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Naughty Excerpt from “Futa's Passion Spreads”

But Helen was different.

Ally's heart beat faster. A delicious tingle rushed through her body as their lips worked together. Their soft kiss slowly grew harder and harder. Their lips working. Helen's delicate fingers traced down Ally's back towards her ass. She gripped the futa's curves, pulling their throbbing dicks tighter.

Ally moaned into the kiss. It was so exhilarating. Heat rushed through her. Her pussy clenched while juices dribbled down her thighs. She squirmed more, her own hands sliding up and down Helen's side before reaching around to grip her slim ass, squeezing her butt-cheeks.

She tastes so wonderful.

Their tongues met next, their heads turning. Helen moaned now, shivering against Ally. Their tongues caressed as their kiss deepened. Passion quickened between them. Over the scent of Helen's skin, she smelled their hot pussies: her own sweet musk and a spicy flavor.

You smell wonderful, Helen.

Helen broke the kiss, her eyes so wide. “Oh, Ally, you taste amazing.”

“So do you,” grinned Ally. “But I bet your pussy tastes even better.”

“And my cum?” grinned Helen.

“Oh, yes!” panted Ally. “Let's sixty-nine. Candy taught me it.”

“She's the futa you were fucking, right?”

Ally nodded her head. “It's so fun. Let's love each other, Helen.”

The blonde futanari's smile lit up Ally's soul. Such excitement beat in her heart. She concentrated, able to control her dream, and formed a soft meadow for them to lie on. She had never seen grass in real life, only pictures in the books. But she had gotten better at conjuring it thanks to her slaves' comments.

“Oh, my,” Helen said, sinking to the ground. “Oh, that's nice. Mmm, the grass feels wonderful on my skin.”

“Does it feel like real grass?” Ally asked, biting her lip.

Helen blinked up at the curvy futanari. “You don't know?”

Ally shook her head as she sank down to the grass. She stretched out on it beside Helen, her lips near the blonde futanari's cock. “I've never left the base.”

“That's horrible!” There was such anger in Helen's voice, and that made the hope in Ally's heart swell more. “Oooh, I can't believe it. That's monstrous. What right do they have to keep you in there?”

“I'm an alien,” Ally said. “We're aliens.”

“Still,” Helen said. “Darn them. That's so wrong.” She reached out, grabbing Ally's hips and pulling her girl-cock closer. She licked the tip. “I'll get you out. Leann used to be an army soldier when she was a man. I bet she knows how.”

Before Ally could answer, she gasped as Helen engulfed her dick, sucking so hard on it. Her eyes widened at the hot pressure surging through her body. She spasmed, her pussy clenching as the pleasure rushed through her body. Her eyes rolled back into her head at the incredible suction on her cock.

It was so amazing. Better than she had ever felt. Helen just made it so wonderful. Her pussy clenched with each suck, her dick throbbing. The pleasure rippled through her body. She groaned, reaching out and grabbing Helen's hips.

Pulling the blonde's futa-cock closer.

Ally opened her mouth and engulfed Helen's cock. She sucked so hard, shivering as they blew each other. The pleasure ran through their bodies. Her futa-dick ached in Helen's mouth. It made her moan and suck so hard on Helen's dick, her tongue licking, sliding across the crown.

And tasting the joys of salty precum.

Ally savored the flavor of Helen's precum. She sucked harder, drawing more of the slippery juices out. They coated her tongue. Her body trembled at the wicked thrill. And Helen's own tongue sweeping about her cock, teasing her and making her moan in delight.

To find out what happens next, read on!
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Chapter One: Futanari Celebration

Ally, code name Project STARFALL, had never been happier in her entire nineteen years of life than she was at this exact moment. Finally, she had hope of escaping the secret military facility where she had been raised since being found as an infant by the U.S. Army. She was a being engineered by aliens and sent to earth for a purpose.

Ally did not understand what her purpose was. But it had something to do with her nature. She was a hermaphrodite of the most unusual kind. Ally preferred the term futanari to describe herself. Biologically, she was female with two X chromosomes and almost 100% human. Only her clitoris was different. The aliens who created her transformed her clitoris into a fully functional cock.

A cock far bigger than human males, her ovaries producing almost fifty times as much cum as theirs.

It was her cum where the real differences lay. Her seed had unusual properties. Anyone who sampled it, whether through their mouths, pussies, or assess, would become obsessed with her. They would love her and want to help her out. If they were men, they would become women, her cum rewriting their DNA and changing them.

The military was very interested in her cum.

All Ally wanted to do was escape the facility. They kept her from loving women, especially those who had already tasted her cum. They kept her in a cell. Yes, it was furnished with books and exercise equipment, a comfortable bed, and curtains to hide the cinder block walls. But it was still a cell. She had never been outside the facility.

Never seen the sun. She had no hope. Until Helen.

Because Ally had learned she wasn't the only futanari sent to earth. Another one had landed without being found. She had grown up away from the military's molestation and was attending college, completely unaware that she was special, that she was sent on a mission.

But now their minds had linked telepathically through their dreams. They were united.

“You really believe me?” Ally asked. The redheaded futanari hugged the slimmer, blonde Helen so tightly. They were opposites in many ways. Ally was busty and curvy, her hair as fiery as her passions, but Helen was slim and petite, her hair pale like her skin, her manners more reserved.

“Yes,” Helen said.

They were sharing Ally's dream. It was the only way they could communicate. Over the last two weeks, they had been connecting, sometimes when one or the other was having sex, and then later sharing their dreams. At first, Helen had thought it was crazy, refusing to accept it.

Ally despaired that Helen would never believe her.

“And you know where I am?” Ally repeated again.

Helen nodded. “The Hanford Site in Eastern Washington. It's only a few hours from where I am.”

“Yes!” Ally said, hugging Helen tighter. They were both naked in the dream, and the redheaded futa was suddenly so aware of Helen's flesh. The blonde's small, firm breasts pressed into Ally's pillowy mounds. Their shifting bodies caused their nipples to kiss.

And that caused Ally's cock to harden.

As her pussy itched, her cock swelled, pressing against Helen's girl-dick. Helen's blue eyes widened behind her glasses. She shuddered as their dicks both grew erect, throbbing against each other. The futanari shifted, letting their dicks slide upward, rubbing against the other's, their crowns brushing.

Oh, that's nice.

One of Ally's slaves, as she thought of the few women she had dominated, was a futanari. Candy had been allowed to have sex with a male soldier, an experiment on Dr. Zhao's part. No one expected the male soldier to become a woman or Candy to become a futanari.

But her cock didn't feel as exciting as Helen's. The blonde's felt as big as Ally's did. The same length and girth. We were made for each other. She could feel it, looking into Helen's blue eyes. The connection. Her heart beat faster. 

“And I'm going to rescue you,” Helen promised, such conviction in her voice. “It's not right to have you trapped. You should be free.”

“Fucking all those women in my harem?” grinned Ally. “Spreading my seed?”

Helen nodded her head. “There are so many beautiful women out here to enjoy. Even if some of them used to be men.”

“Ooh, so you're learning about that?” Ally grinned. “How our seed changes women and men?”

Helen nodded, her hips shifting. “It's so hot. Eden is the sexiest woman in my harem. She's just perfect. Huge tits, blonde hair, and how she moans when I fuck her. Trish is so lucky to have her heart.”

Ally just let the names roll over her. They didn't matter right now. Not with Helen in her arms. She leaned in, nuzzling her lips against Helen's. Normally, the redheaded futanari was a lot more bold. When she summoned her slaves to her dreams, she kissed them hard and used their bodies.

But Helen was different.

Ally's heart beat faster. A delicious tingle rushed through her body as their lips worked together. Their soft kiss slowly grew harder and harder. Their lips working. Helen's delicate fingers traced down Ally's back towards her ass. She gripped the futa's curves, pulling their throbbing dicks tighter.

Ally moaned into the kiss. It was so exhilarating. Heat rushed through her. Her pussy clenched while juices dribbled down her thighs. She squirmed more, her own hands sliding up and down Helen's side before reaching around to grip her slim ass, squeezing her butt-cheeks.

She tastes so wonderful.

Their tongues met next, their heads turning. Helen moaned now, shivering against Ally. Their tongues caressed as their kiss deepened. Passion quickened between them. Over the scent of Helen's skin, she smelled their hot pussies: her own sweet musk and a spicy flavor.

You smell wonderful, Helen.

Helen broke the kiss, her eyes so wide. “Oh, Ally, you taste amazing.”

“So do you,” grinned Ally. “But I bet your pussy tastes even better.”

“And my cum?” grinned Helen.

“Oh, yes!” panted Ally. “Let's sixty-nine. Candy taught me it.”

“She's the futa you were fucking, right?”

Ally nodded her head. “It's so fun. Let's love each other, Helen.”

The blonde futanari's smile lit up Ally's soul. Such excitement beat in her heart. She concentrated, able to control her dream, and formed a soft meadow for them to lie on. She had never seen grass in real life, only pictures in the books. But she had gotten better at conjuring it thanks to her slaves' comments.

“Oh, my,” Helen said, sinking to the ground. “Oh, that's nice. Mmm, the grass feels wonderful on my skin.”

“Does it feel like real grass?” Ally asked, biting her lip.

Helen blinked up at the curvy futanari. “You don't know?”

Ally shook her head as she sank down to the grass. She stretched out on it beside Helen, her lips near the blonde futanari's cock. “I've never left the base.”

“That's horrible!” There was such anger in Helen's voice, and that made the hope in Ally's heart swell more. “Oooh, I can't believe it. That's monstrous. What right do they have to keep you in there?”

“I'm an alien,” Ally said. “We're aliens.”

“Still,” Helen said. “Darn them. That's so wrong.” She reached out, grabbing Ally's hips and pulling her girl-cock closer. She licked the tip. “I'll get you out. Leann used to be an army soldier when she was a man. I bet she knows how.”

Before Ally could answer, she gasped as Helen engulfed her dick, sucking so hard on it. Her eyes widened at the hot pressure surging through her body. She spasmed, her pussy clenching as the pleasure rushed through her body. Her eyes rolled back into her head at the incredible suction on her cock.

It was so amazing. Better than she had ever felt. Helen just made it so wonderful. Her pussy clenched with each suck, her dick throbbing. The pleasure rippled through her body. She groaned, reaching out and grabbing Helen's hips.

Pulling the blonde's futa-cock closer.

Ally opened her mouth and engulfed Helen's cock. She sucked so hard, shivering as they blew each other. The pleasure ran through their bodies. Her futa-dick ached in Helen's mouth. It made her moan and suck so hard on Helen's dick, her tongue licking, sliding across the crown.

And tasting the joys of salty precum.

Ally savored the flavor of Helen's precum. She sucked harder, drawing more of the slippery juices out. They coated her tongue. Her body trembled at the wicked thrill. And Helen's own tongue sweeping about her cock, teasing her and making her moan in delight.

The red-haired futanari had to breathe through her nose. Every inhalation was filled with Helen's strong, spicy musk. She had a perfect view of Helen's blonde pubic hair matted with her excitement. Those folds were so close.

Her mouth popped off Helen's cock and she moaned, “Mmm, I need to taste that pussy.”

She stroked Helen's cock as she nuzzled between her thighs. She kissed at the wet pussy, blonde hair tickling her lips and cheek. The spicy musk was intoxicating. Her tongue lapped out, swirling through her folds and gathering the wonderful delight.

Helen sucked so hard on her dick.

Ally's pussy clenched again. Her toes curled at the powerful suction. Helen was so hungry for her cock. It made her tongue bury deep into the blonde futanari's pussy. She swirled it around, gathering the sweet cream. It made her tremble and groan, wiggling her tongue as deep as possible. Helen's pussy walls contracted about her tongue, spurred by her touch.

“Oh, that's so wonderful. Mmm, you taste so good,” Ally moaned.

Helen's mouth popped off Ally's dick. “I have to taste you, too.”

“Mmm, yes,” purred the redheaded futanari.

Helen's lips kissed down Ally's cock. The blonde nuzzled closer and closer to Ally's pussy until hot lips were buried in her fiery bush and tonguing at her virgin slit. Ally shuddered, her toes curling hard as Helen's tongue slid along her folds and brushed her hymen.

“You're a virgin!” gasped Helen

“They keep me in a cell,” moaned the redhead. “I've only been with Candy in my dreams. And she never fucks me.”

“Never?” Helen groaned. “Oh, you are missing out.”

“Then show me,” Ally moaned and jammed her tongue deep into Helen's cunt.

“I will!”

The two futanari moaned, stroking each other's dicks as they tongued each other's cunts. Ally gathered up so much spicy juices. They poured out of Helen's cunt. The blonde's girl-cock throbbed in Ally's hand, precum spilling against her pillowy tits. The tip nudged her breasts. She rubbed it about them as she devoured her lover.

And Helen's tongue was amazing. It flew across Ally's folds, teasing her. Helen's thumb caressed the tip of her cock, shooting delight to her pussy. The delicious sensations mixed in her depths, a savory stew she was eager to feast upon.

“Oh, Helen, yes,” groaned Ally. “Mmm, you're so amazing.”

“So are you! And so delicious. I love your sweet musk. And your hymen.”

Ally gasped as Helen's tongue pressed on her maidenhead. The membrane stretched for a moment before the blonde's hot lips sucked on Ally's labia. Pleasure surged through her. Her cock throbbed in Helen's grip.

She moaned into Helen's pussy as everything swelled. She licked up and tongued so hard, stroking the futanari's big dick. The shaft throbbed in her hands. Her tits were dripping in precum now. She shuddered, trembling, all the stimulation surging through her.

Ally came.

“Helen!” she moaned into the blonde's pussy.

Her cock erupted, cum splattering her belly and Helen's tits. Her pussy convulsed, sweet juices flooding out into Helen's hungry lips. The rapture shot through Ally. She jammed her tongue deep into the blonde futanari's pussy, swirling it around. Stars danced before her eyes as she trembled and groaned.

And then Helen came.

Jizz splattered across Ally's tits. The juices burned. She loved the feel of them decorating her breasts. Thick and creamy. The futa-cum ran down her mounds as she shuddered, her cock firing its last blasts against Helen.

“Oh, Ally, that was hot,” moaned Helen. “But I need to fuck you. I need to pop your cherry.”

“I just wish it was in real life,” groaned Ally, equally eager to have her cherry popped.

“It will be,” Helen promised, rolling onto her back. Ally did the same, her big breasts heaving, covered in Helen's spunk.

Helen pushed up her glasses, eyeing those tits. She smiled as she rose. She moved, settling between Ally's open thighs. Helen grabbed the redhead's big breasts, squeezing them and bringing those cum-covered mounds closer to her hungry lips.

Ally shuddered as Helen's hot tongue ran across her flesh, gathering the futa-jizz spilled on her. It was so exciting. So wonderfully naughty. It made her groan and gasp as that wicked tongue slid up to her nipple, coated in jizz, and gather the spunk

“Mmm, you just love your own cum,” purred Ally. “Don't you?”

“Oh, yes,” panted Helen. She licked another line of jizz. This one ran down the inner slope of Ally's big breasts. “So salty and good.”

Ally reached out, swiping up a line of her cum on Helen's breasts. She brought the white glob to the blonde's lips. She eagerly sucked it off Ally's fingers, making the redhead moan, “Who's is better?”

“Yours,” Helen answered.

Ally grinned. She seized her right breast, bringing the large mound to her lips. She could suck on her own nipple. She swirled her tongue around Helen's salty cum coating her areola, gathering the delicious treat.

“Mmm, I think yours is better,” Ally said.

“I think we'll argue all day,” Helen said. “So we better agree to disagree, or we'll never get to the cherry popping.”

Ally's pussy clenched. “Yes!”

Ally shuddered as Helen pressed her thick futa-dick against the redhead's virgin pussy. Trembles shot from her untouched flesh to her aching cock throbbing above her stomach. Precum dripped, forming a small puddle on her sleek belly.

Helen thrust.

Ally's eyes widened at the sharp prick of pain as her cherry popped. Then the utter delight of being filled by a futa slammed through her. She clenched her pussy down on the futanari's cock as it buried into her depths.

“Oh, fuck!” gasped Ally, shuddering, the trembles racing to the tip of her futa-dick.

“Uh-huh,” groaned Helen, a huge grin on her face, her braided, blonde hair spilling off her shoulders. “And you are so tight. So hot.”

“And you're so big,” moaned Ally, her voice throaty. Her pussy clenched on the invading cock. “Fuck me! Pound me!”

Helen kissed Ally as she did just that.

Their tongues danced as their bodies heaved together. Ally's cock throbbed, trapped between their bodies. Her shaft ached, pulses flickering up it, making her shiver and groan. She moaned into Helen's mouth, her hips meeting Helen's thrusts, as the pleasure rippled through her body.

It was so different being fucked than doing the fucking. Ally loved the burning plunge of Helen's girl-dick deep into her cunt. Her pussy clenched on it, the friction sending ripples of delight through her body, spurring her hips to move, to undulate, to embrace every bit of this passion.

Their lips broke their kiss, Helen groaning, “Oh, yes, this is amazing, Ally! And soon, I promise, we'll do this in real life.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Ally gasped. This felt so right. So perfect. Helen would come and rescue her. And together, they would figure out their purpose. Why they were created. It would be amazing.

Their bodies heaved. Every plunge of Helen's cock swelled the pressure in her depths. It made Ally twitch and groan. Her eyes squeezed shut as the rapture built in her. She shuddered, back arching, grinding her large breasts into Helen's smaller, firmer tits.

The friction was incredible. It was amazing. Her dick ached and throbbed between their stomachs, twitching every time Helen buried into her depths. She loved that futa-cock reaming her. She clenched her pussy down on it.

Making Helen groan.

“Are you going to cum in me?” Ally asked, staring into her lover's eyes past shining glasses.

“Oh, yes,” moaned Helen, her voice so throaty. “I'm going to cum so hard. I'm going to explode in you!”

“Do it!” Ally begged. “Cum in me! Give it all to me. I want it. I want to feel your jizz flooding me. I want to feel it spurting in me so deep.”

“So deep,” groaned Helen, thrusting harder, ramming her dick in so deep. “I'll fill you to the brim.”

“Yes!”

Ally came.

Her pussy spasmed about the amazing girl-dick reaming over and over into her. The rapture flooded through her body. Her cock pulsed with every blast of cum. It spurted between them, smearing spunk across their bellies and breasts. It was so hot, her seed staining them while Helen's cock thrust harder and harder.

Which only made her orgasm more and more powerful.

Stars burned through Ally's eyes. She gasped out so loudly, trembling as the pleasure surged through her. It was amazing. Rapturous. Her pussy spasmed so hard, eager for the hot splash of futa-cum to fill her.

Helen thrust forward and came.

Her cum fired into Ally's pussy. Helen's face twisted with pleasure as her girl-jizz flooded Ally. The redheaded futa trembled, drinking in the sensations. She loved every moment of it. She groaned and gasped, twitching beneath her lover, their nipples kissing.

“You're so amazing,” Ally moaned.

“I will save you!” Helen promised, her face twisting. “I will rescue—”

She vanished. Ally groaned, trembling on her soft grass, panting for breath, tears of joy falling down her face.

~   ~~   ~

“—you,” Helen mumbled as she blinked awake.

“I hope the video wasn't that boring,” a woman said, standing over the nineteen-year-old futanari.

Embarrassment flushed through Helen as she sat up. Professor Noguerra, her ENVR 105 teacher, loomed over her. The curvy Latina had a warm smile on her lips instead of anything stern, relaxing Helen. The woman was gorgeous, an older beauty. Helen knew the joys of a mature lover. Dr. Maura Roy and her gender-swapped wife Leann were both amazing. 

“Sorry, Professor,” Helen said. “I'm just...not getting much sleep.”

“Pushing yourself too hard?” Professor Noguerra asked.

“Yeah,” Helen smiled, her body trembling as she realized what lay before her. She was going to free Ally from a U.S. Military secret base. It would be so dangerous.

But she had powers. Things she could exploit. Her dick throbbed so hard. A reckless thrill shot through her. She would save Ally, no matter what. She just had to figure it out. Her cock throbbed so hard. 

“Well, try to take it easy,” the beautiful woman said. Though her pink pantsuit was unflattering, it did little to hide the woman's curves.

Helen's dick ached. She needed satisfaction. But if she was going to fuck a professor, there was one even hotter than Rosalita Noguerra. She had hesitated earlier, but now that she had made her decision to free Ally, she could do anything.

“I have to go, Professor. I'm so sorry for falling asleep.” Helen hesitated, her dick throbbing in her tights and panties. The sophomore futanari looked at her professor's beautiful face. “I'll make it up to you. I promise.”

“Well, I can't wait,” she said. There was a twinkle in her eye, a bit of attraction. Helen knew that was caused by pheromones she produced. It made women...attracted to her. 

I was engineered to seduce women. Why?


Chapter Two: Conference

Dr. Jingy Zhao was not happy to be called from her lab. She just had the most important breakthrough in her research of Subject STARFALL's cum. She had figured out how to engineer it into a real mind control serum. Absolute power over a person exposed to the jizz. She had eliminated the property that gave Ally any form of control along with stopping the semen from rewriting the subject's DNA, turning a man into a woman.

It was astonishing what she had done, working nearly round the clock for the last two weeks. She hadn't even left the Project STARFALL bunker located beneath an office building. The Department of Energy operated the building above, coordinating their cleanup of the Hanford reactors from there. It was the perfect place to house the Department of Defense's most top secret project.

So she wasn't at all pleased to be called from her lab.

Though she had cracked the mind control part—making a soldier who would, hopefully, be immune to Ally's powers and thus not under the control of her creators, if and when they arrived on earth—she hadn't figured out how to make said control selective. Anyone could give the target an order, and they would obey.

Including to commit suicide.

That had been such a rush watching the man slit his own throat. Such power. Dr. Zhao still tingled. What a scientific discovery she had made today. She was finding more and more ways that biology could be engineered and used thanks to Ally and her special cum.

The petite, Chinese scientist strode through the concrete hallways. The walls were exposed cinder blocks, the ceiling and floors concrete slabs. A network of pipes and electrical conduits ran on the ceiling above her. The place was a maze, but she had worked here for years. She knew her way around. 

She adjusted her glasses when she reached the conference room, the tail of her white lab coat swirling about her legs. She wore sea-green medical scrubs beneath. She took a deep breath, controlling her anger, smoothing out her dusky-olive features. She pursed her lips tight and strode in, back straight, projecting confidence.

“Good, we're all here,” Dr. Roland Winthrop said. Nominally, he was in charge of Project STARFALL, the head research scientist. He was on the Delta Force team that had found Ally in her pod nineteen years ago when she landed on earth. “Dr. Wood has important news to brief us on.” 

Dr. Zhao arched an eyebrow, glancing at Dr. Catherine Woods as she took her seat at the conference table. Her chair creaked. Catherine stood up stiffly, her hands washing together. She was a younger woman than Dr. Zhao, her brown hair held back in a ponytail. She pushed up her delicate glasses on her nose as she headed to the podium. She wore a similar lab coat to Dr. Zhao's, but her medical scrubs were blue.

What important discovery did you make? Catherine was Dr. Zhao's research assistant. And one who didn't have the stomach for the science going on down here. 

General Maxwell Lewis, the true person in command of the facility, watched Catherine like a hawk. The middle-aged, Black man had steel-gray hair, which only enhanced the commanding aura about his chiseled frame. He wore his dress blues, his medals on display, his three stars glinting gold on his epaulets.

Heat flushed Dr. Zhao's cheeks at the memory of her transgression being watched by the general.

“Thank you all for coming,” Catherine said, her voice betraying her nervousness. “For the last few weeks, I have been monitoring the brain waves of Ally. I mean, Subject STARFALL.” Everyone used Ally's nickname, given to her by Dr. Winthrop at a young age. “For the last several weeks, they have been growing very unusual while she's sleeping.”

Dr. Zhao frowned. She vaguely remembered Catherine being distracted with this nonsense while their true research was underway. The Chinese scientist folded her arms, her brow furrowing, as she wondered what significance there could be in Ally's brain wave activity.

“They had puzzled me,” Catherine said, “because certain frequencies shouldn't be active during sleep, but they were. Even weirder was how the signals were behaving. The strongest anomaly came only an hour ago.”

Catherine fumbled with a transparency printout, sticking it on a projector. She flicked it on. A fan whirled to life as the light shone the image of a brain wave printout onto the screen. It was chaotic, lines bouncing all over the place.

“I see a lot of noise,” Dr. Zhao said.

“Yes, noise,” nodded Catherine. “Exactly. That's what's so significant about these readings.”

“And you are sure the sensors are working correctly?” Dr. Zhao cocked her head. “Those don't look like normal brain wave activity to me. Is Ally sick?”

“No, they are abnormal,” Dr. Winthrop said. “That was my first question to Dr. Wood when she brought this to me. Ally is fine. My next question was about the equipment.”

The general remained silent, watching, his ebony face intent.

“The EEG is working,” Catherine said, pushing up her glasses again. “I checked the systems. These are Ally's brain waves while she was taking a nap. They went back to normal the moment she woke up.”

Dr. Zhao frowned. Catherine was squeamish but she wasn't stupid. She knew how to do her work. “What do you see that I'm not?” the Chinese scientist asked. “It looks like she is having a seizure. A bad one with that much activity.” 

“What?” General Lewis asked.

“She wasn't having a seizure,” Catherine said. “She's fine. She's moving around. In fact, she appears to have come out of the depression that gripped her since her escape attempt. She's acting quite...manic. That's part of the problem. Why I called this meeting.”

“I am lost,” General Lewis said.

Dr. Zhao nodded her head in agreement.

Catherine flushed and took a deep breath. “Well, General, I believe that the reason the brain waves are so chaotic is simple: our machine was picking up a second set of brain waves.”

The general blinked.

Dr. Zhao's stomach roiled. “She was communicating with someone? We know she has some form of telepathy after her escape attempt.”

During another test of the mind control serum, the subject had appeared to be under Dr. Zhao's control. But it turned out Ally was controlling the subject from her cell through telepathy. She had waited for the right moment and made her escape, hitting Catherine and choking Dr. Zhao before the Delta Force security overpowered the test subject.

Catherine nodded her head. “I fear Ally's creators have made contact with her. It is why she is so excited. She was talking in her sleep. It was very faint, but I turned up the volume. Most was too slurred, to mumbled to understand, but I heard her clearly begging for help and then being ecstatic.”

“You are saying her creators are coming for her?” General Lewis asked.

“Yes, General.”

Dr. Zhao's stomach tightened. She couldn't help flicking her eyes at the concrete ceiling, picturing the sky above her full of stars. What do you want? Why did you send her with these abilities? 

“When?” General Lewis growled.

Catherine shook her head. “No idea.”

He leaned back in his chair, forehead furrowed. He glanced at Dr. Zhao. “How long to perfect your serum?”

“I have no idea, General,” Dr. Zhao answered. “Until I can figure out how to make the subject imprint and only accept commands from one individual, or at least control who that individual is, anyone can give orders. It would not be the inoculation for the soldiers we are looking for.” 

“Keep working at it,” he growled. “This is important. I will have security increased. Another unit of special forces.”

“Should we move?” Dr. Winthrop asked.

General Lewis considered it then shook his head. “If they can communicate with her, then assume they know where she is. They can triangulate where her brain waves are coming from and find her anywhere. So let's not disrupt Dr. Zhao's research if we don't have to. We'll have NORAD Space Command watching low earth orbit for anything unusual.”

Dr. Zhao trembled. “Should we interrogate Ally?”

Dr. Winthrop squirmed. “What do you mean?”

“Question her.” Dr. Zhao had proposed this in the past, using coercive methods to find out more. The girl claimed she didn't know who sent her or why, but she could be lying. “With force, if need be. Find out what she knows about this rescue.”

“Then she could tip off her people,” General Lewis said. “From now on, we have to be very careful about what we say around her.” His eyes met Dr. Zhao's. 

Her cheeks warmed even more even as her pussy clenched. It still shocked her that General Lewis knew about her “alternative” method of collecting Ally's cum. Using a condom, she fucked the futanari's dick. It made her orgasm so hard. But the last time she had done it, General Lewis had walked in and watched, jerking off. 

“I will be careful, General,” the scientist answered, her cheeks on fire. The petite woman shivered in her chair, aching to collect a sample of Ally's futa-jizz right now.

“Good. Get back to work. I will make arrangements to beef up security.” General Lewis folded his hands. “But we need that serum. If we can get that, we can begin inoculating the troops. Maybe we'll have a chance when her creators come.”

“They may not be hostile,” Dr. Winthrop said. “Ally could be an ambassador. And one we have mistreated.”

“You've seen what her semen does,” General Lewis said.

“I've seen what we made it do,” Dr. Winthrop muttered, his face dark.

I improved it, Dr. Zhao said, not flinching from her boss's gaze. She was proud of her work. 


Chapter Three: Futanari Coeds Go Wild

Trish was surprised to find her gender-swapped girlfriend Eden walking up with another girl. Eden, transformed from a muscular hunk into a busty blonde, had had a huge grin on her near-perfect face. She was such a lovely girl. And it made Trish's futa-cock ache so badly to look at her.

Everything had changed in the last few days. First Trish's best friend from junior high school, Helen, had revealed she was a futanari. And then she had fucked Trish hard. And a lot. Trish loved her friend so much. She would do anything for Helen. She even helped Helen increase the size of her harem, injecting her lover's futa-cum into the cheerleaders' drinks while they practiced. Now four of them loved Helen just as much as Trish did.

But while Trish enjoyed Helen's huge, throbbing dick, a new lust had grown in her. She had been so horny to make love to her boyfriend, Ethan. She loved Ethan. The pair had started dating last year when Trish was a freshman. They lived together now in a house rented from the University of Puget Sound, the college she attended. When Trish made love to Ethan, everything changed when his small cock erupted into her pussy. 

His orgasm had triggered changes in them both. Trish became a futa, growing a cock almost as huge as Helen's, and Ethan became Eden.

“Eden says you have a huge cock,” the girl said with a bold arching of her eyebrows. “She was telling me all about it down at the Diversion Cafe.”

Trish arched an eyebrow. The brunette futanari had a smile playing on her lips. What are you up to, Eden? 

“We were standing in line and she was talking to her friend about how hung Black guys were. Well, I told her my girlfriend had a bigger cock than that. A girl-cock.”

“Which I thought was BS,” the new girl said. She had dusky skin, her face a mix of European and African features. She had blue eyes but the thick hair of a Black woman falling down to her shoulders in tight curls. “But she insisted. She bet me fifty dollars.” The girl's eyes flicked me up and down. “You don't look like you're transgender. You look like a natural-born girl.” 

Trish smiled, which brought out the dimples in her cheeks. “I am a natural-born girl. But I also have a huge cock.” It twitched in her panties as it hardened.

The girl's eyes widened, staring at the bulge tenting the front of Trish's tight jeans. When her cock was soft, it could be uncomfortable in her panties. But when she got hard, her cock hardly fit at all. And she was getting so hard. This girl was cute, her multi-racial features looking so sexy.

“That better be a real cock,” the girl said. “She could have stuffed a balled up sock or something in her pants.”

“Oh, it's real,” Trish said, looking around. They were in a shaded part of campus, not a lot of students bustling nearby. She backed up off the path into a little cubby made by flowering bushes. “Want to see it?”

“I want that fifty dollars your girlfriend bet me,” the girl said, marching in after Trish. “I bet you just have a dildo down there. It's pretty kinky wearing your strap-on to classes, but I don't judge. Whatever floats your boat.”

Eden moved up behind the girl. “You won't be disappointed, Melika. It's huge.”

Trish popped the fastener of her jeans. The old her would never have had the courage to do this. She would have chickened out at the idea of dropping her jeans out in public. But that was before she became futanari. It changed her, made her so bold. She knew that once Melika saw her dick, she would want to taste it. 

And once she tastes my cum, she'll be mine, just like I'm Helen's. And thus, she'll also be Helen's. And Helen deserves every woman in the world to be hers.

The zipper rasped. Excitement grew in Melika's eyes. She licked her lips, her hips shifting from side to side. Trish's pink panties came into view, bulging around her throbbing dick. It was half bent as it struggled to straighten, caught against her skin and the stretchy fabric.

“Ready?” Trish asked, hooking her thumbs into her panties' waistband.

“Ready to win my fifty dollars,” Melika nodded, her thick hair swaying about her shoulders.

Eden groaned in pure lust as Trish unveiled her futa-cock. The big, thick, throbbing shaft flopped out, bouncing and pointing right at Melika. The girl gasped, her hands shooting to her breasts as she stared at the monstrous cock.

“See, my girlfriend's got a cock bigger than any Black guy,” Eden said, such pride bursting in her throat. “She's hung.”

“Holy fucking shit,” panted the half-Black girl. Her eyes were so wide.

Trish pushed her panties farther down, her cock thrusting from the folds of her pussy, surrounded by the soft curls of her brown pubic hair. She slid a finger down her shaft, reaching her pussy lips and pushing them aside, flashing pink. “See, no balls. But I do have a cunt.”

Melika let out a gurgling moan as she shuddered. “No fucking way. That's thrusting out where your clit should be. How is that possible?”

“She's a futanari,” moaned Eden, pressing into Melika's back. She hugged the girl, nuzzling into her thick hair. “Don't you just want to fall to you knees and suck that cock?”

“Yes,” Melika breathed, her words confused. “I don't understand... It's so huge. It's so gorgeous.”

“And it's so in need of cumming,” moaned Eden. “Come on, let's make her cum. You'll love it.”

Trish took Melika's hand, bringing it trembling to her cock. The girl's blue eyes widened as she wrapped her fingers about the thick shaft. Trish groaned as Melika stroked her girl-dick, sliding up and down it.

Then Melika let out a moan of pure lust, fell to her knees, and kissed at the tip. She licked at the precum flooding out, gathering it on her tongue. Her eyes were squeezed shut as she moaned out her excitement.

“Oh, god, this is so wild.” She licked again. “Can't believe I'm doing this.”

“It only gets better,” Eden said, joining the girl. Her golden curls spilled over Melika's dark locks before a second tongue licked at Trish's cock.

The pleasure raced down her dick to her pussy. She groaned, trembling beneath the utter joy of having them both lick at her pussy. The sheer naughtiness of it made Trish tremble. Everything had changed because of Helen.

And Trish loved her for it.

“That's it,” the futanari groaned. “Mmm, Eden, you are the best girlfriend ever!”

“I knew you'd like her,” Eden moaned between licks. “Now let's suck her cock, Melika. That'll make her go wild.” 

“Yes!” Melika groaned. Her plump lips opened wide and engulfed Trish's girl-cock.

The brunette futanari groaned. Her entire body shook at the pleasure engulfing her cock. The sucking pressure had her trembling. Her eyes rolled back into her head as she savored the wicked sensations. Her pussy clenched, juices dribbling down her thighs to her panties. As she shook, her jeans and underwear worked farther and farther down her thighs until they bunched a few inches above her knees.

Eden took advantage of that, nuzzling into Trish's pussy and licking. Even when she was a guy, Eden was the best pussy licker. And being transformed did not diminish her skill one bit. Trish shuddered, grinding on her girlfriend's face while Melika sucked and bobbed on her cock.

The dual pleasures burned through Trish.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she gasped, bucking, her orgasm swelling in the depths of her pussy. “Oh, Eden, lick my pussy! And Melika! I'm going to flood so much cum into your mouth.”

The half-Black girl moaned louder, sucking so hard. She tried to draw the cum out of the depths of Trish's pussy. Trish trembled, her back arching, her tits bouncing in her blouse. Her nipples were so hard. Dizzy waves of pleasure shot through her. She grabbed Melika's thick hair and Eden's fine strands, holding on tight.

Melika sucked and bobbed, slurping noisily, expressing her passion for Trish's cock. The futanari's pussy clenched on Eden's tongue diving deep into her folds before wiggling around and brushing her inner walls. It was all so wonderful. So exciting.

Trish moaned out her passion, not caring who heard her. She hoped someone saw her. A cute girl to fuck or a hot guy to transform. The sudden urge to see Eden fuck a guy shot through Trish, to watch her beautiful woman writhe beneath a muscular man. 

Would the man change into a woman?

Would Eden become a futanari?

Trish wanted to find out. Her pussy clenched so badly. “Yes!”

Her voice echoed out of their hidden alcove. Her pussy clenched on Eden's wonderful tongue. Cum fired from her cock, spilling into Melika's mouth. The girl's blue eyes shot so wide open. Her dusky face contorted as she gulped down blast after blast of cum.

