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Naughty Excerpt from “Futa's Passion Explodes”

“Wow,” breathed Ally, sliding in and scooting down so Helen could follow her in. “Ooh, and it's warm in here.”

“Car's got its own heater,” Isabel giggled. “Wouldn't be that great if it couldn't control the climate, would it?”

“No,” Ally agreed. She pressed her face against the window as the car drove backward, turning around. Other cars moved, forming a line leading away from her prison.

She stared at the office building, a dark shape fading into the night as they drove away from it through the Hanford Site, a decommissioned nuclear reactor in Eastern Washington. A wistfulness tinged her. She'd lived her entire life beneath that building. In a strange, perverse way, it was home. She actually found herself sad to leave. As a child, she hadn't really even minded living there.

It was only when she started reading more books as she got older did she understand what she was.

A prisoner.

Will I ever see you again, Father? Dr. Roland Winthrop's soft face appeared in her mind, his hair slowly receding, his blue eyes always bloodshot. He found her, named her, praised her when she was good, scolded her when she was bad. He was the closest thing she had to a father. There were times she hated him for keeping her in the prison. 

Fresh tears burned her eyes. She yanked her gaze away, peering out the side window instead. She couldn't see much, just the impression that a dark landscape passed them by as they drove on a winding road away from it.

“There's the gate,” Helen said. She bit her lips. “I wouldn't look out the window.”

“Why not?” Ally asked, now wanting to look even more.

“Frita and the Double D Girls killed the marines manning the gate,” Helen said, her voice quiet. Like she regretted those deaths.

Ally didn't see the problem. So what if some men were killed? They held her prisoner. She looked out her window, wanting to see their bodies. To see them punished for their complicity. But she didn't see anything in the dark other than a small, concrete bunker with windows set in it.

Then they were racing even faster down the road.

Gazing out the window never grew boring for Ally. She squirmed and smiled, spotting lights in the distance that illuminated small pockets of the world. Cars would pass them on the road, their headlights exposing flashes of scrub brush around them and fields of tall grass.

Crops. Those are crops, she realized. Maybe wheat? 

After a while, Ally had no idea how long, the road began to rise more and more. She saw dark shapes looming high above them. She blinked, struggling to puzzle what they were. And then she grinned.

“Those are the Cascade Mountains, right?” she asked.

Helen nodded.

“Where's Mount Rainier?”

“It'll be out your window to the south of us once we cross the mountains,” Helen said, grinning at her. “I've been having so much fun watching the joy on your face. You are just lost as you stare out the window.”

“It's just all so amazing!” Ally grinned.

“So amazing,” Helen said, sidling closer on the car seat. Her hand stroked up Ally's thigh, reaching her half-hard dick. “Just enjoy the sights.”

Ally groaned as Helen's mouth engulfed the tip of her dick. The redheaded futanari shuddered, her eyes rolling back into her head. Helen sucked hard, her tongue dancing about the tip, stimulating the throbbing crown. Pleasure shot down to Ally's pussy, her flesh growing hotter and hotter.

Breath fogged her window as she stared out at the mountains. Dark evergreen trees grew on the sides and slopes. She squirmed, juices flowing, soaking into the seat fabric. Her ass grew sticky, her cock throbbing in Helen's delicious mouth.

“Wonderful,” Ally breathed, stroking Helen's silky-blonde braid. “It's all so wonderful.”

Helen answered by sucking harder.

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

On a distant world, an alien futanari gasped. Her cock erupted, spraying white jizz along her soft-purple skin, splattering her heaving breasts as she writhed in the telepathic crèche, monitoring the ethereal messages of far-flung missions.

The power of the two futanari cumming together, spilling their jizz into each other's pussy, washed through the alien. She gasped and whimpered, her hands squeezed her heaving mounds, rubbing her own girl-spunk into her tits. Juices gushed out of her pussy, soaking the soft foam she lay upon, perfectly supporting her body's weight, molding to her contours until she almost felt like she floated.

Her eyes fluttered. She almost failed to remember her duty, the signal so strong. Then her hand launched out, fumbling for the controls. She brushed the panel, activating the comms.

“Contact from Earth!” she moaned. “Our operatives are not lost. They are reunited.”

~   ~~   ~

Helen groaned, her futa-dick buried to the hilt in Ally's pussy, Ally's girl-cock throbbing in Helen's spasming cunt. Their orgasm swept through both futanari, their moans echoing through the hallway outside the holding cells. They spasmed deep underground in a secret military bunker. Here, the U.S. Army had held Ally since they found her as an infant in the small pod that brought her from space.

“We're together,” Helen breathed, her small breasts rising and falling, her blonde hair swaying behind her, gathered in her traditional French braid. She pushed up the silver-rimmed glasses which had slipped down her nose during their writhing passion.

“You saved me!” Tears brimmed in Ally's green eyes, the bust futanari's red hair spilling in fiery curls about her shoulders. A huge grin spread her freckled cheeks. “I love you so much, Helen.”

Helen's heart beat with such joy. For the last three weeks, she'd plotted and schemed and recruited an army to free her fellow futanari out of the hands of the government. Tonight, they'd launched their raid. With the help of gender-swapped Delta Force soldiers—my Double D girls, Helen thought with a giggle—she'd freed Ally and taken the facility. Some of the guards were dead, and one of her own soldiers shot. 

But Helen left Dr. Maura patching the wounded woman.

All the planning, the stress, the fear of being caught, of getting her followers killed, melted away from the euphoria of being with Ally in the flesh. They'd shared their dreams, making love through their telepathy, aching for the day they could enjoy each other in the flesh.

So they'd fucked each other at the same time.

“I'm going to show you so much!” Helen squealed. “I'm going to take you shopping and on dates. I'm going to show you grass. And the sky.”

Tears brimmed in Ally's green eyes. “I'd like that so much.”

“Yes, you have to show Mistress the skies,” one of the prisoners, part of Ally's small harem, shouted. Helen only knew Jewel, Ally's futa-slave, and Dr. Zhao, the others strangers. The government had done experiments, led by the Chinese doctor writhing on Jewel's cock in Ally's cell. They'd exposed women and men to Ally's cum, which made them love Ally and changed the men into women.

Helen had plenty of those. She had a huge harem of women. Who had their own harems of women, forming a pyramid scheme of submissive futas and gender-swapped beauties. She had local Yakima sheriff deputies, her college's cheer squad, her teacher, her best friend, her roommate, and her doctor all in her harem.

“And we'll find you pretty women to fuck and love,” Helen grinned. “So you can grow your harem.”

“You are wonderful, Helen,” Ally said, reaching out and stroking the blonde futanari's cheek.

Joy shivered through Helen, her pussy clenching on Ally's dick.

“Let's go,” Ally groaned. “I want out of here. I am ready to, uh... How does it go? This place can kiss my ass goodbye. That's the expression, right?”

“Yeah,” Helen grinned. Poor thing. She only had books in her cell. “Let's get you outside.”  

Helen stood, groaning as her futa-dick plopped out of Ally's pussy and Ally's girl-cock slid out of her cunt. Jizz poured down the blonde's thighs, her braid swaying down her naked back. Ally joined her a moment later, motioning to her women.

“Let's go.”

“Yes, Mistress,” they all said, even Dr. Zhao.

You fucked her so many times with that condom on, Helen smirked at the Chinese scientist, trying to avoid becoming her submissive. And now you've tasted her love, and I bet you regret ever fighting it. All of Helen's women loved her. They worshiped her. They were all so precious to her. 

“Mistress, are we exfiltrating?” asked the gender-swapped soldier nearby. Helen had so many women in her harem, she had trouble remembering all their names.

“Yes, we are.” Helen took Ally's hand, squeezing it. “My girlfriend needs to see the sky.”

Ally squeezed her hand back, beaming.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura Roy, the medical director for the University of Puget Sound, finished putting the bandage on the newly gender-swapped soldier. She was one of the Delta Force Operators who guarded the facility. All the prisoners, six soldiers and three technicians, were transformed into women. They couldn't leave anyone behind to tell the military about who attacked the facility.

“The hard drives with the security footage are all collected,” Sergeant Frita said, her voice a sultry purr, so different from the gruff tones that scared Maura several nights ago. The Delta Force operator made one sexy woman, a supermodel who'd aged gracefully into her later years, still with a lush body and gorgeous face.

A new cock swelled her fatigues. Men who fucked a woman exposed to a futanari's cum were gender-swapped, the woman becoming futanari. Every prisoner changed made one of Helen's soldiers or deputies into a new futa.

Lots of new girl-cocks tented pants in the room.

“Then let's get stretchers for the wounded,” Maura said, straightening. “We want to exfil out of here.”

Leann, her gender-swapped futa-wife, gave the doctor a supportive nod. I'm picking up all this military lingo, Maura thought with a smile. I'll be a soldier if I keep spending time with them. 

Sergeant Frita barked orders at her women.

“Now we have to find a way to hide from the military,” Leann said, sidling up alongside Maura.

The Irish doctor leaned against her gender-swapped spouse, her fiery hair brushing Leann's shoulder. A weariness seized Maura as she realized what Leann meant. They just attacked the U.S. Military. There would be a response. The Army would try to find out who killed their soldiers, raided their facility, and liberated an alien.

“We have to go back to PLU,” Leann said. “Things have to look normal. The futas will need to stay in control of their desires.”

“That'll be hard,” Maura groaned, her dick throbbing. “Don't you want to find a cute girl and have fun with her? Both of us ramming our dicks into her pussy at the same time.”

A smile crossed Leann's lush lips. Maura could hardly remember what her wife looked like as a man. In her memories, the rugged, American soldier who swept her off her feet in Ireland was now a younger version of the black-haired futa beside her. Instead of that manly handsomeness, the Leann of her memories had a mischievous, naughty grin that made Maura so wet.

Memory is such a malleable thing.

“We'll have to hide everyone from Yakima, too,” Leann said. “The Delta Force Operators. Deputy Svetlana and her cops, plus their families.”

“Ideas?”

“I think so. A warehouse I know. It could work. For now.” Leann bit her lip. “But the military will never stop looking for us. Those of us from Western Washington can go back to our lives. There shouldn't be much to connect us to this operation, but the ones we recruited here... They'll be in hiding for the rest of their lives.”

“Just like Ally will be.” Maura sighed. “Well, we'll figure it out. Maybe we can smuggle everyone out of the country. Into Canada or Mexico.”

“Something to look into and...” Her words trailed off.

Maura followed her futa-wife's gaze and smiled. Helen and Ally held hands, their dicks hard and glistening with pussy juices, cum running down both their thighs. Such joy swirled through Maura's heart seeing her Mistress so happy.

“Thank you so much, Dr. Maura and Leann,” Helen beamed. “I couldn't have done it without your support.”

Such a sweet girl. Will she be up to hiding from the military? Does she have the temperament for what's next?

~   ~~   ~

“Okay, everyone,” Trish said, clapping her hands as she stood in the lobby of the office building that concealed the secret government bunker. She looked around at the other women and futas waiting. The cheerleaders, Helen's roommate Isabel, Professor Little, and the others of the harem all crowded the room, waiting for news. “Ally's rescued and they're coming up. Let's get the vehicles ready. We are moving out as soon as they are clear.”

A great cheer went up through them. One of Trish's concubines, Ashley Hampton, came up. The mature beauty, a motherly face with blonde hair spilling down to her shoulders, grabbed her hand. “And my Frita?”

“Your wife is fine,” Trish told her. Ashley belonged to Trish and Frita belonged to Ashley. I wonder how far this pyramid scheme will go. How many levels will I be above other women? Trish was eager to find out. “Sounds like there's another dick in your family.” 

Ashley grinned, her dress swelling as her futa-cock grew hard. She'd gained that dick turning her husband into her wife this evening before the raid. “Well, she always did know how to use it. I bet she can give me a few pointers.”

Trish winked at her submissive. “I bet she will.”

“Okay, Ladies, you heard Trish,” Eden, Trish's blonde girlfriend, shouted. “Let's move. Come on. Stop celebrating. Cheerleaders, you need to stop stroking each other's dicks!”

Trish beamed at Eden, so glad she gender-swapped the busty blonde. She loved her even more now that they both served Helen. It was like being a part of her friend's harem had brought her and Eden even closer together. Trish squirmed, wanting to kiss Eden and fuck her.

Or get fucked by her. Eden knew how to use her futa-dick.

“Elevator's coming up,” Isabel, Helen's roommate and the girl who took the futanari's virginity, grinned.

“Which is why we need to move,” Trish added, her personal harem hurrying because they wanted to please her just like she wanted to please Helen. “I want cars started and room for sixteen more passengers. Ally has her harem and we took ten prisoners. And, yes, I bet they're all cute women now and will be eager to enjoy your futa-dicks. But first, we need to get away.”

With so many futas, all throbbing with passions that raged almost out of control, Trish felt like a cowgirl riding herd on cattle, driving them across the Texan plains. A grin flitted on her lips, picturing a stetson hat perched on her head, snakeskin boots on her feet, and a tight jean skirt about her hips.

The futas and women flooded out into the night. The convoy of vehicles rumbled to life. Streaks of cum splattered the floor of the lobby, the anxious futas finding ways to relieve their tension as they waited for success.

Should we clean that up? Trish bit her lips. “Eden, find some bleach in a supply closet. There should be one around. Splash every puddle of cum you find with it.”  

Trish remembered reading that bleach messed up DNA. Or maybe she saw it on a cop drama. She had no idea if it were true, but it couldn't hurt. And they didn't have time to steam clean the place. And so long as the military didn't know who the cum belonged to, they couldn't trace it anyways.

Bleach filled Trish's nose when the elevator dinged and people piled out. “Cars are that way,” Trish said, pointing as the new members of the harem, the prisoners, spilled out naked. She smacked one cute girl's ass. “Come on, move it.”

Sergeant Frita stepped out with several of her soldiers and sent the elevator down. “Too many to come up in the same trip. Helen and Ally will be on the next one.”

“You wanted to make sure it was safe up here?” Trish asked, a smile curling her lips.

“I did, Mistress,” the gender-swapped soldier purred. “Set up a perimeter!” 

Her soldiers fanned out as the elevator sank down. Trish trembled, waiting with Isabel while Eden splashed bleach around the lobby, the scent building until it smelled like a pool. The elevator crawled as it went down at least twenty floors into the bedrock before crawling back up.

“Here it comes,” Trish grinned, eager to see her friend and Ally. She knew Helen had fallen in love. And that made Trish's heart swoon. She'd known Helen since junior high. They went to the same high school and the same college. All that time, Helen had never dated, hiding what she was. She thought being a futanari made her a freak.

But then Isabel's casual flirtatiousness drove her wild until she just had to have sex, thought Trish. Then she realized how gorgeous she is. 

The elevator opened. Helen stood there, holding Ally's hand. Trish's heart melted. She let out a squeal of excitement. The nineteen-year-old college sophomore hugged both futas.

~   ~~   ~

Tears filled Ally's vision as she stared up at the night sky. She trembled, her head craned back to look at the stars. They twinkled and winked at her, little sequins stitched into the black cloak draped over the heavens. Wet salt fell down her cheeks. The air rushed past her, cooling her tears.

Wind. That's the wind.

She closed her eyes, letting the chilly air wash past her. Her body shivered, teeth chattering, and she didn't care. This wasn't the stuffy air blown out of a vent. This carried such strange scents. Something...dusty. Free.

A laugh bubbled out of her throat. “I'm free!” she howled to the sky. “Oh, Helen, I'm free!”

Her skin prickled. Goosebumps dotted her arms. She chattered, her cock wilting beneath the cold. She had read about winter, about the cold, but she never really imagined it would have such a bite to it. Such a zesty tinge to the air. In the bunker, the temperature never varied. Always the same comfortable air.

“Let's get you in the car before you freeze to death,” Helen said, tugging on Ally's arm.

Ally almost said no. She didn't want to go inside anything. She wanted to run and run and run. To let her legs stretch and just move. No treadmill keeping her in place. The world spread out around her, so immense. It spun, vertigo striking her. The sky reached so high above her. Even if she stood on her tiptoes, she couldn't come close to brushing it like the ceiling of her cell.

But the wind blew harder, her fiery hair whipping around her face. Her body shivered again, teeth chattering. She could stay out here, being cold and free. She wouldn't last long if she did. General Maxwell escaped in a helicopter. He'd seen the attack coming in. He'd send soldiers to investigate.

Fear seized Ally's stomach. She'd never let herself be caught again. “Okay. Let's go.”

Ally had seen cars on the covers of books or in pictures inside encyclopedias. They looked more imposing in reality, sleek bodies painted different colors, their eyes shining so bright into the night. Helen opened the rear door of a blue car, the hinges creaking. A dark-gray, bench-like seat awaited them.

“You'll love driving in a car,” Isabel said from the front seat. Ally knew the Hispanic girl from the time Helen had brought the slut into their shared dream. Isabel had a White girl on her lap while another white girl drove. “It's a blast. The world will just go whipping by you.”

“Wow,” breathed Ally, sliding in and scooting down so Helen could follow her in. “Ooh, and it's warm in here.”

“Car's got its own heater,” Isabel giggled. “Wouldn't be that great if it couldn't control the climate, would it?”

“No,” Ally agreed. She pressed her face against the window as the car drove backward, turning around. Other cars moved, forming a line leading away from her prison.

She stared at the office building, a dark shape fading into the night as they drove away from it through the Hanford Site, a decommissioned nuclear reactor in Eastern Washington. A wistfulness tinged her. She'd lived her entire life beneath that building. In a strange, perverse way, it was home. She actually found herself sad to leave. As a child, she hadn't really even minded living there.

It was only when she started reading more books as she got older did she understand what she was.

A prisoner.

Will I ever see you again, Father? Dr. Roland Winthrop's soft face appeared in her mind, his hair slowly receding, his blue eyes always bloodshot. He found her, named her, praised her when she was good, scolded her when she was bad. He was the closest thing she had to a father. There were times she hated him for keeping her in the prison. 

Fresh tears burned her eyes. She yanked her gaze away, peering out the side window instead. She couldn't see much, just the impression that a dark landscape passed them by as they drove on a winding road away from it.

“There's the gate,” Helen said. She bit her lips. “I wouldn't look out the window.”

“Why not?” Ally asked, now wanting to look even more.

“Frita and the Double D Girls killed the marines manning the gate,” Helen said, her voice quiet. Like she regretted those deaths.

Ally didn't see the problem. So what if some men were killed? They held her prisoner. She looked out her window, wanting to see their bodies. To see them punished for their complicity. But she didn't see anything in the dark other than a small, concrete bunker with windows set in it.

Then they were racing even faster down the road.

Gazing out the window never grew boring for Ally. She squirmed and smiled, spotting lights in the distance that illuminated small pockets of the world. Cars would pass them on the road, their headlights exposing flashes of scrub brush around them and fields of tall grass.

Crops. Those are crops, she realized. Maybe wheat? 

After a while, Ally had no idea how long, the road began to rise more and more. She saw dark shapes looming high above them. She blinked, struggling to puzzle what they were. And then she grinned.

“Those are the Cascade Mountains, right?” she asked.

Helen nodded.

“Where's Mount Rainier?”

“It'll be out your window to the south of us once we cross the mountains,” Helen said, grinning at her. “I've been having so much fun watching the joy on your face. You are just lost as you stare out the window.”

“It's just all so amazing!” Ally grinned.

“So amazing,” Helen said, sidling closer on the car seat. Her hand stroked up Ally's thigh, reaching her half-hard dick. “Just enjoy the sights.”

Ally groaned as Helen's mouth engulfed the tip of her dick. The redheaded futanari shuddered, her eyes rolling back into her head. Helen sucked hard, her tongue dancing about the tip, stimulating the throbbing crown. Pleasure shot down to Ally's pussy, her flesh growing hotter and hotter.

Breath fogged her window as she stared out at the mountains. Dark evergreen trees grew on the sides and slopes. She squirmed, juices flowing, soaking into the seat fabric. Her ass grew sticky, her cock throbbing in Helen's delicious mouth.

“Wonderful,” Ally breathed, stroking Helen's silky-blonde braid. “It's all so wonderful.”

Helen answered by sucking harder.

The blonde futanari bobbed her mouth. Not fast, but slow, letting Ally savor the blowjob. Helen didn't rush to make her cum. There is no rushing, realized Ally. We're free to love each other and have so much fun together. To take our time. 

Helen's mouth slid slowly up and down Ally's cock, nursing with gentle pressure at the redheaded futanari's thick cock. She squirmed in her seat as the world grew lighter and lighter. Her pussy clenched, marveling in awe as she realized dawn approached.

Her first sunrise.

She had no idea in which direction to look. She groaned, Helen's fingers caressing through her fiery bush to find her dripping pussy lips. Whimpering moans burst from her mouth as her head whipped back and forth.

The sky grew lighter behind them. That must be east. 

“Oh, Helen,” moaned Ally, her hand squeezing her futa-lover's blonde braid so tight. “I'm going to get to see the sunrise.”

“Yes, you are,” Isabel purred from the front seat. “Enjoy it. It's magical.”

Helen moaned her agreement, her wondrous voice humming around Ally's dick. Pleasure shot down her shaft. She let out another whimper of delight, squirming and groaning. Her heart raced in her chest. Eagerness to see the sun rise beat through her. She wanted to witness the radiance spill across the world.

Just like the pleasure spilled through her body.

Two of Helen's nimble fingers slid into Ally's wet depths. Her pussy clenched down on them. Her hips shifted, juices flooding out of her cunt, adding to the stain she already made. Helen's mouth sucked harder, the pressure increasing on her cock as the world grew brighter.

“Helen,” Ally mewled, her green eyes fluttering as she craned her neck to look behind them.

Then the convoy descended through the mountain pass. To her left, Ally spotted a majestic peak thrusting up from the other mountains. It towered over everything, sheathed in white, the far side already glowing pink as the sun's rise approached.

“Mount Rainier,” she groaned, drinking in the sight of the glorious peak. She'd seen so many pictures of it, read about it in so many books. The tallest mountain in the continental United States, the second largest mountain in North America after Mount McKinley in Alaska. “Oh, Helen, it's Mount Rainier.”

Helen sucked harder, her fingers curling in Ally's pussy, stroking along the top of her sheath. The futanari shuddered, those fingers caressing over a certain spot in her pussy. Her eyes widened, an explosion of pleasure shooting out of those bundles. 

Ally had no idea a spot like that existed in her pussy. But Helen did. The naughty blonde massaged it, sucking so hard on Ally's cock. The redheaded futanari had her gaze locked on Mount Rainier, the glaciers painted by the rising sun, as the pleasure surged through her body.

Her moans echoed through the car, sparks shooting through her body. Helen's fingers electrified her pussy. Her cunt clenched on them, the pressure mounting in her ovaries, pushing at the tip of her dick, desperate to escape.

“Helen, I love you so much,” Ally groaned, tears falling down her cheeks. “This is so beautiful. So wonderful.”

And then Ally saw the sun cresting along the flanks of the mountains. A disk of blinding gold. She stared at it for one heartbeat, her eyes aching. And then she bucked and gasped. Pleasure exploded in the depths of her pussy.

Cum fired from her dick.

Her pussy spasmed and convulsed about Helen's fingers still attacking that magical spot. The redhead gasped out her rapture. Her eyes squeezed shut, her heavy tits heaving before her, slapping together. She thrashed in her seat as she flooded Helen's mouth full of futa-cum.

“Thank you for saving me!” Ally screamed out, the pleasure rippling through her body.

Cum fired over and over from her futa-dick. Her body bucked with each one. Her eyes opened, glancing back at the rising sun. The sky glowed pink, Mount Rainier half-in-shadows, half reflecting the new day's majesty.

Joy suffused Ally's heart as she fired the last of her cum into her futa-lover's mouth. She panted and groaned, more tears streaming down her cheeks. She was free of her prison. Free to live her life and be happy.

“Thank you,” she moaned again as Helen pulled her mouth off the redhead's girl-dick.

