the condom-wrapped cock as her head snapped up from Ally's lips. She wrenched her head around to look over her shoulder. And then let out a sigh of relief.

“Dr. Zhao, again?” demanded the youthful Dr. Catherine Wood, wearing blue medical scrubs beneath her white lab coat.

“Yes, again,” Dr. Zhao groaned, stretching. “Mmm... I needed to collect a big sample from Ally. Didn't I?”

“Yes, Doctor,” mewled the futanari.

Catherine was Dr. Zhao's new assistant, a replacement for Dr. Sara Peterson who had been contaminated with Ally's semen. Now Sara resided in a cell beside Ally, consumed with uncontrollable desire for the futanari. Sara would do anything for Ally. She worshiped the futanari.

It wasn't precisely mind control, but more an overwhelming desire for Ally, a sexual need so strong that she was almost like a junkie. She would do anything for Ally to quench that need for more of her unusual cum.

It was that accident that led to the discovery of Ally's changed biochemistry and Dr. Zhao's current research.

“You're going to end up just like poor Sara or one of the test subjects,” Catherine said. “One of these times, the condom will break.”

“Mmm, that would be nice,” Ally purred.

“You're putting this entire project at risk,” Catherine continued, her green eyes intense behind her glasses, her face red with anger. She shook her head, her ponytail of dark-brown hair swaying behind her. “I should report you.”

“You should have the first time,” Dr. Zhao said. “But now you're complicit.” The Chinese doctor smiled. Catherine knowing made her risky behavior even more exciting. “Especially that time you masturbated while watching.”

The red burning in Catherine's cheeks became scarlet.

Dr. Zhao shuddered in delight as she slid off Ally's cock. Unlike a man, the futanari had no refractory period. Her cock was always ready to go. We should find out if there is a limit to her refractory period. 

She grinned at the reservoir at the tip of the condom bulging with Ally's seed. “Let's collect our sample and get to work, Catherine.”

“Yes, Doctor,” the woman muttered, pulling on rubber gloves.

Dr. Zhao was excited to get to work. They were on the right track. She just knew it.

~   ~~   ~

Helen groaned as she woke up from her sex dream, squirming in her chair. Her cock throbbed so hard taped to her pussy. It pulled and begged to thrust forward. She groaned, leaning back in the chair, blinking as she stared around the study room she had checked out. She had fallen asleep working on her ENVR 105 homework on nuclear cleanup at the Hanford Site. It was the most boring class ever. She didn't even know why she picked it over her other options for general electives.

“Darn it,” she muttered, squirming, her dick begging for relief.

She had never had a sex dream so vivid. The Chinese woman burned in her memory, her small breasts jiggling as she rode up and down Helen's cock. The pleasure had been incredible. Helen felt like a real pussy had fucked her.

At least we were practicing safe sex.

Though in the dream, she had objected to the condom. She kept begging for Dr. Zhao to take it off, to let her cum in her pussy naturally. It was such a bizarre dream. The woman, whom Helen couldn't remember ever seeing, had even called her by the name Ally.

Do I know anyone named Ally? Helen didn't think she did. 

The alarm on her cell phone went off. Helen grabbed it, groaning at the time. She had been asleep for the last twenty minutes dreaming of the sexy, Chinese doctor. She was supposed to be working on her project, but now she had to get to English 228, her creative writing class.

“Darn it,” she groaned as she stood up, gathering her textbook and papers, putting them in her backpack. “Stupid cock.”

It throbbed so hard as she shifted around. It begged to be freed, to be stroked. Masturbated. Helen clenched her hand. She had never given in to that perversity. And she wasn't about to start now. She slung her backpack over her shoulder and walked out of the room.

And then she groaned again. Already, the mere idea of seeing sexy Professor Vivianne Little sent tingling flutters down to the tip of her cock. Now Helen had to face the woman with her dick already hard and her pussy dripping.

First Isabel prances naked about our dorm and now this!


Chapter Three: Naughty Exam

Helen's dick never really calmed down after her sex dream and then an hour watching Professor Little teaching in that tight pair of jeans she wore today. The denim had molded to her cute ass. The woman had walked around the discussion table, speaking, bending over, looking at people's work, giving corrections. It was so hard for Helen to concentrate as she watched the woman circle endlessly.

The professor even had a cameltoe.

Professor Vivian Little, in her early thirties, dressed and acted like her students, her hair dyed violet and cut short, her nose pierced, a tattoo of a dragonfly peeking out of the short sleeve on her right arm, promising more tattoos on her body. Worse, Helen was sure the woman didn't wear a bra today by how her tits jiggled.

It was torture.

Classes done, Helen headed to her appointment with the school's doctor. Maura Roy, an Irish-born physician, ran the school's clinic located in the Wheelock Student Center on the other side of campus from Harnell Hall where her ENVR 105 class met. She rushed down the paths, her dick still throbbing against her pussy, taped in her panties, her skirt whisking about her tight-covered thighs. Dr. Maura was the only person at UPS that knew Helen's secret.

She could relax around the redheaded doctor. Between the woman's Irish baroque and graceful manner, Helen always felt at ease, safe and secure. Maura didn't think she was a freak. She accepted Helen for who she was.

The futanari entered the student center through the cafeteria's door. It bustled with students sitting down for an early dinner or a late lunch. She hurried past, her stomach rumbling at the delicious scents wafting out of the kitchen. After her exam, she would use her meal card to get dinner. She reached the stairs at the far side, heading up to the balcony eating area and passing it to head towards the student council chambers and the school's small clinic.

She reached the clinic's doors and knocked.

“Come in, Helen,” the trilling voice of Dr. Maura announced.

Helen twisted the handle, stepped in, and locked it behind her. The clinic's small office held two medical beds that could be surrounded by privacy curtains, the usual medical posters showing human anatomy, a small stand of health pamphlets ranging from STD's to consensual sex, and a small desk at the back where Dr. Maura sat.

The futanari beamed at the redheaded woman. Dr. Maura was a mature beauty, a smile always gracing her freckled cheeks, her fiery hair falling in waves down to her shoulders. She stood with grace, her blue eyes twinkling. She wore a flowery skirt over dark nylons and a frilly blouse with a scoop neckline that showed just a hint of her cleavage. Over her dress she wore her doctor's coat, the tails sweeping behind her, heels clicking on the floor.

“And how are you doing, my dearie?” she asked.

“Horrible. It's been hard all morning. Isabel's driving me nuts. I can't live with her. She was prancing naked through our dorm room today. Just showing me everything.”

“And you're finding yourself more and more attracted to women now?” Dr. Maura asked. “Nothing for men?”

“Not really.” Helen bit her lip. “It just seems worse and worse this year. My English professor is driving me nuts, and I'm having sex dreams about Chinese doctors.”

“Interesting,” Dr. Maura said. “Sex dreams usually happen when you're sexually frustrated. Still not masturbating?”

“No,” Helen said.

Dr. Maura clicked her tongue against her teeth, shaking her head. “You know it is a perfectly healthy activity for both a young woman and a young man to engage in.” She gave a naughty laugh. “Even an older woman can benefit.”

“Don't you and your husband...?” Helen's cheeks pinked.

“Oh, we do. But sometimes life gets in the way, our schedules aren't in sync, and you have to take care of business yourself.”

“Doooooctor,” she whined, shifting her hips, her girl-dick throbbing so hard.

“Fine, fine, I'll drop it,” Dr. Maura said, shaking her head. “Strip down and put on the hospital gown. Then we'll start.”

“Yes, Doctor.”

Helen turned her back to the doctor as she unbuttoned her blouse. She worked swiftly, her dick straining so much. It would almost be a relief to free her turgid girl-cock even if it meant Dr. Maura would see her erection. She had been uncomfortable all day. She slipped off her blouse and reached behind her to unhook her bra. Her breasts swayed as she shrugged out of it, her small, pink nipples as hard as her futa-dick.

She adjusted her glasses, they again having slipped down her nose, before she unzipped her skirt and wiggled out of it. Her skirt fell down her thighs, and she stepped out of them. Then she peeled down her white tights. Her dick ached more, knowing it was near to its freedom. She kicked off her shoes as she sat down on the exam bed, her breasts bouncing, and pulled the tights off her feet. She wiggled her naked toes.

“You are excited today,” Dr. Maura said, sitting on her exam stool, her legs folded before her.

“Doctor,” groaned Helen, her tits feeling suddenly naked.

“Sorry, just observing.”

Helen stood back up. She was down to her panties. Her girl-cock twitched as she hooked the waistband of her panties, pushing them down. She had her panties down to her knees when the tape finally gave out and her dick sprang out hard between her thighs, bouncing before her, the painful ache leaving her.

“Oh, my,” Dr. Maura gasped. “Wow, you were not joking. Has it been like this all day?”

“Mostly,” Helen said, staring down at her cock, the spongy tip angry red, precum beading it. Her pussy was so wet, the bottom of her cock slick with cream. She stepped out of her panties. “It's all stupid Isabel's fault. And that sex dream. And my sexy teacher and...” Helen swallowed as Dr. Maura recrossed her legs clad in dark stockings.

Oh, god, those legs are...  

“I cannot believe you are refusing masturbation when your cock is like this all day,” Dr. Maura said after her exam.

“I haven't really needed to. Mostly, it doesn't get so hard. But lately... Ugh, you have to get Isabel out of my dorm room.”

“I wrote the letter.” The redheaded doctor's heels clicked as she walked to the counter. “Don't get dressed just yet. I want to collect a semen sample.”

“What?” Helen gasped, her blue eyes widening. “A... But don't I...?”

“Have to masturbate? Yes.” The doctor grabbed a pair of latex gloves and drew them on. “But don't worry. I will assist you today.”

“Assist?”

“I know you're uncomfortable with your body, so I will masturbate you to orgasm to collect the sample.” The doctor gave Helen a reassuring smile. “Don't worry. This is a medical procedure, okay? But I would encourage you to start masturbating on your own. It will help with your erections. And it is a very healthy activity for even a young futanari to do.”

Helen's cheeks blushed. She glanced down at her dick. “You're not really going to...touch it.”

“I've touched it before,” laughed the doctor. “Relax, okay? This is just something we have to do. I have been meaning to collect a semen sample and, well, honey, having an erection for such a long period is not good for your cock. The pressure needs to be relieved. So we'll get both things done.”

“But...” Helen swallowed, glancing at her dick throbbing before her, swaying with the slightest movement of her body. “I could...” She wanted to finish her sentence, but at the same time the idea of the sexy, older doctor stroking her cock, jacking her off, sent a powerful wave of desire through her body. 

“I know this is a little unorthodox,” Dr. Maura said, walking back to the exam bed holding a specimen cup, the type Helen had peed in before. In her other hand, she held a bottle of medical lube she used when giving pelvic or rectal exams. “But it doesn't have to be weird. Just relax and enjoy it.”

Helen nodded, her lusts driving her wild all day. It was too much for her to contain. She sat on the exam table, the paper crinkling beneath her naked ass, juices trickling out of her pussy. She squirmed, the paper rubbing on her wet lips, sticking to her and tearing.

Dr. Maura sat beside Helen. She handed the specimen cup to the girl “Can you hold this, please? Just make sure to catch your sample.”

Helen nodded, her heart racing. Dr. Maura's perfume smelled so wonderful. The doctor scooted closer. A hot tremble ran through the futanari, her dick throbbing. She swallowed as Dr. Maura lubed up both her gloves, getting them slick and glistening. Then the doctor wrapped her right arm around Helen's waist as she sat closer.

“Ready?” Dr. Helen asked, her right hand grasping Helen's cock, the lube cold and slick. But even still, a hot rush shot up to the tip of her dick.

Someone's touching my cock. “Yes.” 

“Good. Just relax and enjoy.”

Helen shuddered as the doctor's slicked, gloved hand stroked up her dick, reaching the sensitive crown. A jolt shot through her at the doctor's electric touch. Then the hand slid down before stroking back up and sending another jolt through the futa's body.

She groaned, blinking at the surge of pleasure rushing through her dick. She couldn't believe how amazing the doctor's hand felt sliding up and down her dick. Her body shuddered, her pussy clenching as something ached in her depths.

“There we go,” Dr. Maura purred, her left hand sliding between Helen's thighs. “And since you are a futa, we can add additional stimulation to your vagina.” 

“Doctor,” Helen groaned as lubed, gloved fingers stroked through her virgin folds, the doctor's other hand stroking her dick faster. “Oh, wow. Oh... Oh, wow.”

“See how nice masturbation is,” purred the doctor, leaning in closer. “How amazing it is. You don't have to be afraid of this. Your cock is wonderful. And so is your pussy. You are a special girl, Helen.”

I'm a freak.

But it felt wonderful. She savored the stroking hand and the rubbing fingers. Helen shuddered, her body quivering as the delight stroked up and down her cock. She arched her back, her heart racing, hammering in her chest. The pleasure burned so hot in her. She groaned and whimpered. Her eyes fluttered as the pleasure swelled through her.

Her legs kicked out beneath her. She moaned again, her breasts rising and falling. Spasms shuddered through her body. She squirmed, the paper crinkling beneath her ass. She let out a wanton moan, her body trembling as the pressure built and built in her. Something inside her, deep in her pussy, wanted to escape.

“Doctor,” she groaned, half in panic at the new sensations racing through her body and half in enjoyment. “Oh, Doctor, that's... Oh, wow!”

“Mmm, yes,” Dr. Maura purred, her voice so husky. Her fingers pushed through Helen's folds, brushing her hymen as her hand stroked faster and faster. “Just let it out. But remember to collect it.”

“Yes,” Helen groaned, moving the specimen cup before the tip of her cock. “Oh, yes, something wants to come out. I...I... Oh, I've never... Oh, yes!”

“Don't fight it, honey.”

Helen groaned, the pleasure of the doctor's slicked, gloved hand stroking up and down her dick met the joy of the fingers caressing her flesh. She bucked on the exam table, her breasts jiggling. Her toes curled.

And then rapture exploded through her.

Helen moaned at the top of her lungs as she experienced her first orgasm. Her blue eyes were so wide as the pleasure raced through her body. Two different, but equally amazing, raptures flooded her body. One shot fiercely from her spurting cock, spasming through her body. The other washed out of her convulsing pussy, gentler swells contrasting with the powerful waves racing from her futa-dick.

She bucked and moaned, her vision fuzzing as her mind drowned in endorphins. She savored the rush, squirming, drinking in the pleasure as her girl-jizz fired into the cup. Blast after blast after blast fired from her cock. The growing ache in her depths lowered with every one. She felt like she fired a lifetime of pearly futa-cum into the specimen container.

“Oh, my,” groaned Dr. Maura. “Oh, that is a lot.”

“Is it?” panted Helen as she convulsed, firing a final blast of cum into the specimen container. The doctor's hand stroked up her dick, watery dribbles leaking out her slit and leaking over the doctor's gloved hand. “Oh, that was amazing. Oh, wow.”

“Okay, honey, you just lie there and recover,” Dr. Maura said, standing up, “and I'll go log this sample.”

Helen only nodded, her forehead sweaty, her entire body buzzing with pleasure. No wonder Trish is always screwing her boyfriend. Oh, wow, that was amazing. 

“So much cum,” Dr. Maura said. “There must be half a cup in here. That's 100 milliliters of semen.”

“Is that a lot?” Helen panted.

“That's twenty to fifty times what a human male produces,” Dr. Maura answered. “They produce from two to five milliliter.” She held up the specimen cup: it was almost full of pearly jizz. “Wow, you are special.”

“I am,” smiled Helen, leaning back on the bed, smiling. She felt amazing. Right now, her roommate problem didn't matter. She was buzzing on her first ever orgasm.

~   ~~   ~

Doctor Maura Roy shivered as she watched the doors of her clinic swing shut, Helen gone for the day. She could still feel the heat of Helen's girl-cock through her latex gloves. She clenched her hands, guilt flushing through her.

She wanted to touch Helen barehanded.

I went too far.

But the moment Maura saw that huge cock thrusting so hard from the trembling girl, her lusts shot through her. She had played with the idea of collecting a semen sample for studying from her patient for awhile, but seeing that cock suddenly made that idea a necessity. And why have her masturbate when I can jerk her off myself? 

That idea had galvanized her into action.

She sat down in her chair at her desk at the back of the clinic staring at the container swimming in futa-cum. She picked it up, swirling it around, a hot shudder running through her body. The molten heat burning in her pussy through the entire exam swelled. She squirmed, her chair creaking, her panties growing wetter and wetter.

She glanced at the clinic door, trembling. She still had paperwork to do. But how could she focus with Helen dancing through her mind? The burning ache in her pussy swelled larger than the fear of being caught masturbating in her clinic, the guilt of touching her patient, and the guilt of cheating on her husband.

It was a medical procedure, she told herself as she rose, unable to fight her desires. Helen had always sparked a tingle through her body. But what happened today dwarfed it. 

She hurried across her office to the door, locking it. Her nipples ached against her bra as she hurried back, her stockings whisking together, her skirt swirling. She shrugged out of her doctor's coat, hanging it on a hook by her desk, then sank down into her comfortable chair. She leaned back, throwing her legs on her desk, the specimen cup right before her.

She stared at it, remembering the feel of Helen's cock pulsing in her hand as those powerful blasts flooded the specimen cup. The way her pussy had clenched, envious to feel that huge cock in her, thinking it was such a waste the cum wasn't flooding her pussy.

“Yes,” Maura moaned, her hands sliding down her stocking-clad thighs. She had masturbated to other men before in the decade of her marriage. But never to another woman.

Or a futanari.

She savored the slide of her hands down her inner thighs, the caress of nylon beneath her fingers. She reached her skirt, pushing it down as her hands stroked closer and closer to her pussy. She squirmed, chair creaking as she leaned back farther, her pussy on fire. She trembled as her fingers came closer and closer until she had her skirt pushed over her hips, her panties bleeding purple through her black nylons.

She rubbed at her crotch through nylons and panties, shuddering, her pussy clenching. The whisk of her fingernail scratching at her nylons made her moan. Her toes curled in her heels. Her breasts rose and fell as her heart raced.

“Oh, Helen,” she groaned, her finger digging deeper and deeper into her pussy. “Oh, yes, you need to relieve that huge cock, don't you? And I know just how. You need a cunt. Just slide right into mine. Don't be afraid. It's just a medical procedure. And, no, we don't need a condom. We're not collecting a sample. Just relieving pressure.”

She closed her eyes, drifting through the fantasy. Her fingers rubbed harder and harder at her flesh, her body shuddering. She pressed her fingers along the groove of her pussy, her satin panties caressing her lips. Her clit ached to be touched directly.

“They're just in the way,” groaned the doctor. “Rip them, Helen. Don't be shy. You need to be in my pussy.”

Her fingernails ripped at her pantyhose. She shuddered at the sound. She always enjoyed her husband ripping through them in his haste to eat her pussy. She went through so many pairs. The sound made her pussy clench, her body reacting to the stimuli that always ended in orgasms.

Then her fingers pushed aside her panties, rubbing directly at her pussy surrounded by her damp, fiery bush. She stroked up and down her slit, trying to pretend her fingers were Helen's huge cock. It was far thicker, far longer than any man the doctor had been with, even her husband.

“Fuck me!” moaned the doctor, her voice throaty. “Do it, Helen. Fuck me.”

And this will take care of my aching cock? she imagined Helen moaning. 

“Yes!”

Maura thrust her fingers into her pussy. Three of them, spreading her sopping snatch open. The fingers rubbed on her sensitive pussy walls, making her squirm and moan. Her breathing built and built as she plunged her fingers in over and over.

Her phone rang, playing Bad to the Bone. Her husband was calling.

“Fuck,” she moaned, her pussy clenching on fingers as she reached for her phone charging on the edge of her desk with her left hand. She kept fingering herself as she snatched up the phone. He almost never called her at work.

Unless it was an emergency.

Her husband, Leon, owned a security company. He was always out on job sites, supervising the installation of home or business security systems. She worried he'd hurt himself. Three years ago, he managed to cut his thigh badly, almost nicking the artery.

“Hello,” she moaned, pumping her fingers through her hot pussy, unable to stop herself. She was still so turned on.

“Hey, honey,” Leon said, his voice gruff but light. “Hope you weren't with a patient?”

“No.” She shuddered, her pussy clenching on those fingers, her orgasm building with every plunge. “Just...finished up with one. What do you need?”

The pleasure rippled through her. Even though she was talking to her husband, Helen burned in her thoughts. She imagined the blonde futanari was fucking her even now. That she was cheating on her husband while talking to him.

Ripples of delight flooded through her body as her husband explained, “I bumped into Terri and her husband today.”

“Uh-huh.”

Her chair creaked as she shifted. Her body growing hotter and hotter, her pussy clenching about her fingers. Her toes curled and wiggled in her heels. She groaned, churning her pussy to a froth as she pictured Helen's breasts bouncing before her, her mouth aching to suck on those cute, pink nipples.

“They were wondering if we wanted to have dinner with them.”

“Tonight?” Maura groaned, her voice strained, her body on the verge of erupting.

“Yeah, want to go? I know it's sudden.”

Your husband has no idea you're my slut now, Helen purred in her imagination. No idea you're about to cum on my dick. 

“No,” Maura moaned in answer to her imagination.

“Didn't think you would,” laughed Leon. “But she made me promise to ask.”

“Yes, yes, yes, I understand,” Maura moaned, her orgasm bursting through her. She bucked, trying not to moan as the hot pleasure surged through her. She wished Helen was here, fucking her naughty, married cunt.

I love you, Dr. Maura.

“Love you,” the doctor moaned to her futanari.

“Love you, too,” Leon said. “You sound busy. I'll let you go.”

“Yes, sooooo busy,” panted Maura, her body quivering as the pleasure flooded through her. “Bye, honey. Love you.”

“I know, you just said it.” He laughed. “Love you, babe.”

The guilt hit her the moment she hung up, her fingers still buried in her pussy. She shivered, frowning at the specimen container. What is happening to me? Why did Helen make me so horny for her? 

She would have to find the time to exam the futa's cum, speculating there was something in it, perhaps a pheromone or something to explain her behavior. Either that, or I'm lusting after a nineteen-year-old girl with a dick. 


Chapter Four: Subject 2

Dr. Jingy Zhao wore sea-green medical scrubs beneath her white doctor's coat today instead of nothing. She stood over the exam table, staring down at the scrawny, scraggly man secured naked to the table. His arms were a mass of scars and half-healed injection marks. He didn't stink, but he looked like he should. He had been thoroughly decontaminated after his capture.

“Please,” the man said, shuddering, shivering, still detoxing from heroin. “Please, what's going on?”

Dr. Zhao glanced at the dark-glass windows separating the lab from the observation room. She knew both her bosses, Dr. Winthrop and General Lewis, watched from in there. She had promised results. Her last experimentation on Abby's latest semen sample had elucidated the gene she needed to modify to make Compound 314-3G.

“Please, what's going on?” Subject 2 asked, his eyes wild as he looked around. “Where the fuck am I? Is this jail? Talk to me!”

“It'll be okay,” Dr. Catherine Wood said, a hospital mask covering her youthful face, her surgical gloved hands brushing the man's shoulder. “Just relax. You're receiving medical treatment, remember? You were arrested.”

“I was?” the man groaned. He pulled at his restraints. “This doesn't look right.”

“Catherine, is the injection ready?” Dr. Zhao asked, impatient to begin testing. She had worked almost all night on this serum, using retroviruses to rewrite the DNA in Abby's sperm to eliminate the problematic genes.

“It's ready, Dr. Zhao,” Catherine said, her green eyes tight.

She does not have the temperament for this.

Dr. Zhao glanced at the tinted windows. “We are ready to test the compound, General.”

A speaker buzzed on and the General's normally gravelly voice came out tinny as he said, “Proceed, Doctor.”

“Sir,” she answered. She was also a Captain in the Army, though Dr. Zhao rarely thought of herself in that way.

She held out her hand for the syringe. Catherine gripped the syringe of the dull-green liquid then sighed and handed it over. He is just a junkie. She ignored the man's protest as Catherine swabbed the man's arm just below the shoulder with rubbing alcohol. 

“What is that?” the man gasped. “You have to tell me. I have a right to know.”

Dr. Zhao rolled her eyes as she plunged the syringe into the man's shoulder. She depressed the plunger. The man shuddered, his eyes wild. He bucked on the gurney, his EKG beeping louder as his heartbeat quickened.

“Is there a problem, Dr. Zhao?” General Lewis asked.

“The patient is just agitated,” Dr. Zhao answered. “There should be no effect on his heart.”

“Hopefully,” Catherine muttered. Then she looked at Subject 2. “Just relax, okay? It was just medicine. Nothing for you to be scared of.”

“Just medicine?” the man blinked. His breathing slowed. His heart rate lowered. “For what? Am I sick?”

“Just detoxing.”

“I know.” He let out a whine. “I could use a fix.”

Dr. Zhao ignored him, her eyes flicking to the EEG. His brain waves danced on the electroencephalography screen. She was hoping to see his Alpha waves become a steady wave with no variance, showing he was under the domination of the serum. That was the goal, to take the properties of Abby's semen that made people exposed to it want to please her and make it even stronger.

To make a person a slave to the imprinter.

She glanced at the digital clock above the tinted glass, noting the time as she made observations on her clipboard. Catherine did the same, glancing at vitals, monitoring heart rate and oxygenation of the blood.

“Heart rate's slowing even more,” Catherine said. “It's been five minutes.”

“I am seeing no modification to the body yet,” Dr. Zhao added. “No change in musculature or genitalia. No swelling of breasts.”

“Breasts?” the bound man groaned. “What?”

“Hush,” Dr. Zhao said absently, writing on her notepad. “We have eliminated that property from Abby's semen.”

After discovering the attraction women gained for Abby after being exposed to her semen, when Dr. Sara Peterson was contaminated, they pondered what effect it would have on men. Would it produce the same desire to copulate with the subject, the desire to please the subject, and the desire to like the subject? Another junkie, Subject 1, had been procured and dosed last month.

They were shocked when Abby's semen rewrote his genetic code and transformed him into a woman. Dr. Zhao had never seen its like. Complete cellular mutation without harming the subject. Chromosomes were changed, new physiological features were stimulated to grow or retract. All tests showed Subject 1 was now biologically female, complete with a reproductive system. She even had a period.

The other man swapped into a woman had been an accident, one of the Delta Force Operators who provided security in the base. George insisted on being called Georgia now, fully accepting the changes. She was held in a cell near Abby's along with Sara and the other subjects.

“Ten minutes,” Dr. Zhao said. “Still no transformation.”

“Brain waves are mellowing,” Catherine said. “It looks like the pattern we see with Sara, Subject A, Subject 1, and George.”

“Do you want to please me?” Dr. Zhao asked, bending over and staring at Subject 2's eyes. “Do you have any desire to make me happy? To love me or have sex with me?”

“Not really,” the guy said. “I mean...you're not her.”

“Who's her?” Dr. Zhao asked, her stomach twisting.

“I... I don't know. But...I have to love her. I have to be nice to her. Oh, I want to make her so happy.” His cock throbbed, growing hard. “I know I will make her happy.”

“Do you know what she looks like?”

“I will if I see her.” Subject 2 grinned. “I just know it. Mmm, she needs me. I have to help her.”

“Dr. Zhao, step in here,” General Lewis said.

Dr. Zhao grit her teeth. “Yes, General.”

“Do you know where she is?” the test subject asked Catherine. “I have to go to her.” He pulled at the restraints.

“I do. And we'll put you in a cell near her. You'll be happy,” Catherine lied.

Dr. Zhao wasn't. All she had done was bond another person to Abby. Yes, the subject didn't have a sex change so she had eliminated that gene, but it didn't produce the mind control effect she, and her superiors, were aching for. They had Abby. She was a gift. Something that had fallen into their laps. They had to make use of her. They had to understand her.

She was special. She was engineered for a purpose, and they needed to understand it and use it. Because one day, whoever engineered her, would come looking for her. Her arrival couldn't be an accident.

She left the lab and went into the observation room. General Maxwell Lewis stood, back straight, wearing his dress blues, medals dangling from his chest. His woolly, steel-gray hair was buzzed short. The African American man turned to face her, fixing his hard gaze upon her. He was an imposing man, the type who made armies jump and charge into withering gunfire.

A nervous twinge shot through her.

“What went wrong?” he asked.

“I will have to go over the modifications and pinpoint where the error was made,” Dr. Zhao said. “This is not an exact science. We cannot know how the modifications behave until we test them.” 

“Testing is a part of science,” Dr. Winthrop said. The two men were of the same age, but where General Lewis was hewn from granite, Dr. Winthrop was made of clay. He was a fit man, a runner, and one who tried to hide his age by dying his graying hair, but he still looked soft. The brown of his eyes was too vibrant. He wore a cheap suit beneath his lab coat, his hands in the pockets. Nominally, he headed the project, but he deferred almost universally to the General. “You just need patience.” 

“Patience?” growled the General. “What we're doing here is beyond illegal. We're abducting US citizens now. If Congress catches even a whiff of what we're doing, we're sunk. Unless we have results. These experiments can't afford to blunder.”

“And how, General, do you propose we solve it faster?” Dr. Zhao asked. “We are dealing with an engineered creature. Her creators have a vast knowledge of genetic manipulation. Their level of gene therapy outstrips anything we know or understand. And we are mucking around with it. Tinkering, shutting off this gene or that gene then seeing what happens. We can only speculate on what they do.”

“Just put it into the damned computer,” he said, waving his hand. “You spent a fortune on those super computers.”

“I know you're not an idiot, General,” Dr. Winthrop said. “Please, don't put up that charade. My scientists are working hard to solve it. Dr. Zhao has the best understanding of Ally's DNA, better than anyone. Look at what she accomplished.”