“I know, futa-cum is the best,” panted Trish as her pleasure rippled through her.

Eden drank down her pussy juices, tonguing her, keeping her delight going wild as she kept firing jizz into Melika's hungry mouth. Futanari had so much more cum than guys. Every blast filled the girl's mouth. Cum leaked out the corners of her lips and rolled down her chin.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Trish panted, shuddering as her orgasm peaked. “Oh, that was good.”

Melika's mouth slid off Trish's cock with a wet plop. She panted, licking her lips. Her blue eyes were dazed. “I need more!”

“Always,” Eden purred, her face smeared with pussy juices. She licked at Melika's chin, gathering Trish's cum. “Just unzip your pants and Trish will fuck you so hard.”

Trish's phone chirped. She pulled it out, knowing that particular ding meant one person—Helen. Her eyes widened at the message. “Everyone meet in my dorm in one hour.”

Eden stared at her own phone. It was a group message. A smile crossed her face.

~   ~~   ~

Helen ached with excitement as she put her phone away and rushed to her English class. Her mass text sent. Her harem would all meet after the cheerleaders' practice was over. Four of them, including the squad's captain, were members of her harem. It so exciting to the futanari to have so many wonderful, delicious women devoted to her.

And now she wanted to fuck her teacher. Professor Little was a new professor, a woman still in her twenties, if only by a year or so, and with dyed-violet hair. She had the look of a rebellious youth, dressing in tight clothing like a twenty-year-old. She always had such a fun vibe about her as she taught Helen's creative writing class, English 228. 

The blonde futanari pushed up her glasses as she raced to Wyatt Hall where the language departments were found, along with a few other liberal arts disciplines. A giddy thrill shot through her, her futa-dick aching as it tented the front of her skirt, trapped by her tights.

Helen loved wearing tights and having her dick harden in them, cocooned by the stretchy material, feeling it molding to her throbbing shaft. Her cock bounced in the elastic garment as she hurried through the paths, hoping to catch Professor Little still in her classroom.

She hardly admired the beauty of the University of Puget Sound, rushing past the green lawns and dark bushes. The building were all red brick, looking old even though many were remodeled or newly constructed in the last decade. It felt like its own world, separated from the city of Tacoma around it, a bubble of an older time. 

But one populated by plenty of cute girls.

Helen did notice them, wearing short skirts and low-cut blouses as they savored the last few warm days before October's murk descended upon Western Washington. Helen's blue eyes sparkled at the sight of each cutie she passed.

But Professor Little awaited her.

She reached Wyatt Hall, her shoes smacking as she raced up the stairs. It was quiet in the building, classes done for the day. Her footfalls echoed as she climbed to the second floor and then up to the third floor. She burst out on the top level, darting to her right to reach her classroom.

She threw open the door to her classroom, a long, narrow room with a table dominating the center, chairs situated around it. The long walls were covered in whiteboard, scrawled with various ideas for stories, the far wall full of windows. University of Puget Sound favored more discussion style classes, with only about fifteen or so students, than more traditional classrooms. Everyone sat around the table while Professor Little led their talks, guiding them as they built up each other's skills as writers.

The woman that Helen lusted for was gathering papers. She looked up, today wearing a tight skirt that left her tan legs exposed from mid-thigh, her blouse with a scoop-cut neckline and fringed red. She smiled.

“Why, hello, Helen, did you need something?”

“You,” the futanari said, bursting with confidence after seducing so many women. She didn't hesitate to march across the room.

“Me?” Professor Little frowned, then she sighed. “Oh, Helen, I'm not into girls. And I'm your professor. So this goes against the college's rules and...” Her eyes trailed off as she stared at Helen's crotch.

Helen grinned at her. “You want to see what's beneath my skirt,” the futanari said, her hips swaying. She stopped right before the professor. “Don't you, Professor?”

“Of course not,” the woman lied, color blossoming across her smooth cheeks.

“Don't lie to me, Professor,” the futanari purred. “You like to stare at me in class, don't you? Your pussy getting so hot, so wet, as you stare at me. You want to stroke my braid.” Helen grabbed her braid, throwing it over her shoulder so it fell down to her breasts. She stroked the blonde hair. “And you want to unbutton my blouse and explore my small tits.”

Helen stroked her fingers down her braid to her blouse. Her fingers found her buttons, leaving behind her hair. She popped one through the eyelet. Professor Little sucked in a sharp breath. Her eyes were large, wild.

“What are you doing, Helen?” Professor Little asked, her voice strangled.

Another button came undone. “Showing you what you've been lusting after.”

“I...I haven't,” the teacher said, her words stumbling over each other.

“Liar,” giggled Helen. “You can't stop looking at my tits. You want them so badly. Don't you?”

The teacher shook her head.

“You are such a bad liar, Professor. I can see it in your eyes.” Helen undid another button, her blouse opening, showing the slopes of her small, pale breasts. Her nipples were hard, pressing on the fabric. She didn't wear underwear any longer.

“Please, you have to stop,” Professor Little said, her eyes flashing to the door. There was a window in it. “Someone can spot us.”

“So?” Helen asked, undoing another button.

Professor Little couldn't stop the longing moan that came out of her throat at the sight of Helen's pink nipples slipping into view. They were hard, topping her firm mounds. A shiver ran through the futanari, her cock throbbing in her tights at the growing lust in her teacher's eyes.

“Haven't you always wondered what it is about me that makes you so excited?” Helen continued, undoing the last button. Her blouse slipped off her shoulder, leaving her golden braid dangling next to her right breast. “You're straight, and yet you want me.” 

“I...I do,” Professor Little croaked. She licked her lush lips.

I want those lips sucking my cock, thought Helen. But I also want to lick her pussy and fuck her. So much fun we can have. 

“It's beneath my skirt,” Helen said, her hands playing with her dark skirt, sliding it up her thighs, revealing more and more of her white tights. “You can see it, can't you? The lump. You know what that is?”

“Y-you have a...a cock?” The teacher's eyes widened. “You're intersexed? A hermaphrodite. Those tits look too natural to be... I mean, you're passing so well if you're...”

“I was born a girl,” Helen purred. “A girl with a cock instead of a clit. A futanari. Isn't that a hot term?”

Professor Little's eyes nodded and then she gasped as Helen's cock, tenting the front of her tights, came into view. The teacher let out a low growl of lust, her hands shooting out and squeezing it. Helen shuddered as the teacher wrapped her hand about the girl-shaft, stroking her through the stretchy polyester.

Precum bled through, staining the teacher's thumb as she rubbed across the spongy tip. Pleasure shot through Helen as her professor brought the drop of precum up to her mouth. She stared at the crystal bead, her nose inhaling.

“It smells sooooo good,” Professor Little said. “I feel like I'm standing on the edge of a precipice. If I taste it, I'll plunge over it and be lost forever.”

“Lost and craving the pleasure of my futa-cock,” Helen grinned. “Does that sound so bad?”

The violet-haired, young professor shook her head, her breasts rising and falling in her low-cut blouse.

“Then what are you waiting on?” Helen shuddered. “Taste it. Taste my precum. You'll love it.”

Trembling, the professor brought her thumb close to her lips. They parted. Then she jammed her thumb between them and sucked. Her cheeks hollowed. Her entire body convulsed. Her eyes widened as she moaned around her thumb.

Then, with a hungry growl, she pushed Helen backward. The futanari gasped, surprised by the sudden passion. Though she shouldn't be. This had happened with other women. Her roommate Isabel had been so wild after drinking the orange juice spiked with her futa-cum.

The back of Helen's thighs hit the table. She sat down on it as Professor Little straddled her waist. The professor ripped the futanari's girl-cock out of her tights, gripping it in a silky hand as she hiked up her skirt with the other. She lowered herself, rubbing her delicate panties against the tip, hot juices bleeding through the gusset and staining Helen's cock.

“I need you in me,” moaned the professor, forcing herself down the cock despite the panties in the way.

The crotch of Professor Little's panties pressed into her pussy as her cunt engulfed the tip of Helen's cock. It was a narrow band. A thong, Helen realized as she felt the cloth stretch and then slide down the side of her cock as she buried into the professor's hot pussy. Her eyes widened as burning, wet cunt took every inch of her cock. 

“Yes!” howled Professor Little as Helen leaned back onto her elbows. “Yes, yes, yes, this cock! Oh, my god, it's huge! I've never had a dick this huge in me! And a girl's dick!”

“A futa's dick,” Helen moaned, her cock throbbing in the wet depths of her teacher's pussy. “And you just love it.”

“So much,” the woman howled, her hips working, sliding up and down Helen's dick.

The pleasure shot through her body as her teacher slid her pussy up Helen's shaft. Professor Little's tits heaved beneath her blouse as she rode her student's futa-dick as hard as she could, hot cunt massaging Helen's dick.

The futanari groaned, her braid falling off her shoulder as her small breasts heaved. Her professor attacked those tits, squeezing them, fingernails biting into delicate flesh as Professor Little bounced up and down on Helen's girl-dick, maddened with pleasure.

“I need your cum in me,” moaned Professor Little. “I need it filling me! Oh, fuck, it's so hot! That little taste... It wasn't enough.”

“Nope,” Helen grinned, stretching out on her back on the cool surface of the table. It creaked and groaned beneath the wild passion of the professor.

“You're so hung!” she howled, not caring about being caught now. “Oh, yes, Helen, your cock is amazing!”

“And so is your pussy,” grinned the futanari, reveling in her teacher's hot cunt. I can't wait until Ally and I can fuck women together. 

She knew that would be so hot. They would use women together, fucking them, driving them wild. They would spurt their cum in so many wet holes. It would be so hot. Helen's pussy clenched just thinking about it, her ovaries boiling with the possibilities. 

It was so hot. It burned through her thoughts.

Her hands shot up, shoving her teacher's blouse over her tits, exposing round, heaving mounds held in a delicate, black bra. The cup was lace, the professor's pink nipples bleeding through. Silver flashed. A piercing adorned the right nipple.

“So naughty,” groaned Helen, pushing up the bra cups over those tits, exposing them both. She squeezed them, loving the barbell piercing her professor's right nipple.

“What is?” moaned Professor Little, her violet hair flying about her shoulders. “Your cock? Fucking my student? Because that is naughty! I'm fucking my futanari-student!”

“No, your piercing,” moaned Helen. Her fingers found it, tugging on the barbell.

Professor Little's pussy clenched so hard about her dick.

“Oh, yes, I love it when someone plays with my piercing while filling me with hard cock.” The professor shuddered as Helen tugged again. The woman's face contorted.

And then her pussy writhed about Helen's dick. The futanari gasped at the rapture sliding up and down her dick. That hot, massaging flesh engulfing her dick over and over. It drove the futanari wild. Her pussy clenched, her hips thrusting up as she pulled hard on her teacher's nipple.

Helen erupted.

Her cum fired into Professor Little's pussy. The teacher's eyes widened at the first splash of hot futa-jizz into her pussy. She screamed out in pure rapture, her pussy spasming even harder, milking blast after blast of jizz out of Helen's girl-dick.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Helen moaned. “Oh, Professor Little, I knew you'd have a hot cunt. I just knew it! Oh, keep riding me! This is amazing!” 

“So amazing,” groaned the teacher, her body shaking. She leaned over, her breasts swaying. “So hot. You're filling me with your jizz.”

“And now you're mine,” Helen breathed, grinning at her newest woman. “You'll be so happy in my harem. Especially when you meet Trish and Dr. Maura.” 

“I already know Trish.”

“But she's a futanari, too.”

Professor Little came again.


Chapter Four: Helen's Harem Plots

Dr. Maura Roy grinned as her gender-swapped wife walked into the clinic. Leann had been a handsome man, a soldier who had swept Maura off her feet back in her native Ireland. And now Leann was a ravishing beauty who made the red-haired doctor's heart beat so fast. And her futa-cock harden in her panties.

When Leann was Leon, he had been a tall, muscular man, his face tanned ruddy by working in the sun. He favored tight t-shirts and jeans, a handsome man with his black hair kept short. Not as short as when he was in the Army, but still close-cropped. Now, as a woman, her hair fell down to her shoulders, her face softened with feminine beauty, giving her an almost pixyish and mischievous quality that reminded Maura of those boyish good looks of a decade or more past. Leann wore a pair of Maura's jeans and a baby doll t-shirt that covered her round breasts. No bra.

Leann did not like bras. She hadn't gotten used to wearing one as a teenager going through puberty, embracing the uncomfortable garment as a symbol of maturing into womanhood.

Maura grinned, her red hair framing her face, her green eyes flashing. She was a busty woman wearing her lab coat and a frilly blouse beneath, a short skirt showing off the dark thigh-highs she loved to wear.

“Helen sounds eager about this meeting,” Maura said, her accent still lilting with Irish brogue.

“That she is,” Leann nodded, sauntering to her futa-wife. The gender-swapped woman had already mastered swaying her hips as she walked. It was such an...enticing sight.

Maura's cock stirred. She wished there was time to have fun with Leann, but they had to get going. She took her wife's proffered arm. They may be both women—well, Maura was a futanari now after gender-swapping Leann yesterday—but Leann still took the lead. Habit had worn deep ruts into both their lives after a decade of marriage.

They strolled together out of her medical clinic in the second floor of the Wheelock Student Center. Maura was the doctor on staff at the University and had been the only one on campus who knew Helen's secret, the girl revealing her condition when she first started college last year as a freshman. Slowly over the year, the urge to...enjoy Helen had grown, the lusts only peaking in her this year.

It's like something has increased the pheromones she puts out. Or, perhaps, she only now is reaching her sexual maturity. Just because the United States said eighteen made you an adult had little to do with a person's biological maturity. It was just the date society had agreed on. 

“It'll be cramped,” Leann said. “Her dorm is small.”

Maura smiled, remembering yesterday so fondly. First, she had picked up Leann at the airport, eager to see her husband after becoming Helen's lover. She knew from Trish and Eden that her desire to make love to her husband was an instinctive urge to gender-swap him. Something about Helen's cum, which appeared to be able to rewrite DNA in fully mature humans, compelled her. 

And it was glorious. First came their passionate love-making, their bodies heaving, the joy of feeling her muscular husband atop her, her large breasts crushed against his powerful chest, his cock ramming hard into her. He wasn't nearly as long or thick as Helen, but he still felt wonderful.

And then he came. And that's when it happened.

When the change occurred to them both.

Leann wasn't at all angry afterward. She embraced being a woman and savored her wife's new cock. They had fucked for an hour before dashing off to Helen's dorm to share the good news, spending the night with their futa-mistress, coated in each other's sexual fluids. 

“And there will be more women,” Maura said. “Helen needs more. And so do I.”

“I wonder what will happen if I sleep with a guy,” Leann said without any hint of revulsion. She was fully female now, down to her chromosomes. Maura had done the test today. Leann now had two X chromosomes instead of an X and a Y.

“It's an interesting theory,” Maura said. “We should find a guy and test it. Then we'll both be futas, and you can fuck me again.”

“If it does anything,” Leann said.

“We won't know until we try,” the doctor husked. “Oh, this is making me so hard and wet.”

Leann grinned, licking her lips. “You'll just have to wait until we reach her dorm.”

The walk felt interminable to Maura, her futa-dick stretching her panties.

~   ~~   ~

“So what is up, chica?” Isabel asked when Helen walked into their dorm. Her Hispanic roommate was naked, lying on her bed and rubbing at her wet pussy. The sight made Helen's dick harden as she led Professor Little into her dorm room. “Besides you fucking that teacher you've had the hots for.” 

“Hi,” Professor Little said, giving the naked, golden-brown sophomore a small wave, like seeing her nude was normal.

It is normal for us. Isabel and Professor Little are both mine. That made Helen smile. 

“Oh, let's wait until everyone's here,” Helen said to Isabel, dropping her bag off on her desk. She sat down on her own bed across from Isabel's, Professor Little nuzzling beside her. Cum still stained the naughty teacher's lips.

“So how many are in your harem?” asked Professor Little.

Helen started counting off. “Well, you and Isabel, then the four cheerleaders, and Dr. Maura and her wife, Leann. And Trish and Eden. That's ten.”

“Eleven,” Trish beamed as she walked in. “If the girls in my harem count. Do they?”

Helen blinked as her best friend walked in with Eden, her gender-swapped girlfriend, and a chocolate-skinned Black girl with blue eyes Helen didn't know. Trish had her arms around both of them, beaming.

“Your own harem?” Helen asked.

“Beneath yours,” giggled Trish. “Like a pyramid scheme. You're at the top, then there are your main girls, and then we'll get our own girls. Like Melika here.”

“Hi,” Melika said, flashing Helen a beaming smile.

“This is getting interesting,” Professor Little said. “Hi, Trish. I hear you're a futa, too.”

“I am, Professor,” Trish breathed. “Right, Eden?”

“Oh, she is,” Eden purred, the busty blonde rubbing her body against Trish. “She has a bigger cock than I ever did.”

Professor Little blinked at that but before she could answer, the four cheerleaders burst in still wearing their uniforms, pleated skirts swirling about their thighs, belly shirts molding to their breasts. They were all perky, athletic, and limber. Leading them was Rhonda, a Black girl with dark-chocolate skin and a huge smile. Then came busty, strawberry-blonde Moira; petite April Li, a Chinese cutie; and Valentina, though everyone called her Val, a curvy Hispanic girl.

“Boy, it is getting crowded in here,” Moira said as she settled on the floor between the beds, April nestled between her legs, held in Moira's arms.

“As tight as a nun's cunt,” Val giggled. “I wonder if there are any hot nuns out there you can fuck, Helen.”

The futanari groaned, pushing up her glasses as her dick throbbed. “I should make you suck my cock for saying that.”

Val licked her lips. “You should. I'm so mean to make you hard.”

“No,” Helen said, her tone firm. “No fucking around. Trish, stop fingering your girls. I have something very important to talk about. And I need all of your help.”

“Ooh,” Rhonda said, her eyes widening. The Black cheerleader leaned froward on her knees. “What?”

“We're still waiting on Dr. Maura and her wife,” Helen said.

“I didn't think Dr. Maura had a wife,” Professor Little said. “I thought she had a husband.”

“Not any longer,” Eden giggled and shot her hand beneath Trish's skirt.

“Stop that,” Helen said firmly, glaring at the gender-swapped blonde. She was the most beautiful woman in the room, just radiant.

“Bad Eden,” Trish laughed, slapping her girlfriend's hand away.

“I'm confused,” Professor Little said.

“Eden used to be a guy,” Helen explained to the newest member of her harem. “He used to be Ethan Morrison.” 

“What?” Professor Little said, glancing at the blonde. “Ethan...Morrison. I know that name.”

“I took your intro English class two years ago when I was a Freshman,” the busty blonde said, giving Professor Little a dazzling smile.

“That's impossible,” groaned the teacher. But then she looked down at Helen's crotch, the hard futa-dick tenting the skirt. “But...”

“But you just had a hot time fucking your female student and her big girl-dick,” Helen beamed. “So if you were to have sex with a guy now that I've fucked you, you'll become a futa and he'll become a woman.”

A shudder ran through the violet-haired professor. “Oh, that's hot.”

“I know,” giggled Isabel. “We should—”

The door opened and the last two members of Helen's harem entered. Dr. Maura was gorgeous as ever, so gorgeous and busty, with her fiery hair. The first sexual contact Helen ever had was at Dr. Maura's hands when the delicious woman had jerked her off under the guise of “collecting a semen sample.” The woman on her arm was equally beautiful.

“Leann there was also a man,” Helen explained. “She used to be Leon.”

“But my wife changed me,” Leann said, a big grin on her face.

“Wow,” Professor Little said.

“Now spill, chica,” Isabel said. “What is so amazing that we all had to gather and hear?” 

“I thought she just wanted an orgy,” Trish shrugged. “Isn't that why we're here?”

Helen shook her head. “I've been having dreams lately.” The blonde futanari took a deep breath, fear twisting her stomach. They're not going to believe me. I didn't believe Ally until my lecture today. “Of another futanari.” 

“Hot,” Isabel said, rubbing at her pussy.

The other girls and women all nodded their agreement.

“But this other futanari is real. Her name is Ally. She's like me. She was found as a baby.”

“So she came from the same lab that created you?” Dr. Maura asked. It was her research that discovered Helen had been engineered in a lab. At first, the futanari thought that meant she was abandoned. But now she realized something else.

“Yes.” Helen took a deep breath. “You were surprised by the level of gene manipulation in me. That it was beyond our current technology.”

Dr. Maura nodded.

“Well, humans didn't make me.”

“Wait, what?” Val gasped, sitting up, her big breasts bouncing in her tight top. “You don't mean...?”

“Aliens?” Trish blinked.

“Aliens made you?” Moira asked.

“No way,” gasped April.

“We fell from space,” Helen said, so nervous. They won't believe me. It's ridiculous. “Ally was captured by the military. They must have detected her coming in. But I slipped through. They've been holding her in a secret research facility out at Hanford, Washington.” 

“The decommissioned nuclear reactor?” Leann blinked.

Helen nodded.

“Smart,” Leann said. “Lots of activity going on there, construction and such, and it's a place people on the outside aren't asking too many questions about beyond how the reactor cleaned up.”

“You believe me?” Helen asked, shocked.

“Well, yeah,” Leann said. “Why wouldn't we?”

“We're your harem,” Trish said. “Your friends and lovers.”

“Wow, this is so cool,” Melika grinned. “Aliens. Awesome.”

Professor Little's arm went around Helen's shoulder, giving her a comforting squeeze. “And let me guess, you want to rescue this Ally.”

“She's being experimented on,” Helen said. “All her life. She's my age.”

“No!” Moira said, squeezing April tight.

“We have to rescue her!” Rhonda said, nodding her head.

“It's a covert base in a classified installation,” Leann said. “This will be tricky. But we can do it.”

“Really?” Dr. Maura said.

Leann nodded. “We'll need recruitment. Then reconnaissance. We'll need to know the base, figure out the defenses, and then infiltrate it.”

“How?” Helen asked.

Leann gave her a direct look. “You make women love you, Helen. Follow you. And it looks like Trish can do the same. It's simple. We need as many futas recruiting women as possible.”

“Our own army,” breathed Isabel. “Holy shit.”

“And we need to start recruiting now,” Leann said. “My wife has a theory she'd like to test, too.”

Helen glanced at Dr. Maura.

The Irish woman smiled, “Well, we need to know if gender-swapped women can become futas, too. Eden and my wife need to test this out.”

“Oh, yes,” Trish moaned, shuddering in delight. “Yes, we do.”

“Then let's start using Tindr and hooking up with guys, ladies,” Isabel said. “We can all become futas tonight and do what Trish is doing, forming our own sub-harems.”

“A sexy pyramid scheme,” Trish beamed.

Helen almost fainted in ecstatic excitement.


Chapter Five: Dr. Zhao's Naughty Procedure

Dr. Jingy Zhao shuddered as Ally was brought in. She had ideas for how to make the serum work even better. A way to determine the person giving the commands. A person that could be kept safe, away from the enemy when they invaded.

“Dr. Zhao,” Ally said, so calm today. “How nice to see you.”

Catherine's idea about Ally being in contact with her creators made Dr. Zhao's stomach twist. There was something different about the girl. She had been so frantic, so manic the last week, desperate to escape, and then so despondent when it failed. But this calm was so unlike her. She wasn't a placid girl. She was as fiery as her hair. 

“Need more of my seed?”

“I do,” Dr. Zhao said. She was naked beneath her lab coat, her eyes falling on Ally's crotch, bulging with her futa-dick. She wore the gray prison garb that the others imprisoned here wore. Like Sara, Dr. Zhao's first research assistant who was inadvertently exposed to Ally's cum. It was that accident that discovered just how remarkable the futanari's seed was.

“Wonderful,” Ally said, peeling off her top as the guards retreated. They were Delta Force operators, highly skilled and very dangerous.

Dr. Zhao's pussy grew hotter as she stared at the big, soft breasts spilling out of Ally's top. The futanari never bothered with underwear of any sort. Dr. Zhao's hands clenched, wanting to grab those big specimens, to squeeze them and revel in their pillowy softness. Then Ally turned, wiggling out of her pants, revealing her pale ass as she bent over. The pants slid down her thighs, her cock dangling between her legs, thrusting from her bright bush already wet with excitement.

“You are teasing me,” Dr. Zhao said as Ally wiggled her ass at her.

“Guilty,” the girl said, sounding so playful.

She knows help is coming. She thinks she doesn't have to fight any longer.

Fear twinged through the Chinese scientist. It almost overwhelmed her lust. Almost. But she wanted Ally's huge cock in her pussy too badly to stop. Her hand slid into her lab coat's pocket, feeling the monster Magnum condom in there. She couldn't risk being exposed to Ally's seed, or she'd end up loving the girl, eager to serve her.

As useless as Sara and the others locked up.

“Well, I am hard and ready, Doctor,” Ally grinned, hopping onto the exam table and stretching out spread-eagled so she could be restrained. “Tie me up and take me for a ride.”

“You are in a rare mood today,” Dr. Zhao noted.

Ally blinked. “Am I?”

“You are. You look...happy.”

“Oh, well, I guess so.”

“Any reason?” Dr. Zhao tightened the leather cuff about Ally's right wrist.

“Um...” The girl licked her lips, struggling to lie. She wasn't good at it. “Maybe you'll put in a good word with Father. Then I can get my books back early.”

“I doubt Dr. Winthrop would like to know this detail of our relationship,” laughed Dr. Zhao as she restrained Ally's other wrist. Since Dr. Winthrop led the team that found Ally, and had been in charge of her, even going so far to give her a name, the girl often called him Father.

“No, he wouldn't,” Ally giggled. “But, still, I could get all my books back. Then I wouldn't be so bored.” Her eyes brightened. “And that's also why I'm in such a good mood. I'm out of my cell.”

She is so easy to read. Catherine is right. She's in contact with her creators.

“And you just want to cum,” Dr. Zhao said, attaching the final restraints to Ally's ankles. The Chinese scientist's eyes stared between the futanari's spread thighs at her pussy half-covered by her bright red hair, her dick thrusting hard from the folds. 

“I love cumming.” Ally giggled. “And so do you.”

“Yes, she does,” a rumbling voice growled.

General Maxwell Lewis had entered, the bald, ebony man leaning against the wall already rubbing at his crotch. Dr. Zhao sighed. She hoped he wouldn't show up. It was annoying enough realizing he was watching her fuck Ally through the security cameras, but having him do it in person made her feel so dirty.

But her pussy was too hot to stop.

She rolled the condom down Ally's cock. For once, the girl didn't protest. No wheedling for Dr. Zhao to just slid her pussy down the naked futa-dick for just a moment. To let her get just a brief taste of pussy unencumbered by rubber. The girl was always begging for it, eager to infect the doctor. Even a drop of precum could do it since it contained traces of semen.

She doesn't need to dominate me any longer, Dr. Zhao realized. She has help coming. 

The condom coating Ally's huge dick in white rubber, Dr. Zhao mounted her patient, her pussy dripping with excitement. She grasped the condom-clad dick, bringing it to the hot folds of her pussy, rubbing it on her flesh. Part of her wanted to rip it off and feel Ally's cock in her.

She ignored it.

“You should remove your coat, Doctor,” the general growled as a zipper rasped.

Dr. Zhao sighed, hearing the order. What she was doing went against regulations as much as what the general did. But she never wanted to stop fucking Ally. So she unbuttoned her coat, Ally licking her lips, General Lewis stroking his small, Black dick.

“Ooh, you have such cute tits,” Ally sighed. “So small and perky.”

General Lewis grunted in agreement, his hand slapping into his crotch on the downstroke.

Dr. Zhao's skin crawled as the general leered at her small tits. She was a petite woman, her body a pale, olive hue. A thick, black bush adorned her pubic mound, hiding her pussy. She shrugged the rest of the way out of her coat, exposing herself. She pushed up her glasses with one hand, the other guiding Ally back to her pussy.

She closed her eyes, trying to ignore the watching general, and groaned as her pussy brushed the thick cock. She worked her cunt down Ally's length, her flesh burning. The slick rubber, coated in lubricant, let her sink down the shaft, filling her dripping depths.

Pleasure rippled through her.

“Yes,” Ally groaned.

“Uh-huh,” panted Dr. Zhao in agreement, her pussy clenching on the big dick. “Mmm, Ally, you are so big.”

“So big,” groaned General Lewis.

Dr. Zhao shook her head and grit her teeth. Just enjoy Ally. Ignore him. You have this wonderful cock in you. The best cock. Imagine how it would feel... 

She pushed that dangerous thought down as she opened her eyes. She stared down at Ally, her green eyes sparkling. Dr. Zhao grasped those big, pillowy tits, squeezing them as she slid her pussy up the thick shaft, the friction burning through her cunt, and then slammed back down it. 

She groaned as the heat spread through her body. It was so wonderful to fuck Ally. Her hands squeezed and kneaded those big, busty tits as she worked her pussy up and down the thick shaft. She wiggled her hips, swirling the cock through her.

The faster she rode, the less she cared about the watching General Lewis. She moaned, savoring the pleasure of the futanari. She bounced on the cock, riding Ally with such passion, eager for her orgasm.

“Oh, yes, Doctor,” Ally moaned. “Work that hot cunt up and down my dick. Mmm, yes. Make me explode! I'll give you such a large sample.”

“Yes,” hissed Dr. Zhao. “Flood the condom. Mmm, give me so much seed.”

The General groaned. A strange thrill ran through Dr. Zhao. Now that she was riding Ally, savoring her huge tits, it was...exciting knowing that the general watched. That he lusted after them, staring at Dr. Zhao's sleek, petite body and small, firm tits.

Her pussy grew hotter and hotter. The pleasure swelled faster and faster in her. It built and built. Every inch of her hot flesh sliding up and down that amazing futa-cock felt better because she was being watched.

Observed.

“Yes, Dr. Zhao!” gasped Ally. “Pinch my nipples. That's so hot. I'm going to cum so hard in you.”

“Good,” moaned the Chinese doctor, her pussy tightening. “Cum in my cunt. Explode, Ally!”

“Yes, you want my cum in you! You want to feel my jizz spurt into your depths.”

“So badly!” The Chinese doctor spasmed. “Yes!”

Her orgasm exploded through her. Waves of rapture washed through her body as her pussy massaged Ally's amazing cock. Even through the condom, it felt so hot in her convulsing cunt. She slammed down the cock.

“Cum in me!”

“Yes,” grunted the general, his dick firing a few weak spurts of cum that spilled on the concrete floor.

“Dr. Zhao!” Ally moaned. Her face twisted with pleasure.

And then Dr. Zhao felt the reservoir at the tip of the condom swelling, filling with Ally's copious cum. A hot thrill ran through her body. Would the condom tear? Would this be the time that she flirted too closely with contamination?

Her orgasm intensified. Her pussy milked the condom-clad dick as she howled out her rapture. It echoed through the lab as she spasmed and moaned. Her back arched, her hands digging into Ally's tits as the pleasure surged through her.

The condom held. Dr. Zhao had her fresh sample.

~   ~~   ~

“Oh, my, Ally's having sex,” Helen said to Dr. Maura Roy and her wife Leann, the last two left in her dorm. Everyone else had left to hook up with guys and become futas, all so eager to be like Helen.

“You can tell?” asked Maura, pausing in the doorway. She was about to leave, but excitement bubbled through the redheaded doctor. She hurried over to Helen, her wife following.

“I can...feel her pulling at me. Part of me wants to fall asleep. Then I'll dream what she's doing.” Helen shivered. “It's probably the Chinese doctor. She likes to fuck Ally to collect her semen sample. She makes her wear a condom.”

“That's horrible,” Maura gasped, her futa-dick twitching so hard. “Denying Ally the delight of cumming in a woman's depths. I love cumming in Leann's depths.”

“Mmm, so do I,” Helen groaned, staring at Maura's gender-swapped wife.

Maura understood. Her wife was such a sexy woman, a real beauty. The short, black hair gave Leann such a wholesome yet naughty look. Like she was a slutty soccer mom, a MILF as the kids called hot, mature women.

Helen's hands pulled back her skirt, exposing her futa-cock stretching out her tights.

Leann licked her lips. “Maybe we should relieve Helen's erection, honey, before we find a man to test your theory on.”

“Oh, good idea, honey,” Maura said, rubbing at her cock swelling the front of her short skirt, the hem swaying, revealing the tops of her thigh-high stockings. “It's my job to take care of my patient.”

“And you're very dedicated,” her wife said.

“Very,” Helen moaned, her dick throbbing in her tights.

“I think my wife's pussy will be perfect,” Maura said.

Leann didn't hesitate to unsnap her borrowed jeans and shove them down her thighs. She wore no panties beneath, her ass paler than her back and legs. Leann, when she was a man, worked outside a lot, often shirtless, so her tan was an...unusual one for a woman. The pale flesh of her upper legs and ass contrasted with the glowing tan of the rest of her, including her breasts that she exposed a moment later. They were round, bouncing, her nipples fat pink.

Maura's dick twitched.

“Oh, yes,” Helen groaned as Leann fished out the blonde's futa-cock. “Ride me hard! You are so sexy, Leann.”

“Thank you,” Leann said, shivering at the compliment.

It is so amazing how the even the psychology of the gender-swapped woman is changed. Leann has absolutely embraced her femininity, craving to be beautiful and appearing sexy like most women. She even insisted on abandoning her masculine name.

Maura found futanari so fascinating. She was so glad Helen confided the secret of her girl-dick with her.

“Yes,” Helen and Leann moaned together.

Maura licked her lips, watching her wife's pale ass clench and relax as the gender-swapped woman rode the futanari's cock hard and fast. Helen's bed creaked as Leann rose up and down that thick shaft.

Her lusts boiling out of her wet pussy, Maura hiked her skirts and pulled her panties to the side. Her cock flopped out. It wasn't as big as Helen's, showing that no matter how many futas Helen made, they would always be subordinate to the original. Maura was just fine with that.

Precum dripped from the tip of her throbbing dick, another difference she had from a man's cock. A futanari dick produced not only more cum, but more lubricating precum. Rubbing it across the crown, pleasure racing up her shaft to her pussy, she brought her cock to her wife's ass.

“Oh, yes,” Leann groaned, her butt-cheeks clenching as she slammed down Helen's dick. “Fuck my ass, honey.”

“Yes, yes, Dr. Maura, let's enjoy your sexy wife together.”

“Gladly,” Maura moaned and thrust.

She drove her cock into the hot, tight grip of her wife's bowels. She shuddered, feeling Helen's dick through the thin membranes of flesh separating them. Leann panted, her body twitching as two futa-cocks impaled her holes.

Her hips moved, working her pussy and asshole up and down both cocks as Maura pumped her girl-dick in and out of her wife's velvety bowels. Pleasure rippled down her shaft, making her twitch and groan, their flesh slapping together.

“Yes, yes, yes,” howled Leann. “Two futa-dicks in me! Love it!”

“Your wife is such a slut for our dicks,” gasped Helen.

“She is,” Maura purred, pressing her blouse into her wife's naked back, her nipples throbbing, and fucked Leann harder.

The Irish doctor found it so wonderful to fuck her wife in the ass. To ram her girl-dick over and over into Leann's tight, hot bowels. It was so hot to feel the velvety grip on her cock, the wonderful thrill of buggering her gender-swapped spouse.

And to feel Helen's girl-dick through the membranes of flesh.

It was so hot. She could feel the thick shaft pressing on her own as Leann fucked them both. The energetic and athletic woman moaned and gasped. She worked her pussy up and down both cocks, moaning and gasping her pleasure out as loud as she could.

“Oh, yes, that's it,” she groaned. “Two futa-dicks in me. So hot!”

“You lucky woman,” moaned Maura, her hands sliding around her wife's naked body and finding her round breasts and squeezing them. “Just enjoy.”

“She is,” moaned Helen.

Over her wife's shoulder, Maura stared down at her mistress. Pleasure crossed Helen's innocent face, her glasses shifting as her face scrunched up in rapture. She shuddered, gasping and moaning as Leann road both futanari's cocks so hard.

Maura groaned with every thrust into her wife's ass. The friction surged down her shaft to her molten pussy. Juices dribbled down her thighs. It made her tremble and groan as she plowed over and over into her wife's hot bowels.

“That's it,” she grunted. “Mmm, yes, take my cock in your ass, honey.”

“Love to,” Leann purred, her bowels clenching hard. “So good. Love you.”

“Oh, that's beautiful,” Helen moaned. “I'm so glad you two are still in love. That's important. Love is so very important. I want to be in love.”