“You're welcome,” Helen said, her words muffled like she spoke with her mouth full.

And then the blonde kissed Ally and the redhead learned why. She did have a mouth full of futa-cum. Ally savored her salty seed pressed into her mouth by Helen's tongue. Ally cupped her lover's cheeks, their tongues dueling, her body trembling with rapture. 


Chapter Two: Regrouping

General Maxwell Lewis, commander of Project STARFALL, gazed out the window of his VC-130 airplane at the ground passing below. The morning sun shone upon the heartland of America. The land under attack by the alien futanari. He ran a hand through his iron-gray hair, his dick aching from memory of Ally and her futa-cock.

The image of Dr. Zhao sliding up and down the futanari's huge cock, wrapped in a condom to protect the Chinese scientist from exposure to the futanari's cum, burned through the general's mind. His pants, blue and part of his dress uniform, grew tight with his erection. He couldn't stop himself from enjoying the sight, from jerking his cock watching the busty, young futanari writhe, bound to the table, as the petite scientist fucked her hard.

And now she was free.

“It's bad, isn't it, General?” Dr. Roland Winthrop asked. The fit, older man sat across the aisle from the general in his plush chair. The Air Force knew how to fly VIPs in style.

“Bad,” nodded General Maxwell. “The bunker was looted, the security footage taken.”

“Casualties?” the scientist asked. He was nominally in charge of Project STARFALL, but he reported to the General. “Ally?”

“Rescued.” General Maxwell ground his teeth. At least two futanari had escaped, Ally and Jewel, the young woman experimented on and inadvertently turned into a futanari. “Several Marines and four of the Delta Force operators, including their commander Captain Winters, are dead. There was a firefight and they were overwhelmed. All the personnel in the facility, including the other Delta Force operators guarding the facility, are missing, presumed captured.”

“Dr. Zhao and Dr. Woods?”

General Maxwell nodded his head.

“Christ.”

Losing Dr. Zhao was a blow. None knew the futanari genetics better than her. She developed the mind control serum to immunize soldiers from the aliens' control. Her breakthrough came in the hour before the attack. “We have her research. We can continue at the Bunker.”

Project STAFALL had a second location. Of the personnel in the Hanford Site, only the general and Dr. Winthrop knew of its location in the Catskill Mountains of New York. At least that's one secret the aliens won't have. 

“We'll have to strike back,” the general continued. “Hunt down Ally and whoever freed her before they can spread.”

Dr. Winthrop nodded. “We never established if Jewel's cum could also have the same effect as Ally's, but Dr. Zhao's analysis indicates it is very probable.”

“She can breed an army to oppose the U.S. in a few weeks,” growled General Maxwell. He'd read the estimate spread growths. “We could lose entire cities to the scourge before we're done.”

“Thank god we have Dr. Zhao's research,” Dr. Winthrop sighed, clutching his briefcase, face tense.

The general furrowed his brow. “Worried about Ally, Roland?”

The scientist nodded. “I know she's an alien, but...”

“You let yourself get close to her. You never should have named her.”

Dr. Winthrop scowled. “You try not getting attached to an infant. The moment I found her in the pod, saw her happy smile as she squirmed... I was lost.” He fixed the general with a hard look. “What if she's not part of an attack? What if she was an ambassador? And we imprisoned her. Experimented on her.”

“The properties of her cum, making people love her, changing them into women and futanari, prove she wasn't sent here for that. She was sent here to act as a fifth column. To weaken us from the inside for an invasion.” 

“Are you sure that's not your own bias?” The scientist leaned back in his seat. “That's such a hard thing to fight, our own biases. Humans like to already have the answer to their question and then go in search of the solution to it. To ask it in just the right way to get what they want. It's why double-blind experiments should be used, and why it is so necessary to allow other people to critique our works and make sure we've eliminated bias from our results.”

The general grunted. “I am certain it's not my bias. She's a Trojan horse. But one that's capable of making more and more threats. The sooner we have her recaptured or killed, along with the rest of her ilk, the better.”

Dr. Winthrop's face paled. “Killed.”

“This is war.” His voice harsh, gravelly. “Seven U.S. military personnel are dead, eight more along with four civilian contractors are missing. The aliens struck first.”

“We had Ally imprisoned.”

The general grunted. “And? We detained an enemy combatant.”

Dr. Winthrop shook his head. “An infant?”

“An infant engineered to destroy us. Right now, we have the initiative. We have to seize it and eliminate them all. Show her creators that we will not go meekly into our own extinction.”

“What a sad view of the world you have.”

“It's a sad world. I'm just a realist who acknowledges it.”

Before Dr. Winthrop could reply, the Air Force lieutenant appeared. She was a pretty thing, young and with a nice figure her dress uniform couldn't hide. General Maxwell pictured her as a futanari, her skirt bulging with her cock, far bigger than his own, her eyes horny, eager to fuck a woman for his pleasure.

I have Ally's cum with me. A single drop, and then have her fuck a guy, she'd be a futanari.

He pushed down his lust as she held out a manila folder. He knew acting on that urge would only let Ally connect telepathically with the girl and maybe find him. He couldn't do that. No matter how hard it made him.

“Sergeant Hampton's report about his suspicious contact with those two women,” she said.

“Thank you, Lieutenant.”

He took the folder from her, opening it up. Several nights ago, Sergeant Floyd Hampton, the second in command of the Delta Force operators, had been followed by two women when he left Hanford. When he confronted them, scaring both, a Yakima Sheriff Deputy, another woman, had arrived on scene within a minute.

The driver had only just dialed 911 when the cop arrived. It happened before any dispatcher would have put the call out. It should have taken an average of ten minutes before a sheriff deputy could have responded to such a remote location. Sergeant Hampton used his contacts in the department to get a copy of the report.

General Maxwell found it troubling. “The car was registered to a Leon and Maura Roy,” Sergeant Hampton wrote, “but I observed only two women, a redheaded woman of Irish nationality matching the drivers license picture of Maura Roy, and a black-hair woman who could be a sister to Leon. Further, Deputy Svetlana Ivanava-Taylor wrote in her report that Leon Roy had just transitioned into a woman and now goes by Leann. She had failed to update her drivers license to reflect her gender change.” 

“How did we ignore this report?” General Maxwell growled to himself. He hadn't realized the sergeant had been tailed by a transgender woman. Or a man who was gender-swapped by a futanari. 

“I have no idea, sir,” the lieutenant answered promptly.

Embarrassment flushed the general. If they had, they might have been on alert.

“And has Sergeant Hampton been contacted?”

“No, General. Neither he nor his squad have reported in, only the swing shift has. The sheriff department swung by their houses, but no one was home. Not the soldiers or their families.” 

“Contact the sheriff directly, but only speak to him if he sounds like a man.”

The lieutenant blinked at that strange set of instructions but didn't question it.

“Ask him if all his female deputies reported in for their shifts or if any of his male deputies have had a sex change.”

“You think the futanari who saved Ally infiltrated the sheriff department?” asked Dr. Winthrop.

“This Deputy Svetlana arrived so fast on the scene, like she was following our suspects. Recruiting female cops would be the easiest for the futanari. A little taste of futa-cum, and they'd be willing to do anything, even betray their own country. And I fear that Sergeant Hampton and his men are now the futanari's women. If anyone knew how to assault the facility and take it, it would be Sergeant Hampton.”

“Christ,” Dr. Winthrop groaned, his face paling.

“What is going on, General?” the lieutenant asked, her voice quavering.

The general bit his lip. Then he handed over the file. “Leon and Maura Roy. I want everything you can find on them. Leon is now going by Leann and has had a sex-change. Their drivers licenses are in the report, so you have a place to start. I want where they work, where they socialize. I want their credit reports. I want to know what they're spending money on. The futanari agent who led the attack brought them with her. They have a Tacoma address. Our enemy may be operating from there.”

He had a lead. And he would exploit it.

“Dr. Winthrop,” he continued, “when we land, I want a full squad given the serum. I want to make sure it works. We need to get them all inoculated as soon as possible.”

Dr. Winthrop didn't object, only nodded his head, his face frozen in shock.


Chapter Three: Jealousy

Envious jealousy surged through Isabel as she stared into the backseat of the car, watching Helen and Ally clutch at each other. They passed the redhead's cum back and forth as they kissed with such passion, their bodies pressing tight, their hard dicks thrusting up from their crotches.

I want that.

Isabel loved Helen so much. For a while, she thought Helen must love her back. After all, Isabel was the first person Helen fucked. Ever since Isabel had drunk Helen's orange juice spiked with the blonde's futa-cum, she'd been under her roommate's spell. Isabel had loved her so much.

But now it was so obvious Helen loved Ally.

Hurt beat in the Hispanic girl's heart. She squirmed, her futa-submissive Carly on her lap. The White girl had once been a guy named Carl before Isabel fucked him to become a futanari. Now Isabel clutched her slave, her hard futa-dick throbbing into Carly's ass. Golden-brown fingers cupped the gender-swapped futa's small breasts. Carly's petite body squirmed when Isabel's digits found hard nipples.

I need a distraction.

“Wow, they are going at it,” Lindsey giggled from the driver seat. The woman was another one of Isabel's submissives, part of her harem. Once, Carly and Lindsey had dated before Lindsey cheated on the then-male Carl with half the university's football team. The poor guy found his high school sweetheart starring in her own gangbang and loving it.

Now Carly enjoyed dominating Lindsey and treating her like a whore.

“Look at them, Mistress. They are devouring each other's mouth. They're in love.” Lindsey sighed.

“What would you know about love?” Carly muttered.

Lindsey winced. “Sorry. I...” She swallowed. “I just wanted to experiment. To try something new. And they were so willing, and I was drunk, and it was just so easy.”

“Yeah, when you don't know about love, it would be easy,” Carly said, squirming more, making Isabel's dick throb.

Despite Isabel's jealousy, the sounds of Helen and Ally's passion drifting from the backseat made her girl-cock ache so badly. She wanted to fuck. And Carly's squirming body promised the relief she needed.

“I did love you,” Lindsey muttered. “I felt awful when you found me.”

“But not awful enough to stop you from cheating on me with twelve guys.”

“Eleven,” she muttered. “There's only eleven starters on the offense.”

Isabel would have to take her word. She followed soccer, the true football.

“Now don't be jealous,” Isabel said, stroking Carly's huge cock. “You're so much more hung as a futa now than as a guy. Lindsey just loves your dick.”

“I do,” Lindsey moaned. She gave her ex a smile. “I love it when you fuck me so hard. So much better than those football players.”

“I should make you fuck one of them,” groaned Carly, “to turn her into a girl so I can fuck her.”

“I like that,” Isabel groaned, her dick throbbing. “Mmm, just shift your pussy, slut. I want to feel that wet cunt wrapped about my dick.”

“I'll do it,” Lindsey said. “I will, Carly. For you. As an apology. I'll do the quarterback. It was his idea.”

“Yes,” Carly moaned, the dark-haired futanari shifting on Isabel's lap, lifting up her crotch.

“Good,” Isabel groaned. “I want you two to make up. You're so cute together. And I know you still love her, Carly.”

Carly froze, squeaking, “What?”

“The pain you're feeling can only happen because you love her, puta.” Isabel grabbed her slave by the waist and yanked Carly's hips down. 

“I can't love that whore!” Carly moaned as her pussy engulfed Isabel's huge futa-dick.

Isabel's nipples throbbed, rubbing into Carly's back as the gender-swapped futa squirmed. Her hot, wet cunt clenched and relaxed about Isabel's dick, sucking at it as Carly let out a throaty groan. Pleasure shivered through Isabel, her futa-cock drinking in the pleasure shooting through her.

“I still love you,” Lindsey whispered. “Even if I am a whore.”

“Yes,” Isabel groaned, her hands seizing Carly's hips. “That's wonderful. But right now, I just want to cum.”

Behind Isabel, Helen and Ally giggled. The Hispanic futanari threw a look over her shoulder, her curly-black hair dancing. Ally straddled Helen's hips, slamming her pussy down the blonde's big, throbbing cock. Ally's girl-dick smacked her lover's pale stomach, making Helen chortle in delight.

Isabel's clit-dick throbbed in Carly's tight pussy as the gender-swapped futanari worked her hips up and down. Cunt massaged Isabel's dick, sending delight racing through her body as she watched the pussy pumping on Helen's dick.

“Yes, yes, ride me,” groaned Helen, her hands squeezing Ally's big, heaving tits. “Ooh, you're pussy is so hot.”

“You inspire me,” grinned Ally, “to make my pussy as hot as possible.”

With a frustrated groan, Isabel whipped her head around, staring at Carly's supple back, concentrating on her futa-slave's wet pussy. She tried to ignore the moans and gasps, the slap of futa-dick upon belly, coming from behind her.

Helen's my mistress. She can love whom she wants. I should be happy for her.

“Work that pussy up and down my cock,” Isabel hissed, her fingers digging hard into Carly's hips. “Fuck my dick, puta! I want to cum and cum and cum into your skank-snatch.” 

“Yes, Mistress,” moaned Carly, pumping faster and faster, her ass slapping down on Isabel's golden-brown thighs. “My pussy will make you cum so hard.”

“Mmm, yes,” Lindsey moaned, her right arm shooting from the steering wheel to grasp her ex's hard dick. “Make her cum, Honey. Make her explode into your cunt.”

Carly's pussy clenched down hard on Isabel's cock. The Hispanic futanari let out a groan of delight, savoring the pleasure, focusing all her attention on that hot, silky cunt. Her dick drank in the friction, her snatch growing hotter and hotter as Carly gasped and moaned.

Isabel swayed, lost to the hot pleasure sliding up and down her futa-dick. Carly's hot snatch clenched, squeezing every time the gender-swapped futanari worked her pussy up Isabel's cock. Rapture shot down her cock.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Helen moaned in the background. “Oh, Ally, that's it. Oh, you feel so amazing.”

“So do you. Love you!”

Isabel grit her teeth, trying not to listen to the passion spilling out of the backseat. She leaned over, biting at Carly's shoulder. Not hard, but letting her slut feel her teeth. She nibbled, her dick throbbing in Carly's hot pussy. The slut bounced faster and faster, gasping, moaning.

Pleasure rippled down Isabel's cock. The moans grew louder and louder from the back, Helen and Ally celebrating their love. Isabel wanted to be happy for her Mistress. She didn't want to hate Ally. But it was so hard not to.

I should be back there with her. I would love her more than Ally. I know her. She's my roommate. 

“Oh, Mistress, yes,” Carly moaned, her pussy boiling about Isabel's futa-dick. “I'm going to cum so hard on your dick.”

“Good,” Isabel hissed.

“Yes, do it,” moaned Lindsey. “Feel that pleasure.”

The slut driving jerked her hand faster and faster on Carly's dick, staring ahead at traffic. The world grew lighter, dawn spilling over as they descended out of Stevens Pass on I-90. Seattle lay in the distance. Their college in Tacoma to the south.

“I'm going to cum!” Helen moaned.

“Do it!” Ally gasped. “I love making you cum!”

They kissed, tongues dancing. Isabel groaned, her hips bucking up, slamming her cock deep into Carly's pussy as the slut impaled herself. Pleasure rippled down Isabel's shaft, crashing into her jealousy. It all swirled through her depths, boiling her ovaries.

With a grunt, she erupted. Girl-cum fired out of the Hispanic futanari's dick, flooding Carly's snatch. Isabel's submissive groaned and gasped as cum pumped into her cunt. Her back arched, her pussy tightening.

And then Carly came.

“Mistress!”

“Yes, yes, yes, cum on her dick!” gasped Lindsey, stroking Carly's cock faster while the gender-swapped futanari's cunt milked out every drop of Isabel's spunk.

The Hispanic futanari moaned, juices flooding out of her spasming pussy, staining her thighs. Her body bucked with every powerful blast of jizz into Carly's spasming pussy. Isabel's eyes squeezed shut as stars danced between her eyes.

“Helen, you're amazing!” howled Ally in the back, cumming, too.

Isabel groaned, pressing her face into her slave's naked back. She breathed in the mix of spunk and musk, squeezing hard at Carly's waist. I need to be happy for her. Helen's found joy. That's all that should matter. But without Ally... 

She could be happy with me.

~   ~~   ~

“This is it?” Ally asked, buzzing with excitement as she peered at the red brick building rising ahead. They drove down a wide street lined with trees and grass down the middle. On her left lay small houses, the type families lived in. The type Helen grew up in. 

On her right lay the school.

“Yep, that's it,” Helen nodded, taking Ally's hand. “The University of Puget Sound. I'm on my second year.”

“Wow,” Ally said, gazing at the young people walking around, men and women, wearing such casual clothes. This is how people dress in my books. Those are blue jeans. They have to be. And, wow, look at that blouse. “It's so vibrant. They all dress differently.” 

“Yeah, no uniforms at a college,” snorted Isabel. “Thought you'd know that.”

Ally flushed then ground her teeth. “I don't need to hear lip from a slave.”

“Ally!” gasped Helen. “And Isabel, be polite. She's never left the bunker. Apologize.”

“Sorry, Ally,” Isabel said, cradling her slut on her lap. “I'm just...tired.”

Helen suddenly yawned. “I know. I want to crash when we get to my dorm.”

Ally didn't. She wanted to explore. As they pulled into a parking space, she drank in the sight of all the people bustling about. Especially the girls. Some wore tight jeans that hugged their asses. Others had skirts that swayed, their legs covered in really tight pants. Pantyhose? I always thought those would be sheer? Or are those leggings? Some girls had curvy bodies, showing them off, others were so busty that their breasts bounced beneath baggy shoulders. Girls had blonde hair, red, brown, black, and she even spotted one girl with blue hair, which made Ally frown until she remembered about hair dye. Her head snapped back and forth from new sight to new discovery. 

“Here, put this on,” Helen said, pulling clothes out of a plastic bag on the floor. “We can't go around naked.”

“Because it's so cold,” Ally said. It was warm in the car from the heater and their sex. But it looked chilly outside, the sky gray and dark. She blinked. Those are clouds! Is it going to rain? 

“No, you can't go around naked period,” laughed Isabel. “We'll get in trouble. Campus police will arrest us.”

“And that's the last thing we need,” Helen added. “We have to attract as little attention as possible.”

The door opened and another one of Helen's women peered in. She had violet hair, which made Ally blink, and a gold ring glinted in her nose. She looked older than Ally and Helen, but not as old as Dr. Zhao or Dr. Maura. Maybe she's thirty? About Dr. Catherine's age. 

“We need to see the dean and make sure all you students are still enrolled in classes,” the woman said. “And I have to talk to my department head. Find out how much trouble I'm in.”

“Right,” Trish nodded. Ally knew her. She was Helen's best friend. She leaned in past the violet-haired woman. “Let's get this all straightened out.”

“You're right,” Helen groaned. “Okay, Professor Little, lead on.”

Ally thought this sounded boring. She wanted to have fun. She climbed out, bumping into Lindsey as she scooted out of the driver seat. Ally stared at Isabel's slave—I can't wait until my slaves have slaves, thought the futanari—and asked, “Where are the sororities located?” 

“Oh, want to join one, Ally?” Lindsey asked.

Ally gave a broad grin.

“Well, you remember Union Avenue, the road with the trees?”

The redheaded futanari nodded.

“They're across from the campus on the other side of that. They have signs in front of their houses with Greek letters. Sororities are on the left side, the fraternities on the right.”

“Thanks,” Ally grinned.

“But you're not going now, right?” Lindsey asked, glancing at Helen talking with the violet-haired woman and Trish.

Ally's dick throbbed. “Of course not.”

“Ally,” Helen said, her face peering over the roof of the car. “We're going to the administration building to talk to the Dean of Education. It shouldn't take too long. And there will probably be fucking so it'll be fun. Then we can get to my dorm and sleep.” 

Ally nodded.

Helen turned around, talking to the other members of her harem who were students. Ally blinked, realizing that the convoy had split up. None of her slaves were around. Dr. Zhao, Jewel, Sara, Georgia, and Jamie were missing.

“Where are the rest?” Ally asked.

“Oh, Dr. Maura and her futa-wife have an idea about where the others can stay. But since we're all students at the college, and have dorms or housing, we can come back here.” Lindsey sighed. “Ugh, I liked skipping out on college. Now it's all boring again.”

Ally didn't like the sound of that. She didn't want boring. So as Helen led Trish, Eden, Isabel, Lindsey, Carly, and Professor Little (the violet-haired woman) across the campus, Ally let herself fall back behind them. The group giggled and laughed as they walked through their college campus, ignoring all the pretty girls around.

Not having fun.

Ally, trembling, broke away, walking hurriedly in the borrowed clothing. She had a sorority to find, new slaves to recruit to her harem, and fun to enjoy.

~   ~~   ~

“This is the place?” Dr. Maura asked as Frita turned off Center Street on to the access road that led to an open gate in a chain link fence that surrounded three identical warehouses made of pea-green, corrugated plastic siding and aluminum roofs.

“Yep,” Leann nodded. “Frita, it's the far one. That's the one my company leases.”

“Any security here?” Frita, the leader of the gender-swapped Double D Girls asked.

“A rent-a-cop comes by at night,” Leann said. “You might want to compromise him. But I called the security company so they know I'm turning it into a 'homeless shelter.'”

“Clever,” Frita said. “Any infrastructure?”

“There's plenty of security equipment, cameras, security panels, monitoring system,” Leann said. “But we'll have to buy cots, clothing, camping gear.”

“We're near JBLM, so there must be plenty of military surplus stores in the area,” the gender-swapped soldier said, her voice a throaty purr.

“Oh, yes,” Leann said. “Just don't get pulled over by the police or use credit cards. The military will have a hard time tracking us if everyone from Yakima can stay off the grid..”

“Especially with most of us women now,” laughed Frita. “My wife's going to hate staying here.”

“Helen's orders,” Maura said, giving the sergeant a firm look from the back seat. “That will keep her quiet.”

Frita smiled. “Yes, it will, Doctor. The harem is more hierarchical than the military. I like it.”

“I do, too,” Leann said, smiling at Maura.

The Irish doctor smiled back, gripping her futa-wife's hand. She wanted to lean over and kiss her wife, to make love to her right now, but they had a lot of work to do. She shivered. “Okay, let's get everyone settled in, then we'll divvy up cash and go out scouting for supplies.”

Leann laughed. “You're really getting into this military stuff.”

Maura nodded her head. She liked being in charge. 


Chapter Four: College Administration

“Where's Ally?” Helen gasped as they entered Jones Hall, where the Dean of Education and the school's administration offices were located. 

Her head whipped around, looking for her busty, redheaded futa-lover. Her stomach clenched. Her heart palpitated so fast she clutched her breasts. She pushed back through her harem and burst out of the doors, her skirt flaring about her thighs. She looked across the campus, searching for any bright red.

“Ally!”

“Oh, no,” Lindsey groaned. “She asked me where the sororities were, Mistress.”

Helen's head whipped around with violence, her blonde braid snapping behind her like the swinging tail of an attacking dragon. “What?”

Lindsey shrank. “I'm sorry. I didn't think she'd go off on her own.”

“She wants to have fun,” Trish sighed.

“Which sorority?” Helen demanded. “Let's go get her.”

“She's fine,” Trish said, grabbing Helen's arm. “It's UPS. What could happen to her here?”

“She doesn't know anything about the outside world.” Helen bit her lip.

“I think you need to give her more credit.”

Helen whirled on her best friend. “Trish! What if she gets hurt?”

Her brunette friend cupped Helen's cheeks, stroking fingers across them. “She's fine. Let's go deal with the dean, and then we can go look for her. I'm sure you'll find her in the middle of a huge sorority orgy just having the time of her life.”

Helen shivered, her futa-dick throbbing in her tights.

“And doesn't that sound like something she deserves to experience?”

“Yeah,” Helen admitted. “I just wished she told me.”