“She made a junkie want to fuck our alien,” the general growled. “So what?”

“But he didn't change into a woman. That is progress. She guessed right.”

“It'll be prison for all of us if something leaks.” The general rubbed at his chin. “Leavenworth for life. You know that?”

“I know that,” Dr. Winthrop said while Zhao swallowed. “We recruited Dr. Zhao for a reason.”

“I will not go to prison, General,” the Chinese woman said, her voice hard. “I will fix this mistake. I will find the cause and deliver you a serum that will work. It will inoculate our soldiers against their control by making them our slaves.” 

The general's teeth ground. “Get it done. You can have all the test subjects you need. If failure means we're going to prison, then we'll do every damned thing we can to stop it. No holding back, you hear me?”

“No holding back,” Dr. Zhao said, a smile crossing her lips. Her body shivered. She would need to collect more semen from Abby.

Already, her pussy itched.


Chapter Five: Sexy Dream Connection

“So, Helen, that sounds like an old-fashion name,” Isabel said, her naked breasts jiggling as she dug through her panty and bra drawer, searching for the right undergarments to wear on her date tonight.

“I guess,” Helen said, her dick throbbing so hard taped up beneath her. She wanted to masturbate so badly. After yesterday's exam with Dr. Maura, she knew just how amazing it was. Her girl-cock begged to be stroked and teased and pleased.

She bit her lip, staring at her laptop as she sat at her desk, trying not to look at Isabel's swaying, golden-brown tits. Her dusky nipples were hard, begging to be sucked on. Helen fought the urge to look lower at the curving profile of Isabel's ass and her smooth thighs.

Why does she have to torture me?

Helen squeezed her thighs tight about her cock, trying to focus on her essay for English 220. Her heart raced while her fingers labored to type coherent sentences. The air smelled so sweet of perfume, a cloud wreathing Isabel's body fresh from the bathroom.

“Any reason your parents chose it?” Isabel asked, pulling out a lavender bra with lace around the cups and a bow adorning each.

“I was named after Mount St. Helens,” she answered.

“Oh, did your parents like going there?” A naughty giggle burst from Isabel's lips. “Is that where you were conceived?”

“Where I was found. My biological mother abandoned me on the mountainside. A hiker found me and turned me in to the police. They had no idea who I was, so they named me Helen Doe and put me into the foster care system. When I was almost two, my parents adopted me.”

“Oh, wow,” Isabel said, pulling on her bra. She turned to face Helen, her shaved vulva—slit so tight—on display.

Helen's futa-cock throbbed so hard, wanting to slide into that hole.

“I'm so sorry. That must suck.”

Helen shrugged. “I never knew my bio parents. And my adopted parents are amazing. They always loved me. I'm better off.”

“So you don't want to meet your real mother.”

Did she abandon me because I was born a freak? “Absolutely not!” 

“Good for you. Don't forgive a puta who would abandon her baby on a mountain. Be strong, chica.” 

“I'm trying.” But your naked body is making it so hard. 

Isabel found a matching pair of lavender panties, lace around the legband, and pulled them up. She gave a purring moan, staring at her ass in her stand mirror, her head craning to look over her shoulder. She wiggled, her breasts jiggling in her top.

Everything Isabel did seemed designed to drive Helen wild. The blonde futanari clenched her hands, sweat beading on her forehead. Her dick hurt so much. The tip throbbed. Her pussy was so wet. She wanted to scream out her frustration.

“Well, you have fun doing homework,” Isabel said. “This guy looked so cute on Tindr. I am going to make him eat my pussy before he gets anything. It'll be a blast.”

“So...no dinner or anything?”

“Maybe after,” she shrugged, pulling on a cute skirt that left most of her thigh bare followed by a tight, stretchy top, the dark fabric sheer, her lavender bra bleeding through. “Ooh, I look hot. I'll have the White boy eating out of my hand. They love to please a Latina goddess.”

“Have fun.”

“You should totally get on Tindr. Find a nice boy to pop your cherry. You'll be happy.”

I'll just give the boy a heart attack. “I'm fine.” 

“Okay. Later, chica.” And then Isabel was gone. 

Helen tried for five long minutes to ignore her cock and finish her essay. She had been so close to completing it when Isabel emerged naked from the bathroom, her body still damp from her shower, floating in a cloud of water condensation and perfume. But those round, golden-brown breasts and curvy, bubbly ass wouldn't leave Helen's thoughts.

Isabel's tight slit had begged to be spread wide by her big, thick futa-cock.

“I'm not going to masturbate,” Helen told herself as she struggled to type a few more sentences. “No. Stop begging me.”

But it was so much harder to resist now. Before, she hadn't really known what she was missing out on. She knew on an intellectual level that orgasms felt good, but it was so hard to imagine what one was like without experiencing it. And then she had.

Now she knew.

Now she wanted to explode again.

Groaning, Helen stood up, her computer chair rolling backward. She let out a growl and, angrily, ripped off her clothing. She stripped with a fury, angry at her cock and at Isabel for driving her wild. She practically tore her blue tights to get them off before ripping down her panties. She didn't flinch as she tore away the tape, freeing her cock.

It shot forward, thrusting so hard before her, begging to be touched. She flopped onto her bed, tits and dick all bouncing. She wiggled, pushing her braided hair to the side so it didn't rub on her back. She stared at her cock.

“Ooh, you want this, huh?” she demanded, grabbing her dick as the anger surged through her. “You want me to stroke you, right? To jack off and cum!”

Her other hand squeezed her left tit hard. She grunted, shivering, her hand stroking up and down her cock hard, fast. Her dick throbbed. Copious precum leaked out of the angry-red crown, coating her hand. In a few strokes, her dick gleamed.

She flogged her cock, the pleasure rippling through her body. Her pussy clenched. She shifted on the bed. It creaked beneath her. She shuddered, savoring the pleasure flooding through her body. She let out another moan, jerking her dick harder, faster.

“This is all your fault, Isabel,” Helen hissed, her nipple throbbing as she pinched it with her left hand. Her right hand flew up and down on her cock, slapping into her crotch and pussy lips, sending additional tingles racing through her body.

She imagined grabbing her naked roommate the next time she pranced around, shaking that tight tush, jiggling those round breasts. In her fantasy, she pushed Isabel down so she draped over her bed, presenting that ass at Helen.

“This is what you want, slut?” Helen hissed, the anger making her want to degrade her friend. “Huh? Just a whore, right? That's why you go off and fuck guys you don't know, why you flash that sexy body at me. Do you know what you do to me?”

I make you so hard, chica, Isabel moaned with a wanton purr in Helen's mind. Oh, that cock is so huge. I had no idea. I don't need Tindr if I have a roommate as hung as you. And I made you so hard. 

“What are you going to do about it, slut?” demanded Helen, her voice hissing through her teeth as she flogged her cock. The pleasure fluttered through her. Her dick ached every time she reached the tip. It was amazing.

She ignored the growing cramp in her right arm.

I want you to fuck my whorish pussy, chica, moaned Isabel in Helen's thoughts. Just ram that huge cock into my pussy. I'll make you cum. I'll satisfy you. 

Helen's pussy clenched at the fantasy. She tried to imagine what fucking Isabel's pussy would be like. Her fingers pinching her nipple shot down to rub at her pussy, reaching past her cock. She felt her silky lips, so warm and wet, and imagined them wrapped about her dick as she stroked it.

The futanari groaned as she fantasized about sliding into Isabel's wet pussy. She groaned through her teeth, sliding deeper and deeper, pressing her cock into the Latina slut's depths. She imagined how amazing it was, better than her own hand.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Helen panted, her pussy clenching, stimulated by her rubbing fingers. The tingles from her wet folds raced up to her cock while the pressure built in her depths.

That wonderful explosion grew. Helen pictured Isabel gasping and moaning, her butt-cheeks jiggling as the futanari fucked her hard. Masturbating even faster, Helen thrashed on her bed, lost to her fantasy, the pressure building and building.

And then exploded out of her cock.

She shuddered as the first spurt of cum fired from her dick, shooting up her body and splattering her lips and tits. She gasped in shock at the salty taste of her own girl-jizz. She licked her lips as she erupted again and again. She drenched her tits. She coated them in her creamy treat.

And more cum kept firing out of her depths. Her pussy clenched. She spasmed and heaved. Every blast of cum sent bliss firing to her mind. It overwhelmed her. Stars danced before her eyes as her entire body thrashed.

“Oh, my god,” she groaned as the pleasure peaked in her. “Oh, my god, that was amazing.”

She groaned, collapsing on her bed, her eyes suddenly so heavy in the wake of her explosion. She didn't fight the lethargy sinking down on her as the cum cooled on her tits and stomach. She held onto her cock as she sank into sleep.

~   ~~   ~

Ally shivered, feeling the presence tugging at her awareness again. It was so different from the women, and now one man, who loved her. She could feel them nearby. Sara, Jewel, Georgia, Jamie, and now this new man who had tasted her cum.

The futanari rolled over on her bed, her dick growing hard, her pussy growing wet. She had just been drifting off to sleep when she felt a powerful explosion of passion coming from this distant awareness.

She gazed out at her cell, the walls covered in bookshelves, the floor in Persian rugs to hide the cold cement slab. She had lived all her life in this cell. When she was a child, she thought it was normal. But now, after reading every book Dr. Winthrop and the others had given her, she knew she was a prisoner. Trapped.

She wanted out so badly. She wanted to go to her women. Sara, Jewel, Georgia, and Jamie all needed her. Even this new man needed her, though he had to be changed into something more pleasing. Something feminine before Ally would touch him.

She glanced at the book on her nightstand. Her favorite, The Count of Monte Cristo, rested there. Another prisoner who yearned for escape.

She sighed, rolling over, facing away from it, tired. Dr. Zhao had collected two samples from her after the test with the new man this morning. Her orgasms were both powerful. Her red hair spilled over her face as she lay on her bed, her room lit by a dim night light.

She also knew that was for children, not nineteen-year-old prisoners. But Dr. Winthrop gave it to her. She used to think he was her father. She still had affection for the man even if he was her chief jailer.

One day I'll be free.

She thought that every night before falling asleep. She stroked her dick as sleep fell over her and sank into a far more pleasant fantasy. Ally had discovered, thanks to a book, how to lucid dream. And she used that wonderful ability at every opportunity.

It was amazing to control her dreams. Most people, except for rare moments, were prisoners to their dreams, led along by their subconscious from surreal event to surreal event, never questioning what was going on. But when you knew you were dreaming, you could harness your subconscious and make it obey you.

Ally conjured a blue ceiling over her, clouds painted white on it, the sun shining, a disk that somehow crawled across the sky. She made it more of a dome. She didn't think she imagined the sky right, but it was good enough. Then came the grass, soft blades of green brushing her feet, making her laugh.

“Oh, Ally, I've missed you,” purred the voice of Sara.

Ally turned, smiling at the sight of Sara. Another thing she had learned while lucid dreaming was summoning. She was connected to the others. They had tasted her seed in one way or another, and she could summon them to her dreams. Not all at once, though Ally felt if she had more contact with them in the real world, granting them more exposure to her cum, she could have.

Sara was her favorite. The woman who had stolen her virginity. They had one passionate tryst before Dr. Zhao had realized what had happened. It was by chance that Sara had been exposed. She had walked in on Ally masturbating a year ago, the powerful urges too hard to control. Her cock had exploded so hard her cum had splattered Dr. Sara Paterson. The woman had been overcome with lust.

They had writhed together.

“I wish you could come to me in my cell,” Sara moaned. “I'm just on the other side of the wall.”

“I know,” Ally said, her dick throbbing so hard, her pussy growing so wet as she moved to her lover. “I can hear you. I can even smell you.”

“Jewel, Jamie, and Georgia want you so badly, too. And we want you.” Sara grinned. “I saw Jewel's cock yesterday. It's as big as yours.”

“I know,” Ally smiled. “That was quite the shock when I summoned her to my dreams and found it after her change.”

“But a pleasant one?”

“Very,” Ally purred, kneeling to the grass beside her concubine.

That was how Ally liked to think of the four women bound to her. They were her concubines. Her harem. They loved her, worshiped her, wanted to please her, and they were kept away by Dr. Zhao and Father and General Lewis.

Ally burned for her freedom.

“Are you going to love me tonight?” Sara moaned, stretching out on her back on the grass, her blonde hair spilling around her face. She was a tall and graceful beauty. “It's my Nordic blood,” Sara had once explained, “that makes me so tall and busty.” 

Ally licked her lips at the sight of those large, pillowy mounds topped by dusky pink nipples. She groaned, leaning down to cup both of those breasts, to bring them to her cheeks. She rubbed them on her flesh, her lips kissing and sucking at the delicious flesh, feeling the silk, hearing Sara's moans.

She's so wet for me. So hot and willing. She would do anything.

That knowledge sent a flutter of delight through the futanari. She squeezed her concubine's breasts harder, fingers sinking into soft flesh. Her tongue licked, dragging across salty skin, climbing higher and higher up Sara's breast. Her dick throbbed as she flicked the pink nipple, bringing a gasp from Sara's lips.

As she suckled on the fat, pink nipple, Ally shivered. She felt eyes on her. The redheaded futanari shuddered. That presence was in her dreams, watching. It made her dick throb. She sucked harder, wiggling her hips, her pussy so wet and juicy.

I hope you enjoy the show. Whoever you are.

Ally's lips popped off Sara's tit. “I'm so hard. I just want to fuck you.”

“You know I'm wet and ready for your cock whenever you want me,” groaned Sara. “You know that. I'm yours. Use me. Fuck me. Satiate yourself.”

Ally grinned. The redheaded futa grasped her cock, her green eyes sparkling with delight as she rubbed it up and down Sara's pussy, the woman's thick, silky bush tickling the tip. Pleasure shot up the futa's spine. She moaned.

And thrust.

Ally groaned as her dick sank into Sara's pussy. Even knowing this was all a dream didn't change how amazing it was to be buried in hot cunt without a condom around her dick. No barrier between her girl-cock and the silky heat of her lover's snatch. Her own large breasts pillowed against Sara's, their mounds pressed tight, nipples so hard.

“Oh, yes, my futa-Mistress is in me,” moaned Sara, her thighs locking about Ally's waist. “Oh, yes, ravish me. You know you want to. You know you want to make me explode on this cock.”

“I love making you explode,” Ally groaned, drawing back her cock, savoring the slide of Sara's pussy about her futa-dick. “The way you writhe and milk my cock. You just want my cum flooding your snatch.”

“Always!” Sara shuddered. “I can still taste your salt on my lips. Remember that magical moment when you pumped your first load into my body.”

“Yes,” Ally groaned, remembering Sara, still wearing her scrub tops, riding her cock, fucking her so hard, her pussy clenching and spasming, eager for the futa's cum.

Ally's nineteen-year-old body trembled as she rammed into the sexy, twenty-eight-year-old concubine. Their nipples rubbed together, shooting throbbing delight down to Ally's pussy and cock. She fucked faster and faster, savoring the friction.

Sara was so hot, so silky, so tight. Ally groaned, her ass clenching as she drove her cock over and over into her concubine's pussy. She savored the slide of their flesh. It sent pleasure rippling through her body. It had her trembling, moaning. She kissed Sara, their tongues dueling as the pressure swelled.

It had to explode out of her.

Ally loved cumming. She savored the build of the pressure, that horny ache swelling the tip of her cock. It drove her hips to pump faster and faster. To increase the delight burning around her cock. Every thrust sent pleasure shooting to her pussy's depths.

Sara shuddered beneath her. The woman's hands grasped the futa's ass, pulling her in tight. The redheaded futa groaned into their kiss, thrusting faster, harder. She rammed her cock into Sara's hot depths as the woman's fingers bit into the meat of her ass.

Breaking the kiss, Sara moaned, “Oh, yes. I'm so horny. I'm so wet all the time for you. I need you, Ally!”

“Show me!” Ally moaned, their flesh slapping together.

“I will!” Sara screamed, her body bucking hard.

And then the magic happened.

Ally's eyes rolled back into her head as Sara's pussy spasmed about her dick. Hot, tight, silky flesh constricting and relaxing, convulsing, milking her plunging girl-cock. Ally groaned as the bliss flooded through her body. Her pussy clenched as she tensed. Sara's cunt sucked at her, eager for her cum to explode.

“Beg for it,” Ally hissed, her nipples throbbing as they rubbed against Sara's.

“Yes, yes, flood my cunt! Give me all your cum! I love it! I need it! Please! You're my futa-Mistress. Explode in me!”

The words sent shivers racing down Ally's spine. The redheaded futa groaned, her back arching as she plowed her cock deep into her concubine's spasming depths. The pressure swelled in the depths of her pussy.

And exploded out of her cock.

“Yes!” the futanari hissed, her red hair flying as she heaved atop the busty blonde. “Take it!”

Her cum splashed against Sara's cervix. Spurt after spurt flooded her cunt. It swirled around Ally's cock. She groaned, savoring it as she trembled atop her concubine. She kissed the blonde hard, claiming her lips, hoping the presence enjoyed the show.

Did that make you wet? Or hard? Did you enjoy it?

Ally hoped she did.

She groaned as the final blast of her cum fired into Sara's cunt. The futanari broke the kiss, panting as her pleasure burned through her body. The wonderful, buzzing delight had her entire body tingling while Sara writhed beneath her, still cumming, still milking her cock.

Ally licked her lips.

“Now I'm going to lick your pussy,” Ally said. “I was just so impatient.”

“You can be as impatient as you want, my futa-Mistress,” Sara breathed as Ally slid down, her cock plopping out of the blonde's hot cunt. 

Ally smelled the salt of her futa-cum mixing with the sweet musk of Sara's cunt. The futanari slid her body across the grass as she settled between Sara's thighs. She pushed them wide apart, exposing a pussy gaping open, cum spilling out, matting down the silky, blonde curls.

The futa leaned down and feasted. Her tongue gathered her salty cum. She savored the flavor on her tongue, shivering in utter delight. She pressed her face tight, licking with a hungry passion, hips wiggling, cock growing hard again.

The presence vanished from Ally's dream.

~   ~~   ~

Helen blinked awake, shuddering at the sex dream she just had. The redheaded futa was hot, with big tits and flashing, green eyes. And the blonde was equally busty. They had writhed together, fucking with such passion.

She really enjoyed herself, Helen thought, her eyes blinking as she shook out the lethargy of her nap. 

Then she flushed, staring down at her own tits, far smaller than both of the figures who had occupied her dream. They were also coated in her cum. Pools of cooling white had splattered her tits and stomach. She licked her lips again, tasting the lingering salt.

It's not bad.

Helen's head fell back on the pillow, thinking about the dream. Ally... What a strange name. I wonder where I conjured it? Her cheeks reddened. And futa-Mistress. That's so kinky. I can't believe my subconscious has ideas like that. 

Helen's finger idly scooped up a line of cum off her breast, bringing it to her lips. She popped it in, sucking on it. The salty taste melted on her tongue. She shivered, her cock throbbing and pussy itching as she liked it.

At least I know where I got eating cum out of a pussy from. I bet that's called something perverted. But my cum does taste good.

Helen stared at her cock and then the cum splattering her body. Out loud, she said, “Okay, playing with you is a lot of fun, but you make a huge mess.”

Her cock, unsurprisingly, didn't answer.

Helen forced herself to stand and take a shower. She couldn't lounge around in bed. She had to finish her essay. But as she showered, the redheaded futa lingered in her dreams. Helen thought it would be wonderful to meet another girl just like her.

But there's only me.


Chapter Six: Stolen Orange Juice

Dr. Jingy Zhao sat in her lab on Saturday. There would be no weekends off until she figured out the problem. General Lewis had impressed upon her just how serious this was. She stared at the gene sequence of Ally's cum, marked with notes on what each one did or were believed to do. She had to find a way to remove Ally's influence from her semen.

“Catherine,” Dr. Zhao said, circling the printout with a red marker. “Have you seen this unusual segment?”

“Unusual?” Catherine asked, looking up from her own printout. She was studying Ally's brainwaves from the EEG's printout.

“I think I've seen this one in a dozen other samples.” Since each sperm had only half of Ally's genetic information, whenever they found something that stayed the same across the thousands of individual sperm cells they sequenced it had to be important. Something in both sets of her chromosomes, ensuring that the gene markers would be contained in her semen.

It was in the part of the DNA considered junk leftover from evolution. DNA that wasn't used in modern humans. She typed on her computer screen, searching how many samples contained this particular gene.

3179 results came back.

“You found one?” Catherine asked, rolling her chair closer.

“Yes, and it's close to the the gene we already modified. We need to target this one next for viral engineering. Get to work on designing the virus.”

“Yes, Dr. Zhao,” Catherine said wearily, setting aside the EEG printout.

The Chinese doctor shivered, her nipples tingling and pussy growing wet as she stood and headed for the door. “Dr. Zhao? Where are you going?”

“Why, to collect more samples from Ally.” A shudder ran through her body. Her pussy was so wet.

“Of course you are,” Dr. Catherine said, her tone disapproving.

Dr. Zhao ignored her. She had to feel that cock in her again. Those orgasms were almost addicting. She put her hand into her pocket, feeling the string of magnum condoms in there. She would collect more samples and relieve so much stress.

~   ~~   ~

The Chinese woman rode up and down Helen's cock. Her firm, petite breasts jiggled as she moaned out her pleasure. Her back arched, short, black hair swirling about her delicate face. Her moans screamed through the room.

Helen groaned, “Dr. Zhao,” as her wrists and ankles pulled at her restraints as she lay on the table. “Just once. No condom. Please. I love the feel of cock without a condom.”

“No,” groaned the Chinese woman. “Do I have to gag you, Ally?”

“No, Doctor.”

“Just enjoy.”

Helen shivered as the woman's fingers squeezed her large, pillowy breasts. The woman's fingers sank into them. Her nipples ached while the pressure grew and grew in her pussy. Her dick throbbed. Even with the rubber encasing her girl-dick, the slide of Dr. Zhao's pussy felt amazing on her futa-cock.

The futa groaned, her hips bucking, her limbs pulling harder at her restraints as she moaned her pleasure. Dr. Zhao rode her faster and faster, her pussy so tight and hot. It gripped her cock through the condom, massaging her, bringing her closer and closer to cumming.

“Oh, yes, I can tell you're almost there, Ally,” Dr. Zhao moaned, twisting Helen's nipples. She stretched them. The tingles raced right to Helen's cock and—

The refrigerator door closed. A woman gulped, swallowing something.

Helen blinked awake from her nap. She lay on her bed, her collection of the works of Shakespeare lying open on her stomach. She had fallen asleep reading King Lear for her English 220 class. She groaned out her frustration, eyes groggy, her dick aching.

She had been so close to cumming in Dr. Zhao's pussy. Where did I conjure her from? And was I Ally this time? Weird. 

“Good dream?” Isabel asked, lowering the carton of orange juice she had been drinking from.

Helen's carton of orange juice. With extra pulp. The good stuff. And it was organic, not that nasty Sunny Delight. Her eyes narrowed. “Is that my orange juice?”

“Oh, sorry,” Isabel said, screwing on the cap and opening the refrigerator, putting it away. “Needed a drink. Hope you don't mind.”

I do mind! “It's fine,” Helen said, so aware of her hard girl-cock throbbing in her panties, taped back against her wet pussy. “Just...try not to.” 

“Sure, sure, chica,” Isabel said in her off-handed manner. 

Helen was certain Isabel had done this before. And she'll do it again. She doesn't respect my stuff at all. Oh, I need her gone. 

It was Saturday, their first week as roommates almost over, and Helen couldn't take it. She was so hard all the time. She was having crazy sex dreams. Her dick ached so much. She wanted to masturbate so badly. Last night's cum had been amazing, and she was eager for another.

But not with Isabel here.

“So, who were you dreaming about?”

“Dr. Zhao,” Helen said before she realized it.

“Oh, is he a teacher?” grinned Isabel. “A cute, sexy Asian guy. They can be so hot. Almost as pretty as a woman, you know?”

“Yeah,” Helen said.

“Or is Dr. Zhao a woman, chica?” Isabel asked as she sat down on her bed. “Is she that Environmental Science teacher of yours?” 

“No.” Helen picked up her book, trying to ignore her throbbing cock and get back to reading King Lear.

“Sure,” Isabel purred, bending down to pull on a pair of socks.

“Are you going out?” Helen asked.

“For a jog.” Isabel giggled. “You really should get on the Tindr app.”

“What does that have to do with jogging.”

“Nothing. But the way you were moaning in your sleep, you need to get laid badly. Maybe this Dr. Zhao's on it.” Isabel grabbed her tennis shoes. “I had a blast last night. He was a real stud. Ate out my taco twice before I let him slide his meat in me.”

“Gross,” Helen blanched. “You make it sound so dirty.”

“Sex is so wonderfully dirty. Maybe you'll learn that, chica.” Isabel hopped to her feet as Helen's phone rang. 

She grabbed it and smiled. It was Trish calling. “Hey!”

Isabel headed out of the apartment as Trish said, “Hey, girl, how's it going?”

“Isabel is driving me nuts. She was drinking my orange juice. I caught her this time.”

“That cunt!” Trish's voice had heat in it. “You should get her back.”

“I should.” Helen paused. “How?”

“Well, you could always put something in the orange juice. Something nasty that makes her spit it out.”

“And ruin it?” Helen frowned.

“You could spit in it and take satisfaction in knowing she's drinking your spit.”

“She drank straight from the carton. I'll probably drink hers.” Helen's dick throbbed and an idea popped into her head.

“That sucks. But, hey, want to get together and study in a half hour? Ethan and his friends have just started a video game tournament. It is getting loud.”

“Sure,” Helen said, her dick throbbing. “I just need to take care of something. I'll meet you down at the Wheelock Center in say a half-hour?”

“Sure,” Trish agreed. “Going to do something to the orange juice?”

Helen blushed and lied, “Of course not. Just have to finish up something, okay.”

“Okay. See you.”

The moment the phone went dead, Helen hopped to her feet. She reached beneath her skirt, pulling down her panties and peeling away her tape. Her cock pressed hard at the front of her skirt, lifting the gray material from her body. She pulled it back, the tip popping out as she headed to the refrigerator.

I bet cum and orange juice will taste great together. And it will serve her right to taste my spunk for stealing my OJ.

She unscrewed the carton and placed the tip of her dick against the opening. She held the carton in her left hand, the wax-coated cardboard box damp. She closed her eyes, imagining Isabel drinking the orange juice—ladened with her spunk—as she stroked her dick.

Helen groaned. Her pussy clenched, juices trickling down her thighs as the fantasy burned so bright and hot through her thoughts. She shivered, her hand sliding faster and faster, the tip of her dick aching.

“Oh, that's it, you cunt,” she hissed. “That's what you get for stealing my OJ. Oh, you get to drink my cum. I bet you love it. I bet you'll gulp it down. You're just such a slut, Isabel.”

Such a slut, she moaned in Helen's mind. 

Her pussy clenched. The pleasure swelled swiftly. The idea was so naughty it had her swaying, it had her orgasm building swiftly. She wanted her annoying roommate to drink her cum. It was so nasty. So hot.

Helen came hard.

Helen shuddered as her girl-jizz spurted from her dick in powerful pulses. The cum splashed into the orange juice. She trembled in delight, pussy juices flooding down her thighs as her powerful climax rippled through her body.

“Yes,” she groaned through clenched teeth as the rapture burned so hot through her body. She shuddered, her eyes fluttering. “Oh, you're going to drink my cum, you whore! Steal my OJ! Oh, I hope I see it. I hope I watch you guzzle it down.”

Her right arm cramped as she stroked her cock. But she couldn't stop. Her dick kept spurting, firing more and more futa-cum into the orange juice. Her ovaries clenched in the depths of her body, squeezing out every drop of seed to season the drink.

The pleasure boiled through her brain. Her left hand clenched on the waxy carton. She shuddered, her breasts jiggling in her bra. Her body swayed. Stars danced before her eyes as the intensity of her pleasure swept over her body.

And then she fired her last spurt of jizz and groaned, buzzing with delight. She smiled, her forehead sweaty. She lifted the cap and sniffed. She could just smell her salty cum. Shuddering, she took a drink, the tart and acidic citrus mixing with her salty jizz.

Maybe I should just do this anyways. This is good.

She took another sip, almost wanting to drain it. Then she capped it, screwing it on tight, grinning. This was the perfect way to get back at Isabel. A naughty rush went through her as she pulled up her panties and headed for the shower.

She wished she could tell Trish what she did. But then she would have to tell her best friend all about her cock. And she'll think I'm a freak. 


Chapter Seven: OJ Thief

It was definitely unusual for Dr. Maura Roy to come in on a Saturday. The school hired a part-time physician, an old retired doctor who liked to stay busy on the weekends, to cover her days off. But she had called up Dr. Smith and told him she needed to run some tests and he could enjoy the day. He was excited since his grandchildren were in town.

She did assure him he would still be paid.

A shiver of excitement ran through her as she pulled the specimen container out of the refrigerator, her hands shaking. It was so full of the futanari's semen. There was so much. There just had to be an unusual property. Some form of pheromones that made her want to do naughty things with Helen. She had felt it in the past, and the urge grew stronger and stronger until she jerked Helen off two days ago.

So it's either pheromones, or I'm infatuated with my patient and cheated on my husband with her. Maura did not want to think about cheating on her husband. She had moved to America and gone through all the hoops to become a citizen because of him. He had swept her off her feet when he was a young man stationed in the UK.  

She had found the American GI so exotic.