“You will,” Maura moaned, hugging her wife tighter. Than she kissed Leann's neck, sucking on it.

“It's so amazing,” groaned Leann. “You will treasure it, Helen. You will ache when you're not with her.”

Helen let out a girlish moan of delight. “Maybe Ally. She's so wonderful. We really just met, but she's so beautiful, her hair is so red, and she has huge tits. Just like yours, Dr. Maura. So big and soft, and I want her to give me a titty fuck so I can lick my cream off of them.”

“That's so hot,” Maura moaned, her cock throbbing. She sucked harder on her wife's neck, nibbling as she drove her cock into Leann's hot bowels.

“I'm gonna cum,” Leann moaned. “You two futanari are too much. You're driving me wild. I... Fuck!”

Her soprano voice, so different from her gruff tones of the past, sang through the room. Her bowels writhed about Maura's cock. The futa-doctor shuddered, burying her dick so hard and deep into her wife's bowels, savoring the heat surging around her.

Her pussy clenched. And then she erupted. Her cum fired into her wife's asshole. She flooded Leann's bowels as she trembled. She sucked so hard on her wife's neck, knowing she would leave a hickey, as the pleasure burned through her.

I love you so much, Leann. A woman or a man, I don't care. I just love you!

What did physical appearance matter? Love was something more than what a person looked like or even what gender they were. It was about what was on their inside, their personality, how you wanted to make them happy, how you wanted to lean on them, to support them, hold them.

“I love you, Leann,” she screamed, ripping her lips away from her wife's neck.

“Beautiful,” groaned Helen. “Yes, yes, so beautiful.”

And right then, Maura knew Helen was cumming, too. Her jizz flooded Leann's new pussy. Maura smiled in delight, trembling as she held her wife, savoring this wonderful, intimate moment. It felt right to share her wife with Helen.

Helen was special. She was important. She would change the world.

“Mmm,” purred Helen. “Now you two need to see if Leann can become a futa, too. I bet she would love to have a cock again.”

“Oh, yes,” Maura giggled. “Then she can fuck me with a huge cock. Won't that be hot, honey?”

“So hot,” Leann sighed. “But how are we going to pick up chicks? I haven't picked up a girl since I met you in that bar.”

Maura giggled. “Mmm, you were so handsome in your uniform. But it'll be easy. You're a hot chick. We'll get you laid, honey.”


Chapter Six: Becoming a Futa

Isabel pulled out her phone the moment she was out of her dorm room, opening up the Tindr app. She loved Tindr. She didn't have time to date before she became Helen's lover. It was just so much easier scrolling through guys than going to a club or bar. She just had to keep looking until she found a cute boy to swipe right on and have a fun time with. Get laid, relieve some stress, and get back to her schoolwork.

Now she had her insatiable roommate to give her all the sex she could crave. And once I'm a futa, girls will be dying to fuck me. I'll have to change my Tindr settings. 

In the lobby of Anderson Residence Hall, she sat down on a couch. The sultry Latina crossed her legs. She wore a short skirt that left her golden brown thighs almost fully on display. She licked her lips, wiggling her shoulders as she swiped past guy after guy.

She wanted a hot guy to make into a hot chick. Is that how it works? Well, let's find out. 

Her pussy was on fire. The urge to fuck a guy had been building in her since she first sucked Helen's cock last Saturday. But it wasn't that big of a desire. Not when she was having so much fun with her futanari and the harem. If she wasn't enjoying Helen's dick, she was licking yummy pussy and cumming on cute girls' faces.

She paused on a Black guy, staring at his face. He was cute, but just not cute enough for her plans.

She swiped left.

And then again.

And again.

She grimaced at the pimply faced guy, shaking her head. Though she gave him props for having the balls to put himself out there. Girls were so judgmental. Isabel had read a study that girls were far more picky about looks than guys actually were. It said guys swiped right, choosing a girl, as many times as they swiped left, rejecting her. But girls it was like seventy percent or higher swiping left.

And they say guys are the ones that only go for the hotties.

A familiar face popped up. Carl. She had gone out with him last week. He had been a dud, talking on and on about his high school sweetheart. Their relationship ended when he found her at a frat party being gangbanged by the entire football team's defensive line.

Or was it offensive line?

It had broke his heart. They had been each other's first and come to the same college together. But their second year, she had decided to experiment in a big way. His whining about it had ruined what could have been a good time. Which was a shame. He was cute.

White and cute.

She did love fucking White boys.

Isabel tapped on his profile. “Hey, wanna kick it?” she sent him. “I'm wet and horny.”

“Now?” came back, eager.

“Now. Your dorm. I'll rock your world.”

Isabel almost felt his excitement vibrate through her phone when his answer came back, “HELL YES!!!!!!”

He was far too eager for it. Trying to show his ex that he could have as much fun as she could. Isabel doubted the skank was all mopey about their breakup. She had dumped him to have fun. But the cunt didn't even have the heart to let him off easy, to break up with him first. She just decided to jump into being gangbanged at a party she attended with him.

Hopping to her feet, Isabel hurried to become a futanari, her pussy dripping down her thighs. She hadn't bothered with panties. Not when she was going to get laid. She stepped out into the evening air, the sun sinking.

It was getting dark so early now, the world cooling off.

He was in Langdon Residency Hall which was right next to her building. So in only a few minutes, she was knocking on Carl's door, her hips squirming with excitement. He opened it, his boyishly handsome face beaming. He had taken off his t-shirt, showing off a nice, muscular body.

The old Isabel would have been wet with excitement for that body.

The new one was just eager to make Carl into a girl. Would her name be Carly then? 

“Didn't think you'd want to—” Carl started to say.

Isabel pounced on him.

She threw her arms around his neck, kissing the White boy hard. The horny Latina drove him back into his dorm room, her lips devouring his. Her hands slid through his brown hair as she pushed him back against his dresser.

She felt his cock harden through his jeans. It felt so tiny. After only half-a-week fucking Helen, she had forgotten just how small guys' cocks were compared to a futanari's. Despite his shaft's shortcomings, her pussy dripped to feel him in her anyways.

“Damn,” Carl managed to gasp between kisses. “You are on fire.”

“Uh-huh,” panted Isabel. “I just need to fuck you so badly.”

Her hand shoved down to his jeans, sliding between their bodies. She found the snap, popping it open. “I'm so horny for you. Fuck me.”

Her hand shoved in, feeling his cock through his boxers. He groaned, his arms squeezing her tight. He nodded his head, too horny to care about that skank that broke his heart. His hands squeezed Isabel's ass, then slid up beneath her skirt.

“No panties,” he groaned as she pulled out his cock, stroking it.

“Horny,” she moaned again, kissing him.

He spun them around, pressing her up against the dresser. It rocked. She groaned, spreading her thighs apart, guiding his cock as he pushed up her skirt. He groaned when he felt the wet, shaved folds of her pussy.

“Damn,” he panted. “You're just like her!” An angry look crossed his face and he rammed his cock into Isabel's pussy, hate-fucking her.

“Oh, I'm nothing like that puta,” Isabel moaned. “But you can fuck me hard anyways!” 

“Yes,” he growled, driving his short, thin cock into her pussy.

But it still felt good. Her pussy still enjoyed his hard thrusts. He grunted with each one as she shivered, the dresser rocking behind her. Something fell off, clattering to the floor as he pounded her cunt with all his passion, his face twisting with pleasure.

She couldn't wait to fuck him with such passion. To ram her cock into Carly's new pussy. After Helen deflowered her, of course. That was only proper. Isabel's pussy clenched on Carl's plunging dick, her heart beating so fast.

She loved her roommate so much.

I was her first. She has to love me most.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my pussy,” Isabel moaned, her eyes rolling back into her head. The guy's thrusts were amazing. He was driving her wild. “Fuck me hard!”

“Fucking whore!” Carl grunted, lost to his lusts.

“Yes, yes, punish that puta with my pussy. She didn't know what she was tossing aside!” Isabel shuddered, her pussy coming closer and closer to erupting. “But I do! You are amazing, Carl! Such a pretty girl!” 

“What?” he grunted, balls smacking into Isabel as he fucked her. “Jesus, you are so hot. So wet.”

“Yes! Cum in me! Just flood me! Let me feel that seed spurting in my pussy, chico!” And then you'll be such a pretty chica. 

Just picturing Carl as Carly set Isabel over the edge. Her orgasm was hot and fast. Her pussy spasmed about the guy's cock plunging into her burning depths. She shuddered, writhing between him and the dresser, pinned by his passion.

He groaned, feeling her flesh convulse around his cock. It drove him wild. His strokes pistoned so hard. He was so close to cumming. And Isabel needed him to cum. Her pussy was so hot for the White boy to fill her with his spunk.

“Cum in me, gringo!” she howled. “Flood me!” 

“Fucking bitch!” howled Carl, lost to his own fantasy as he erupted into Isabel.

And she felt it happen. As his cum spurted into her depths, she felt the change rippling through her body. Something had activated. Something that had lain dormant. Helen's cum had infected her with something like a virus. And it rewrote her body's DNA.

Just like it was rewriting Carl's.

As Isabel's clit burned and throbbed, sprouting forward as a huge girl-cock, Carl's dick grew even smaller. It shrank out of her pussy while his handsome, boyish face became rounder. A girlish cast appeared in his features, his lips becoming plumper, his Adam's apple vanishing. His brown hair grew longer, curlier, spilling about narrowing shoulders while his muscular chest molded into a pair of small breasts.

“What?” Carl gasped, leaping back, her firm tits jiggling.

Isabel's new futa-cock bounced before her, reaching its full girth, nearly the size of Helen's. It thrust from the shaved folds of her pussy, her lips wrapped about it. The tip was thick and wide, spongy and pink, dripping with her precum.

Carl—no she should be Carly now—grasped her small tits, squeezing them. She had light-brown nipples, her areolas large rings with two button nubs in the center. The new girl squeezed her tits, staring down at her flat stomach curving into gorgeous hips, a brown bush hiding her virgin pussy. 

“I'm a woman,” Carly said.

“Uh-huh, chica,” Isabel grinned. “You're my woman, aren't you?” 

“Yes,” shuddered Carly. “And hers. Who is she?”

“Our blonde mistress,” Isabel sighed. “Mi amor.” 

“Wow,” Carly said, squeezing her tits again. “And you have a cock! That is so hot.” A twinkle entered Carly's eyes.

“Are you thinking about me fucking that skank who broke your heart with my big cock?” Isabel asked, shuddering as she stroked her new appendage. She groaned when she brushed the tip. It was like her clit magnified. She rubbed her thumb across the spongy flesh, shuddering.

“Yeah,” Carly nodded, her hips shaking. “And you fucking my...” Her eyes widened. “I have a pussy.” She shoved a hand down to her bush, rubbing at her flesh. “Wow, I do. And I'm a...”

“Virgin,” Isabel laughed. “Well, of course you are, chica. And a cute one. So let's go get it popped.” 

Carly nodded her head eagerly. She understood. Of course she did. Futanari just changed you. It was amazing.

~   ~~   ~

Helen smiled on her bed, her cock coated in Leann's pussy cream. Ideas were already sliding through her head. She had to go out and do her part, find new girls to fuck. She debated heading down to the Wheelock Student Center and picking up a cutie to enjoy, when her dorm room opened and Isabel walked in with a girl struggling to hold up a pair of men's jeans around her slim waist, a t-shirt that fit like a pillowcase draped over her torso.

“That was fast,” Helen said, noticing the bulge tenting the front of Isabel's skirt.

“I work fast, chica,” laughed Isabel. “You need to get on Tindr. Shame I only get to gender-swap one boy. But Carly was one cute White boy. Now she's a cute White girl.” 

“That's her,” Carly said, staring at Helen with such desire in her eyes. “You're the one. I felt you when I changed. Through Isabel.”

“I'm the one,” Helen agreed. “You're only one tier away. Those you recruit will be two tier.”

The gender-swapped girl blinked.

“Pyramid scheme,” Isabel laughed. “That's how we're thinking 'bout it. I own you, and then you'll own someone, and she'll own someone and on and on. But Helen's at the top. She owns us all.”

With Ally. Once she's free, she'll have her own pyramid to make. I can't wait to see her in person. It will be so amazing to free her. And then we can figure this all out. Why were we sent? Why do we change people?

“And I know you have a letch for popping cherries after Eden, chica,” Isabel said, her eyes smoldering. “So I didn't pop Carly's.” 

“She saved me for you,” breathed Carly, letting her ill-fitting jeans fall, revealing long, smooth legs leading up to a brown bush hiding her treasures.

“Mmm, that sounds wonderful.” Helen licked her lips. “Isabel, you deserve a reward for being so considerate.”

“You know I just like making you happy, chica,” Isabel said.  

Her pussy clenching and dick hardening Helen patted the bed. “Carly, come here. I want to lick that cherry pussy before I despoil it. And while I'm licking, Isabel, why don't you have your fun. Choose a hole.”

“Hole?”

“To try out your new dick in,” Helen laughed, slipping down to the floor. She knelt, her cock swaying between her thighs. “I got two good ones for you to use.” She wiggled her hips, her dick slapping back and forth between both of them. “I know you'll have fun no matter what.”

“Oh, you are the best, chica,” groaned Isabel. “Isn't she, Carly?” 

“Yeah,” the new woman moaned. She pulled off her voluminous t-shirt, revealing small breasts. Her curly hair spilled about her shoulders. She shuffled before Helen and sat down on the bed, her legs spread wide.

Her pussy smelled so wonderfully tart.

Salivating, the blonde futanari leaned her head forward and pressed her lips into the silky curls. The tart scent only grew stronger. A wicked thrill ran through Helen as her braid fell off her shoulder to dangle before her. Her glasses slipped on her nose as her lips brushed virgin pussy.

I made this happen. She's a girl because I unleashed my harem.

It was exhilarating. She had real power. People loved her. They wanted to make her happy. She was like a queen bee directing all her sexy workers. And then they rewarded her with such sweet, sexy honey.

“Oh, that's different,” Carly moaned as Helen's tongue lapped through her virgin flesh, brushing the hymen. “Wow, I like it.”

“She's a good pussy licker, chica,” Isabel purred in her delicious, Latina accent. “I taught her well. We loved each other all last weekend.” 

“We did,” Helen moaned. “She was the first.”

“Yes,” Isabel moaned, spreading apart Helen's butt-cheeks.

“Naughty,” the blonde futanari groaned as Isabel's girl-dick pressed against her asshole.

Helen moaned into Carly's virgin pussy as Isabel invaded her ass. The Hispanic futanari groaned, her cock sliding deeper into Helen's bowels. The blonde futanari shifted her hips, her cock throbbing with the burning pleasure.

And that spurred Helen's tongue to lick through Carly's snatch, savoring the tart flavor and making the new girl shudder. Her small tits—they're the same size as mine!—jiggled over her as the brunette shuddered. 

“Oh, wow, that's good,” groaned Carly. “Oh, Helen, I had no idea. Mmm, I should have licked my ex's pussy more often.”

“Yeah, maybe she wouldn't have had the football team run a train on her,” Isabel grunted, thrusting hard into Helen's asshole, their flesh slapping together.

“Oh, you're that—” Helen bit back the offensive terms Isabel had used to describe him last week. “Sorry. I'll make you cum so hard on my mouth, and you'll forget all about that skank.”

Helen buried her face back into Carly's pussy while her bowels clenched on Isabel's cock plunging over and over into her asshole's depths. The blonde futanari's dick ached and throbbed. The burning friction made her moan into the gender-swapped beauty's cunt.

Her tongue flailed through those folds, enjoying her tart cream. It spilled over her face as the virgin gasped and moaned, humping against Helen's face. She lapped against the girl's hymen, so eager to pop her cherry.

“Oh, wow,” gasped Carly. “Oh, wow, that's hot,” she moaned. “I'm going to cum.”

“Do it,” Isabel hissed, thrusting so hard. “Oh, damn, chica, your asshole is so hot and tight. It makes my dick ache. Gonna flood you with my seed. Just baste your tight ass.” 

“Good,” Helen moaned, her cock swaying beneath her as she bucked back into her roommate's hard thrusts.

“Love fucking your ass, chica!” 

Isabel thrust harder and harder, reaming her dick so deep into Helen's bowels. It made her groan. Her lips found the gender-swapped slut's clit, sucking on it so hard. Carly moaned, her breasts heaving as she humped against the blonde futanari's mouth.

Pressure swelled in the depths of Helen's pussy. Isabel's plunging cock, reaming so hard and fast into her bowels, filled it. The heat went straight to her ovaries. The tip of her swaying cock ached, eager to erupt while her tongue swirled around Carly's clit.

“Oh, my god,” the new woman groaned.

“Cum on her face,” hissed Isabel. “Then she'll pop your cherry, puta!” 

“Yes!” howled Carly.

It was so exciting. The gender-swapped woman's pussy juices flooded out into Helen's eager mouth. She drank them down, reveling in her power. She caused this guy to become this girl. Thanks to her power, she had reshaped Carly into this beautiful creature with these delicious juices. So tart and wonderful. The cream poured down her chin, reaching for her small breasts.

Isabel's new girl-cock rammed into Helen's depths.

She came.

Her bowels writhed about Isabel's dick. Cum fired from her shaft. Powerful pulses that made Helen shiver and shudder. The friction burned so hot as the Hispanic futanari groaned and gasped, thrusting so hard.

“Yes, yes, yes, chica!” howled Isabel. “Your sweet ass! You're cumming so hard! Love it!” 

“Cum in her,” moaned Carly.

Helen, her mind bathed in rapture, thought that was an amazing idea. “Yes, yes, yes, cum in my ass!”

Isabel buried into Helen's spasming bowels and erupted.

Her cum spurted into Helen's bowels while the blonde futanari's jizz fired out of her cock. It was so hot to feel both. The futanari moaned into Carly's cumming pussy as her orgasm burned so hot through her. She shuddered, her pleasure peaking.

She reached the pinnacle of her pleasure, her cock still hard, cum dripping from the tip.

“Time to pop your cherry,” moaned Helen.

“Yes!” Isabel hissed. “Pop the puta's cherry. Deflower her new cunt.” 

Helen groaned as Isabel ripped that thick shaft out of her asshole. Cum trickled out, staining Helen's ass and trickling to her pussy. She didn't care. She moved, mounting the newest woman and bringing her big futa-cock to the virgin pussy.

And thrust.

“Oh, my god,” Carly squealed as her cherry vanished beneath Helen's huge cock.

“Yes!” the futanari moaned, savoring the joy of burying into another virgin pussy. It was such a treat to bury into such tight, hot cunt. To feel that new flesh around her dick, clenching and relaxing. It drove her wild.

She drew back, her small tits jiggling, and thrust in again. Their flesh slapped together. Carly, spread out on the bed, gasped, her tits bouncing. Helen gripped the girl's thighs. She threw Carly's knees over her shoulders, plowing her hard, fucking her with all her passion.

“Take my dick, you naughty slut,” groaned Helen, loving the words. “Mmm, you're Isabel's slut, which makes you my slut.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Carly moaned, her pussy clenching so hard.

“Mmm, my puta,” grinned Isabel. “Enjoy her pussy, chica.” 

“Thank you for sharing,” Helen grinned back.

“Always, chica.” Isabel's smile grew dazzling. “You know I love you.” 

Helen's thoughts flashed to Ally, feeling her cumming off in the distance, flooding a condom for Dr. Zhao. Hearing Isabel say those words drew her attention back to the other futanari for a moment.

And then Carly's tight, hot pussy clenching on Helen's big dick drew her back.

She groaned, fucking so hard, hugging those thighs to her small tits. Her nipples rubbed against Carly's legs as she plowed the brunette slut. She groaned, savoring the tight pussy, thrusting so hard in and out of her cunt.

“Mmm, yes, fuck her,” Isabel purred as she knelt beside Carly, holding her dick. “And you, puta, lick my cock clean. It's been in your Mistress's ass.” 

“Yes!” moaned Carly.

She didn't hesitate to open her pink mouth and suck on the sour, dirty cock. Her cheeks hollowed, her pussy clenching even harder on Helen's thrusting cock. The blonde futa groaned, watching the depraved sight, her hips pumping away.

This is so hot. So wild. I can't believe how much everything's changed since Saturday. I'm in an entirely different world.

And she loved it. She was such an idiot for denying herself from sex for so long, for hiding her futa-dick. Girls loved her. And she loved fucking them. She loved ramming her cock into their virgin holes, feeling them clench on her dick, savoring the silky friction.

I can't wait to share this with Ally.

“That's it, puta, suck that cock clean,” Isabel moaned, her round, golden-brown breasts heaving as she pumped her hips. 

“Yes, yes, suck her clean, slut,” gasped Helen, her cock throbbing, another orgasm building.

But it was Carly who came first.

She moaned about Isabel's cock as her body shuddered. Her pussy rippled about Helen's plunging cock. The sweet friction sent shivers through the blonde futanari's body. She groaned, her eyes rolling back into her head as she savored every thrust, every delicious inch burying into Carly's orgasming cunt. It was so hot. So delicious.

She thrust so hard, fucking the gender-swapped slut with every ounce of her passion. Her head swam with the heady thrill. It boiled through her brain. She groaned, eyes rolling back into her head as she pumped away so hard and fast.

“Fuck,” panted Isabel. “Oh, damn, that's good. Oh, fuck, yes. I love it. Oh, you naughty slut. Mmm, yes! You're cumming like a good puta. You're milking her cock. You want her seed in you.” 

Carly squealed about her cock.

Isabel's dark eyes flashed to Helen's. “Cum in her, chica!” 

Then Isabel leaned over and kissed Helen.

The feel of the Hispanic futanari's lips sent a wicked thrill through Helen. Her pussy clenched. She rammed her cock into Carly's spasming depths. Her body shuddered. And then her jizz erupted, flooding into the slut's body.

Pleasure rippled through her. She groaned and shuddered, her body heaving with every pulse of cum into the slut's pussy. She moaned into her roommate's kiss. Their tongues dueled as the pleasure boiled Helen's mind.

I hope the other girls are finding just as sexy, gender-swapped girls to bring back. I can't wait to see the starts of their harems.


Chapter Seven: Gender-Swapping Fun

“So, who do you think is going to be home?” Trish asked with excitement as she and her gender-swapped girlfriend rushed up the cement walkway leading to the porch of their house.

It was one of the small Theme Houses owned by the university. They were a row of quaint houses with wooden siding painted in rustic colors. Students could rent them from the school to escape the dorms. Usually a group of friends, three or four, would pool their money together to do that. Eden rented this house with three of her friends: Kodey Sydney, Garret Merrill, and Aleksander Johnson, though everyone called the big Norwegian Alex.

“Someone's home,” Eden said. “TV's on.”

“Ooh, are they cute?” Melika asked.

“Yeah,” Trish told the half-Black girl, smiling at her first harem-slut. Technically, Eden was one, but Trish loved her. Eden was her girlfriend, her lover, elevating her above harem-slut. “They're all cute.”

“Are they?” Eden asked. “I mean, Alex is so tall. He'll be tall as a woman.”

“Then he's perfect for you,” Trish laughed. Even as a woman, Eden was tall. She lost a few inches when she changed, but still had plenty more on Trish.

Eden shuddered, her blue eyes wide. “I'm really going to have sex with one of my friends. This is wild. My pussy is so wet.”

“And so is my cock,” Trish panted.

Trish pulled out her keys. She had moved in with Eden, so she technically lived here. She opened the door, stepping in. Alex and Garret sat on the couch, a cushion between them. The pair were opposites. Not in build—both were tall, muscular men—but in appearance. Alex was a pale, blond Norwegian with icy-blue eyes while Garret was an ebony-skinned African-American, his hair in a tight Afro.

They both gripped XBox controllers, yelling at each other as they stared at the two different TVs in the living room. Trish thought it was excessive, but they would play online FPSs with each other, using a pair of XBoxes and TVs to do it.

“Got it!” whooped Garret.

Alex muttered something dark in Norwegian.

“Hey, boys,” Trish said, sauntering in and leading her two girls. “Overwatch again?”

“Nah, some classic Modern Warfare,” Garret said.

Trish had no idea what that meant, but Eden grinned.

Alex looked at Trish. “Who're the girls?”

“This is Eden,” Trish said, fighting her grin. Neither realized their friend Ethan had some radical changes. “And this is Melika. I thought you'd like to kick it with them.”

“Mmm, yes,” Melika purred, striding towards Garret. “You are fine.”

Garret looked up and grinned at her. “Sup, boo.”

“What's going on?” Alex said, not as convinced as Eden went to him, her tits almost falling out of her blouse. “Is this a prank?”

“No prank,” Trish said, her cock throbbing so hard as she sank down on the recliner, watching.

“We're just here to have fun with you boys,” Eden said, sounding so breathless. The gender-swapped woman grabbed Alex's hand, pulling it from the XBox controller and bringing it to her large breast. My girlfriend shuddered as Alex squeezed.

He said something else in Norwegian, the words spilling together.

“Damn,” Garret moaned as Melika wiggled out of her tight jeans. He stared at her thong. “You are dripping.” Then he frowned. “Has some other guy been at you?” 

“Nope,” she said.

It wasn't a guy, thought Trish, suppressing a giggle. 

Melika then sank down onto his lap, rubbing her panty-clad pussy into his crotch. Garret groaned, the Black guy seizing her ass. Compared to his ebony flesh, Melika was positively fair-skinned. She shuddered, grinding on him.

“Fuck it, I don't care. I haven't gotten laid in two days.”

Eden moaned, her breast out and Alex sucking on it. The Norwegian couldn't resist that tit. It's such a lovely breast. 

Trish squirmed, wanting to pull out her futa-cock and stroke it. But she didn't want to spook the two guys. She wanted them gender-swapped. She wanted them to be cute girls eager to please the three futas with their sexy bodies.

I really hope Eden can gender-swap Alex. And Melika's never been with Helen yet. She's only been with me. Is my cum enough?

Time to find out.

“Damn,” Garret moaned. “Did you pay a pair of prostitutes, Trish?”

“Nope. They're just my sluts. They like to make me happy.”

“So why aren't they fucking Ethan?” groaned Garret.

Trish just smiled at him then blinked as his big, ebony cock came out.

It was the biggest dick Trish had seen on a guy. Not as big as hers, but still impressive. Melika purred, moving, bringing her pussy to his cock. She rubbed her panties' crotch on it, making him squirm and gasp.

“Oh, I need this big boy in me.”

“Yes, yes, fuck him,” Trish moaned, squirming. Her dick was on fire. She rubbed at it through her skirt, hoping the two guys were too wrapped up in their fun to notice.

Then Alex groaned. Eden's hands were busy. Trish shuddered, watching her girlfriend stroke Alex's pale cock. For a guy, it was a nice size. Then Eden straddled Alex's waist, the dick vanishing beneath her skirt.

“Yes,” Eden moaned, impaling herself on Alex's cock.

At the same moment, Melika pushed aside the crotch of her panties and took Garret's relatively big cock. The tall, Black guy groaned, his head lolling as Melika sank down his girth. Her body shuddered, her back arching.

Trish groaned, her hands shooting beneath her skirt and grasping her futa-cock. She jerked it, watching her two women slide their pussies up and down their guy's shaft, humping hard. Eden's skirt blocked her view, but she could see Garret's shaft glistening with her slut's pussy cream.

“Mmm, they were just so hot to fuck you both,” Trish moaned, her hand working beneath her skirt, her cock tenting it now. “Just so wet.”

“Yes,” Garret groaned.

Alex moaned in Norwegian between sucks on Eden's big breasts. He loved those pillowy mounds.

“Oh, yes, Alex,” groaned Eden. “Oh, your cock is so nice in me. Oh, you're going to love cumming in my depths.”

“Yes yes, yes,” Melika moaned in agreement.

“Just flood my girls,” panted Trish, her hand stroking her cock so fast, her skirt sliding across the tip.

Then her dick popped out. She stroked her huge, fleshy shaft. She ran her hands up and down it, her pussy clenching as precum spilled out the slit. It slicked her grip, lubing her to stroke herself even faster.

Her pussy clenched as the girls moaned and the guys groaned. It was so hot. Every rise and fall of the women's pussies on the men's cocks brought the transformative moment closer and closer. A heady thrill ran through Trish, her own orgasm rising with theirs.

“Yes, yes, yes, cum in me,” groaned Melika. “Flood my pussy with your cum. Mmm, yes. You know you want to. Just spurt it into me.”

“I need it,” moaned Eden. “I needed it sooooo badly, Alex.”

Alex sucked harder on Eden's breast, making Trish's own nipples tingle. Garret groaned, his head leaning back. His hands, gripping Melika's ass, bounced her on his cock, his muscular arms working her up and down.

Trish knew the signs. He was coming closer and closer to erupting. To flooding Melika's hot cunt with his jizz and start everything going. Trish's dick throbbed in her hand; her pussy clenched so hard. She writhed on the chair.

And then it happened.

“Fuck!” groaned Garrett, his ebony face twisted as his orgasm burst through him.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Melika howled, loving that feel of jizz flooding her depths, the change beginning inside of her. “That's what I need!”

Garret thrashed and Melika shuddered. She arched back, her clit thrusting forward, the pink nub morphing into a dusky-chocolate shaft, a girl-cock. And Garrett. Already his masculine features were melting away, his Afro growing larger, still as thick and curly, but now somehow feminine and naughty. His t-shirt stretched, boobs forming as the muscular strength vanished from his arms.

“What?” she gasped. “What is going on!”

Alex released Eden's nipple, growling in Norwegian as he flooded Eden's pussy. The gender-swapped blonde thrashed, her orgasm bursting through her. Trish shuddered, her hand flying so hard, so fast on her cock as she stared, looking for any sign that Eden was growing a new cock.

Then you can fuck me again!

“I'm a woman!” Garret gasped. “Where's my cock? What the fuck... You have my cock!”

“I do,” Melika giggled.

Alex, face lolling, groaned, “What? Woman?” Then he cursed in Norwegian, in shock at Garret's changed face, Melika's hands grasping her boobs. “What is going on? What happened to... My voice... My cock!”

Alex's eyes widened, so blue, as her face changed, becoming a Nordic beauty. Large breasts swelled her top. She'd be a busty blonde like Eden. Big, pillowy tits that Trish was eager to play with. Alex shuddered, blonde hair spilling like golden curtains down her shoulders and back.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Eden moaned. “Oh, Alexa, you're so sexy!”

“What!” Alexa groaned, shivering. “What is going on? Trish? What is...? You have a cock!”

“So does Melika,” groaned female-Garrett. “Holy fuck, it's huge.”

“Did you grow one, Eden?” moaned Trish, her hand flying up and down her dick, on the verge of erupting.

Eden turned and Trish saw it. The bulge in the front of her girlfriend's skirt. “I did! I grew a cock! I'm a futanari now!”

“Yes!” Trish howled, her body heaving. Her cum fired over and over from her dick, spurting high into the air and raining down across her blouse and face. She opened her mouth, savoring the salty rain falling upon her.

It worked. Eden was a futanari now, with Ethan's cock back. She can fuck me with that cock! 

Rapture burned through Trish. She was so glad Helen had changed all their lives. It was amazing.

~   ~~   ~

“I see it worked for Eden, too,” Maura grinned when she opened her front door and found Trish's group standing in the doorway. The brunette had a large harem with her. Eden had her cock out, stroking it proudly. The gender-swapped futanari was clearly excited to have a dick again. 

Leann was, too.

“It was so hot,” Trish said. “We gender-swapped all of Eden's roommates. First Alexa and Etta.” She pointed to another busty blonde and a hot Black girl. She, too, was sporting a thick futa-dick. “And then Kodi walked in on our celebratory orgy as we were popping Alexa's and Etta's cherries and, well, Etta reached Kodi first. So she became a futanari.”

“It was so hot,” Etta purred. She had a thick Afro giving her a retro, seventies look.

“I came so hard,” Kodi, a petite brunette said. “And then I changed. It was wild.” She pushed up her glasses. “So...there's a meeting or something going on?”

Trish, her arm around Eden's shoulders, grinned. “We're planning to break another futanari out of a secret military base.”

“No shit,” Etta said.

Melika nodded her head. The half-Black girl, who was also now a futanari, had her arm around Etta's waist. “It's wild. Helen's just so wonderful.”

“She is,” Kodi said with a sigh.

“Well, you are the last to arrive,” Maura said. “Everyone's in our living room.” The Irish doctor ushered them inside.

Maura's living room was crowded with the followers of Helen. It struck the doctor right then just what Helen had done. She had infected all of them with love. Every one of them, especially Maura, loved the blonde futanari standing before the whiteboard Leann had set up by the fireplace.

Around the room, everyone else was crowded in their own groups. The cheerleaders each had a girl apiece, their new futa-dicks tenting their pleated skirts. Professor Little had a cute girl sitting on her lap, one of her students she seduced and gender-swapped. Isabel sat with Carly and Lindsey, a regular girl Isabel just “had to put that skank in her place for how she treated Carly.” Maura didn't ask. Trish and her group squeezed in on one side of the living room as Maura took a seat by Nancy.

She used to be Yancy, an army buddy of Leann's and EOD expert. He knew how to disarm bombs. It was hot watching the muscular soldier become this svelte, raven-haired beauty while Leann grew a huge cock.

Her girl-cum trickled out of Maura's pussy. It was wonderful to be fucked by her wife again. 

“Okay, we're all here, and I see Trish has been busy,” Helen said, standing naked, her cock swaying half-hard between her thighs, her small breasts jiggling. She had her blonde hair in her tight French braid.

“I had a house full of boys at my disposal,” laughed Trish. “Just wanting to do my part.”

“I'll say,” Moira, the busty and redheaded cheerleader said, holding her gender-swapped girl.

The newcomers all looked a little dazed, staring at Helen with such dreamy looks on their face as the blonde futanari pointed at the whiteboard where “Reconnaissance” was written in bold, red lettering. “This is stage one. We will be going to Yakima this weekend and probably not coming back to the university until Ally is rescued.”

Helen waited.

“No objections.”

Maura shook her head. It meant taking a leave of absence from her job. “This is important.”

“That's right,” the Chinese cheerleader said. April gave Helen a beaming smile while holding the Black girl on her lap. “We're in this. You've done quite the number on all our neurobiology, Helen.”

“I have?” the blonde blinked.

“Yeah. We're all so mellow about this. I mean, I'm in my third year, and I'm risking it all to help you out. And I don't care.”

Helen bit her lip. “Maybe...”

“No, Ally's in trouble,” Rhonda said, the cheer captain bursting to her feet. “We're doing this.”

“Never leave a, eh, sister behind,” Leann said, sounding so military as she stood naked on the other side of the whiteboard. “We are not abandoning Ally to the enemy's mercy longer than we have to. So reconnaissance first.” 

“We need to learn about the installation and the people who are there,” Helen said. “We're going to need to get people on the inside. Women who work there.”

“So we get to fuck,” giggled Isabel. “I like it, chica.” 

“You're just horny,” Val, the Hispanic cheerleader, laughed.

“Oh, yes,” Isabel grinned.

Maura's cock throbbed. “But how will we know who to grab? It's a secret installation.”

“I'm hoping Ally can help us,” Helen said. “Since I can share her dreams, she should be able to describe the people who hold her prisoner. But we'll need to start surveillance on the entrances to the installation, figure out who comes and goes, especially the women. We can't afford to gender-swap any guys until the very last moment.”

“That would tip us off,” agreed Professor Little. “It's kinda obvious.” She frowned. “People are going to notice if we do lots of gender-swapping in general. I mean, there are a lot of guys who became girls tonight.”

Maura waved her hand. “They just embraced their transgender desire. Everyone will be happy for them.”

“We're happy,” Eden said. “Right, girls?”

Nancy and the others all nodded. April is right, thought Maura. Helen did rewrite our DNA. 

“So how can we do the stakeouts without being noticed?” asked Isabel. “I mean, it's a government installation.”

“Local law enforcement,” Nancy suggested. “There will be female cops. Once they've gotten a taste of this”—she seized Maura's dick, stroking it and making her shudder—“it should be easy to get their help on surveillance.”

“Wow,” Maura breathed as the full scope of what they were doing hit her. “We're going to go to war with the U.S. Military.”

“Yes, we are,” Leann said. “So we need to be careful. We need to be prepared. They know how to handle futanari. And they won't be afraid of using deadly force.”

Helen swallowed. Her eyes widened. “Really?”