Trish grinned. “She's probably just not used to having freedom. I doubt she's made a real decision in her whole life. Maybe just what book to read next. They told her when to eat, when to sleep, when to show up for labs to have tests done. If you go chasing after her and tell her what to do, she won't like that.”

“I think Helen should go,” Isabel said. “We went through all the trouble to free Ally. We can't let her just wander around wherever she wants to go.”

“So do what?” Trish asked. “Make her a prisoner? Be like the Military?”

“No!” Helen said, shocked by the firmness of her words. “No.” She took a deep breath, feeling like a mother dropping off her daughter for school for the first time. “She can do this. Let's go take care of the dean, then we can go find her.” A smile crossed Helen's face, her pussy growing juicier. “She will be in the middle of a sorority orgy. Ooh, I wish I thought of that.”

“Too busy fucking those cheerleaders, chica,” laughed Isabel. 

“I should have thought of it though,” Eden groaned. “I used to dream about that.”

Trish snagged her gender-swapped girlfriend's arm, snuggling up to the tall, busty blonde. “Oh, really. While dating me?”

“Yeah.” Eden shrugged. “And you never thought about getting gangbanged by the football team?”

“No,” Trish admitted.

“Not everyone can be a whore like Lindsey,” Carly said off-handedly.

Helen did not like that biting comment against a fellow harem member, but Carly was Isabel's direct slave, so she kept her mouth shut. Instead, she said, “Come on. The dean awaits.”

“Yes, he does,” Trish said. “And it looks like Lindsey gets to do the honors and get her own cock.”

“Then Carly will be begging to have me back,” Lindsey said. “Won't you?”

Carly shifted and Helen blinked, remembering Isabel talking about the pair. Does Carly still love Lindsey? Even after she cheated with so many guys? Love is amazing. So resilient. I hope they can work things out. 

~   ~~   ~

Trish's pussy tingled in eager anticipation of watching another guy get turned into a girl, and for a girl to get turned into a futa. Little jolts shot to her dick tenting the front of her skirt. And she wasn't the only futa hard as they strode through the halls, passing the offices of other administers, all blissfully unaware of the fact things had changed.

Futanari were here. We just kicked the military's ass. So don't mess with us. 

She savored the fantasy as she strutted down the halls like an action hero, swaggering with her fellow teammates, Helen at the lead, the beautiful Eden at her side .The others marching with their own strength and powers.

We're coming for you, Dean Boone.

They reached his office, throwing open the door. The secretary at a desk in a little waiting area before his office blinked. “Professor Little?”

“We just need to speak to the dean,” the violet-haired futanari said.

“I'll keep her company,” Isabel purred, perching her ass on the edge of the secretary's desk, grinning at the youthful woman. A flush grew on the secretary's face.

“Excuse me?” the woman said, squirming, trying to be authoritative. “You can't just sit on my desk. Or march into his office. He's busy.”

“He'll see us,” Helen said with the confidence she lacked a month ago.

Trish grinned at her friend, following as Professor Little yanked open the door and ushered in their Mistress. Helen swept into the dean's office, a queen accompanied by her retinue. Trish tingled at this new fantasy, her head held high, striding into the office.

The startled Dean Baxter Boone gaped at the women flooding his office. He hadn't noticed their bulges yet, though Trish knew he would. Eden closed the door behind them while the Black man, his head shaved bald and waxed to a gleam, struggled to gather himself. He pushed up his silver-rimmed glasses.

“Professor Little?” he asked, arching his eyebrows. “You're back with some of our wayward students.”

“I took a leave of absence,” Professor Little answered. “And so did the students.”

“Three weeks? No word?” He gathered himself, standing up and looking imposing. Only Eden stood as tall. “And then you just...”

His words trailed off as Lindsey pulled off the blouse she wore, baring her round breasts topped by hard, dusky nipples. The eighteen-year-old girl had a firm pair of tits that had Trish licking her lips, her dick aching.

“What is going on?” gasped Dean Boone. He shoved his hands behind his back as Lindsey marched around his desk, her firm, youthful tits bouncing before her. A look of terror crossed the Black man's face. “Entrapping me with sex won't work.”

“We're not entrapping you,” Lindsey purred, backing him into his chair. It rolled behind him as he retreated, his eyes wild. The girl marched with a strumpet's sway, coquettish.

Carly let out a groan, squeezing her dick through her skirt, staring at her ex-girlfriend with such naked desire.

Oh, yes, you still love her, thought Trish. And you're going to have so much fun once she has a futa-dick.  

The dean's chair banged into the wall. The back of his legs hit the immobile obstacle. He crashed back, sitting down heavily on the chair. It squeaked. Lindsey just grinned and crawled onto his lap, her hands going to his crotch.

“Just relax, Dean Boone,” she cooed, a zipper rasping. “I'm not going to bite. I'm just going to make you feel amazing.”

“Billy Jean!” he hollered. “Call security. I'm being attacked by the students.”

Instead of his secretary's answer, a wicked giggle and a wanton moan came through the door. “I think she's playing with Isabel, Dean,” Trish grinned. “So just relax. You're going to enjoy Lindsey's pussy on your dick. I love her snatch.”

“Yeah,” Carly groaned.

Helen sidled up to Trish. “Sometimes our life is just surreal,” the blonde futanari whispered, her hand rubbing at Trish's crotch. “Don't you think?”

“Oh, yeah,” Trish answered, her hand finding Helen's dick, rubbing it through her tights and skirts. “When we sat down across from each other in the cafeteria, I never thought we'd end up here.”

Helen giggled, squeezing Trish's girl-dick. “You had those hot-pink braces.”

A smile crossed the brunette futanari's lips. “I'd forgotten about that. You laughed so hard when you saw my headgear during our first slumber party.”

Helen's hands slid up Trish's skirt, slipping beneath to rub at her futa-dick through her panties. Pleasure rippled through her body. She groaned, squeezing Helen's dick harder. Then her hands dove beneath her friend's skirt, finding her futa-dick through her tights.

“I'm glad you're here with me,” Helen said, fingers slipping into Trish's panties. “Watching the fun.”

Trish nodded, grinning as Lindsey finally extracted Dean Boone's ebony cock, a squat, fat dick, but still lacking a futa's girth. “Time for the fun to begin!”

“Yes,” Helen agreed, squeezing Trish's dick.

“Oh, fuck,” groaned Dean Boone as Lindsey impaled her pussy on his Black cock. Pleasure crossed the man's face as he felt the girl's tight, hot pussy. Trish could attest to how amazing that cunt felt wrapped about her dick. “Oh, fuck, oh, fuck.”

“Relax and enjoy, Dean Boone,” Helen purred, her hand stroking Trish's futa-dick.

So Trish returned the favor.

The two futanari jerked the other's dick, sliding their hands up and down throbbing shafts. Trish loved every moment of working her hand up and down her futa-friend's cock, Helen grinning as they pumped away.

Pleasure rippled down her shaft, Helen's hand so silky on her girl-dick. Precum bubbled out of Trish's dick, lubing the blonde futanari's hand. Every time Helen reached the tip, Trish's pussy clenched, tingles shivering down her shaft.

And juices dribbled down her thighs.

Her pussy grew hotter and wetter as she watched Lindsey work her cunt up and down Dean Boone's ebony dick. The Black man, so scared and yet turned on by the coed riding his cock, had yet to notice the throbbing futa shafts being stroked. Eden and Professor Little jerked each other while Carly fisted her own dick with rapid passion, watching her ex-girlfriend's ass slide up and down Dean Boone's dick.

“Yes, yes, fuck him,” groaned Carly. “Become a futa.”

“I'm going to fuck you so hard,” Lindsey moaned, looking over her shoulder at Carly.

“Yes,” Trish panted, wanting to see the reconciliation between the pair. Futanari shouldn't hate each other. Only love each other.

“Mmm, yes, make him cum in your snatch,” gasped Helen, her hands stroking Trish's dick faster.

So Trish matched the gliding pace.

“Yes, Mistress,” Lindsey moaned. “Oooh, you hear that, Dean Boone? You need to cum in my pussy. Just flood me. Won't that feel nice?”

His face twisted, pleasure crossing his stern features. “Please, Miss, you don't have to do this.”

“But don't you want to cum in my hot, tight snatch?” she cooed. “Aren't you tired of seeing all us hot coeds strutting around campus, shaking our tight asses, and showing off our firm titties in our low-cut clothing? Don't you just want to enjoy our barely legal snatches? So tight and hot. So youthful.”

He let out a mournful groan. “Fuck.”

“Yeah, you do,” giggled Lindsey. “And now's your chance. Enjoy my snatch.”

“God, that's hot,” groaned Trish, her hand pumping so fast on her futa-friend's dick.

“Uh-huh,” whimpered Helen beside her, the blonde's cheeks flushed. “Oh, wow, Trish, I'm going to cum so hard.”

“Let's cum together,” Trish moaned, her hands flying up and down her girl-dick. “Just let our jizz explode across everything. Doesn't that sound hot?”

“So hot!” gasped Helen, her hand squeezing tight on Trish's dick.

Pleasure shivered through the brunette's body, rippling out of her pussy. The pressure grew in her ovaries, seeking to erupt out of her and splatter the dean's desk. She whimpered, squirming her hips, aching for that release.

The other two futas jerked their own dicks just as hard. Carly's hand almost blurred as she pumped up and down her shaft. She gasped and whimpered. Her head threw back. She let out gasps, precum dribbling off her dick.

“Cum in her, Dean Boone!” gasped Carly. “Cum in my girlfriend's pussy!”

Lindsey shuddered, slamming her pussy down the man's cock. “Yes, yes, you heard my girlfriend! Cum in me!”

Her black hair flew as she thrashed, cumming hard on the dean's dick. He groaned, feeling that barely legal snatch spasming about his dick. Trish whimpered, wishing to be in Lindsey's snatch at this exact moment.

“Cum in me!” screeched the White girl.

“Fuck!” Dean Boone gasped.

“Yes!” Helen hissed as the Black man came in Lindsey's snatch.

And changed. When a man came in a girl's pussy after futas had fucked her, it transformed them both. The man became a woman. And the girl became a futa. Lindsey leaned back hard, her skirt flaring as she writhed. Something large thrust up, tenting her skirt. The fabric slid back and a swelling girl-cock pressed into the dean's white, buttoned-down shirt.

But that change paled in comparison to what happened to Dean Boone. Black hair sprouted from his bald head, falling in thick waves down to his slimming shoulders. The harsh, masculine angles of his face softened, lips grew plumper, nose narrower, cheekbones delicate. Breasts blossomed, stretching out her white shirt as they grew bigger and bigger.

Lush and round.

“That's so hot!” Helen gasped.

“Yes!” Trish moaned.

The two futas erupted. Trish bucked, stroking Helen's dick as their cum fired. Lines of ropy girl-spunk splattered Dean Boone's desk, staining papers, splattering her coffee mug. At the same moment, Carly gasped, her cum splashing on Lindsey's ass, soaking her skirt. Carly bucked and moaned, trembling as she fisted her cock.

“You're a futa now!” she gasped.

“I'm a futa!” Lindsey moaned.

“What the fuck is going on?” Dean Boone screeched, her voice so high pitched now.

“You're so sexy!” Trish moaned, her body shuddering, Helen's hand pumping out blast after blast of cum from Trish's girl-dick.

Dizzy pleasure rushed through Trish. She swayed and gasped, her body buzzing. Her pussy flooded her thighs with the signs of her rapture. She whimpered and swayed, squeezing out the last dribbling jizz from Helen's dick, the cum running hot down the back of Trish's hand. 

“You're a sexy woman now,” Helen groaned. “And I am so ready to pop your cherry.”

Dean Boone's dark eyes landed on Helen. The gender-swapped woman shuddered. Her eyes opened wide. She licked her lush lips while Lindsey ripped open the dean's shirt. Ebony breasts bounced out as big as Eden's huge mounds.

“You're such a hottie now!” gasped Professor Little, her dick spurting cum, Eden's hand stroking it.

“I am,” Dean Boone said, staring down at her tits. “How is this possible?”

“Alien genetic engineering,” Trish laughed as Helen let go of her dick. “And you're about to get fucked hard by your Alien Queen.”

The brunette smacked her friend on the ass as Helen sauntered to the desk, her girl-dick still hard.

~   ~~   ~

“Mmm, look at you,” Helen purred as she slipped past Carly, staring at the gender-swapped dean. Lindsey slipped off the Black woman's lap, her new dick throbbing hard before her. She scooted past Helen, meeting Carly, the pair kissing with sloppy passion.

But the blonde futanari had eyes only for the newest addition to her extended Harem. Dean Boone licked her lips, staring at Helen's ivory shaft with such hunger. The dean's big boobs quivered. Helen reached out, cupping those soft tits with her pale hands, loving the contrast in color between their skin.  

She pinched the dean's nipple, bringing a groan.

“I bet your new pussy is just on fire,” Helen cooed. “Eager to be deflowered.”

“Yes,” whimpered the dean. “Oh, god, yes. You're her. The one I love.”

Helen smiled. “It's me. You love Lindsey, and her mistress Isabel, and she loves me, her mistress.”

The dean nodded. Whatever Helen's seed did to those who came in contact with it made the gender-swapped woman accept this all as natural. Her dark hand grasped Helen's futa-dick, stroking up and down the huge shaft.

“You're hung, Mistress. I want this in me. So badly. My pussy was made to be fucked by your cock.”

Helen licked her lips, loving those words. “Then bend that gorgeous rump over the desk and let's have fun.”

As the dean rose, Carly gasped, “Yes, yes, fuck me, Lindsey. Oh, wow, your cock's amazing.”

“I'm so sorry I hurt you!” Lindsey groaned. “I only want to give you pleasure.”

Helen shuddered, her dick throbbing. Out of the corner of her eye she observed Trish pinned between Eden and Professor Little, their cocks fucking Trish's pussy and asshole, Helen's friend lost to the delight of being double-fucked.

As Dean Boone stood, his pants fell off her hips. Her boxers clung to her curving rump, looking like a cute pair of boy shorts now. Helen yanked them down as the dean bent over the desk, exposing a curvy and plump ebony ass.

Helen smacked her ivory dick against it, a bead of precum splattering on the dark flesh.

“Mmm, you need a new name,” Helen purred, smacking her cock a second time on that gorgeous rump, savoring the way the butt-cheeks jiggled. “Baxter's not a good name for a woman.”

“No,” groaned the dean, her ass wiggling. “I hate it. I want to be...Bey.”

“Bey?” Helen purred. “I like that. Bey.”

Helen dragged her cock across the dean's dark flesh, sliding down to nudge at Bey Boone's pussy. Wiry pubic hairs surrounded her pussy, thick and silky. They caressed the crown of Helen's dick, sending pleasure rippling up to her pussy. She let out a whimper, her snatch clenching as she felt Dean Bey's heat.

Her dick nudged forward, pressing into the folds and finding the hymen covering the new, virginal pussy. I love gender-swapping men into women. Popping cherries is the best. And there were so few cherries to be found on a college campus. 

So Helen had to savor every chance she got to deflower someone.

She pressed forward, the hymen stretching against her cock. Dean Bey whimpered, her voice so throaty. She wiggled her hips, her rump jiggling. Helen grabbed her ebony butt-cheeks, squeezing them as she anticipated the moment of the cherry popping.

“Mistress!” groaned Dean Bey, her voice so throaty. “Please, please, break me in with this cock. I need it in me so badly. I'm so itchy down there! So hot and wet and aching! Oh, wow, I had no idea women felt this.”

Helen thrust hard.

Dean Bey's cherry popped.

The blonde futanari groaned, her braid swaying down her back, hot cunt engulfing her dick. Helen slid into the virgin depths, breaking in the gender-swapped woman. She sank deeper and deeper, the silky flesh embracing her dick until she had every inch of her shaft buried into the dean.

“Oh, wow,” gasped Dean Bey, her pussy clenching on Helen's girl-dick. “This is amazing. What are you?”

“Futanari!” Trish howled, shuddering between Eden and Professor Little.

“Futanari,” Dean Bey said in awe, her hips wiggling, stirring her cunt around Helen's dick. “Oh, Mistress, I love that word. I love this cock in me. It's so deep in me. But I need more. I need you to fuck me. Please, please. I need to cum with this new body. My nipples are so hard.”

“Fuck her!” Eden groaned, slamming her cock into Trish's cunt.

“Fuck the dean,” moaned Helen's English professor, her violet hair swaying about her face as she hammered Trish's asshole.

“Yes!” Helen groaned and drew back her cock through hot, tight cunt.

And rammed back in.

Pleasure shuddered through the blonde futanari. Gender-swapped pussy caressed her dick on the plunge back into hot depths. Her pussy clenched, juices slicking her thighs, soaking into her tights bunched beneath her cock. She drew back, the friction sending more sweet delight through her body.

Her ass clenched. She hammered her cock back into the Black woman's pussy. Her crotch smacked into Dean Bey's ass. Ebony cheeks rippled from the impact, the smack of flesh joining the other sounds of sex echoing through the dean's office.

A futa orgy raged.

“Pound my pussy, Lindsey,” whimpered Carly. “I love you so much. I forgive you!”

“Carly!” gasped Lindsey, her ass clenching on the edge of Helen's vision, driving her cock into the depths of her futa-girlfriend's pussy.

Trish quivered in rapture, screeching out in pleasure. Her dick spurted up Eden's body, soaking into the pink blouse the blonde wore. Eden and Professor Little moaned their pleasure, burying their cocks into Trish's body, enjoying the brunette's spasming holes.

Helen loved it. All the pleasure she and her harem shared. The rapture. She didn't like attacking the military. She just wanted to spread love. To experience joy with the people she most cared for. With Ally. With Trish and Isabel. With her cheerleaders and Dr. Maura and Professor Little. To enjoy life.

“See their rapture, Dean Bey?” Helen moaned, driving her futa-dick hard and deep into the gender-swapped woman's snatch. “That's what is in your future. That rapture. You're part of my harem.”

“Wonderful,” Dean Bey moaned, her pussy clenching so hard on Helen's dick. “Something building in me. I think I'm going to cum.”

“Enjoy,” Helen panted, “your first orgasm as a woman!”

“Yes!” Dean Bey moaned.

Her pussy grew hot, clenching down hard on Helen's girl-dick as she rammed into the silky sheath. And then wet flesh spasmed about her dick. Rapture convulsed and caressed her shaft. She groaned, trembling as Dean Bey cried out her orgasm.

Helen rammed her futa-cock over and over into the spasming depths. Pussy convulsed around her. It massaged her. Drove her wild. It built the pressure in her ovaries. She savored the near-virginal flesh convulsing about her dick, caressing her in wet silk.

“Dean Bey!” she gasped, her small tits bouncing beneath her blouse as she thrust so hard.

“Cum in me, Mistress! Please!”

Such aching need could not be denied. Helen slammed her futa-dick into the spasming furnace of Dean Bey's pussy and came. Girl-jizz fired out of Helen's cock, splashing into the hot depths of the gender-swapped woman's cunt.

Pleasure swept through Helen's body. A mighty wave that lifted her mind higher and higher into the reaches of ecstasy. Her body trembled, cock pulsing over and over into the milky cunt. She whimpered and groaned, stars dancing before her eyes.

Helen held onto her pleasure, so glad to induct Dean Bey into the harem.


Chapter Five: Sorority Pledge

Ally trembled as she stared at the house before her, three Greek letters hanging over the door. Kappa Gamma Alpha. Her father, as she thought of Dr. Winthrop, had taught her the Greek alphabet, and she'd read enough books to know that was the name of the sorority. She trembled, staring at the three-story-tall, white house. The yard neat, flowering bushes with broad leaves dotting the property, their petals wilting.

I can't wait until spring, Ally thought. She took a deep breath, her dick so hard beneath her skirt, tenting the front. A sorority to fuck and enjoy. It sounded so awesome. Something out of one of her fantasies. 

The gate, matching the white picket fence surrounding the house, creaked as she opened it. She walked forward, her hair damp from a drizzle, almost a mist, falling from the clouds above. Ally's heart beat faster and faster as she gained the porch and reached the red-painted door.

Deep breath. Then she knocked.

“This is it,” she whispered to herself.

Her nerves only grew worse as she prepared for her first seduction. She knew from Dr. Zhao that she shed pheromones that made people horny. That girls would want to fuck her. And she was so eager to do the fucking, to build a harem to match the awesomeness of Helen's. To have all those women loving her like they loved the blonde.

Then we'll have so much fun playing with them.

Ally's heart fluttered every time she thought of her blonde lover. A giddy thrill twisted her stomach. She wished Helen was here, but her lover would also be competition. If she came in one of the girls, they'd be hers, not Ally's.

A wicked idea popped into Ally's head. Something she and Helen would have to do later.

And then the door opened. A tall girl stood in the doorway. The girl had to stand over six feet tall, an Amazonian with big tits perfectly sized for her larger build. Not that she wasn't feminine. She was very feminine, like Eden, with ebony skin and short, black, frizzy hair surrounding her head. A gorgeous, hungry face stared down at Helen. The girl wore a belly shirt, leaving her dark stomach, and pierced bellybutton, bare.

“Well, what do we have here?” the girl purred. “You here to pledge Kappa Gamma Alpha?”

Pledge? Ally's eyes brightened. “I am. Do you have a paddle to spank girls when they're naughty?” 

The girl arched an eyebrow. “Well, aren't you an interesting one. Think we're a bunch of secret lesbians all fucking each other or something?”

“Not yet,” Ally winked her green eye. “But I'll change that.”

“Cocky,” the girl said. “I'm Lina, Mistress of Pledges. I'm not sure you're what we need.”

“Oh, I am just what you need,” Ally purred, grasping her huge girl-dick through her skirt. “See.”

Lina's eyes almost fell out of her sockets. “Holy fucking shit! You're the cutest tranny I've ever seen!”

“I'm a futanari!” Ally said, a surge of indignation firing through her. She hauled up her skirt, letting her big cock flop out, thrusting from her bright bush. “I have a pussy.” Her left hand pried apart her labia, pushing her cock out of the way at the same time.

For the second time, Lina almost lost her eyes. She spluttered, lost for words.

Ally marched in. “So, how does it work? Do you have a special place to inspect us?” A shiver ran through Ally. “Do I have to strip naked so you can stare at my body and determine if I'm worthy to enter?”

Lina just let out a croaking groan then tottered backward.

Stroking her cock, Ally followed her through a living room crowded with two couches and a pair of recliners to a stairway leading down to a basement. The light flicked on, Lina stumbling ahead, the tall girl gripping the railing, on the verge of collapse.

“Trust me, Lina, you'll want me in your sorority,” Ally purred, her pussy growing juicier and juicier as they descended. “Mmm, yes.”

The basement had carpet, the walls painted white. Ally smiled at several paddles on the wall, polished wood with the three Greek letters burned into them. A shiver ran through her as Lina led her to the center of the room.

“So you do spank your naughty pledges,” Ally said.

“Not any longer,” the Black girl said, her voice cracking. “Anti-hazing rules. Paddle's just for show.”

“Pity,” Ally said. “So I strip?”

“Wait, no,” Lina gasped. “We don't do that either.”

But Ally already pulled off her blouse, letting her large tits bounce out, her red hair falling back around her face. Her green eyes twinkled as she unzipped her skirt and worked it off her hips. Her cock resisted, bending downward and then springing out and bouncing before Ally. Precum flicked off the tip, splashing on Lina's bare belly.

The Amazonian girl stared down at that cock, licking her lips. Nipples poked at her belly shirt. Her hips shifting in the tight jeans she wore. Ally loved it, knowing the girl would surrender in moments and—

“Fuck!” Lina groaned and fell to her knees, surrendering.

Wet heaven engulfed Ally's dick. The futanari let out a groan, her pussy clenching as Lina sucked hard on the throbbing tip of the girl-dick. Pleasure shot down the shaft straight to her boiling pussy. Heat rippled through her, making her sway.