Maura headed into her small lab. She had basic equipment: a centrifuge, a microscope, a gas spectrograph. She could also use other school equipment in Harnell Hall. There were several labs with advanced machinery for the science students to access.

Her stomach roiled as she pulled on her gloves. Then she sat down at her lab, a rack of test tubes in a plastic holder, a micropipette to gather samples. She wanted to test it all, so she would use the centrifuge to separate the component parts of the semen.

“Okay,” she whispered, trying to calm her nerves as she grabbed the specimen jar, twisting the lip, trying to pry it off. It was stuck. “Come on,” she muttered, working on the lid and—

Pop!

The lid came off. The semen swirled around, splashing against the rim. Several thick drops bounced out and splashed across her face and lips. Before she could stop herself, her tongue brushed the semen and...

Salty delight burned on her tongue.

Her pussy clenched.

An overwhelming urge to find Helen and fuck her shot through the doctor. Maura groaned, rubbing her thighs together, her body tingling. She needed the sexy futanari. She had to see her. To be fucked by her. She wanted to drink from the specimen container, to guzzle down the cum.

“Oh, god,” she groaned, her eyes wide, pupils dilating. “What is in your semen, Helen?”

Her hand shook as she pulled out her phone. She had to call the girl, summon her into the clinic for an appointment as soon as possible. She had to fuck the wonderful futanari. She had to make her happy. To suck her cum out of her cock, to feel it squirting in her.

And she knew it wasn't a natural lust. But that didn't matter to her.

As the phone rang, she lifted the specimen container and took a sip of the cold cum. It still tasted good, but she knew it would be better spurting hot and salty straight from the source.

~   ~~   ~

“I am so glad to be out of the house,” Trish said as she sat down at the cafe table across from her best friend, Helen, a chai tea gripped in her hand, steam rising from the small slit in the lid to sip from. “It was so noisy.”

“Trouble in paradise?” Helen asked, her blonde hair damp from a shower and pulled back into a simple ponytail.

“Not really.” Trish grinned. “I mean, in bed, there's no trouble at all. Ethan gets it done. You really need to find a boyfriend. Or a girlfriend.”

Anger flashed across Helen's face. “You sound just like Isabel.”

“Well, it's good advice, even if it comes from her.” Trish shook her head, grimacing. “I mean, eww, she drank your orange juice straight from the carton.”

“Yep,” Helen nodded, her blue eyes softening for a moment, a smile crossing her lips.

“What did you do?” Trish asked excitedly.

“Nothing.”

Trish recognized the flat words. Helen was a private girl, and Trish respected that. As much as she wanted to pry, she knew it would only make Helen angry, and then all Trish would get was a passive-aggressive pout before Helen stalked off. And Trish wanted someone to hangout with today.

“Fine, have your secret,” Trish said and sipped her chai tea, loving the spices. They made good tea at The Diversions Cafe, the student-run cafe in the Wheelock Student Center. It looked like a Starbucks or any other coffee shop, selling healthy food and a huge variety of coffees. It was filled with small, round tables that had students sitting around talking or working on schoolwork.

“I just can't wait for Dr. Maura's note to work through the system. Isabel has me all knotted up with stress. She's driving me nuts.” Helen took a sip of her coffee.

“Is having a roommate that terrible? I mean, I know there's not as much privacy and all.”

“It's horrible. I'm so horny all the...” Helen's eyes widened. Her cheeks went paler than usual.

“Horny?” Trish grinned, leaning forward. “You have the hots for Isabel. I knew you were gay.”

Helen shifted in her seat. “Yes. Fine. I like girls. I guess. I've been noticing them more and more.”

“That's wonderful.” Trish was so happy to have a lesbian for a friend. She was eager to be so supportive of Helen's lifestyle choice. “And you have the hots for her? Is she gay?”

“No.”

“Well, is she bi? A lot of girls are bi.” A naughty grin crossed Trish's face. “I know I've thought about it once or twice. It would make Ethan cum in his pants if he ever watched me with another girl. I think I'll save that for a huge favor.”

“She's always...flirty with me. And she prances around naked.”

“Maybe she's trying to get you to notice her.” Trish squirmed, staring at her friend. She was gorgeous. There was something about Helen that was so...magnetic. Trish had felt it the first time they met in Middle School. And for the last few months, she was curious about trying things with Helen.

She wouldn't. Not because she thought it would ruin their friendship, but because she loved Ethan. She wouldn't cheat on her boyfriend.

But now that Helen admitted she was gay, it was so...stimulating. Heat flushed through Trish. She squirmed, picturing kissing her blonde friend. She imagined touching her small breasts and then rubbing her pussy. I bet she has a cute, blonde bush. 

“Your cheeks are growing red. What are you thinking about?” Helen asked.

“What it would be like with a girl,” Trish giggled. “I bet you do that a lot.”

“Too much,” Helen muttered, squirming, her cheeks growing red now. She took a long sip of her coffee. Her eyebrows furrowed. “Which girl?”

Before Trish could answer, Helen's phone rang. Her friend shoved her hand into her pocket and fished it out, swiping the screen and bringing it to her ear. “Hey, Dr. Maura.”

Helen nodded and Trish leaned back, not wanting to intrude.

“Yes, I can see you before class Monday morning. Is it serious?”

Trish's brow furrowed, concern banishing lust's itch. What's wrong? Is it her condition? Not that Trish knew what the condition was, just that Helen was embarrassed about it and it was part of the reason she had to live alone. 

Helen's eyes widened. “Really? My...sample has unusual properties.”

Sample? Unusual properties? That doesn't sound good.

“Okay, first thing Monday morning. Before class. I'll be there.” Helen paused. “Yes, Dr. Maura, I promise. I won't be late. Okay. I'll see you Monday.”

“Is everything okay?” Trish asked, trying to sound off-hand as Helen slipped her phone away.

“I don't...know.” She licked her lips. “It was a weird phone call.”

Trish looked at her friend, wanting to ask so many questions, eager to know just what was going on. But she held back. She wouldn't be like that. She would respect her friend's boundaries and comfort zone.

“So, did you finish reading King Lear for class?” Helen asked. “I bet there'll be a test on Monday.”


Chapter Eight: Exposed to Futanari Cum

What could be wrong with my cum? Helen wondered as she headed back to her dorm in Anderson Residence Hall.  

She stared ahead at the building standing next to Langdon Residence Hall. Both dorms were red-bricked like the rest of the school. Each was three stories tall with basement dorms. The third floor rooms had dormer windows. They faced a large lawn where students sat at small tables while a game of ultimate frisbee raged in the center.

Helen skirted the edge, confused how her cum should have unusual properties. I know there's a lot of it. But...shouldn't it just be like a boy's. I mean, it looks like it. White and all. Maybe I'm even more of a freak than I thought. 

Trish did a great job making Helen forget about it as the pair talked about King Lear and discussed what sort of questions might be on the test, dissecting the play's themes, going over the notes they took from Professor Choi's lectures. He was a short, Korean man who always wore a suit and tie. He looked so serious until you saw his broad smile.

And he was so energetic about his lessons.

But now that Helen was on her own, her thoughts had sunk back into the strange phone call. Dr. Maura had sounded so breathy, so eager. Like she was...aroused or something. And she kept sipping a drink, slurping at it and sighing in delight.

Helen remained puzzled, her stomach twisting, as she entered her dorm room and sank down on her computer chair at her desk. She leaned back in it. The doctor had also been so insistent that she come as early as possible on Monday morning.

It must be bad if she's so insistent.

Helen opened her laptop and was halfway to WebMD to search for “serious problems found in semen sample” when she realized that the internet wouldn't have any information on someone with a condition as unique as hers. That made her squirm even more as she stared at her laptop screen, the cursor flashing in the search bar.

Maybe I should call Mom. Let her know there's something...wrong.

That made her stomach twist more. Her adoption mother was a wonderful woman. But she was also a worrier. It would just stress her out over the weekend, waiting. She would be calling and texting every half-hour for progress.

Dad would handle it better. But he'd tell Mom...

A key rattled. Helen's head whipped around and she stifled a groan as Isabel sauntered in, wearing a short skirt, her legs long and golden, a light, knit-sweater jacket over her low-cut halter top. She peeled off the jacket, groaning in disgust.

“That was a waste of time. I never should have slid right on that asshole.” She shook her head, heading for the refrigerator.

“Oh,” Helen said, tensing as her roommate opened it. Will she go for the orange juice? 

“All he wanted to do was sob about his ex-girlfriend. 'I thought she loved me. I thought we were special. We'd been dating since blah, blah, blah.' He needed to get some cojones, you know? Grow big balls and just accept she was a cheating puta and move on.” Isabel laughed. “He walked in on her having a train being run on her skank ass by the football team.” 

“Train?”

“Gangbang.” Isabel shook her head as she reached in. “Oh, can I have a glass of your orange juice?”

“Yes,” Helen said, not wanting to be rude and suddenly feeling so guilty for jacking off into it. It was one thing to trick the girl into drinking it when she was stealing it, but now that she asked...

Why am I so nice? I should have just said no. But that would cause problems.

“Thanks, chica.” Isabel sighed. “I should have asked earlier. I didn't even think. I do that, you know. Just don't think.” 

“Yeah.”

Isabel grabbed a glass from their small kitchenette and poured the orange juice in it. Even as Helen squirmed in guilt, at the same time her dick throbbed, growing hard, taped between her thighs. An eager thrill buzzed through her pussy, her nipples swelling hard, tingling. She squirmed, her body excited for this.

Aching for someone else to taste her cum.

Isabel screwed the cap on, swishing it. “Still 'bout a glass left for you.”

Helen just nodded, sweat breaking out over her forehead, her heart thudding in her chest. She was eager for Isabel to drink it. And now the girl was being so polite, putting the carton away, instead of just guzzling it down.

Isabel snagged her cup and sat down on her bed. “So, did you just do homework?”

Helen shook her head, staring at the cup. Just drink it. 

“You study too much. I know school's important, but you got to have fun.”

“I hung out with my friend Trish down at the Diversions Cafe.”

“You didn't even leave campus?” Isabel rolled her eyes. “Lame. You should go to a bar.”

“I'm not twenty-one.”

“So?” The Latina shrugged.

“Aren't you going to...drink it?”

Isabel gave her a weird look. “Why, did you do something to the orange juice? Huh? Do something a little petty?”

Helen shook her head. “I wouldn't do that. I just...you poured it out. And it's expensive.”

“Right, right, that organic shit. It's a scam, you know. Charge more for the same food. But you White people, well, you got money to waste.” Then she brought the cup to her lips.

It looked like she would only take a quick sip, but a shudder ran through her the moment the first drop, the first atom, touched her lips. She shuddered, moaning, her head tilting back, her hand raising the glass. She gulped it down, drinking the orange juice laced with futa-cum with a thirsty desire. Excitement surged through Helen. Her dick throbbed, fighting against the tape while her pussy grew so wet, juices coating her shaft.

Two points hardened against Isabel's halter top, her nipples pressing forward. She moaned as she drank, her body shivering, her thighs squeezing together. When the last bit of orange juice ran down into her mouth, she shivered and let out an exhalation of pure ecstasy. Then she thrust her tongue into the glass, licking at the rim.

“That good, huh?” Helen groaned, delighting in the fact. You drank my jizz. And you liked it. 

“Oh, my god, I need more. I need it fresh.” She dropped her glass to the floor, staring at Helen. “You have to give me. More. Please.”

“Fine, you can have the last glass,” Helen smirked.

“No, I need your cum fresh from the source.”

“What?” Helen gasped as her roommate launched herself across the space between the bed and Helen's desk.

The Hispanic beauty fell to her knees before Helen sitting at her computer chair. Isabel shoved up her skirt. Helen sat in shock as Isabel ripped open her magenta tights at the crotch, feverish lust burning across her golden-brown face.

“There it is,” Isabel moaned, staring at the crotch of Helen's panties wrapped tight about the hardening cock taped back against her pussy.

Isabel's fingers hooked the crotch of Helen's panties to the side, revealing the swelling cock and the beige tape holding it in place. Helen gasped as the tape ripped away and her dick sprang out, the tip bumping into Isabel's chin, the shaft thrusting from wet pussy lips.

With a moan of pure lust, Isabel swallowed Helen's girl cock.

The futanari gasped in pure delight at the warm, wet heaven of her roommate's sucking mouth. A delicious tongue caressed around her crown while red-painted lips sealed tight; rouged cheeks hollowed as Isabel sucked hard. 

“Oh, my god!” Helen groaned, her pussy clenching, her eyes widening at the amazing pleasure. “Isabel, yes!”

Helen shuddered on the chair as Isabel sucked and bobbed her mouth. Her hand stroked the base of the cock. The futanari leaned back, pressure building swiftly in the depths of her pussy, the tip of her dick throbbing.

A blowjob was even better than masturbating. Even better than Dr. Maura's handjob.

It was spectacular.

And it was so new to Helen. She had never experienced its like before. The sheer thrill, combined with her anticipation of Isabel drinking the cum-laced orange juice, rushed through her. She bucked, her entire body trembling.

And then her cock erupted into Isabel's hungry mouth. She bucked on her chair, convulsing with every blast of cum into her roommate's mouth. The cum boiled out of her. Her eyes rolled back into her head as she groaned at the sheer pleasure assaulting her. It made her buck and convulse. She couldn't believe how amazing this was.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she groaned, cum spilling out of Isabel's mouth. So much futa-jizz pumped into her mouth it overflowed her. She tried to swallow it all.

Helen shuddered, groaning as she spurted a final time into her roommate's mouth. Isabel shuddered, sucking hard a final time. Then her lips popped off with a wet plop. Her fingers scooped the white cum running down her golden-brown chin and neck, bringing it to her lips, hungry to ingest every drop.

“And you're still hard,” panted Isabel. “Yes, I need more cum.”

“Keep sucking,” Helen panted, not caring.

“No, in my pussy. I need your cum in my pussy, chica!” 

Helen's heart skipped a beat as her roommate rose. Isabel shoved her panties down with one eager motion, exposing her shaved pussy glistening with desire. Helen groaned, her dick throbbing as it hit her.

I'm about to have sex for the first time.

Her dick throbbed before her. Her nipples ached in her bra. Isabel stepped out of her panties and held her skirt up, walking forward. Helen licked her lips, staring at that slit, dewy with her roommate's excitement.

I don't understand what is going on. But... “How did you know I had a cock?” Helen gasped, the realization popping into her head. “Have you always known?” 

Isabel blinked, freezing right before Helen. “I...” She frowned. “You do have a cock. I... Wow. And it's huge. I don't know. I just drank the orange juice and it tasted awesome. And I just knew your cum was in there. And that meant you had a cock that could give me more. And I just had to have it. I just had to make you happy because you're awesome. That is an awesome cock, and you are an awesome...” Isabel groped for the word.

“Futanari. Or futa,” Helen said, her eyes widening. My cum drove her wild. 

“You are an awesome futanari!” Isabel moaned then mounted Helen.

The blonde futanari trembled as her chair creaked. There was just enough room for Isabel's legs to squeeze alongside Helen's slender body, pressing against the chair's arms. Then Helen's dick brushed the wet folds of her roommate's pussy.

Her eyes widened.

It felt awesome. Amazing. Wonderful. So hot. So wet. So silky. Isabel's hips wiggled, sliding her dripping folds across the crown of Helen's dick, searching, questing, trying to line up their bodies. And then she did.

“Fuck, yes!” moaned Isabel as she impaled herself on the futa-cock. “This is a dick! A girl's dick!”

“Yes,” Helen groaned, her body trembling at the ecstasy bathing her cock.

A girl's pussy is wrapped about my dick.

Isabel slid her pussy up Helen's cock, so slowly, the silky flesh caressing her shaft.

And she's fucking it. A girl is fucking my futa-cock. Isabel is fucking me and it's... “Awesome!” 

“It is,” cooed Isabel, her hands grasping Helen's shoulders, fingers digging in through her blouse. “Chica, this is the biggest dick I've ever fucked. And it's a girl's!” 

“Uh huh,” Helen groaned as Isabel slammed her pussy down the futa's cock again.

Helen's own cunt clenched as Isabel rode her girl-dick. The feel of the Hispanic girl's hot pussy sliding up and down her cock had her trembling. Had her moaning. It was so hot, so amazing to feel the silky flesh caressing her, teasing her. The friction was amazing.

Her hands shot down, grasping Isabel's naked ass beneath her skirt. Muscles flexed beneath her hands as Isabel rode her girl-dick faster and faster, her moans echoing through the room. Pleasure flashed across both their faces as the futanari savored her first taste of pussy.

And she knew she would never give this up. She would be fucking Isabel over and over. Helen no longer found having a roommate to be an annoyance. Not with such rapture burning through her cock and flooding through her body.

“Oh, my god, Isabel, you are such a slut. Oh, wow, you're just fucking my cock.”

“I am,” Isabel moaned. “I am such a slut for girl-dick. It's amazing. Chica, this dick is humongous. It's filling up my clam. Oh, yes, this is a cock!” 

“And that's why you love it, slut,” groaned Helen, her naughty fantasies spilling out of her, her fingers clenching Isabel's ass. “Fuck my girl-dick. Oh, yes, fuck it until you cum on my dick.”

“Until you cum in me,” panted Isabel. “I want that squirting in me.”

“Slut!”

“Yes!”

The two girls moaned and gasped as the chair creaked, rocking back and bumping into her desk, the wheels sliding on the carpet. Isabel fucked her with such passion, her pussy clenching and relaxing on her girl-dick, the silky flesh clinging to her cock. Helen loved it. Her eyes rolled back into her head as she moaned her delight.

Isabel's juices flooded down her cock. So much cream poured out of the excited, Hispanic slut. Helen's crotch grew wet, her blonde bush matted down by both their cream. She savored it, the room filling with the scent of tangy and spicy juices.

Hot pussy smells amazing.

Her dick throbbed as the pressure grew in the depths of her pussy, swelling, building, threatening to explode out of her. She groaned, shivering and shaking. Her pussy clenched every time Isabel's sweet cunt bottomed out on her girl-dick.

“I'm going to cum so hard,” Helen moaned.

“Good,” purred Isabel. “Do it, chica. Just flood my cunt. You can even breed me. I don't care.”

“Oh, wow,” groaned Helen, her eyes so wide. “Can I breed you?”

“I don't know. I don't care. Just give it to me. Flood your girl-cum into my pussy. I want to feel it squirting into me so badly. I need it. I need your cum. I love it. I love you, Helen. I love your awesome dick. Give it to me!”

Helen's pussy clenched so hard. Her thighs squirmed, the itching pressure building and building. The tip of her dick throbbed and ached, buried in Isabel's sweet cunt. The flesh sliding up and down her shaft massaged her, sucking at her cock, so eager for her cum.

And it was so hot to hear Isabel beg for her seed. It turned her on. She wanted to give her cum to the girl. To every girl. Her chair creaked louder and louder as their bodies heaved together, her fingers digging so hard into Isabel's ass as she stared into dark eyes.

Such passion. The slut wants it so bad.

Her pussy clenched.

She's aching for my jizz.

Her dick throbbed.

“Yes!”

Helen exploded.

The best orgasm of her life burst in the depths of her pussy. She came for the first time in a girl's pussy. Her body rejoiced as the rapture shot from her cock and washed out of her pussy. She groaned, bucking, squirming.

And her cum fired into Isabel's cunt.

Blast after blast of girl-jizz pumped into her roommate's hot pussy. Every time her dick erupted, ecstasy shot straight to her brain. Helen drowned in the rapture bathing her mind. She shuddered on the chair as Isabel slammed down her erupting shaft.

And joined her.

“Yes, yes, yes, you're cumming in me,” Isabel howled as her orgasm burned through her body. “Oh, yes, this is so hot, Helen. This is amazing.”

“It is,” groaned Helen, squirming on the chair. It creaked as the hot flesh of her roommate milked her cock, pulling out all her cum from the depths of her body. “Oh, yes, it is. Take all my cum, slut. Take it all. You love it.”

“I do love it,” panted Isabel, her face twisting with rapture, her pussy spasming harder. “So much jizz. I can feel it sloshing in me. Oh, yes.”

“Sloshing in you...” Helen shuddered, the dream she had coming back to her, being Ally, fucking the Nordic beauty and devouring her jizz out of her pussy. “I have to lick you clean.”

“Mmm?” Isabel asked, her voice throaty as she squirmed, her orgasm still buzzing through her, hot flesh spasming on Helen's futa-dick.

“Get on your back. I have to lick my cum out of your pussy.”

Isabel's dark eyes widened. “Yes, chica! Of course you do. Your cum is the best.” 

Isabel slid her pussy off Helen's dick, bringing a groan from the futa. She shoved a hand between her thighs to trap the flood and then threw herself on the nearest bed, Helen's. Isabel's breasts bounced beneath her top, her skirt flaring. Then she spread her legs wide, holding in all the cum and staring at Helen.

The futanari licked her lips as she moved. This is really happening. We just fucked. And now I'm going to lick her clean. This is awesome. Why was I so ashamed of this dick? Isabel loves it. I have an amazing cock. 

Helen smiled, such confidence swelling in her as she pulled off her dress, exposing her small breasts in her white bra. She unhooked it, baring her small breasts to Isabel's hungry gaze. The Hispanic girl licked her lips as Helen shoved down her panties, her dick sliding through them and popping free again.

Naked, Helen climbed onto her bed and crawled between Isabel's thighs. The futa trembled as she ran her hands down the silky smooth flesh of her roommate's legs, pressing them farther open as she leaned down to the hand clamped over her prize.

Isabel pulled her hand away, revealing a pussy flushed and raw from being fucked, white cum pouring out of the depths, forming a puddle on Helen's bed. Her head darted down, her lips plastered to her roommate's cunt, and she drank the salty flood.

“Yes, yes, yes, chica,” Isabel moaned, “drink up all your cum. Mmm, you fired so much into me. And it tastes amazing. You love it.” 

I love it, Helen moaned as her tongue lapped up the creamy, salty flood into her mouth. Isabel's tangy musk seasoned it. 

A heady rush ran through Helen as she drank her own girl-cum from Isabel's pussy. Her body trembled, her dick aching and throbbing as it dangled between her thighs. Her pussy juices flooded down her legs and the shaft of her dick, so excited.

We're going to fuck all night.

She lapped harder, digging into her roommate's folds, pressing her mouth into the silky folds and savoring what poured out. So much creamy, salty delight coated her mouth. She gulped it down and lapped more up. Her head spun from the sheer exhilaration as Isabel humped and groaned.

“Yes, yes, eat my pussy, chica. Oh, this is amazing. I never had a girl eat my pussy before. But then I've never had a girl fuck me either. And both are awesome. Oh, yes, lick me. I'm going to cum so hard.” 

Helen shuddered, wanting to make her cum. She hugged Isabel's thighs, holding her face pressed tight to the cum-filled pussy. She lapped up every drop that poured out. A flood of pussy-infused jizz spilling over her lips and tongue. She gulped it, her stomach growing warm with excitement.

She probed and explored Isabel's petals. Her fingers reached around to part the pink depths, her eyes searching for any more cum. She jammed her tongue as deep into Isabel's pussy as she could, swirling around.

I just fucked this hole. I just came in it!

Isabel moaned louder and louder, humping, writhing, trembling. Helen's tongue lapped up to her roommate's clit, sucking on it. The Hispanic girl went wild. She thrashed on the bed, her curly, black hair flying about her face.

As she came, Helen knew she loved being a futanari. That she would have so much fun with her roommate. She gulped down the juices. She had forgotten all about Dr. Maura's call. She couldn't worry about anything but eating Isabel's pussy while her dick throbbed and throbbed.

The pair fucked all night. Helen came over and over. She loved every moment of it.


Chapter Nine: Clinical Trials

Dr. Zhao's back ached, sore from spending all day working in the lab: waiting for analysis, splicing genes into viruses, and engineering Ally's semen into a sample that would prove far more effective, hopefully, than the last one. Another gene was eliminated. Dr. Zhao believed it was the right one to suppress the desire to please Ally.

But it might not be. And that was why experiments had to be run.

She rubbed at her lower back through her lab coat and medical scrubs, her feet aching despite the comfortable shoes she wore. She felt groggy. Endless cups of cheap coffee sustained her over the weekend. It was still Sunday, she thought, as she massaged the strain in her lower back while her bladder filled again with processed coffee.

The doors hissed open and then two of the special forces soldiers assigned to the base dragged in the test subject. Both soldiers wore cheap suits, the kind that government drones would wear, blending in with the hundreds that worked for the Department of Energy, managing the cleanup in the Hanford Site, in the office building above their head. Unlike the drones, they had that tough, dangerous look of men who were more suited in fatigues than suits, their faces rugged, eyes alert. They were both Delta Force operators. A whole squad or platoon of them were stationed here. Dr. Zhao wasn't sure of the specific term.

Technically, she was in the Army and should know. She didn't because the Army recruited her out of college to work in their labs on infectious diseases. Ally's semen could prove to be the most devastating infectious disease if it were to propagate through the population.

She must have been sent here for that reason. Why else engineer her semen with such unusual properties? The motives of Ally's creators sparked endless debates in high level meetings that bored Dr. Zhao. The why really did not matter to her beyond the intellectual exercise it provoked. 

Only understanding the how truly mattered.

“Strap him to the table,” she said in her crisp, clipped tones. “Then we shall proceed.”

“That's good to hear, Doctor.”

Her brow furrowed at the tinny sound of General Lewis's voice coming from the speakers. She had hoped he had gone home. She did not want another audience until she was sure this serum worked. Then she wouldn't have to be reminded about the cost of failure.

“What's going on?” the emaciated, young man asked. He wore the gray jumpsuit the prisoners were issued. It hung from his skeletal frame. Subject 3 was a meth addict kidnapped from the nearby city of Yakima in the same raid that captured Subject 2. “You guys holding? Just need a little.”

He was supposed to be in his early twenties, but his face looked haggard, aged far beyond his years. His skin had a sallow tinge to it, his cheeks covered by dark whiskers. His shaggy, brown hair looked greasy.

“Strip him naked, too,” Dr. Zhao said.

“We know how to do our job, ma'am,” one of the guards said, a tall man with short, black hair and ruddy skin. She thought his name was Odell.

“No mistakes,” she said, ignoring the dismissal in his tone. She probably outranked him.

“Please,” Subject 3 said as they pulled off his gray shirt, the material made of thin fibers. It revealed his emaciated frame, his ribs peeking through his skin. His arms were covered in red marks. He shivered. “Just need a bump. Come on.”

The soldiers worked quickly, stripping the man naked and strapping him to the table. He didn't resist at all. He just muttered about needing his drugs. He squirmed on the table, not fighting the restraints, but just so antsy that he couldn't sit still. Catherine worked fast to attach the sensors while Dr. Zhao filled the syringe.

She felt eyes watching her through the tinted glass, knowing General Lewis judged. She brought the serum to the subject and injected him. He shivered, and then she set about observing his vitals, looking for any changes. 

“His brain waves are fluctuating,” Catherine reported. “But it's different from last time. It's becoming...regular. Like you predicted.”

“It's working,” Dr. Zhao smiled, staring at the man.

His twitching slowed. And he hadn't talked about “her” yet. He grew calmer and calmer until he just lay there limp. His Alpha waves were oscillating in a smooth line as he stared placidly ahead, eyes open, but he appeared almost non-responsive.

“Now, let's figure out who he's bonded on. Subject 3, blink once.”

~   ~~   ~

Something itched at the back of Ally's mind as she read Brandon Sanderson's new collection of short stories set in his Cosmere universe. She read almost anything, and since she had little to do most days, she went through books with a voracious appetite. She had shelves stacked full of them, and more were held somewhere else in the base.

Father always made sure she had new books to read.

Her brow furrowed. She shook her head and realized a new awareness itched at her mind. But it didn't feel right. Not how Sara or Jewel or Georgia or Jamie or the new man felt. Not a loose connection, a basic bond. This was something stronger. Something welded to her with steel than tied with yarn.

She let the book rest on her pillowy breasts, shifting in her gray prison garb on her bed. She closed her eyes, focusing on this steel thread. She could...feel an awareness. Something sleeping. Something that ached for her to slip into. To take over.

And then she was looking up at Dr. Zhao and her assistant Dr. Catherine Woods. The Chinese doctor wore a mask over her face, but her slanted eyes were unmistakable. Ally had looked up into those eyes many times as the doctor rode her cock to collect semen samples.

One day, I'll cum in your pussy without a condom to protect you.

“Subject 3, blink once,” Dr. Zhao commanded.

Am I Subject 3?

Ally blinked her eyes.

Her new body responded. It felt different from her normal body. So weak. Shivers wanted to run through her flesh. There was a powerful drive, stronger even than Ally's urge to cum in Dr. Zhao's unprotected pussy. She needed something, but what?

“Good,” Dr. Zhao said. “Now blink twice.”

Curious about the game, Ally obeyed. She blinked her eyes twice as she pondered what was going on. Is there a way to use this? If Dr. Zhao didn't know she was controlling this man, maybe she could find a way to escape. It was only Dr. Zhao and Catherine in the room. 

Can I finally be free? Can I see what the sun looks like?

~   ~~   ~

“He blinked again,” Catherine said, so excited. “Did he imprint only on you?”

“Only one way to find out.”

Catherine nodded and blurted out, “Subject 3, stick out your tongue.”

He didn't.

Dr. Zhao shivered. He must have imprinted on me. After all, I spoke first. “Subject 3, stick out your tongue.” 

A tongue shoved through chapped lips.

Exhilaration shot through her. She had to test it. She gave more commands, simple things, ordering patterns of eye blinks, sticking out his tongue, grunting, spitting, holding breath, flexing fingers. She commanded Subject 3 to speak, and he repeated the words in a monosyllabic, even pace.