“That's why we're planning,” Maura said, standing up and rushing to her futanari. She hugged the trembling blonde. “That's why we'll be careful and recruit people to help us. We'll save Ally and do it without anyone getting hurt.” 

Maura caught Leann's eyes. Her face was stony. Clearly, she didn't agree. A chill ran down my spine. But she didn't say anything. Ally had to be rescued. She was special, like Helen.  


Chapter Eight: Cheerleader Orgy

Helen trembled as she waited in the back of the cheerleader's locker room naked, her dick so hard before her. It was Friday. Tomorrow, they were road-tripping out to Yakima to set up their operation. Hotel rooms were booked, cars were arranged, and everyone was contacting their families, preparing them for the news so no police were called.

They needed to keep from attracting any attention.

Helen had one last round of recruiting left for her swelling mega-harem. There were eight cheerleaders at the University of Puget Sound, and Helen wanted them all. Besides her four—Rhonda, Moira, April, and Val—there were Natasha, Mercedes, Evelyn, and June. Helen's girl-cock was so hard as she waited in the locker room. She stroked it as she listened to the girls changing just around the corner. She was hiding in the showers, waiting for Rhonda to announce the fun.

“Okay, girls,” Rhonda said, clapping her hands. “You four new girls, we're doing things a little differently today.”

“What?” asked one of the girls, with a slight, Slavic accent to her words. That must be Natasha. She had a round face, so nice and plump.

“We're having an orgy,” Rhonda announced. “Futanari, pick your cheerleaders and have fun.”

“Futanari?”

“Orgy?”

“Holy shit, you have a cock, Moira!”

“What the hell!”

“What is going on Rhonda?”

“Oh, my god, don't do that!”

Helen shivered, stepping out of the shower, smiling at the start of the cheerleader orgy. They were all still in their uniforms. Her futa-cheerleaders had huge erections thrusting out the front of their maroon pleated skirts, the fabric swaying back and forth. The other cheerleaders were having their spankies and panties ripped off or their tops removed.

Helen paused, savoring the sight of her harem feasting on their fellow cheerleaders. Rhonda had blonde Mercedes bent over a wooden bench, stripped down to just her skirt. The beautiful cheerleader's golden hair swayed along with her round breasts. Rhonda's dark hands gripped the blonde's ass, spreading apart those butt-cheeks and diving in to lick her asshole.

“Rhonda! What are you doing!” Mercedes groaned.

“Jesus,” gasped June, a round-faced, Cambodian cheerleader whose round breasts jiggled as Moira ripped off her top. Then the busty futa grasped those jiggling tits, massaging the dusky-olive flesh. “What is this?”

“Just enjoy,” moaned Moira before she kissed June hard, pinning her against a bank of lockers.

Helen's dick throbbed, almost feeling June's pussy about her own cock as Moira rammed her dick into the Cambodian cheerleader's cunt. June shuddered, her arms wrapping around Moira's body, holding the futanari hard as their bodies writhed.

Petite April Liu had Evelyn on her hands and knees. The Chinese futanari held onto Evelyn's brassy-brown hair as she fucked her cock in and out of the kneeling cheerleader's mouth. April shuddered, her stomach flexing as she pumped away.

“Yes, yes, yes, suck my cock, Evelyn. Mmm, yes, you know how to do it so well.”

And last, busty and Hispanic Val had cornered Natasha. The Russian cheerleader's eyes were so wide, set in her round face. She shuddered, backing up before tripping on a gym bag. She fell backward with a gasp. She was a cheerleader, so she managed to land with some grace, but her legs parted, revealing her naked, shaved pussy beneath.

“Oh, yes, you are sexy,” Val moaned as she pounced.

“Oh, my god!” Natasha gasped as hard girl-cock rammed into her pussy. “How do you have a dick, Val?”

“Does it matter?” the Hispanic futanari moaned, her hips pumping fast, her pleated skirts bouncing, her golden-brown ass peeking out between the dancing pleats.

Helen licked her lips, staring at that sight. As Natasha moaned, “No, it doesn't,” the blonde futanari strode through the orgy, her eyes locked on Val's pumping ass. Cheerleaders moaned around her, discovering the joys of girl-dick for the first time.

This is so hot, groaned Helen. When she first lusted after the cheer squad, she never thought she'd fuck them all in a wild orgy of pure passion. But she was so glad she could. So thrilled that her cock and cum had such a wonderful effect on everyone. 

They're all so happy. Listen to them. They love it. The gender-swapped women love it. And the futanari definitely love it.

She fell to her knees behind Val, rubbing her cock on the pleats. The bands of cloth shifted aside, her futa-dick slipping in to rub on her slave's pumping ass. Val groaned, throwing a happy look over her shoulder as she plowed Natasha's cunt.

“Mmm, yes, Mistress, just fuck my ass.”

Mistress...

A hot shudder ran from Helen's clenching pussy through her body. Pussy juices soaked her blonde bush as her futa-cock slipped between Val's pumping ass. She found her cheerleader-slut's asshole, feeling the puckered sphincter. As Val drew her cock out of Evelyn's depths, she pushed back on Helen's cock.

Her asshole swallowed the tip.

Helen groaned at the taste of her Hispanic cheerleader's velvety bowels. Her hips thrust forward out of her control, slamming into Val's tight bowels. The velvety embrace engulfed her cock in heaven. Her small breasts jiggled as her pale crotch and blonde bush smacked into pleated skirts.

“Yes, Mistress,” moaned Val, her bowels clenching around Helen's cock. “Oh, fuck me.”

“Who's that?” Natasha moaned. Then her eyes widened. “You're her. You're the one I love.”

“Yep,” Helen grinned. “Val owns you. And I own her. Isn't that wonderful?”

“It is,” Natasha purred, her arms locked about Val's neck.

Helen shuddered, her hips pumping, finding a rhythm with Val. It was so hot fucking the Hispanic futanari's ass while she reamed Evelyn's pussy. Val grunted and groaned, her body shuddering and shaking as she worked her hips. She kissed Natasha hard, her bowels clenching and relaxing about Helen's cock.

Pleasure rippled through Helen as she pumped away. Her crotch smacked over and over into her slave's ass. The friction burned around her cock. Helen grunted every time she thrust, her small tits bouncing, her braid swaying behind her.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she howled, pumping her hips. “Take my cock. Mmm, you just love it up the ass.”

“I do,” Val groaned, shuddering. “Oh, Mistress, you're buggering me so hard.”

“You are,” gasped Natasha. “I can feel you burying into her. It drives her cock so deep into my pussy.”

“Your cunt!” groaned Helen. “You have a hot, tight cunt pleasuring my slave.”

“Uh-huh!” she squealed.

The blonde futanari shuddered, pumping her hips faster and faster. The locker room echoed with the sounds of her sluts fucking. With their passion. Futanari fucked the cheerleaders hard, using their mouths, pussies, or asses, taking their pleasure where they wanted.

It's only right. We're futanari. Women need us to fuck them.

Helen's pussy grew so tight. Every thrust brought her closer and closer to rapture. Her futa-dick ached in the velvety embrace of her slut's tight ass. She pounded that asshole, reveling in the rapture building and building, driving her hips to pump faster and faster.

“Oh, god,” Helen groaned. “Oh, fuck, I'm going to cum!”

“Mmm, yes!” Val moaned. “Cum in my ass!”

“Cum in her ass, Mistress,” Natasha echoed, learning her place.

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Helen, her hips slamming forward.

Her cock erupted. Her cum spurted so hard and fast out of her. It made her tremble and sway. The world spun about her. It was such an amazing thing to experience. Such wonderful rapture that burned through her body.

She loved it. She never wanted it to end. It made her gasp and shake. Her body quivered as she unloaded more blasts of cum. She kept firing into her slut's ass. Her eyes rolled back into her head. She grunted, fingers clenching so hard on the cheerleader's hips.

“Oh, that was so good, Val,” moaned Helen. “Such a good slut!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Val moaned, her body trembling. Her bowels spasmed.

“Oh, god, you're cumming in me,” squealed Natasha.

That brought a smile to Helen, hearing her cheerleader's new slave cumming so hard. Helen savored Val's spasming ass milking out the last of her cum from her girl-dick. Then she pulled her cock out of the cheerleader's ass, turning around, looking for more fun.

Moira and June were kissing, clearly just finishing their hot sex. They both shuddered as Moira broke away, their tits heaving. June shivered as Moira's girl-cock slid out of her pussy, leaving the Cambodian slut dripping with cum, her black bush matted.

“Oh, you two look so sexy,” Helen purred, moving over, her cock bobbing before her. “It's inspiring.”

Moira giggled. “As inspiring as fucking Val's ass?”

“Depends,” Helen said, acting so coyly as she approached, her hands behind her back, making her body sway, her dick bobbing. “What do you want to do with my cock after it's been in her ass?”

“Lick it clean,” Moira moaned, her huge tits heaving as she shuddered. “Come on, June, let's lick our Mistress's girl-dick clean.”

June shivered. “She's bigger than you.”

“She's our Mistress, duh,” Moira said, rolling her eyes as she knelt. Then she grabbed June, yanking her down. “Get down here and help me lick her clean.”

“Yes, yes, get her all clean,” Rhonda moaned, the Black futanari pounding Mercedes' cunt from behind, the blonde cheerleader still bent over the bench, her tits swaying.

“We will,” Moira said. “Right, June?”

“Right...Mistress.”

Moira grinned at her. “Good. You get it. I'm so glad.”

“Me, too,” Helen said and then groaned as the two cheerleaders leaned forward and lapped at her cock with their tongues.

Helen shivered, her pussy clenching as the two cheerleader-sluts bathed her cock with their tongues. They licked up and down her shaft, tonguing her, making her squirm and groan as they covered her dick with hot licks. They started at the base of her cock, where it thrust out of the folds of her pussy, and dragged up it. They took their time, letting Helen really enjoy every moment of it before they reached her sensitive crown.

They flicked that and she groaned, her pussy clenching hard. Pleasure raced through her as the two cheerleaders worshiped it. Their tongues swirled and circled the spongy crown. Helen grabbed their hair, holding on tight as June and Moira kissed back down her shaft.

“Mmm, she tastes good,” moaned June, her round, dusky-olive face flushed. “I had no idea ass tasted so good.”

“It's yummy,” Rhonda purred.

“Yeah, you ate the hell out of mine, Captain,” groaned Mercedes. “Oooh, yes, you just rimmed my ass. Made my pussy so wet.”

“So wet,” the Black futanari agreed, thrusting harder.

“Ass is good,” Natasha moaned.

Helen glanced over her shoulder and smiled. Val knelt on the ground while Natasha licked Helen's cum out of her ass. The Hispanic futanari moaned, shuddering and humping back into her slave's licking tongue.

“That's it. Just lick all of Mistress's cum out of my ass. Mmm, you are such a naughty slut.” Val's back arched. “Yes, yes, yes, jab that tongue into my cunt.”

Helen shivered, her girl-dick throbbing as the two cheerleader-sluts worked their way up it again. Their tongues were so hot, cleaning her dick of Val's sour musk. Helen groaned, squeezing her small breasts and pinching her nipples.

And then June engulfed the tip of her dick, sucking so hard.

“Greedy slut,” laughed Moira. “Just hogging our Mistress's cock.”

June just moaned and sucked harder, bobbing her mouth. Helen shivered, loving the Cambodian cheerleader's round face working back and forth on her cock, slanted eyes staring up at her with such hungry lust in them.

“Guess I get her pussy,” Moira said. “Daaarn.” 

With a huge grin, the strawberry-blonde futanari pressed her face between Helen's thighs and nuzzled at her pussy. Helen shuddered, Moira's tongue sliding through her pussy folds, shooting bliss to the tip of her dick buried in June's hungry mouth. Her sucks sent euphoria shooting the other way, swirling through Helen's cunt.

The blonde futanari shuddered, pinching her nipples as her two cheerleader-slaves went to work on her pussy and cock. June sucked so hard, bobbing her mouth and twisting her head. Her lips were sealed tight, round cheeks hollowing as powerful suction pulled on Helen's dick. Her pussy clenched on Moira's probing tongue, the cheerleader futanari working her organ so deep into Helen's cunt.

“Oh, yes, you two spoil me,” groaned Helen. “Such a delicious pair of slaves.”

“So delicious,” groaned April, plowing into Evelyn's cunt. “Make Mistress cum.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Rhonda groaned. Then she ripped her cock out of Mercedes's pussy, erupting across her ass.

Helen shivered, watching the Black futanari paint the White girl's ass in ropy jizz. Helen shivered, her orgasm swelling in her as her two slaves teased her pussy and cock. Her toes curled on the cool cement, drunk on all the pleasure.

“Holy shit!” Mercedes gasped as Rhonda, before she even finished cumming, rammed her big, Black girl-dick into the White cheerleader's asshole. “You're huge!”

“And you love it, slut!” groaned Rhonda, pumping away so hard.

“I do love it!” screamed Mercedes.

And then April was groaning, cumming in Evelyn's pussy, drawing Helen's attention. April slammed her cock into her brassy-haired slut's pussy, her cute ass clenching. Helen's pussy spasmed and her cock twitched, imagining cumming in Evelyn's depths.

It would be so wonderful, spurting into the girl's depths. June's warm, sucking mouth made that fantasy so close to reality. Helen's pussy clenched on Moira's tongue probing into her depths, stirring her around.

Sending pleasure to her core and detonating her orgasm.

“Oh, yes, you cheerleader-slut!” Helen gasped as her cum fired into June's hungry mouth. “Drink it all!”

The Cambodian girl gulped down Helen's futa-jizz as it spurted from her cock. Each powerful blast made her pussy clench and spasm on Moira's lapping, swirling tongue. Pussy juices gushed out of her cunt, perfuming the air with more naughty scents and boiling Helen's mind in rapture.

She loved it. She drank in all the sensations roaring through her body. She heaved and bucked as she kept flooding June's mouth. The cheerleader's round face burning with delight, her body shuddering as she came from drinking Helen's futanari cum.

“Savor it!” Helen moaned. “You're special! You're mine!”

“Yes,” Moira moaned then fucked her tongue so deep into Helen's pussy like a mini-cock.

A cock. I need to be fucked.

June swallowed the last blast of cum, her mouth sliding off Helen's cock. The round-faced, Cambodian slut looked up with such burning desire. “My stars, that was an amazing jizz. Mmm, just the best I've ever had.”

“There's more over here,” April said, rolling off of Evelyn, her cock shiny with pussy juices. Cum flooded out of the brassy-haired cheerleader's well-fucked pussy.

“Can I, Mistress?” June asked, such enthusiasm in her words.

“Enjoy,” Helen smiled.

With a squeal, June turned and scurried over, her pleated skirts swaying about her ass. She fell to her knees and buried into her fellow cheerleader-slut's cunt. Evelyn moaned, squeezing her round breasts as she humped against the licking Asian's mouth.

“And you,” Helen groaned, looking at April's shiny cock, the Chinese futanari rubbing her stomach. She had a sexy tattoo, a triangle with wings, spread across her belly. “Get over here and fuck my ass.”

“Yes, Mistress!” beamed April.

“Lucky slut,” groaned Rhonda, plowing Mercedes' ass.

“Isn't Mistress the lucky one?” groaned Mercedes, the blonde humping back into the ebony cock reaming her bowels. “Anal sex with a futanari is awesome!”

“It is,” Helen beamed, stepping back from Moira. The strawberry-blonde futanari's face was smeared with Helen's pussy juices. “And you... I'm going to fuck that cock.”

“Ooh, yes,” Moira moaned, stretching out on the concrete floor, grasping her hard girl-cock. She wagged it, making her large tits jiggle. “Just sit down on my dick and go for a ride, Mistress!”

“Gladly,” sighed Helen, straddling her futanari-slut's waist and sinking down, her own girl-dick thrusting so hard before her.

The petite blonde grasped her slave's cock, bringing it to the wet folds of her pussy while at the same time April moved behind her. The Chinese futanari's cock bounced before her, her small breasts jiggling. She fell to her knees at the same moment Helen's pussy made contact with Moira's futa-dick.

Helen gasped as she impaled herself down the cock, engulfing every inch of it. Her girl-dick smacked into Moira's belly, making such a wicked sound while her pussy clenched down hard on her slave's shaft. Pleasure rippled through her, friction making her squirm and twist her hips.

“Such a good cock,” Helen moaned. “Mmm, yes, that is what I need in my pussy. Your big dick's filling me.”

“Uh-huh, Mistress,” panted Moira. “Your pussy is so tight. Ooh, yes, thank you for choosing me.”

“And me,” April moaned, rubbing her pussy-soaked cock between the cheeks of Helen's butt. The Chinese futanari found her asshole, rubbing on the puckered sphincter.

And thrust hard.

“Yes!” Helen squealed as her second hole was filled.

A wave of dizzy delight rippled across her thoughts as she savored being stuffed full of two big futa-dicks. Her pussy and asshole gripped both her slave's cocks, savoring them buried to the hilt in her holes. She drank in the pleasure, her dick throbbing on Moira's stomach.

April hugged Helen from behind, rubbing small, firm tits into the blonde's back. April's hands found her breasts, squeezing them and pinching her nipples, making her pussy and asshole clench on the two futa-cocks.

“Oh, god, yes,” Helen moaned, her hips wiggling, stirring the two dicks around. “Now fuck me! Pound me! Make me explode!” 

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Rhonda, plowing Mercedes's ass so hard, so fast, making the blonde's butt jiggle. “Fuck her! Fuck our Mistress!”

“Make her explode!” moaned Val, who now had Natasha riding her cock reverse cowgirl, the Russian slave's round tits bouncing.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Evelyn moaned, humping against June's licking tongue.

The two futas fucked Helen.

She moaned and heaved and thrashed between her two slaves, their futa-cocks reaming over and over into her holes stirring two separate, but amazing, pleasures through her body. The velvety roughness of her ass being plowed by April's cock and the silky delight of her cunt being filled by Moira's dick. It was wonderful. The pleasures warred through her body.

Her cock slapped over and over on Moira's belly as the strawberry-blonde slut bucked her hips upward, bouncing Helen on her dick. Then April would ream her ass so hard, driving her back down, making her move between them, drinking in the pleasure. Precum flicked from the tip of her dick as she heaved, splattering across Moira's huge tits.

“Oh, god, that's so hot,” Mercedes moaned, her blue eyes locked on the sight. “Fuck!”

She bucked and moaned in obvious orgasmic delight. Rhonda gasped, the Black futanari feeling bowels spasming on her dick. It sent her over the edge. Helen shuddered, watching her African-American sex slave bury her cock into her White sex slave's asshole, filling her with so much yummy cum.

Helen's mouth watered.

“Let me suck that cock!” howled Helen as she bucked and moaned, her orgasm swelling so fast inside of her, the tip of her futa-dick aching as it slapped over and over onto Moria's belly. “Give it to me, Rhonda!”

“Yes, Mistress,” Rhonda moaned.

“Oh, it was just in my ass!” gasped Mercedes, her face contorting. “Holy fuck, that's so nasty! Love it!”

Rhonda ripped her cock out of Mercedes's ass and rushed over to Helen. The blonde futanari didn't hesitate to swallow her slave's dirty cock. Her eyes closed, savoring the sour flavor of Mercedes's ass staining the dick. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked, tingles racing through her body, her holes clenching on her lovers' dicks.

As she was fucked by Moira and April, she bobbed her mouth on Rhonda's girl-dick. She sucked the sour musk off of that wonderful shaft, savoring having all three of her holes filled. The pleasure swelled and swelled in her.

And then something amazing happened.

Mercedes swallowed the tip of Helen's cock.

That warm, sucking mouth on her dick shot pleasure down to jump the dual delights burning in her ass and pussy. Her holes clenched so hard, the friction raging rapture through her nethers. Helen moaned about Rhonda's dick as it all swirled inside of her.

And exploded in a cyclone of rapture.

Helen screamed out her ecstasy around Rhonda's thick, Black cock. Her pussy and asshole spasmed about her slaves' girl-dicks. And her own shaft—her own big, throbbing futa-cock—erupted. Hot jizz pumped into Mercedes's hungry mouth.

The pleasure wracked through Helen's body. She bucked and spasmed, moaning out her delight as it raged through her body. Hot waves thrust through her, massaging her slaves' dicks. Her futanari moaned around her, loving the pleasure.

“Oh, god, Mistress,” gasped Moira. “Your pussy is wonderful! It's sucking at my cock!”

“Ooh, I love your ass, Mistress,” panted April, plunging her hips so hard and fast, reaming them over and over into Helen's asshole. “Ooh, it is just amazing.”

“Uh-huh,” groaned Rhonda, her naked, ebony tits swaying above Helen's head. “Oh, Mistress, your mouth... Oh, god, you're so hungry for my cum.”

So hungry! Helen shuddered, their dicks keeping her orgasm going while Mercedes kept swallowing her cum. 

The blonde suckled on the tip of her dick, making Helen's pussy and asshole clench even harder. Her spasming delight kept rushing through her. The futas kept teasing her, kept her body burning with rapture as they fucked her while that delightful mouth worshiped her dick.

Blast after blast of jizz pumped into Mercedes's mouth. The blonde kept drinking down Helen's cum. Mercedes gulped it, moaning her delight, teasing the sensitive tip of Helen's girl-dick. Stars exploded across Helen's vision while her mind drowned in euphoria.

“Jesus, you suck cock so well, Mistress. Holy fuck, I'm going to cum.” Rhonda's face twisted, her hips pumping into Helen's sucking mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes, let's flood her holes!” gasped April, plunging her dick so hard and fast into Helen's spasming bowels.

“Oh, god, I can't hold out any longer!” Moira moaned, bucking her hips up. “Mistress!”

Helen's pussy spasmed so hard as the hot girl-jizz spurted into her depths. More cum fired from her cock as Moira flooded her pussy. The futanari bucked so hard between her lovers, her head bobbing on Rhonda's shaft, her holes spasming on Moira's cumming dick and April's plunging shaft.

“Oh, god, Mistress!” April moaned, squeezing Helen's breasts so hard. “Thank you!”

Hot girl-cum spurted into Helen's asshole. It warmed her bowels, making her tremble, her orgasm peaking through her. Her holes milked both futa-cocks while her own dick kept flooding Mercedes's mouth, every blast making her moan about Rhonda's dick, her body heaving.

And then the final girl-dick erupted.

“Mistress!” moaned Rhonda.

Her Black cock erupted. Hot, salty cum flooded Helen's mouth, banishing the sour aftertaste of ass. The futanari gulped it down, loving how it warmed her nethers, mixing with the heat of the girl-jizz in her bowels and cunt.

I love being a futanari! Helen thought as her pleasure surged through her, savoring the passion of their locker room orgy. I can't wait to share this pleasure with Ally. 

~   ~~   ~

Ally groaned, her eyes opening, her body covered in her own jizz. She shivered, loving dreaming herself into Helen's body. Helen's so lucky to be gangbanged by those sexy futanari all around her. They were multiplying, spreading, building the army to come rescue Ally. 

The redheaded futanari smiled as she stared at her prison walls, the harsh cinder blocks half-hidden by her bookshelves and posters. She played with the cum pooling between her big tits and knew she would be out of here soon.

She would be free and united with Helen. Then we can fuck cheerleaders together. Mmm, those pleated skirts are so sexy. 


Chapter Nine: Checking In

Carly pulled into the motel's parking lot, following the rest of the convoy in. Isabel squirmed on the passenger seat beside her sex slave, her back arching, eager to stretch her legs after the two hour drive from the University of Puget Sound in Tacoma, over the Cascade Mountains, and into the city of Yakima on the other side.

It was a lot less green on this side of the mountains. Washington was known as the evergreen state, but in fact most of the state was arid semi-desert only kept green through irrigation for farms from the Columbia and Snake Rivers. The Cascade mountains that divided the state created a rain shadow, dumping sometimes near-constant precipitation on Western Washington while parching Eastern Washington.

“So here's our new home,” Lindsey said from the back seat, peering out. She was Isabel's second sex slave and Carly's ex-girlfriend, the one who let the entire football team run a train on her while at a party.

Catching her doing that had really hurt Carly.

“Did Mistress give you permission to speak, whore?” Carly demanded, glaring at Lindsey over the seat.

“Sorry, Mistress Carly,” Lindsey said, shrinking back.

It's nice to bring a little balance, thought Isabel. 

Terri, the pink-haired coed and Isabel's third sex slave, barked in laughter. She always found it amusing when Lindsey was spanked by Carly. The gender-swapped girl would find any excuse to spank her ex.

“Yes, this will be our new home for a while,” Isabel said, climbing out of the car. Other futanari and girls spilled out of theirs, everyone clumped by their harems. The futa-cheerleaders had two sluts apiece, Trish had the largest with Eden and three others, while Professor Little still only had her gender-swapped coed.

And over all of them was Helen, beaming in delight as she watched her forces assemble. “Okay, let's get checked in and then we can start our reconnaissance. Isn't this exciting?”

Isabel couldn't help nodding her head in agreement. “It is, chica.”  

Helen spun, her blonde hair, in her elegant French braid, swinging behind her, and marched to the hotel. Check-in was a complicated process. They had to get nine rooms. Helen's would double as the command center while the other members of her harem and their sex slaves each got a room. The rooms were already booked. It was a Motel Six, an economy hotel, which was important because they had a lot of girls.

And then there was the matter of food. They took over a Denny's across the road, laughing and chatting while watching cars stream by on the highway. Plans were discussed, investigations launched. First goal: get the female cops on their side.

Isabel couldn't wait.

I'll show Helen that she can count on me the most, Isabel said, staring at her roommate with such love in her eyes. 

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura Roy shuddered as she sat on the balcony of her room on the third floor. There was a reason Leann had chosen this particular Motel Six. It provided them with a view of the nearby Yakima County Sheriff Department's Eastern station. The station that patrolled around the Hanford Site. Leann had a camera with a telephoto lens set up on a tripod. She had it aimed at the sheriff station's parking lot. 

“Okay, I have a female sheriff coming out,” she said, an eagerness to her words.

“Ooh, yes,” Maura moaned, her cock throbbing in Nancy's mouth. The gender-swapped ex-soldier moaned about the futanari's big dick, sending pleasure throbbing through Moira's body. “Is she a cute cop?”

“She might be,” Leann said. “Hard to say. But I have her going to her patrol car. She's backing out and... Yes, I have the license plate.”

“Good,” moaned Maura, grabbing Nancy's black hair, sliding the slave's mouth up and down her girl-dick. Maura liked having a slave. She was so fun to fuck with Leann, sharing the gender-swapped slut. “Now we just have to find out where she lives.”

“Shouldn't be too hard,” Leann said, snapping more pictures. She looked away, her round breasts swaying. They were naked and lovely. Maura loved the sight of them moving as her girl-dick throbbed in Nancy's mouth. “We know what time her tour ends. In a few days, we'll be prepared to follow her home.”

“God, this spy stuff is so hot,” moaned Maura, her Irish accent growing thicker while her pussy clenched. She thrust her hips up from her chair, fucking Nancy's mouth hard. The gender-swapped, svelte woman moaned, her passion vibrating around Maura's cock. “Mmm, and you're so sexy, Leann. God, you always make me so wet.”

“And hard?” Leann asked, turning and grinning at her wife, her own dick thrusting before her.

“It's like you're a soldier again,” Maura moaned. “Oh, you were so sexy in your uniform. And you're so sexy right now.” The Irish futanari licked her lips. “Just let me suck your cock. You can do that and watch, can't you?”

“God, you are just insatiable,” Leann said, turning slightly.

“Then don't be so sexy,” Maura moaned, her futa-dick throbbing in Nancy's hungry mouth.

She grabbed her futa-wife's cock, feeling how thick Leann was. So much bigger of a cock than when she had been a man. It was so hot. Now she has a pussy and boobs. She is so amazing. I love her so much. 

Maura opened her mouth and swallowed her wife's cock. Leann groaned, her round breasts jiggling, highlighting her pink nipples. Maura stared up at her wife's new breasts, her cheeks hollowing as she savored how sexy they were.

Leann shuddered, squeezing her tits, and abandoned their stakeout for a moment. Her face contorted with pleasure as Maura bobbed her mouth up and down her wife's dick, sucking as hard as Nancy sucked on her own futa-cock.

This is so sexy. Two sexy women to play with. And one has a dick!

Maura's tongue swirled around her wife's dick. It was so similar, feeling the same as before but only larger. Her hand stroked down her futa's shaft and found the wet folds of Leann's pussy. That was very different.

“Yes,” Leann groaned, her pussy juices coating Maura's fingers as she rubbed them up and down her wife's thick labia. “Oh, honey, yes. I'm going to cum so hard. Just flood your mouth with my jizz.”

Yes!

She sucked harder, her pussy clenching as Nancy bobbed her mouth. The other gender-swapped woman was so eager to taste Maura's cum. Nancy loved it. She was just a slut for futa-jizz like every woman was.

And every futa. I can't wait for Leann's delicious cum to flood my mouth.

Leann shuddered as Maura penetrated her hot pussy. The redheaded futanari loved the feel of her wife's new cunt about her plunging digits. It made her futa-wife make the most delicious sounds, her dick throbbing in Maura's mouth.

I have to be quick. She needs to get back to her surveillance.

“Oh, damn, honey,” moaned Leann in her bright soprano. “Rub right there. That's it. That's the G-spot, isn't it?”

Maura moaned a yes about her wife's girl-dick, her fingers massaging at the top of Leann's pussy.

Leann trembled, her hands clenching. The excitement spilling across her beautiful face only swelled Maura's excitement. She moaned about her wife's dick, humming as she savored Nancy's sucking mouth.

Maura's pussy clenched so hard as Nancy sucked and swirled her tongue. Her cum boiled in her ovaries, on the verge of erupting as she massaged her wife's G-spot. Leann's cunt clamped down on Maura's fingers.

“Fuck!”

Hot, salty futa-cum flooded Dr. Maura's mouth. Thick spurts of creamy delight filled her mouth. She gulped down the girl-jizz, loving how it slid down her throat and warmed her belly. The heat spread to her own ovaries while Leann's pussy went wild about her fingers.

“You are so amazing, Maura!”

Maura's ovaries boiled. The pressure swelled. Her cock ached in Nancy's mouth.

“Just the best, honey!” Leann shuddered, her breasts heaving as she kept pumping salty goodness into Maura's mouth.

So are you! thought Maura. 

And then she came.

Her pussy spasmed hard. Juices flooded out of her cunt, staining the chair she sat on. Her cum pumped into her gender-swapped slave's mouth. Nancy gulped it down, purring her enjoyment as Maura swallowed the last of her wife's cum, savoring it sliding down her throat.

Pleasure rippled through the redheaded futanari. She shuddered and moaned about her wife's futa-dick, sucking on Leann's girl-cock, hoping to get one last morsel of salty delight. Her own dick spurted over and over, pumping rapture through her body and jizz into Nancy's mouth.

Ecstasy burned through her thoughts.

“Oh, honey, yes,” panted Leann, her cock sliding out of Maura's lips. “Oh, you spoil me.”

“Uh-huh,” panted Maura, her body trembling. “Always.” Then she smacked her wife's ass. “You better get back to watching the precinct.”

~   ~~   ~

A week of work, delving into Ally's genes, and Dr. Zhao had had two failures so far in trying to crack the mind control serum. She was not pleased. She needed to figure out how to harness the mind control serum. It wasn't enough to just make a person open to any commands if anyone could give them orders.

They needed soldiers that couldn't be infected by Ally's cum. When her alien creators came, they might use the very bioengineered jizz of their futanari as a weapon, making it into an aerosol or just spraying it in their faces. Soldiers would suddenly gender-swap and be converted to worshiping the aliens, loving them like Sarah and the others exposed to Ally's cum did.

There had to be a way to harness control.

“Injecting Subject 7 with newest compound,” Dr. Zhao said and plunged the needle into the scrawny arm of the Black man tied down to the table. He was a heroin addict, picked up in the latest raid of Yakima's transient community. They were getting scarce, fleeing the city.

“Vitals remain steady,” Catherine said. Her voice was flat. She was still haunted by subject 4's ordered suicide.

It hadn't bothered Dr. Zhao one bit. It had only fascinated her when the man had slit his own throat.

“Pupils are relaxing,” Dr. Zhao said as she thumbed back the patient's eyes.

“What was in that?” Subject 7 asked, his voice slurring. “Makes me feel...”

“Just relax. It was medicine,” Dr. Zhao said. “We're treating you.”

“Bull...shit...” he grunted before his face went slack.

Dr. Zhao felt no remorse for the heroin addict. As far as she was concerned he had squandered his life with his poor decisions. His body was malnourished, bones showing through in spots. His hair was scraggly, parts missing, and bluish discoloration stained his skin. His arms were a mess of scars, his veins shredded noodles.

At least now he contributed towards something important.

“He's under, Dr. Zhao,” Catherine said, her lips pursing. She turned, glancing at a monitor. Ally was in her room reading a book. “Ally shows no signs of connecting with the subject. We can begin.”

“Subject 7, blink three times,” Dr. Zhao said, beginning the protocol they had started.

He did.

Catherine took a deep breath. “Subject 7, lick your lips three times.”

He did.

“Dammit,” growled General Lewis's voice through the speakers. “What went wrong this time?”

“The gene I modified wasn't the control one,” Dr. Zhao said. Her stomach twisted. Modifying genes just didn't feel like it was the right way to do it. Maybe brain wave manipulation. Can I even mimic Ally's telepathy? It was far outside her field of expertise. 

I am missing something.

“Can you solve the problem?” the general growled through the speakers.

“Yes,” Dr. Zhao lied, keeping her head held high. “It just takes time.”

“And how long before Ally's...creators come? We are running out of time.”


Chapter Ten: Naughty Dreams

Ally smiled when Helen appeared in her dream. Her heart beat so fast at the appearance of the petite and blonde futanari. Helen had a shy blush on her cheeks, her glasses looking so cute perched on her nose.

Strange that our creators gave her weak vision, Ally realized. Unless it was calculated to make her more innocent looking. I'm the trampy, voluptuous one, and she's the precocious, sweet one. 

“I missed you,” Ally said, rushing to Helen.

All sorts of emotions surged through the redheaded futanari as she embraced Helen, their hard dicks rubbing together, their breasts nuzzling and their lips meeting. She kissed her futa-lover hard, their tongues dueling while such joy shot through her. It made her heart beat so fast, her stomach squirm.

She missed Helen so much when they were apart. She just wanted to be together with her futanari. To hold her and spend time with her. She couldn't wait until they met in the real world. Sometimes, it was so achingly frustrating in her cell, trapped from her sweet Helen.

Is this love?

“Mmm, I missed you, too,” Helen said, breaking the kiss. Their cocks throbbed together. “Things are so busy. We've identified a few female cops to recruit, and then we'll begin surveillance on the base itself. Find the right people to recruit.”

“Dr. Catherine Woods,” Ally said immediately. “Unlike Dr. Zhao, she leaves the base sometimes.” Plus, I want Dr. Zhao for my slave. I need to catch up with Helen. She has slaves who have slaves who have slaves. 

“Okay,” Helen nodded, her hips wiggling, their dicks throbbing together. While their tits were wildly different in size, Helen's little A cups and Ally's big H cups, their cocks were the same size—huge. “Mmm, I really did miss you.”

“Even with all those futas and women around you?” grinned Ally. “I bet you are just fucking all the time.”

“There are so many of them,” Helen said, sounding proud. “And I do. I'm sleeping with Trish and Eden tonight. And the rest of her slaves. I wish you could meet them.”

“We could practice again.”

Helen sighed. “I've tried. I don't get how it works.”

“You just...summon them,” Ally said, her voice bright. “Concentrate on them. Choose which one you want me to meet the most and bring her here. They're tied to you. Somehow.”

“Like telepathy?” Helen said, her blue eyes tightening.

“Of course, silly. What are we doing right now?”

Helen flushed so prettily Ally had no choice but to kiss her on the lips. The redhead's cock throbbed against her blonde lover's shaft as their tongues danced. She slipped her hands down Helen's back, squeezing her ass.

“Now choose,” Ally said, breaking their kiss. “And bring her along.”

“Choose,” Helen said. She turned in Ally's arms, the redhead's futa-cock sliding along Helen's hip and then the plump curve of her ass before nestling between a pair of warm cheeks. “Choose.”

Ally shuddered, unable to resist pumping her hips and sliding her cock between Helen's butt-cheeks, eager to meet one of the blonde's slaves. Her hands slid around Helen's body as she concentrated, her butt clenching on Ally's cock.

Ally found a firm breast and hard cock, stroking them and making Helen moan and shiver.