Ally grabbed Lina's frizzy, woolly hair. It felt so different from her own sleek, fiery strands. She gripped it, her futa-dick aching and throbbing in the Amazonian's hungry mouth, cheeks hollowing, sucking with all her might.

“Oh, yes,” Ally groaned. “You just love my big girl-cock and... Ooh, naughty girl. Love my pussy and suck my cock!”

Lina's fingers rubbed through Ally's bright bush at the lips of her swollen pussy. Her labia drank in the sensation, shooting delight to the tip of her dick buried in the Black girl's sucking mouth. Ally's green eyes rolled back in her head, her big breasts bouncing, nipples throbbing.

Ally gasped, two fingers penetrating her pussy's depths. Her snatch clenched down on them. Dizzy delight swept through her body. She swayed, clutching on tight to Lina's frizzy hair. Pleasure surged through her, her moans singing through the sorority basement.

“Yes, yes, suck my cock. Mmm, you're going to drink all my futa-cum and just love it.”

Lina groaned around Ally's cock, her fingers pumping faster.

“Oh, yes, you just can't wait. You've tasted my precum and just need the real thing, don't you?”

Ebony cheeks hollowed. The suction reached down Ally's cock for her ovaries.

“Yes, you do. Mmm, you're my slut now. Your entire sorority will be my sluts. The start of my harem. Lucky you!”

Lina sucked and bobbed her mouth. Ally could feel how lucky her new sex slave was, so eager for the cum building in her ovaries. She trembled, pussy clenching on the pumping fingers. Lina's digits teased Ally's pussy, the friction increasing the heat around her ovaries, bringing her cum to a fast boil.

Her hips thrust forward, sliding her cock in and out of the Amazon's sucking mouth. Ally's big tits heaved as she shuddered. The heat swelled in her pussy. Her cum ached to explode out of her girl-dick. To pump into Lina's mouth.

“Here it cums, you naughty slut,” hissed Ally. “I'm going to flood you with so much girl-cum. Make sure you swallow it all.”

Her back arched. Her pussy clenched on Lina's fingers. She drew back her cock until only the tip remained in the Black girl's hot mouth. Ally groaned. Her ovaries boiled over. Her cum fired out of her cock and straight into Lina's mouth.

The Black girl moaned, eyes squeezing tight, cumming from just the taste of a futanari's spunk.

“What the fuck!” a girl gasped from behind Ally.

A second squeaked in shock.

Ally whipped around, spotting two more coeds standing at the foot of the stairs. The futanari's cock still erupted. Her cum soared through the air, firing hard from her futa-cock, and splashed the two girls across the face, cum dribbling across their lips.

The futanari shuddered, seeing the lust birthing in the two coeds' eyes as they tasted the salty girl-jizz. Ally kept her cock aimed upward, firing cum up and splattering their faces, coating them in spunk as she grinned at her two new sex slaves.

The two melted together, their tongues licking, lapping, gathering the spunk spilling across their faces. One girl was White, her black hair gathered in a braid simpler than Helen's. It fell down her back, swaying end brushing the waistband of her jeans. The other girl was Asian, her skin a darker shade of olive than Dr. Zhao's. Shorter than the White girl, she rose on her tiptoes to lick cum off pale cheek, her silky-black hair falling down to her ass clad in a purple skirt.

“Isn't her cum the best?” Lina moaned. “Ooh, President, who's the cutie?”

But the president—Ally wasn't sure which one was the president—was too busy licking cum off the other's face. They both moaned and gasped, their pink tongues slapping, cleaning ivory and dusky-olive cheeks, lips meeting in cum-filled kisses.

“Who's the president?” Ally asked. “And call me Mistress or Ally.”

“Liliana is the president. The White girl. The other one must be a pledge.”

“Hot,” grinned Ally, her dick throbbing hard. Then she shuddered, Lina kissing her ass from behind, ebony hands reaching around to grasp Ally's ivory girl-cock. “You two, strip naked. I want to see those bodies.”

“Yes, Mistress,” the kissing pair both moaned, hands attacking each other's clothing.

Cum dripped from their faces, running down necks to soak into blouses, as they stripped. Jeans popped open. Tops flew off, skirts fell down dusky thighs. Breasts bounced free of bras, Ally's dick throbbing in Lina's stroking grasp. Then they hauled down the other's panties, the Asian girl sporting a trimmed, black bush, her body slender, moving with a natural grace. The White girl, Liliana, had a tattoo of a flamingo on her supple back, her pussy shaved, a V of pubic hair adorning her pudenda and pointing at her wet snatch. Her round breasts bobbed, nipples dark red, hard, begging to be sucked.

“So are you pledging our sorority, Mistress?” giggled Liliana, her voice playful. “Joining Anong here?”

“Ani,” Anong said. “People usually call me Ani.”

“What a pretty name,” Ally purred. “And I am pledging the sorority. I'm going to bring so much pleasure.”

“Mmm,” Lina moaned, her face nuzzling between Ally's butt-cheeks, tonguing her asshole.

Ally's dick throbbed.

“I bet you are,” Liliana said, another giggle bubbling out of her throat. “Oh, wow, you are so hung. And you have a pussy. Wow! That's so neat.”

“She's a futanari,” Lina said, sounding so proud.

“Futanari,” Ani said, the slender girl savoring the word, her body trembling, firm tits jiggling.

Ally stared at the girl's dark bush, making her decision. “I want some pussy right now.” She stretched out on the floor, pulling away from Lina's wicked tongue. “You, president of the sorority, you get to ride my cock first. And you, pledge, you get to sit that furry bush on my face. I'm ready to thoroughly enjoy the college experience.”

“Yes, Mistress!” giggled Liliana. “I need more of that yummy cum in me.”

“Wasn't it just the best?” Lina sighed.

“Yes,” groaned Ani, moving to straddle Ally's face. 

“And what do I get to do, Mistress?” pouted Lina.

“Why, you get to masturbate and watch me have fun,” laughed Ally. “Isn't that wonderful?”

“So wonderful,” she sighed, so eager to please. Ally loved being a futanari.

Then she groaned as the president's coed pussy slid down her thick girl-cock. Hot cunt engulfed Ally's dick in silky heaven. She smiled, savoring her first real taste of freedom, the first real decision she ever made.

If Ani didn't plop her hairy pussy on Ally's mouth, the futanari would have cried out in joy. Instead, she feasted on the tangy snatch rubbing on her mouth, silky pubic hair tickling her lips and cheeks. Ani groaned, adding her voice to Liliana's pleasure.

“Ride our Mistress's girl-dick!” moaned Lina, the wet plunge of fingers sliding into cunt squelching from her. “Make her cum into your twat.”

“I will,” Liliana groaned, her voice tinged with awe. “I can't believe this is happening.”

“Me, either,” Ally moaned into Ani's cunt.

Then the redheaded futanari groaned, loving the sorority's president working her silky pussy up and down her futa-dick. Hot pussy gripped her dick, sliding up and down as hips pumped, making Ally gasp and groan, pleasure racing through her body.

Someone's hands grabbed her breasts. She didn't know whose, but the hands squeezed her pillowy mounds. Then another girl's hands joined the first, pinching Ally's nipples. The redhead moaned into Ani's pussy, pleasure tingling from her nipples and racing to her cock.

“Oh, Mistress, yes,” Ani whimpered. “I've never had my pussy licked before. This feels so good.”

“That's so sad,” Ally gasped before licking her tongue through Ani's folds, finding no hymen. “A guy fucked you but didn't go down on you.”

“What a putz,” Liliana groaned. “I always make them go down on me before I give them my snatch.”

“Amen!” Lina panted. “But our Mistress loves pussy.”

“She does,” squealed Ani. “Oh, Mistress, that feels so good.”

Ally put all her effort into licking her new Asian slave's cunt. She slid her tongue through hot folds, gathering the tangy juices. She teased and caressed every crevasse, savoring the delight. Her dick ached in Liliana's pussy. The coed's hot cunt worked up and down the futanari's hard cock.

Rapture rippled through Ally. She savored her freedom, thrusting her tongue into Ani's hot depths. The Asian moaned; the fingers pinching Ally's nipples. The futanari shivered, plunging her tongue over and over into Ani's hot depths, fucking her, driving her wild.

“Oh, Mistress, this cock is amazing,” gasped Liliana. “And you have a pussy. Ooh, you're the biggest dick I've ever fucked.”

“Oh, yes,” groaned Lina. “And I fuck only Black guys. God, a White girl's got a bigger dick than a Black guy. I love it!”

“Uh-huh,” Liliana groaned, her pussy clenching so hard as she slammed down Ally's dick.

Pleasure rippled through the futanari. She moaned and groaned into Ani's pussy. She found the Asian slut's clit. She sucked it, nibbling, swirling her tongue around it. Ani moaned louder, twisting Ally's nipples hard.

Ally loved it. The pleasure shot from her nipples straight to her pussy. It met the rapture flooding down her dick, unleashed by the hot cunt sliding up and down her shaft. The dual delights surged around her ovaries, buffeting them, massaging them, begging for more cum to erupt.

“I'm going to flood your cunt!” gasped Ally into Ani's cunt.

“She will,” moaned Lina. “Did you see how much cum she fired? She drenched your faces. And that was after flooding my mouth. And it was the best.”

“The best,” whimpered Ani.

“Ooh, that putz made you suck his cock and didn't return the favor?” hissed Liliana, slamming her pussy down harder on Ally's cock. “Oh, enjoy our Mistress's tongue. Cum all over her face.”

“Yes!” Ally moaned and then sucked on Ani's clit again.

Her nose pressed into Ani's wet folds as the Asian slut gasped and groaned. She squirmed on Ally's face, smearing hot cunt and ticklish pubic hair across lips and cheeks. Then she let out a squeal. Juices flooded across Ally's face.

And into her open mouth.

“Mistress! Yes!” howled Ani, tugging hard on Ally's nipples.

The pleasure throbbed from her nubs, shooting straight down into her pussy, crashing from the delight Liliana's pussy stirred. The futanari's girl-dick drank in the friction of Liliana's silky cunt, the pleasure building and building in her ovaries.

Then, with a groan, she erupted. Her cum fired out of her. Hot blasts that surged into the sorority president's pussy. Ally moaned into Ani's cumming snatch, lapping up the flood while unloading into Lilian's hot depths.

“So good,” whimpered Liliana, slamming her pussy down Ally's erupting cock. “Amazing!”

Hot pussy spasmed about Ally's futa-dick. She groaned, Liliana's flesh sucking at the shaft, the futanari's cum firing so hard into the coed's pussy. Ally shuddered, pleasure shooting through her. Stars danced before her eyes.

She inhaled tangy pussy as her body quivered in orgasmic delight. She sucked hard on Ani's clit, moaning about it as her mind boiled in rapture. Liliana spasmed on her dick, squirming and bucking, screaming out her pleasure.

“Mistress!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Ani moaned.

“Oh, damn,” Lina groaned. “Damn, that's good!”

“Uh-huh,” panted Ally. “Mmm, I need more pussy. Yours, president. All full of my cum.”

The girls repositioned themselves. Ally sent Ani to Lina, the pair falling into a strange sixty-nine, the vastly taller Black girl having to bend her body so they both could eat the other's snatch. The president rolled onto her back, spreading her thighs, her shaved pussy flushed, stained with cum.

Ally dove forward, her big tits and futa-cock heaving. She buried her face into the president's snatch. She licked and tongued, gathering up all the yummy futa-jizz pouring out of tart pussy. Ally whimpered, loving the combined flavors.

“Oh, Mistress. Oh, yes, that's so good. Mmm, eat my pussy.”

“And all my yummy cum,” Ally purred, jizz and cream staining her mouth.

She pressed back into Liliana's snatch as the president moaned, “Ooh, you love your girl-jizz as much as we do.”

“Uh-huh,” Ally purred.

Hers wasn't as good as Helen's, but Ally knew no one's could ever top her blonde futa-lover's spunk. But her own was a good runner up. She tongued it out of Liliana's shaved snatch, sliding through the thick pussy lips, feeling them rub on her mouth as she rooted for more and more of her jizz.

Liliana gasped and moaned, her hands squeezing her breasts as she shuddered, humping her hot pussy into Ally's licking mouth. The futanari devoured her jizz, her tongue questing deep into Liliana's cunt to find more and more of the salty treat.

It's so good. Ooh, yes. I love this.

“Mistress!” panted Liliana. “Oh, my god, you spoil me. Oh, yes. Oh, god, that's good. I've never had a girl go down on me. It's amazing.”

“So amazing,” Lina moaned between licks.

“What is going on!” squeaked a new voice. “Liliana! What?”

Ally lifted her face, cum and pussy cream smeared across chin and cheeks. She locked eyes on another sorority sister, Hispanic like Isabel, with nut-brown skin and curly, dark-brown hair framing a shocked face. She had a light-blue jacket on over her maroon blouse, her breasts looking small beneath it. 

Her blue eyes, nearly the same shade as Helen's, looked so exotic on the Hispanic girl's face.

Ally gained her feet in a moment, tits heaving, cock thrusting forward. The new girl gasped in shock right before Ally pinned the newcomer to the basement wall next to the foot of the stairs. Ally planted hot lips on the Hispanic girl's mouth.

And ended all resistance.

The Hispanic girl tasted futa-cum, melting into Ally's kiss. Her arms went around the naked futanari, gripping her tight, pulling her close. Their tongues dueled, danced. Both of them moaned, Ally's dick throbbing against the maroon blouse, wanting to fuck this girl so badly.

“What's your name, slave?” Ally groaned, breaking the kiss and pushing off the blue jacket.

“Tere Diaz,” moaned the Hispanic girl, her blue eyes now glossy, cum smeared on her chin.

Ally licked it off, her hand pulling up the maroon top. She stepped back, unveiling a pair of small, brown breasts. Tere didn't bother with a bra, her tits smaller than Helen's, barely more than mounds budding from her chest topped by puffy, pink nipples.

“Ooh, these are such cute titties,” groaned Ally, squeezing the small mounds. “And your nipples... I love them.”

“Thanks,” panted Tere, looking dazed. “What is going on? You have a dick? Is that where the yummy cum comes from?”

“Uh-huh.” Ally shivered. “But there's more in Liliana's pussy. Go clean it out.”

Tere obeyed. The Hispanic girl's tits hardly jiggled as she moved to the busty Liliana. Tere fell to her knees between the sorority president's thighs and buried her mouth into shaved, cum-filled cunt. Liliana gasped, squeezing her round tits, smiling in delight.

“Oh, Tere, yes, that's good.”

Ally licked her lips, staring at the ass swaying beneath the dark skirt. Tere has such a cute rump. The futanari's dick throbbed as she fell to her knees behind Tere and flipped up her skirt. A pair of yellow panties, trimmed in lace, cupped the girl's butt. 

Ally ripped down the panties, exposing a tight butt-crack. Her cock probed between those delicious hemispheres, brushing Tere's asshole. The Hispanic slut moaned into Liliana's pussy, feeling the futanari probe her backdoor.

And thrust home.

“Oh, Tere, yes,” Ally panted, her futa-dick sliding into tight bowels. “I'm going to love this sorority. Give it such passion!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned Tere into Liliana's snatch. “Oh, wow, Mistress. I still don't know what's going on, but I don't care. Just fuck my butt so hard.”

“I will.”

Ally bottomed out in Tere's bowels. Her dick ached and throbbed in the velvety depths. Pleasure rushed through her cock. She shivered, drawing back through the tight grip. Friction burned rough around her cock, a different sort of fire than the wet silk found in Liliana's cunt.

She drew back until only her crown remained, gripped by Tere's tight sphincter. Then Ally eased forward, watching the asshole swallow more and more of her thick shaft. She savored the friction, her pussy clenching, juices flooding down her thighs.

“Oh, Mistress, I love watching your boobs quiver,” groaned Liliana. “They're so big.”

Ally grinned at her slut, savoring the compliment. Then she shuddered, bottomed out in Tere's bowels again. “Wait until I pound her asshole. Then they'll really be quivering.”

“Just bouncing,” sighed Liliana, her hands gripping Tere's curly hair. “I bet they're majestic! Bigger than my girlfriend's, too.”

“I like you, president,” Ally beamed.

And then she fucked Tere's ass hard.

Her big boobs bounced and heaved. The pillowy mounds slapped together as she reamed her dick over and over into Tere's tight bowels. She plundered the velvety hole. Pleasure surged through Ally, her pussy clenching, delight rippling through her body. She savored her newest slave's bowels.

My fourth woman in a half-hour, Ally thought. She'd never had such a delight in her life.  

She plundered Tere's asshole. The tight sheath clenched and squeezed on her futa-dick, Tere groaning and gasping into Liliana's pussy. Ally gripped her slut's hips, ivory fingers contrasting with nut-brown waist. Butt-cheeks jiggled, her crotch smacking into the girl's ass.

“Take my cock, you nasty slut,” groaned Ally. “You're mine. I own you all! This entire sorority will be mine.”

“Yes!” Tere hissed.

“Yours, Mistress,” moaned Ani, her voice muffled by Lina's snatch.

“Take us all with your amazing girl-dick!” groaned Liliana. “Ooh, yes, and keep fucking her asshole. I love watching those tits heave. They're more majestic than I imagined.”

Ally groaned, her tits bouncing at the bottom of her vision. She groaned at Liliana, pleasure crossing the president's face. Ally knew that same joy. Rapture surged through her. Ecstasy raged around her cock as she pounded Tere's bowels.

Another load of cum built. She had so much to unload. She'd flood the slut's bowels. Ally shuddered, her pussy clenching. Juices poured down her thighs as her orgasm built and built in her depths.

“Tere!” she hissed.

“Cum in my butt, Mistress!” groaned Tere.

“Yes!”

Ally thrust forward. The hot friction rubbing on her dick detonated her ovaries. Twin explosions fired her jizz from her dick. It spurted from her cock, splattering into the depths of Tere's bowels. Ally quivered, her huge tits slapping together. Rapture surged upward through her body.

Crashed into her mind.

Stars danced before her eyes. Tere moaned out her rapture, her bowels milking Ally's erupting dick. The futanari clung to her slave's hips, swaying as the dizzying euphoria burned through her mind. Her eyes fluttered. She let out her groans of delight.

Her dick spurted one last time while upstairs, she heard more girls moving.

Ally smiled, ready to expand her harem even more.


Chapter Six: Dr. Zhao's New Research

Dr. Jingy Zhao sat cross-legged in the passenger seat of Dr. Catherine Wood's sedan driving through the streets of Tacoma. Dr. Zhao still wore her sea-green medical scrubs and doctor coat, invigorated despite her lack of sleep. She couldn't remember the last time she really slept more than a few hours.

Weeks and weeks of working on turning Ally's cum into a mind-control serum for General Maxwell wasted. Her work would be used against her Mistress now. The military would hunt Ally down, so Dr. Zhao had to do something about it. She had to come up with ways to spread Ally's influence. And swiftly. 

She knew General Maxwell. A ruthless, practical man. He never balked at any of Dr. Zhao's requests, even testing on captured humans, drug addicts taken from the city of Yakima. Most were disposed of once she was finished.

He would use that same ruthlessness against her Mistress. Dr. Zhao wouldn't allow that to happen.

The petite, Chinese woman closed her eyes, dark-red glasses perched on her dainty nose, her lips pursed tight, features as delicate as porcelain. Memories of last night—surrendering to Ally's cum, to finally feeling the futanari's cock in her pussy without a horrid condom in the way—burned through her. Made her pussy wet and excited. She pressed her crossed thighs tighter together.

“We shouldn't be doing this,” Catherine said, the woman's dark-brown hair pulled back in a ponytail, her green eyes bloodshot, bags under them. “Helen didn't say we could do this.”

“But she didn't say we couldn't,” Dr. Zhao pointed out. “And this is to help protect them. We are scientists. We need to keep researching. I have an idea, but I need a lab. And the futanari already have the college infiltrated. One more gender-swapped man will not make a difference. Especially if it gets us access to what we need.”

“But we're supposed to lay low.”

Dr. Zhao rolled her eyes. “Are we really having this argument again? For the fourth time? You've already conceded. Why waste energy on this triviality?”

“Because we'll be in trouble. I'm sure Helen doesn't want us to do this.”

“And I'm sure Ally does.” Dr. Zhao gave Dr. Catherine a hard look. “You've always lacked the boldness to be a proper researcher.”

“Because I don't want to have my test subjects slit their own throats to prove I have the power?”

Dr. Zhao didn't flinch. “I needed to see how strong the control was. It bypassed the subjects' innate survival instinct. It was utter and complete.”

“And you don't even care,” accused Catherine.

“Not one iota.” Dr. Zhao stared ahead. “There is the university. Do you know what building we're supposed to go to?”

“Dr. Maura said Harnell Hall hosts the science department.”

Dr. Zhao smiled. She wished she could use her smartphone to Google the information on the college and its faculty, but that would be traced. She left her phone in her lab back in the STARFALL facility. She licked her lips, glancing at the college, an itch building in her.

Eager.

“I hope the molecular biologist professor is good-looking,” Dr. Zhao said. “I'm shocked by how excited I am. I haven't had the urge to be with a man since I first collected Ally's semen.”

“With your pussy,” Catherine muttered.

“With my pussy.” Dr. Zhao's smile grew. “So many wasted opportunities. I could have had her cum pumping into me so many times instead of into the condom.”

Dr. Catherine smiled, the younger woman nodding her head. “We both could have. But then I wouldn't belong to Helen now. And she's wonderful.”

Dr. Zhao bit back a pointless argument, knowing full well Ally was superior to Helen. Not much superior, just an angstrom more. A Planck's length.

“It's just your desire to become a futanari, not an actual urge to have sex with a man,” Catherine said. “I've felt it since Helen claimed me.” She turned off Union Street into the college, looking for a parking lot.

“Still,” Dr. Zhao said. “I'm wet. Want to feel?”

Catherine laughed. “You are so different. So...open about your sexuality. You were so repressed, even when fucking Ally. It was so...clinical the way you went about it.”

“Another side-effect of futanari cum,” Dr. Zhao said. “Did you find something similar happening to your sexual attitude after being exposed to Helen's cum?”

“Well, I got really into girls.” Dr. Catherine licked her lips. “I had a few orgies with Helen's women, the ones she wouldn't let become futanari while they were in Spokane to keep from alerting the military.”

“Wise.” A shiver ran through Dr. Zhao. “So, what is licking pussy like?”

Catherine laughed, squirming as she turned into a parking lot. “Well, while you have that poor man fucking you, you can lick my pussy.”

Dr. Zhao nodded her head. “I'd think I'd like to experience that. To see what lesbian sex is like.”

“First-hand research?” Catherine had a wicked twinkle growing in her eyes, her exhaustion fading as she squirmed. 

“The most important kind.” Yes, Ally has definitely changed me. 

Dr. Zhao's pussy itched and soaked her panties on the walk across the campus. The parking lot lay on the east side, Harnell Building on the west side. They passed the students going about their day, unaware of the changes coming to their school. Bit by bit, the futanari would spread, claiming more of the humans. It would hit a critical mass and explode.

And then the military would find them.

So they needed to make that explosion immense. Something so vast, so powerful, the military would be subsumed by it. Joint Base Lewis-McChord lay only a fifteen minute drive down the freeway from here. 25,000 soldiers and airmen stationed there. An entire armored division, Dr. Zhao supposed. She should know more. Technically, she was a major in the U.S. Army, co-opted into Project STARFALL from the USAMRIID (United States Army Medical Research Institute of Infectious Diseases) for her expertise on genetic manipulation of viruses. It served her well modifying Ally's semen. 

And now she would do something more important. Futanari produced so much cum when they exploded. And yet Ally changed her with a drop of precum, which only held a fraction of the amount of sperm as an equivalent drop of cum. She wanted to make futanari spread far more efficient.

Perhaps as an aerosol.

Maybe it would work, maybe it wouldn't. But it would involve research. Discovery. And that made her as wet as the thought of fucking Professor Gideon Francis, professor of molecular biology at the University of Puget Sound.