This was it. If they could find a way to guarantee who was imprinted, this could be used to devastating effect. Controlling dissidents, undermining enemies, making soldiers immune to the effects of Abby's semen. What if her creators sent more than just her? They had to be ready to fight her creators. Those were the reasons they did this. 

But really, to Dr. Zhao, it was just fascinating that it worked.

“Undo his restraints,” Dr. Zhao said.

“Is that wise?” Catherine asked.

“We need to test it more,” she said. “Hurry. Let's see what we can make him do. What are the limits? Can we make the subject harm himself? We have to know.”

“Harm...” The woman pushed up her glasses, her green eyes wide. “Right. Let's get them off.”

She never should have been brought in on this project. I need an assistant who is fearless. Pity Sara is Ally's slut now. She was fearless.

They worked on the restraints, the both of them undoing the heavy, leather cuffs. Subject 3 just lay there, not moving as they worked. Her heart beat faster and faster. There were scalpels across the room. She would have him cut himself. Not anything damaging, at first, but just to see—

The man's fist lashed out, slamming into Catherine's face.

The woman reeled back, her ponytail of dark hair streaming behind her. She crashed to the floor, clutching her cheek. Dr. Zhao froze in shock, her heart racing. She didn't know what to do. Why had Subject 3 attacked Catherine?

“Stop!” she blurted out as the man rose, his eyes fixed on her. There was something in them that was different from the junkie's glossy look. They were so alert, studying, careful. They reminded her of...

“Ally?”

The man's hand blurred as it shot out, grasping Dr. Zhao by the throat. She gasped, her eyes widening. Despite Subject 3's emaciated frame, his fingers were iron as they crushed her throat. He drove her back three steps, crashing her into a medical tray. It fell over, spilling supplies across the room as he snarled.

“Where are the cells?” the man said, his voice agitated. Not enraged, but almost excited, hopeful. “Take me to them right now, Dr. Zhao.”

“Ally...how?” she choked, the fingers so tight about her throat. “This shouldn't...be possible...you're...”

“In my cell?” A rictus of a grin crossed Subject 3's face. “I know. This is my chance. Show me. I don't want to hurt you, Dr. Zhao, but I will. I want out! I need to be out! I want to see the sun!”

“C-can't!”

An alarm resounded through the room. Bright, red lights strobed over the exit as the klaxon screeched the intruder alarm. It differed from the high-pitched squawks of the fire alarm or the fast beeps of the contamination alarm.

This alarm summoned the soldiers.

“Who triggered that?” Ally demanded through Subject 3's mouth. Dr. Zhao could hear the futanari's speech patterns forced through the drug addict's mouth.

“Being watched...”

“Help's on the way, Dr. Zhao,” General Lewis said through the speakers.

“No,” Ally shrieked. She threw Dr. Zhao away. The naked man made a mad scramble for the door, his ropy body leaping over the spilled cart and then crashing into the lab's door. It burst open and he was gone.

Dr. Zhao coughed as the door slammed closed behind the escaping subject. In the hallway, Ally screamed again while men shouted. The Delta Force Operators hadn't gone far after delivering Subject 3. Breathing heavily, she stumbled to check on Catherine. She had no doubts that those dangerous men could subdue Subject 3.

Recapturing him didn't matter. Not even Catherine's injuries mattered.

Her thoughts whirled on the single question that did: how had Ally taken direct control of the man from a distance? It was some form of telepathy. That was fascinating. She had shown no sign of doing that with the other infected subjects. The gene I suppressed gave her greater control. True mind control. And over a distance. This needs to be studied, replicated. Could that telepathic power be given to one of us and then used to control the subjects instead of her? 

Excitement burst through her as she knelt beside Catherine. The woman groaned, rubbing at her swollen chin, a bruise forming. Science was so wonderful. Even when Dr. Zhao's experiment failed to achieve her desired results, new things could be learned, there were new ideas to explore. All the exhaustion of the last few days was banished in the giddy exhilaration surging through her.

Dr. Zhao was ready to get back to work.


Chapter Ten: Doctor's Appointment

“Oh, yes, Isabel,” Helen moaned as her lover sucked her big, throbbing futa-dick. They had time for her to fire off one last load of cum before they went off to Monday morning classes.

Never in her life had Helen hated a Monday more. Not after she and Isabel had spent Saturday evening and all of Sunday just fucking. Their dorm reeked of hot pussy and salty cum. They had explored every single avenue of Helen's different body, Isabel showing the futanari all the different ways to fuck.

And Helen loved them all.

“Mmm, you're just so hungry for my cum, aren't you?” moaned Helen, stroking Isabel's dark hair. “Just bobbing your mouth, so eager for it.”

Isabel only moaned.

They were both dressed and about to head out the door when Helen's dick throbbed hard, needing one final bout of satisfaction from her new lover. So she pulled down her white tights and panties, her cock spilling out right into Isabel's hungry mouth.

The Hispanic girl hadn't hesitated to drop to her knees and suck Helen's cock. She was just so eager to please the futanari. She would do anything to make Helen happy. It was wonderful. She stroked Isabel's curly, black hair, staring down at her lover's brown eyes burning with lust.

“Oh, yes, you just want to drink every drop of my cum, don't you?”

Isabel only moaned, sucking harder, her fingers digging into Helen's ass.

Passion hummed about Helen's cock every time Isabel moaned or groaned and grunted. Hot saliva coated her dick while her pussy juices trickled down her thighs. It was such a sloppy blowjob, Isabel so eager for the cum, sucking so hard, her tongue swirling, doing everything she could to coax it out.

And Helen loved every moment of it. She loved her cock. It had such stamina. Isabel praised it all the time. “None of the boys can fuck like you, chica,” she would moan. “Their little ropes just don't stay hard like your big dick does. You can fuck over and over. I love it. Love you!” 

Helen drank in the worship of her roommate.

Her hand gripped Isabel's hair tight, staring down into her roommate's eyes as she fucked her hips forward, pressing her dick to the back of Isabel's throat. Her throbbing futa-cock ached as it brushed the back of her roommate's throat.

But she didn't stop. She kept going.

Helen moaned as Isabel swallowed her futa-cock. She slid down the Hispanic girl's throat. It was such a tight, hot experience. Pleasure fluttered up her cock. Her pussy clenched as she pressed forward, Isabel's moans vibrating around the tip of her dick.

“That's it,” purred Helen. “Oh, yes, you can take all my cock. You're just my slut, aren't you, Isabel?”

Isabel moaned, her eyes burning. Helen didn't understand why her roommate was her slut. She just enjoyed it. It was so hot having a woman that worshiped her. That just wanted to give her such pleasure. To make her cum. 

“Mmm, yes, you do just love it. You are such a naughty one,” purred Helen. “Oh, yes. You are just driving me wild.”

She shuddered, loving every moment of the girl's hungry sucking. The way she bobbed her mouth, trying to swallow every inch of her cock. It had Helen's eyes rolling back into her head. She trembled, her pussy clenching in delight. 

She slid her dick out and then slammed in, fucking Isabel's mouth like she fucked her pussy and asshole. All three holes were wonderful in their own way. Her thrusts were slow, savoring the delight of sliding down her roommate's gullet.

“You're going to swallow every drop of my cum,” panted Helen. “And...oh, you naughty girl.”

Helen smiled as Isabel's fingers crept into her butt-crack, searching then finding her asshole. The futanari shivered in delight, her cock throbbing in Isabel's throat, as nimble digits stroked her sphincter, sending teasing delight through her body.

Then Isabel's middle finger sank into Helen's asshole. The futanari groaned, her breasts jiggling in her bra as she shuddered. The hot delight rippled through her body as the finger worked deeper and deeper, teasing her. Her pussy clenched in such envy.

Groans burst from her mouth. She tightened her grip on her lover's hair, swaying as the pleasure burned through her body. Her breasts rose and fell as the excitement built and built in her depths. Her eyes fluttered.

“Oh, yes, that's it. That's what I need. Mmm, you are such a wonderful slut. I just love you, Isabel.”

Isabel sucked harder, moaning louder, fingering Helen's asshole faster.

All of it combined, rushing through Helen's body and ending up at her ovaries. They boiled with passion. She shuddered, her pussy clenching, itching for the pleasure to erupt. She thrust her cock forward, burying her cock all the way down her lover's throat.

And came.

The pleasure burst out of the depths of her pussy and rushed through her body. It fired out of her cock. She came directly into Isabel's stomach. The Hispanic girl shuddered, moaning in delight as the jizz flooded her belly. Her finger shoved so deep into Helen's asshole, adding more delight to the bliss pumping through her body.

“Yes,” the futanari moaned, her pleasure peaking in her. “Oh, Isabel, that's—”

Her phone rang, vibrating in the pocket of her skirt, humming against her thigh. She shuddered, eyes fluttering open as the last blast of her cum fired down Isabel's throat. Groaning through grit teeth, Helen grabbed her phone and fumbled to swipe the screen.

“Hello?” she panted as Isabel slid her mouth up the futanari's cock, sucking the entire way, eager for those last drops of cum.

“Where are you, Helen?” Dr. Maura asked, her voice throaty with need. “You were supposed to come in this morning.” 

Helen's eyes widened as she remembered her appointment. “I'm so sorry, Doctor. I've been so busy this weekend. It was driven right out of my mind. I'll come in right after morning classes. But I'm late for my first one.”

“Don't you have a break in the middle of the day?” the doctor asked, sounding so desperate. “You have to come in.”

Helen shuddered, her lover licking the softening tip of her dick, gathering a last drop of cum.

“Yes, yes, it must be important. There's something wrong with my cum, right?”

“Your cum?” gasped Isabel.

“Yes, we have to talk right away,” panted Dr. Maura. “Please, don't forget. I need to see you.”

“I won't,” Helen promised. “I have to go. I'll be there a few minutes after noon.”

“Okay. Fine. I'll let you go.”

“Sorry, Doctor,” she said again, wincing.

“There can't be anything wrong with your cum,” moaned Isabel. “Your cum is perfect.”

Helen just smiled. “Come on, we have to get to class.”

The two kissed before parting at the lobby of their dorm, not caring that other students watched them. Helen savored the salty taste of her cum on her lover's lips. Then she darted off to Wyatt Hall and English 220.

On the way, she shuddered at the sight of the cheerleader squad with a table set up, promoting tryouts that were happening this week. They all wore their outfits, those pleated skirts that left their lush, sleek thighs bare and clung to their curvy asses, their tight tops molding to their breasts and leaving their flat midriffs bare. They were all so sexy. One had strawberry-blonde hair and her tits looked so large. Another was a petite, Asian girl who had a tattoo of a triangle with wings on her belly. Another girl was Black, her skin a gorgeous shade of coffee-brown, her hair pulled back into a frizzy ball at the nape of her neck. And thanks to Isabel, Helen admired the Hispanic cheerleader, too, picturing the busty girl kneeling, her plump lips wrapped about her dick. 

Her cock throbbed in her panties. It wasn't tapped up, but free to swell and grow a bulge. Helen didn't care about hiding it any longer.

Thoughts of the sexy cheerleaders danced in her head as she met up with Trish for their first class.

“Boy, you got laid this weekend,” Trish said the moment she laid eyes on Helen. “Is that why you've been MIA?”

“Isabel,” Helen grinned back. “We had a blast.”

“That's wonderful,” Trish said, hugging Helen.

Helen felt her friend's body, her dick throbbing as naughty ideas danced through the futa's head.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura Roy stared at the clock above her desk. It read 12:03. She squirmed on her chair, staring from the clock to the door then back to the clock. Where is she? She said noon. I need her. 

Since Saturday, when she accidentally exposed herself to Helen's semen sample, she had been out of her mind with lust. It was all she could do to run experiments on the sample. What little she managed to save. She drank three-quarters of it masturbating, sipping at the wonderful jizz, loving how it tasted cold and knowing it would be even better warm.

She knew she was a slave to the cum. Her tests had revealed unusual chemicals found in the semen that appeared to work as an aphrodisiac. A powerful one. It was like the cum had put her into heat, which didn't happen to human females.

But it did happen to other species.

And now she needed Helen. She had to fuck her. The married doctor didn't care about cheating on her husband. She loved Leon, she did, but the lusts she felt for Helen overwhelmed her. She had masturbated so many times over the weekend her poor pussy was sore.

But still aching for Helen's huge cock.

The clock's digital display flicked to 12:04.

“Come on,” the redheaded, Irish woman moaned, trembling in her seat. She wore a lab coat over a beige dress. She had neglected to wear her panties. She was hot and juicy and ready to fuck the futanari.

She rocked in her chair, her ears straining. But it was so noisy below. Students were eating in the cafeteria. The balcony overlooking it was just down the hall. The clatter of plates and silverware mixed with their general chatter, making a background noise impossible for her to hear any approaching footsteps in.

“She has to be coming. She's such a responsible girl. She wouldn't leave me suffering all day?”

It had been so awful this morning when she realized Helen wasn't coming.

With a groan, she grabbed her digital recorder that she used to take notes, saying, “Subject continues to show unreasonable desire for the futanari's cum. Just a burning need to fuck the patient's cock, to feel that big, thick shaft in her cunt. I mean, vagina. Subject is losing her mind with lust. The aphrodisiac properties of the futanari's cum are at such dangerous levels. Anyone handling her semen should do so with the same procedures as when dealing with a highly infectious agent.”

She groaned, dropping her recording. She hoped Helen wasn't sexually active yet. The girl had restrained herself so far. Dr. Maura couldn't let others fall into this state. Unless Helen really needed to fuck others. But I should be more than enough for a virgin. She can use me all she wants. 

Please, let her use me.

And then it happened. Helen walked in.

The appearance of the blonde futanari sent lust exploding through the doctor's pussy. Maura drank in the sight of Helen's petite body clad in a conservative blouse, a pink cardigan on over it, dark skirt falling down to her mid-thighs, her legs covered in white tights.

“You're here,” the doctor moaned, gaining her feet and rushing at the futanari.

Helen blinked in shock, barely closing the door behind her before the redheaded woman was on her. Maura kissed her patient hard, not caring about the ethical rules she violated. Helen was both her patient and a student at the school. That didn't matter. Only feeling Helen's lips against hers while her hands reached beneath the futa's skirt, sliding up her tights to her cock bulging in her panties.

There it is. There's the cock I need.

Helen kissed her back with hungry passion, her arms locked around the doctor's body. Maura slid her hands farther up, finding the waistband of the tights and panties, shoving her hand inside the warm depth and wrapping around the huge cock.

So much bigger than my husband's.

“Dr. Maura,” Helen panted as the redhead broke their kiss and backed away, pulling the futanari along by her cock. “What has gotten into you?”

“I need this cock,” Maura moaned, maneuvering her patient, their bodies still pressed tight, her hand holding the throbbing cock.

It was so hot. Her pussy clenched in aching need.

Then she shoved Helen backward onto the exam bed and climbed onto her. The doctor straddled her patient's waist. Her skirt rode up her own thighs as she pressed up Helen's skirt with her other hand. Their lips met in a hot kiss as the doctor, maddened by lust, maneuvered the futa's cock to her hot pussy.

Rapture shuddered through Maura as the thick girl-dick rubbed on the wet lips of her married cunt. She slid the shaft up and down her pussy, the pleasure trembling through her. And then she impaled herself down it, moaning into their kiss.

Yes! It's in me! Yes! Yes! Yes!

Such jubilation burned through the doctor as her pussy engulfed every inch of the huge dick. She shuddered, her pussy stretching around the shaft. It spread her open, making her feel like a virgin again. It almost hurt. And that made it even better.

“Dr. Maura,” Helen gasped, breaking the kiss. “Oh, my god, your pussy's so tight. Oh, I love it.”

“I bet you do, you naughty futa,” groaned Maura, her heart beating so fast. She would do anything for this wonderful creature. She loved her, worshiped her, needed the cum found in her ovaries. “Does my pussy feel amazing?”

“So amazing,” grinned Helen, her hands pulling up Maura's skirt over her ass. The futanari grabbed her rear, squeezing her naked cheeks. “Ride me. Oh, this is so hot. I love it. You're such a sexy doctor.”

“Yes!” gasped Maura in pure delight. “I'll ride you. I need you to cum in me! So badly.”

“You're just like Isabel.” Helen's fingers squeezed Maura's ass. “Oh, yes, I'm going to cum so hard.”

The doctor was so excited to finally have the futanari's dick in her. To finally slide her pussy up and down the shaft, and her orgasm built swiftly. She shuddered, her flesh clenching down as she pumped her hips. She groaned, her head tossing back, her eyes squeezing shut as she savored the silky friction of her married pussy working up and down the futanari's shaft.

It was amazing. It had her so eager for her pleasure. She worked her hips faster and faster, her thigh muscles burning with the exercise. She embraced that burn. She needed it exploding through her. She had to cum so badly. She had to explode on her lover's cock. She needed that passion bursting through her body.

She slammed down Helen's dick, her clit grinding into Helen's bush and pubic mound. Sparks flew through Maura's body.

She came.

“Yes, yes, yes,” the married doctor screamed as her flesh spasmed on the futanari's huge dick. “Oh, that's so amazing. Oh, yes. I love it. So good. Oh, Helen, honey. Your dick is amazing!”

“Yes,” Helen moaned, her voice throaty. “Keep riding me. Keep cumming on my dick!”

The doctor had no intention of stopping until she had the cum in her she needed so badly. She pumped faster and faster, her flesh spasming around Helen's girl-dick. Rapture spasmed through her body. It burned through her mind. It was so amazing to cum on the futa's dick. It had her bursting with so much joy. 

Her head snapped back. She gasped, groaned, her eyes wide with rapture as she fucked her patient. Her flesh spasmed on the huge dick, sucking at it, milking it. Her married cunt was as hungry for the futa's cum as she was.

“Cum in me,” she moaned over and over, hugging Helen tight, the exam bed creaking beneath them. “Just flood me. Please, please, cum in me!”

“Yes,” Helen groaned, her body shuddering. “Yes, yes, yes.” Her hands clenched on the doctor's ass. “Dr. Maura!”

The futa erupted. Rapture flooded Maura. What she had been craving, needing, jonesing for all weekend filled her pussy. The first hot splash of cum triggered an even more powerful orgasm that had her bucking and swaying atop her patient, her pussy milking and sucking hungrily at the spurting futa-dick.

She quivered atop her futanari patient, savoring every blast of creamy girl-cum that flooded her. There was so much. Far more than her husband fired into her after they made love. Her pussy swam with Helen's jizz.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Maura panted, slumping forward into Helen's embrace. “That's what I needed.”

“Yeah,” Helen groaned, leaning back on the exam bed, the older doctor atop her. “Wow, Dr. Maura, what got into you?”

“That's what I have to talk to you about,” groaned the doctor, savoring all the pleasure that filled her.

~   ~~   ~

“My cum has aphrodisiac properties?” Helen gasped, pushing her glasses up the bridge of her nose.

“Uh-huh,” the redheaded, busty doctor said, her legs spread wide, her fiery bush smeared with Helen's cum. More leaked out of the woman's pussy. She scooped it up with her fingers, bringing it to her hungry lips and speaking around her gulps. “It drives people wild. Just a little taste, and they want more. Look at me. I was like an addict, and you gave me my fix. Oh, that was wonderful. You are amazing, Helen. I just simply love you.” 

“You love me?” Helen asked, a shiver running through her body, her dick twitching with excitement.

“I just want to make you happy.” Dr. Maura licked her cum-stained lips, glancing at Helen's cock. “Do you need to fuck me again? Or I can blow you or even jerk you off? Do you need me to please you?”

Helen shook her head, glancing at the clock. “I have classes. And I'm starving. I've been fucking with Isabel all weekend.”

“Is she showing the same symptoms?”

Helen nodded her head.

“See, we just love you so much. Oh, your cum is wonderful.” Dr. Maura scooped out another thick glob of cum from her pussy and brought it to her lips.

Helen shivered. Naughty thoughts popped into her head. Other girls she needed. Trish, the cheerleaders, her sexy English 228 professor. Her heart raced at the ideas bursting through her mind. She could have any girl. They would love her. They wouldn't think she was a freak. 

“This is amazing,” Helen said.

“I know,” Dr. Maura said. “And so dangerous. If people found out, they would investigate.”

Helen ignored that. “No, I can have any girl I want. That's what's amazing. They will all love me. Just from a taste of my cum.”

“Even being around you makes you attractive,” Dr. Maura said. “After all, I jerked you off last week. And that was completely unethical.”

“That wasn't a normal medical procedure?” Helen gasped, her blue eyes widening. The blonde futanari shook her head. “I...I can't believe it.” 

“And I bet close proximity to you had Isabel so hot she was prancing around naked trying to attract your notice.”

“And Trish is always hugging me,” Helen said, squirming. “Wow, so girls just...like me.”

“And when they taste your cum, they really like you.” 

Helen shivered again as she pulled up her panties and tights.

“You don't need me to...” Dr. Maura arched her red eyebrows, her fingers digging more cum out of her pussy.

“No, I have to go. But we'll get together again. After all, you're one of my girls now.” Helen grinned. “My own harem of naughty girls. You and Isabel. And Trish has to join.”

Dr. Maura nodded in complete agreement. “Absolutely. You have so much to give, Helen. You should share it with as many girls as you can.”

Helen grinned. “I will.” She pulled out her phone as she hopped off the table, her cock half-hard in her panties. She sent a text to Trish. “Meet me at my dorm after school. I have something to tell you.”

Immediately, Trish texted back, “Bad news from the doctor?”

“Great news!” Helen texted and added a bunch of emoticons to attempt to convey her joy.


Chapter Eleven: Delicious Iced Tea

“Yes, yes, yes,” Helen groaned as Isabel's golden-brown hand stroked up and down her ivory cock. “Oh, you're so good at that.”

“I know,” Isabel purred, hugging Helen from behind.

Both girls were clothed, Helen's futa-dick thrusting out of her tights and panties, both yanked down just enough to let her cock spill out. Sitting on her desk before her was a pitcher of iced tea she had made Saturday morning. Sliced lemons floated in the amber drink.

A naughty thrill ran through her. She couldn't believe she was doing this, but she had to. Just like with jerking off in the orange juice, the idea that Trish would drink the iced tea laced with her cum had Helen shuddering with delight, her orgasm building fast.

“You're going to fuck her so hard,” moaned Isabel. “She's going to love your cock, chica. She's going to love it as much as I do.” 

“Uh-huh,” Helen panted, her pussy clenching.

Isabel's hand felt amazing on her cock, so silky smooth, making Helen tremble as the pressure rose in her depths. She shuddered, her pussy clenching as the delight built and built in her. She groaned, shivering in Isabel's embrace.

“You're going to cum so hard,” continued the girl. “You're just going to explode. Your cum's going to flood the iced tea.”

“Yes,” Helen groaned.

“And she's going to drink it and love you.”

“So much,” Helen moaned. Then she gasped as Isabel's other hand slid down and rubbed at her wet pussy.

“And she's going to love your pussy as much as your cock,” Isabel groaned, sliding fingers through Helen's wet folds, brushing her hymen. “Yes she is, chica.” 

“So much!” Helen shook and shuddered in her lover's embrace. “Isabel, you're wonderful!”

Helen came as Isabel's fingers caressed those folds hard, rubbing them and brushing Helen's hymen. Her cunt spasmed as her cock unloaded. Helen trembled, creamy cum splashing on top of the iced tea, mixing with the rich brown drink. It painted across the floating lemons. The forced swirled them around, some bobbing for a moment into the drink. Helen shuddered again, firing another load. And a third. More and more pumped out of her body as she swayed in Isabel's embrace.

Heat burned through her. Her eyes rolled back into her head. She spasmed a final time, savoring Isabel's delicious touch. Her pussy clenched hard and then went still as the final blast of cum fired from her cock. She groaned, panting.

“Perfect!”

“It will be,” Isabel moaned, nuzzling at her neck. “I love you so much, chica.” 

“Love you, too,” Helen said absently, staring down at her cum slowly dissolving into the iced tea. She grabbed the long spoon, stirring it, mixing it, shivering in delight. “Now you need to skedaddle. Trish will be here any moment.”

“Mmm, yes.” Isabel kissed her cheek from behind. “You have fun with your friend.”

I will.

~   ~~   ~

Trish was eager to learn about Helen's medical news. For years, ever since they met in junior high, Trish knew there was a medical issue that Helen had hidden from her. From everyone. Something about her body. Helen always had notes excusing her from PE so she wouldn't have to change in the locker rooms. Trish was prepared to support her friend no matter what perceived abnormality she thought she had about her body.

You are beautiful, Helen. So what if there was something wrong with you? Trish shivered as she climbed the stairs of Anderson Residence Hall to Helen's floor. This has to be Isabel's doing. I need to hug this girl. She clearly has shown Helen that she has nothing to be scared about with her body. 

Trish stepped out into the floor and turned. A door opened and Isabel stepped into the hallway. The curvy Hispanic girl, her black hair bouncing about her shoulders as she walked, beamed at Trish.

Without warning, Trish hugged Isabel. “Thank you.”

“Oh, you're so welcome,” Isabel said then blinked. “For what?”

“For helping Helen come out of her shell. I've known her for years, and she's so shy about her body.”

“She shouldn't be. Trust me. She's wonderful.” Isabel shuddered in Trish's arms.

A huge smile crossed the brunette's lips. “I'm so glad she has you. You're her first, you know.”

“I know,” Isabel said. “Now she's very eager to see you. She has iced tea and everything.”

Trish nodded, breaking the hug. She brushed back her wavy-brown hair from her shoulders as Isabel walked around her, then she marched down the hallway, giddy to see Helen. She knocked and almost immediately her blonde friend opened the door, blue eyes sparkling behind her glasses.

“I'm here for you,” Trish said, hugging her friend. There was a salty, almost semen-like, scent in the air.

A hot wave rippled through Trish and she suddenly became so aware of her friend's body in her embrace. She had thought about Helen a few times, noticing that she was a beautiful creature more than once. She had even masturbated once or twice to her friend when she explored any bi-curious desires.

Now, hugging her, she really wanted to do some exploration. Stop that, she admonished herself. She has Isabel, and you have Ethan. 

“So, what is it?” Trish asked when they broke their hug.

“Oh, well, it's really hard to describe,” Helen said, suddenly nervous. “Um, would you like a glass of iced tea?”

“Sure. Let's get nice and comfortable. You take your time. I'm just here to support you.”

“Thank you,” Helen said, her blue eyes sparkling. She pushed up her glasses and whirled, her pink skirt flaring over legs clad in white tights.

Sexy legs.

Trish flushed, sitting down on Helen's bed. It was warm. She imagined Helen and Isabel writhing, the interracial couples' bodies heaving, ivory skin pressed against golden-brown. They kissed and nuzzled, breasts pressed tight, humping their pussies together.

That's how girls have sex, right? I mean, when they don't have dildos. And they probably lick each other's pussies. I bet there's a lot of that.

She glanced at Helen's lips, imagining them pressed into Isabel's pussy, licking, lapping, nuzzling. More heat flared through her. She shivered as Helen grabbed the iced tea pitcher, already sitting on her desk, and poured it into two waiting glasses. The ice clinked as they filled.

“Here you go,” Helen said, handing it over, and sat on the bed beside Trish. She set her own glass on her desk, smiling at her friend. “I hope you like it. I made it just for you.”

Trish blushed. “Thanks.”

The glass was cold in her hand. Condensation dribbled down from the rim as she brought it to her lips. She smelled the tea and lemons and something...salty. She furrowed her brow. What had Helen added in here? 

Her friend watched her, breath baited, trembling, so hoping that she would like it. She had no choice but to drink it all, even if it tasted horrible. She couldn't make her friend feel bad.

It. Tasted. Amazing.

Trish's eyes widened the moment the iced tea hit her tongue. The salty flavor, whatever it was, burst to life on her tongue. What started out as a sip turned into a gulp as she tilted back her glass, eager to drink every last drop, her throat working as she poured more and more of the yummy drink into her mouth.

Heat burst to life in her pussy. The small itch Helen had inspired in Trish's cunt transformed into an inferno of desire. She squeezed her eyes shut even as she kept gulping down more and more of the iced tea. She shivered, the ice nudging her lips as she drained her glass.

I need more!

A violent shudder wracked her body, her wet pussy clenching, her nipples throbbing.

There's more in Helen's cock. It's full of the salty treat. And she is so sexy. Trish's eyes widened as she stared at her friend. She was gorgeous. Perfect. There was no one more beautiful, more desirable, than Helen Hawthorn. 

“I need to suck your cock,” Trish moaned, the words sounding perfectly normal to her save for a small part of her that wondered, Why would she have a cock? She's a girl. 

“You do?” Helen purred, leaning back on her bed, her skirt stretching over an obvious bulge.

Trish's eyes widened. Her hands reached for the bulge. For the girl-cock. “I need more. Can I have more?”

“Yes, you may,” Helen moaned. “Because you're my best friend, and I love you.”

“I love you, too. You're the best, Helen.” Trish's shaking hands pushed up the skirt. The cock was outlined as it bulged the white tights. A thick slab bigger than Ethan's cock. Trish licked her lips as her hands stroked up it. “Oh, your cock is just amazing. Is this what you've been hiding from me?”

“Uh-huh,” nodded Helen.

“You shouldn't have,” Trish moaned. “Oh, this is wonderful. My best friend has a cock. You're um...what's that called? Intersexed?”

“Futanari,” Helen purred, such delight in her voice as Trish pulled down her tights.

She was closer to the source of that yummy cream now. The dick stretched out a pair of sky-blue panties, cut in a such a conservative fashion. The tip of the dick just poked out of the waistband. Heat shot through Trish. This was what she needed. With a growl, she ripped down Helen's panties.