“Ally! That's distracting.”

“Uh-huh,” Ally groaned, her cock pumping between Helen's delicious butt-cheeks. “Now focus and choose.”

Ally kissed her lover's neck, her fingers playing with a hard nipple. Helen groaned, her cock throbbing in Ally's stroking hand. She pumped faster and faster, smearing precum up and down the blonde's girl-dick, slicking her hand.

So she could go faster and faster.

Helen groaned and swayed. Ally loved it, holding her, feeling her concentrate. Helen's movements made Ally's dick ache as she pumped her hips, sliding her cock over and over through her lover's butt-cheeks.

“I think...” Helen said, her voice growing throaty.

“Don't think, just do it,” moaned Ally before she nibbled on her lover's throat. “Make one of your cuties appear.”

“Yes!”

Helen's butt-cheeks clenched so hard, making the passage so tight for Ally's thrusting cock. Pleasure rippled up her body. Her hand flew on Helen's cock as she strained and strained, moaning and struggling to summon a slave.

And then, popping into existence, was a girl with golden-brown skin. She was naked, her futa-cock dangling between her thighs. She had curly, black hair spilling down, her breasts round as she blinked, looking around.

“Chica?” she asked. “Is this a dream?” 

Her accent was so lyrical. Ally had never heard anything like it before. Is she Hispanic? Isn't Chica Spanish for girl? Ally thought she read that in a book somewhere. 

“I summoned you to our dream,” Helen said. “This is Ally, Isabel.”

“Ally?” Isabel asked, a smile crossing her lips. “Mmm, is she fucking your ass?”

“Her cock's just between my butt-cheeks,” Helen groaned.

“Oh, she's a wicked one, ain't she, chica?” 

“So very wicked,” agreed Helen.

“Mmm, and you are a cutie,” Ally said, watching the Hispanic futanari's girl-cock harden before her, thrusting out from dripping pussy folds.

“I didn't know you could summon me to your dreams.” Isabel grinned. “This feels so real.”

“Oh, yes,” Helen agreed. “Mmm, Ally, you're going to make me cum.”

“Good,” Ally purred, nuzzling at her lover's neck again.

“But that would be such a waste of cum,” groaned Isabel. “It should go in a hole.”

“Your hole?”

Isabel only laughed.

“I like her,” Ally grinned. “Mmm, yes, our cum has to go in her holes. We summoned her to fuck her.”

“You did.” Isabel beamed, her eyes glistening with such joy. “Thank you, chica.” 

“You were the first one that popped into my head,” Helen admitted.

That made Isabel smile even broader.

“So, what was it like?” the Hispanic girl asked, sauntering closer, her round breasts and futa-cock bouncing before her.

“Like?” Helen asked, her girl-dick throbbing in Ally's stroking hand.

“Summoning me.”

“Um... Like picking at a loose thread sticking out of a sweater. A tiny one, difficult to snag. But once I grabbed you, I just had to yank. Then... here you are.”

“That is wild.” Isabel fell to her knees, vanishing from Ally's side.

Helen groaned, a wet, suckling sound echoing. Ally shivered, her dick trapped between those sexy buns. She felt wet lips brush her hand as Isabel bobbed her head on Helen's cock. Ally pulled her hand away and came around, her dick bobbing.

“Can you suck two cocks?” Ally asked, her dick nudging Isabel's golden-brown cheek.

Isabel's mouth popped off Helen's cock. She grabbed Ally's, pulling it close to her lips. “Always willing to try.”

Ally shuddered, her cock rubbing against Helen's as Isabel opened her mouth wide. The Hispanic futanari latched her lips on both of them, not covering much of their spongy crowns, but it still felt nice when she sucked. Ally's pussy clenched, trembles racing down her dick.

Helen's arm went around Ally's waist, hips pressed tight. The redhead shifted, turning her body and rubbing her pillowy breast into Helen's firm tit. She shuddered, loving the intimate contact and the thrill of both their cocks being sucked on by the same girl.

Ally gazed into Helen's blue eyes. I really think I love you. Do you feel the same? 

A sudden fear spiked through Ally. What if she confessed her emotions and Helen didn't feel the same. Would it ruin her chances for escape? She shivered, wrenching her gaze away, and stared down at the slut sucking on their dicks.

“Mmm, that's it. You are such a futa-whore,” Ally groaned, loving to say those words to her own slaves. “Just sucking on our cocks.”

“Oh, Isabel is such a slut for any futa's cum.”

“Especially yours, chica,” Isabel said, staring up with worship at Helen. “Mmm, two big futa-dicks for me to love.” Isabel ran her tongue around both tips, sliding from one to the other, mixing their precum together. “Lucky me.” 

“Oh, yes,” Ally nodded with such enthusiasm, just loving sharing this with Helen.

What else could we share?

“You want to do something wild, slut?” Ally asked, the strangest idea popping into her head.

“What?” Isabel asked, her eyes sparkling.

“Take both our cocks in your pussy at the same time.” That will be so intimate. 

Isabel's smile made Ally's pussy clench.

“How do we do this?” Helen asked.

“On our sides,” Isabel said, the Hispanic futanari stretching out on her side, her breasts pillowing against each other, her cock throbbing before her, the tallest blades of grass brushing the tip. She gave a giggle. “Come on, chica! Let's fuck!” 

Helen and Ally both moved. The two futanari sandwiched the Hispanic girl, Ally taking the front. She pressed her big, pillowy mounds into those smaller tits. A shudder ran through Ally as their nipples kissed, both hard and throbbing.

And then their lips. It was a hot kiss as Ally brought her cock down to Isabel's pussy. She found those dripping lips, rubbing her dick against them. It was so hot to feel silky flesh. And then Helen's cock nudged hers, pressing on the same hole.

Isabel broke the kiss, her dick throbbing against Ally's stomach. “Oh, this is going to be wild. Madre di Dios, fuck me, you wild futanari!” 

“Lets,” Ally grinned at Helen over Isabel's shoulder.

Helen's blue eyes shone behind her glasses. She nodded her head. Both futas thrust their hips. The tips of their dicks, rubbing against each other, pressed on Isabel's pussy. The Hispanic girl trembled, her entire body shaking as her labia stretched and stretched and stretched.

“¡Mierda!” Isabel gasped as the two futa-cocks popped into her cunt. She trembled. “Oh, chica, you're both in me. ¡Mierda!” 

Ally's eyes only widened. She had never felt a pussy so tight. They double-stuffed Isabel's cunt, her flesh pressing the two futanari's dicks so tight together. As their shafts reached deeper and deeper into the slut, Ally felt Helen's cock twitching, throbbing.

We're so close together. We're sharing a slut. We're united. This is amazing. I love her so much. I want to do this in real life.

“Oh, Ally, this is amazing! I can feel your dick!” Helen shuddered. “Isabel, thank you for letting us do this.”

“Of course. Anything for you, chica,” Isabel groaned, her voice strained. “This so hot. You're both in me. Yes! Fuck me!” 

“Yes, let's fuck the slut,” Ally groaned as their dicks bottomed out in the hot, tight cunt.

Helen nodded her head. Her eyes were so bright. She reached around, stroking Ally's thighs. Shivers raced through the redheaded futanari at her lover's stroking touch. It sent tingles racing to her pussy and cock stuffed into Isabel's cunt.

And then they fucked.

Their dicks drew back. Isabel groaned, her entire body shuddering as the futas' cocks withdrew from her pussy. Her flesh clenched down on them, squeezing them even tighter together. Ally shuddered, rapture shooting through her body.

And then, together with Helen, they rammed into her.

Somehow, they had the same rhythm as they fucked the slut's tight, hot cunt. It was like they were moving together, sensing each other's...actions. Not their thoughts, but just an instinctual, or telepathic, connection that let them move in unison to fuck the slut together, their dicks kept tight, sealed in her.

“Oh, wow,” groaned Isabel. “Oh, chica, your two dicks are amazing. Mmm, yes, keep fucking me!” 

“Are you going to explode on our dicks?” Helen asked. “Mmm, is your slut-pussy going to erupt?”

Isabel's dick throbbed against Ally's stomach. “Yes!” the Hispanic futanari answered. “I'm going to cum so hard! Thank you!”

“Do it, little whore,” Ally said, her hips picking up the pace, matching Helen's growing arousal.

And then hot cum spurted up Ally's body, splashing her tits. Isabel groaned, her body spasming as her cock unloaded. Blast after blast of futa-jizz fired from her cock while her pussy convulsed wildly about the two girl-dicks plunging over and over into her pussy.

Ally loved it. She groaned, the pleasure screaming through her body. She loved the spasming cunt pressing her cock even tighter against Helen's, almost like it was trying to squeeze them into sharing one giant cock.

Wouldn't that be so intimate?

Their thrusts grew faster and faster. Helen and Ally moaned and grunted, slamming their cocks into Isabel's cumming depths at the same instant. Then they drew back. Ally savored her lover's girth and Isabel's spasming cunt massaging her dick. It was so hot. The pleasure rippled to her pussy.

“Ally! Isabel!” groaned Helen, her blue eyes squeezing shut. “Oh, my orgasm is building.”

“Yes,” Ally groaned, feeling it. It fed her own swelling climax. “Let's cum in her together. Flood her!”

“Yes!” howled Isabel, her body still spasming.

Her cock kept firing, coating Ally's tits with more and more jizz. Her body grew so hot and sticky. She loved it. The redhead futanari thrust so hard, matching Helen. The pleasure swelled and swelled in her core, feeding off Helen's growing desire.

Ally's body trembled. Her pussy clenched as she rammed her cock into Isabel's spasming depths. She savored Helen's cock pressed tight. Their sensitive, spongy crowns massaged together. A spasm raced through Ally.

She came with her lover.

“Yes!” howled Helen. “Oh, Ally, yes, this is so hot!”

“Uh-huh!” Ally groaned.

Their cocks erupted together. They both spasmed and pumped load after load of hot cum into Isabel's depths. All three writhed and moaned, cumming so hard. Isabel's pussy milked their dicks. The Hispanic futanari's cock kept firing, coating Ally's stomach and tits with more and more girl-cum.

Rapture raced through Ally's body. She loved it. She screamed out her rapture as her dick throbbed. Her pussy convulsed. Pleasure washed out from both, inundating her mind. She clung to Helen and the slut, holding them so tight.

“Oh, Helen,” Ally started to say as something shook her. “I...” She was about to say love you when her eyes snapped open.

~   ~~   ~

“Ally's dreaming again,” Catherine said, drawing Dr. Zhao's attention from her work.

“Communicating?” the Chinese doctor said, her eyes sandy. She couldn't crack the problem of controlling who gave the mind-controlled subject orders. It just made them open to anyone's input. It was useless.

“Yeah,” Catherine said, her hair in disarray. Normally, she kept her brown locks pulled back in ponytail, but her hairband was missing. Maybe it snapped? 

Catherine looked as tired as Dr. Zhao felt. She stared at the EEG before her, watching Ally's chaotic brain waves, her eyes fixed on the monitor before her showing Ally asleep in her bed. It was a night vision image, everything painted various hues of electronic green.

Dr. Zhao stood from her desk, rubbing her back, and came over. She needed a break. It hurt to think. Her mind throbbed as she stared at printouts of DNA sequences, trying to find the gene that would give her control. But her brain was molten jello right now, just pulled off the stove. It needed to cool off, solidify into something useful.

She sat down beside Catherine.

“You can just hear her muttering,” Catherine said.

“Anything useful?” Dr. Zhao asked, leaning forward.

“...summon them...” Ally mumbled before her voice lowered, words slurred into incomprehensibility.

“That's ominous,” Dr. Zhao said, her stomach squirming.

“...choose...”

“Choose what?” Catherine said. Her face was pale. “She's dreaming every night, but half the time it's like sex dreams.”

“Maybe she's fucking her creator,” laughed Dr. Zhao, a sudden, giddy delight bubbling through her. “Maybe she's just a sex phone operator.”

“What?” Catherine said, a smile playing on her lips. “Like...they call her up and...fuck her? A telepathic call girl.”

It was so absurd that Dr. Zhao found herself giggling harder. “Just...focus their minds...and...say... 'Need my girl-cock sucked.'”

“And she says, 'Five dollars for a blowjob,'” giggled Catherine. She trembled, her face going red. “'Just...slip it into my thoughts and then we'll have fun.'”

Dr. Zhao couldn't understand why it was so funny. Why she kept laughing. But she couldn't stop herself. She was too tired. Her mind didn't work any longer. And the image of Ally, that busty futanari, dressed up in fishnet stockings and a skank skirt, standing on a street corner while her alien creator pulled up was so absurd.

That wasn't why they were communicating with Ally. They had plans for the world. And they wouldn't be good plans.

Her laughter petered out as she stared at Ally, her body twitching. Her sheets fell away, exposing those large, soft tits. They were so green in the night vision, her nipples a darker shade. They jiggled as she trembled, her futa-dick hard, pressing on the sheets.

“Maybe they use sex to communicate,” Catherine said. “Maybe it stimulates her amygdala and nucleus accumbens.”

“And the pituitary gland,” Dr. Zhao said. “Releasing oxytocin to induce trust.” Which happened when a person orgasmed.

“Maybe,” Catherine said. “Is that what she does with those women under her control? Stimulates their pituitary glands?”

“But not by telepathy,” Dr. Zhao said, frowning. “We haven't seen wild brain wave activity when her subjects were trying to reach her. And they recognize when they're close to her. Remember when Prisoner 004—”

“You mean, Sergeant George Allard,” Catherine said.

“I believe she prefers Georgia now,” Dr. Zhao said, acid in her voice, hating being interrupted. “As I was saying, remember after we let the sergeant sleep with Subject A, and she became a futanari and Georgia a woman.”

Catherine nodded.

“Well the gender-swapped sergeant knew when she got close to Ally's cell. She struggled hard to reach her before she even knew who she had to get to but didn't know where she was exactly. She just kept calling for 'her,' trying to get to Ally, looking around for her. She knew she was close.”

“Yeah,” Catherine said. She had started working here only a few months ago. It wasn't long after Sara had been contaminated by Ally's seed that she was hired. “And?”

“How did Georgia know who controlled her if it wasn't telepathy? If Ally was using telepathy that time, Georgia would have known who the 'her' was and which cell she was in. Ally doesn't get telepathic control over those affected. Not unless we mess with the genes. Her creators didn't want her having that ability. So how did Georgia's pituitary gland get stimulated to release the oxytocin?”

Catherine's eyes widened. “You're not suggesting olfactory. A pheromone?”

“Why not? Pheromones can trigger all manner of behaviors via stimulating brain chemistry. What if Ally excretes something in her sweat that triggers oxytocin release in those who have been modified by her seed. Georgia came close enough to inhale them.” And what if that is also what makes me so horny for her? Why I want to fuck her without the condom? 

Dr. Zhao's pussy was so wet.

“Maybe,” Catherine said, squirming.

Was she thinking of Ally's cock, too? She's masturbated enough times watching me fuck the futanari.

“As soon as she's done communicating, I want her brought to the lab. I want a sample of her sweat for the gas chromatography machine,” Dr. Zhao ordered, her fatigue forgotten. She had something to discover. She could be tired later.

~   ~~   ~

A soldier loomed over Ally wearing a biohazard suit. She trembled in her bed, her cock still firing cum, soaking into her blanket. A primal fear shot through her as she stared up at the gas mask, the shiny visor hiding the soldier's eyes.

“What?” Ally gasped, squeaking in fear.

“Dr. Zhao needs you in the lab,” the soldier said. “Get up, Ally.”

It was Sergeant Hampton. He didn't like her. Not my fault your friend fucked Jewel and became a woman. 

“Why now?” Ally said, her heart racing. She had been about to say “I love you” to Helen. “It's the middle of the night.”

“Just come,” the soldier grunted. “Now, Ally!”

She flinched, her heart beating with fear. Did they know she was communicating with Helen? Was she in trouble?


Chapter Eleven: Recruiting for the Futa Team

“This is her house?” Helen asked for the tenth time. “You're sure, Leann?”

“I'm sure,” Leann said, sitting in the driver seat of her Range Rover, the gender-swapped futa nodding her head. She was dressed in jeans and a tight blouse. There was a slight bulge in her jeans from her handgun.

That made Helen nervous. But it won't be needed. 

“Deputy Svetlana Ivanava-Taylor, married, 31. Her husband won't be home for an hour from his job,” Leann added. “Nancy and I have watched her for the last week. She's the best deputy to get under your power with no risk of exposure.”

“And then you can use her to recruit the others,” Nancy added, sitting in the back seat. She, too, was armed.

“Okay,” Helen said, nodding her head.

They had been in Yakima for little more than a week. For most of the futas, it was boring, trying to stay out of trouble, not causing any ripples. Already, there were all sorts of rumors flying on social media about the University's cheerleading squad quitting, plus other students, many of whom had a sex change, walking away from the campus.

But that was back in Tacoma. Leann and Nancy doubted the military would pay any attention to it. “College students do stupid things,” Nancy had explained. “But here, in Yakima, we have to be more careful.”

So they hadn't had any wild orgies. No recruiting local girls to be futas or sending out the women in the harem into the population to gender-swap any guys, either. Nothing unusual to tip off the military. Seeing the gun had reminded Helen of the stakes.

The military would use lethal force to hold onto Ally.

We have to find a way not to hurt anyone.

“There she is,” Leann said, glancing up to the rearview mirror.

Helen turned around, peering out the back window past Nancy and Dr. Maura, who had tagged along with an eager grin on her face. There was the sheriff deputy's patrol car driving up and passing them before it continued on and pulled into Deputy Svetlana's driveway.

Holding her breath, the blonde futa watched the deputy climb out wearing her khaki uniform, a dark-green pipping running down the outer seem of her pants. She was armed, of course. She walked around to the back of her car, holding a bulky laptop that looked like it could survive being run over by a tank. From her trunk, she pulled out a duffel bag then headed to her door.

“Give her five minutes,” Leann said, “then go knock on her door.”

“And she'll let me in?” Helen asked.

“When you tell her you need help, yeah.” Leann grinned. “You're a cute, young, blonde girl. Everyone trusts you.”

“And that's not counting your pheromones,” Dr. Maura added. “She'll inhale them and feel that tingle. It will relax her. Then you make your move.”

“And make her cum,” laughed Nancy, her voice so sultry even though it sounded so coarse, a soldier speaking through a woman's lips. “She'll explode on that huge cock of yours.”

“Just like you do,” Leann grinned, her cock hardening, swelling the front of her jeans.

“Okay,” Helen said, her own cock getting hard in her tights. She smoothed her skirt and licked her lips, staring at the house.

Waiting sucked. Seeing Deputy Svetlana's round face and blonde hair had been exciting. The uniform made her curves hard to see, but they were there. She was feminine and tough. And Helen was so eager to fuck her. She squirmed, her pussy so hot and juicy as she stared at the house. She so wanted to charge up there and just fuck her.

You'll be the first of my cop slaves, Helen thought. You'll find out so much about the installation, tail the people who work there. You and the other female deputies. You'll get them all for me. You'll help me save Ally! 

“Okay,” Leann said. “Go fuck her brains out, Mistress.”

“I will,” Helen said, opening the Range Rover's door and stepping out to the road.

The sun was setting, the shadows so long as she raced across the road. There was a chill bite in the air. She was glad she wore her tights. She kept running, letting her face get flushed as she reached the door and knocked on it. Hard.

“Help! Help!” Helen said, her heart racing. She pounded again. “Please, help! You're a cop, right?”

Footsteps rushed inside. The door opened halfway. The deputy peaked out, wearing a sweater but still with her khaki work pants on. The sweater was black and crimson with Central Washington University's logo on it. Svetlana's round, Slavic face frowned.

“What's wrong, honey?” she asked, her eyes peering past Helen, looking out at the street.

“There was this guy,” Helen said, throwing herself at the deputy, hugging her. “He was following me. I thought he was going to kidnap me. I was so frightened.”

“Okay,” the deputy said, hugging her back.

Metal clinked. Helen shivered. The woman held her gun in her hand. But then she set it down on a small table by the door next to a crystal bowl holding keys. The deputy pulled Helen deeper inside, closing the door behind them.

“It'll be okay.”

“Thank you,” Helen said, staring up at the woman. Svetlana was a little taller. She had brown eyes, so warm and inviting. Helen's cock throbbed, pressing against the deputy. Plump lips were in reach.

Helen kissed the deputy.

Svetlana stiffened in shock as Helen pressed her body even tighter against the deputy's. She jammed her tongue into the deputy's mouth, her cock swelling to its full girth, straining her tights. The deputy's breasts felt soft, no bra beneath the sweater. Her arms tightened about Svetlana's neck, clinging to her.

And then the deputy struggled. Her hands seized Helen's arms, prying at them while she tried to pull her lips away. But Helen was persistent. She was so eager to fuck her deputy. She just wanted to take her right now.

You'll be so happy. Just let me fuck you!

With a grunt, the deputy pried away Helen's arms and pushed the futanari away. “What is wrong with you?”

“I just want to kiss you, Deputy,” Helen groaned. “Mmm, you're so sexy. Aren't I sexy?”

“What?” The deputy blinked. “What the hell is going on? Who are you?”

“I'm Helen.” The blonde pulled off her sweater, revealing her low-cut blouse beneath, her nipples pressing hard. Her futa-dick throbbed so hard in her tights. “And I just want to love you. Let me love you, Deputy.”

“Love me?” Svetlana's eyes were wild. “What is wrong with you, girl? You can't just barge in here and kiss me and... Stop stripping naked!”

“Nope,” Helen said, pulling off her blouse next. She bared her firm, small breasts, cupping them. “Aren't these just delicious tits? Don't you just want to suck on my little nipples?”

Svetlana breathed deeply through her nose. Color blossomed in her cheeks. She licked her lips, staring at Helen's breasts like she was hypnotized by those small, pink nipples. Helen grinned, her hips twisting, her blonde braid sweeping down her naked back.

“Don't you just want to love my little nipples?” Helen purred, her cock so hard. “Or maybe there's another part of me you want to love?” She grabbed the hem of her skirt, drawing it up her tights.

That snapped Svetlana out of her trance. Her face hardened. “No, I don't! Put your clothes back on and get out of my house before I have you arrested. I'm married and straight, you little dyke trollop. I mean it. Stop lifting up that skirt and...”

Her words trailed off as Helen held her skirt over her waist, showing off her huge girl-dick straining her stretchy tights. The material outlined her girth, revealing every twitch and throb. A dark spot formed at the tip, her precum bleeding through the material.

A strangled groan came from Svetlana's lips.

“You like it?” Helen asked, her free hand stroking her shaft up and down, savoring the feel of the stretchy material pressing on her girl-dick. “It's a big one, isn't it? Seen one bigger?”

“W-what...” The deputy licked her lips. Her breasts rose and fell, swelling the front of her sweater.

Two dimples appeared.

“I know, it's just special, isn't it?” Helen asked. “Want to see it? I know you do. Look, do you see any lump for balls down here? I don't have any. It thrusts right from my pussy folds. Where my clit would be if I was like you.”

Svetlana's jaw worked.

“That's what I thought. You're just eager to see it.” Helen, still holding her skirt up with her left hand, hooked her thumb from her right hand into the waistband of her tights and peeled them down. She shuddered, the tip of her dick catching in the bunched up elastic material, bending as she slid it down. The curving arc of her shaft appeared.

And then the tip sprang free.

The deputy shuddered.

Helen shivered as her tights rolled down her thighs, exposing her blonde bush. She let them bunch around her mid-thighs and brought her fingers to her pussy. She spread her labia open and pushed up her cock.

“Mmm, see, that's a yummy pussy and a huge cock.”

“W-what...are...? How...?”

“I'm a futanari.” Helen beamed at Svetlana, her pussy so juicy, her cock throbbing. She smelled her own spicy musk perfuming the air. “Come on, just fall to your knees and get a close look. Don't be afraid. I don't bite.” She giggled. “I just fuck.”

Helen loved the power her girl-cock had. The deputy stumbled forward and fell to her knees, her golden-blonde hair bouncing about her shoulders. Her hand reached out, wrapping about Helen's thick girth. A shiver of delight ran up her shaft, her pussy clenching.

“Yes, yes, get close,” cooed Helen. “You can do it.”

Svetlana moved her face in. Her breath washed across Helen's pussy. Then the deputy nuzzled her face between Helen's thighs, staring up close at the futanari's pussy. I'm surprised she didn't go straight for the cock, but that feels nice. 

“Yes,” Helen groaned as Svetlana took her first lick through a pussy. “I guess you were just curious about pussy, huh?”

“I've...always wondered...” Svetlana moaned and licked again.

“Mmm, bicurious. Love it. How does my pussy taste?”

“Wonderful,” she groaned, squeezing Helen's cock as she dug her tongue in deeper.

Helen groaned, letting the deputy's tongue lick and nuzzle through her folds. It was so exciting to the futanari to feel Svetlana's married tongue lick through her folds, teasing her. The blonde shuddered, spotting a picture of the deputy and her husband. He was a tall man in a tweed vest and tie, hair dark, a scholarly look about him.

What will you look like as a woman? Helen couldn't wait to find out. 

Svetlana stroked Helen's dick while she kept licking and swirling through the futanari's folds. Helen's moans echoed through the room with every lick and nuzzle. It made her tremble and groan. Her eyes rolled back into her head. She bit her lip, groaning through her teeth at the thrill of having the blonde deputy lap at her folds and stroke her futa-dick.

Precum leaked from the tip of her cock. Svetlana's stroking hands spread the slick juices down Helen's shaft. The married woman moaned, her tongue plunging so deep into Helen's pussy, swirling around, sending tingles up to the tip of her cock.

“Oh, yes, Deputy Svetlana, you're going to be such a good slave for me. You're going to serve me and love me. And you're going to recruit all your sexy cop friends to help!” Helen shivered. “Oh, yes, you are.”

Svetlana kept licking.

Her hand stroked faster and faster, sliding up and down Helen's cock. A wet sound appeared as Helen's precum lubed the way. It spread farther and farther down her shaft, reaching to the lips of her pussy.

To where Svetlana tongued.

The married woman let out a groan, tasting Helen's precum. Her head pulled back, lips smeared with pussy juices, brown eyes focused on the tip of the futanari's dick. Hunger smoldered. Svetlana let out a wild moan.

And engulfed the tip of Helen's girl-dick.

Pleasure surged through Helen as the deputy sucked on her girl-dick. Her body shuddered, pussy clenching. The pressure built in her depths by Svetlana's delicious pussy licking swelled even faster now that the married woman worshiped Helen's dick.

“Oh, yes, my little married slut,” groaned Helen. “You're just so eager for a fresh taste of my pussy. Aren't you?”

Svetlana moaned, eyes squeezed shut, round cheeks hollowing as she sucked hard.

Helen spasmed. Such delight rippled through her. Juices trickled down her thighs as her cock throbbed in the married deputy's mouth. It was so exciting. So hot. Another delicious ripple passed through her body.

She seized the married woman's blonde hair, gripping tight as the pressure swelled, her pussy growing so tight, her ovaries boiling. Then, with an explosive gasp, her cum fired out of her futa-dick into Svetlana's hungry mouth.

A tremble raced through the married woman.

“Yes, yes, yes, you're cumming just from a taste of my cum!” howled Helen. “Oh, yes, that's how much you love it!”

Helen bucked and convulsed. The rapture was so incredible, firing out of her dick into Svetlana's hungry mouth. Juices flooded down her thighs as she pumped her passion into the woman's mouth.

“You're mine now! Always!”

Svetlana's brown eyes popped open. Helen could see the truth. She owned Svetlana. Another wonderful, loving slave who would do anything for the futa. Helen beamed in delight, so happy to have her.

“Oh, yes, and I bet you want more of my cum. Your married cunt is just dripping for it.”

Svetlana moaned about her cock. Then the blonde deputy ripped her mouth off Helen's shaft. “Yes! Fuck me!”

“And you don't care that you're cheating on your husband!”

“No!” she moaned. “I love him, but you're my Mistress. These things have nothing to do with each other.”

“Good,” I purred. “And don't worry, your husband will be joining the fun. But first, take your clothing off so I can fuck you!”

The sweater was the first thing to come off, thrown to the floor by the eager deputy. Her round breasts bounced free, exposed, her dusky nipples so hard. Then she ripped off her khaki deputy pants, shoving them down toned thighs. She had plain, boring panties beneath. Granny panties. So ugly.

But beneath those was her married pussy, adorned with golden silk and dripping with yummy excitement. Svetlana threw herself on her couch, spreading her legs so wide her pussy lips parted, revealing the pink, juicy depths.

Helen aimed and rammed home.

“Yes!” howled Svetlana as her Mistress's cock sank into her depths. “Oh, god, yes, that's good. That's so good. You're huge! I've never been so stretched open!”

“Nope,” groaned Helen, her hips pumping away, driving her cock into the married woman's depths.

A thrill ran through the futanari as she hammered away, her blonde braid bouncing behind her supple back. This woman was married. She pledged this pussy to one man, and now Helen's cock enjoyed the hot, tight silk.

I love this so much. And she loves my cock.

“Oh, yes, this is so good,” groaned Helen. “Mmm, yes, your married pussy loves my dick!”

“So much,” howled Svetlana, humping so hard. “I love it so much. Oh, yes. Oh, I love it. Oh, god yes!”

Helen rammed her cock so hard into the tight, hot pussy. She shuddered, the friction burning along her shaft. Every thrust sent pleasure rippling through the futanari's body. She drank it in, her ovaries swelling with another load of girl-cum.

The couch creaked as Helen savored this delight. Her blonde braid bounced on her back while they fucked. Svetlana humped her hips upward, meeting the futanari's thrusts. Their flesh slapped together while the blonde deputy clung to Helen, pressing their naked tits together, nipples rubbing on nipples.

Pleasure flowed through Helen. It came from all over, not just her cock buried in married cunt. Her nipples throbbed as they caressed Svetlana's breasts and hard nubs. Her skin drank in every point of contact: stomachs pressed tight, boobs rubbing together, Svetlana's thighs locked about Helen's waist, her arms about the futanari's torso, fingernails scratching down supple back. All of it built and built in Helen.

“Yes, yes, yes,” groaned the futanari, her glasses slipping down her nose. “I'm going to flood you!”

“Do it!” begged Svetlana.

“You want me to flood your married cunt?”

“Yes! Do it!”

Helen rammed her cock into Svetlana's pussy. Her ovaries clenched. And then everything exploded out of her. Blast after blast of jizz pumped into her married slave's depths. Her body bucked, her head tossing back and forth, staring at the wall behind the couch.

At the pictures on it.

“Oh, yes!” squealed Svetlana, her pussy going wild about Helen's dick. Hot flesh milked the futanari's cock. “So good! Give me all your girl-cum! This is so wild! You are amazing!”

“So are you,” groaned Helen, her body shaking, ass clenching as her cock kept unloading more and more jizz into the married woman's depths.

There was a picture of Svetlana drawn in pencil on the wall. It was so lifelike, capturing her essence as she poised in a simple, white dress, almost like a cocktail gown, the straps narrowing as they rose up from her breasts and vanished behind her neck, a smile on her lips.

“Svetlana,” groaned Helen as the last of her cum pumped out of her dick.

“Mmm,” mewled the deputy, nuzzling at Helen's neck.

“Who drew this picture of you?”

“What?” Svetlana arched her neck, her body shifting beneath her pussy clenching down on the futa's still hard dick. “Oh, that? Ian, my husband, did. He's a professor of art at Central.”

An idea popped into Helen's mind. “I can't wait for him to get home. You're going to fuck his brains out and then...we're going to sleep.”

Svetlana blinked.

~   ~~   ~

Ally beamed when Helen appeared in her dream. She hugged her futa-lover, their naked bodies pressing tight together. She rubbed her nose against Helen's then kissed her on the lips. She savored Helen's smaller breasts rubbing into her own pillowy mounds. It made her dick throb and ache.

“I had an idea,” Helen said, breaking the kiss. “Can you conjure images of any women who work in the facility?”

“I think so,” Ally said, frowning. “Why?”

Helen just grinned and then concentrated. A woman suddenly appeared, blinking in shock. She was tall and slim, with long, dark hair falling all the way down to her naked ass and breasts almost as big as Ally's own.

“You are getting better at that,” Ally grinned,. “Who's she?”

“My newest slave,” Helen smiled. “Well, she's a sub-slave of Deputy Svetlana. Her wife, in fact. This is... It's India, right? That's what you went with?”

“Better than Ian,” India said, her voice a sultry purr. “This is wild. We're sharing a dream, Mistress?”

Helen nodded.

Ally gave Helen a curious look. In moments, Helen gave a quick rundown about her evening's activities, seducing Svetlana, the first deputy, and then waiting for Ian/India to come home. Helen hid while Svetlana fucked her husband and become a futa, transforming him into the beauty before them.

“So she's an art professor. She's really good at drawing,” Helen said. “I'm hoping she can make sketches of people so we can pass them out. There's a lot of people that work in the non-secret part of your facility.”

Ally nodded her head. “Okay.”

“I'm just hoping India will be able to replicate them in the real world,” Helen said. “I hope by drawing them in a dream, it'll stick in her subconscious mind.”

“It's sound theory,” India agreed. “Well, shall we?”

Ally grinned. “Yes, let's start with Dr. Catherine Woods.”


Chapter Twelve: Serious Time

“It's right there,” Dr. Zhao said, tapping at the printout as she showed it to Catherine. “See this complex ester chain? That has to be her pheromones. This is a chemical not normally found in human sweat.”

“You're sure about that?” asked Catherine. The brunette stretched her back, pulling away from her own work on Ally's brain waves. “I mean, sweat can have all sorts of weird chemicals in it. Just the food you digest alone can affect it's chemical composition.”

“Well, see here and here and here,” Dr. Zhao said, tapping the printout, excitement brimming through her. She had a list of a week of sweat samples gathered from Ally, broken down by their constituent chemicals. “As you can see, this same complex compound shows up in all of them. I've controlled her diet, making sure the kitchen varied up what she was eating. Nothing the same. There are other chemicals that appear and disappear.”

“Okay,” Catherine said. “And you are certain that this chemical isn't found in human sweat?”

“This chemical isn't in any chemistry book I can find,” Dr. Zhao said, her excitement growing. “Even though it's an ester, it has parts that look like they could fit into a dopamine receptor.”

Dr. Zhao switched her papers, showing next her diagram of the molecule.

Catherine tapped it. “I see. Right there, that would fit in a dopamine receptor. And stimulate good feelings in a person.”

“This is an aerosol compound,” grinned Dr. Zhao, so giddy. “Her pheromones.”

“Is this the reason you fuck her?”

“Probably.” The Chinese doctor pushed up her glasses. She was honest enough to admit that she might be influenced by the chemical. “But the pheromone doesn't do any genetic rewriting. It takes contact with her seminal fluid to do that.”

“So long as the condom doesn't break, then you'll be fine, won't you?” asked Catherine, a sneer in her words.

“I know you want to take a ride on a futanari's cock, Dr. Woods,” she hissed back. “How often do you watch and masturbate?”

Color flushed her cheeks. “Well, at least now we can confirm why we behave this way. And General Maxwell, too.”

A grimace flickered across Dr. Zhao's face. Now he sometimes “requested” her to gather material so he could spank his cock while watching her fuck the restrained futanari. Worse, she hated how hot that made her.

“Why did they engineer her to be like this?” Catherine asked. “If colonization was their purpose, and they want to change us into...something compatible, why only send one?”

“I don't know,” Dr. Zhao answered.

“No, you really don't care. You just want to weaponize her and use her.”

“To defend our species,” Dr. Zhao quickly said. “I know you find some of it...distasteful, but what we're doing is so very vital for our world. We have to find ways to defeat things like this.” She tapped the diagram of the molecule. “She makes us horny so she can change us. What else are her creators capable of? We needed soldiers who can fight and won't be turned. And this pheromone must be the key. If it was just to stimulate dopamine receptors, why does it have all these other parts? They're to fit other receptors. This is how she controls them. I am sure of it.”

“Then test it,” Catherine said. She pushed back from her chair. “It has been five days since I've seen my house. I'm sure my plants are all dead. And if they're not, I'm going to water them and then sleep in a real bed.”

Dr. Zhao just shrugged. She hadn't seen her house in...she couldn't remember how long. There was nothing important at her apartment. Her research mattered, and she did that here. “I don't need your help in replicating the molecule now that I have it.”

“Wonderful,” Catherine said.