With the help of a few students, they found their way to the molecular biology lab, located in the basement of Harnell Hall. Walking into it, seeing the expensive equipment, made Dr. Zhao smile. They didn't have the most cutting edge machines she had in her lab back at the Hanford Site, but she didn't need to do any gene manipulation at all.

“This will do,” Dr. Zhao nodded.

“Can I help you?” a man asked, stepping out of the back. A middle-aged man, his black hair balding and leaving a ring of exposed, pale skin at the top of his head, stepped out of the back. He pushed up thick glasses, wearing a lab coat over a pair of khaki slacks and a white shirt with light-blue pin stripes.

“I'm Dr. Jingy Zhao,” the Chinese scientist purred, “and this is my colleague, Dr. Catherine Woods. You have a very nice lab.”

“Thanks,” he said, nodding to them. “Can I help you with something?”

“Well, we were hoping you would help us with our research,” Dr. Zhao said, shrugging out of her lab coat. How do you actually seduce a man? She had no idea how to be sultry and alluring, like those femme fatales in movies. So she decided for a more direct approach. 

Catherine blinked then shrugged out of hers, too, revealing the blue scrubs she wore beneath.

“What sort of research?” Dr. Francis asked, pushing up his glasses with his left hand.

“Making futanari semen into an aerosol for wide-range dispersal,” Dr. Zhao answered and peeled off her scrub top.

Catherine followed.

“What is going on here?” The man looked at them both. His eyes going slightly wild as Dr. Zhao reached behind her and unhooked her bra. Her small, pale-olive breasts came into view, dark-brown nipples hard, topping her firm mounds.

Dr. Catherine's round breasts, nipples pink, appeared. She gave a sultry smile, her hands stroking the purple-winged butterfly tattooed on her stomach. Dr. Zhao blinked at that. She had no idea her assistant had any tattoos.

“I'm going to have sex with you,” Dr. Zhao continued, pushing down her scrub bottoms, exposing her panties soaked with her pussy juices and Ally's cum from last night. She stepped out of them, walking closer. “Does that sound agreeable to you?”

“What?” The man looked bewildered.

“Relax, Dr. Francis,” purred Catherine, her voice much more throaty. She wiggled out of her scrub bottoms and lacy, red panties in a single go. A trimmed, brown bush, wet with her juices, covered her pussy. She approached the flustered biologist, walking around him. “You're going to enjoy this.”

“I have an excellent pussy,” Dr. Zhao added, hooking her panties and shoving them down, revealing a black bush matted with her juices.

“Did one of my grad students hire you?” he gasped as Catherine pulled off his lab coat.

“He thinks we're call girls,” laughed Catherine. “We're scientists.”

“I have a doctorate of medicine and of microbiology. I specialize in gene-manipulation of RNA viruses. I have worked for USAMRIID. Dr. Woods has doctorates in organic chemistry and nanotechnology. We are not hookers.” Dr. Zhao advanced, hooking her arm around the man's neck. “We're just very friendly and want to work with you. There are such...pleasant rewards.”

That sounds seductive.

“You're going to cum so hard in her pussy,” Catherine moaned, pressing up behind the scientist, nibbling on his ear. “Go ahead and touch her. She won't bite.”

Dr. Zhao's left hand slid down the scientist's shirt to his khaki pants. She felt his bulge, nowhere near the size of Ally's girl-dick, and squeezed it. Dr. Francis groaned, shivering. His dark eyes so wide. He tried to speak, to say something, but only a groan came out.

“How long has it been since you got laid?” Catherine asked.

“Three days,” he groaned. “I don't need hookers. I do alright.”

“We're not hookers,” Dr. Zhao said, her fingers undoing his fly. She reached in, zipper rasping, and found his underwear, cock tenting it. “Let's celebrate our new partnership.”

Then she broke away, bending over a lab table cleared of any equipment. She leaned on the counter, wiggling her ass, her pussy dripping juices down her thighs. She needed his cock in her right now. She wanted to be fucked hard. To have him cum in her depths.

“What are you waiting on?” Catherine moaned, pushing the biologist forward. “Enjoy her pussy on your dick. Never pass up free cunt.”

“Yes, yes, I need your cock in me, Dr. Francis,” groaned Dr. Zhao. “You have no idea how badly.”

Then Catherine walked around the table and mounted it. Her body moved with lithe and limber youth, the scientist still in her twenties. She rolled onto her back, legs spread wide, her pussy before Dr. Zhao's face. Juices matted her brown bush. A tangy aroma filled Dr. Zhao's nose.

She leaned her head down, not hesitating, and lapped through the woman's pussy. Pubic hair tickled her face. Her lips pressed into wet snatch. Her tongue slid through the hot folds, gathering the delicious cream. Catherine shuddered, her round breasts trembling, her stomach flexing, making the tattoo of her butterfly's wings appear to flutter.

“What are you waiting on?” Catherine moaned, her hands sliding up her body to her tits. “Fuck her! Give the slut what she needs.”

“I need you in me so badly,” moaned Dr. Zhao, pussy clenching, aching to be filled by the man's cock.

“This cannot be happening,” Dr. Francis groaned. “This is a trick. You're going to get me fired.”

“We want to work with you,” Dr. Catherine purred. Then she let out a whimpering gasp. “Oh, Dr. Zhao, yes, fuck your tongue into my snatch.”

Dr. Zhao probed her tongue deep into the warm, silky tunnel. She loved her exploration, the feel of hot pussy on her face, her nose pressed into Catherine's clit. Excitement ran through the Chinese scientist, her hips wiggling, the heat building in her.

“Fuck her!” Catherine moaned, humping her hips, licking her lips, looking like a sexy pinup model instead of a scientist.

Dr. Francis groaned. His hands grabbed Dr. Zhao's hips, then he rammed his cock into her pussy. She moaned, savoring the small shaft filling her. Even though he lacked Ally's girth, pleasure rippled through Dr. Zhao.

She needed this cock in her. She squeezed her eyes shut, lapping through Dr. Catherine's pussy as the biologist pounded her cunt hard. Like Dr. Francis feared this was a trap, so he had to pound her with all his energy, fuck her with every ounce of strength he possessed.

And dump his cum in her before this opportunity evaporated.

“That's it, stud,” groaned Dr. Catherine. “Pound her cunt. Oh, she needs it so badly.”

“So badly,” Dr. Zhao moaned into her assistant's hot snatch.

His crotch smacked into her ass, pressing her face into Catherine's pussy. Pleasure rippled through the Chinese scientist. Her juices flooded down her thighs, the biologist churning her cunt into a hot froth. Her eyes rolled back into her head, her hips wiggling, undulating, her pussy squeezing down on his dick.

He grunted. He groaned. He panted. He fucked her so hard. She loved it. The friction swelled the excitement that built in her pussy on the ride over. She tongue-fucked Catherine as fast as he fucked her pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Catherine moaned. “Oh, Dr. Francis, you're making her lick my pussy so hard. She loves your cock.”

“So much!” groaned Dr. Zhao. “I need your cum in me!”

“Fuck,” the biologist moaned. “I'm so getting fired.”

“Not for fucking her pussy!” gasped Catherine. “Oh, Dr. Zhao, yes. You're going to make me... Cum!”

Tangy juices gushed out of Catherine's pussy. Dr. Zhao shuddered in delight, lapping up the flood. They bathed across her face, dripping down to her neck. She breathed them in, gulping down the cream filling her mouth, savoring it. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter, her excitement growing.

Dr. Francis rammed his dick as deep into her cunt as it could go, stimulating her flesh.

Her pleasure surged.

Dr. Zhao squeezed her eyes shut.

Her cunt spasmed on his dick.

“Yes!” she howled as her orgasm rippled through her. “Cum in me! Flood me with your jizz!”

He groaned, pumping through her spasming depths. He savored her convulsing flesh. She could feel it. She wiggled her hips, stirring her orgasming snatch around his dick, massaging him, milking his cock. She needed his jizz in her to trigger their transformations.

How does it even work? So fast? What else can Ally's creators do?

“Yes!” Dr. Francis groaned, his cock erupting in Dr. Zhao's depths.

She hardly felt the few pulses of cum jetting into her snatch. It held nothing on the flood of futa-jizz Ally gave her. But she still welcomed it splashing in her. Then she gasped, her head flying up from Catherine's pussy.

“My clit's burning,” she groaned. “I can feel it. I'm changing. Heat's rippling through me.”

“Changing?” Dr. Francis asked. “Wait, what is going on?” His voice rose in pitch. “My cock!”

As Dr. Zhao felt her clit sprout, growing into a futa-dick, Dr. Francis's cock shrank out of her pussy. Not withdrawing, but decreasing in mass. She threw a look over her shoulder, her new shaft growing longer and longer, and smiled at the changes besetting the biologist.

His face grew more youthful, lines and wrinkles vanishing, a shadow of stubble melting away to reveal smooth, feminine flesh. Black hair grew longer, even sprouting from his balding pate. The silken strands fell long and glossy down his shoulders. Mass melted from his frame, a touch of portliness middle-age had brought him. Khaki pants fell off slimming hips and legs. A curve grew in them as his cock vanished into his pubic hair.

Then the lips of a pussy formed.

“What is going on?” gasped Dr. Francis, her voice so feminine and throaty now. Breasts swelled, ballooned, like they absorbed much of the mass shedding from her body. The buttons of her shirt stretched as the tits reached a size even bigger than Ally's.

“Oh, Dr. Francis, you are looking yummy,” Catherine moaned.

“What did you do to me?” the gender-swapped biologist gasped, her fingers fumbling with the buttons of her shirt. Her massive tits fell out, pillowy and heavy, swaying with her every movement. Fat nipples thrust from wide areola. Her hips were slim beneath, stomach flat and toned.

“Made you into a sexy woman,” groaned Dr. Zhao, turning around, her huge futa-dick bobbing before her, the same pale-olive flesh-tone as her skin save for the darker mushroom-like tip throbbing at the end. “And you made me into a futanari. Isn't that hot?”

“Yes!” Dr. Francis said, her hands shooting down to her black bush, rubbing at her new pussy. “I'm a woman. I have a cunt. And... I'm a virgin.”

“Of course you are,” giggled Catherine. “Every woman has a hymen until her pussy is broken in. Why would you be any different?”

“Oh, god,” groaned the gender-swapped biologist, her voice so sexy. She stared at Dr. Zhao's dick. “I need that cock in me. It's so sexy seeing you with that huge dick, Dr. Zhao.”

Dr. Zhao licked her lips, tasting Catherine's pussy. “Then what are you waiting for?”

The gender-swapped biologist darted for the table Catherine lounged on. Her huge tits heaved as she turned around and stretched out beside the brunette scientist. Her legs spread wide, so eager to be fucked.

She is so accepting of being a woman. Just like Georgia was. There must be neurochemical changes as well as physical ones. Ally's creators are amazing. Dr. Zhao wanted to meet them. To learn from them. 

She advanced on the table, her dick bobbing before her. She stroked it, shuddering, her pussy clenching when she reached the spongy tip. She moved between Dr. Francis's legs, pushing her new futa-cock against the gender-swapped woman's virgin flesh.

“I'm going to fuck you so hard, Dr. Gideon Francis,” Dr. Zhao purred.

“I'm not a Gideon any longer,” blanched the biologist. “I'm a...Gabby.” She smiled. “Dr. Gabby Francis.”

“Well, Dr. Gabby,” Catherine moaned, grabbing those huge tits and squeezing them. “You're going to explode on her futa-cock. Ooh, I want one of my own so badly. I hope Helen gives me permission.”

“Who's Helen?” Dr. Gabby asked.

“She's Dr. Catherine's Mistress,” Dr. Zhao said.

“Her?” Excitement kindled in Dr. Gabby's dark eyes, worship burning across her face.

“No, we serve Ally. But it is fascinating you already have a connection to her when you never even met her.”

“I want to meet her,” groaned Dr. Gabby. “Will you introduce us?”

“Later!” Dr. Zhao's dick ached. “I have a cherry pussy to fuck.”

“Fuck her!” Catherine moaned before kneeling over and burying her face between Dr. Gabby's heavy tits.

Dr. Zhao thrust.

Her eyes widened as the hymen tore before her big dick. Then the Chinese futa-scientist groaned, her cock sliding into hot, tight, wet pussy for the first time. She let out a shuddering moan, pleasure surging through her as she drove deeper and deeper into virgin pussy.

The Chinese futa-scientist struggled to catalog all the new sensations flowing through her cock. She experienced delights she'd never imagined before. The deflowered, gender-swapped slut's cunt gripped Dr. Zhao's cock so hard, the silky friction incredible, pleasure rushing through her body.

“Oh, wow,” the petite futanari groaned, her breasts quivering.

“Good?” Dr. Catherine asked, the brunette lifting her face from Dr. Gabby's big breasts, leaving behind a dusky nipple glistening with spit.

“So good,” Dr. Zhao groaned, her eyes fluttering. “I understand the driving need Ally had to feel bare cunt on her futa-dick. Ooh, yes, Dr. Gabby, you are going to be working so intimately with us.”

“Good,” whimpered the gender-swapped biologist. Her pussy clenched down on the Chinese doctor's cock as it drew back. “Oh, wow, you're in me! This is incredible!”

Dr. Zhao only moaned in agreement as she thrust forward, burying her dick into the depths of the tight pussy. The pleasure rippled through her, leaving her entire body quivering. Juices flooded down her thighs as her hips pumped away.

She drove her cock over and over and over into the silky depths. She drank in the pleasure racing up her new futa-dick. A growing pressure built in her pussy's depths. My ovaries, realized the futa-scientist. She squeezed her eyes shut, glasses slipping on her face that was twisting with pleasure. 

“Oh, yes, so intimately, Dr. Gabby,” groaned the futanari. “You're going to help us spread my futa-cum far and wide!”

“Yes, Dr. Zhao!” whimpered the new woman, her thighs locking about Dr. Zhao's waist. “I'll do anything. Just fuck me with that incredible cock. I want to cum on it! Like a woman!”

“Such a beautiful woman,” groaned Dr. Zhao. “Your tits are bigger than Ally's. And I love her breasts.”

Dr. Zhao slid her hands up Gabby's body, grasping both tits. Dr. Catherine kept sucking on the right nipple, nursing hard, as the Chinese futanari groped those pillowy mounds. She savored the feel of them in her hands, fucking the gender-swapped biologist faster and faster.

Such pleasure shivered through her. To experience Ally's pleasure, to bury her cock into hot quim. She groaned, pleasure racing through her body, compelling her hips to pump faster and faster. Her hands squeezed on the big breasts. She groaned, thrusting harder and harder, burying her dick so deep, eager for her eruption of futa-cum to spill through her.

Flesh slapped against flesh, their moans echoing through the biology lab. Dr. Catherine worried Dr. Gabby's nipple, nibbling,sucking, loving that fat nub. She made Dr. Gabby twitch, her pussy clenching on the futa-scientist's thrusting cock.

And that sent more pleasure spilling through Dr. Zhao's body. It overflowed her pussy, juices and Dr. Gabby's cum dribbling down her thighs.

“I'm going to flood your naughty cunt with so much futa-jizz,” groaned Dr. Zhao. “I'm going to fill you to the brim. You're going to be leaking for days and days.” Ally always said stuff like that. It's so hot. “Cum on my dick, you little slut. Mmm, you're just a whore for my girl-dick now.” 

“I am!” Dr. Gabby moaned. “I feel so different. The change was so immediate. I'm a woman! A woman who loves your big girl-dick! I'm going to... Shit!”

Her changed face screwed up, her glasses shifting on her nose, the frames too large for her now-feminine face. She screamed out, thighs squeezing about Dr. Zhao's thrusting hips. Then hot pussy convulsed about the futa-scientist's hard dick.

Rapture burned on her cock. Flesh massaged her. Dr. Zhao groaned, savoring her first taste of orgasming pussy on her futa-dick. She gasped, the pressure building in her ovaries as she buried into such delight.

And came.

“Yes!” she groaned, her body quivering, small breasts jiggling.

Hot cum fired out of her dick. She flooded the cumming woman's new pussy with blast after blast of hot jizz. She pumped Dr. Gabby full of futa-spunk. It fired out of her, leaving her quaking, convulsing.

“So hot!” gasped Dr. Gabby, her pussy spasming harder, milking out the futa's cum. “It's amazing.”

“It is!” Dr. Catherine groaned, lips popping off the gender-swapped woman's nipple. “Ooh, isn't it just so hot feeling your futa-Mistress flood your snatch?”

“I love it!”

So do I, thought Dr. Zhao as the final blast of her cum fired into the slut's pussy. So immediate. The pleasure just seizes you in powerful blasts. Ooh, yes, I am going to enjoy my new research. 

~   ~~   ~

Helen laid her head on her roommate's dark-brown breasts, exhausted after the events of last night, the raid, the stress, then the release as she held Ally in her real arms. She hugged Isabel tight, lying in her bed in their dorm room, wishing Ally was sleeping with her.

But she felt Ally at the sorority, still fucking, still enjoying all the new members of her harem. Helen understood, the powerful need to have fun with a futa-cock. And Ally needed that release. She wanted to build a harem like Helen's, to have something of her own.

And if I was there, I'd just claim women for my own harem.

But that didn't make Helen feel any better. But she was too tired to worry about it now, to do more than feel hurt by Ally's absence. They had their whole lives together. It was one night of freedom for Ally. She earned it.

She closed her eyes and slipped into Ally's mind, experiencing the orgasm with her. It was almost as good as being there.


Chapter Seven: Futa Shopping Trip

The next morning, Helen strolled into her second class of the day, English 228. If felt so weird to the futanari to be back in college after three weeks in Yakima plotting Ally's release. All the spying, the seductions, the scheming was over. She was a normal college student again. She had to sink back into the rhythm of it, enjoy her normal life once more.

Blend in.

Professor Little, her futa-slave and college professor, gave Helen a slight nod and a knowing smile when the blonde futanari entered. The teacher wore her usual style of clothing, something wild a twenty-year-old coed would wear, not the almost thirty English professor. Her skirt short, daring, her legs gorgeous, her violet hair framing her face, silver glinting on her nose piercing.

Helen smiled, strolling to her seat. She felt female eyes on her, lusting after her without really knowing why. They breathed in her pheromones, getting turned on. Helen's futa-cock hardened in the pink tights she wore. She took her seat, loving her power.

“Man, things are getting so weird at this school,” a guy whispered. “Dean Boone got a sex change. He totally passes as a she now.”

“I know,” his friend said. “And she looks so passing. You can't tell she used to be a guy.”

“But overnight? That's not possible. And he's not the only one. I know this dude, Ethan, and he's totally a chick, too. Then he, she, whatever vanished for three weeks. Just came back with some of the other guys that went tranny.”

Helen didn't like these rumors. Would the military hear about it? 

“Yeah, well, did you hear about Kappa Gamma Alpha sorority?”

“What? Did they go for a naked run through school?”

“Naw, it's been like a nonstop lezzie orgy over there. All the girls are missing classes. People who walk by see girls through the windows kissing and fucking and stuff. They hear it, too, through the open windows. The whole damned sorority.”

“Fuck,” the first guy groaned. “Damn, that's going in the spank bank.”

Helen shifted, smiling. Ally had fun last night. And she could feel through the telepathic link between them, that the fun continued. Ally was enjoying herself right now. It made Helen so hard and throbbing.

She couldn't wait until the end of the day to join her futa-lover.

~   ~~   ~

“Well, you painted this entire room in cum,” a familiar voice said.

Ally groaned, her eyes fluttering open, her head throbbing. She sat up from her pillow of girl flesh to see Helen standing over her, small nipples tenting the front of her crisp, white blouse. Her blonde hair swayed behind her, gathered in its elegant French braid. She gazed around the room, arching an eyebrow.

“They are coated in jizz, Ally.”

“Mmm, yes,” Ally groaned, looking around at the naked sorority girls, her sex slaves, lying scattered through the room. At some point, Sara, Jewel, Georgia, and Dr. Zhao had joined the fun. And Dr. Zhao had brought Dr. Gabby along with her own futa-dick. “We had so much fun. Jewel and Dr. Zhao contributed to the mess.”

“They did,” Tere, the Hispanic sorority slut, purred, her face streaked in cum. “God, they were insatiable.” 

“We are,” Helen said.

“Sorry for not coming to your dorm,” Ally said, guilt twinging her stomach. “I guess I kinda got carried away here.”

“Kinda?” giggled Helen. “There's about ten girls in here.”

“And I fucked them all,” Ally beamed. “They're all my sluts.”

“We are,” Liliana, the sorority president, said. Cum painted her ass, more dribbling out of her shaved pussy.

“Still,” Ally said. “I should have come to get you sooner. Or you could have come join the fun.”

“Some of us, like me, have school. I had to get back to my normal routine.” Helen licked her lips. “I can even get you into classes. I have Dean Baxter wrapped about my finger. She's Carly's slut, who's Isabel's slut.”

“And she's your slut,” Ally grinned, picturing the Hispanic futanari. “Nice. Maybe I should do that. But I need clothes.”

“Exactly, it's shopping time.” Helen nudged a bag at her foot. “I brought you some clothes that might fit you, then we're heading to the mall.”

Ally's eyes widened, “I've read about malls! Girls are supposed to love shopping.”

“Well, let's get dressed and you'll find out for yourself.”

Ally sprang to her feet, her large breasts bouncing before her, cock whipping back and forth as she dashed to Helen. She threw her cum-smeared body against the blonde futanari, lips meeting in a hot kiss, tongues dancing as she squealed out her excitement.

She is the best! thought Ally. 

Helen grinned when Ally broke the kiss, leaving a smear of cum on Helen's upper lip. The blonde's tongue flicked out, gathering the girl-jizz and shuddering. “Yum, is it Jewel's?”

“Dr. Zhao's,” Ally answered.

Helen paused. “One of yours gender-swapped a guy?”

Ally waved a dismissive hand. “A teacher, actually. Dr. Gabby, though she was called something else. She's a biology teacher. My scientist-slut just wants to stay busy and do her research.” Ally giggled. “She's very passionate about her research, let me tell you.”

“Still,” Helen said, her forehead furrowing. “We're supposed to be low-key.”

“And weren't you heading to gender swap the Dean of this college last time I saw you?” Ally arched an eyebrow.

A flush crossed the blonde's face. “You're right. That was fun. Have you taken a girl's cherry?”

Ally shook her head as she bent down to rifle through the bag and get her clothing. “What's it like?”

A shiver ran through her futa-lover's body followed by a naughty whimper escaping Helen's lips. “It's the best! Nothing like feeling their hymen against your dick, this barrier keeping you from entering. Then you pop through it, sinking into the tightest, hottest cunt you've ever felt wrapped about your dick. Silky smooth, making your body tremble. And you know that no other cock, not even a guy's, has been in this pussy. You're the first.” 

“Hot,” Ally groaned, her futa-dick throbbing hard, a wet itch swelling through her pussy.

Ally dressed in the clothing, smiling as she stared at her girl-dick tenting the front of her skirt, her big boobs jiggling in the tight blouse. It fit her skin-tight. She found a jacket to wear, belonging to one of her sorority sluts, and waved goodbye to them.

“Bye, Mistress,” the naked, cum-smeared girls chorused, all exhausted by the orgy.

Ally took one last look at them; jizz, hers and her two futanari-slave's, was everywhere, puddling on the floors, staining the furniture, even painting the walls. An explosion of cum had gone off in here. Pride surged through her.

I love being a futanari.

Helen led them to the same blue car they drove from Eastern Washington. “No one else coming with us?”

“Just me and you,” Helen said. “I thought it would be nice.”

Ally nodded her head in agreement. “It does seem nice. Like a date.”

Helen shook her head. “This isn't a date. I'm going to take you on a proper date. To a fancy restaurant.”

A surge of excitement ran through Ally as she climbed into the passenger seat. To finally live. To finally be free of the bondage of the government. She would experience all those things she only read about. With Helen.