And there it was, thrusting from Helen's blonde bush. A big, thick, throbbing cock that would give Trish all the salty cum she needed. Then her eyes widened, noticing that it thrust from the wet folds of a pussy.

“Wonderful,” Trish moaned, grasping the cock, her bi-curious desires shooting through her. This was her chance to indulge.

She leaned down and and licked at her friend's pussy. Helen was so hot and silky, her pubic hair caressing Trish's smooth cheeks. And the taste... So wonderfully spicy. She lapped through her friend's pussy, her hand stroking her friend's cock.

It throbbed with Helen's heartbeat.

Such exhilaration rippled through Trish as she stroked up and down the huge dick, her tongue sliding through Helen's folds, brushing a hymen. That only excited Trish more. Her friend had a cherry. I wish I had a cock to pop her's. That would be hot. 

Then her tongue kept licking, sliding up the cock she truly desired. The pussy was nice, and she would definitely play with it more later, but she needed girl-cum. She needed more of that salty treat she had tasted in the iced tea.

Her mouth latched onto the tip of Helen's cock. Trish had to open so wide to take it. Her friend's dick was far thicker than her boyfriend's. She swirled her tongue about the crown, gathering the precum. It was salty, but not what she truly craved.

But it was still delicious.

“Yes,” Helen groaned. “Suck my cock. Oh, Trish, I knew you would love this. Mmm, yes. We're going to have so much fun. Me, you, Isabel, Dr. Maura. You're part of my harem now.”

Wow, thought Trish as she sucked. That sounds so hot. Every woman needs to taste this cum. It's the best. 

Her cheeks hollowed and her mouth bobbed on her friend's futa-dick. Trish's pussy clenched, eager to be touched. Her hips squirmed, the bed creaking beneath them, as she focused on giving the best blowjob ever.

Her right hand pumped up and down the base of Helen's cock while the fingers of her left hand stroked up and down Helen's wet pussy. The folds were so silky beneath Trish's touch, teasing her friend, making her squirm and groan.

“You're amazing, Trish,” panted Helen. “Just so wonderful. I'm going to cum so hard.”

Trish shuddered, sucking harder.

“Mmm, you want my cum? Of course you do. Dumb question. My cum is awesome.”

So awesome, thought Trish. You are so naughty. You added it to the iced tea, giving me just a taste of it. Oh, you are so wonderful. Love you, love you, love you. 

Helen stroked Trish's wavy-brown hair as she squirmed. Her dick throbbed in Trish's mouth. The brunette sucked harder, her fingers caressing Helen's pussy while her tongue swirled around the tip of the girl's cock. Precum filled her mouth. More and more spilled in as Helen's moans grew louder and louder.

Eager excitement shivered through Trish. She knew it was cumming. She sucked so hard, moaning, humming, giving her friend as much pleasure as possible. She wanted her friend exploding into her mouth, flooding her with all the yummy cum. Her pussy clenched, her hips wiggling back and forth as her excitement built and built.

It would be amazing. Outstanding.

“Oh, yes, Trish!” Helen moaned, her hand tightening in her friend's hair.

And then her cock erupted.

Hot cum fired into Trish's hungry mouth. The cum spilled across her tongue. She gulped it down, shuddering in delight. Helen thrashed on the bed, groaning every time her cock fired another thick, creamy load into Trish's mouth.

She gulped them down, her pussy clenching. A mini-orgasm burst in her depths, washing through her just at the taste of her friend's fresh cum. It was the best. It tasted far better than her boyfriend's jizz, and she loved his.

This is ambrosia!

“Oh, Trish, yes,” Helen groaned. “Mmm, give me a kiss. Let me taste myself on your lips.”

Trish was eager to crawl up her friend's body. She draped herself across the futanari and kissed her with hungry passion. She shuddered, loving the feel of Helen's lips, the meeting of her tongue. Even though she loved Ethan, she felt no guilt at all for cheating on him.

This just felt too right.

Their tongues fenced, swirling about each other as the two girls writhed, their hands roaming each other's bodies, stripping off each other's clothing. They only broke their kiss to pull off their tops before they were thrusting their tongues back into each other's mouths. They rolled on the bed, throwing their clothing about the room.

Trish shivered, ending up on her back naked, their breasts pressed together, her larger, rounder mounds caressing Helen's smaller, firmer tits. Their nipples brushed, shooting sparks of excitement down her body while her wet pussy rubbed against Helen's cock.

“Mmm, your lips taste amazing,” Helen purred, her hands sliding up Trish's sides to her breasts. “Oh, I've wanted to do that for so long.”

“What a shame you waited.”

“I was just so scared you would think I was a freak.”

Trish shivered, her friend's hands squeezing her breasts. “Never. Your cock is amazing. It is the sexiest cock in the world. Better than Ethan's.”

Helen beamed at her. “Thank you.”

“You're welcome.”

“Mmm, you deserve a reward,” Helen purred, her hips undulating, grinding her hard shaft into Trish's trimmed bush.

“Your cock?”

“Eventually.” Helen licked her lips. “After I'm done playing with your body. You have such cute tits.”

Trish shuddered as her futanari lover wiggled down her body, cupping both her breasts. Helen brought her lips to Trish's pink nipple, flicking it with her tongue. Trish groaned then gasped as Helen engulfed the nipple and sucked.

Trish moaned. Her friend's lips were so much softer than Ethan's as she nibbled and sucked on the turgid nipple. She groaned, her back arching, her pussy rubbing on Helen's smooth stomach. She loved it, feeling the trimmed hairs of her bush caress her friend, Helen sucking harder, moaning, enjoying the sensation.

“Ticklish,” grinned Helen, her mouth popping off Trish's nipple.

“Is it?” Trish asked, undulating again, grinding her pussy against her friend's stomach. “Mmm, good.”

Helen leaned down, engulfing her friend's nipple. She sucked on it hard, her cheeks hollowing, making her squirm and groan. Her back arched. Her pussy clenched as the sensations washed down to her aching sheath.

It was so hot having a girl—she still thought of her friend as a girl even though she had a monstrous dick—sucking on her nipple. Those soft lips were so exciting. Everything about Helen was exciting: her glasses slipping on her nose as she suckled, her blonde hair spilling like gold threads across Trish's stomach, the delight of grinding her hot cunt on her friend's belly, and her cock.

Especially that cock and its yummy cum.

“Helen,” she moaned, her body shivering as the pleasure rushed down from her nipple.

Helen's tongue swirled and licked, teasing Trish. It drove her wild. She groaned, her hands stroking her friend's silken hair, loving the feel of her. Helen's hard nipples and firm tits rubbed into Trish's sternum, caressing her skin.

And then Helen's lips popped off Trish's nipple. The futanari had a wicked gleam in her blue eyes as she wiggled her body down Trish's. Helen's firm nipples and breasts caressed down Trish's belly, making the brunette shudder in delight. Helen's lips kissed and nuzzled, moving lower and lower.

“Helen,” giggled Trish as her friend's pink tongue swirled through her bellybutton. “Oh, that's so naughty.”

“Uh-huh,” moaned Helen. She probed in the cute divot again, making Trish squeal louder, her body shuddering.

Her pussy was on fire.

And then Helen moved lower. Trish trembled, her breath quickening as the futa's lips reached the silky curls of her brown bush. Helen kissed and nuzzled through the silk, moving lower and lower. Trish's clit throbbed.

Then burst with pleasure as the futa nuzzled the pink nub.

Trish bucked, her friend's tongue licking through her hot folds. Delicate fingers pried her open, exposing her pink depths. Her friend's tongue licked in, nuzzling, teasing, driving her wild. She groaned, her back arching, loving how amazing it felt.

“Oh, Helen, you're so good. Oh, yes, lick my pussy. Such a wonderful friend.”

Helen's glasses gleamed, catching the dorm room light as she looked up, lips stained with Trish's juices. “And you taste sooooo good.”

“Ethan thinks so,” Trish giggled.

Helen's eyebrows furrowed. “You don't feel bad...about Ethan?”

“Should I?” Trish blinked. “I mean, you're special. That cock... Oh, just lick me.”

“Sure.”

Helen buried her mouth back into Trish's pussy, tonguing her with such enthusiasm that made up for her lack of skill. Ethan knew how to lick pussy, but it still was more exciting feeling the novice futa lick and nuzzle and devour. Her tongue flailed everywhere, driving Trish wild.

She could do anything to me and I would love it.

Her pussy clenched, her orgasm swelling fast as she ground on the futa's hungry tongue. Helen moaned her enjoyment, her voice so throaty as she ate the brunette's pussy. Trish shuddered, so glad she was pleasing the futanari.

I would do anything for her!

That thought echoed over and over in her mind. Trish shivered, humping her hips, grinding her hot flesh on her futanari lover's hungry mouth. She groaned, her eyes rolling back into her head. She humped harder, faster, smearing her hot pussy across Helen's hungry mouth.

“Oh, yes, yes, I'm going to cum!” Trish moaned.

“Good,” Helen moaned, taking another fast lick up Trish's slit. “Then I'm going to fuck you.”

Those words set her off. As much as Trish liked having her pussy licked, she wanted that big, thick futa-cock in her. She moaned, her hands squeezing her round tits as her orgasm exploded through her. She bucked on the bed, gasping and moaning, her juices flooding out of her pussy. She shivered, her eyes squeezing shut.

She smeared her cumming flesh on Helen's hungry mouth. Her juices flooded out of her depths. And the futanari drank up the sweet flood. Her legs trembled. Her hands dug into her tits as the pleasure burned through her.

“Fuck me!” Trish moaned through her orgasm. “Just fuck me with that big futa-dick!”

“I thought you'd never ask,” Helen beamed, her face rising. She pushed up her glasses while pussy cream dripped from her chin.

“I soaked you,” groaned Trish as her friend, and now lover, rose over her.

A moment later, they were kissing hard. Trish tasted her sweet musk as the futa's hard dick prodded at her pussy. Their breasts rubbed together as Helen thrust her dick into the still cumming depths of the brunette's cunt.

Trish moaned, savoring the huge cock stretching open her pussy. Her eyes widened as she kissed Helen, savoring her sweet cream on the futa's lips. She trembled, thighs locking about Helen's hips, pulling her in deeper and deeper.

This cock... Is amazing!

Another orgasm detonated in Trish's pussy from the sheer thrill of being penetrated by a girl-cock. And then Helen drew back her dick and thrust in again, slamming it into Trish's depths and making her squirm and gasp. Trish moaned, shuddering, her pussy embracing that huge dick as it pumped over and over into her cunt, Helen's hips moving fast.

She's so eager to cum in me.

Trish wanted to scream out, to beg her friend and lover to flood her cunt, but that would mean breaking their kiss. And their kiss was wonderful. So soft and hot and passionate, flavored by her own sweet pussy. She moaned into the kiss, holding her friend tight, their bodies heaving together, nipples rubbing, nudging.

Tingling delight raced through Trish's body as Helen's cock pumped harder and faster into her pussy. Their flesh slapped together. They moved, working towards the same purpose. Another orgasm ran through Trish, her flesh milking her friend's dick.

Give me that cum. I need it!

The bed creaked louder. Their bodies humped harder. Pleasure boiled through Trish, orgasm after orgasm churned by the futa's cock. The rapture shot through her. She milked that huge dick. Her thighs clenched tight about Helen's hips. Her fingernails clawed her friend's back.

And then it happened. That wonderful moment. Futa-cum splashed into the depths of her pussy. Thick and hot, triggering a climax that exploded through her body. Trish bucked beneath her lover, her cunt milking the futa's big dick as rapture boiled her mind.

I am so happy she shared this with me! I love her! I just want her to be happy!

~   ~~   ~

“So you have magic cum,” Trish said, panting as they came off their orgasmic high.

Helen nodded, her cock still buried in her friend's pussy. She loves how Trish felt. Pussy was amazing, especially wrapped about her girl-dick. “Magic cum is one way to put it. It has pheromones or something that just make women want to experience it.”

“And they should,” Trish beamed. “Your cock is awesome. I love it.”

Helen's heart soared, so glad she could share this delight with her friend.

“I just feel so close to you,” Trish said and kissed Helen, her pussy clenching on the futa's dick.

Her hips started pumping, sliding her cock through Trish's sloppy depths, their kissing growing hotter and hotter. I love being a futa. Oh, this is so wonderful. More women need to experience my cum. That will be so hot! 

~   ~~   ~

Ally woke up from her dream, her cock so hard. She blinked, lying naked on her bed, cum smeared across her pillowy breasts and stomach. Frustration mounted in her. The dream of fucking the brunette, Trish, had been so powerful.

I had been someone else. It was wonderful. Helen. What a beautiful name.

The futanari blinked back tears, her dream vanished. She wished she could be Helen for real, to be out of this damned cell and making love to beautiful brunettes. Ally's cock throbbed so hard. She needed pussy. Dream pussy wasn't enough, nor was Dr. Zhao fucking her while she wore a condom.

She needed that thrill of cumming in a woman directly, seeing her lover taste her cum for real. She had to give that gift to so many women. And she couldn't. She couldn't even give it to Sara or Jewel or the two gender-swapped women, Georgia and Jamie, who were bound to her.

Even the men. If she gave those two men bound to her a dose of her cum, they would become women, and then she could fuck them, too.

But they were so far away from her. Even though they were on the other side of the metal door and cinder block walls, only two or so dozen feet away, they were out of her reach. They were as trapped as she was, unable to reach her, to receive her cum like they craved.

“I hate this place!” she screeched, her words echoing through her empty room, all her books gone. Taken. “Let me out!” 


Chapter Twelve: Cheerleader Tryouts

Helen's cock throbbed in Isabel's pussy. Her Hispanic lover rode up and down her shaft, bouncing hard, moaning for joy while Helen tongued Trish's cunt, scooping out all her cum. She had fired two loads of jizz into Trish before calling Isabel in to join them.

The Hispanic slut had been so eager for a threesome.

“Yes, yes, yes, eat your cum out of her pussy, chica,” moaned Isabel. “It's so yummy.” 

“It is,” Trish moaned, squirming her pussy against Helen's hungry lips. “And it's so hot feeling her lick it out of me.”

“It is,” Isabel purred. “Mmm, and you have cute titties, too.”

Trish gasped and Isabel's cunt tightened as she rode Helen's dick. The futanari groaned, hearing the wet sounds of sucking, picturing her Hispanic lover leaning over to suck on Trish's pink nipples. Helen dug her tongue through her friend's pussy, savoring the sweet musk mixed with her own salty cum.

The jizz poured out of Trish's depths. More and more kept running out. Helen shivered. I fired so much cum. I love it. 

Trish ground harder, loving Isabel sucking on her nipples and Helen devouring her pussy. The sounds of her pleasure were unmistakable to the futa. It made her dick throb in the tight sheath of Isabel's cunt. The Hispanic girl slid up and down her cock faster and faster, driving Helen wild.

“So good,” Trish moaned. “Oh, this is so wild. I can't believe we're having a threesome, Helen.”

“And one without Ethan,” Helen groaned, remembering the time Ethan had suggested it.

“He would have been so embarrassed to find out how huge your cock is,” groaned Trish.

“Uh-huh,” Isabel purred, her pussy clenching so hard on Helen's futa-dick as she slammed down it.

Pleasure raced down her cock. Helen shivered and moaned into her friend's snatch, savoring the silky massage of Isabel's pussy. The Hispanic slut rode her faster and faster, moaning as she sucked on Trish's nipples, her lips popping off with wet smacks.

The pleasure swelled in Helen's depths. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter as she licked and lapped through Trish's sweet folds. She jammed her tongue deep into her friend, swirling around, gathering the last of her salty futa-cum. Her belly felt already so full with pussy juices and jizz.

But she hungered for more.

Her hips bucked, driving her cock upward as Isabel slammed her cunt down. It made her shudder and ache. She bucked, loving every moment of her lover's silky pussy caressing her dick. Her eyes widened as the rapture built and swelled.

“Going to cum,” Helen moaned into Trish's cunt.

“Do it, flood the slut,” gasped Trish, grinding her pussy on Helen's lips.

Helen latched onto Trish's clit, sucking hard, as the futa's orgasm exploded through her flesh. Her body heaved as her cock erupted. Isabel slammed her cunt down Helen's girl-dick, engulfing every inch of it in hot pussy.

“Yes!” moaned the Hispanic slut, her pussy writhing, her own orgasm surging through her body. “That wonderful cum.”

“Flood her,” moaned Trish, trembling as Helen moaned about her clit and sucked so hard. “Oh, yes, flood her with all your yummy cum.”

“Every woman needs to feel this!” Isabel howled, cumming hard on the futa's spurting dick.

As the pleasure boiled through her body, Helen agreed. Flashes of those sexy cheerleaders shot through her mind. She had to induct them into her harem. They would love her cock. They would all be such sluts for her.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Helen moaned into Trish's pussy, cumming so hard. “The cheerleaders... They have to be my sluts.”

“Yes!” gasped Trish and then she came on her friend's lips.

Helen drank down the flood of juices, gulping them, savoring the sweet treat as Isabel's cunt milked her cock. The Hispanic slut shuddered, whimpering as her orgasm raged through her body, her cunt convulsing so wonderfully about Helen's dick, milking out every last drop.

“Oh, that was good,” Trish panted.

“Sooooo good,” Isabel groaned.

“Yes,” panted Helen as Trish slid off her mouth, sprawling on the twin-sized bed beside her. “And we need to plan.”

“Plan, chica?” 

“To make those cheerleaders my sluts,” Helen grinned, licking her lips. “They deserve to know my cock.”

“Yes!” Isabel breathed.

“Uh-huh,” panted Trish.

~   ~~   ~

Trish trembled as she walked to the cooler where the cheerleader's kept their Gatorade. They were out practicing, prancing in their maroon, pleated skirts, their legs kicking high, their tits bouncing in their tight tops, basically sports bras with the amount of flesh they showed, the face of Grizz the Logger, UPS's mascot, printed across their heaving breasts.

We are really doing this.

They had planned it out last night, and Dr. Maura had provided them with the hypodermic needles filled with the futa-cum. They had visited the doctor during the middle of the day. The redheaded beauty had been so eager to jerk off Helen into another specimen tray before filling the two syringes with cum.

Though Trish was scared, Helen wanted her to do this. So she ignored the twisting in her stomach. Isabel was with her, walking casually, the pair talking about nothing important. Trish couldn't even focus on what they were saying as she trembled. Maybe only nonsense spilled out of her lips.

But Helen was in the stands, watching them, eager for this. And Trish would do anything for her mistress.

The cheerleaders clapped, running through their routine as they practiced, their backs to the Gatorade. There were guys watching them. Well, really ogling them, though they would claim to be showing school spirit and their support. So no one but Helen paid attention to Trish and Isabel.

“Let's do this,” Isabel grinned. She didn't seem afraid at all. She seemed eager.

I wish I could be as fearless as you, Trish thought. 

They opened the cooler. There were dozens of Gatorade and water bottles nestled in the ice. She pulled her syringe from her pocket and used her teeth to pull off the safety cap. Then she punched the needle through the neck of a Gatorade bottle above the liquid. She squirted in half the syringe's contents.

Isabel did the same to a different bottle.

Her stomach roiling, Trish looked around, expecting someone to catch them. Her hands were so slippery as she pulled the needle free of the first bottle, the cum already sinking into the cherry-red liquid, and stabbed a blue-flavored bottle of Gatorade. She depressed the plunger, injecting the rest of the futa-cum into the energy drink.

Then she pulled free the needle.

“Easy peasy,” Isabel said, closing the cooler.

Four drinks spiked. Four cheerleaders about to experience rapture. Who will it be? 

~   ~~   ~

Helen shivered as she sat on the stands between her lovers. “You two were amazing,” she praised when they had returned, giving them both kisses. “I love you both.”

Trish had blushed so prettily while Isabel had flashed such a naughty grin.

“I wonder who will get picked,” purred Isabel. “Oh, they are all so gorgeous.”

“They are,” Trish nodded, squirming. “I want to lick all their pussies.”

“Really embraced being a lesbian, huh?” Isabel asked.

“I'm not a lesbian,” Trish said. “I still love Ethan. I know he's not as exciting as Helen, but he's still my boyfriend.”

“Good,” Helen said. She felt no jealousy at all. In fact, she wanted Trish to keep seeing her boyfriend. They were such a wonderful couple. Ethan loved Trish, and Trish loved him. I'd feel so bad if I broke them apart. It's just sex between us. We're friends with benefits. 

“They're wrapping up practice,” Isabel groaned, shivering beside Helen. “I have never been so nervous in my life. Four of those twelve girls are about to receive the greatest treat in the world.”

Helen blushed at the praise from her friend. It was so intoxicating knowing that her cum was so prized by women. Dr. Maura, Helen, and Trish all loved it. Whatever chemical was in her cum made those three women, and by extension Helen, so happy.

It was wonderful not being ashamed of her extra appendage. She didn't have to hide it. A few people had even noticed that she had a cock, boys and girls both, and just shrugged. They were so accepting of her, thinking she was a man who had a sex change operation.

“You're so good at passing,” one girl had told her as they walked through the hall. “Such a cute girl.”

“That's because I'm a natural,” Helen had told her.

“Oh, you're intersexed. Awesome.”

“I prefer futanari.”

The girl had been so apologetic. “Futanari,” she nodded. “It does sound nice. Well, it was so nice to meet you. See you around.”

Acceptance was so wonderful. Almost as wonderful as a beautiful woman aching for her futa-cock. Or four beautiful women.

The sweaty cheerleaders, their faces flushed from their exertions, headed towards the coolers. They grouped around, opening it up, pulling out their drinks. Caps were unscrewed and drinks were taken. Helen held her breath, studying them for the four who grabbed the spiked drinks and...

There was one. A girl with strawberry-blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail gulped down her blue Gatorade. She had her head craned back, her throat working as she chugged it with such enthusiasm, eager for every drop. Helen shivered, her dick throbbing in her panties and tights.

It's working!

Then a Hispanic cheerleader, her light-brown hair streaked with purple highlights, shuddered, gulping down a cherry-red Gatorade, her glasses flashing as they caught the sunlight. She shuddered, her hips wiggling, swirling those pleated skirts about golden-brown thighs.

She is yummy.

“Ooh, look at the Black girl. That's Rhonda, the cheer captain,” Trish said, pointing at an African American cheerleader trembling as she finished off her drink, her eyes looking around, wild, searching for the source. She had her hair pulled back into a frizzy ball at the back of her head.

“Oh, yes,” Helen nodded.

“And the Asian girl,” Isabel purred. “Oh, she's so petite and lithe.”

“She's the girl at the top of the pyramids,” Helen said, remembering that part of the practice session from fifteen minutes ago. She also remembered her from the other day and the cute tattoo of the winged triangle on her stomach. “Yes, she's so graceful.”

“And light. Does she even weigh a hundred pounds?” asked Trish.

All four of them were looking around, searching for the source now, moving away from the other girls. It was like the four cheerleaders knew that they had experienced something their fellow squadmates hadn't. They ignored the other girls as they headed for the locker rooms, waving them away as they searched for the source of their awakened passions.

For me.

Helen had to let them know where she was. They needed her. She waved to them, her heart racing.


Chapter Thirteen: Cheerleader Orgy

The four cheerleaders who drank her cum were named Rhonda, Moria, April, and Val.

Helen was so happy as she burst into the dorm room she shared with Isabel, surrounded by her four cheerleaders. The walk back to the dorm had been so exciting. She had been at the center of the cheerleaders, the four of them moaning, groaning, eager to fuck her, darting their hand down to rub at Helen's cock beneath her skirt.

“I just need this in me,” petite and Chinese April Liu moaned, her round pale-olive face twisting in pleasure. Her tattoo's dark lines contrasted with her delicious skin.

“I need it in me, too,” Val, short for Valentina, moaned, the Hispanic girl panting with lust, her big tits bouncing in her top.

“Just fuck us, Helen,” moaned their cheer captain, Rhonda, looking so sexy in her white top, her dark-chocolate skin contrasting with her outfit, making her so sexy. She moved with such limber grace. “We'll make you feel so good.”

“So good,” agreed Moira, the cheerleader with strawberry-blonde hair pulled back into a ponytail.

“Patience,” Helen kept telling them as they walked through the grounds. “When we're in my dorm, we'll have an orgy.”

“Yes,” groaned Rhonda. “That sounds hot.”

“It does,” Trish giggled as she and Isabel trailed behind Helen and her cheerleader harem.

None of the cheerleaders even questioned why Helen had a cock or why they wanted to fuck it. They just needed her dick. They were so happy and eager to please her. She shivered in pure delight as their tops all came off, sports bras removed. Four different sets of breasts unveiled to the futanari's lusty eyes.

Helen's mouth salivated. Rhonda's were round and dark, her nipples thrusting from wide areolas. Val's were huge, big and soft, jiggling with her every movement, her nipples light brown. She had a tattoo of a princess holding a sword on her left side and as she spun, Helen spotted a barbwire tramp stamp above her skirt. April's were even smaller tits than Helen's, barely budding from her body, her nipples dark and brown. She looked so sexy, so petite and girlish, her slanted eyes flashing with lust. Moira's tits were almost as big as Val's, heavy teardrops topped by fat, dusky nipples just begging to be sucked on. 

“Who are you going to fuck first?” Moira asked, wiggling her hips.

“I don't know,” Helen purred, standing before them, Trish and Isabel flanking the futanari. Helen could feel her lovers' excitement as they stared at her cheerleader harem. “Have any of you four ever been with a girl?”

All four shook their heads no.

“I like boys,” April said. “And you and your futa-cock.”

Val nodded her head. Rhonda just shrugged. “Never very interested.”

“I thought of it,” admitted Moira. “But I was always too chicken.”

“Well, do you at least know about daisy-chaining?” Helen had learned that from Isabel last night when she suggested that she, Trish, and Helen do it. All of them had licking each other's pussies. Trish had stroked the futanari's cock as she devoured Helen's snatch.

The four nodded their head.

“I saw it at a frat party once,” Rhonda admitted. “They had a group of drunk sorority pledges chowing down on each other's snatches.”

Helen's dick throbbed.

“Well, get to it you four,” the blonde futanari grinned. “Which ever one of you cums first gets to be fucked first.”

That was all it took. There was no hesitation from these four straight girls. Helen wasn't shocked by Moira, who admitted to being bi-curious. But the other three were as straight as a pencil. And eager to lick pussy for the futanari. 

The four of them fell to the ground, ripping off their white spankies and panties. They left on their skirts, which Helen found so hot, as they settled into their daisy-chain, each girl just going for the nearest pussy. Moira buried her pale cheeks between Rhonda's dark thighs, licking hard while Ronda grabbed April's hips, diving into the girl's shaved pussy. April squealed as she nuzzled into Val's bald cunt, tonguing her hard. And Val completed the chain as she ate Moira's pussy.

“Damn,” Isabel groaned. “They just love pussy now.”

“It's so good,” Trish agreed. “Kinda wish I was with them.”

Helen grinned, her dick throbbing in her panties and tights as she watched the cheerleaders moan and writhe. Already, the scent of their hot pussies filled the room. She breathed it in, her nipples so hard. Helen shivered, loving her girl-cock. Being a futanari is awesome. 

“Strip me naked, and you two can suck my cock while I watch.”

“Yes!” Isabel groaned with such eager delight.

Trish and Isabel pressed against Helen, their hands working open the buttons of the sweater blouse the futanari wore. Helen shivered, her eyes locked on her cheerleader sluts. Their hips writhed, humping their pussies against each other's hungry mouths. They all moaned as they licked, so loud, throwing themselves into the lesbian pleasure.

Their tits, except April's small mounds, jiggled as they writhed. Their hands gripped each other's asses, their skirts pushed up around their waists. Helen had a good view of Val tonguing Moira's cunt. The redhead had a fat clit thrusting from her folds, her legs twitching every time Val brushed it.

Helen's blouse came undone, revealing her naked breasts. Trish leaned over, licking the futanari's nipple, sending a hot shiver down to her cock. Helen's pussy clenched, and her hips wiggled. Isabel's gentle fingers stroked down to her skirt, finding the clasp and zipper.

It rasped. Helen's skirt fell down her tights.

“Mmm, they are going to love this cock,” groaned Isabel, stroking Helen through her tights and panties while Trish's tongue flailed against the futanari's nipple. Helen shivered, savoring both sensations. 

“They are,” she moaned.

The four cheerleaders moaned louder and louder as Isabel knelt before Helen. Trish cupped both the futanari's small breasts, squeezing them as she sucked on Helen's nipples, her mouth going back and forth between the futanari's nubs. Trish's sucking mouth sent delight rushing through Helen's body. Her eyes flicked from writhing cheerleader to writhing cheerleader.

They're doing this because they love me. It's so hot.

“Make each other cum,” Helen moaned as her tights and panties were pulled off her hips and down her legs. Her cock popped out, smacking into Isabel's forehead.

She giggled and licked the tip.

Helen shivered as Isabel worked her tights and panties down her legs. The Hispanic girl reached Helen's shoes, pulling them off as she lifted her feet. Then Isabel removed her tights and panties. Helen shivered, wiggling her toes, naked now, her cock throbbing as Isabel licked it again.

“Let's get you sitting on the bed,” moaned Trish. “Before Isabel hogs all of your cock.”

“You wanted to play with her nipples,” Isabel laughed then sucked on the tip of the futanari's cock for a moment.

Helen shuddered, her girl-dick throbbing in Isabel's mouth. Wanting to tease her Hispanic slut, Helen backed off and grinned down at Isabel as she leaned forward to try and engulf the futanari's dick again. Helen backed up farther to her bed and sat down on it, her shaft swaying.