She is too weak. Perhaps she should be “accidentally” exposed to Ally's cum. Then she can be replaced with someone who understands vision.

~   ~~   ~

Helen lay on her bed, the radio occasionally bursting with chatter. They were expensive radios, police ones smuggled out by the various female deputies under her power. Helen had lost track of how many she had gained over the last few days. Deputy Svetlana had been busy recruiting her fellow female officers, making sure they became futas, too, and then recruiting more.

It has to be a dozen. At this rate, I won't know half of the people under me.

It was turning into a real pyramid now as futas farther and farther removed from her core harem recruited. But it was worth it. They would need the deputies and others to free Ally. Helen shivered, her heart racing so fast.

She couldn't wait to see her redheaded futa-lover in the flesh.

“Mmm, yes, Rhonda, just suck on my cock,” groaned Helen, her Black cheerleader bobbing her mouth up and down. “That's so good. I—”

The radio crackled to life. “This is Golden, Tree is on the move.”

Helen blinked in surprise. Golden was Svetlana's code name and Tree was Dr. Catherine Woods. Helen's harem had waited for four days for her to appear from the base, all the deputies armed with copies of India's sketches.

Helen sat up, her dick throbbing in Rhonda's sucking mouth as she listened to the radio.

“This is Solar,” another female voice said. That was Deputy Sun Lee, one of Svetlana's personal slaves. “I'm in position.”

“She'll be there in ten minutes,” Golden said.

“Yes,” Helen shivered. Finally. Their plans were on hold waiting for Dr. Catherine to appear. They wanted her on the inside when the attack came. She had access to the entire base.

Rhonda sucked harder, knowing the significance. Her lips worked up and down Helen's ivory shaft. Dark fingers plunged into Helen's pussy. She groaned, squirming and panting, listening to the radio as pleasure rippled through her body.

Purrs of delight escaped her throat as she humped against Rhonda's plunging fingers. Her pussy clenched, the pleasure swelling and swelling as her anticipation grew. Helen squeezed her small breasts, her toes curling.

“Solar here, I have Tree in sight.”

“Yes!” Helen hissed.

She pictured the police car driving behind Dr. Catherine Wood's vehicle. Red and blue lights suddenly flaring bight. A siren screeching. And then the scientist would pull over. Dr. Woods would be trusting of a cop. Never suspecting that the petite, Korean cop was about to arrest her.

“Do it,” Helen moaned. “Bring her to me! I am going to fuck her so hard!”

Isabel crashed through the door and into the motel room. “Are they arresting Tree, chica?” 

“Yes!” Helen hissed, her ovaries boiling, stirred by Rhonda's plunging fingers and sucking mouth.

Rhonda moaned, sucking so hard on Helen's dick. Her body heaved. She fought against her orgasm, waiting for the radio call to come in. Her eyes fluttered. She gasped and heaved, twisting on the bed.

“Solar here, Tree is secure, bringing her to Goddess.”

“Yes!” Helen howled and the futa-goddess erupted. Her cum fired into Rhonda's sucking mouth. Her pussy spasmed about her cheerleader's plunging fingers. She bucked and writhed, such delight burning through her body. 

It was happening. They would free Ally.

~   ~~   ~

“Good,” Dr. Maura Roy said, hearing the report that Tree was captured. She was sitting in the Range Rover beside her wife. They were parked along the highway that led from Hanford back to Yakima, in position. It was cold out, the heater running to keep the night chill away. “Now we just need for Soldier to appear.”

Soldier was the code name for Sergeant Floyd Hampton, suggested by Ally as another person to compromise. He was one of the Delta Force operators providing security for the site. He, like the other soldiers, lived off base. Even better, he was married, their avenue for recruitment.

So they needed to know where he lived to compromise his wife and get everything ready for recruiting him. Tonight, that was Maura's job. Her and her futa-wife would find out where he lived, following him home.

“Helen's going to have so much fun with Dr. Woods,” Leann said, squirming.

“Getting hard, honey?” Maura asked, patting her wife's crotch. “Mmm, you are. I'll suck your dick once we're done, okay?”

“You always spoil me,” she breathed back. “And I'll suck yours.”

Maura gave a wicked laugh, her red hair spilling about her shoulders. “Sounds like a hot date. We can—”

“Golden, Soldier is departing now. He'll be reaching Doctor in ten minutes. He is driving a rust-red pickup truck with a white cab.”

“This is Doctor, copy that,” Maura said, shivering. “Mmm, just ten minutes.”

“Then we get to follow a highly trained special forces soldier,” Leann said.

“Oh, it'll be fine.” Maura patted her wife's thigh. “Right?”

Leann arched an eyebrow, focusing on the dark highway. “We'll see.”

Maura didn't like that. It made her squirm in the seat. There was a gun in the center console she could grab. She had fired them a few times, but she wasn't comfortable with it the way her wife was with firearms. Leann had another gun hidden in the waistband of her skirt. But Sergeant Hampton'll be armed, too. And will he be a better shot than my wife? 

A real chill settled into her. She didn't want to lose her wife. But they had to do this. Ally needed to be rescued. Helen wanted it. And she just had to make Helen happy. She had given them so much, made them both into futas.

“It'll be fine,” Leann said, squeezing Maura's thigh. “Okay. We're just two women. He'll never be suspicious. People drive on the highway. There are houses around here. When we pull out, it'll be normal. And I'll keep a distance.”

Maura gave another nod, her heart beating so fast.

“Okay, there he is,” Leann said, nodding down the highway. “That's a truck. And...” It passed them, the cab white, the rest rust-red. “Let's give him a few seconds and then...” She turned on the headlights. “We just have a normal drive.'

Leann sucked in a deep breath. She gripped the radio. “Doctor has Soldier. Following, over.”

“Copy that,” Golden answered. “Solar, update. Over.”

“Almost back to the Palace,” Deputy Sun Lee answered. “Goddess will be very pleased, over.”

“I will,” Helen said over the radio, the crackling static unable to mask her excitement. “Goddess is eager to meet Tree.”

Dr. Maura took a deep breath, her nerves bleeding out of her as they followed the truck. Brake lights flared and the truck pulled off onto the shoulder. Leann cursed, doing the same. Maura glanced at her wife.

“Is something wrong?”

Maura's wife's jaw tightened. “I don't know.”

“Well, why did she pull over?” Maura's heart beat so fast. She squirmed in the seat, staring at the back of the pickup truck. Does he know we're following him? “What do we do?” 

“Stay calm,” Leann said. She squeezed Maura's thigh. “Okay? Just stay calm.”

“Trying.”

But it was hard. Maura wanted to fly to pieces. She stared at those two bright, red rectangles shining in the night, the brake lights for Sergeant Hampton's pickup truck. They were two angry eyes glaring at them, malevolent, evil, wanting to devour them. Her heart beat faster and faster, thudding so hard she feared it would burst out of her chest. Her entire body felt so tight. The fear was a great pressure, like she had swum down to the bottom of the ocean, deep down where the light never reached and the life was so alien.

Glowing with their own light. Monsters hunting in the abyss.

And one stared at her.

This is it. He's going to attack us. He's one of those special forces soldiers. They killed Osama bin Laden. They'll make short work of us. Leann's been out of the military for years. And this man is at the peak of soldier skills. He trains to kill. Oh, god, oh, god, we're so dead. We're so dead.

“Breathe,” Leann said. “Breathe, honey. You have to breathe. Just listen to my voice.”

How? How do you breathe?

“In and out, honey.”

She focused on her lungs, struggling against the tightness. Spots danced before her eyes. She sucked in a deep breath, cool, flowing air surging into her lungs. She shivered, gasping again, sucking in another and another. The pressure decreased. She rose back to the surface, guided by her wife's soothing soprano.

“That's it. In and out.”

Maura pressed a hand to her chest, feeling her breasts rise and fall beneath her top. Her heartrate slowed from its frantic, explosive beat. Another convulsion shook her entire body. How could her wife be so calm? How could she look so unflappable?

Why can't I be like her? I need to be like her. I wanted to be here. I wanted to play spy. And now it's gotten real. I can't fall apart.

“Okay,” Maura said.

And then the truck's brake lights died to a dull glow, Sergeant Hampton's foot coming off the brake pedal. A moment later, the amber turn signal blinked on and he pulled back onto the road, driving on ahead.

A giddy thrill shot through Maura. He wasn't going to attack. Leann flicked on her headlights and pulled out onto the road, keeping back. They were maybe three or four hundred feet back as the road took a gentle turn, the dark terrain passing by. The minutes flew by, bleeding from one to the next. Silence deepening in the vehicle, only the sound of the engine and the rubber rolling over pavement.

Maura squirmed.

“It's so dark out here,” she noted, glancing out the windows. She could hardly see the terrain they passed by. There were no lights, clouds smothering the sky. So no moonlight.

“Yeah,” Leann nodded.

Ahead, the truck turned on its blinker then pulled off onto a side street, vanishing behind a building, its headlights making the road glow farther down. Maura frowned, glancing at the road. “What is that?”

“Side street,” Leann said, swallowing. “Probably leads to a bunch of houses. See, above the sign there are house numbers. This must be where he lives.”

“Okay,” Maura nodded.

Leann made the turn. The truck was about a hundred feet ahead, just sitting in the middle of the gravel road. Leann slowed then stopped. She cursed, which made Maura's heartbeat roar. And then she froze in place.

“Roll down the window!” a man's voice barked.

Sergeant Hampton was right outside the door.

Oh, my god, oh, my god. Panic surged through Maura. “Please!” she shouted. “Please don't hurt us!” 

Tears fell down her cheeks as Leann rolled the window down. The burly man leaned over, his face hard, his light-brown hair short. He had a thick nose and a powerful chin. He wore a cowboy shirt with one of those narrow, Texan ties around his neck.

“Please,” Leann said, sitting stiff, her breasts rising and falling. “Please, don't hurt us.”

Maura trembled, so sure they were dead. More tears flooded down her cheeks.

“Why are you following me?” he demanded, his hand resting on his hip. There was a bulge there.

A gun.

Maura cried worse, trembling, shaking. She couldn't help it. She was so overwhelmed, drowning in fear. “W-we... Just...”

“We're lost,” Leann said, her voice tight, her face pale. “We saw you and thought you'd lead us back to civilization.”

“Why didn't you approach my car when I pulled over?” he demanded. “Ask for direction?”

“It's...we...”

“Jesus, you're scaring her,” Leann snarled. “That's why. We're two women, it's night, and we're lost. That's why.”

The Sergeant's eyes narrowed. “My apologies. But, still, it's strange. You're on a major highway. And I see a pair of smartphones being charged. You could easily get on your GPS.”

“Didn't...think...about...” Maura tried to say.

“You can do that?” Leann said, trying to sound vapid.

Was it working? Please let it work.

“I don't know about you two,” he said. Then he reached in and grabbed our keys.

“Hey!” Leann shouted, grabbing his arm, her fingernails biting into his flesh. But Sergeant Hampton yanked his arm back.

There was one downside to becoming a woman and then a futa—loss of upper body strength. Leann used to be able to bench 250 lbs. Now she couldn't do half of that. Sergeant Hampton looked like he could easily bench that much.

“Give us back our keys.” Leann grabbed her phone. “I'm calling the damn cops, you asshole.”

“I just need to make sure about you,” he said. He pulled a walkie-talkie out of his pocket.

Maura was certain they had ruined everything. He was going to call his base, let them know they were following him, exposing Helen's rescue plan.

Leann swiped her phone, fingers moving fast in her address book. She hit dial and brought it over. “Hi, 911, this asshole stopped us, took the keys to my car, and is threatening me and my wife.”

Sergeant Hampton wasn't impressed. He just arched an eyebrow. “The response time out here is fifteen minutes, ladies. Now just sit tight and—”

Flashing red and blue lights appeared. Another car pulled up behind us. A bright spotlight shone on Sergeant Hampton. He stepped back, holding up his arm against the glare. His face tightening. Maura shuddered. Where had the cop come from?

“That's okay, 911. A cop just showed up. Yes, yes, I guess we were lucky.”

“Crap,” muttered Sergeant Hampton as a cop walked over.

“What's going on?” a familiar voice asked. Maura sighed in relief. It was Deputy Svetlana.

“This man took our car keys, Officer,” Leann said, shoving her head out the window. “We were lost and made a wrong turn, and he appeared out of nowhere and threatened us.” 

“That true?” Svetlana asked.

“Deputy,” the man said. “I'm Sergeant Hampton, U.S. Army. I am part of the security out at Hanford. These two women were following me. I'm a DIA Agent. I have identification. I was just questioning them. Making sure they really were lost and weren't up to something...nefarious.”

“Nefarious?” Svetlana said, bending over and looking in our cab. “They're two women. One's crying so bad her mascara ran.”

“They were following me,” he replied stubbornly.

“Fine. Let me see some identification and get this straightened out.” The woman gave him a level look. “Or do I need to call this in?”

“No, no, glad to cooperate with local law enforcement. I'm going to reach into my back pocket for my ID.”

She nodded.

He pulled out a wallet and produced an ID card. Svetlana took it, glancing at it a few times, then up at him. “It appears you're correct. But...you are not at Hanford. You don't have the right to be interrogating these women.”

“Guess I was just being overzealous,” he said, jaw twitching. “My apologies. I guess they were just lost.”

“Maybe. Give me their keys, and I'll have a chat with them. You can be on your way, Sergeant.”

She handed back his ID as he gave over the key. He stood there for a moment, his face hard, debating. Maura's wife and Svetlana both tensed. Another shiver ran through the Irish doctor. She felt like she was watching a duel in an old western, everyone waiting, hands hovering to draw their revolvers and start firing.

Maura's skin grew tight.

Oh, god.

Then Sergeant Hampton turned and walked back to his truck, his cowboy boots crunching on the gravel. He climbed into the cab, slamming the door, then drove down the gravel road, leaving a cloud of dust glowing in the Range Rover's headlights.

“Glad I decided to follow,” Svetlana said, leaning into the open window.

“Yeah,” Leann said. “But now we can't follow him again.”

“I saw his ID,” smiled Svetlana. “I have his address.” She rattled it off. “So it doesn't matter.”

“Smart,” Maura breathed. We did it. We didn't die. Oh, my god. I can't believe it. 

Sergeant Hampton turned around, driving back as Svetlana stayed talking with us, looking stern like she was questioning us. Maura felt the Sergeant's eyes on them, scrutinizing them as he passed by. Then he hit the road, turning and heading off into the night.

“And we're clear,” Svetlana said. “I'll make sure I write this up, make it all official. I can hear my dispatcher asking for the unit you were talking about anyways. If the sergeant checks up on this, I'll have you written up as a pair of tourists from Tacoma who got lost. Just give me your IDs for my report.”

“Mine still has me as a man,” Leann said.

Svetlana shrugged. “It's 2017. Transgenders are perfectly acceptable. You just transitioned. Haven't updated your ID yet. I'm giving you a reprimand to do that.” Svetlana winked. “Just to make it official.”

“Thank you,” Maura breathed.

“We're all Helen's. Futanari got to look out for each other.”

She's right. We do. Maura felt a lot better. 


Chapter Thirteen: Scientific Conversion

“Golden to Goddess,” came over the radio.

Isabel jumped, her heart so tense after Svetlana's last message indicated a problem with Sergeant Hampton. She had been so afraid for Dr. Maura and Leann, her heart thudding in her chest as she squirmed on the bed with Helen and Rhonda.

Helen grabbed the radio. “This is Goddess.”

“Soldier is on his way home. Found out what we needed. Doctor and Carpenter are okay. Over.”

Helen let out an explosive breath. “Can't wait for you to tell me the story. Sounds interesting.” She hesitated. “Over.”

“Yep,” Svetlana answered. “Golden out.”

Helen set down the radio, a thick rectangle covered in so many dials with a long antenna. She leaned back on the motel bed, letting out a huge breath of air. Isabel and Rhonda joined her. The Hispanic futanari squirmed, her body shaking.

“That was a close one,” Isabel said. “Oh, wow, they might have been in danger.”

“And it'll get worse when we go for the rescue,” Rhonda said, the Black cheerleader snuggling up against Helen's ivory body.

“Are we doing the right thing?” Helen asked. “I'm putting you all in danger.”

“Ally can't be locked up,” Isabel said. She pressed against the futa she loved. “You know that, chica. The military has her locked up. That's wrong. She needs to be free like you. Fucking all the women in the world.” 

“Mmm, yes, they all deserve that gift,” Rhonda purred, her ebony finger stroking up and down Helen's ivory cock.

Isabel's own dick throbbed. She pressed it against Helen's hip. “And Dr. Woods will be here soon. We'll fuck her and recruit her to our side. She'll help save Ally. She'll make sure we all are safe. So relax.”

“Relax,” Rhonda purred, nuzzling at Helen's neck, her dark finger stroking the spongy tip of the blonde futanari's cock.

“Oh, you two are wonderful,” Helen said, her small breasts rising and falling. “Thank you.”

“Always, chica,” Isabel purred, her heart racing. She cupped Helen's breast. “Now think of all the fun we're going have with Dr. Woods.” 

“We're going to fuck her,” Helen said, an enthusiastic smile crossing her lips. “Just ram our cocks into her holes.”

“All of them,” Rhonda moaned.

“Who gets which hole?” Isabel asked, her body trembling.

“I'm taking her pussy,” Helen said. Then she glanced from Isabel, which made the Hispanic's body tingle, to Rhonda. “Which of you gets her mouth and who gets her ass?”

“I call dibs on ass!” Isabel shouted out.

“Damn,” Rhonda groaned. Then she grinned. “Fine. I get sloppy seconds on her pussy, enjoying her full of Helen's cum.”

Helen laughed as chagrin shot over Isabel's face.

“Fine,” Isabel said.

A loud knock came at the door. “Mistress, I have the prisoner.”

“She's here!” Helen squealed.

“What is going on?” a woman demanded. “Why are we here? This isn't a jail. Let me go! Help! Help!” 

The door opened and Deputy Sun Lee Paik shoved in Dr. Catherine Woods, a triumphant grin on the petite, Korean woman's face. The scientist was a brunette wearing blue scrubs, like you'd see at a hospital, and delicate, black-rimmed glasses on her face. Her hands were behind her back, handcuffed.

She didn't have glasses in the sketch.

“Let me go and...” Catherine's face fell as she stared at the bed and the three people on it. “Oh, god, futanari?”

“Futanari,” Helen agreed, rising from the bed, her cock thrusting hard before her, her blonde braid swaying down her back. Isabel loved the braid. It was so elegant and beautiful. Just like Helen is. “Thank you, Sun Lee.” 

“Always, Mistress,” breathed the deputy, closing the door behind her.

“Relax, we're not going to hurt you,” Helen said, touching Catherine's face. She brushed the glasses. “Ally didn't show you wearing these.”

“I usually wear contacts,” she said, her voice strained. “And Ally... You're the one she's been communicating with?”

Helen nodded.

“So it's begun. The invasion.”

“Invasion?” blinked Helen. “I'm just here to rescue my fellow futanari. It's cruel of you to have her locked up. This isn't an invasion.”

“Y-you weren't sent here by her creators? Your creators?”

“Well, I guess we were,” Helen shrugged. “I don't really know why. I was found as a baby on Mount St. Helens nineteen years ago. I think I arrived the same night as Ally. Or close to it.”

“Only they didn't detect you on NORAD's radar and find you like they did Ally,” Catherine said as Helen kept licking her.

“Nope,” Helen purred. “Mmm, you are so sexy. We're going to have so much fun.”

“Oh, yes, we are, doctora,” purred Isabel, stroking her futa-cock. “I'm going to enjoy your ass.” 

Sun Lee undid the cuffs. Catherine swallowed. “You're going to expose me to your semen and make me one of your slaves?”

“Lovers,” Helen corrected. “Lover and slave and girlfriend and so much more. Don't you want to be fucked by a futa? Ally told me you sometimes masturbate while watching Dr. Zhao fuck her.”

“Oh, god,” the woman groaned, trembling. Her breasts rose and fell. “I'm going to be like Sara and the others. Just devoted to you.”

“And is that so bad?” Helen asked, grabbing Catherine's hand and bringing it to her futa-cock. “Isn't it worth it to feel that in your pussy? It'll be just like you've always fantasized.”

Isabel smiled as she watched Catherine's hand stroke up and down Helen's cock. The scientist shuddered, pleasure crossing her face. She let out a little whimper, her hips swaying from side-to-side as her pussy grew hotter and hotter.

Sun Lee, still behind Catherine, shoved her hands down the woman's scrub bottoms. Catherine gasped, the deputy's hand rubbing beneath her bottoms. Is she touching Catherine through her panties, or did Sun Lee slide her hand into them? wondered Isabel. What a naughty futa-deputy. 

“She's dripping wet, Mistress,” the futa-deputy purred.

“Wonderful,” groaned Helen. “And you're hand is just loving my cock. Mmm, I bet you just want to be fucked. It's okay. Tell the truth.”

“Oh, god, you're all futas,” moaned Catherine. “You're all so...sexy. I...I want you all. I can't help it. You all make me so wet.”

“Wonderful,” purred Helen. “Then let's get you naked.”

“Oh, yes,” purred Rhonda, stroking her big, Black girl-cock. “I love white girls sucking my cock. And those glasses...so sexy.”

“Mmm, yes, doctora,” groaned Isabel. 

Catherine did not stay clothed for long. Not with four horny futas in the room. Her scrubs, bra, and panties were stripped off fast, revealing round breasts topped by hard, pink nipples. Her stomach was sleek and flat, the tattoo of a purple-winged butterfly surrounded her bellybutton. Her hips led down to a trimmed, brown bush glistening with her excitement.

“Oh, god, I have wanted this so much,” she moaned as Helen pulled her down to the floor, the blonde futanari stretching out on her back, the scientist mounting her. “Watching Dr. Zhao ride Ally all those times, wishing I had the courage.”

“But you were afraid of the passion,” Helen groaned, shuddering as Catherine rubbed the futa's cock against her dripping pussy.

“Yes,” Catherine moaned. “Afraid of being locked up like my predecessor. But mostly...I was afraid of being devoted to Ally. Of surrendering myself to her. I...I've never been good in relationships. My work always came first. I just couldn't imagine devoting myself to another.”

“And now?” Helen asked, her face twisting as Catherine kept rubbing the futa's dick against the wet folds of her pussy.

“Now I want it!” Catherine groaned and impaled herself.

The joy in Dr. Catherine's moan made Isabel shudder. Her dick throbbed as she watched the scientist's ass clench as she experienced a futanari's cock in her for the first time. Her hair swayed about her shoulders, her breasts jiggling as she trembled.

“Oh, my god, that's better than I imagined,” Dr. Catherine moaned. “I can't believe how amazing that is. Oh, wow, that's good. You're so huge. You're stretching me open.”

“And, doctora, you're about to get reamed,” Isabel grinned, falling to her knees behind her. Her big, throbbing futa-dick slapped into Dr. Catherine's ass, making her butt-cheeks ripple. “Gonna have two futas in you.” 

“Yes!” she moaned.

“Do it,” groaned Helen, grabbing Dr. Catherine's butt-cheeks and parting them, exposing a brown, wrinkled sphincter.

She loves me so much. She's inviting me to share the slut with her. “Chica, you always know how to make me smile.” 

Helen giggled. “You're just so easy to please.”

Another thrill ran from Isabel's pussy, up her spine, and through her body. She grabbed her dick, sliding her darker shaft between Dr. Catherine's milk-white ass cheeks. The woman had not seen much sun working in that bunker.

And the sun has never shone here, Isabel thought in her mind as she rubbed her cock on Dr. Catherine's sphincter. 

“Oh, you're so wet. You're leaking out so much precum.”

“Yep. Futa-cocks lube themselves. You're going to love it, doctora!” 

Isabel thrust.

Dr. Catherine moaned.

The pleasure was so hot sinking into the scientist's tight ass. Isabel shuddered, her dick spearing deeper and deeper. She felt Helen's cock through the separating membranes. It was almost like their dicks were caressing each other through the medium of Dr. Catherine's nethers. It made Isabel's dick throb harder, the Hispanic futanari groaning out her pleasure.

Just like Dr. Catherine moaned hers. “Oh, my god, both their cocks. This is insane. This is wonderful. I can't believe this!”

“It's about to get wilder,” groaned Rhonda. The Black futa-cheerleader then rammed her thick, ebony shaft into Dr. Catherine's open mouth.

Her asshole clenched on Isabel's futa-dick.

“Oh, that's nice,” Isabel groaned. “Now let's fuck her, chica! Let's give the good doctor a wild first time with futas.” 

“Oh, yes,” Helen moaned.

Isabel and Helen fucked Dr. Catherine, bouncing her up and down on their cocks. Their flesh slapped together. Over the few weeks they had been in Yakima, all the futas had figured out the rhythm to DP a woman, or another futa. How to move their hips, to thrust their cocks so all three parties enjoyed it.

And Isabel enjoyed it. She loved reaming her cock over and over into the hot bowels of the sexy scientist. She reached around Dr. Catherine, grabbing her round breasts, squeezing them hard as her crotch smacked into the scientist's pale ass.

“Oh, that's it,” Rhonda moaned. “Mmm, just moan about my dick as they fuck you. I can tell how much you love having two dicks in you, slut.”

“Yes, yes, yes, my slutty scientist,” Helen moaned. “Oh, you're going to be so important. You're going to help us save Ally!”

“Yes,” Isabel groaned, thrusting so hard, ramming her dick into the depths of the woman's bowels. She felt Helen's dick pumping in and out of Dr. Catherine's pussy. She savored the caress of their shafts. “Just take our cocks.”

Dr. Catherine moaned loudly about Rhonda's cock, her body shuddering.

“Damn, that is sexy,” the futa-deputy moaned.

Sun Lee stripped naked, revealing her petite body, her tits these small, creamy mounds with dark nipples. They were so hard. She peeled out of her khaki pants, her dick popping out hard. It looked immense on the short, slim woman. She grasped it, stroking it, her slanted eyes burning so hot as she watched Dr. Catherine taking a futa-cock in every hole.

Then she moved behind Isabel. “Mmm, mind if I enjoy your ass?”

“Go right ahead, policita,” groaned Isabel. “Just bugger my ass while I plow Dr. Catherine's tight bowels.” 

“Yes,” Helen groaned. “Fuck her, Sun Lee!”

“Ream her tight ass,” groaned Rhonda, her round, ebony tits bouncing as she fucked the brunette scientist's mouth.

Isabel buried her cock into Dr. Catherine's bowels as Deputy Sun Lee brought her throbbing futa-dick to the Hispanic girl's bubbly ass. Her shaft slid between the cheeks as Isabel pulled back her cock. Her sphincter pressed on Sun Lee's dick.

And swallowed it.

With a groan, Sun Lee thrust forward, driving her cock into the depths of Isabel's asshole, propelling her forward into Dr. Catherine's bowels. The Hispanic futanari's crotch smacked the scientist's ass with a meaty thud, making her groan and buck.

“Damn,” Rhonda panted. “Damn, she liked that.”

“So did Isabel,” laughed Deputy Sun Lee.

“Uh-huh,” Isabel gasped, her ass burning and her dick throbbing.

Sun Lee pounded Isabel hard and fast, driving the Hispanic futanari's cock over and over into the heavenly embrace of the scientist's bowels. Isabel's asshole burned from the friction of the futa-deputy's hard thrusts. Sun Lee's small breasts rubbed into Isabel's back as the pair writhed together, their hips pumping.

“Mierda, it's hot getting fucked while fucking!” moaned Isabel. “Oh, yes, policita, fuck my ass and drive my cock into Dr. Catherine's rear.” 

“Yes, yes, yes, make her cum!” moaned Helen. “Oh, god, this is so hot. Your pussy is so tight, Dr. Catherine. Isabel's cock makes it so tight. I'm going to cum in you.”

“Do it,” Rhonda moaned.

“Cum, chica!” Isabel moaned, on the verge of her own eruption. 

Dr. Catherine writhed and trembled, moving between the three futas. She suddenly squealed while Helen grunted. Hot bowels writhed about Isabel's cock as Helen's orgasm triggered the scientist's. Isabel shuddered, Sun Lee's thrusts driving her own dick deep into the scientist's velvety, spasming bowels.

The pleasure raced up her dick. It was like Helen's orgasm had triggered a chain reaction. Isabel shuddered. And then her pussy spasmed. Her cunt cream flooded down her thighs while her jizz fired from her cock. She flooded the scientist's bowels with blast after blast of futa-cum.

And her own bowels milked Sun Lee's plunging dick.

“Fuck,” groaned Rhonda. “Drink my jizz, you scientist-slut. Oh, drink it all down. You love futa-cum. You're going to be addicted to it.”

“Just like we all are,” groaned Sun Lee, hammering the Hispanic futanari's spasming bowels so hard. “We just love it!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Isabel gasped, stars bursting in her eyes. “It's amazing. Cum in me, policita!” 

“Cum in her,” moaned Helen, her voice throaty with pleasure.

“Yes,” Sun Lee moaned. “Yes, I am so glad to be a futa!”

She rammed her cock into the depths of Isabel's spasming bowels and unloaded her cum. The Hispanic futanari grinned as she was flooded with hot jizz. She loved it. So much creamy cum spilling into her body, making her tremble and shudder.

She loved being a futanari.

~   ~~   ~

Helen panted as Rhonda pulled her futa-cock from Dr. Catherine's mouth. The scientist shuddered, cum and drool running down her lips. Her pussy still rippled about Helen's girl-cock, her breasts jiggling in Isabel's hands.

“We need to know about the guards,” Helen said. “We've begun tracking some of them. We know about Sergeant Hanford's house and a few others. But we're not sure on their...” What had Leann called it? “Their command structure.” 

Dr. Catherine shuddered. “Oh, I'm really not supposed to tell you but...” She smiled. “I just don't seem to care. You've infected me with your DNA. I just want to make you happy.”

“Dr. Maura's gonna love talking to you,” Rhonda grinned. “She's figured some of it out, but you must know a lot.”

Dr. Catherine shuddered, her face falling. “Too much.” Then she blinked. “Well, site security is handled by Delta Force operators. There's a platoon of them, divided into four squads. Right now, they're doing three eight hour watches. Two squads double up on day duty, with one squad on swings and one on nights. They are working seven days a week. And that's when they're not doing ops.”

“Ops?”

“Going into Yakima to...take homeless people for testing.” Dr. Catherine grimaced more. “Junkies and winos and such. They're...using Ally's cum to make a mind control serum. To have soldiers that can fight against what you do. Whom you can't...influence. So they can resist your creators.”

“Resist?” Helen gasped.

“They think Ally, and you, were sent here to prepare for an invasion. That you're...” She furrowed her brow. “Sleeper agents sent to create a network of agents in key places to facilitate the conquest of our planet by your creators. Presumably, an alien race with hostile intentions.”

“No,” Helen gasped. “That can't be it. I'm not...a sleeper agent. I'm just a college student.”

 “A special college student, chica,” sighed Isabel. 

“Still,” Helen said. “I don't want to help take over the world or anything.” Right? I mean, it's hot dominating women and gender-swapping guys, but I can't do that to the entire world. They're just too many people. “You have to be wrong.” 

“Maybe,” Dr. Catherine said, giving Helen a smile. “It's all theory. But they think you're coming to attack the world, so they are working hard to fight back. We have a surplus of...test subjects at the moment. But Dr. Zhao is going through them fast. In a week, they may be doing another raid, and that disrupts the guard schedules.” 

“Makes things more unpredictable,” Sun Lee said.

“So the day shift has the most guys,” Helen said. “How many are in a squad?”

“Nine or ten,” Dr. Catherine frowned. “They're under the command of Captain Winter. He lives on base these days. Just in case. But Sergeant Hampton is second in command.”

He was almost trouble tonight. Helen squirmed, reminded just how serious this was. 

“So all the day guys go home, and lower guys take over for swings. Then they go home and the night shift starts.”

“At midnight,” Dr. Catherine said. “Though there's overlap between the two as they brief the incoming squad.”

“I need to talk to Leann,” Helen said, an idea forming in her mind. “And we need to figure out where the other day squad guys are at. We'll need your help, Dr. Catherine.”

“Of course,” she beamed.


Chapter Fourteen: Phase 1

Trish walked up to the ranch-style house on the outskirts of Yakima, Eden at her side. The futanari was so hard, her cock aching in her panties. This was it. Tonight, it was all going down. In twelve hours, they'd be breaking Ally out of her prison.

“You ready?” Trish asked her blonde girlfriend.

“Yes,” the beautiful Eden said. It still struck Trish just how perfect Eden had become when she changed sexes. Flawless skin and huge tits and that beautiful hair. It was all so perfect. There were times she was jealous of Eden's looks.

But her love for Eden always swallowed that up.

Trish reached out and rang the doorbell, an excited quiver running through her that had her brown hair swirling about her shoulders. This was the first stage of the attack. The chimes faded and then she heard the patter of feet.

Time for the first offensive.

The woman who opened the door was older, gracefully maturing through her middle years. She had blonde hair, touched with gray in spots, while her body was still so fit and toned. She had been exercising, her face flushed, wearing a sports bra and tight yoga pants.

For a woman over twice Trish's nineteen years, Mrs. Hampton was in amazing shape. Better than my mom.  

“Can I help you?” Mrs. Hampton said, a bright smile on her face.

“You are the wife of Sergeant Floyd Hampton, yes?” Trish asked, unable to hide the purring desire in her voice.

“I...am.” Caution entered her voice. She backed away. Her arm reached for something.

“We're from the local Mormon temple, and we were hoping to count on you and your husband for a donation.”

Her eyes flicked up and down us, her hand pulling away from whatever she was reaching for behind the door. “You're from the local church? Dressed like that?” 

Right, religious people don't wear such short skirts. “Yes,” Trish said brightly. “And we're just eager to get your support.” 

“So eager,” Eden said, boldly reaching out to take Mrs. Hampton's arm. According to Dr. Catherine, there was a chemical we secreted. A pheromone. And the more contact we had with the gorgeous MILF before us, the hornier she would get.

Nipples poked at her sports bra.

“Um, well, what do you need?” she asked as she stepped aside so we could enter.

Trish pushed past her, making sure she rubbed against Mrs. Hampton's breasts. The futanari felt the woman's nipples through her sleeve, making the MILF shudder. Trish's dick throbbed in her panties. Eden followed, still holding the MILF's hand, pulling her away from the door. She shut it.

Trish spotted a shotgun leaned up against a shelf hidden out of sight. She shivered. She was reaching for a gun. It reminded the futanari just how serious this was. 

Which was why they were recruiting the Delta Force Operators. From Dr. Catherine they had learned whom to target. Even now, plans were in motion to snare the whole squad under Sergeant Hampton's command.

Sergeant Hampton's in for one huge shock when he gets home tonight. A gender-bending shock!

“Mmm, you were working out?” Eden said, her voice so throaty and purring. Her hand moved to the MILF's exposed midriff, tan and toned.

“Yes,” Mrs. Hampton said, shivering as Trish placed her hand on the woman's lower back. The brunette futanari pressing in from Mrs. Hampton's other side. “What are you two doing?” 

“Being friendly,” purred Trish, her hand sliding lower, brushing the top of those tight, scrumptious yoga pants.

“Getting to know you, Mrs. Hampton,” Eden said, her voice erotic honey that made Trish's girl-dick shiver. “To show you something so wonderfully naughty.”

“Naughty?” The woman shuddered. “What do you two little skanks think you're—” She jumped as Trish squeezed her ass. “What the hell are you doing?”

“Being friendly,” Trish smiled, fondling the MILF's ass. It was such a muscular, firm tush. “Mmm, you really work out. I love it. Your body is in great shape. It makes me so hard and wet.”

“Hard? Wet?” Mrs. Hampton's face contorted. “You get the hell outta my house right now. My husband's in the army. He's shown me how to defend myself.”

Trish squeezed her ass again.“Oh, don't be that—”

Trish had no idea what Mrs. Hampton did. All she knew was one moment she was groping the MILF's fine rear, and the next the world spun. Then the air exploded from her lungs as she hit the floor hard. She tried to cry out, but only a choking wheeze came out. She struggled to suck the air back in, panic surging through her. The MILF fell upon her, breasts heaving in her sports bra, and put a knee into Trish's trachea.

“You messed with the wrong woman,” she snarled. “Were you one of those sluts following my husband the other night?”

The pressure increased.

Trish spasmed. She couldn't breathe now if she wanted to. Spots danced before her eyes. She had never experienced violence in her life. She had no idea what to do. Tears fell down her cheeks as her legs spasmed.