“Thank you,” Ally said, tears burning her eyes. She hastily wiped them while Helen started the car. “You're the best.”

Helen patted Ally's knee. “I just want you to be happy. I love you.”

Warmth bubbled through Ally. She leaned over and kissed Helen on the mouth, closing her eyes, savoring this moment. Her heart thudded in her chest. She squirmed on her seat, her futa-dick throbbing in the skirt's confines.

Ally buzzed on the way to the Tacoma Mall. Her head whipped back and forth, staring at the city during the day. So many cars and people bustled around her, men and women walking free, going about their business. She pressed her cheek against the window, the autumn chill bleeding through the glass, and admired it all.

“There are some cute girls,” Ally said. “Don't you just want to pull over and flash our girl-cocks at them?”

“There'll be cute girls at the mall,” Helen said. “And yes, I do. But we'll have fun and do some shopping all at the same time.”

Ally loved the sound of it.

It took fifteen minutes to reach the Tacoma Mall. Ally never imagined a building could be so huge as they drove around it, passing the department stores connected by the hallways lined with smaller stores to make one huge complex. Thousands and thousands of cars were parked around it, people flowing in and out of all the entrances.

She shook her head in disbelief. She'd tried to imagine these things when she read about them, but the real scale dwarfed her imagination, astounding her. “So many people.”

“You should go to New York City,” Helen said. “This is nothing. Even Seattle's far more crowded than this.”

Ally blinked her eyes, her red hair swaying about her shoulders as she stared at the tens of people streaming in and out of the mall's entrance. She had trouble picturing more. “Wow.”

Helen pulled the parking brake. “Let's go.”

Arm-in-arm, the futanari strolled into the mall, their flowing skirts mostly hiding their cocks, which weren't as hard as earlier. Inside, store after store lined the broad hallway, people streaming down them, talking, carrying bags, looking so free, so unconcerned with their lives. Ally's head swiveled, staring at passing pretty girls, their asses swaying, flirty skirts or tight jeans clinging to gorgeous rumps and sleek thighs. Breasts jiggled in low-cut tops or moved beneath blouses that looked too small. 

“Where can I get clothes like that?” Ally panted after seeing a girl in a red sweater that molded to her big breasts stride by. It covered everything and yet left nothing to the imagination.

“Here,” Helen said, leading them into the Gap. “We'll get you some fun outfits. The start of your collection. They have a sale going on.” Helen shifted. “I don't have that much money to spend on this. My credit card allowance isn't that great from my parents. But I have some money from the others, too. We'll get you a wardrobe.”

“How much can clothing cost?” Ally asked as they walked into the store.

She blinked, the store going back farther than it looked from the outside. Racks of clothing filled it. There were so many different types. She turned around, looking at racks holding blouses, jeans, skirts, full dresses, shelves with panties and bras on display, mannequins dressed in fun outfits. Signs with prices abounded, some with sales.  

The figures were all meaningless. Was $47.99 cheap or expensive? There's so much I don't know. So much that Helen just takes for granted. 

“Hi, welcome to the Gap,” a friendly, feminine voice chirped. “I'm Elizaveta, and I'll be happy to help.”

Ally whirled to find a perky girl with a round face and high cheekbones, her smile dimpling her cheeks. Ally's dick twitched, her pussy itching, at the sight of the girl in a pink skirt that fell to her mid-thigh and a purple blouse cut low to show off her round breasts. She had a silver ring piercing her nose, brassy-brown hair falling down her face. Her skin had a healthy tan, something that just excited Ally more.

Honestly, if it's female, it'll turn me on.

“My girlfriend came to visit me, and would you believe the airline lost her luggage?” Helen said. “She had to borrow my roommate's clothing just so we could go out and do some emergency shopping for her.”

“That is horrible,” Elizaveta gasped, shaking her head. She had a tinge of an accent that Ally didn't recognize. Not that I know many accents. “We'll get you straightened out. We can't have you wearing ill-fitting clothing. What do you like?” 

“Um, a tight sweater. One that will really mold to my tits.”

Elizaveta's eyes flicked down, a knowing glint appearing in her hazel eyes. “I know just what you mean. You got such a big pair, and they look so perky. No bra?”

“Lost,” Ally said, glad Helen had come up with a lie. I never would have thought of that. 

“You hardly need one even with boobs that big.” Elizaveta's pink tongue flicked across her dark-red lips, her nipples tenting the front of her blouse.

“I know,” Helen said. “I'm so jealous of these big boobs. I just got these little itty bitty titties.”

“Oh, but they're cute,” Elizaveta said, eyes flicking to Helen's white blouse, the blonde futanari's nipples on prominent display. “I bet your girlfriend loves them.”

“I do,” Ally groaned. “Such cute handfuls. So much fun to play with.”

Helen smiled, her blue eyes flashing behind her glasses.

“Well, we have a nice selection of sweaters over here,” Elizaveta said, leading them to a rack. Ally's eyes locked on the girl's ass, skirt swaying around her thighs.

The redhead futanari caught the blonde's gaze. They both smiled, hungry. Ally's futa-dick grew harder.

With Elizaveta's help, Ally had a collection of clothes to try on, several different skirts, a few sweaters, a halter top, and a scoop-neck blouse. She and Helen carried the clothing to the changing room at the back, slipping in.

“I am getting so hard for her,” Helen groaned when they walked in.

Ally pulled off her blouse, her big, pillow-soft tits spilling out, nipples hard. “I know. She's just so cute. That face.”

“Slavic faces are so attractive. And I love her Russian accent.”

“Is that what it is?” Ally groaned. “It's gorgeous. I want her so badly.” She pulled off her skirt, her futa-dick spilling out hard before her, thrusting from her fiery bush.

“Let's share her,” Helen groaned.

Ally grinned, remembering a naughty idea she had, sparked by the word share.

Helen's fingers unbuttoned her blouse, exposing her small breasts. Tiny, pink nipples hard, begging to be touched. So Ally pinched them. Helen shuddered, her hands unzipping her skirt. The blonde let out a naughty whimper, her skirt falling down her thighs clad in pink tights. Her futa-dick bulged the stretchy leggings, a wet spot bleeding through the fabric.  

When Helen's dick popped out of her tights, it smacked into the tip of Ally's. Both futanari groaned, the pink crowns of their throbbing girl-cocks rubbing together, precum mixing as they both giggled.

Ally's grin grew, so eager for her idea.

“What?” Helen asked.

~   ~~   ~

Helen trembled, pussy juices dribbling out of her hot snatch as she stared into her futa-lover's green eyes. Ally had such a saucy smile on her lips, exciting the blonde futanari. She shifted, her blonde braid swaying down her back.

“I just had the wildest idea,” Ally said, pleasure rippling through Helen as their futa-dicks rubbed together.

“What?” Helen asked, so eager.

“We're going to share her, right?”

“You mean share her pussy? Like fuck her at the same time.” Helen nodded her head. “Of course we are!”

“But who gets to have her for her harem?”

Helen bit her lip. “I don't know.”

“That's the fun of my idea.” Ally paused, her breasts jiggling as she squirmed. “We both slide our dicks into her pussy, fucking her cunt together, and...”

“And the first one to cum in her will claim her!” gasped Helen. “It's a contest.”

“And one we'll both enjoy!”

“Yes! You are the best, Ally!”

Helen peeled off her tights the rest of the way. Then she stuck her head out the changing room door. As she expected, Elizaveta hovered nearby. Being exposed to the futanari for the last fifteen minutes had aroused the Slavic girl. Her cheeks bright with her passion, her nipples hard, thighs rubbing together.

“Could you help us in here?” Helen purred. “We need another woman.”

“You need my opinion?” asked Elizaveta. “I shouldn't go in there. It's against the rules.”

“To help a customer pick clothing?”

Elizaveta arched an eyebrow. “I think we both know you two are up to something. I heard your whispering. And you're naked, too, Helen.”

“Mmm, I don't see the problem. I like being naked. Don't you want to see us naked? Don't you want to help us out? You'll love it.”

“I'm not into girls,” Elizaveta said, her body shuddering.

“Liar!” Ally called. Then her head popped out behind Helen, Ally's girl-dick rubbing on the blonde's ass. “You want to get in here and have a wild time with us. So just do it. Don't worry about the rules. Worry about satiating that hot, little cunt you've got between your thighs.”

“Yes,” Helen moaned. “Come on, join us. You won't regret it. You'll cum harder than you ever have in your life.”

Elizaveta bit her lip. “Who are you girls? There's something special about you.”

“We're futanari,” Ally said with such pride, her girl-dick throbbing against Helen's ass. She hugged the blonde from behind, pressing big, pillowy tits into Helen's back. “You know you want to get in here and see what makes us so special.”

“You'll lose your mind with lust,” groaned Helen, rubbing her ass back into Ally's futa-dick. “We're going to fuck you so hard.”

“Don't make us come out and get you.”

Elizaveta bit her lip; she looked back into the store. “I have other customers in the store. I can't leave it unattended. I'll lose my job!”

“We'll take care of you,” Ally promised.

A shudder ran through the girl. She backed away. “I'm sorry. I need this job.”

Ally huffed then she pushed Helen out of the changing room all the way. Once, exposing her body terrified Helen. She used to tape her futa-dick to her pussy and wear loose clothing to make sure no one would ever find out about her extra appendage.

Now she flaunted it. Her petite body quivered, her futa-cock thrusting hard from her blonde bush, small tits jiggling. She stroke a pose, loving Elizaveta's brown eyes widening at the sight of her. Then Ally joined the blonde, the busty futanari standing equally as proud, hands on her hips.

“Well?” Ally asked. “Do we have to march over there and pull you in?”

Elizaveta's mouth moved, but no sounds came out. A shiver ran through her body. Then Ally marched forward. Helen smiled, loving the aggressiveness of her futa-lover. The stunned Elizaveta didn't resist as the busty Ally seized her arm and dragged her back to the changing room.

“Your other customers can wait,” Ally said. “You have to please us.”

“So badly,” groaned Helen, her dick throbbing. “You're pussy is going to be stretched so wide open, it's not going to know what hit it.”

“Y-you both have...cocks!” Elizaveta managed to spit out when Ally pushed her into the changing room.

“And pussies,” added Helen, following the pair into the room. “We're hermaphrodites. Futanari. And you're going to love our dicks in you.”

“We're going to stretch out that tight cunt and make you squeal,” Ally groaned, pressing Elizaveta against the wall. Then she kissed the Slavic girl.

Helen groaned, absently stroking her futa-dick with one hand as she watched her lover kiss another woman. No jealousy existed in Helen. Futanari were beyond that, knowing love and sex were not the same. Pleasures were meant to be shared far and wide. Only joy filled her, knowing Ally was happy.

The blonde futanari advanced as Ally's hands shoved beneath Elizaveta's blouse. The Slavic salesgirl whimpered into the kiss, their tongues dueling. Ally's hands went higher, reaching the girl's breasts, squeezing them.

Helen pressed in on the side, kissing at Elizaveta's jawline, nibbling on it as she searched the hem of the girl's skirt. She found a fastener, unhooking it. The skirt fell loose down Elizaveta's thighs. Helen's hands found the narrow, lacy band of the girl's high-cut panties, hooking her fingers in them as her lips kissed closer and closer to Ally's and Elizaveta's.

Helen joined them in a three-way kiss.

Their tongues dueled and caressed each other as the two futanari and their prey moaned and gasped. Helen's hand slipped into the panties, finding a narrow, silky landing strip leading down to shaved pussy lips. She rubbed at the salesgirl's hot flesh, feeling hot juices leak out, staining her fingers.

Elizaveta broke the three-way kiss, groaning, “Sweet Mother in Heaven,” she groaned. “Oh, wow, yes. I can't believe this. You two are witches!”

“We're just so hot,” Ally groaned. Then she ripped Elizaveta's blouse over her head. Brassy-brown hair tumbled wildly about the Slavic girl's shoulders. A sky-blue bra, matching the panties Helen had her hand shoved in, cupped Elizaveta's round breasts, nipples poking at the cups. “Now let's get this off and play with your titties!”

“Yes,” Helen grinned, jamming two fingers into the girl's pussy, feeling the tight silk about her digits. It made her dick ache and throb.

“I can't believe this,” Elizaveta groaned. “This has to be a dream. You can't have both a pussy and a cock.”

Her right hand found Helen's futa-dick, grasping the shaft, stroking down to her blonde bush. The salesgirl's fingers rubbed at the hot pussy lips wrapped about the base, sending trembles through the futanari. She let out a whimper then gasped as Elizaveta's fingers caressed through hot pussy folds.

Helen fingered her faster.

“You do have pussies!” gasped the girl, her body quivering.

Ally unhooked the bra, pushing up the cups to expose round breasts. With Elizaveta's hands busy fingering both futanari's cunts, it was the best Ally could do. Helen groaned, her pussy drinking in the salesgirl's stroking fingers as the blonde feasted on the round breasts exposed before her.

Together, almost like they both had the same thoughts or shared them at some subconscious level, the two leaned over and engulfed the girl's nipples. Helen engulfed the fat, pink nub with her mouth, sucking hard on it.

“Yes!” Elizaveta moaned, her digits pressed into Helen's hot cunt.

Pleasure raced up to the tip of her dick. It throbbed and ached before her. Helen shivered, her hips wiggling. She sucked on Elizaveta's nipple, moaning about it as the salesgirl churned the futanari's pussy to a hot froth. She nibbled, she flicked her tongue, she pleasured that nub.

“You two are so hot. Your pussies are so wet. Ooh, yes, finger me!”

Ally sucked noisily beside Helen, engulfing as much of Elizaveta's nipple and areola as she could. Over and over, she sucked until the fat nub popped out of her mouth. It glistened pink before Ally opened her mouth wide and tried to swallow Elizaveta's round breast.

Helen shuddered, the salesgirl's fingers churning her hot snatch into a fiery mess. She groaned, quivering. Her body trembling as the pleasure raced through her. Her eyes rolled back into her head. Her hips wiggled.

“Oh, we're going to fuck you so hard,” Helen moaned after popping her mouth off Elizaveta's tit. She jammed a third finger into the salesgirl's snatch. “We're going to fuck this cunt hard. Both our cocks are going in here.”

“Both?” whimpered Elizaveta, her silky sheath clenching down on the futanari's fingers. “That's not possible. You can't possibly both fit in me. You're so huge.”

“Pussies stretch and stretch and stretch,” Helen moaned into the girl's ear. Then she nibbled on it.

Elizaveta whimpered, her body shuddering.

“Let's get her panties off and fuck her,” Ally groaned. “I'm too excited for this game. I want her badly.”

“Yes,” Helen hissed. She ripped her fingers out of Elizaveta's pussy and brought them to her own mouth. The blonde futanari sucked spicy juices off her digits. “Mmm, we're going to tear apart this cunt. Ready?”

“Oh, my god,” she groaned. “Mother Mary in Heaven, yes!”

Helen fell to her knees, which sadly caused Elizaveta's fingers to pop out of her cunt, and ripped down the girl's panties. The sky-blue cloth rolled down tan thighs, exposing the brown landing strip leading to that juicy snatch, lips shaved, vulva flushed, pink glistening as it peeked out parted labia.

Then Helen sprang back up to her feet, turning Elizaveta so they faced each other. She kissed the salesgirl hard on the mouth, thrusting her tongue into the trembling girl. At the same moment, she guided her futa-dick between Elizaveta's thighs, rubbing it on her hot flesh.

Ally did the same from behind. Their two girl-cocks met. Their crowns pressed into the hot folds of the salesgirl. Elizaveta whimpered into Helen's mouth, both shafts pressing on her pussy, ready to plunge into her.

“You ready, slut,” groaned Ally, her chin resting on the girl's shoulder.

Helen broke the kiss, a hot tremble racing through her body, her small breasts rubbing into the salesgirl's round tits. “Well, slut? Beg for our futa-dicks to slam into you. To stretch out your cunt and make you go wild.”

“It will change your life.”

“Yes, it will.” Helen licked her lips, her dick's tip throbbing against Ally's cock and Elizaveta's hot pussy. “Just beg. You want this.” 

“Yes,” groaned Elizaveta, her round face twisting with rapture. “Oh, yes, fuck me! Ram both of your big girl-dicks into me. I need it!”

Her whimpering moans sent a hot tremble through Helen. She caught Ally's green eyes. She felt so close. Without saying a word, the pair thrust at the exact same moment. They pressed their futa-dicks into the same pussy.

Elizaveta whimpered.

Her labia stretched and stretched and stretched. The girl spasmed between them, her head arching. The squirming rubbed her nipples against Helen's small nubs. Tingling pleasure raced down to the futanari's dripping cunt and throbbing cock.

“Oh, god!” groaned the salesgirl as it happened.

Two futa-dicks popped into her pussy.

Only the crowns had entered, Helen and Ally both gasping. Hot, silky heat pressed Helen's futa-cock against her lover's tip. The intimate contact of their two shafts electrified the futanari as they shared the same pussy. Helen felt so close to the redhead, staring into her eyes.

“This is awesome, Helen!” Ally groaned as they pressed deeper into the salesgirl's pussy.

“It is,” groaned Helen, voice tight as Elizaveta's pussy expanded to engulf more and more of the two girl-dicks.

Elizaveta bucked harder. Her hands grabbed Helen's ass, fingernails biting. Deeper and deeper the two futanari pressed, their cocks squeezed tight by the silky sheath they invaded. Hot muscles rippled about their shafts, a tight furnace engulfing them in heaven.

And then they bottomed out in the girl. Elizaveta whimpered louder. Her fingernails bit hard into Helen's ass. The spasming girl gasped and moaned. Her passion echoed through the changing room. She bucked hard.

“My Lady in Heaven!” screamed out Elizaveta. “God, yes!”

She came.

Helen groaned as hot, spasming pussy pressed her cock so tight to her lover's. The silky delight rippled about her cock. Her eyes rolled back into her head. She bit her lip, whimpering, groaning, savoring the tight silk convulsing about their dicks.

The two futanari drew back their cocks, Elizaveta squealing, trembling. Her brassy-brown hair swayed as she convulsed between them. Together, moving in utter unison, the two futanari fucked their dicks in and out of the spasming pussy.

“Oh, my god! Two cocks! Holy Mother of God! I just... Oh, yes! This is... Yes!”

“We fucked her into incomprehensibility,” groaned Ally, thrusting in time with Helen. “Ooh, this is such a treat.”

“Such a treat,” panted Helen, her body shaking. “Oh, Ally, yes, let's cum in her.”

“And claim her!”

Helen and Ally's dicks pumped in and out of the spasming, cumming pussy. Hot friction burned about their dicks. The silky caress of the convulsing snatch sent pleasure rippling through the blonde's body. Her pussy dripped juices as her dick throbbed against Ally's.

“I love sharing her pussy with you!” gasped the blonde.

“Uh-huh,” groaned Ally. “Oh, this is so hot. I'm not going to last long!”

Helen agreed, thrusting faster, harder, Ally matching her pace. Their two futa-dicks pressed tight, crowns kissing as they pumped in and out of the massaging flesh. Helen whimpered, her pussy clenching with each thrust, the heat building and building in her. Her nipples kissed the other girl's, their bodies heaving together.

They sandwiched the cumming salesgirl, their dicks bathed in her hot passion. Every thrust brought Helen closer and closer to her eruption. Her arms reached out, hugging Ally, squeezing her tight to the salesgirl they enjoyed together, gazing in each other's eyes.

Helen's heart pounded, feeling so close to Ally as they shared the same hot cunt. Her thrusts grew harder, faster. Their flesh smacked into the spasming girl's. They used her pussy to make love to each other.

“Ally!” Helen whimpered. “I'm so close. My ovaries...”

“Yes, yes, yes, cum in her!” hissed Ally. “Let's cum in her together.”

Their girl-dicks, both moving in perfect unison, drew back together. Then they slammed forward. Both futanari groaned. Pleasure mirrored on Ally's face, reflecting what Helen felt as they buried to the hilt in the massaging flesh.

And came together.

Their dicks erupted. Helen had no idea who came first. To her, it happened at the same moment. As her futa-cock spurted hot jizz into the cumming salesgirl's cunt, so did Ally's. Helen felt her futa-lover's dick pulsing as it pumped girl-cum over and over into Elizaveta.

“Yes, yes, yes, cum in me! Girls are cumming in me!” The salesgirl bucked harder, her hard nipples kissing Helen's.

Hot cum swirled around the two futanari's dicks, mixing together, uniting. Helen trembled, her juices gushing out of her spasming pussy. Rapture flooded through her body. She moaned and whimpered, staring into Ally's green eyes.

I love you, those eyes whispered. 

Ecstasy boiling through her mind, Helen opened her mouth to gasp, “Ally, I—”

Something seized Helen's mind. Something external, reaching down out of the sky.


Chapter Eight: Paving Roads

General Lewis Maxwell marched into the briefing room in the depths of STARFALL Bunker towards the first Delta Force Operators given the mind-control serum. The dark skin of his neck felt clammy from the spritz of pheromones. The men all stood blank-faced. Not at attention like proper soldiers should, but catatonic.

But the moment he approached, something shifted in them. They noticed him, nostrils flaring as they inhaled the pheromones. The fifteen men before him used to be strong and independent thinkers. Now all looked like lobotomized zombies. He had to fix that first.

“Colonel Broadway,” the general said, his voice booming “Attention! You are before a senior officer.”

Colonel Broadway, a brawny man whose head merged into his shoulders seemingly without a neck, snapped to attention, his body going rigid, military discipline restored. He snapped a salute, staring at the general. Maxwell returned it.

“All of you men, at attention. You are soldiers. Delta Force Operators, do not forget that.”

The other fourteen men, all officers, snapped to attention.

Maxwell nodded. “I want you all thinking for yourselves, being yourselves. We have a war, and I can't have you drooling over yourself. You understand me?”

“Sir, yes, sir!” the men boomed.

Maxwell smiled. This had worried him the most about the serum. What if the soldiers had lost all ability to think for themselves? An army that had to be constantly micromanaged was as useless as an army easily dominated.

“Good. From now on, the chain of command begins and ends with me,” he said. “No other officer outside of your unit can give you orders. It goes from me, to Colonel Broadway, to his staff and company commanders, to platoon commanders, to you men. Understand?”

“Sir, yes, sir!”

Maxwell smiled. But he had to test all fifteen of them, to make sure they could think away from him. And he had to order them to do something so heinous that they would balk in real life. This task would require them to use their special forces training to implement.

He hated this, but he had to protect the United States against an unprecedented threat. Futanari were loose somewhere in the country. Containment of the threat was paramount. No other concerns could be allowed to distract from this.

This is how you pave the road to hell. A wry smile crossed his lips. No, when I let Dr. Zhao petition for test subjects to be kidnapped from Yakima. That's when it began. I can't go back. I have to keep building forward.  

He took a deep breath.

General Maxwell stared at Colonel Broadway and gave the command. “Each one of you in this room will exit the bunker and, without leaving a trace of your presence, murder one civilian.” A queasy roil went through the general's stomach. “No trace. You understand me, Colonel?”

“Yes, sir,” the man answered, no flinching, no grimacing, no blanching at the order. Acid crept up the general's throat.

“Make your plans and deploy your men to their task, Colonel.”

“I will, sir. None of them will be detected.”

The general hesitated. “No compunctions, Colonel?”

“Should I have compunctions when following your orders, General?”

“No. Never. You obey without doubt. Only questions you ask are ones pertinent to the mission.”

The man nodded.

“Dismissed.”

If the general were alone, the contents of his stomach would empty out on the floor. He steeled himself and marched out of the briefing room into the cold, cement hallway of the underground bunker. A quarter mile of Appalachian stone rose above his head, hiding him from all eyes.

No, he reflected, not all. He'd answer for this one day. He took a deep breath and marched forward. He could pay the cost. 

“General,” a woman called from behind him.