Trish and Isabel moved to Helen, kneeling together, their mouths reaching for her dick at the same moment. Isabel's golden-brown cheek rubbed against Trish's pale flesh. Then the two licked the futanari's cock, their tongues sliding up and down her shaft. Helen shuddered, savoring the hot flesh as the cheerleaders writhed, licking each other into a frenzy.

“That's it,” Helen purred. “Devour each other, you naughty sluts. You just want to eat all the pussy you can. You'll cum and cum on each other's hot mouths.” 

The cheerleaders moaned their excitement, humping and writhing, shuddering as they devoured each other. Helen shivered, her heart racing. It was so hot watching them writhe together. The two tongues reached the pinnacle of her dick, swirling around the crown, teasing the futanari as she enjoyed the show.

This is so intoxicating. Women love me. They will worship me. I can't believe how hot they find my cock, my cum. Helen groaned, leaning back on her hands, her breasts rising and falling as her breathing quickened. Her pussy clenched. 

Trish engulfed the tip of Helen's dick, sucking hard, eager to make the futanari happy.

“Yes,” Helen groaned while Isabel moved lower, reaching the base of her cock and the wet folds of her pussy. “Please me. Make me happy.”

“Always,” Isabel groaned before taking a long, slow lick through Helen's pussy folds, brushing her hymen and making the futanari shudder.

Trish sucked hard on Helen's dick, swirling her tongue around the crown. The cheerleaders writhed and moaned louder. April dug her hands into Val's ass, thrusting her tongue into the Hispanic girl's pussy. She shuddered. Helen knew the feeling. Isabel bathed her pussy in delight, the Hispanic girl's tongue licking, drinking Helen's spicy musk as it flowed out.

“Oh, you naughty sluts, please me!” the blonde futanari moaned. “My cheerleader sluts. You're mine. You're part of my harem.”

“Yes,” groaned Moira into Rhonda's pussy.

It was the Black girl who came first.

Moira's desire to indulge her lesbian fantasy propelled her to lick and tongue the fastest. She brought Rhonda to an orgasm. The Black girl shuddered and bucked, Moira drinking down her juices. Rhonda moaned into April's pussy, gripping her slim hips. Helen stared at those dark, round breasts quivering, her dick throbbing.

Her orgasm exploded out of her.

Cum flooded Trish's mouth as the second cheerleader came. Val squealed into Moira's pussy while flooding April's mouth. The Chinese cheerleader gasped in shock, her face lifting up, dripping in cum. She shuddered, humping against Rhonda, and joined her.

Helen groaned, juices gushing from her pussy and cum from her cock as Moira joined her fellow cheerleaders a heartbeat later in orgasmic passion. They were all moaning and writhing and cumming together. April buried her face back into Val's cunt, eager for her pussy juices.

Helen found it so hot. So amazing. She shuddered, her hands clenching into the bedspread as the rapture burned through her mind. My cheerleaders are so eager to please me. To love me. Her eyes rolled back into her head as she savored this wonderful gift. 

And then Rhonda gained her feet, lips smeared with pussy juices. “Do I get to fuck you now, Helen? I won! I came first.”

“You do!” Helen shuddered, Trish swallowing the last load of the futanari's cum. “Ride my cock. Let me see how sexy you look bouncing on me. Those tits are so dark. I love them.”

“Mmm, every White boy loves a taste of my dark flesh,” she grinned. “Why wouldn't the White futanari?”

“Exactly,” Helen groaned as Trish popped her mouth off the futanari's girl-dick.

“She's all yours,” Trish purred, moving away. Isabel followed a moment later, licking her lips coated in Helen's spicy cream.

And then Rhonda was on Helen. The Black cheerleader pounced on the petite futanari with such hunger, straddling her hips. Rhonda rubbed her hot pussy and trimmed, black bush on the throbbing girl-cock. Helen groaned, the Black cheerleader's silky pubic hair tickling Helen's cock as she pressed back the futanari.

Helen gripped Rhonda's hips, her hands sliding up the cheerleader's dark sides. Helen's fingers were so pale compared to Rhonda's flesh. The futanari loved it. She found Rhonda's round breasts, squeezing her dark flesh as the cheerleader's hands gripped Helen's ivory cock, bringing it to her pussy. She moaned, swirling her hips around, guiding Helen's cock to the entrance of her pussy.

And impaled herself.

“Yes!” the pair moaned together as Rhonda took every inch of the futanari's cock.

Rhonda's back arched as she rose up Helen's dick. The futanari's toes curled, her legs dangling off the bed. She squeezed the Black girl's breasts, watching the pleasure crash through her face as her pussy gripped Helen's dick. Rhonda was so silky and tight. She felt different than Trish's or Isabel's or Dr. Maura's pussy. Tighter in different spots. But she was still so wonderful to Helen.

“Yes,” Helen groaned, her toes curling and flexing as the pleasure raced through her.

The futanari heard whispers behind her as she let go of Rhonda's breasts, watching those tits bounce. They were so dark and lovely. Rhonda's skin had just the perfect shade of chocolate. Helen stroked her lover's sides, feeling Rhonda's muscles ripple as she rode Helen with screaming passion.

Then April and Moria slid on the bed on either side of Helen, their hands going for the futanari's breasts. Helen groaned as April squeezed the left and Moira the right. Her strawberry-blonde ponytail slipped off her shoulder to brush the futanari's side as she leaned down to engulf Helen's small, pink nipple.

“Yes,” Helen groaned as April engulfed her nipple.

“Trish said you'd like this,” April said after a hard suck, her fingers digging into the futanari's breast. “Will you?”

“Oh, yes,” Helen moaned, Moira sucking so hard, making the futanari squirm and twitch. “I love it already.”

“Good,” April moaned and then licked Helen's nipple, the Chinese cheerleader's glasses sliding down her nose.

She is so cute.

“Suck her nipples,” Rhonda moaned, her arms reaching above her lithe body as she rode Helen. Her dark tits bounced, her pussy caressing the futanari's cock. Helen's toes curled again. 

And then a tongue licked them.

Helen gasped in shocked delight as the tongue swirled around the big toe of her right foot before the naughty girl sucked it into her mouth. The pleasure raced up Helen's leg, tingling electricity, and reached her pussy. Her snatch clenched, her dick throbbing in Rhonda's cunt.

Then a second set of lips and tongue nuzzled at Helen's other set of toes. A nimble tongue kissed and swirled and sucked. Helen had no idea which two between Trish, Isabel, and Val sucked on her toes. She groaned, shuddering, her nipples aching as they were played with by April and Moira.

“Oh, that's nice,” Helen groaned, her entire body being pleased.

Just when Helen thought it couldn't get better, a set of hot lips nuzzled at her pussy, licking and tonguing. All six of her women were pleasuring her body. Helen's eyes rolled back into her head at the myriad sensations assaulting her body. Nipples sucked, toes licked, pussy tongued, cock fucked.

“I love being a futanari,” Helen moaned, her pussy clenching as the mystery tongue lapped at her folds then slid up to the base of her cock.

“It must be amazing,” Rhonda groaned. “To have a cock this huge. You're so big. Oh, yes, I love fucking it.”

“I can tell,” Helen panted, squirming, the pleasure surging through her body. “Just keep fucking me. Don't stop. I'm going to fire so much cum into you.”

“Yes,” she groaned, such a huge smile on her face. “Do that. Flood me with your jizz.”

She rode Helen faster, harder, the pleasure spilling through the futanari's body. She shuddered. April and Moira sucked so hard on her nipples, their hands stroking her belly, their fingers tracing delight across her flesh. Helen's toes curled in the other two sluts' mouths. They both moaned, tonguing her, stroking her soles and sending tingles racing up her legs to her pussy, under assault by another wonderful tongue.

“You spoil me!” Helen shouted, her orgasm building.

She squirmed and moaned under their assault. They are all wonderful! Her virgin pussy clenched. She trembled, eyes rolling back into her head as the pleasure surged through her. Every part of her was loved and teased and caressed. 

Her eyes squeezed shut, her glasses slipping on her nose as her body bucked. Her orgasm detonated in her depths. It was so powerful. She drank in all the sensations her amazing women gave her. Six different beauties all loving me! 

“Yes!” Helen howled in pure rapture.

Her cum flooded Rhonda's pussy. Powerful spurts that had her shuddering and shaking. She groaned, the rapture crashing into her thoughts. Her pussy convulsed. Juices flooded out of her cunt into the hungry mouth of whichever of her lovers tongued her. Helen heaved and thrashed, boiling in rapture while Rhonda kept sliding up and down the futanari's cock, teasing her, massaging her shaft, driving her wild with rapture.

“She's flooding me,” Rhonda howled, her pussy slamming down Helen's cock. “Soooooo damned good!”

“Lucky,” April moaned, her lips popping off Helen's nipple as Rhonda's pussy exploded on the futanari's dick.

Helen gasped, Rhonda's flesh milking her dick. The shock of the cheerleader's spasming pussy sent another orgasm bursting through Helen. Her body responded. More cum flooded out of her cock into Rhonda's hot depths. It squirted out around Helen's cock, matting down her blonde curls as the Black beauty thrashed on the huge dick. Helen moaned and heaved, her legs spasming, forcing away the two girls licking her toes.

Rhonda slumped forward, her breasts swaying above Helen. Rhonda's brown eyes met the futanari's, burning with such lust. Then she leaned down, Moira pulling her head out of the way, and the cheer captain kissed Helen hard on the mouth, loving her. She held her cheer slut, shivering as the final spurts of rapture rippled through her body.

“Oh, her cum's leaking out of Rhonda's pussy,” Val moaned. And then a tongue licked at Helen's pussy lips. “Oh, I can taste your juices, too, Rhonda. Mixed with her cum.”

So Isabel and Trish are the ones sucking on my toes, realized Helen. How naughty of them. 

Rhonda broke the kiss with Helen, her eyes wide. “Who gets to fuck you next?”

Helen grinned back. “The real question is, who gets to lick your pussy clean of my cum?”

Everyone volunteered for that duty.

~   ~~   ~

“Yes, yes, yes,” April moaned, kneeling on her hands and knees as Helen rammed her cock into the Asian cheerleader's tight cunt.

Trish shivered in delight, licking her lips as she ground on Rhonda's face. The Black cheer captain licked and nuzzled at her pussy. The brunette loved the orgy. It was burning so hot around her. Isabel had her face buried in Val's cunt, licking out the fresh load of jizz deposited there by Helen.

She is so awesome.

Trish couldn't help staring at her blonde friend as she fucked April doggy-style. Helen's small breasts bounced from the force of her thrust. Those small handfuls heaving as she buried hard into April's cunt, rippling the Chinese cheerleader's dusky-olive butt-cheeks.

“Yes, eat my pussy,” Trish moaned as Rhonda's tongue dived deep into her mouth.

“And eat mine,” Moira moaned, pulling April's mouth down to her shaved cunt. “Eat me while she fucks you. Then it's my turn!”

“You'll love it,” Trish moaned. She was so glad she was a part of Helen's harem. It didn't even bother her that she had to share that amazing cock with even more girls.

Not when such joy burned across Helen's face as she fucked April's pussy.

Trish ground harder on the Black cheerleader beneath her, loving Rhonda's tongue sliding through her folds. In just twenty-four hours, the brunette had become a lesbian. Well, bisexual, because she still craved Ethan's cock. She had to fuck her boyfriend almost as bad as she had to fuck Helen's girl-dick. She had spent last night at Helen's dorm, lying to her boyfriend about why she was staying.

He's such a sweetie. I have to see him tonight.

She shuddered in delight, grinding on Rhonda's delightful tongue as she stared at Helen's body as she fucked April's cunt over and over. She reamed the Chinese girl hard with her big girl-dick, making her moan into Moira's pussy. The strawberry-blonde cheerleader moaned, her hair swaying about her body, a long tail of reddish gold, her big breasts bouncing.

“Those are the best tits for a titty fuck,” groaned Trish, the words blurting out of her mouth as she stared at Moira's tits.

“They are,” Moira moaned, cupping one and bringing a fat, dusky nipple to her mouth and sucking on it. Her cheeks hollowed while she moaned and shuddered, grinding her pussy against April's licking mouth.

“Titty fuck?” gasped Helen, her head snapping around to stare at Trish, the futanari's blue eyes so wide. “That sounds sooooo hot!”

“I bet you'll love it,” Trish moaned, shivering in delight as she shuddered on Rhonda's mouth. Just picturing Moira's tits sliding up and down Helen's cock sent her plunging over the edge into her next orgasm. She moaned, trembling, her pussy convulsing.

Sweet juices gushed into Rhonda's mouth.

The Black cheerleader moaned her delight, her chocolate-brown hands clenching on Trish's pale thighs. She shuddered as the pleasure burned through her body, shaking and writhing, grinding so hard on her new lover's mouth as the pleasure swept through her body.

Helen fucked April's pussy even harder. The futanari's cute tush clenched so hard, driving her big futa-dick into the Chinese cheerleader. She moaned, tonguing Moira's shaved snatch hard, her hips writhing and bucking back into Helen's thrusts.

“This is so hot,” moaned Trish, her head swimming with rapture. She glanced at Val and Isabel; the two Hispanic girls were sixty-nining, their golden-brown bodies writhing together in ecstasy as they loved each other.  

“If only Dr. Maura was here,” groaned Helen. “Then all my women would be here.”

“Uh-huh,” Trish groaned, slumping off Rhonda's hungry lips.

“The school's doctor?” Rhonda asked, lips smeared in pussy cream. “She's hot!”

“Yes! Big breasts and red hair,” moaned Helen, her voice throaty. “Oh, she's amazing. She gave me my first handjob.”

“Lucky,” Rhonda groaned, licking her lips.

Then Helen drove into April's pussy. The futanari groaned and trembled, flooding her cheerleader slut's cunt. Trish loved thinking of all of the members of Helen's harem, her included, as sluts. Whores. Horny nymphos addicted to her cock, willing to do anything to love and please her.

We're her naughty concubines, Trish thought. 

“Oh, April, your pussy's milking my dick,” moaned Helen as she trembled, her small tits jiggling. “Yes. You're so tiny, but you can take my cock.”

“I can,” April moaned, her head arching, lips smeared in Moira's cream. “Yum! So much jizz.”

“And it's my turn to lick you clean,” Rhonda proclaimed, salivating.

“Go get her,” panted Helen, pulling her dick out and stumbling back. She sank onto her back, her wet dick glistening before her.

Trish saw her chance and darted to her best friend and lover, straddling Helen's face. She rubbed her snatch on the futa's mouth as she grabbed the futanari's big, wet dick. She shook it at Moira, eager to have a front row seat to titty fucking.

“Yes,” Moira moaned as Helen took her first lick through Trish's pussy.

Trish moaned, squirming, loving her lover's tongue sliding through her folds. Helen was such a wonderful futanari to lick her pussy. Rhonda had April on her back, devouring the Asian's creampie as Moira crawled over, her big tits swaying. She grabbed a discarded pillow, shoving it beneath Helen's ass to elevate her cock.

Then she plied her big, soft tits around the wet dick, engulfing it. The tip peeked out the top as Moira grinned. She took a long, slow lick across Helen's dick as she slid her tits down the slicked shaft. The futanari groaned into Trish's pussy, making her squirm.

“Yes, yes, massage her cock!” Trish moaned, grinding harder and harder. “Make her cum!”

“Oh, yes,” Moira agreed, sliding her tits faster and faster on Helen's dick, pussy juices coating the inner valley of her breasts. “I'm going to make her explode.”

Trish rode her lover's face, watching those big tits slide up and down the futanari's throbbing shaft. She squeezed her own round tits, wishing they were a little bigger so she could give Helen the same treat. Her nipples throbbed as she ground her palms into them, shuddering as she writhed on Helen's licking tongue.

The futanari groaned every time Moira's pink tongue swabbed the tip of her cock. Trish loved the moaning vibrations on her labia and clit. They sent flutters of delight through her body. The made her groan and gasp. Her eyes rolled back into her head.

“Oh, yes,” Trish groaned. “Oh, that's it, Helen. This is so hot. Your tongue is wonderful.”

“Your pussy is delicious,” she answered, words muffled by Trish's hot pussy.

A hot thrill rippled through Trish. She shuddered, grinding more and more on her lover's face, savoring the hot thrill spilling through her body. She groaned, clenching her tits and biting her lip. This was all so hot and naughty.

It made her tingle in delight.

Moira worked her soft, pillowy mounds faster and faster. She slid them up and down Helen's cock. Her tongue licked and swirled about the tip. Sometimes she sucked on it, her cheeks hollowing for a moment before her tits slid back up, engulfing the dick in silky flesh.

Helen squirmed and moaned, her hands stroked Trish's thighs as her lips found the brunette's clit. Pleasure surged through Trish. Her heart raced as her clit ached and throbbed. Sparks burst inside of her, igniting a fire that grew and grew.

“Yes, yes, yes, I'm going to cum,” she moaned, grinding on her lover's mouth.

“Good,” moaned Helen.

“You need to cum, too,” Moira moaned. “You need to explode. We all want you to be happy.”

“So happy,” Trish moaned, her heart racing, her body shivering in delight.

Helen shuddered, moaned, and then her hips bucked. Her cock slid through Moira's tits. The dark tip throbbed. Trish shuddered in pure delight when the first spurt of white jizz arced through the air and splashed on her tits.

She squeezed her breasts hard, feeling the cum dribble down them. She smeared the futa-jizz with her fingers, loving the warmth as Helen erupted again, the next blast splashing hot on Trish's stomach, running down to her brown bush.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Trish howled, cumming with her futa-lover. Cum spurted across her body and splashed on Helen's stomach and breasts. The cock kept erupting, massaged by Moira's wonderful tits.

As the pleasure boiled through Trish's mind, the other girls in the room all gasping and moaning, she was so glad to be the best friend to a futanari. To be one of her concubines. To serve in her harem. Trish wanted to share this delight with every woman in the world.


Chapter Fourteen: Helen's Wild Dream

“There must be more than one gene we need to shut down,” Dr. Zhao reported to Dr. Winthrop as she stood in his office. She was tired, working since the incident on Sunday. She hadn't left the facility in almost a week and wasn't sure what day of the week it was.

Is it past midnight? Is it Wednesday?

She had also run out of clean underwear. So she didn't bother wearing any beneath her scrubs.

“Do you have any ideas?” Dr. Winthrop asked. He looked tired. “What happened on Sunday was dangerous. You released a test subject without guards present.”

Dr. Zhao fought the flinch from the rebuke. She was not one to make mistakes. “I was...overeager. I thought I had the subject under my control. I did not realize Ally was controlling him from her cell.”

“Yes,” Dr. Winthrop said, his face growing harder. He had all of Ally's books taken away for a week, leaving the girl with nothing to do in her cell but incessantly masturbate. He saw her as a child. He was the one that had found her in the woods, the scientist leading the team of Delta Force Operators tracking the anomaly.

In Dr. Zhao's opinion, he was far too close to Subject STARFALL. He did nickname her Ally. 

“Then get on it,” Dr. Winthrop said. “General Lewis is demanding results. He's coming close to pulling the plug on the operation.”

“That would be a mistake. We need something to inoculate us against her creators. A way to fight them if they send more. You've seen what she does. Imagine if she were loose in the general population.”

“We don't even know what her purpose is. Ally doesn't know.”

“Or won't tell us,” Dr. Zhao said. “We haven't tried...interrogating her—”

“No!” Dr. Winthrop slammed his hand down on his desk, his face hardening. “She's just a child.”

“She's nineteen, and sexually mature. As you have seen.” Heat flushed through her pussy. And I've experienced all her maturity. 

“No interrogation. She has told us the truth. She was an infant, a newborn, when she arrived. She has no memories of who made her or why they sent her. She could be an ambassador, and we locked her away.”

“Dr. Winthrop, she changes people: men into women and women into hermaphrodites.”

“I thought you preferred the term futanari to describe her.”

Dr. Zhao blushed. Catherine had been talking. What else did she talk about? “It is more elegant to me. But it means the same thing.” 

“Keep working on the samples. The General wants this project to succeed. He's ordered another...raid.” Dr. Winthrop's face twisted with discomfort. He was like Catherine: weak, unwilling to do what it took for scientific progress.

“Then I have to gather more semen. Can you have Ally sent to my lab?” Heat shot through Dr. Zhao.

“There's enough scattered through her room,” he said, shaking his head. “Her sex drive...”

“It has to be fresh and free of contamination. You know that, Doctor.”

He nodded his head. “I'll do it. Then I have to get back to writing my report. It never ends. The politicians and bureaucrats want everything documented on a project they don't want to admit exists. So why have any paper trail?”

Dr. Zhao shrugged as she turned and walked out. He wasn't much of a scientist any longer. An administrator. A bureaucrat himself. He spent all day in his office. No wonder he has lost all objectivity about Ally. He's not in the lab, working, researching, discovering. 

Another shudder ran through Dr. Zhao as she headed to her lab. Twenty agonizing minutes later, her body burning with desire, the Delta Force Operators, wearing hazmat suits, brought in Subject STARFALL. She was naked, her cock thrusting hard before her, her body wet from being hosed off, her red hair dark and clinging to her head and neck.

She had a sullen look on her face.

“She was covered in cum, Doctor,” the lead guard said. “We had to clean her off before we could bring her.”

“Nothing to do,” Ally said. “I just wanted to get out. I wouldn't have gone far. I just want to see the sun. Is it as beautiful as the books describe?”

“No,” Dr. Zhao said.

“Liar!”

“If it were so beautiful, why have I stayed locked down here for a week working?” she asked, arching an eyebrow.

“Because you're weird,” Ally said, nodding her head, her busty breasts jiggling. “You don't have to force me. I'll get on the table. It's better than being boooored.” 

“Maybe this will get back your books,” Dr. Zhao said.

“Father said a week, and he meant it.” Ally hopped onto the bed then fell back on it, her face petulant, her breasts jiggling. “I just wanted outside. I'm sorry I hurt you and Dr. Catherine. I just needed to get out. And you won't let me! I have rights.”

“You don't.”

“Everyone has rights. They come from our creator.”

“God wasn't your creator, Ally,” Dr. Zhao said as the soldiers strapped the futanari's wrists and ankles to the bed, the leather cuffs velcroed tight. “You know that.”

“I don't. I don't know who made me. Maybe it was God, and I'm an angel.” She shook her head. “So I have rights.”

“And they are?”

“Freedom of Speech.” She must have read that one in a book. “And, um, not to have soldiers stay in my house.”

Dr. Zhao arched an eyebrow. “Well, you can say what you want, and no soldiers stay in your cell.” She glanced at the soldiers. “Please, wait outside for the patient's privacy. We have to respect her rights.”

“You don't have to be a bitch,” Ally muttered.

“And you don't have to be a brat. This is your home. You are safe here. Protected here. People will think you're a freak out there. They'll hurt you. We take care of you. We don't harm you, do we?” Dr. Zhao didn't betray her true feelings on the matter as she slipped out of her lab coat. “And don't I make you feel good?”

“It would feel better without the condom. Just once. Pretty please.”

“So I can become like Sara.”

Ally's eyes narrowed. “What's so wrong about living in a cell?”

“I just don't want to be...addicted to you.” She pulled off her scrubs top, her small breasts jiggling. She was so wet as she wiggled out of her scrubs, her thick, dark bush matted.

“Aren't you?” Ally arched an eyebrow. “What's your excuse for fucking me this time?”

“I need more samples.”

“You go through them soooo fast.” The futa beamed, her green eyes twinkling. “You're addicted to me, too. And you want it, don't you? To feel my cum directly.”

Am I?

Dr. Zhao shook her head. No, she was just horny. And Ally's cock was huge. It stretched her pussy in ways no man ever had. It gave her such pleasure. And the risk, fucking her at work... Oh, she would get in so much trouble if she were caught.

That idea always made her cum so hard.

She tore open the condom wrapper with her teeth. She pulled out the magnum rubber coated in lubrication. She brought it to the futa, grasping her big dick and rolling it down her cock, covering it in a sheath of white, her flesh bleeding through. The reservoir at the tip was tiny, but it would bulge when Ally was finished.

With eager delight, Dr. Zhao mounted the bound futanari and brought the thick cock to her hungry pussy. The Chinese woman shuddered, rubbing it across her flesh. And then she sank down. Her juices and the condom's lube let her slide down fast, swallowing the massive cock. Friction burned through her body.

The door opened. General Lewis walked in.

Dr. Zhao's pussy clenched as a cold wave washed through her body.

~   ~~   ~

Helen cuddled between Val and Moira, their big, pillowy tits pressing on her from both sides. She was so sleepy. It was getting late. They had been fucking for hours. The room smelled of hot cum and hotter pussy.

“Bye,” Trish said, waving at them.

“Bye,” Helen said. “Say hi to Ethan for me.”

“I will,” Trish said then yawned. “Oh, I am bushed.”

Helen only gave a drowsy nod. On the other bed, Isabel, April, and Rhonda were in a pile of cum-smeared flesh, all asleep. The room was a mess. Several pizza boxes lay scattered on the floor. The seven of them had devoured four pizzas, so hungry, before they went back to more fucking.

Trish flicked off the light before she left. Helen closed her eyes and felt something pulling on her as she slipped into sleep. Dreams beckoned her, and she surrendered to them, becoming a different futanari in her sleep.

Ally.

The Chinese woman, Dr. Zhao, was over her, her pussy impaled on Helen's cock. She could feel the condom on her shaft, and she didn't like that. Her cock should be buried in pure, pristine cunt with no barrier between their flesh. The pussy clenched on her dick.

“Dr. Zhao,” a man said, voice deep.

“General Lewis,” squeaked the Chinese woman, her dark-red glasses slipping down her nose.

Helen groaned in disappointment, her fun ruined as the Black man in his impressive uniform, the dress blues of an officer and festooned with medals and pendants, marched in. His jaw was tight, his eyes hard. He was an older man, though Helen had trouble judging his age.

“What are you doing, Dr. Zhao?” the man demanded. “Have you been contaminated by her cum?”

“No,” Helen said, her voice petulant. “I'm wearing a condom.”

“Well, explain yourself, Doctor!”

Dr. Zhao shivered, her petite body trembling, small breasts shaking. She covered her tits a moment later, cheeks blushing dark. “Well, General, I have to collect a sample from Ally. A fresh sample. That's the best.”

“And?”

“And, this is the best method of collection. The condom contains her seed, and my vagina provides the stimulation necessary for Subject STARFALL to achieve orgasm.”

Subject STARFALL? thought Helen. This is such a weird dream.  

“Really?” the general asked, glancing down at the naked Helen. In her Ally dreams, Helen had such bigger boobs. She suddenly wanted to cover them, but her hands and legs were bound. “And you can't manually stimulate her?”

“Wrist fatigue,” Dr. Zhao said, her words becoming more and more confident. “Vaginal stimulation of her penis achieves the desired goal faster. Nature, as usual, has provided a superior way to collect semen samples.”

“And...it's just incidental that you have to do it. Enjoy it?” General Lewis asked, his eyes narrowing, his words piercing.

Dr. Zhao flushed more, shivering. “Yes, General. That is incidental. I cannot help my own body's reaction to the stimuli provided by her penis.”

A smile crossed the general's lips. “By all means, do not let me stop you.”

Dr. Zhao blinked her slanted eyes. “Sir?”

“Continue collecting your sample.”

She blushed. “And you're going to...stay?”

“To observe. I am fascinated by your work, Doctor. I sometimes watch you on the cameras. It has been...stimulating.”

He's watched us before. That sent a hot thrill through Helen, and she found herself moaning, “Go on, Dr. Zhao, show him how you stimulate me.” 

Dr. Zhao shuddered, her cheeks so red. She kept her arms clasped about her breasts and closed her eyes. She slid slowly up Helen's cock. Even through the condom, dulling the sensation, she felt the hot feel of the scientist's pussy sliding up and down her shaft. Moans escaped her lips as Dr. Zhao reached the pinnacle and then slid down her pussy.

The rasp of a zipper drew Helen's attention from Dr. Zhao sliding up and down her cock, hands covering her breasts, cheeks flushed. The African-American general pulled out an ebony dick, hard and throbbing, his hand stroking it as he watched, a look of pure lust crossing his face.

He's so much smaller than me, Helen thought. She had heard that from all the girls in her harem, how her cock dwarfed a man's, but now she saw proof. Such a tiny thing. Poor women, having to settle for that when they can have mine. Helen's gaze turned to the Chinese scientist. She loves it.  

“General Lewis,” complained the Chinese woman. “Must you?”

“If you want to keep collecting samples in your...unorthodox manner than you better get used to it, Doctor.”

Her pussy clenched hard around Helen's rubber-clad dick. The Chinese woman closed her slanted eyes, groaning, her pixyish face twisting. Her red-rimmed glasses slipped down her nose as she rode Helen's cock faster and faster, groaning, “Ally,” beneath her breath. “Ally!”

The moans grew louder as her hips rode faster. Slowly, her hands drifted down from her breasts, her lusts outweighing her embarrassment. The small, firm breasts revealed, jiggling as she slid up and down, dark-brown nipples thrusting from those wide areolas.

Helen pulled at her restraints. It was both so hot to be tied down and so frustrating. Her pussy clenched as she moaned her annoyance. She wanted to feel those breasts, to touch them. And she wanted to rip off the rubber suit on her dick. She knew unprotected pussy felt so much better sliding up and down her cock.

“Take off the rubber,” groaned Helen.

“No,” Dr. Zhao moaned. “You know why, Ally. I won't be one of your sluts.”

It's my dream. So not fair I can't enjoy it the way I want.