She tried to plead. To call for help.

And then her futa-girlfriend saved her.

Eden seized the MILF's platinum-blonde hair and yanked hard, jerking Mrs. Hampton's head to the right. The MILF grunted in shock, opening her mouth. That let Eden jam her girl-cock deep between the woman's lips. Mrs. Hampton froze for a moment, eyes crossing to stare at the shaft thrust into her mouth from the crotch of a beautiful, buxom blonde.

“That's it,” Eden purred. “Mmm, just taste that precum, feel my girl-dick in your mouth. Relax, Mrs. Hampton. You're going to enjoy this. Just relax and suck.”

A violent shudder ran through the MILF. And then her cheeks hollowed. She suckled loudly, noisily. Eden let out a purr of delight, pulling the mature beauty away. The knee came off Trish's throat. She sucked in a hoarse breath, savoring the oxygen flowing into her lungs. The black spots vanished as the MILF sucked, her head bobbing.

Trish groaned, sitting up, gaining her breath. She rubbed at her sore throat, her back and ass throbbing, bruises forming from her violent impact with the ground. She gazed at the MILF kneeling before her futa-girlfriend, sucking Eden's cock with such a wanton hungriness. Her eyes traveled down the MILF's back to her ass wiggling in those yoga pants.

Trish's cock hardened once again.

“Mmm, yes, you are just eager for my futa-cum,” groaned Eden. “Isn't that wonderful, Mrs. Hampton? You can just relax and enjoy it. Don't worry about anything else. You're going to love belonging to Helen.”

Trish met her girlfriend's blue eyes and mouthed, “Thank you.”

“I love you,” Eden mouthed back.

A delicious ripple ran through the brunette futanari. Once again, she was so happy to be Helen's best friend and sex slave. And to share it with Eden. She loved her futa-girlfriend. Her gender didn't matter. She loved Eden the same now as when she was Ethan. Trish's dick ached so badly.

It was time to share a hot MILF.

She's almost a GILF. Damn, she is sexy for a woman coming up on fifty.

Trish lifted Mrs. Hampton's ass until she was kneeling doggy style. The woman didn't fight it, too busy letting Eden fuck her mouth. The busty blonde futanari thrust forward, her tits bouncing in her tight top. Next, Trish ripped down the MILF's yoga pants, revealing a pair of plain, boring panties, the crotch soaked with excitement.

Those came off next to reveal a blonde bush matted with juices. A rich aroma filled Trish's nose. She shuddered, hiking her skirt and pulling down her panties enough for her futa-dick to spill out and prod the MILF's cunt.

Trish rammed into Mrs. Hampton.

“Oh, yes, that's nice pussy,” groaned Trish, her dick sinking into the hot depths. “Oh, you are just delicious, Mrs. Hampton. Mmm, yes, we're going to fuck you hard.”

“You're going to love being spit-roasted,” groaned Eden.

“Yes,” the brunette futanari agreed as she drew back her girl-cock through Mrs. Hampton's silky pussy. “Just pound you.”

The MILF moaned about Eden's cock. Her pussy clenched on Trish's dick. Oh, yes, thought Trish, she is eager to be spit-roasted. 

Trish and Eden fucked the MILF hard. Eden held onto Mrs. Hampton's white-blonde hair, her hips thrusting hard, her big boobs bouncing beneath her top, drawing Trish's eyes. The brunette futanari pumped her hips so hard, burying her cock over and over into the hot depths of the older MILF, licking her lips.

Then her hands shot out. She grabbed her futa-girlfriend's top, lifting it up and spilling out those big, pillowy mounds into her eager grip. She squeezed them, kneading and massaging as she kept fucking the MILF, her cock throbbing in the hot depths.

“Oh, yes, you love my big boobies,” Eden groaned.

“Uh-huh,” Trish groaned, leaning over the MILF, hips pumping so hard, and buried her face between those soft pillows.

As they fucked the MILF, Trish moaned her pleasure into Eden's big, soft breasts. Her hands pressed the pillowy mounds into her cheeks while she breathed in her futa-girlfriend's scent, a mix of sweat and lavender body wash. It was heavenly. Her lips kissed. Her tongue licked. She motorboated her face back and forth between them, her dick aching and throbbing in the depths of the MILF's hot cunt.

She fucked faster and faster, ramming her dick into Mrs. Hampton's cunt as she savored Eden's big boobs. She loved them, worshiped them, her head twisting from side-to-side. Her thumbs found the fat nipples, caressing them.

“Oh, that's so good,” groaned Eden. “You're going to make me erupt into her mouth.”

“Good,” groaned Trish. She sucked at her girlfriend's flesh. “Cum in her mouth.”

Then she engulfed one of Eden's fat nipples. The blonde futanari groaned, cradling Trish's head to her big boobs. The brunette's futa-cock ached in Mrs. Hampton's depths. She thrust so fast, reaming the married woman so hard as she sucked and moaned around Eden's nub.

I love these nipples. I love her!

She suckled loud, making such wet sounds as she plunged her cock over and over into the MILF's cunt. Her own pussy was so hot, dribbling juices down her thighs. Her snatch clenched with every thrust. When she drew back, she sucked so hard on Eden's nipple.

“Damn,” Eden groaned. “The MILF's sucking my cum right out of my ovaries.”

“She's so eager for it,” Trish moaned between sucks. “Her pussy's so hot. She wants our cum.”

The MILF moaned her agreement and came.

Hot, married cunt spasmed about Trish's cock, sucking at her shaft. Her cum boiled in her ovaries. She latched onto Eden's nipple, sucking so hard as she rammed her dick into the convulsing snatch. Her body bucked.

She came.

“Oh, yes, drink my jizz,” moaned Eden, flooding the MILF's mouth while Trish flooded her cunt.

The brunette futanari's body spasmed as she pumped her girl-cum into Mrs. Hampton's pussy, preparing her for her husband. A hot thrill shot through Trish. She let out such a groan of delight as the pleasure raged through her.

We are going to kick ass tonight and rescue Ally!

She pulled out of Mrs. Hampton and grabbed her walkie-talkie out of her purse. “Goddess, this is Treat. Soldier's wife has received her cookies and loved them, over.”

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura Roy groaned as her cock unloaded into Asuka Odell's pussy. The Irish futa-doctor gasped and moaned as she filled the Japanese woman with blast after blast of jizz. Asuka's round face twisted with pleasure as her married cunt filled with jizz.

“Fuck,” Leann moaned, flooding Maura's pussy with cum. “Oh, damn, that's good.”

“Yes,” Maura groaned, shuddering, firing the last of her cum into the woman's pussy.

“Oh, I cannot believe we did that,” the Japanese woman said, her accent thick. “What will my husband think of me?”

“He'll love you,” Maura grinned. “Just make sure you jump his bones the moment he comes home.”

On the wall were pictures from their wedding day, Sergeant Nick Odell in his dress blues, Asuka in a white dress. The Delta Force soldier would get quite the shock after cumming in his wife. And I'll pick up another soldier-slave. 

Leann handed over the walkie-talkie. “Doctor to Goddess, Angel received her cookies and just devoured them.”

“Over,” Leann muttered.

Right. “Over.” 

“Copy that,” Helen responded.

~   ~~   ~

“Oh, yes, fuck her,” Isabel groaned, watching the muscular army soldier fuck Carly hard. “Just plow into her.”

“God, you girls are wild,” Specialist Larry Mortimer groaned, the Delta Force soldier plowing Carly hard.

“Yes, yes, just fuck her,” moaned Lindsey, writhing in an embrace with Terri. They were Isabel's other slaves. “Cum in her.”

“Cum in her,” Isabel groaned, her dick throbbing so hard. She was so eager to fuck gender-swap pussy.

Specialist Mortimer grunted, burying his cock into Carly's pussy. He came so hard. And that's when it happened. He shuddered on his bed. He had been so shocked when four women all wanted to go home with him while he was out drinking at the bar after work.

He had just grinned, eager to prove he had the stamina to satiate them all.

“Wait, what's happening?” he gasped, his voice growing in pitch. He threw himself off Carly, the gender-swapped beauty shuddering, her clit swelling into a cock while Specialist Mortimer's shrank.

Isabel whipped out her own big dick. The Delta Force's Operator groaned, spotting the Latina's girl-cock. “Oh, fuck no.”

“Yep,” Isabel grinned. “You're going to make such a gorgeous woman.”

She could see it in his eyes as the transition molded his muscular body into feminine softness, all the muscles shedding away, his body becoming slim and beautiful. She grew round breasts as her balls and cock vanished, her shoulders slimming. She became a supermodel, so stunning, licking her lips as she stared at Isabel's cock.

Then she fell to her knees and engulfed the futanari's dick.

Isabel shuddered, her cock throbbing in her new slave's mouth. On the bed, Carly attacked Lindsey, fucking her ex-girlfriend so hard, ramming her futa-dick over and over into the skank's juicy pussy.

Through the haze of pleasure, the Hispanic futanari remembered to radio in. “Queen to Goddess, Guardian enjoyed her cookies so much. She's thanking me right now. Over.”

“Perfect,” Goddess responded. “And my party has arrived. I'm about to deliver their cookies. Over.”

“Oh, yes, Lilac,” groaned Isabel, putting down her walkie-talkie. “I hope you like that name. Larry is so...wrong.”

Lilac only groaned, sucking so hard, her silky, brown hair swaying about her narrow, feminine shoulders.

“Good. Tonight, we're rescuing Ally and you're going to help.”

~   ~~   ~

Helen sat down her walkie-talkie, such excitement bursting through her. Recruiting the Delta Force operators proceeded without any hitches. Sergeant Hampton was now gender-swapped and called Frita and, at last report, taking her wife's cock hard up the ass while Trish and Eden watched. Isabel's report about Specialist Mortimer meant six were down, four more to go.

And they were all in one bar, the Bucking Cowgirl. It was a noisy place, men drinking and flirting with the local ladies. Helen sat at a booth with her futa-cheerleaders watching the other half of the squad, the non-futa half, flirting and laughing with the soldiers. June, Evelyn, Mercedes, and Natasha were now on the Delta Force soldiers' laps, grinding their hot asses, whispering in their ears.

“It won't be long now,” Moira said, the busty, strawberry-blonde cheerleader staring with hot eyes at June, her personal sex slave. The Cambodian cheerleader flirted with a Hispanic soldier. “She's going to make a hot Latina soldier.”

“You're going to have fun fucking her,” Helen agreed, her dick so hard. She grabbed Moira's hand and pulled it to her lap, pressing it beneath her skirt. “It's happening tonight.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Val groaned, the Hispanic futa-cheerleader shuddering on the other side. “I hope my gender-swapped soldier is cute.”

“They always are,” April grinned. The Chinese futanari licked her lips. “Your creators have amazing taste, Mistress.”

“Mmm, they do,” Helen groaned, her futa-cheerleader's hand wrapping about her futa-cock through her tights, stroking up and down it. She shivered. “And Natasha is first, the little slut. She's leading her soldier off.”

“I bet they fuck in the car in the parking lot,” groaned Val, who owned Natasha. “My little slut is eager to become a futa.”

Helen grinned, her army growing.


Chapter Fifteen: Breakthrough

Dr. Zhao squirmed as she waited for the gas chromatography to dissect her latest attempt to recreate the chemical found in Ally's sweat. It was a complex protein, but she was certain she had the amino acids sequenced correctly to produce the proper structure.

“Do you really think you have it?” Catherine asked, sitting nearby in a chair, her legs stretched out before her clad in her green scrubs.

“Oh, yes, I was close last time,” Dr. Zhao answered. “This time is it.”

“We'll see.”

Dr. Zhao frowned, turning and studying the brunette scientist. The woman was so...relaxed these days. She wasn't so stressed. She wasn't so...concerned about her morality. That haunted look had vanished from her eyes.

“Leaving the base seems to have done wonders for you,” Dr. Zhao noted. “You go home must nights now.”

“Yeah,” Catherine shrugged. “I was about to burn out. I wouldn't be any good here if that happened. But I'm staying tonight.” She gave an excited shiver. “It's going to be special.”

“So you do think that my chemical will work. Are you...?” The Chinese scientist's forehead furrowed. “Are you messing with me?”

Catherine grinned. “Sure. Sorry. I'm just so excited. I can't help it.”

“Since when did my research make you excited? I was under the impression it horrified you.”

For a moment, the excitement died in Catherine's face. She licked her lips, then shrugged. “I got perspective. It was wonderful to really escape this place. You should try it sometime.”

“Too much work. But this—”

The gas chromatography beeped, drawing Dr. Zhao's attention. Her stomach suddenly twisted as her heart raced. Excitement and dread swirled through her as she stood up, smoothing her lab coat, and crossed over to the report printing out. She snagged the paper, still warm from the laser, and stared at the results.

Smiled.

“It's a match?” Catherine asked, blinking.

“A match. I told you this was it.” She grabbed her solution and poured it into a small spray bottle, not unlike a perfume container. She stared at it, shivering in delight. “It's time to experiment, Catherine. Have security send up subject... What number are we on?”

“11.” Catherine stood up, her body stiff, and marched to the phone.

I guess she hasn't matured, thought Dr. Zhao. She's just better at hiding it. Or she's feeling good. Maybe she finally got laid. She should have just fucked Ally with the condom on. She would cum harder.  

Catherine spoke into the phone then hung up. Then they prepared the lab. In a few moments, a scrawny Asian man was brought in, his eyes sunken, his face almost skinless. He was another junkie. Dr. Zhao had no sympathy for the man. He had squandered his life. The soldiers strapped him down to the gurney and then gave him the injection.

The two scientists paid attention to his vitals. So far, everyone had reacted the same to the mind control serum, but there was always a chance someone would have a unique biochemistry that would cause strange reactions. Anyone testing new drugs knew this was a possibility.

Nothing unusual. Subject 11 sank into the catatonic state, eyes wide open, ready to receive instruction.

“Stick out your tongue three times,” Catherine said, following their established protocol. Since the man was bound, they had to give simple orders. 

The man obeyed.

“Blink your eyes three times,” Dr. Zhao said, picking up the spray bottle.

The man obeyed.

“Hold your breath while I count down from thirty,” Catherine said next.

The man clamped his mouth shut.

“Thirty, twenty-nine, twenty-eight, twenty-seven...”

Dr. Zhao spritzed herself with the pheromone.

Subject 11's nostrils twitched. The man's head snapped over to her. His eyes focused. He released his breath, ignoring Dr. Catherine's commands. A wild thrill shot through Dr. Zhao. She moved to her right, and his eyes tracked her.

“He...” Dr. Catherine clamped her hands over her mouth in shock.

“Hold your breath,” Dr. Zhao hissed.

The man obeyed, clamping his mouth shut.

“Give him another command,” she hissed at Catherine. “Hurry.”

“Breathe,” Catherine said.

The man ignored her.

“You can breathe, Subject 11,” she said, a pleading catch to her voice.

Nothing.

“You can breathe,” Dr. Zhao said.

The man sucked in a breath.

Electricity fired through the scientist. She staggered, staring down at her bottle. Then she hurried to the phone. Her hands fumbled as she picked up the receiver. She hit the extension, listening to it ring and ring.

“Has he gone home?” she demanded.

“I don't know who you mean,” Subject 11 said.

“Me, either,” Catherine said, still trembling.

“Gen—”

“What?” barked a gravely voice over the phone, irritation thick in it. “This better be important. Do you know what time it is?”

Dr. Zhao had no idea. “General Maxwell, I did it.”

“Did what...? You mean...?”

“I figured it out. Pheromones. This is what we're looking for.” She was breathless with excitement.

“Conference room, ten minutes,” growled the general. “Bring all your materials, make copies on flash drives, and samples. I want samples of everything and instructions on replications.”

“Yes, General,” Dr. Zhao breathed.

She was three minutes late to the meeting, walking in holding a tray with samples of the mind control formula and the pheromone. She had her printed notes on how to make it, plus an external hard drive with both the molecular structure recorded in it and all her research. General Maxwell and Dr. Winthrop were there, the older scientist looking bleary eyed, his dress shirt rumpled and his tie altogether missing.

“It really worked?” General Maxwell asked when she walked in, setting down her trays.

“Yes, General,” she answered. “I assume that you watched the lab video.”

“It was...convincing,” agreed Dr. Winthrop. He rubbed at his bleary eyes. “Good work, Dr. Zhao.”

She beamed, giddy with excitement. “It has been all my pleasure. This is fascinating stuff. It's going to change everything.”

“It's going to give us a fighting chance,” growled the General. “That's why we're removing your research to a backup facility.”

“Where?”

“You don't need to know.”

“But... it's my research,” she protested.

“And you will get the credit. And you're still leading the effort. But we need to decentralize our operation in case her creators come. If this facility is lost...”

Dr. Zhao shivered, swallowed. It was easy to forget about the aliens when she was working night and day in her lab. “Yes, General.”

~   ~~   ~

Ally couldn't stop fidgeting. It was happening tonight. Freedom. Finally, she would get to see the sky. She would get to breathe fresh air. See grass, the stars, the sun. She would get to be free, no one telling her what to do, where to go.

She looked around at her cell, at all her books, all the trappings Father had given her over the years to hide the fact she was a prisoner. To cover up the bare cinder block walls, to hide how ugly and nasty this room was.

And soon she would be reunited with Sarah, Jewel, Georgia, and the others. She would get to have an orgy with her sex slaves in the flesh and not just in a dream. It would be amazing. So she couldn't sit still. She couldn't read her books.

She couldn't even masturbate.

She was too energetic. She was too keyed up.

Which was why she found herself on her treadmill running in place. Soon I can run for real. I won't need this stupid machine holding me in place. 

Tears almost fell from her face as her feet slapped over and over on the rubber vinyl mat moving beneath her. Time couldn't move fast enough. It was coming closer and closer. Just after midnight. Once the swing shift guards had left and the graveyard guards had settled in.

A few more hours.

A soft rap knocked on her door. “Ally.”

“Dr. Woods?” Ally said, blinking in shock to see Catherine peering through the window in her cell's door. It was threaded with what looked like chicken wire to keep her from breaking through it.

Not that she could even fit through the narrow opening.

“What are you doing?” Ally climbed off her treadmill.

“There's a problem,” Dr. Catherine said, her voice low. Ally could hardly hear her through the doorway. “Dr. Zhao's figured out how the mind control serum worked.”

Ally shuddered, disturbed to learn how her cum was molded and abused by Dr. Zhao. It horrified her that people had died, forced to kill themselves to prove it worked. Her only consolation was it was useless. Anyone could give them orders.

“The pheromones?” Ally asked. “She cracked it? I thought you said we had time. She wouldn't figure it out before tonight.”

“I was wrong.” Dr. Catherine's face was so pleading. “You have to contact Helen. They have to act now. General Maxwell plans to leave with it. He'll take it to someplace secure.”

“No!” Ally was looking forward to gender-swapping the general. After all the times he had watched Dr. Zhao ride her cock, the futanari felt she owed the disgusting man. Such a perv. “I'll contact her. But...it's easier if I have sex. We feel each other when fucking. It heightens our ESP or whatever. Get in here.” 

“I don't have access. You'll have to masturbate. That'll have to be enough. I can't stick around. The guards will be wondering what I'm doing.”

Ally sighed and nodded. She grasped her big futa-dick dangling soft between her thighs and stroked it as Dr. Catherine scurried off. The redheaded futanari backed off to her bed, her hand flying up and down her shaft the entire way.

She focused all her thoughts on Helen, thinking about the sexy futanari she loved. How graceful and slim she was, how elegant with her blonde hair in that plaited French braid falling down her back. The soft swell of her curving ass, the firm mounds of her small tits. How delicious her pussy tasted, so sweet, and how wonderful it was to suck on her cock.

Helen! she called in her mind, falling back on her bed. She bounced, red hair flying, big tits bouncing. Helen! Answer me. This is important. Answer me, my love! 

Precum bubbled out the tip of her cock, coating her shaft as she stroked her girl-dick faster and faster. Her pussy grew wet, her body twitching as the heat billowed through her. Nipples hardened as her excitement grew and grew.

Feel my passion, my love, and answer me. This is important.


Chapter Sixteen: Premature

Helen trembled as she waited in the staging area. They were a few miles from the main gate into Hanford. All her followers were crowded around in a small field, their vehicles parked and ready to go. There were so many of them. It amazed her how quickly their numbers had spread. Each of her sex slaves had their own sex slaves, and some of them had their own sex slaves. There were the ten gender-swapped Delta force soldiers, all sexy femme fatales wearing what tactical gear still fit their slender, curvy figures. But they all held dangerous weapons. Then there were the thirteen female deputies, most of whom were futas, all clustered around Deputy Svetlana. Her cheerleaders, her best friend, her roommate, her doctor, her teacher, and all their sex slaves.

There were nearly fifty of them. Her army.

“It won't be much longer now,” she found herself saying. “Just another hour.”

Her followers all nodded their heads. She could see the love in all their eyes. There were some here she hadn't even had sex with, didn't even know their names. But they still worshiped her. They still stared at her with such awe.

Why did my creators give me this power. Is Dr. Catherine right? Am I building the vanguard for an alien invasion?

She wished she had one of her writing journals. She hadn't written a thing since she became a futanari. She blinked at that realization. She used to love writing, but now all her free time was filled with fucking and managing her growing forces.

After Ally's safe, I'll have time for writing. Then we can figure out our true purpose. We're probably sent here to make the world better or something. I'm not a conqueror.

“Relax, chica,” Isabel said, lounging with her sex slaves against the side of a pickup truck. “You'll worry yourself down to China if you keep pacing.” 

Helen blinked. She hadn't even realized she was pacing. She was just so nervous. All their weeks of planning had culminated in tonight. They were saving Ally. A giddy surge shot through her. She would have her lover in her arms tonight.

“Sorry,” Helen said. “It's just...”

“Yeah,” Trish nodded. “We understand.”

“We're with you,” Professor Little said, a big smile on her lips, her arms around one of her sex slaves.

Who is she? Is she new? Helen couldn't remember seeing the woman in Professor Little's arms before. Is she a natural-born woman or gender-swapped?  

She opened her mouth to ask when she felt something tingling her thoughts. Ally was...masturbating. Helen blinked at that. She knew her lover was horny, she was a futanari after all, but didn't expect her to be jacking off...

Feel my passion, my love, and answer me. This is important.

Helen swayed, closed her eyes, and answered her lover's call.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel's heart leaped into her chest as Helen collapsed. “Chica!” 

Before the word finished screaming from her mouth, she was rushing forward, falling to her knees beside her blonde futa-goddess. She stroked Helen's face, panic surging through the Hispanic futanari. The person she loved had just collapsed.

“No, no, chica, wake up.” 

A moment later, while everyone around them gasped and shouted, crying out in fear, Dr. Maura appeared. The fiery-haired, Irish futanari fell to her knees on the other side, shooing Isabel back as she leaned over.

“What happened to her?” Isabel asked, her lower lip quivering. Her heart screamed in her chest. This can't be happening. 

“Her pulse is strong,” Dr. Maura said. Then she thumbed back Helen's eye, shining a penlight. “Pupil dilation normal and...”

Helen's eyes twitched, moving back and forth. Dr. Maura blinked, releasing Helen's eyelid.

“What?” Isabel demanded.

“She's dreaming,” Dr. Maura said.

“Dreaming?” Isabel gasped.

The word repeated over and over through the watching futanari and women, all clustered around their goddess, peering down with fear. Trish, clinging to Eden, trembled. Then her eyes widened, meeting Isabel's.

And the Hispanic futanari understood. “She's communicating with Ally?”

Before Dr. Maura could answer, Helen said, “Yes.”

An explosion of relief burst from Isabel's throat as Helen sat up. “Give us some warning next time, chica.” 

Helen flushed. “Sorry everyone. But it's important. We need to attack right now. We can't let General Maxwell escape. He's got Dr. Zhao's research. She's just had a major breakthrough.”

“Yes, Ma'am,” Sergeant Frita Hampton said. The once grizzled man was now a sexy MILF. “Let's move out! Come on you sluts, move those big tits and get those asses in gear.” Her voice was so feminine and yet had the rough cadence of a drill instructor. “Come on, soldiers, get those tampons out of your twats and move!” 

Her last word boomed. Everyone leaped into motion.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura Roy's heart thudded in her chest as she raced for Sergeant Frita's pickup truck. The very same beat-up pickup truck she had followed with Leann last week. She squeezed into the back seat with her wife while the gender-swapped sergeant and Nikki Odell, another Delta Force operator, took the front.

Nikki was one of Maura's slaves through her wife, Asuka.

“Ready?” Leann asked, holding an MP7 submachine gun on her lap.

The futa-doctor gave a tight nod as the pickup truck roared ahead, leading the convoy on the attack. It hit Maura right then and there. They were attacking the U.S. Government. They were committing an act of treason.

But also an act of mercy. It was so wrong what they were doing to Ally.

So they would make sure that she was free. They would go to war with the U.S. Government and right this great injustice. She felt the handgun holstered on her hip. She had practiced firing the Sig Sauer 9mm many times over the week, growing more and more comfortable with the weapon.

Please, god, say I don't have to use it.

The convoy reached the highway, heading towards Hanford. In the distance, she could see the decommissioned nuclear reactor, a dark monolith in front of the rising moon. Near it was the office building that hid Project STARFALL and Ally.

“We're approaching the gate,” Sergeant Frita purred into the radio. She had such a husky, smoky voice as a woman, so different from the man who had scared her that night.

She was scary in different ways now.

“Reserves, hold back until we take the gate,” she added. She sounded excited.

Beside her, Nikki nodded, her voluminous hair rustling. They both were. And then she realized so was Leann. Her wife had been a soldier. She had fought in Iraq during the first year of the invasion. She had seen combat.

Had she missed it?

“There's the gate,” Nikki said.

Ahead was the Marine controlled gate into Hanford. It was a nuclear installation, and the U.S. Marines guarded those. The gate was well lit with barriers in place forcing the convoy to slow down and slalom through them like they were going down a ski course. No way for anyone to drive fast at the gate and ram through. The marines were coming out of their guard shack.

But she could see they were relaxed. They recognize the truck and other vehicles. They must know it's the Delta Force operators. 

Sergeant Frita slowed her truck as the Marine came up to her, wearing battle fatigues, that computer print desert camo made of various hues of khaki and brown. He was clean-shaven, standing tall, professional.

“Evening, Sergeant Hampton,” he said, leaning in. Then he frowned. “Wait, who—”

Maura squeaked as the hissing pfft and flash of bright light filled the cab. The marine fell back, hit by the silenced pistol. The futa-doctor's heart thudded in her chest. Nikki thrust her silenced pistol out the passenger window, killing another marine, her hand swiveling, taking out a third.

“Oh, my god,” Maura gasped, staring at Leann. “I thought...”

“What?” Leann asked, her voice hard.

From the vehicle behind us, several more Delta Force operators advanced, their silenced machine guns thrust before them. They rushed the guard shack. The marines in there hadn't even realized anything had happened. Lights flashed.

More people died.

“Clear,” a feminine voice purred over the radio.

“It'll be okay, honey,” Leann said, patting my hand. “They didn't leave us any choice. They captured a futanari. We have to rescue her.” 

Maura only nodded her head. The gates came up. Over the radio, Sergeant Frita announced, “Gate secure. Move onto the primary objective.”

The Delta Force women surged back to their vehicles. Changing genders hadn't made them any less dangerous. Ten seconds later, the pickup truck roared through, racing without headlights through the dark night towards the installation, Sergeant Frita wearing night vision goggles on her slender head.

Maura wanted to be sick, but she fought it down, focusing on the dark towers of the nuclear reactor. It was decommissioned but the area was contaminated. That was why the Department of Energy had an office building here to oversee the cleanup effort.

Beneath it is Ally. She needs us. They've imprisoned her for years. It's not right. We're just correcting a wrong.

“We have a problem,” purred Sergeant Frita. Maura couldn't get over how sensual the woman's voice was. “There's a helicopter taking off from the top of the office building.”

“That's a Black Hawk,” Nikki groaned. “Must be General Lewis.”

Maura leaned down. She could see the flashing lights of a helicopter, the small beacons that all aircraft had to use when flying at night. It marked the tail and nose of the helicopter as it lifted off  from the shadow of their target building. The rotors made a soft, thundering whir as it rose higher and higher, then flew out over them.

“Oh, no,” Maura groaned.

“Yep,” Sergent Frita said, pressing down on the accelerator. “We're probably blown—”

Bright lights suddenly flooded the night, shining out from the building.


Chapter Seventeen: It Begins

Dr. Zhao stepped back from the top of the heliport as the Black Hawk blades whirled up to their full blast. The last thing she wanted was to be swept away by the powerful gusts. She ducked back into the office building, passing the guards, and headed for the elevators.

Copies of all her research were in the helicopter. It irked her to surrender her work. She was still not done improving the pheromones, but science was useless if it wasn't shared. And she would get the credit. Dr. Winthrop wasn't the type of man to steal credit, and General Lewis could care less. He was too practical. He just wanted results. 

The two were off to deliver the material at another secret DIA base and then off to Washington D.C. to brief the politicians who knew about the operation. Those few souls who could be trusted with an operation as sensitive as this.

Does the president even know? Did the last one?

Probably not. Presidents were too...public to be trusted with these sort of secrets. Too much in the spotlight. She'd prefer for no politician to know, but there had to be some oversight from the government, legally.

We're violating so many laws though. Prison was a distant consideration. These were drastic times. And those called for drastic actions. So she was safe to play with her research. 

She stepped into the elevator, hitting the down button. A naughty tingle ran through her. The giddy exhilaration settling into her pussy. She was horny. And she knew the perfect way to celebrate. Ally's futa-cock would feel amazing in her pussy. So big and thick, just stretching her out, making her shudder and cum.

Her hips wiggled in delight just picturing it. She rubbed her hands down her stomach to her crotch, rubbing her scrubs and panties into her molten snatch. Her juices bled through the layers of clothing. She was so wet for that futanari.

That settled her decision. As the elevator opened into the underground bunker, accessed only by the right keycard, she had her decision made. She glanced at one of the annoying guards before the elevator bank, lounging, nodding his head.

“I want Ally brought...” Her words trailed off as the man's face furrowed. He touched his earpiece, listening to something on the security channel.

Then the alarms blared.

~   ~~   ~

Ally shuddered on her bed, her hand still holding her futa-cock, her girl-jizz painted across her tits from masturbating. Helen had answered her. Such a giddy thrill shot through the busty futanari. Her lover had heard her cry for help and came running.

And now she's going to rescue me. I am such a lucky futanari to have her.

She traced idle designs with the cum, dragging it from the cooling, milky puddles to make streaking whorls and swirls. The cum dried faster, growing sticky, pinching her skin in spots as she shifted, her big boobs jiggling.

It wouldn't be long now.

The blare of the alarms was such a welcome joy to her. That piercing klaxon whining over and over, battering her ears, was the most wonderful sound in the world. In the universe. It meant Helen was here.

She hopped to her feet, rushing to her cell door. She pressed against the glass, trying to peer down the hallway and see what was going on. She couldn't see far. In the cell opposite hers, Jewel's face appeared.

The two futanari's eyes made contact. Ally grinned. That's right, slave. That's our rescue coming to save us. We're going to be liberated! 

Ally's dick throbbed. She still held it in her hand. She stroked it slow and steady, matching the shrieking howl of the alarm. Her hips wiggled, the tip rubbing against the cold, painted metal of the door, smearing her precum along it.

Soon, she thought to her futa-cock. Soon we'll have so much fun. 

~   ~~   ~

“Oh, no,” Helen gasped, sitting in the passenger seat of Deputy Svetlana's cruiser. The cops were the second wave, coming in behind her Delta Force operators. In her head, she had been toying with new names for them. Delta Girls. D-Girls. Double D's. Delta Futas. She was so excited, so eager as they raced through the Hanford Site, following in the wake of the soldiers. Their vehicles were farther ahead, invisible in the near darkness as they drove without vehicle lights.

The rest of the caravan didn't have night vision goggles.

“Were the lights supposed to come on?” Helen asked, glancing at the blonde futa-deputy.

“No,” she answered, her face tight.

“Is it a scrub?” India, Svetlana's gender-swapped wife, asked from the backseat where she sat. “Are we aborting?”

“Of course not,” Helen said. Right? She grabbed the radio. “Goddess to Soldier, report. Over.” 

“We lost the element of surprise, Goddess,” Sergeant Frita's voice crackled back. “But we're here. We're going in. I know the security responses. I know how to bypass them. We can do this. Over.”

“They're at the building, Mistress,” Svetlana reported, peering at it. “See.”

Helen peered ahead. She could see figures moving around the well-lit building, the soldiers' cars already piled up at the entrance. Her stomach tightened. It was supposed to be a surprise attack. That way no one would get hurt.

But now?

Is this a mistake? Am I getting people I know killed? Dr. Maura is up there with them. What if she dies? Or Leann or Nancy?

Ally's face flashed through her mind, pleading for help. Helen was so torn between her desire to rescue her lover and the cost that it might require. But it was too late. She heard it over the radio. Her forces had entered the building.

It had begun.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura Roy trembled as she stood in the back of the elevator descending with the soldiers, her wife, and her gender-swapped sex slave Nancy. Everyone else held a collection of automatic rifles and submachine guns. She held her Sig Sauer 9mm.

It felt like such a puny weapon to be wielding while riding an elevator down into a stronghold held by other equally trained soldiers. Special forces that were trained to do this. They had disabled the cameras, somehow, and now rode the elevators down, weapons raised.

Her stomach twisted. We're all going to die down here. Then we won't get to see Helen again. 

“Get ready,” Sergeant Frita said, her voice still that sultry purr as she hefted her weapon, crouched low. “Ten seconds.” 

“For Ally,” Nikki said, crouching on the other side.

“For Ally,” the others said.

“...Ally,” echoed Maura, crouching behind her futa-wife. She almost wished Leann were a man again. Then she'd have a broader back to hide behind. Her hand trembled.

The elevator slowed.

~   ~~   ~

“Sergeant Hampton activated the elevator,” a voice crackled over the radio. One of the delta force guards wasn't wearing an earpiece, his radio squawking loud from his hip. “It's coming down.”

Dr. Zhao looked at the elevator counting down lower and lower, moving to the deep base. She looked around the corridor. Three of the delta force operators were here, weapons raised at the elevator. But they looked confused.

Sergeant Hampton? “Is this...a drill? Or did the alarm break?” 

“We don't know, ma'am,” growled one of the soldiers. “Why aren't you retreating to a bunker?”

“B-but if it's her creators, why would they have...?” The words trailed off. She heard the elevator grinding lower. “Did you see Sergeant Hampton on the cameras? Was it a man or a woman—” 

“GO!” bellowed the soldier.

With a squeak, she turned and ran, panic thudding in her heart. She didn't know where to go, where to run. All the drills, those few she had deigned to participate in, fled her mind. She raced through the corridors, seeking some place safe.

Gunfire erupted behind her, chasing her to her lab.


Chapter Eighteen: Resolve

Trish trembled as she stood in the lobby with Helen and Isabel. The rest of the harem were up here, waiting for a result. Helen gripped the walkietalkie, knuckles squeezed white, her hand shaking. Her face was paler than Trish had ever seen it.

Her friend was scared. Beneath their feet, the gender-swapped soldiers were sweeping through the building. It would all be over soon. But the wait was just so long. So terrible. She trembled up here. The deputies were around them, each holding an AR-15 assault rifle, something they all were issued. They had their guns aimed at the elevator, the futa-cops' faces hard.

“What's taking so long,” Helen muttered.

“The elevator just reached the bottom, chica,” Isabel said, putting a comforting hand on Helen's shoulder. “It sounds like it's a long way down.” 

“But still...” Helen took a deep breath, nodding her head.

“You'll be with Ally soon,” Trish smiled. She had a feeling her best friend had found love with the redheaded futanari. It was amazing. They were perfect for each other.

Maybe they were supposed to be lovers, supposed to grow up supporting each other, but the stupid government separated them. And then they did such mean things to Ally. Anger surged through Trish's fear. She glared down at the floor and— 

Something faint, something that sounded like fireworks, came popping from below.

“What was that?” Helen asked.

“Gunfire,” Deputy Svetlana said calmly.

“Oh, no,” the blonde futanari groaned, swaying. “Oh, no, oh, no.” She keyed up the radio. “This is Goddess. Report, Soldier!”

She released the transmit button, waited. Nothing.