He looked over his shoulder to see a female sergeant in her ACU (Army Combat Uniform), desert camouflage digitally printed on the fabric. She marched with a drill sergeant's smartness, her eyes flinty above a bold nose, hair cut short to her neck. She stopped before him, snapping a salute.

He returned, asking, “Sergeant Davis?”

“Sir,” she nodded. “I'm your aide-de-camp.”  

The general dipped his hand into his pocket and pulled out a syringe, a plastic cap covering the needle. “You'll need to inoculate yourself, Sergeant.”

“Inoculate...sir?” she asked, her forehead furrowing. She reached out, taking the syringe, staring at the solution in it. “Against?”

“Our enemy,” he grunted. “That's an order, Sergeant.”

“Why isn't the facility's medical officer or a nurse administering it?”

That was the type of question Colonel Broadway should have asked after receiving his orders to murder civilians. “Because before I can let you be my aide, I need you to inject this. We can march down to medical, take the time so you can have a doctor administer it, and soothe your worries. Or you can follow orders, Sergeant.” 

“Sir,” she said, straightening. Fear still tinged in her eyes. “Um...where?”

“Your arm will suffice. Just needs injecting into the muscle.”

She pulled off the cap as General Maxwell prepared the commands for her obedience. For a moment, the image of her as a futanari, cock thrusting hard out of her pants, preparing to fuck another woman, rippled through his mind.

Could a futanari fall under the serum's power...?

He shook that thought away, ignoring the hardening of his cock.


Chapter Nine: Contact

“That's it,” Dr. Zhao moaned, Dr. Gabby's hand sliding up and down her girl-cock, aimed at the specimen cup held in Dr. Catherine's hand. “Work that hand up and down my dick, you naughty slut.”

Dr. Zhao meant to get her research started early, but the orgy at the sorority had engulfed her for a time. She lost control of her lusts, fucking with her mistress and Jewel, using the nubile coeds' bodies. She pumped her cum over and over into hot pussy, velvety bowels, and sucking mouths. She painted quivering flesh and watched barely legal beauties drink her cum with hunger.

She didn't regret her late start at all. She had a new appendage to study.

Dr. Gabby nibbled on her throat, her other hand groping Dr. Zhao's ass. Pleasure shot up the futa-scientist's cock, leaving her trembling. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter with every one of the gender-swapped biologist's strokes.

“That's it,” Dr. Catherine groaned. “Stroke her dick. Let's get a nice, big load of futa-cum to play with.”

“Yes,” Dr. Gabby moaned.

She sucked harder at Dr. Zhao's neck, nibbling, teeth nipping even. It felt wonderful, racing down to the tip of her throbbing futa-dick. She shivered, pussy juices leaking down her thighs, her hips swaying back and forth.

Dr. Catherine leaned over, engulfing Dr. Zhao's left nipple. She sucked on the dark-brown nub topping a small, conical breast. The futa-scientist gasped, her body shuddering, pussy tightening. More juices flooded down her thighs, the ache building and building at the tip of her futa-dick.

“Oh, that's it,” she panted. “I'm going to cum so hard. You two naughty sluts are driving me wild.”

“You'll really enjoy this,” Dr. Gabby groaned. Then her tongue licked up the side of Dr. Zhao's neck to her cheek and then to her ear.

At first, the futa-scientist thought Dr. Gabby meant the faster strokes flying up and down her cock. And then she felt the naughty, gender-swapped biologist's fingers sliding into her butt-crack, finding her puckered asshole.

Stroking it.

A tremble ran through Dr. Zhao. She whimpered, Dr. Gabby nibbling on her earlobe. Then the gender-swapped biologist jammed a finger into the futanari's asshole. The finger pressed into the velvety hole.

“Yes,” groaned Dr. Zhao, her bowels clenching on the probing finger.

It wiggled inside of her, teasing her, sending delight straight to the tip of her futa-dick. Pressure swelled. Her nipple ached in Dr. Catherine's sucking mouth. Her body trembled. Dr. Gabby's hand flew on her dick, caressing the tip, stroking the shaft.

A second finger jammed into her asshole.

“Oh, yes!” Dr. Zhao gasped. Her dick spurted hot cum. It splashed into the specimen cup.

Rapture washed through her body out of her spasming pussy, her asshole writhing about the probing finger. Powerful jets of ecstasy shot through the delight from her cunt, striking her brain. She bucked with every blast of cum, her pearly jizz filling up the specimen cup fast.

“Oh, yum,” groaned Dr. Catherine. “Ooh, I want that.”

“You can't have it,” Dr. Zhao groaned, Dr. Gabby squeezing out the last drops of her cum. “It's for science.”

“We can always get another load out of you,” Dr. Catherine purred, her voice so husky.

“You have changed so much,” Dr. Zhao laughed.

“I've changed?” the brunette scientist asked, falling naked to her knees, her breasts jiggling. She licked the tip of Dr. Zhao's cock. “Look at you.” 

“Look at me,” agreed the futa-scientist, her eyes staring at the full cup in Catherine's hand. Then she groaned as Dr. Catherine engulfed the futa-dick, sucking hard on it. Voice throaty, she moaned, “Dr. Gabby, take the specimen cup before the horny slut spills it. And don't you waste any of it. We need it.”

“Yes, Dr. Zhao,” groaned her sex slave. Fingers withdrew out of the Chinese futanari's asshole. Dr. Gabby hefted the cup, staring at the futa-seed with hunger. “What are we doing with it?”

“I want to see if we can spread futa-cum as an aerosol,” she groaned, her girl-dick throbbing in the slut's sucking mouth. “As fun as sex is, it's not the most efficient method of distributing jizz to women.”

Dr. Catherine sucked harder.

~   ~~   ~

Helen-Ally trembled together, their thoughts merged into a single mind. Something gripped them as they quivered in their shared ecstasy, squeezing their emotions together. They swirled around each other, Helen-Ally unable to tell where one began and the other ended.

Love shone brightest in them.

...You are loved...

A voice whispered to them. Helen-Ally quivered in delight.

“Who are you?” they asked the voice. 

...We despaired the failure of your mission... 

“You're them,” Helen-Ally gasped, their thoughts quivering in excitement. “You made us.” 

...And sent you to Earth to change it. But you did not activate when we anticipated...

“We were captured,” Helen-Ally said. “And we had to rescue ourselves.” 

...I see...

...Know that help is coming. And that we love you both so much. But there is much to do...

“What?”

...Spread your love to as many humans as possible. Prepare them. Liberate them. Be what we made you to be. You will make them better...

...You will save them...

~   ~~   ~

Helen-Ally became just Helen.

The blonde futanari stumbled back, the physical world slamming into her awareness. Her cock pumped the final blast of cum as it ripped out of Elizaveta's double-stuffed pussy. Pearly jizz splattered the salesgirl's thighs before Helen crashed back into the changing room wall. She gasped for breath, pleasure buzzing through her body. Awe filled her.

Love.

Tears fell hot down her cheeks as she stared at Ally, falling backward, landing on her ass. A final spurt of futa-jizz shot up her body, splashing on her large breasts, both heaving from the fall. She winced, but the look of awe still burned on her face.

“It was them,” they said together.

“Are you okay?” Elizaveta moaned, throwing herself at the fallen Ally. The salesgirl's mouth went lower, lapping at the cum dripping on Ally's breasts. “Are you hurt? Don't be hurt!”

“What?” Ally blinked, shaking her head.

Helen took a deep breath, her small breasts quivering. “You won the contest.”

“Contest?” Ally shook her head. “That doesn't matter. You heard them. We're not alone. Our creators are coming. We're going to save the world.”

“Yeah,” Helen nodded, her body buzzing, elated. “And they want us to spread our love.”

“Wide,” grinned Ally. “We have to fuck as many girls as possible. We have to unleash our followers on your school! How fast to put your entire college under our love?”

Helen blinked. “But the military... They're looking for us. We can't do anything bold.”

“But we have to. Help's coming. So we have to do our part.” Ally grinned, hugging the salesgirl now sucking on a fat nipple. “This is what we were made for. Making more futanari, gender-swapping men, making the world into a peaceful place. To save it. We can't balk.”

“And when the military comes?”

“We'll have so many under our love, they won't be able to do anything. Don't you understand? That's why we were sent. Why we have our powers. Our creators want us to change the world. It'll be slow at first, but it'll grow exponentially.”

Helen wanted to agree, but the military frightened her. But Ally stared at her with those green eyes. She remembered the love of their merged thoughts. “I guess we have to. It's our mission.”

“Our mission. So, how long to transform the entire campus?”

Helen bit her lip, trying not to focus on the sucking sounds of Elizaveta nursing at Ally's nipple. A twinge of excitement rippled down her cock, her eyes falling on shaved pussy peeking out of the salesgirl's thighs, a flood of creamy futa-cum pouring out, a mix of both their passions.

We were sent here to do this. To love each other and support each other. The military interfered. They're part of the problem.

“Maybe a day, I guess,” Helen shrugged. “Or a week. I don't know, I'm an English major. I'm studying how to write stories, not figure out math. I mean, I know the more we recruit, the faster it will spread until there's like a tipping point and...”

“Bam! They're all ours!”

Helen nodded. “We need to have a meeting. Talk with our harems, figure this out. How we'll do it. We can't just jump into this feet first like dominating the sorority.”

“I can see that,” Ally said. “And I guess we need to take some care. I mean, we don't want the military to find us before it's too late to stop us.”

Helen squirmed again, her fear swelling.

“Now I'm eager to finish shopping. With our personal little slut to help us.”

“Is that me?” Elizaveta asked, raising her head. “Because I hope so. I love you so much, Ally.”

“And I love you, my little slut,” Ally said, her grin broadening. “Because I won!”

“Yeah, you won,” Helen said, her voice quiet.

Ally frowned. “What's wrong?”

“We've forgotten something important. The mind control serum. We can't do this.”

~   ~~   ~

“How does that change anything?” Ally asked, pushing Elizaveta off of her and hopping to her feet. She couldn't believe her fellow futanari, her only equal in the world, balked at their mission. Spreading love was their reason for existing. 

“Because we can't make anyone inoculated love us,” Helen said. “General Maxwell can have an entire army immune to us. What do we do about that?”

“He can't do that,” Ally said. She rushed over, her mind working. She saw such fear in her futa-lover's eyes. I have to protect her. “They don't have access to more of my cum. They can only make so many of them immune. And if we move quickly, then we'll have so many followers. By the time he realizes what's going on, we can have the entire city under our love. A city. That's like thousands of people.” 

“I think 200,000 people in Tacoma.”

Ally goggled at that number. “See, that's so many. We can do this, okay?” She snuggled closer, pressing their bodies together, their dicks trapped between their stomachs, breasts pillowing tight. “I won't let them harm you.”

I need to work on an army. Like what Helen's started with her Double D Girls.

“You think so?” Helen asked, her voice small. She crushed Ally with her embrace. “I don't like fighting.”

“We won't have to. It'll be all lovey dovey,” Ally promised, knowing it was a lie but wanting to comfort her.

“I just don't ever want to lose you. I rescued you once, but...”

“You will never lose me.” Ally pressed her forehead against Helen's, staring into the deep blue of her eyes. “Never. I love you.”

Helen kissed her hard. Ally would keep her futa-lover safe. She didn't have any problems with fighting. Not after a lifetime spent a prisoner.


Chapter Ten: Planning an Orgy

Isabel swelled with pride as she walked into the dorm room. Only the most important of the futanari followers were called. And Helen chose me as one of them. She loves me more than the others. Almost as much as she loves Ally. 

Isabel had struggled all day during classes not to be jealous of Ally. Not to think about the redhead having any unfortunate accidents. A slip that broke her neck. Not paying attention crossing the road and hit by a speeding car. A freak bolt of lightning arcing out of the sky. It made Isabel feel so bad every time she thought of them. She knew she shouldn't.

Seeing Helen and Ally cuddled on Helen's bed sent green anger surging through Isabel. What if a freak wind carries a golf ball all the way from the Fircrest Golf Course and through the window, striking Ally in the head with such force. 

Guilt instantly followed when Helen said, “Isabel, you're almost the last.”

“Got here as fast as I could,” Isabel reported, her pussy full of Lindsey and Cary's futa-cum. The two were having so much fun together now, the bitterness of Lindsey's poor choice vanished in the excitement of them both being futanari.

And having her pussy stretched open made Isabel cum so hard. She hadn't even heard her phone chirping with the text message.

“I think I see why you were distracted,” Trish grinned, cuddling with her futa-girlfriend Eden on Isabel's own bed. “That's a lot of cum flooding out of you.”

“Did you get DPed?” Ally asked as Isabel sat down beside Trish and Eden. “Helen and I just did that for the first time. It was so hot.”

“So hot,” Helen said, staring at Ally with blinding love.

The guilt swelled in Isabel. I should only be happy for her. I'm her slave. She doesn't have to love me. I should be thrilled for whoever she loves. But... 

She wanted Helen to look at her like that. Isabel sighed then gasped as Eden scooped up cum flooding out of her pussy. The gender-swapped futanari brought the spunk to Trish's lips, smearing it across them before the pair shared a hot kiss.

A shiver raced through Isabel, her pussy clenching.

“Are you going to tell us why we are here?” the Chinese scientist stood in the corner, a futa-cock tenting her skirt.

When did she get that? wondered Isabel. 

“We're just waiting on Dr. Maura and Leann,” Helen said. “They have to come from the warehouse.”

“Why didn't they come with Dr. Zhao?” asked Isabel. “Weren't all Ally's sluts at the warehouse, too?”

“I relocated them to my sorority,” grinned Ally. “Kappa Gamma Alpha is all mine now!”

“Oh, so that's why they had an orgy all day,” Eden groaned. She swiped more cum leaking out of Isabel's pussy.

“Ooh, if you do that again, I'm going to make you eat me clean,” Isabel groaned, pleasure flooding through her body.

“She will,” Trish purred as this time Eden smeared the cum on her own lips. The blonde and the brunette shared a hot kiss, moaning and gasping.

“No sex,” Helen said. “This is an important meeting. We're going to be talking about our plans going forward.”

“Something happened,” Dr. Zhao said. “That's why you called me from my research.”

“Research?” Helen asked, her forehead furrowing.

Then the door opened and the redheaded Dr. Maura swept in with her gender-swapped futa-wife at her side. The athletic Leann, her face tanned and mischievous, flicked her eyes around the room before she pulled the door closed and the pair leaned against the wall.

“That's everyone,” Helen said. “You're our core. The ones we trust most.”

“I hope to add more than Dr. Zhao to that list,” Ally added. “But I'm just getting started. Helen has such a head start on me.”

Trish giggled. “Not if you're claiming whole sororities in one fell swoop. That's so bold.”

“I know,” Eden groaned. “I always wanted to be balls deep in a sorority orgy. Can Trish and I enjoy Lambda Epsilon Theta?”

“Ooh, can we?”

“Maybe,” Helen said. “But that's not why we're here.”

“It kinda is.” Ally looked at Helen. “You want to tell them. Or should I?”

“Tell us what?” Isabel asked then gasped as Eden's finger took a third swipe through her pussy. “Stop that. We're supposed to be focusing. That's what Helen wants.”

“Thank you, Isabel,” Helen said. She took a deep breath. “Ally and I made contact with our creators today.”

Isabel gasped with everyone else. Her eyes widened; her heart skipped a beat. Dr. Zhao pushed off the wall, interest in her eyes while Leann stiffened, her face growing altered, even tensed. A tremble ran through the Hispanic girl, her eyes locked on her futa-Mistress. 

“Via telepathy?” asked Dr. Zhao. “Did you share dreams with your creator?”

“No, no, Helen's and my thoughts like merged together.” Ally shivered. “Kinda like our first time in the flesh. When we orgasmed... I can't describe it.”

Helen nodded. “But it was nothing I've ever felt. We became one.” She gave Ally another sappy look, the redhead returning it. “Our thoughts swirled together, two oceans spilling into one. A sea of love.”

The pair kissed, Ally's arms tightening around Helen's neck. Isabel stiffened, beating down the disgust, forcing herself to smile, to be joyful. My Mistress is in love. I need to support her. I'm her slave.  

But her emotions were wild.

“Well, chica, don't leave us hanging.” 

The two futanari broke apart. “Sorry,” Helen blushed. “It's just...”

“Intense,” finished Ally.

The blonde nodded her head in absolute agreement.

“Wow,” Trish said. “I wish Eden and I could feel that.”

Eden nodded her head, holding the brunette futanari tighter.

Isabel agreed, wanting to feel that with Helen. She forced it down and said, “So?”

“They want us to spread our love!” Ally said. “They are coming to help us, but we need to do our part. We're going to save the world.”

“That's what they said?” Leann asked. “Save the world? By making them all yours and Helen's followers.”

“We'll hug them in our love,” grinned Ally. “And we're starting with the school.”

“Yeah,” Helen said, her voice tight. “In a few days, we're going to change the entire school. All girls need to be dominated, all guys gender-swapped.”

“Good thing it's sixty percent girls at UPS,” Dr. Maura said. “No problem on the gender-swapping front.”

“Good,” Ally nodded.

“Yeah,” Helen echoed.

“So we'll have to split us all up. Those in the harems who are still girls will need to become futas first,” Ally said. “And those who are already futas need to fuck every girl they can, infect them with their cum, and then unleash those girls on the guys.” 

“We'll sweep through the school!” Eden grinned. “I like it.”

“Yeah,” Trish grinned. “Mmm, Helen, a college-wide orgy sounds like paradise.”

“I guess.”

Isabel frowned. “Chica, you don't seem as onboard with this as Ally? Is there a problem?” 

“Oh, no,” Trish gasped, staring to her mistress.

“There's no problem,” Ally quickly said. “Right?”

“I just...” Helen twitched. “I'm just worried about the military. I want to do this, I do, but...”

“We should compromise the command structure at JBLM,” said Leann. JBLM, or Joint Base Lewis-McChord, was the combined army/air force base south of Tacoma. Tens of thousands of soldiers right on their doorstep.

“Yeah, that sounds like a great idea,” Isabel nodded.

“I can coordinate the Double D Girls,” Dr. Maura said. “With Leann's help. We can figure out who to take. There has to be some women in the command structure.”

“Just like we did with the secret facility and the Delta Force soldiers,” Eden grinned.

“Who would you select?” asked Helen, staring at Leann.

“The G4 for I Corps at JBLM is a woman,” Leann said. “Colonel Bee Ksenia.”

“Bee?” Isabel blinked.

“She's got a polish name that no one can say, so she goes by Bee.”

“And how do you know a Colonel?” Ally frowned.

“I did some work on the new I Corp headquarters last year. She's the logistic officer for the base. She'll be in the loop on any strange military operations going on.”

“That's good,” Ally said. “We should do that. Right?” The redhead bit her lip, staring at Helen.

“Absolutely,” Helen agreed. “We can't risk gender-swapping any men on the army base.”

“That would be bad, chica,” chortled Isabel. “Might as well wave a red flag reading: 'The futanari you're looking for have been here.'” 

Ally nodded her head in complete agreement, her green eyes growing distant in thought.

“So once we have her compromised,” Dr. Maura said, “we can proceed with taking over the school.”

“Only if Helen agrees,” Isabel said, glancing at her futa-Mistress.

“Well, babe?” Ally asked.

“Babe?” Helen arched an eyebrow.

“Don't you call your girlfriend babe or honey or sugar or something?” Ally asked. “I've read that in lots of books.”

“You can call me babe,” Helen blushed. “And...yes, if we can have spies in the military, to give us a warning, I guess we can do this.” She shivered. “The entire school.”

“A huge orgy,” grinned Isabel. “Ooh, chica, this is going to be hot. I can't wait.”  

“So, how are we doing it?” asked Trish. “We need a plan.”

“Envelop the school in futas,” Leann said. “Deploy from the outside. As we spread, we create a shrinking net, closing in on those who haven't been change until we get them all.”

“Wow, that sounds smart,” Ally said. “Makes sense.”

“It's a tactics the Mongols used when Genghis Khan conquered half the known world.”

The redhead grinned. “We're going to spread our love to the entire world!” 

“Once Dr. Maura has this Colonel Bee under her power,” Helen added, her face still pale.

Isabel gave her futa-Mistress a supportive smile. No matter what, Helen had Isabel's love.


Chapter Eleven: Frocking the Officer

“Have a good day, sir,” the African-American MP at the main gate of JBLM said, nodding his head as he handed back Dr. Maura Roy's ID.

Her futa-wife, when she was a man, had retired from the military. So they both still had their IDs to get on the post. She often shopped at the PX and the Commissary. The prices were about the same off base, but she didn't have to pay Washington's sales tax.

She drove from the gate, feeling weird about driving with Leann, but she didn't have her new ID yet showing her as a woman. Leann squirmed in the car seat, staring at a group of soldiers jogging in formation, wearing their PT gear.

“Was I ever that young?” Leann asked.

“Yes and even sexier,” Maura answered, patting her wife on the leg.

“You don't even like men any longer,” her futa-wife pointed out.

“Well, you were still cuter,” she said, her Irish baroque growing stronger as she remembered meeting Leann in that bar.

Only in her memory, her wife was a woman back then, too. A futanari with that huge cock Maura loved so much in her pussy. A hot shiver ran through her, ending at her own girl-dick. It swelled beneath her skirt.

“And you're just gorgeous now,” groaned Maura, her hand sliding up her wife's thigh. “I could just eat you up.”

“I bet you could,” grinned Leann. “But we need to focus. We have a colonel to seduce.”

“So, is she cute?”

“She's a beauty,” Leann admitted. “A little on the severe side in her uniform, but you can tell she flowers in her civvies.”

Maura hoped to see this woman in her “civvies” or civilian clothing. Or better yet, wearing nothing at all. That would be just the best. Seeing her naked body all aquiver, her breasts jiggling. Mmm, I can't wait. 

“Take a left up here,” Leann said.

Maura followed the directions from her wife, leaving behind Grays Field crowded with Black Hawk helicopters. They quickly entered the residential setting. It almost looked like a normal suburb, but all the homes were too uniform in shape, the yards the same size. Each had the last name of the owner painted on the curb before them.

You could tell the rank by the size of the house. The lowest enlisted had duplexes that turned into small houses for the sergeants. They grew larger, adding second floors, as they entered officer territory. And when they reached the houses for the highest ranks, such as a colonel, they passed expensive houses with well-manicured lawns.

No one got away with failing to take care of their yards on a military base.

Before a gray colonial, a sign read: “Colonel Beatrycze Ksenia.”

“I see what you meant about her name being unpronounceable,” Maura said, wondering how to say the second half of the colonel's first name.

“Why everyone calls her Bee,” Leann said.

“And she'll be home?” Maura asked.

“It's Saturday, she'll be home,” Leann said. “Unless there's something going on. Officers of her rank normally keep regular work weeks.”

Excitement shivered through Maura. Last night, during the meeting, the possibility of adding the entire student body of the University of Puget Sound had kindled a hot fire in her pussy. Not even writhing in her own personal harem with Leann had satiated the lusts burning through her.

And claiming Colonel Bee was the first step towards that.

Maura pulled the parking brake and threw open her car door. She was out of it when Leann shouted something. The engine died. Maura didn't care. Her futa-cock swelled to full mast now. She had a woman to fuck. And she couldn't wait to slide her big, throbbing futa-dick into her pussy. To add another military personnel to her harem.

I'm getting quite the harem of sexy soldiers.

Leann joined her, longer strides carrying the gender-swapped futanari to Maura's side. They reached the door, knocking. A ripple of excitement washed through her body, twinging her futa-dick, making it throb and ache as she rang the doorbell.

“Will there be anyone else here?” Maura asked.

“I told you she was single,” Leann said. “Divorced, her only child away at college.”

“Right, right.” An excited giggle bubbled out of the futa-doctor. “I love that moment of seduction. We're going to fuck her so hard.”

“So hard,” agreed Leann, licking her lips. “Pussy or ass?”