But despite the condom, her orgasm built in her depths. That growing, familiar ache throbbed through her ovaries. She moaned, humping her hips up, thrusting and meeting the Chinese woman's hot pussy as she slid down.

And out of the corner of her eye, she noticed the General stroking his ebony cock. He didn't make a sound, just slid his hand faster and faster, his face twisting with pleasure. Helen didn't like him here, so she focused on the sexy doctor instead.

“Oh, yes, ride my cock, Doctor,” Helen moaned. “Your pussy feels almost as good as Sara's.”

The words spilled from Helen's lips unbidden. They just poured out of her almost like she wasn't so much as dreaming she was Ally but inhabiting Ally's body, looking out through her eyes, feeling everything she felt.

Before she could ponder that thought, pleasure rippled through her. She groaned, squirming, savoring the orgasm building and building in her ovaries. Her big, pillowy tits jiggled as she writhed. She wanted to touch those, too. They looked as big as Moira's.

“Just take off the condom. I know you want to, Doctor,” moaned Helen, her voice so throaty, a huskier tone than her usual soprano. “Mmm, just give in. Be my slut.”

“I won't,” groaned the doctor, riding so fast now, her small breasts jiggling. Her face twisted with pleasure.  

And then the doctor came.

Even through the condom, Helen felt that wonderful, spasming flesh about her cock massaging her. The Chinese woman thrashed, bouncing out of control as she screamed out her orgasm. The general grunted, his cum spurting weakly from his dick, a few pathetic blasts splattering the floor. Helen groaned, squirmed, feeling so superior.

I produce ten times as much jizz as you.

And then Helen exploded. Rapture bathed through her mind. It shocked through her so hard it cast her out of the dream. She opened her eyes, moaning, her cock humping against one of her cheerleaders' asses, aching to cum.

Helen didn't think, she just thrust her cock into her slut's hot pussy. The slut, Val, moaned, twisting in delight as she came awake. In three strokes, the futanari erupted into her cheerleader, shuddering as the pleasure surged through her.

“Oh, that's so wonderful,” Val moaned, her pussy spasming, cumming just from the touch of futa-jizz. “Yes, yes, yes.”

“Someone had a naughty dream,” Moira purred, her pillowy breasts rubbing on Helen's back.

“Uh-huh,” groaned Helen. “There was a hot, Chinese scientist fucking my cock, getting a sample of my cum, while I was tied to the exam table.”

“Naughty,” Val moaned, her pussy spasming about the futanari's dick, milking out the last of the cum. “Bondage.”

“Mmm,” Moira purred.

“And there was a Black general, like from the Army or something, watching me.” General Lewis. “He jerked off his little cock, but not much cum came out of his dick.” 

“You flood us with so much jizz,” Moria giggled, rubbing her pussy on Helen's hot ass. Thoughts of sleep fled the futanari's mind.


Chapter Fifteen: Trish's Boyfriend Surprise

“Hey,” Trish said, shaking her boyfriend awake.

Ethan blinked his eyes. The bedside lamp was on, spilling soft light across his tired face. He blinked, rolling over on his back. “Hey, babe. Decided to come home?”

“I missed you,” Trish said, the tiredness she had felt leaving the orgy at Helen's banished the moment she saw her boyfriend, replaced by a burning desire to fuck him. “But I had a lot of fun hanging out with Helen and her new friends.”

“Lesbian orgy, right?” he asked, rubbing at his eyes, his nose ring glinting. He had fallen asleep still dressed, his jeans rumpled, his t-shirt tangled.

Trish just gave her boyfriend a huge grin. “You have no idea.”

And then he noticed that she was naked. A huge smile crossed his lips as he stared at Trish's round breasts, her pink nipples thrust hard at him. Her thighs were glistening with her juices, though there was a little bit of Helen's spunk still in her. She had cleaned up as best she could.

“Damn,” he groaned, nodding his head. “Someone's horny.”

“Mmm, just been thinking about you all night,” Trish purred, slipping into bed with her boyfriend. Her hand shot down to his jeans, feeling his hardening cock. He felt so much smaller than Helen. But despite that, she wanted him in her so badly.

That need had been building in the back of her mind since Helen fucked her yesterday afternoon. The powerful urge to make love to her boyfriend gripped her. She had to feel him in her cunt. She loved Helen, worshiped her in a way that consumed her, in a way that was so different from the warm ache in her heart for Ethan. It was purely physical with her friend.

She squeezed his cock, her pussy clenching. “I need this in me. I haven't been fucked by you in two days.”

“I know,” he groaned. “I've been missing you.”

“Missing my hot, tight, wet pussy?” she asked, arching a brown eyebrow.

“Missing all of you,” he groaned. “Especially your hot, tight, wet pussy.” His rough fingers rubbed at her pussy lips. “Damn, you are soaked.”

“No foreplay needed,” Trish grinned, her fingers unzipping his pants. “I just need your cock in me. Fucking me. Soooooo badly.”

She yearned for it as much as she yearned for Helen's cock. It'll make Helen so happy if I make love to Ethan. I just know it. 

Her hand reached in, finding his boxers. She pushed into the slit, popping open the button holding the fly closed, and found his dick. She stroked it, pulling it out of his pants. It was so small compared to the futa-monster she had enjoyed the last two evenings, but her pussy was too hungry to care.

“Babe,” Ethan groaned as she threw her leg over his waist, straddling him and lowering her trimmed, brown-furred pussy to his cock. “Jesus, you are horny. You don't want me to eat you out?”

“Later,” she moaned, rubbing his small dick against her pussy.

And then she sank down on his cock. Her pussy gripped it in a tight embrace. She shuddered as he reached into her. But it felt so small, so insignificant. This dick used to make her cum, now it was only adequate.

And yet she was so hot anyways. So eager to fuck it and cum on it.

Her fingernails scratched down his t-shirt as she rose up his cock and slid back down, her pussy gripping him. He grunted, eyes rolling back into his head. She grinned at him, loving the pleasure crossing his face.

Pleasure she gave him.

“Damn, I love you,” she moaned. “Do you know that?”

“I had a few clues,” he groaned, her pussy clenching hard on his little dick as she rose up on it. She had to be careful. If she went as high as she could on Helen's, his dick would pop out of her pussy. “Love you too, babe.”

She grinned at him as she slammed back down his dick, grinding her clit through his blond pubic hair. He groaned, his hands grabbing the hem of his t-shirt. He ripped it over his body, exposing his muscular torso. The Chinese character for “strength” was tattooed across his pectorals. She rubbed his muscles, wishing they were big breasts instead.

His hands grabbed her round breasts, rough fingers caressing her nipples. Shudders ran through her body, tingles shooting down to her pussy, building her orgasm. She rode him faster and faster, moaning, grinding hard while he groaned, his face bursting with pleasure.

“Damn, I'm not going to last long if you fuck me like this,” he groaned. He liked to make her cum.

But Trish was on fire. It was so hot making love to her boyfriend. “Do it, cum in me! Flood me. I need it so badly.”

“Damn, I like that,” he panted, her pussy clenching on his small dick. “Yeah, I'll flood your naughty cunt.”

“Yes!” she moaned, back arching, her orgasm coming closer and closer. She needed his cum in her so badly. “Do it. Flood me.”

“Fuck!” he grunted, hips thrusting, bouncing her on his dick. “Trish!”

His cum fired into her.

“Ethan!” she howled, her climax rushing through her.

Such heat burst through her pussy. Her cunt milked his cock, draining it of all his cum. She felt it firing into her. She trembled at every splash crashing against her cervix. She moaned and swayed, her pussy drinking more and more of his seed.

Her hands squeezed on his pectorals. They grew soft beneath her fingers. Molding, writhing, becoming like clay being reworked by unseen hands. Her eyes widened as breasts sprouted, his soft, blond chest hair vanishing as her hands gripped pillowy tits, the tattoo extending onto both breasts' inner slopes.

“Trish,” gasped Ethan, his voice growing higher and higher pitched. His sandy-blond hair sprouted, growing longer and a more pure blonde, no longer that dirty look. “What's happening?”

“I'm getting you ready for her,” Trish said without a thought. “Can you feel it?”

She looked into Ethan's eyes, the masculine bluntness vanishing from his face. “Yes!”

Ethan went from a he to a she.

Her lips grew plump and red, bee sting lips perfect for kissing. She was gorgeous, her eyes so blue. Her tits so soft. Her cock vanished out of Trish's pussy, withdrawing as her body drank in the last of Ethan's masculinity until her pussy ground on Ethan's new cunt.

And then heat burned in Trish's clit. She gasped in shock as her clit sprouted above Ethan's firm, stomach. Her clit's pink hue became fleshy as it became a cock. Trish gasped, her pussy clenching as her body turned the masculinity of Ethan she absorbed into futaness.

She became like Helen.

Trish's futa-dick ached as it bobbed before her gender-swapped girlfriend's stomach, the tip spongy. She was almost as thick and almost as long as Helen. She ached and throbbed as Ethan's now feminine hand, no longer rough, grasped her girl-dick, stroking it.

“Oh, wow, that's awesome,” groaned Ethan. “You're like her.”

“Her?” Trish asked, eyes wide. “How do you know about Helen?”

“I just, do.” Ethan smiled. “Helen. I love her so much. I can't wait for her to fuck me. But...until then...I have you.”

“You do,” Trish moaned in pure delight as her new girlfriend stroked her dick. “Oh, Ethan, I love you.”

Ethan's gorgeous, feminine face twisted with disgust. “Ethan's a guy's name. Do I look like a guy any longer?”

“Nope.” Trish giggled, her pussy clenching as her girlfriend stroked her dick. “You're so accepting of the change.”

“Because I'm...Eden now,” she said, the gold ring flashing on her dainty nose. “I'm sexy, busty, Eden.”

“I'll say,” Trish moaned, squeezing her girlfriend's big tits. “They're huge. So much bigger than mine. And...I think you're hotter than me.”

“I always was,” Eden grinned.

“Oh, you bitch,” Trish laughed. “Maybe I won't fuck you.”

Eden—what a beautiful name for my beautiful girlfriend—stroked Trish's futa-dick. “I think you have a hard cock that needs wet pussy. I know what that's like. You'll fuck me.”

“You're right,” she moaned, squirming, rubbing her wet pussy lips against Eden's, feeling her girlfriend's tiny clit. “I'm going to fuck you so hard.”

Trish leaned down, her round breasts pressing into Eden's. Even her nipples were bigger than Trish's, and they felt wonderful on the new futanari as they rubbed together. She groaned, kissing her lover hard on the mouth. Eden's lips were so soft and plump and delicious. She felt so smooth and silky now, not hard and muscular.

Trish broke their kiss, staring into Eden's blue eyes. “I love you so much.”

“Love you, too,” Eden groaned.

“And we get to be Helen's,” grinned Trish. “Part of her harem. Isn't that so hot?”

“God, yes.”

Eden's hand, still holding her throbbing dick, moved it. Trish shuddered as the sensitive tip slid against her girlfriend's stomach and through her silky pubic hair until she rubbed on thick pussy lips. Trish sighed, her cunt clenching as her new dick experienced the first silky caress of pussy.

This is what Helen feels right before she fucks me.

Joy burst through Trish as she kissed her girlfriend hard. Eden maneuvered the futa-cock to the opening of her pussy. Shudders ran through the new futa as she felt a barrier stretching across the front of Eden's pussy.

Virgin flesh.

“We can't,” she gasped, breaking the kiss. “Helen has to break you in. She deserves the first taste of your pussy.”

“Yes,” moaned Eden.

~   ~~   ~

Helen found being woken up was worth being tired tomorrow. Trish had a cock and her boyfriend Ethan was now Eden, the sexiest blonde Helen had ever seen. The futanari sat on her bed, her cheerleaders and Isabel all huddled on the other side of the room, staring in utter delight as Trish and Eden stripped naked.

“Such a beautiful cock,” Helen groaned, seeing her best friend's new dick. “And you got it by fucking Ethan?”

“Eden,” whined the blonde. “Don't you like my name, Helen?”

Helen met the new woman's gaze, seeing the desperate need in her eyes for her to like it. “Of course I do. It's just such a shock. You're this hot woman now...Eden.”

“A hot, virgin woman,” Trish said, her fingers sliding through Eden's folds, parting thick pussy lips. “There's her hymen.”

“Really?” Helen groaned. “Like mine.” She glanced at Trish's cock, an idea surging through her. I can have my cherry popped tonight while popping Eth...Eden's. 

“Really,” Trish grinned, stroking her dick. “I almost took it, but when I felt it, I just knew you should get the first crack at her.”

“Even though you love her?” Helen asked, touched as her friend nodded.

“We both want this,” Trish said, staring at her gender-swapped girlfriend with such love in her eyes. “Right, honey?”

“Absolutely,” Eden purred, her voice so sensual. She was so hot. If Trish didn't have a dick, making her so sexy, Eden would outshine her. Somehow, my cum caused this. There's more to it than Dr. Maura believed. There must have been my jizz still in her pussy. Helen had once read sperm could stay active in a woman's pussy for several days.

“Go for it!” Rhonda, her Black cheerleader, cheered. “Pop her cherry, Helen.”

“Yes, pop her cherry,” Moira grinned.

Isabel nodded her head.

“Pop my girlfriend's cherry,” breathed Trish, a huge smile on her lips, her hand stroking her dick faster.

“While you pop mine?” Helen said. “I want to feel a girl-dick in my pussy, too.”

Trish almost fainted in delight. Her cock erupted. Hot, creamy cum fired from her dick and splattered across Helen's tits. The new futanari groaned as she bathed Helen in her jizz. The blonde shivered, her glasses slipping on her nose as her small tits were coated in spunk. She cupped them, running her fingers across her cum-stained mounds.

With greedy hunger, she shoveled Trish's girl-cum into her mouth, licking the salty treat off her fingers, moaning in delight. It tasted even better than her own jizz. It was another futanari's. She wasn't alone. She had Trish.

And others. Her body spasmed, her dick twitching as deviant ideas tumbled through her mind.Eden got into position, her busty tits jiggling as she stretched out on Helen's bed, her legs spreading wide, flashing that virgin pussy. Her labia were thick and engorged. Helen knelt between the gender-swapped hottie's thighs, parting those pussy lips like butterfly wings, unveiling pink, virginal flesh.

“Fuck me,” moaned Eden as Helen rubbed her cock through her virgin folds.

“I will.” The futanari trembled at the thrill. This is new pussy. This is amazing. She used to be a guy and now she's something better. “Once your futanari-girlfriend fucks me.”

“Yes,” Trish moaned. Like Helen, Trish's futa-cock stayed hard after cumming.

Helen shuddered as her brown-haired friend moved behind her, rubbing that new girl-dick on her ass. Precum smeared across her butt-cheek as Trish moved her cock lower and lower. She slid through Helen's blonde folds until she found a tight, hot, virgin snatch, a huge cock thrusting out of it.

“Do it,” Helen moaned, her dick throbbing as she felt that delicious cock pressing on her own hymen.

“Yes!” Trish moaned and thrust.

Helen gasped as her cherry popped, ripping like tissue paper beneath Trish's hard thrust. Then the huge girl-dick was buried in Helen's pussy, stretching out her untouched depths. Friction ignited burning bliss that radiated through her body. Trish's thrust propelled Helen forward.

Her dick pressed on Eden's hymen. It was thicker than her own, newer. It held for a full second, stretching beneath the combined passion of Trish and Helen. But the maidenhead was no match for Helen's futa-cock.

The blonde futanari's eyes opened wide as her cock slid into virgin depths. Eden was so tight and hot. Helen's pussy clenched down on Trish's huge dick as she slid deeper and deeper into Eden's cunt. Ecstasy rippled through Helen's body.

“Oh, my god,” she panted. “This is amazing.”

“You're being fucked and doing the fucking,” panted Trish, drawing back her hips, sliding her thick cock through Helen's depths.

“I am,” Helen moaned, her own hips drawing back, like her pussy chased Trish's withdrawing cock.

Then Trish thrust, slamming into Helen, and forcing the blonde's cock deep into Eden's heavenly pussy.

It was like Trish fucked through Helen, driving her own girl-cock into her girlfriend's pussy. Helen loved it, her hips hardly pumping at all as her cunt clung to the withdrawing shaft. Then came Trish's hard thrust, her groin smacking into Helen's ass and driving the blonde's dick into Eden's deflowered cunt.

Moans burst from all three. The two futanari and the gender-swapped beauty gasped and shuddered as they writhed in rapture. Helen embraced the two separate pleasures of being fucked and fucking. Her pussy embraced Trish's thick girl-dick while her futa-cock plundered over and over into Eden's hot depths.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Eden moaned, joy crossing her face. “Oh, honey, her cock is amazing.”

“I know,” Trish moaned, her voice so tight with rapture. “And so is her pussy. Oh, I love having a dick.”

“Having one was great,” Eden panted without any sadness at losing her own. “But having a pussy... Oh, this is amazing. She's filling me up, Trish. Oh, Helen, I love you so much. I'd do anything for this cock.”

“Uh-huh,” groaned Helen, mind buffeted by two different raptures.

She could hardly think through the dual delights. Her back arched, her pussy clenching so hard on her lover's futa-dick. Her dick throbbed in Eden's depths. She rubbed her small breasts into the busty, gender-swapped girl's tits. She loved it, the pressure growing and growing.

The two separate frictions built it so fast. Every thrust of her cock through hot pussy, or Trish's dick through her dripping cunt, had her trembling. Had her groaning. Her ovaries ached with a load of girl-cum for Eden's cunt.

“Fuck her, chica!” Isabel cheered from a writhing mass of naked cheerleaders. The five girls heaved together, licking, tonguing, caressing each other.

“Cum in her!” moaned Moira.

“So hot!” Val panted.

“Two futas,” gasped April.

“So much fun,” moaned Rhonda, her voice full of such envy.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Helen panted, her pussy clenching down so hard on the invading cock.

Trish slammed into her depths, driving her futa-dick so deep into Eden's hot cunt. The silky caresses surged through her. She drank in the dual friction. Both her sex organs drank in the sensations, the heat rippling straight to her ovaries.

And detonated them.

Twin orgasms surged through Helen's body. The blonde futanari thrashed between her lovers. Her cock pumped girl-jizz straight into Eden's hot cunt while her pussy gushed juices as it spasmed about Trish's plunging dick.

“Yes!” both Trish and Eden moaned together.

“She's flooding my pussy, honey!”

“She's spasming about my dick, Eden!”

Trish's thrusting was so hard, her groin smacking into Helen's butt. The friction kept the blonde futanari spasming. Her pussy writhing, waves of rapture flooding out of her while her cock fired more and more cum into Eden's depths. The blonde, gender-swapped slut heaved beneath her.

And came.

Helen's eyes widened as hot pussy massaged her cock, milking the cum out of her ovaries. She groaned, her orgasm intensifying, rapture flooding through her body and crashing into her mind. The dual delights inundated her with ecstasy.

“Yes!” she howled, spasming between her two lovers.

“Oh, Helen,” Trish moaned, her voice so throaty. “Oh, it's happening! I'm cumming!”

Through the haze of rapture engulfing her mind, Helen felt the first spurt of futa-cum into her pussy. Her cunt milked her lover's dick as she experienced the delight all the members of her harem treasured. It was so hot having a futanari to love her.

She collapsed on Eden, panting. There were so many possibilities. This had to be explored. Trish collapsed on her back, pinning her between the two. Eden and Trish kissed over Helen's shoulder as the dazed futanari drifted on ecstasy, picturing a harem of futanari and gender-swapped girls, cocks spurting and pussies gushing.

She saw an entire world of futanari and women. A huge smile crossed her lips. It felt so right to her.


Chapter Sixteen: Naughty Exam

“Dr. Maura, you are not going to believe this,” Helen had said excitedly when she had called late last night, waking Maura Roy up. “Be at your clinic bright and early. You have to see this.”

That phone call had left Maura so horny. She wished her husband was home, but he was on a trip attending a security conference in St. Louise, returning sometime tomorrow morning. She had been so horny to fuck him the last two nights. Even though she knew he would disappoint her, she wanted him.

She hardly slept a wink, but she wasn't tired when she came in. She stripped naked save for a pair of thigh-high stockings and her doctor's coat. She wrapped her curvy body in the white coat, her red hair tumbling about her shoulders, and waited for Helen to show up.

The giggle of girls made her frown. They grew louder and louder. It was barely after 6 AM. This early, there shouldn't be anyone on the second floor where her clinic resided. There would hardly be any students getting breakfast. Only those few ones that had very early classes, the brave or those eager to graduate as soon as possible.

The giggling grew louder and louder. Maura's stomach twisted as they stopped at her door. The door handle twisted with a metal click, manipulated from the other side. She was so aware how naked she was beneath her doctor's coat. It sent a strange heat through her even as her stomach twisted with fear.

If I'm caught, I'll be in so much trouble. They'll probably fire me.

And then the door opened and Helen led in a group of seven women, four cheerleaders in their pleated skirts and belly shirts, a Hispanic girl, a brunette, and a tall, busty blonde with a sultry face that sent a hot flutter through the redheaded doctor.

The busty blonde was a perfect woman.

“Helen?” Maura asked, her eyes looking around. She deduced the Hispanic girl was Isabel, Helen's girlfriend, but didn't know the others.

“Look at my harem, Dr. Maura,” Helen grinned. And then she grabbed the brunette's skirt and flipped it up, revealing a half-hard girl-dick thrusting from her brown bush. “And look what happened when one of my girlfriends fucked her boyfriend.”

“Holy shit,” Maura gasped at the sight of another futanari. Trish wasn't as...stimulating as Helen, but it still made Maura's pussy tingle seeing that cock grow harder and harder.

“And that's not all,” Helen said as the blonde stepped forward. “This is her boyfriend. Or was her boyfriend. Ethan became Eden.”

Dr. Maura Roy fainted.

When she blinked back into reality, she was on the floor, the girls all clustered around her, concern on their faces. Her first thought was how beautiful they all were and how happy she was that Helen had a huge harem. It felt so right to her.

And then she laid eyes on the gorgeous blonde. It was so hard to believe that she used to be a he. Not with that perfect body. And yet, at the same time, her pussy clenched in delight as her lusts surged. She so wanted to fuck her husband.

“Sorry,” Maura said as Helen handed over a small plastic cup full of water. She took it, sipping. “It just...overwhelmed me.”

“I know,” the blonde said. Helen called her Eden. “But it's wonderful. Trish even grew a bigger dick when she changed me. I mean, my cock was never that big.”

Her hand was stroking the brunette futanari's dick. The pair kissed. It was such a loving kiss, tinged with hot passion. Eden's hand stroked her lover's cock faster and faster. Trish groaned and then erupted, her dick spurting and splashing Maura in the face.

The fiery redhead groaned, her body convulsing at the taste of the futa-cum. It didn't quite make her body orgasm the way Helen's did, but it was close. It was still so wonderful. And that made her shudder in delight.

“I have to run tests,” Maura moaned.

“That's why we're here,” nodded Helen. “Somehow, my cum in Trish's pussy changed Eden and them both.”

“I'll run tests,” Maura promised, licking her lips. “I need semen samples from Trish, and then blood from them both.”

“Good,” Helen purred and then kissed her on the lips.

Later, after they had all left and Maura had her samples, she headed to the genetic lab to sequence the DNA and examine the chromosomes of both Trish and Eden. She buzzed with her orgasm, her panties soaking up Helen's cum leaking out of her pussy. It had been so hot making love to her futanari while the cheerleaders watched and moaned and commentated.

Her day passed in a blur of examination. Her husband called, announcing he had landed. She so wanted to fuck him, and she knew why as she finished up her tests, theories bursting in her head. It was so hard to believe, but it was true. Unless Helene lied about Trish and Eden—and why would she do that?—Maura was certain her idea had to be correct.

After classes, Helen, Trish, and Eden walked in. “The cheerleaders have practice,” Helen explained, pushing up her glasses. “So, what did you learn?”

“Well, Eden, you are 100% a woman. You have two X chromosomes. Your Y chromosome has mutated and picked up extra genetic material from Trish. Y chromosomes have far less genes on them than the X.”

“Wow,” Trish said.

“How is that possible?” Helen asked.

“Well, Helen, your cum, and Trish's, which share many of the same genetic markings, works like a virus. Now, viruses work by corrupting DNA replication in cells, using the DNA replication process instead to make more of them. But they can also, instead, add new genes to a cell. It's very common in bioengineering to do that to one cell, like an embryo before it begins dividing and growing. Now the fact that your cum does it on a living person is amazing. It rewrote both of their DNA, needing the semen from Eden to trigger the initial transformation.”

“Really?” Helen blinked her blue eyes.

“Well, this is my theory,” Maura said. “But nothing else makes sense.”

“So, she's like a genetic mutation,” Trish said then winced. “Sorry, I didn't mean to make that sound bad. But you're like an X-Man or something.

“X-Man?” blinked the Irish doctor.

“Comic book movie stuff,” Eden said. “But, yeah, that sounds right.”

“No, she is no mutation. I think someone engineered you, Helen.”

Maura stared at her patient. The futanari blinked her blue eyes. “Wait, say that again, Dr. Maura?”

“I think someone engineered you in a lab. Someone with a great deal of knowledge on molecular engineering. And that someone did it twenty years ago.”

“I'm nineteen,” she muttered.

“You had to gestate,” Dr. Maura said. “There have been many breakthroughs in this area, but no one right now could do this.”

“What are you saying?” Helen said, her eyes blinking.

“You were adopted, right?” Trish said.

“They found me abandoned on Mt. St. Helens.” The futanari's words were clipped. She sank down on the exam bed. “A hiker did.”

“Someone went through a lot of work to create her. And then they just abandoned her on a mountain slope?” asked Eden. “That doesn't make sense.”

Maura shrugged her shoulders. “I can only speculate. But...”

Tears fell down Helen's cheek. “I-I always thought m-my real mother a-abandoned me. T-That she thought I w-was a freak. But now... What am I? A f-failed lab experiment?”

“I don't know, honey,” Maura said, her throat growing tight. “But you're not a freak or a failed experiment. You're wonderful.”

“Your cum transformed us,” Eden said.

“Right,” Trish said and then embraced Helen and kissed her tear-stained cheeks. “You're amazing.” She kissed her again. “Just amazing.”

This time their lips met, Trish's hands cupping Helen's cheeks, their tongues fencing, the pair moaning. Their skirts twitched. Their futa-cocks both hardening, lifting up their skirts. A wave of heat washed through Maura. She had to comfort her futanari, and she knew just how.

Maura's pussy clenched, more of Helen's cum leaking out. She pushed up both futa's skirts as she knelt before the exam bed. She was just tall enough to be at eye-level with their dicks. She unveiled them both, holding them, Helen's a little thicker and longer. They both thrust from their bushes, one blonde the other brown, juices glistening on curling pubic hairs as the two futanari grew hornier and hornier.

The redheaded doctor pressed the tips of their dicks together. She smiled, rubbing the two cocks against each other. Their precum leaked out, smearing together. Both futanari moaned into their kiss, loving it.

Then she nuzzled her lips against them and sucked on both cocks. She stroked their dicks, loving their precum staining her lips. It made her feel so naughty. She shuddered, her pussy clenching as her hips wiggled. Her tongue swirled about both cocks, gathering their precum.

They tasted slightly different, Helen's a little sweeter.

“That's hot,” Eden moaned. “Suck on both of their cocks, Doc.”

Helen broke the kiss with Trish, moaning, “Oh, yes, Dr. Maura. You're just so wonderful. I love you so much.”

Maura's heart quickened. “I love you, too.”

She sucked on both cocks where they met. She felt the spongy crowns of both futa-dicks throbbing. More precum bubbled out of them, staining her lips. She stroked their dicks faster and faster, making the two futas moan.

Eden appeared behind them, climbing onto the exam bed. She had taken off her blouse, her large tits bouncing. The two futas turned their heads, finding the blonde's nipples, and sucking on them, moaning in delight.

“Oh, that's it,” grinned Eden. “Suck on my big, fat nipples. Mmm, doesn't that make you feel better, Helen?”

She moaned a muffled yes as Maura licked her tongue about both girl-cocks, gathering up more precum. The two futanari happily suckled, their hands reaching out, opening each other's blouses. Neither wore bras. They fingered each other's nipples. They were nearly the same shade of pink, though Trish's were larger.

Helen twisted Trish's right nipple as Maura sucked on her cock. The doctor had the blonde futanari's dick buried in her mouth now, sucking so hard, making her tremble and groan. It sent such a wicked thrill through her to play with Helen's cock, tasting her delight.

Then she popped her mouth off, turned her head slightly, and engulfed the brunette's cock. Trish moaned so loudly about her gender-swapped girlfriend's nipple, shuddering on the table. Her dick throbbed, her precum flowing.

This is so hot, thought the doctor as she fisted both cocks.

She sucked for another heartbeat on Trish's, then she turned back to Helen's. She opened her mouth wide, sucking the spongy crown into her mouth, moaning about the dick. Her pussy clenched as such heat burned through her.

I have to see Leon. I have to fuck him.

Her hands stroked faster and faster, her mouth popping back and forth from dick to dick. She loved how they moaned and gasped. Both futanari shivered as they groped each other's breasts with Eden's beaming face above them, cradling their heads.

“That's it, you naughty futas,” groaned Eden. “You love my big, fat nipples.”

“I think they do,” Maura laughed, her own fat nipples throbbing as she swallowed Trish's cock.

She took the futanari's dick into her mouth, letting it slide deep into her gullet. Then she popped her lips off, turned, and engulfed Helen's mighty cock, bobbing it all the way down, sucking so hard, making her futanari-lover moan in delight about Eden's nipple.