More pops came from below. Trish's heart started beating faster and faster. The reality hit her. There was fighting down there. A war. People were getting hurt. They were dying. Let it be on the other side. They're the bad guys. We're the good guys. We're saving the day. 

“They know what they're doing, chica,” Isabel said. “Just trust them. Okay?” 

“My Frita knows how to handle herself,” Mrs. Hampton said from the group. Her voice sounded so sure. “My wife will lead them through.”

Though Mrs. Hampton had only been her sex slave for a few hours, Trish felt a surge of happiness. She was so close to all her slaves, and their slaves. “She's right. Okay, Helen? Relax.”

“Soldier to Goddess, elevator secure, we're moving out, over.”

“Anyone hurt, over?” Helen trembled.

~   ~~   ~

“You're going to be okay,” Maura said, pulling out her first aide kit as she knelt over the bleeding, gender-swapped woman.

“I've been shot before,” the supermodel said, the words so at odds with her beautiful face. “Fuck, the bullet's in my bone.”

“I'll get it out,” the futa-doctor said, her voice even.

A calm had descended over Maura. After the eternity of the firefight, cowering on the floor of the elevator while her ears exploded in pain, she was back in her element. She was a doctor. And she would help this woman. Maria. Her new name was Maria.

She opened her first aid kit and pulled on her blue surgical gloves. Then she ripped open a pressure bandage and placed it on the wound. “Hold that, Maria.”

The woman nodded, pressing it over her black fatigues. Already, the gender-swapped soldiers had moved out into the bunker, stepping over the dead and dying men who had held the elevator. Only one of them had been shot. She didn't know how that was possible the way bullets were flying through the elevator.

She grabbed her medical scissors. “Okay, move it.”

The woman did. She was so calm, too. She had definitely been patched by a medic on the battlefield. Maura cut open Maria's fatigues, examining the wound. Then she grabbed her forceps and dug into the injury. She felt around for the bullet, Maria grimacing in pain.

She found the bullet, grasped it with the forceps. Carefully, she worked it out of the wound. She hadn't done this since medical school, but it was coming back to her. She eased the bullet out, the shape deformed. It looked intact. She dropped it to the floor and grabbed her sutures. She quickly went to work, sewing up the wound then dressing it.

Gunfire erupted again, echoing from deeper in the facility. Behind her, the elevator opened. Someone gasped. Then Helen appeared, falling to her knees on the other side of Maria, taking the wounded soldier's hand.

“Oh, no,” the blonde futanari said, her eyes so wide. “I'm so sorry, sweetie. I didn't want anyone to get hurt.”

“She'll be fine,” Maura said, tying the bandage. “I got the bullet out. We'll need to get her on antibiotics, and she'll need physical therapy, but she'll recover. It missed her major artery.”

“Good,” Helen said. Then she shuddered, looking up the hallway.

The futa-deputies were stepping over the bodies, fanning out, their weapons raised as they secured it. Helen took a deep breath. Then she closed her eyes, muttering, “They kidnapped Ally. They hurt her. They are the bad guys.”

“They're the bad guys,” Maura agreed.

“The bad guys,” Maria echoed. And she would know, she used to work here.

Then the futa-doctor went to the male soldiers. She checked them, seeing if any were alive. She found one and went to work. She swore an oath to heal people, and it didn't matter to her if they were male or female or futas.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Zhao shuddered, hiding in her lab. She heard the gunshots coming closer. The booted footsteps. They were killing people. They were going to kill her. And what was she doing? She was hiding underneath the very table she fucked Ally on all those times and...

Ally.

They were coming for Ally.

She was one of the smartest people in the world. She was pioneering genetic manipulation. She had learned so much from studying Ally. More than she could put in her reports. There was so much precious knowledge in her brain, and they were going to kill her. They were going to snuff it out.

That would be it. That would be the end.

So she needed something to trade for her life. She needed something they would value. They were here for Ally. That was what this was about. And she knew where Ally was. She had access to Ally. She bolted out of her hiding place and grabbed the first weapon she could.

A scalpel.

The resolve settled on the Chinese doctor. She would take Ally hostage. She would ensure her survival. Because if they thought they could kill her... Well, she'd make sure they didn't get their precious bioengineered thing back.

She would spill Ally's blood across the ground.

~   ~~   ~

Ally held her futa-cock in hand, so hard with excitement. Every gunshot sent a wild thrill through her body. They were coming for her. Helen's gender-swapped soldiers were on their way towards her. She bounced with excitement in her cell. At any minute, she would be reunited with her sweet Helen.

“Oh, we're going to love each other on real grass,” she groaned, her entire body swaying. “We're going to make love beneath the sun and stars and the moon. I'm going to see the moon. I'm going to see just how blue the sky is.”

Tears of delight fell down her face. Finally, after nineteen years of life, she would be free of this cell. She would be free to do what she wanted, go where she pleased. No tests at any hour of the day or night. No hours upon hours spent in this same, small box with only her books for company. No interrogations about what she knew about her creators.

She could taste her freedom. She could smell it. And hear it.

Another burst of gunfire.

Closer.

So much closer.

Freedom never sounded more amazing.

There was an electronic hiss, that familiar sound of her door opening. A huge smile filled her lips. Ally stood in the center of her cell, ready to great her savior. She stroked her dick faster and faster. The door opened and...

Dr. Zhao stood there, wearing her sea-green medical scrubs, her round face wild, her hair disarrayed. Ally blinked in shock as the woman walked in. She had never realized Dr. Zhao was so much shorter than her, easily a foot difference in their height.

“Dr. Zhao?” Ally asked, her stomach twisting. “What are you...?” Light glinted.

Ally stared at the scalpel in the woman's hand.


Chapter Nineteen: Dr. Zhao's Decision

Helen was growing impatient to see Ally. Every time she heard gunfire echoing through the corridors, she was afraid it was her redheaded lover being gunned down. She could just picture the government ensuring that their test subject was never liberated, preferring to see the futanari executed than set free of their horrid institute.

Her stomach twisted as she waited around the corner from the elevator, trying to forget the bodies. They weren't important. They were just men. Bad men. Evil men. Men who had hurt her Ally. Men who deserved to die for what they did. 

She had to believe that. She had to clutch to this fire in her belly, fanning it to keep back anything dark. What they were doing here was the right thing to do. 

Another burst of gunfire echoed down the halls.

“Ally!” Helen shouted and rushed forward.

“Mistress,” Deputy Svetlana gasped, the futanari grabbing Helen and pulling her back. The other deputies tightened around her, looking at once both fierce and sexy in their uniforms and holding their guns. “Please, you have to stay here.”

Helen's head whipped around, staring into the brown eyes of her sex slave. She was about to order the futanari to let her go, but then saw the pleading concern. Svetlana knew Helen could give the command and she would obey, but she didn't want Helen to. She wanted to protect her Mistress. To keep her safe. 

And she begged to be allowed to do it.

Helen sighed, nodding her head. “Okay. I'll wait for the all clear.”

“It won't be long now,” Sun Lee said. “This place isn't that big. They'll have Ally secured in no time.”

“Mistress!”

Down the corridor, Dr. Catherine rushed towards them, the brunette scientist beaming. Helen felt a twist of guilt. She hadn't thought of her sex slave at all, her thoughts all bent towards Ally. The deputies parted to let her by, and then the gorgeous scientist was hugging Helen.

“You're here!” Dr. Catherine groaned. “You're here. And we're winning. They're pressing towards the cells.”

“Ally's still alive?” Helen asked, holding her sex slave so hard, feeling the brunette's life in her arms, so warm, so sweet.

“Of course,” she said. “Why wouldn't she be?”

“I just thought...maybe they'd try to kill her.” Helen bit her lip. “To keep us from rescuing her.”

“That's not a protocol,” Dr. Catherine said. “Maybe General Lewis would have ordered it, but he was heading up to the helicopters. Did you grab him?”

“He escaped,” Helen said and sighed, relief surging through her.

Ally was alive. Helen clung to Dr. Catherine, her heart racing. Ally was alive and she was so close. Helen just wanted to hold her redheaded futanari in her arms in the waking world. To bury her face, and her cock, between those big, pillowy mounds. To love her.

You're going to love the outside world, Ally.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Jingy Zhao took no satisfaction in the fear shining in Ally's green eyes. The futanari had been so hopeful, so sure that rescue was coming for her, and the Chinese doctor had dashed it. And while she took no satisfaction in it, she wouldn't hesitate to cut Ally's throat.

Dr. Zhao understood that science was, ultimately, destructive. To learn something you had to break it, dissect it, split it open and see how its innards worked. Whether it was smashing atoms in a particle accelerator or dissecting a new creature found at the bottom of the sea, a scientist had to be prepared to destroy what she was studying for further knowledge to be learned.

And, really, this was just an extension of that. If she didn't threaten Ally's life, if she didn't ensure her own survival, then she couldn't perform more science. She gripped her scalpel, embracing her thought process as she rushed forward.

“Dr. Zhao!” Ally shrieked, stumbling back.

But the Chinese doctor moved swifter. She was, technically, an army officer. She had gone through some training when she was recruited by USAMRIID out of college. She even possessed a rank. She thought she was a captain. Or maybe a major. 

Her left hand grabbed Ally's body. She twisted the girl's arm behind her back and pulled her close. Ally let out a squeak of pain. Then Dr. Zhao wrapped her right arm around her futanari's torso and placed the scalpel at the redhead's throat.

“I don't want to hurt you, Ally,” Dr. Zhao said. “I just want to make sure your rescuers let me live. Once I'm free, I'll let you go. Okay?”

“You won't be harmed,” Ally groaned. “Trust me, Dr. Zhao. I would never want to harm you.”

“And I don't want to harm you,” Dr. Zhao lied. “But I will, Ally. I will. I don't want to die. I don't want to be executed.”

“We're not executing people,” Ally sighed. “Helen's a wonderful futa. She wouldn't hurt a fly. She's not happy we had to do this by force. So relax.”

Dr. Zhao frowned. Her heart was racing. It was exciting feeling Ally's naked body against hers, even with her scrubs on. The futanari's body heat bled through the thin clothing. The Chinese scientist was suddenly reminded that she had been on her way to fuck Ally when this all happened.

I wish I had a condom on me.  

Dr. Zhao pushed that thought out of her head and focused on Ally. The futanari was surprisingly calm. She had expected Ally to be crying and sobbing, but instead the futanari sounded...almost turned on. Her voice throaty.

“Relax, Dr. Zhao,” Ally continued to purr.

Then the Chinese scientist felt the fluttering hand rubbing her hip. Though she had Ally's right hand trapped behind her back, the futanari's left hand was pressing into Dr. Zhao's scrub bottoms, moving downward towards her pussy. A shiver ran through her body at Ally's touch on her panties, fingers pressing on her snatch.

“Mmm, you feel hot,” Ally groaned. “I bet you want my cock in you right now.”

“Your pheromones always make me want your cock,” Dr. Zhao groaned.

And then she opened her eyes wide. She was alone with Ally, breathing in those pheromones. Her body was already tingling. That familiar itch that made her want to fuck the futanari's big girl-cock all the time rippled through her pussy's depths.

She groaned, her hips squirming as Ally rubbed at her panties, pressing the cotton material into her pussy lips. The Chinese doctor struggled to focus, to fight her lusts. Her nipples were aching, demanding attention, and her clit... Her clit throbbed, brushed by Ally's stroking fingers.

I can be strong. I can be strong. I just have to hold off long enough to negotiate with the attackers. I won't succumb.

Dr. Zhao groaned as Ally pushed the scientist's panties to the side and rubbed directly at her wet cunt. Direct contact was amazing. Ally's fingers were so delicate, sliding so knowingly up and down her labia, caressing her folds.

Pleasure rippled through the scientist.

Her teeth ground. Her delicate face twisted in pleasure. She trembled against Ally, pressing her small breasts into the futanari's back, trying to get relief for her nipples. The futanari's fingers found her clit, stroking it.

A wanton moan escaped Dr. Zhao's lips.

“That's what I thought,” Ally groaned. Then her finger penetrated the Chinese scientist's depths. “We should be fucking. Won't that be better? No nasty condoms to get in the way. Just our flesh pressing against each other.”

Dr. Zhao felt a hot shudder that began in her pussy and ran through her body at Ally's words. Such a juicy, aching ripple that tingled her nipples, curled her toes, and sent her hips to wiggling. She wanted it. She wanted it so badly. All those times riding Ally's cock, only the rubber condom separating their flesh, keeping them from having that direct contact and—

“No!” Dr. Zhao snarled at Ally. And at her lusts. “I will not be your slave! I won't end up like Sarah and those other test subjects. I won't pant after you.”

Ally's finger wiggled inside Dr. Zhao's cunt, a groan wanting to burst from her throat. She fought against it then sighed in relief when Ally removed her finger. The redhead held it up so the Chinese scientist could see it. She smelled her tart passion, a shudder running through her.

“I think you're already panting after me,” laughed Ally. “All those times you satiated your lust, tying me to the table, putting that disgusting rubber on my cock, and then fucking me.” The futanari shuddered, rubbing her slick finger against her thumb, feeling Dr. Zhao's juices. “All those times you made excuses to enjoy me.

“You're already my slave. You just haven't admitted it.”

“No,” Dr. Zhao hissed, pressing the scalpel tighter against the futanari's throat. “I'm not. I'm still in control of myself. I used the condoms!” 

Ally's hand wormed back into Dr. Zhao's scrub bottoms and panties, sliding so deep, caressing her pubic hair. And finding her pussy again. She grit her teeth against Ally's touch, her fingers penetrating into her pussy and...

And...the heat.

The wild surge of lust rippled through Dr. Zhao. She let out a groan, her eyes widening as... As she wanted Ally's cum. She wanted more of that delight, and she knew it came from Ally's girl-cock. The jizz. The spunk.

The creamy futa-cum.

She wanted to drink it. She wanted to feel it squirting into her pussy. She fought against it. Her intelligent mind threw up roadblocks against her surging lusts. But they were so strong. It was like building a sandbag wall to stop a tsunami sweeping into shore.

Futile.

“You touched your cock before sticking your fingers in me,” Dr. Zhao realized. “You smeared your precum on your fingers.”

“I did,” Ally purred, pumping her burning fingers in and out of Dr. Zhao's pussy. “Doesn't that just make you...hungry?”

Dr. Zhao was well aware that precum contained minute amounts of sperm. Of cum. And now that same futa-sperm was changing her. Her hand shook. She kept piling on those sandbags as the tsunami of lust came for her mind.

Futile.

The scalpel fell from her hand. She darted around the futanari. She fell to her knees before Ally, turned the girl, and grasped her big futa-dick. She gazed up at the beautiful redhead, her mistress, her lover. Her heart beat so fast. She needed more.

And she needed to make Ally happy.

Dr. Zhao opened her mouth and finally, after weeks and weeks of denying herself what she truly wanted, engulfed Ally's girl-dick. Her tongue swirled over the spongy crown, gathering that salty precum, tasting it for the first time.

Ambrosia.

She came.

~   ~~   ~

Ally groaned as Dr. Zhao sucked on her cock. It was finally happening. She finally had the sexy, Chinese doctor before her. It felt so right, the way it was supposed to be. No annoying condoms in the way of exchanging bodily passion.

She ran her hands through the Chinese scientist's short, sleek, black hair. It was so fine, like strands of silk sliding between her fingers. Dr. Zhao's glasses glinted in the florescent lights as the woman bobbed her mouth. She sucked so hard, cheeks hollowing, eager for Ally's cum.

“Oh, Dr. Zhao, yes,” groaned Ally. “Oh, yes, we're going to have so much fun together. Aren't we? I've wanted you for so long. Isn't this amazing?”

The scientist's moans answered Ally, bringing a smile to the redheaded futanari.

Her pussy clenched from the hard, eager sucks of Dr. Zhao. She moaned, creating such powerful suction. Excitement surged through Ally as she kept stroking her new slave's hair. My favorite slave. I've wanted this for so long. It's all happening. 

Tears burned in Ally's eyes. Soon she'd be reunited with Helen and now she had Dr. Zhao, too.

The thrill was so much. The excitement that had been building in her all week crested inside her. Her ovaries boiled to a froth. Ally gasped, shocked by the swiftness of her orgasm. Only a few moments enjoying Dr. Zhao's mouth and she was cumming.

“Yes, yes, yes,” screamed Ally. “Oh, Dr. Zhao, drink it all! Drink all my yummy futa-cum! Enjoy it!”

And she knew Dr. Zhao was. Saw it in her slanted eyes behind her glasses.

The Chinese scientist gulped down the futanari's cum. She swallowed it with such eagerness, such joy. She reveled in the flavor of Ally's cum. And that just made Ally's orgasm even stronger. She swayed and groaned, gripping the silky, black hair of her new slave to keep her balance.

“Oh, god, yes! You're so sexy! You're so awesome! And you're mine!”

Ally's pussy convulsed. Juices flooded down her thighs as the final blast of her cum fired out of her cock and into Dr. Zhao's hungry mouth. She swallowed the load with such delight, sucking hard, drawing out the remaining few drops from Ally's urethra.

Then Dr. Zhao's mouth popped off Ally's cock. The Chinese scientist stretched out on the floor, ripping off her clothing. She threw her scrub top to the side, her breasts clad in a plain bra. That came off next, baring small tits and dark-brown nipples. Her areolas were wide for tits so small, making Ally grin.

“Mmm, I've been so bad to deny you my pussy unencumbered by a condom,” groaned Dr. Zhao, lifting her hips and shoving down her scrubs and panties in one go, revealing her trimmed, black bush.

Juices drenched her curls.

“So bad,” groaned Ally, stroking her dick faster, her heart racing in excitement.

Dr. Jingy Zhao spread her thighs far apart. Her fingers parted her labia, exposing her pink depths centered amid her black fur. Her pussy clenched in anticipation. It was such a naked, open invitation. Such wanton need shown.

Ally fell to her knees, ready to finally enjoy this cunt. She brought her throbbing girl-dick to those spread-open labia. She pressed into the doctor's depths. He eyes widened as she slid into Dr. Zhao with no barriers between them.

Just the honest press of intimate flesh to intimate flesh.

The futanari's pussy clenched as she thrust into Dr. Zhao.

“Oh, yes,” Dr. Zhao groaned, her glasses shifting on her nose. “Oh, I was such a fool for denying myself your cock, Mistress. I wanted it so badly. I was just scared. Can you forgive me?”

“Oh, you are forgiven,” groaned Ally. She didn't care about any of it. Not the scalpel, not the condoms. All that mattered was the present. And the future. “You are mine now. And you'll give me your cunt, your mouth, your ass whenever I want it.”

“Gladly!” Dr. Zhao moaned, a smile crossing her lips as Ally drew back.

And rammed in hard.

The scientist's dusky-olive tits jiggled. Those firm mounds swayed. Ally seized them. They were so much like Helen's tits, not quite the same, but still exciting to hold. To fondle. Dr. Zhao's pussy clenched on her thrusting girl-dick as her thumbs massaged tiny nipples.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Ally groaned, savoring the scientist's cunt around her dick. “Oh, Dr. Zhao, yes! I'm going to fuck you all the time!”

“I want that!” groaned Dr. Zhao, her hips bucking into Ally's thrusts.

Ally's big breasts bounced and heaved as she plowed Dr. Zhao's pussy. She thrust so hard, reaming her girl-dick into hot depths. The silky tunnel caressed her dick, clenching and relaxing. The friction of her pistoning passage rippled through her body, building a new pressure in her ovaries.

I'm going to dump so much cum into her pussy.

Her hips pumped faster and faster. Their flesh slapped together. She squeezed Dr. Zhao's breasts harder, fingernails biting into firm mounds for a moment as surges of rapture rippled through her body. It was so amazing. So wonderful. Every thrust built the pleasure, carrying her closer and closer to her eruption.

To their shared pleasure.

Dr. Zhao's pussy was so hot and wet. Ecstasy surged through Ally as she rammed into that wonderful sheath. Her pussy clenched, juices dribbling down her thighs as her excitement mounted. A tension swelled in her core.

“Oh, I'm going to flood your cunt,” Ally groaned.

“Yes!” hissed Dr. Zhao. “Do that! Flood me! Give it all to me! It was so wrong of me to put a condom on you.”

“So wrong!” Ally screamed, her red hair flying about her shoulders, tits heaving before her. “But now I'm going to cum and cum and cum in your cunt!”

Dr. Zhao shuddered and orgasmed.

Her climax wracked her body. Her pussy spasmed about Ally's cock. Massaging bliss rippled around her girl-dick. The futanari groaned, her eyes rolling back into her head. She gasped and groaned, stars bursting through her vision.

It was amazing. It was wonderful. And she loved every moment of it.

She rammed her girl-dick into Dr. Zhao's hungry, sucking, massaging cunt. The rapture shot up her shaft and struck her ovaries. They couldn't contain the force. Her cum erupted from them, surging through her body and out her cock in powerful pulses.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Dr. Zhao moaned. “You're cumming in me, Ally! I can feel it splashing inside me. Oh, damn, this is so good. Such a fool!” 

“You were,” moaned Ally, gripped by her orgasm. The powerful pulses shot out of her cock. They made her head spin. She grew dizzy from the force of the delight firing out of her cock. “But now you understand!”

“Yes! I'm yours! I always was!” Dr. Zhao shuddered, her pussy milking out the last of Ally's cum. “I just was being stubborn.”

Ally smiled.

And then women with guns entered the room. Ally blinked and then smiled. The lead one, with brown hair and the beauty of a supermodel defying age as she entered her later years, looked vaguely familiar. They all did.

Helen's gender-swapped soldiers.

“Goddess, this is Soldier,” Sergeant Hampton said into her radio, “Empress secured.”


Chapter Twenty: In the Flesh

“Empress secured.”

Trish, standing in the lobby with most of Helen's harem and followers, trembled. The emotions burst out of her into a wild whoop. They had Ally. They had done it. The mission was a success. Tears poured down her cheeks as Eden scooped her up in sexy arms, kissing her hard on the lips.

The rest of the harem shrieked and cheered and clapped around her. Such celebration exploded. The cheerleaders burst into an impromptu routine, their cocks bouncing as their skirts flared up as they did high kicks, flashing pussy and dicks. Professor Little kissed two of her sex slaves hard, tonguing both pretty girls' mouths at the same time. The futa-wives of the gender-swapped soldiers embraced each other, all crying as the stress burned off.

We did it! We saved her!

As Trish kissed Eden hard, holding her gender-swapped futa-girlfriend in a tight embrace, she was so excited for her best friend and Mistress. She knew Helen was rushing through the base right now to be united with Ally for the first time.

To experience love.

“We fuckin' did it!” Isabel whooped, her arms around two of her sex slaves. “Chica fuckin' rocks!” 

Trish broke the kiss with Eden. She wanted to fuck her girlfriend so badly. She wanted to let the lusts surge over them. But they couldn't get carried away. Trish turned around, scanning the girls and futas. Already hands were exploring, cocks were being stroked, pussies fingered.

She clapped loud. “Listen up, ladies!” Trish barked. “We can't get carried away. Stop that. We need to be ready for leaving.”

“The exfiltration,” Eden purred, hugging Trish from behind. “Come on, ladies! Now.”

“She's right,” Isabel added. “Cheerleaders, stop fucking around. When they come up the elevators, we're getting the hell out of here. We'll have Ally and her little harem of prisoners. Make sure there's space for them.”

Trish shuddered, looking down, picturing Helen and Ally's reunion. Tears burned in her eyes.

~   ~~   ~

Helen raced through the corridors, led by Nikki. The gender-swapped soldier jogged ahead, holding her machine gun in a loose grip, her hair bouncing behind her. Helen's heart raced. It was over. None of her people had died. Though a few of the enemy had.

But Dr. Maura was doing what she could for them, stabilizing them. Prisoners were being watched over in rooms, ready to be transformed. They couldn't leave witnesses behind. So they would be expanding her harem. There wasn't many, besides a few soldiers and a few technicians, maybe ten people.

“Sergeant Hampton's destroying the security footage,” Nikki said, giving a running update as they headed through the underground complex. “No one will have any idea who we are.”

“Good,” Helen nodded. She was eager to get back to her college and start her life over. They would help Ally blend in. They would have a small community and make a life for themselves. Futas and gender-swapped women.

Harmony.

And lots of sex.

Helen's cock ached in her tights at that thought, picturing her and Ally living together, swapping members of their harem, loving each other. Maybe there would be children. She ovulated. She had sperm. Who's to say they couldn't have children.

I might be pregnant already. And I have no idea who the futa-mother is.

“Here's the cells,” Nikki said, slowing. “We freed the prisoners. The only ones were the women under Ally's control and Empress herself.”

There was a lot of giggling and squeals coming from one open cell, shadows moving, extending out of the doorway. Helen took a deep breath and marched up, already pulling off her blouse, her small breasts spilling out, her blonde braid swaying behind her back. She had to readjust her glasses, knocked askew by her top.

And then stepped into the doorway.

Ally was at the center of four women and one futa. Helen recognized them, meeting them in dreams. She was happy to see Dr. Zhao at the heart, naked and dripping with Ally's futa-cum, then there was Sara Peterson, a scientist who was exposed to Ally's cum on accident. Jewel was a futa, a test subject kidnapped from Yakima and deliberately exposed to futa-jizz. Then she was allowed to have sex with a delta force operator named George. He was now a she, called Georgia, and hugging Jewel. The last woman, Jamie, was another test subject, gender-swapped when exposed to Ally's cum in one of Dr. Zhao's experiments.

Helen's and Ally's eyes made contact. The blonde futanari felt the shiver of love between them. Tears welled in her eyes. They were together. They were here in the flesh. Ally rose from her women, staring at Helen with such wide, green eyes.

“It's not a dream,” Helen said, shoving down her skirt and tights, her hard futa-cock flopping out. “I'm here, my love.”

“My...love?” Ally said the words, savoring them. “You love me?”

Helen nodded, her heart so tight. She squirmed. “Sharing our dreams, knowing you were like me... Yes. Yes, I love you, Ally.”

The busty, redheaded futanari squealed in pure delight. She crossed the distance between them in a heartbeat or two. She collided with Helen so hard, the pair stumbled into the hallway, their bodies pressed tight. Helen's tears fell down her face, feeling Ally's warm, soft body against hers. Their dicks nudged, sliding past each other and rubbing on the other's stomach. Their arms embraced each other.

And then their lips met.

Such delight exploded in Helen. She held Ally, kissing her back so hard, holding her so tightly. She was in her arms for real. She had done it. She had rescued Ally from this horrid place thanks to the help of her harem and their sex slaves.

And their sex slaves.

Their tongues dueled. Nipples kissed nipples. Their cocks leaked precum, smearing on both their stomachs. They were trapped between them, both throbbing, side-by-side. Tingles raced through Helen's body from her lips, her nipples, her cock, and her pussy. She breathed in Ally's scent, tasting her, feeling her. Her hands explored, tracing her futa-lover's spine, caressing a bubbly rump, feeling thighs and sides.

And Ally's hands did the same, more bold, pinching butt-cheeks, caressing asshole, reaching down to finger a pussy. Ally kissed harder and harder, making Helen's heart race. Their noses rubbed together as their heads moved.

She's in my arms. My arms. My futanari!

More tears fell as such joy beat in Helen's heart. She couldn't believe how amazing this was. Her dick throbbed so hard. Juices trickled down her thighs, itching, making her clench. She wanted to fuck her lover and to be fucked all at the same time.

Her hands squeezed Ally's ass.

Then she broke it. “Oh, my Ally,” groaned Helen. “Oh, you're in my arms, Ally.” She couldn't stop saying the name. It was such an unusual name. “My sweet Ally and...” She suddenly giggled.

“What?” Ally frowned, a shiver running through her body. Her fatter nipples rubbed Helen's. “What's so funny?”

“Sorry, it's your name. Ally.”

“That was Father,” Ally said. “It's from alien. Supposed to sound cute. Only instead of spelling it A L L I E, he spelled it like ally and, well, everyone started pronouncing it that way. I think they did it as a joke. It kinda stuck.”

“It's cute. I like it. Makes you special.” Helen gave her another quick kiss. Then she groaned. “Oh, Ally, I want to fuck you.”

“And I want to fuck you,” the redhead groaned. “And to be fucked.”

“Well, we can do both,” Helen grinned. “Some of my slaves have been experimenting. They taught me how futas can fuck each other at the same time.”

Ally's green eyes twinkled in excitement. “Really? Those naughty sluts.”

Helen giggled. “Oh, yes, I have lots of naughty sluts in my harem.” She peered over Ally's shoulder and grinned as Dr. Zhao and Georgia sucked on Jewel's cock, Sara and Jamie licking their pussies. “So are yours.”

Ally threw a look over her shoulder. “They've been locked up with me. For weeks or months. But we're together.”

“Always,” Helen breathed.

Ally's head snapped back around. “So! How does this work? Fucking each other at the same time? I'm so hard and wet! I need you so badly!” 

Helen nodded in agreement.

“Okay, it's like tribbing,” the blonde futanari said, sitting down on the floor and spreading her legs apart. She ignored the cold concrete. Her pussy was too hot to care.

“Tribbing?” frowned Ally.

“Oh, it's where two girls scissor their legs together and rub their pussies against each other,” Helen said. “So just sit down like me and we intertwine our legs.”

“Okay,” Ally said, her big breasts jiggling as she fell to the ground, her dick throbbing.

“Then we scoot closer.” The blonde futanari did that, grabbing her cock. “While we do, we each bring our cock to the other's pussy. We have to stay sitting up. We can't lie down like tribbing girls, but it's so amazing.”

“Oh, it sounds like it,” Ally said as Helen's leg went over the redhead's. Her other leg went under.

She held her throbbing dick in hand, her pussy so hot and juicy for this moment. She was with her lover for real. In the flesh. This wasn't a dream. They both aimed their futa-cock at the other's pussy, sliding past each other.

And then their dicks were rubbing on each other's hot pussy. Helen shivered and Ally groaned, her big boobs jiggling. They pressed their tips against each other's hot folds. Ally humped forward and they both gasped.

Her movement thrust her dick an inch into Helen's pussy which caused Helen's cock to bury an inch into Ally's snatch. Both futanari groaned, their snatches clenching so hard on each other's big, throbbing futa-dick.

After both had a taste of the other's pussy, nothing would stop the two futas.

They humped closer together, driving their dicks deeper and deeper into each other's cunt. They both groaned and swayed, their arms reaching out, grasping each other's hips, pulling each other closer. More and more of their futa-cocks slid into the other's hot cunt.

“Oh, my god,” Ally groaned, her face twisting with pleasure, her green eyes burning bright. “Your cock's in me and my cock's in you. This is so hot, Helen!”

“Uh-huh,” the blonde futanari groaned. Her pussy clenched on Ally's girl-dick while her own futa-cock throbbed in her lover's snatch.

Her hips moved, pumping her dick in and out of Ally and Ally's dick in and out of her. The pleasure rippled through her body, dual delights that had her groaning and gasping. She was fucking her lover and being fucked by her.

It was the ultimate pleasure two futanari could share.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Ally gasped, her hips thrusting, her tits bouncing. She worked her cock in and out of Helen's pussy and her cunt up and down Helen's dick.

Helen loved it. The pleasure shot through her body. Such euphoria sang from her lips, echoing down the hallway of the prison cells. She groaned and gasped, her blonde braid swaying behind her as she humped back, sliding her cunt up and down Ally's futa-dick, her cock pumping in and out of Ally's pussy.

Every pump of their hips, every movement of their bodies, had them both trembling. They both drank in the rapture. Helen couldn't get her dick all the way in Ally, and Ally's dick wasn't all the way in her, but she didn't care.

She was sharing this rapture with Ally. The only other futanari born. They were unique. They were here to do something amazing. Helen just knew it. And they would do it together. They would be united, loving each other, making the world better. 

“Yes, yes, yes,” Helen groaned, her hips pumping harder, her thighs intertwined with Ally's. She gripped her redheaded lover's waist, clinging on as the rapture surged through her.

“This is so good,” Ally gasped, her green eyes sparkling. “Oh, Helen, I love you! I love you so much! You came for me!”

“Always!” gasped the blonde futanari. “We're going to do something amazing!”

“Yes!” Ally groaned. “And we're both going to cum so hard doing it!”

Both futanari's moans echoed through the hallway. Their cocks plunged faster into each other's pussy. The pleasure surged through Helen. She was drunk on it. Her blue eyes rolled back into her head as it built over and over in her, the pressure growing in her ovaries, surging up to the tip of her dick buried in Ally's pussy.

Her own cunt clenched on Ally's girl-dick plunging through her, stimulating such hot friction. Adding to the rapture building in her core. Helen trembled, her small tits jiggling, her glasses slipping down her nose.

“I'm going to cum so hard,” groaned Ally. “I'm going to fire so much jizz into your pussy, Helen, and my cunt will spasm so hard on your dick!”

“Yes!” Helen moaned, humping her hips so hard against her lover. “Yes, yes, yes. I want that! I want to explode with you!”

“Then let's do it,” Ally moaned, her fingers tightening on Helen's hips. “Let's cum!”

The pair thrust their hips together, each driving their cock deeper into the other's hot cunt. The two futanari's minds tingled, touching each other through their telepathic connection. They felt each other's lusts.

They exploded together.

Two pussies spasmed. Two cocks erupted. Both fired futa-cum into the other's convulsing cunt. Helen groaned, the dual delights surging through her body. She was cumming in Ally's depths while her futa-lover came in her own snatch. As her cock erupted, she felt hot girl-jizz splashing into her cunt, filling her to the brim. She shuddered, drinking it in.

She shared this with Ally.

The pair leaned forward, shuddering, their girl-dicks erupting, and kissed so hard. Helen clung to her futa-lover. Their tongues danced as their pussies milked each other's futa-dick. They kept firing, kept flooding each other with jizz.

We're going to change the world. We're going to make it better together.

Tears of joy fell down Helen's cheeks. She had done it. She had rescued Ally. They would be so happy together. She could just feel it. They clung to each other, sharing their love, united. It felt so right to Helen.

Her mind exploded with telepathic passion. It reached out and out and out from her. And she felt the same from Ally. A tingling burst of rapture signaling to the universe that they were together.


Epilogue: Plan B

General Maxwell Lewis dozed on the VC-130H. The plane soared over the United States, crewed by the Air Force. After departing from Project STARFALL's Hanford Site, and radioing in the strange convoy of cars that were approaching the perimeter, he had no word from the facility. That concerned the general. His helicopter had flown him over the Cascade Mountains to Joint-Base Lewis McChord where his plane awaited to take him and Doctor Winthrop to the Bunker.

No one who remained behind in the Hanford Site knew of the Bunker. It lay deep beneath the Catskill Mountains of New York. It was there General Lewis gathered the special forces operators who would form the backbone of the fight against Ally's creators.

And now that he had the mind control serum, he would be able to turn them into weapons impervious to the futanari's control.

As he dozed, he waited for word from the Hanford Site. None had come in. By the time the sun had risen, he was certain it had fallen. Ally's creators had come for her. The loss of Dr. Zhao would sting, but her research would survive.

“General,” a young woman said.

He opened his eyes to see an Air Force lieutenant, her blue skirt tight. The thought of her as a futanari flashed through the General's mind. He hated how weak Ally had made him, jerking off as he watched the Chinese scientist fuck her, other, more deviant thoughts, dancing through his mind.

“Yes, Lieutenant?” he asked.

“Word's back from the 2nd Rangers. They've reached Hanford. There are multiple casualties at both the gate and the facility.” 

The General nodded.

The young woman's lips pursed, her eyes worried. “Who would attack a U.S. Military facility in the States?”

“Our enemies,” General Lewis said. He had to wait until he landed to coordinate the hunt. “The United States is at war, Lieutenant.”

Her face paled.

He closed his eyes, working through his next steps. The aliens hadn't come by space like he expected, but by ground. Had they sent other operatives into the area? Another futanari? Had they missed her coming in on NORAD's radar, or had she landed in another part of the world?

And then the General remembered Sergeant Hampton's report of being followed by two suspicious women and the surprisingly quick response of a female deputy. It had struck the seasoned Delta Force Operator as suspicious.

“Lieutenant,” General Lewis said. “Pull up Sergeant Hampton's contact report from last week. I believe he got a license plate number.”

“Right away, General.”

He smiled. It was a lead. A clue. Maybe it was nothing. Maybe it was everything.

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Futa's Passion Explodes! 
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Sneak Preview of “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.

If you want to read more, click here for Futa's Passionate Awakening (Futa's Passionate Awakening Vol. 1)! 


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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