That made Maura's pussy clench. She pressed her thighs together, her cum-filled pussy feeling so wonderfully delicious. Her clit throbbed as she writhed her thighs, making her moan louder and harder.

“Oh, yes, Dr. Maura,” groaned Helen, her eyes fluttering as the redhead switched cocks. “That's so hot. You're teasing us.”

“You are,” Trish moaned, her cheek rubbing against her girlfriend's wet nipple. “Oh, keep sucking. My pussy clenches every time you... Oh, no!”

“I have to suck Helen, too,” purred Maura before engulfing the true futanari she loved and served.

“Yes,” Helen gasped, then nibbled Eden's nipple.

The blonde groaned, shuddering. “That's so nice. Oh, yes. Oh, nibble on it. Oh, Helen, love serving you.”

Me, too.

Maura rose her mouth up Helen's cock, about to switch dicks. She stroked Trish's so hard, feeling her shaft trembling. But Helen's hand seized her red hair, holding the doctor's mouth in place. Maura didn't fight as Helen moaned.

And then that hot, creamy treat flooded her mouth. At the first touch of salty girl-cum on her taste buds, Maura came. Her pussy convulsed as she gulped down the wonderful jizz. It was ambrosia to her. Her hand flew on Trish's cock, pumping so fast as the rapture rushed through her body. Salty cum boiled down her throat.

“So good, Dr. Maura,” moaned Helen, Eden's nipple popping wet out of her mouth. “Yes, yes, yes.”

“Drink her cum,” Trish moaned. “Drink it.”

“She is,” Eden panted.

“Good!” squealed Trish as her dick throbbed in the doctor's hand.

And then hot cum spurted into the air. The brunette futanari came hard, her cum splashing into the doctor's face and hair. The sticky delight dribbled down her cheek. The final blast of Helen's cum spurted into her mouth. Maura moved fast, her body shuddering in orgasmic delight, and engulfed Trish's cock, catching the final two blasts of her cum.

Two futanari's cum in my mouth. Wonderful!

She trembled in delight. Maura was so glad she became one of Helen's women. And she had to do more. Tonight, she would see her husband. And then there would be another woman added to her mistress's harem.

And another futa.


Chapter Seventeen: Shared Dreams

“Oh, you're visiting again,” the buxom and fiery redheaded futa purred as she plowed a woman with the dusky, olive skin of the Mediterranean.

“It's Ally, right?” Helen said, realizing she was dreaming again. Only this time she wasn't Ally but watching her fuck the moaning woman, the futanari's huge tits bouncing with every thrust, her green eyes burning with such passion.

“Yeah, and you're Helen. That's what everyone calls you when I dream of you.”

“You dream of me?” Helen frowned. “Why would my own dream dream of me?”

“Because I'm real,” Ally said. “We're connecting, just like I'm connecting with Jewel.”

“Yes,” the woman moaned, her back arching, her round breasts and hard cock swaying beneath her.

Helen blinked. Hard cock. Jewel was a futanari, too. “Wow, this dream is hot.”

“We're growing closer,” Ally panted. “Sharing our dreams more. You're like me.”

“Yeah, futanari. Like Jewel there.”

Ally laughed. “Jewel got her cock after she fucked one of my guards. Dr. Zhao thought it would be an interesting experiment.”

“It was soooo hot,” Jewel moaned. “I felt myself change, becoming more and more like Ally. We love her so much.”

Helen's cock throbbed hard. This was such a hot dream. She stroked her cock. I have a wicked imagination. 

Helen groaned as Jewel came. The black-haired futanari groaned as her cock erupted. Yummy cum splattered on the ground, watering Helen's mouth. Ally moaned, her thrusts growing harder and harder, her big breasts bouncing and heaving, smacking together. Her back arched, her moans echoing through the dream.

“Love your cum!” Jewel howled in orgasmic delight, her body heaving more, her cock still erupting as Ally flooded her pussy with blast after blast of futa-jizz.

Helen stroked her cock, loving the wicked sight her dream had conjured for her. Her body trembled every time she brushed the sensitive crown, her pussy clenching. Pussy juices ran down her thighs as she licked her lips in delight.

Ally moaned as she thrust a final time. Her body spasmed with every blast. Helen knew that pleasure well. It was how her subconscious mind could so accurately conjure this dream. It felt so wonderfully real.

I must be lucid dreaming right now. I've read about this. I think that means I can control it.

Helen concentrated, imagining Jewel and Ally crawling to her and sucking on her dick together while they stroked each other's cocks. Two hot futanari loving her, worshiping her the way Dr. Maura and Trish had only hours ago before she fell into her dream. It was so hot feeling their cum splatter on her feet before she bathed their faces.

But Jewel or Ally didn't move.

“Why are you twisting your face like that?” Ally asked. “You look like you're constipated.”

Helen blinked, staring at Ally as she pulled her futa-cock out of Jewel's pussy. The black-haired futa collapsed, rolling over on her back. She had a tattoo of a Chinese dragon wrapped about her right thigh, scales metallic blue. On her right breast, a tattooed angel cried, almost hugging her nipple like a pillow.

“I was trying to make you suck my cock,” I said. “I read that when you have a lucid dream, you can control it.”

“Well, you are lucid dreaming,” Ally laughed. “But we're real, so you can't control us.”

“You control me,” Jewel purred to Ally. Then she sat up and began lapping her pussy juices off the redhead's girl-dick.

“Right, because you're real,” Helen said, putting sarcasm into her voice.

“I am real,” Ally said. “And I'm pretty sure you are, too. I wasn't sure at first, but now I am. I can feel a connection between us. But you're definitely not someone Dr. Zhao exposed to my cum.”

“Dr. Zhao is just some made-up Chinese woman in my dreams,” I said. “Or I probably saw her on TV or something, that's why she's in my head.”

“Uh-huh,” Ally said, rolling her eyes. “You're going to be difficult, aren't you? There is someone else like me. This is exciting. You look the same age. Nineteen, right?”

“Right,” I frowned.

“And your birthday is March 17th, 1998?”

“I think. That's the day they found me.”

A grin crossed Ally's lips. “They found you. Who? Not the government. You seem free to fuck whomever you want. You have a nice room, if small for all the women you have in there.”

“Just a hiker.” Helen's forehead furrowed. “Government?” What nonsense is this? 

“Yeah, the United States Army found me,” Ally said. “They call me Project STARFALL. They've been experimenting on me all my life. They keep me in a cage. General Lewis won't let me leave. Dr. Winthrop asked to take me out a few times, but the General always says no. 'I'm too important for National Security.'”

“Wow,” Helen said. “That's pretty...inventive.”

Ally scowled. “You still think this is a dream.”

“Well, I found out today that I might be genetically engineered, and now you're spouting nonsense about being trapped by the government. It's just my own fears manifesting in a dream. I mean, if someone created me in a lab or something, maybe I was destined for a life of being tested. And then, instead, they abandoned me on a mountain.”

“So you don't know why we were sent?” Ally asked.

“Sent? By whom?”

“By the aliens who made us.” Ally darted to Helen. “You're free. They had to have told you something. Been in contact with you.”

“Aliens? You say I'm an alien?” Helen's heart labored. “That's insane.”

“You have to listen to me.” Ally squeezed my hands, her green eyes so desperate. “They've kept me prisoner all my life. I need to do things. Don't you feel it? That urge to spread your seed? That's why we were sent?”

“To fuck other women? That doesn't make any sense.”

“I know!” Such frustration crossed her face. Her cheeks were so red. “I've thought and thought and thought, and I have no idea why. I only have the books they give me to read. I've never seen a movie. I've never been outside the compound. I'm at a place called Hanford. It's called Project STARFALL. Please, you have to help me.” Tears fell down her cheeks.

I want to wake up. This is too much. We're talking about Hanford in my Environmental Science class. This has to be a dream. Helen shook her head. “You're not real. Okay? This is just a nightmare. There's no government labs. I won't be tested on or anything. And aliens? A mission? That's so crazy. I'm just a college student!”

“Where?” Ally's hands clenched so hard, her fingernails biting into Helen's flesh. “Where are you? I'm in Eastern Washington. I'm not sure if you know where that is. You have to come save me.”

“From the Military!” Helen shrieked. “This is too crazy. I want to awake up.”

“No!” Ally shouted, squeezing so hard, her grip so desperate. The dream rippled and faded around Helen. She struggled to rise towards consciousness, her body quivering, her heart racing. She didn't like this one bit. But Ally wouldn't let her go. “Don't go. Please! I'm sorry. You're the only one like me. I'm not alone! Don't leave me!”

Helen wrenched her arms away and woke up gasping.

She sat up in her bed, lying between Dr. Maura and her gender-swapped wife now called Leann. She had fucked them both before falling asleep, breaking in the virgin cherry of the sexy, gender-swapped MILF that lay beside her. Dr. Maura had been so excited to gender-swap her husband, so eager to bring Leon into the harem.

And Leann was so eager to enjoy it. She was such a sexy woman.

“What is it?” Dr. Maura asked, her soft cock rubbing on Helen's hip.

“Just a nightmare,” Helen panted, falling back down on her bed, her breath rising and falling, her entire body shaking.

It had to be a nightmare. People didn't dream about other people. I didn't inhabit her mind while she was having sex or connect to her or anything. There's no government looking for me. And I'm not an alien. I'm a...

What am I?

“You okay?” Leann asked, her hand cupping Helen's breast, giving it a comforting squeeze. The gorgeous woman nuzzled closer. “Your heart's racing so fast.”

“Just a nightmare,” Helen said. “Go back to sleep. You had a long day, Leann.”

“Mmm, I did,” she murmured. The gender-swapped woman snuggled against the blonde futanari, slipping into sleep so easily.

Leann was a soldier...

“You sure you're fine?” the motherly voice of Dr. Maura asked.

“I'm fine,” Helen said, her heart still racing. “Just go to sleep.”

“Love you,” the Irish futanari said, giving Helen a kiss on the cheek.

“Love you,” Helen answered absently, staring at the dark ceiling of her bedroom. The room was filled with the soft sound of women sleeping. It was like a slumber party in her room, sleeping bags and air mattresses spread out on the floor, her harem sleeping in piles of feminine flesh. They were all here, Isabel, her cheerleaders, Trish and her girlfriend, Dr. Maura and her wife.

And all Helen could think about was Ally's words. They echoed in her mind over and over.

Aliens? That's so crazy. And why would they send us? To fuck other women? To make more futas? Why?

She found no answers to her questions.


Chapter Eighteen: Discoveries

“I'm concerned about the brain wave patterns Ally's been having lately,” Catherine said as she walked up to Dr. Zhao, holding a printout before her. “Last night's were really weird.”

“We've seen weird patterns in her brain waves before,” Dr. Zhao said, focused as she marched to the lab. “I don't have time now. I've had a breakthrough on the serum.”

“Oh?” Catherine said. She had gone home for the last day to sleep and recover. But Dr. Zhao kept working on the sample she had collected while General Lewis had “observed” her.

That had been mortifying and arousing all at the same time.

“What is it?” Catherine asked.

“I collected Jewel's cum,” Dr. Zhao said. That futanari had almost as an exciting cock as Ally's, but it lacked the same...zest. The same...delight. She had still orgasmed, but not as hard. “I compared their DNA samples.”

“There are many points of similarity between them,” Catherine said. “We knew that. Jewel's cum probably has the same effect as Ally's.”

“Probably,” agreed Dr. Zhao. “But there are a number of differences in the Junk DNA area. Gene markers that Ally has and Jewel lacks. Three of them. One I had already modified on the last compound plus two more.”

“You think they're the three genes that give Ally her influence over her targets?”

Dr. Zhao nodded. “We're testing another patient. No mistakes like last time. The guards stay in the room. I have observers watching Ally. Security camera footage showed her having to concentrate, her body almost going limp, when she controlled the last one.”

Catherine rubbed at her cheek, the bruise still visible. “Good.”

The two scientists reached the lab. The test subject was already strapped down, his body a sallow-brown and thin. He was Hispanic, gang tattoos covering his chest and arms though his drug addiction had withered any muscle mass. He pulled at the restraints, his lips open in a snarl, revealing his front teeth were missing.

“Proceed, Doctor,” General Lewis’ voice boomed.

Dr. Zhao grabbed the syringe and injected Subject 4. Then they waited. Things proceeded like Subject 3, the man entering the same state. Dr. Zhao's heart beat so fast beneath her breast as she stood there, her hands clenching and unclenching behind her back.

“Ally is active in her bedroom,” reported one of the guards. “She's on her treadmill running right now.”

Ally was not in control of him.

Dr. Zhao grinned, staring down at the man. “Blink your eyes three times.”

The docile man did. Three times. They ran him through tests, under the watchful eye of the guards. The man did everything asked. He ran around the room. He bent over and touched his toes. They handed him a scalpel and he cut up his arm, leaving behind bleeding streaks. He flinched at the pain, but didn't whimper.

Catherine's face grew tight as Dr. Zhao calmly gave the last order on her list: “Slit your throat with the scalpel.”

The subject did. He didn't make a sound as his blood poured out. The soldiers watched, faces hard, as the man collapsed into his blood. Catherine held her hands over her mouth, not watching, her eyes looking away.

Dr. Zhao watched the drug addict die. He had wasted his life anyways. He would have killed himself through malnourishment or overdosing. Now he served a greater purpose. Today was a major breakthrough. The subject was suggestible to commands, any commands. Now they just had to find a way to make use of it, to control who could give commands and who couldn't.

There was so much wonderful science to do.

~   ~~   ~

“Professor Little is a hottie,” Helen said to Trish as they left their English 228 class. It was creative writing, Helen's favorite subject.

“Thinking of adding someone else to the harem?” Trish giggled.

“Or just for an afternoon romp,” Helen groaned, her cock throbbing beneath her skirt. Professor Little was in her late twenties, a new hire for the school. She had violet hair that made her look wild and dressed like a girl of Helen's age. Well, one that dressed more like Trish than Helen's longer skirts and tights. She liked the feel of her tights around her cock, cocooning it in stretching fabric. “Oh, she would squeal so hard.”

Trish giggled. “You have really changed, Helen. You're so open about your desires. I think it's amazing.”

“Me, too,” grinned Helen. “Oh, I am getting so hard.”

Trish giggled, nodding her head. “Me, too. We could suck each other's cocks. Slip into the bathroom, have a naughty sixty-nine.”

“I have to get to Harnell Hall for my environmental science class.” Helen sighed. “There's not enough time.”

“You could blow it off,” Trish said, arching her eyebrows. “While I blow you.”

“No,” groaned Helen. “We're having too much sex. We need to do our schoolwork, as well. We're at college for a reason. And it's not to fuck every woman we can.”

“That's the second reason,” Trish laughed. “Fine, we'll be good students.”

She gave Helen a parting kiss before darting off to her next class. Helen groaned. She was horny and tired. She hardly slept at all last night. That dream haunted her. As she walked from Wyatt Hall to Harnell Hall, her mind rang with Ally's words.

Were the people in my dreams real? Ally? Dr. Zhao? General Lewis? Was I sent here by aliens?

It sounded so crazy to her as she hurried down the tree-lined path, passing the other students. She hardly looked at the pretty girls, her thoughts grappling with ideas. She had googled the names from her dream. Zhao was a common Chinese last name. Hundreds of Dr. Zhaos from across the world popped up in her search. And she found several different General Lewises, but none were alive and serving in the US Army. Project STARFALL had no hits at all, certainly not at Hanford.

She reached her Environmental Science classroom. It was a traditional classroom with desks for the students to sit in instead of one large table that all the students and her English teachers sat around to discuss topics. Those classes were far more informal and enjoyable.

ENVR 105 felt like school.

The walls were covered in all sorts of posters about the water cycle, the life cycle of trees, the dangers of pollution, on topics of the importance of conservation. A whiteboard sat at the front of the classroom, a projector screen pulled down. The projector sat ready to go.

Professor Noguerra was another sexy professor, older than Professor Little. The Hispanic woman was in her mid-thirties and looked busty. Though her choice of pantsuits, dressing like she was a female politician running for president, did little to flatter her body.

Maybe she would be a fun romp.

“We're going to watch a documentary on the Hanford Site in Eastern Washington,” Professor Noguerra explained after the class was settled.

A chill ran through Helen.

“As many of you know, the Hanford Site is home to the earliest nuclear reactors built by the US Government. They helped produce the fissionable material for the Hiroshima and Nagasaki bombs as well as many other weapons. It has been in cleanup for a decade or longer, an absolute environmental disaster.”

Her tone showed her disapproval.

Watching a movie was not what Helen needed. She was horny, tired, and confused. Her brain sank down into a molasses of sexual fantasies, puzzling over her nightmare, and pondering if she could rest her head on her arm and sleep. Her dick was half-turgid in her tights, throbbing with desire, and her pussy was wet with the idea of her professor's bountiful breasts sliding up and down her shaft. She propped up her head with her arm, elbow digging into the surface of the desk, and tried not to drool as she stared at the screen, seeing images but not registering them.

Did I really come from aliens?

Was I having ESP visions of another futa, someone created in a lab like me?

Was ESP even possible?

Why not? My cum drives women wild. It turned Dr. Maura and Trish into futanari.

And made Ethan and Leon into Eden and Leann.

Was Ally real? Were Dr. Zhao and General Lewis?

Did I escape the fate of being locked in a room for nineteen years and being tested on?

It must be so horrible for Ally. If she's real. If any of them are real. 

To be trapped by this awful General—

“—Lewis is the commanding officer of the army personell stationed at the Hanford Site and assisting the Department of Energy in the cleanup,” the narrator of the movie said, yanking Helen's thoughts back to reality. “He was kind enough to sit down with us and explain how the Army is helping to repair the damage the government did.”

Helen blinked her eyes, staring at the screen. General Lewis? What? It must be a... 

The African-American General from her dream, the man who had watched Dr. Zhao fuck Ally for her “semen sample” while jerking off, appeared on the screen. The bottom fell out of Helen's stomach. She felt like she was free-falling. Her hands clutched at the desk.

It's him. That's the man.

“It's my job to assist the scientists of the Department of Energy at the Hanford Site,” General Lewis was saying as the world fell away from Helen.

Ally's real. It's all real.

There was another futanari, someone just like her, and she was trapped, imprisoned, experimented on. The room spun around Helen. It was all too much. Unconsciousness crashed into her.


Epilogue: Hope

Ally lay in a daze on her bed, exhausted from an hour on the treadmill. It was so frustrating. She made contact with the watcher, this Helen, finally. And the girl didn't believe her. She thought it was all crazy, just a dream. After she lost Helen, Ally woke up, unable to sleep.

Once again, a path to escape was yanked away from her.

She had tried to get away from that despair, running, masturbating, reading. Nothing worked. Nothing distracted her from the knowledge that she wasn't alone, that there was at least one more futanari out there, sent to this planet like she was.

And the only other futanari was even more clueless than she was. Helen was free. She was out there, having fun, fucking women, doing what they were sent to Earth to do. Whatever that was. She was fulfilling that need that ached inside Ally so badly.

I never will.

Sleep pulled at Ally. She didn't fight it. What was the point? At least she could fuck Sara or Jewel or Jamie or Georgia in them. She could draw them into her dreams, enjoy their bodies, and find the only peace she would have in her life.

Her eyes closed as bitter thoughts choked her mind until sleep relaxed them away.

And then a presence intruded upon her as her dreams blossomed around her. She was in a strange room filled with seats attached to small desks. There were rows of them and... I'm in a school. She had read enough books taking place in classrooms to recognize it.

And there was Helen, lifting her blonde head from one, blinking her eyes. Then they latched onto Ally, so wide and blue behind her glasses. She bounded to her feet, her cock bulging beneath a skirt. She had strange, white pants that clung to her legs. They looked so thin.

Are those tights?

“You're real,” Helen shouted, rushing towards her. “I can't believe this. I don't know why or how, but I saw General Lewis in a documentary.”

Ally blinked. “What?”

“A documentary about the Hanford Site. Where you say you're at. I've never read anything about it really. Not enough to know what I learned today.”

“Yes, you've found out where I am!” Ally squealed.

“I have. You must be if this General Lewis is there. It's a government installation. They used to make nuclear weapons there or something. It's been used for top secret stuff before. And I bet they've hid you there.”

Hope surged through Ally. She gripped Helen's hands, tears beading in her eyes as she gasped, “You have to come save me!”

~   ~~   ~

Doctor Catherine Wood frowned as she monitored Ally's brain waves. The girl had just fallen asleep after a night of restlessness. While Dr. Zhao was cheering her “breakthrough,” Catherine just wanted to forget the sight of that poor man slitting his own throat. It was barbaric.

So she focused on her mystery. Something weird happened in Ally's dreams last night. It had happened before, but not as strongly. It puzzled Catherine, and thinking about it was so much better than...

She blinked away from that horrid image, staring at the brain waves. They were sinking into normal sleep patterns. After ten minutes, dreaming started. For about ten seconds, the patterns looked normal, and then they went wild again like they had last night.

Her brow furrowed. It's almost like two separate brain waves are being shown, like it was trying to display both at the same time but its bouncing between the patterns. 

It sounded so crazy to Catherine, but the things Ally could do were insane. She glanced at the monitor, staring at the sleeping girl. Her lips moved. She didn't recall Ally talking in her sleep normally. She pulled on her headphones, listening to the audio feed from Ally's cell.

She heard mumbles.

She twisted the gain. The speakers crackled with static as they picked up more and more noise. Ally's voice got louder. “Come save me.”

Catherine's stomach twisted.

“Please, you have to come save me. I need you.”

Her heart raced faster and faster. Is Ally...communicating with someone? Is that why her brain waves are so...crazy? 

Is it her creators? Are the aliens who sent her finally making contact?

Her hand shot out to the phone. She grabbed it, dialing Dr. Winthrop's number. He had to be alerted.

To be continued...
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Sneak Preview of “Deidre's Forbidden Wish”

“You finally made it,” the flying girl said, clapping her hands together. “That is wonderful. Oh, I am ever so happy to make your deepest desires come true.”

“Deepest desires?” I blinked.

“Why, to make you what is commonly called these days, a futanari or futa. I rather like that term. Doesn't it sound exotic and beautiful, my dear, Miss Deidre?”

My jaw dropped. The way she talked. “Y-You wrote the letter?”

“Leanan Sidhe, esquire of Summer, at your service,” she said, managing to bow despite being held up by fluttering, gossamer wings. Her cock swayed before you. “Oh, I must say, your passions were so strong for your adopted sister. And I do so love the taboo. It is, I must confess, a letch I have.”

Her tone was so sweet, so child-like, but the diction so mature, refined. My jaw dropped. “This is the weirdest dream ever. The letter, my wild fantasy of having a cock, and... I don't know. Did I watch Peter Pan recently?”

“You think I am Tinker Bell?” A tinkling laugh came from her. “Well, I am what your people call a 'faerie.'” She moved closer to me, her cock bobbing. “Now, as you can see from my tumescent erection, I am quite eager to bestow my gift upon you and let you experience your heart's great desire.”

I blinked again. “What?”

“I am so hard for you, my sweet Miss Deidre,” she moaned, stroking her cock, a clear liquid beading at the tip.

“Hard...” I trembled as she fluttered closer to the bridge I stood on.

“Hard,” she purred, those silver eyes transforming into something full of primal lust, something vast and natural, something greater than I was. I stood transfixed as she alighted before me, her gossamer wings, transparent and delicate like a dragonfly's, folded up behind her. Soft hands cupped my cheeks. “For you, my dear Miss Deidre.”

And then her lips were on mine. My first ever kiss. And what a kiss. Her lips were as sweet as sugar-coated plums and as hot as fresh apple pie. A shiver went through me ending at my nipples and clit, all three nubs aching, hardening, throbbing to be touched.

Her girl-cock rubbed on my stomach, smearing the clear liquid, her precum, on my flesh. Her body pressed tighter against mine, her small breasts brushing my small tits. Our nipples, both hard, kissed and rubbed together. Tingles raced through me from my nubs. I shivered, her dick now trapped between us. So hard. So throbbing against our bellies.

Her arms went around my waist, stroking my naked back. I sighed into the kiss as her finger traced down my spine. A shiver rippled down my body to my pussy. I groaned, my hips undulating. It was so wicked what she was doing to me. How she was touching me.

Stirring me.

The cock felt hotter and hotter on my stomach. It was so impossible for her to have it. My dream was so wild. So magical. It was just like what I imagined, a dick that I could pop my adopted sister's cherry with.

I kissed her back, moaning, our tongues meeting. It was so wild. My first kiss, in a dream, with a fairy like Tinker Bell. Well, not quite like Tinker Bell.

Tinker Bell wasn't hung.

The fingers stroked down to the small of my back and went lower. I gasped as her finger dipped into the crack of my ass, sliding down, brushing my butthole. I groaned, my body trembling as she circled the puckered sphincter, shooting strange delight to my pussy.

I broke the kiss, breathless, staring into her silver eyes. Her lips were wet with our shared saliva. She licked them, shuddering like she enjoyed the taste of my mouth. Her smile grew so girlish and playful as her finger sank into my asshole.

“Leanan Sidhe,” I groaned, my eyes widening. “That's... You're... I...”

“Uh-huh,” she smiled, nodding her head. “Exactly. Feel that finger slide in and out of your asshole. Mmm, doesn't that feel nice?”

I bit my lip and nodded my head.

“We're going to do such nice things.” The fairy undulated her hips. “Mmm, feel my futa-cock rubbing on your belly? How hard it is?”

I nodded my head again.

“Don't you just want to suck it?” She arched her green eyebrows. “Huh? To worship it. To drink my seed? Doesn't that make your little cunny so wet, my dear Miss Deidre?”

“So wet,” I moaned, my voice throaty.

If you want to read more, click here for Deidre's Forbidden Wish (Futa's Taboo Wish 1)! 


Sneak Preview of “Futa's Discovery”

Hooves thundered behind me. I glanced back and caught glimpses of torches through the trees. A mounted patrol raced at me. I looked around, gauging my options. A cliff rose to my right and the dark, impenetrable forest carpeted to my left.

I went with the cliff.

I quickly scrambled up the rough cliff The hooves grew louder as I climbed, their torches nearing. I had to get higher so they wouldn't notice me. By feel, I found thick cracks in the cliff face, hauling myself up. My heart hammered in my chest.

I seized a rock. It was loose. I yelped in fear as my hand slipped. My boot caught in a crevasse, slowing my fall as a rock tumbled and bounced down the cliff to lie in the middle of the road. My heart hammered. The patrol was about to round the corner and see the part of the cliff face I was on.

“Just keep climbing,” I whispered to myself.

I pulled myself higher and higher. The horses neared. The guards shouted with excitement. Their plate armor gleamed and wicked maces hung from the side of their saddles. My fear sped me up. I reached higher and touched a ledge.

I climbed up, pulling myself into the mouth of a cave. I glanced down and decided the cave as better than the soldiers. I reached into my pouch and pulled out my thieves lantern. It was a hooded lantern, allowing light to only spill out the front instead of all around. I lit it and walked into the cave.

“Where did she go?” a man snarled.

“Into the cave,” I giggled, moving deeper, my fear diminishing.

A green light flashed, flooding the cave in emerald for a moment.

I frowned.

It flashed again, the light coming from just above my eyes. I reached up and seized my hairpin. I pulled it free and gaped as the emerald pulsed. I covered it, glancing out the cave mouth. Had the guards noticed?

“You smell wonderful,” a voice hissed out of the darkness.

I turned, my lantern's light falling on a green, scaly snout, a pair of horns above slitted, golden eyes. A snake-like tongue flicked out as I gaped in astonishment. The snout was connected to a sinuous neck that led to large, lizard-like body the size of a horse.

“Dragon?” I croaked. That wasn't possible. They were extinct.

The dragon stood, stretching out its wings and arching its ridged back like it was just waking up. Cobwebs and dust covered its wings and hide, shaken loose as the monster moved. The dragon stepped forward, its nostrils flaring as it inhaled.

“Yes, you do smell wonderful,” hissed the dragon.

“T-thanks,” I stammered, my heart racing. I backed away.

The dragon lunged forward. I gasped, tripping over a stone and falling on my back. I froze in fear as the dragon's snout pressed against my crotch. The dragon let out an almost purring sound as it rubbed its snout up and down my cock.

I wave of warmth went over me.

“Just delicious. I must taste you,” hissed the dragon. Her tongue—I was beginning to realize the dragon was female though I had no idea how I could tell—caressed my stomach between my vest and pants. “I've been waiting for you, futanari.”

“Y-you have,” I stammered, my cock swelling. Sometimes, it had a mind of its own.

The dragon's mouth opened and sharp teeth tore at my pants, ripping the lacings open. My cock spilled out half hard. The dragon's forked tongue wrapped around it, warm and nimble, slipping up and down.

A low moan escaped my lips. “W-what are you doing?”

“Enjoying your cock,” answered the dragon. And then her mouth opened wide, her maw full of sharp teeth, and she swallowed my cock.

I froze in fear. But she didn't bite. She sucked.

“Oh, wow,” I groaned as the dragon's mouth slid up and down my cock, her forked tongue playing with the tip. It was so different than a woman's mouth. The dragon could easily engulf my entire length, and she sucked hard. Her mouth was a furnace, the warmth pouring into me.

The dragon's slitted eyes stared into mine as her sinuous neck worked her mouth up and down my cock. The dragon purred louder, the vibrations rumbling through my cock. I moaned again as the dragon pleasured me.

“That's nice,” I gasped, reaching out, my hand shaking, to stroke her scaled hide.

If you want to read more click here for Futa's Discovery (A Futa and Her Dragon 1)! 
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