“Which do you want, honey? I'm not feeling picky.”

“Ass.”

Maura leaned over, kissing her wife on the lips. “Then enjoy her ass. I bet you thought about fucking her a time or two.”

“I thought. But I never would have.”

“I know.” Maura licked her lips. “Now you can fuck whomever you want. I know where your heart belongs.”

“To you. And Helen.”

“Always Helen,” breathed Maura before the door opened.

An attractive women, with dusky skin of the Mediterranean of the Middle East, stood in the doorway. As Leann claimed, she looked yummy in civvies, today wearing a pair of tight yoga pants molded to athletic legs, and a sweater that didn't hide the round plumpness of her breasts. Her face had that round, Eastern European look, eyes soft-blue.

“Yes?” the woman asked, her eyes narrowing, flicking back and forth between the two futanari on her steps. “Can I help you?”

“Yes, you can,” Leann said. “You are exactly what we're looking for. Isn't she, hun?”

“Oh, yes,” purred Maura, her accent growing thicker and thicker as the pleasure throbbed up her futa-cock from her pussy. Juices dribbled down her thighs beneath her skirt. “We're just going to eat you up.”

The colonel's face narrowed. Then she went to slam the door shut. But Leann already moved, darting in and throwing back the door before grabbing the woman. Maura's blood pounded hot as she watched the two women grapple, their bodies pressing together.

With a pivot, Colonel Bee threw Leann over her hip, slamming the gender-swapped woman onto her back. But Leann kept a grip, hauling the colonel off her feet and on top of the futanari. The officer gasped, bucking up, Leann's hands shoved up beneath the sweater, groping those round, lush mounds.

“Mmm, these are delicious, Colonel,” groaned Leann as the officer squirmed, her legs straddling Leann's hips. “And keep that wiggling. You feel what I got beneath my skirt.”

The colonel froze. Her eyes shot down as Maura sauntered in, eager to join the fun. She seized the colonel from behind, pressing her own hard cock into the woman's ass. Pleasure throbbed through her. She let out a whimper and a groan. Her nipples so hard, rubbing on her blouse.

Like the other futanari, she eschewed all forms of underwear. If it wasn't so cold in October, she'd try going around naked.

Maybe once everyone's under their love... And we live somewhere nicer in the winter.

“What is going on?” demanded Colonel Bee, squirming, but not fighting as much.

“You know what's going on,” purred Maura, nuzzling into the woman's ear, short, black hair brushing her cheek. “We're going to fuck you.”

“We're futanari,” Leann groaned. “Ooh, yes, and you're grinding that hot pussy right on my big dick. You just want us in you.”

“Futanari?” the woman groaned. “What is that?”

A swirl of relief flowed through Maura. Tension, masked by her horny lust, flowed out of her body. The local military had not been alerted. They had no idea about futanari. We're in the clear so far. We can take over the school. 

“We're women with big cocks,” purred Maura. She nibbled on the colonel's ear, brushing a hoop earring.

“And wet, hot pussies,” added Leann. “Pussies as juicy as yours. How wet are you, Colonel?”

“I'm not wet,” she groaned.

Maura's hands slid down the woman's body to her yoga pants. She ran her fingers around the waistband, her fingers dipping in and finding the top of the panties beneath. “Don't lie. I'm going to find a hot, little cunt, aren't I, Colonel? I'll find you so juicy. So turned on.”

Bee let out a whimpering groan as Maura's hands pressed into the officer's panties. A soft thatch of pubic hair caressed her fingers as she pressed deeper and deeper. She let her fingers twine around the silky curls as she felt a wet heat growing the deeper she reached.

The colonel whimpered, not fighting at all. Her hips wiggled, rubbing a curving ass against Maura's girl-dick through yoga pants and skirt. The pleasure throbbed up her dick as her fingers reached deeper.

And found the top of the woman's pussy.

“You are such a liar, Colonel,” groaned Maura. “Didn't you swear an oath of integrity? And here you are dripping like a naughty slut for us.”

“Ooh, I knew you were wet for us,” groaned Leann. “You are just aching for us.”

“What is going on?” demanded the officer, her words cracking with twenty years of military authority. “Who are you?”

“I'm Maura and that's my wife Leann. You're going to be our slut and help our futa-Mistress keep an eye on the military.”

“Exciting, huh?” asked Leann. “Mmm, your nipples are so hard for it.”

“And her pussy so wet,” panted Maura, humping her throbbing futa-cock into the woman's ass. Her fingers wiggled between Leann and the colonel, feeling wet pussy rubbing on her digits and her wife's hard bulge. “It's dripping. You just want it filled.”

Maura curled her fingers, sliding three into the colonel's snatch.

The officer let out a wanton moan. Her pussy clenched down on Maura's probing fingers. A wicked shiver ran through the woman. She pumped them in and out, working them deep and wiggling through the silky flesh.

“You're going to have to beg for relief for that hot pussy,” Dr. Maura said, ripping her digits out of the woman's cunt.

“No!” gasped the colonel as the redheaded futanari stood. The officer's head whipped around, looking at Maura over her shoulder. “Please, you've done something to me. Drugged me. But I need it. I can't... What did you do to me? I've never been so horny in my life.”

“We just showed you a whole new way to have fun,” Leann moaned. “If you really want that horny itch scratched by our futa-dicks, strip.”

“Yes,” Maura groaned, pulling up her long skirt, exposing her creamy thighs. Her hard dick fell out, thrusting from a fiery bush. “You'll need to convince us that we should even fuck you.”

Leann let out a throaty laugh. “God, I love you, Maura. Such a wicked woman.”

Colonel Bee worked her lips for a moment. A shudder ran through her. She let out a whimper, her face contorting as she fought against her lusts. Maura brought her wet fingers to her lips, licking the officer's sweet pussy cream off her digits.  

“Mmm, such a yummy, juicy pussy. A shame if you don't get any satisfaction.” Maura smiled, her free hand cupping her large breast. “We can just fuck each other.”

“Oh, yes,” Leann moaned. “I love having that big dick in my pussy. But you can watch, Colonel Bee.”

The woman's head snapped around. “You two are spies or something. You're here to compromise me.”

“And you so want to be compromised,” Maura moaned, squeezing her pillowy mound. Her right hand grasped her futa-dick, stroking it slowly, squeezing a drop of clear precum from the tip.

Colonel Bee licked her lips. Then she shot to her feet, her breasts bouncing beneath her sweater. That came off, revealing a lack of bra, something comfortable for the weekend. Brown nipples hard. Then she wiggled out of her yoga pants and panties in a single go, revealing athletic legs. The woman kept in shape.

And we'll make you even hotter, Maura thought. 

The woman straightened. Then she fell to her knees. She stared up at Dr. Maura, pleading with those soft-blue eyes. “I'll do it,” she groaned, licking lips “I don't care. I can't believe how badly I want to fuck you. This isn't like me!”

“It's who you truly are,” Leann purred, pulling off her own dress, revealing round breasts and a girl-dick as big as Maura's.

Maura stretched out on her back on the floor, her breasts pillowing against her chest. She held up her cock, jiggling it at the woman. It swayed back and forth, a hard shaft waving in the wind. “This is it. Hop on and go for a ride.”

“Yes!” Colonel Bee moaned. The officer threw herself at Maura.

Hot pussy engulfed her futa-dick. The colonel let out a throaty moan as she impaled herself on that thick shaft. Her back arched, round breasts bouncing before her. In a heartbeat, she bottomed out on Maura, pleasure racing through the futanari.

The colonel's face lit up with rapture as she squirmed, her pussy adjusting to Maura's huge cock. The woman stroked her hands up her dusky skin to cup her round breasts, squeezing them while her tongue flicked across her lips. Moans and groans sighed from her.

“This cock” she panted, eyes fluttering. “Jesus, this is a cock! And a woman has it!”

“Yes, she does,” groaned Leann, falling to her knees behind the colonel. “You're going to worship this cock until the day you die.”

“I will,” she whimpered. “I can just feel it. So hot and...” She threw a look behind her. “Oh, in my ass, too. I haven't done anal in a decade.”

“And never with a futanari,” Maura purred, her dick aching in the colonel's hot cunt.

“Or with another cock in my pussy. I've never had a threesome before and... Oh, god, yes!”

Leann pressed her cock into the colonel's asshole. Maura shivered, feeling her futa-wife's shaft invading the officer's body. Through the silky walls of Colonel Bee's cunt, the redheaded futanari felt Leann slide deeper and deeper.

Colonel Bee's snatch grew tighter and tighter. Maura whimpered while the officer groaned. And then Leann bottomed out, her hands seizing the colonel's tits from behind. Maura licked her lips, loving the rapture crossing the woman's face.

And then she moved her body.

The colonel's pussy fucked up and down Maura's shaft while Leann drove her dick in and out of the officer's bowels. Pleasure raced through the redheaded futanari. Moans and whimpers escaped her lips as hot snatch caressed her throbbing futa-cock.

“Yes, yes, yes,” whimpered Maura, her Irish accent at its thickest as the pleasure flooded through her body. “That's it, you naughty whore. Work that pussy up and down my dick. Mmm, yes, you just need to fuck me so badly.”

“So badly,” whimpered the woman, her pussy tightening on Maura's dick.

“Yes, you're going to make my wife cum so hard in that hot cunt,” groaned Leann, fucking the colonel harder, driving her futa-dick deep into the woman's asshole.

The force of Leann's strokes slammed the colonel's hot pussy down Maura's cock. She moaned and gasped, loving the vigor of her futa-wife's thrusts. Pleasure rippled through the redheaded futanari, the pressure building and building in the depths of her cunt.

“I'm going to cum so much in you,” groaned Maura.

“Yes, yes, yes, I want your cum in me,” gasped the colonel, her tits jiggling in Leann's hands, dark hair bouncing about her face twisting in rapture. “You're both so huge. I want both your cum in me.”

Maura shivered, wanting that, too.

Her hands shot up, pinching the colonel's nipples. She tugged on the brown nubs. The woman's cunt grew hotter, tighter, squeezing down hard every time Maura pulled on those delicious nipples. Pleasure rippled through the futanari. She twitched and groaned, the rapture surging through her body. It left her trembling, her body quivering on the floor.

Flesh slapped against flesh, Leann's thrusts driving the colonel's tight, juicy pussy down Maura's girl-dick. Every slide of hot cunt on her shaft brought her closer and closer to erupting, her ovaries approaching their boil.

The colonel grasped the redhead's big breasts, squeezing hard. Pleasure twisted the woman's face as she bounced up and down on Maura's futa-dick. Pleasure surged through the futanari's body. Then she shuddered, fingers finding her nipples, twisting and pulling.

“Yes!” Maura gasped, her body bucking as tingles raced from her nubs to her pussy.

She came.

Her futa-cum spurted from her dick, flooding the colonel's pussy. The woman's blue eyes widened. She let out a whimpering moan and then bucked hard. Her pussy writhed, going wild about Maura's thick shaft. Pleasure spurted hot and fast, gushing out of her cock and splashing into the depths of the woman's pussy. She bucked and heaved, her eyes rolling back into her head as the pleasure rippled out of her body.

Maura's fingers pinched the colonel's nipples hard, spasms of delight convulsing her body. Her pussy flooded her thighs as she burned in rapture. Above the officer's shoulders, Leann's face burned with passion.

“Oh, yes!” the gender-swapped futanari groaned. “Take it.”

“So much cum!” whimpered the colonel. “So much futa-cum is filling my body!”

“Yes,” Maura moaned, thrashing in rapture, savoring adding another woman to her own harem, one more slut to serve her futa-Mistress. “Helen will be so happy with me.”

“Helen!” gasped the colonel. “Is that her?”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Leann moaned, voice throaty with her orgasm. “Your ultimate futa-Mistress.”

“She loves you,” groaned Maura. “Even if she hasn't met you, she loves you so much. And she needs your help.”

“Anything!” the officer moaned, blue eyes glossy from her orgasm.

Maura licked her lips, then gave the colonel her orders.

~   ~~   ~

“Margaretville is rocked by a series of random shootings tonight,” the news anchor said, a serious-looking young man, his brown hair slicked back. “Ten are confirmed dead, and there are reports of another five or more also killed. Authorities are urging residents of Delaware County to stay in their homes with the doors locked.”

General Maxwell opened his desk drawer and pulled out the bottle of Pepto-Bismol tablets. He shook them out into his hand, three pink pills. He popped them into his mouth, chewing on them. They tasted chalky and laced with a licorice flavor. He swallowed it, washing it down with the tumbler of Wild Turkey.

“Authorities are baffled by the string of random murders,” continued the anchor. “So far, no connection between the victims has been found.”

“Is this like the DC Sniper case from several years ago?” the female anchor asked.

“Reports indicate a variety of methods have been used, from knives, to close range attacks, to, yes, snipers.” The reporter swallowed. “Men and women, from as young as twenty in the case of Jordan Yates, a student at SUNY Delhi, to a grandfather out for a walk have been targeted.”

The serum worked. This proved it. The general's soldiers could still think independently once on their missions, but they wouldn't listen to anyone else. They wouldn't fall prey to the futanari's foul cum. And they would obey any order, no matter how heinous.

He swirled his shot glass, the bourbon sloshing around inside. He downed the rest of it, welcoming the warmth into his stomach. He glanced down at his desk drawer. Beside the bottle of Pepto-Bismol lay the bottle of Wild Turkey.

He set the tumbler in the drawer and slammed it closed. He wasn't a weak man. He chose this road, paved it, and he'd follow it to the end.

A knock came at the door. He turned off the TV. “Enter.”

“Sir,” Sergeant Davis said as she entered. He noticed the freckles dusting her cheeks, giving her a cute and youthful appearance for a moment, shaving a decade off her life. “The report on the two individuals Sergeant Hampton noted came back.”

The general had read Sergeant Davis's file since arriving. Nothing surprising. But her first name struck him: Felicity. The perfect name for a futanari. Something so feminine. His eyes flicked to her crotch, disappointed no bulge was there. He ached to witness girl-cock fuck hot pussy again, to stroke his dick.

His cock ached in his trousers.

“Well?”

“Leon Roy owns a security consultant business,” she replied, “and is an ex-army Ranger once stationed at Fort Lewis before he retired six years ago. His wife is an Irish national who gained her citizenship nine years ago when she immigrated with her husband back to the States after meeting him overseas. She is a doctor at the University of Puget Sound. Based off the description of the two women in the car, the passenger was definitely Maura Roy. Further, I gained a copy of the Yakima Sheriff Department's police report written by a Deputy Ivanava-Taylor which says Mr. Leon Roy is now Mrs. Leann Roy, having had a sex change recently.”

“So they were scouting for the futanari who rescued STARFALL,” the general growled, referring to Ally by her code name. 

“Seems likely, General.” The sergeant licked her lips. “So on my own initiative, I looked up the University of Puget Sound, located in the heart of Tacoma, and there are reports of numerous male students having gender changes. Even a Facebook post this morning announcing that the school's Dean successfully made the transition. Other reports talk about how the cheerleading team vanished for three weeks, arriving back only yesterday. They, along with at least one teacher, and other students, seem to have been missing for three weeks.”

“In Yakima or somewhere nearby staging out their infiltration of our facility.” Anger boiled through the general. “I want a drone over the school twenty-four seven. I want it monitored. That's where the futanari recruited her followers. That's where we'll find her and STARFALL.”

“Yes, sir,” Sergeant Davis said. “Anything else?”

“You're dismissed.”

She turned and he admired her ass in her camo pants, her rear curving. Yes, you'd make a delicious futanari. 

His cock aching, he nudged his computer mouse, the monitor flicking on as it came awake. He browsed through the files, searching through the security footage from Dr. Zhao's lab back at the Hanford site. He remembered the dates and times clearly, opened the file.

Groaned as he watched Dr. Zhao shrug out of her lab coat, exposing her petite body. On her exam table lay Ally, strapped down, her busty breasts jiggling. And her big, thick futa-dick thrusting up from her fiery bush.

“Yes,” groaned General Maxwell as he pulled out his dark cock. He stroked it, watching Dr. Zhao roll the condom down Ally's big dick. “Ride that big, thick dick, you naughty slut.”

He jerked his cock hard and came fast.


Chapter Twelve: Futa Passion

The atomized cum dispersed out of the end of the e-cigarette in a poof of smoke, drawn up to the gas chromatograph's sensor. “This was a brilliant idea, Dr. Gabby,” praised Dr. Zhao as she stared at her cum turned into a gas. “What does the machine read?”

“It'll be a few moments,” the naked, gender-swapped biologist said, her big tits shaking.

“You are so excited for this,” Dr. Catherine purred, hugging Dr. Zhao from behind. The woman's hands grasped the futa's dick, stroking it up and down.

“Oh, yes,” Dr. Zhao panted. “The futas want a method to put women under their control. This is our contribution.”

“As opposed to helping them on the massive orgy on Monday.”

Dr. Zhao shivered. Two days away, and then the futas would unleash themselves on the University. But she had more important things to do. If this worked, one load of futa-cum could expose a dozen or even two dozen people, changing men instantly into women. It wouldn't make new futas, but it would spread Ally's control.

And there should always be more women than futas. It's just sexier that way.

“Okay, the results are here,” Dr. Gabby said. “Yes, the components are the same once atomized by the e-cigarette.”

“Now we need a trial run,” Dr. Zhao groaned, her dick aching in Dr. Catherine's hand. The naked, petite scientist shivered, her small breasts jiggling. She fixed her eyes on her slut, Dr. Gabby. “Go out and test it on the first woman you come across. Disperse the cum from a distance of five feet. If that doesn't work, then move closer at one foot increments so we can figure out the potency.”

“And do it indoors,” panted Dr. Catherine, her naked body wiggling against Dr. Zhao's, a ticklish bush rubbing on the Chinese futanari's ass. “No breezes to disrupt the test.”

“I will do it in a place with as little air movement as possible,” she groaned, searching around for her clothing.

“We make a great team,” Dr. Zhao purred, pressing her ass back into Dr. Catherine's crotch. “Especially when you're onboard with our mission.”

Dr. Catherine stroked the futanari's dick faster, sending pleasure through her body. “I am dedicated to spreading Helen's love. But are the futanari okay with this? Helen didn't tell me to assist you.”

“They support it,” lied Dr. Zhao. She knew Ally and Helen would forgive them. Especially once they saw the results. “So relax. We're serving our futa-Mistresses.”

“Good,” groaned Dr. Catherine, her hand stroking faster and faster.

Dr. Gabby pulled on her dress, not bothering with her new bra or panties, then grabbed her lab coat. She hurried out of the lab, holding the e-cigarette in her hand. The device was designed to turn a liquid into an aerosol, atomizing it into a fine mist. It didn't make it smoke, but vapor. A distinction. Smoke came from combustion. She didn't want to burn her cum.

I just hope the heat won't damage the semen's ability to affect change in the target. But that's what research is for.

“So what do we do while we wait?” Dr. Catherine asked, her thumb rubbing along the tip of Dr. Zhao's futa-dick.

She shuddered, her dick twitching in the scientist's hand. She spun around, her futa-cock slapping into Dr. Catherine's hip. The futanari pulled the brunette's lips down and kissed hard, thrusting a tongue into her as she pushed her back against the table. Their tongues dueled, Dr. Catherine's thighs going around Dr. Zhao's hips, pulling her in tight.

The futa-scientist shuddered at the silky caress of the woman's pubic hair. And then the hot delight of wet pussy lips. Labia engulfed her dick. She moaned into the kiss, sliding her dick into Dr. Catherine's sheath.

Hands clenched at her ass, pulling her deep into Dr. Catherine's pussy. Dr. Zhao shuddered, moaning into their kiss. Her hands found Dr. Catherine's breasts, groping them, squeezing their lush mounds, brushing hard nipples.

Hot pussy tightened on her thrusting dick.

“Oh, yes,” Dr. Catherine moaned, her back arching, her body writhing.

Round breasts quivered before Dr. Zhao. Licking her lips, she darted her head down and sucked on a pink nipple. Dr. Catherine squealed, her pussy squeezing harder on the futa-scientist's pumping dick, increasing the friction.

And the pleasure.

Dr. Zhao moaned about the hard nipple in her mouth. She sucked and worried at it. Every time she caressed it with her tongue or nibbled on it with her lips, the pussy she fucked squeezed harder. Rapture raced down her dick.

“Yes, yes, yes, this is the best way to do research!” gasped Dr. Catherine, her pussy clenching hard. “Just fuck me. Oh, Dr. Zhao, I wish that condom had broken when you fucked Ally.”

“Me, too,” moaned Dr. Zhao, lifting her mouth from her lover's breast. “So many times we wasted her cum. It could have been in my pussy.”

“Then I could have licked it out.” Dr. Catherine slid her tongue across her pink lips. “I love eating your cum out of Dr. Gabby's snatch.”

“Oh, yes,” groaned Dr. Zhao, thrusting harder, pounding her assistant's cunt. Her futa-dick savored the hot pussy. “I'm going to leave a big, huge load of futa-cum in your snatch for her!”

“Yes!”

Dr. Catherine's pussy spasmed about the futanari's thrusting girl-cock. Pleasure surged through the Chinese scientist. She groaned and gasped, plowing her dick into the massaging heaven. The sensitive tip of her futa-dick drank in the pleasure, twitching and throbbing, the pressure building in her depths.

Their flesh slapped together, her small breasts jiggling before her. She groaned, loving the feel of a woman's pussy cumming about her dick. Dr. Catherine fell back on the lab table, her back arching, her tits heaving as she spasmed in rapture.

“So good!” she gasped. “Oh, yes, yes, yes, fill me with your cum.”

“I'm getting there,” groaned the futa-scientist, savoring every sensation rushing through her, the way the pleasure built and built at the tip of her girl-cock. The explosive release aching to explode out of her ovaries. “You're going to drip with my jizz. Then I'm going to feast on you. I'm going to enjoy eating my cum out of that hot snatch!”

“Oh, god, yes!”

Dr. Catherine's back arched. Her pussy spasmed harder.

Her orgasms are increasing in intensity, Dr. Zhao noted as she fucked harder, loving the various ways she could stimulate the scientist. Her very words could make the woman explode. 

“Cum in me!” she whined.

The pressure at the tip of Dr. Zhao's dick reached its peak. She groaned, thrusting into the depths of the scientist's spasming snatch. Her own pussy clenched hard. Juices gushed down her thighs as her ovaries detonated.

Cum spurted hot into Dr. Catherine's pussy. Every blast sent convulsions racing through the futa-scientist's body. Her dark-red-rimmed glasses slipped on her nose as she tossed back her hair. Her short, black locks swept about her shoulders.

“Take it, you futa-slut!” she snarled, her entire body quaking in rapture. “Take every drop of it. Mmm, yes, you nasty whore. You love it.”

“I do!” squealed Dr. Catherine. “So much cum. You're going to feast on my creampie and love it.”

“I will,” moaned Dr. Zhao, her mouth salivating.

The final blast of her cum spurted into Dr. Catherine's snatch. The futa-scientist didn't hesitate. She ripped her cock out of the woman's snatch and fell to her knees. She licked her lips, admiring her cum leaking out and staining the surrounding brown bush. As she leaned her head in, the door crashed open.

“Is that where the cum came from!” shrieked an excited girl.

Dr. Zhao jumped to her feet, whipping around to see a purple-haired coed, the dye fading to black at the tips, racing through the lab. The coed's eyes fixed on Dr. Catherine's pussy. Without a word to the futanari, she fell to her knees and buried her face into the woman's creampie, licking up Dr. Zhao's cum.

“Oh, shit, who's she?” groaned Dr. Catherine.

“The test subject,” Dr. Gabby purred, striding in. “Clarissa. I found her in the hall. At three feet, she fell under the control.”

“Three feet,” Dr. Zhao purred. Then she raced for a notepad and began writing down equations, figuring out the dispersal rate and how many parts per million of atomized futa-cum were needed to infect a person.

Dr. Catherine moaned in the background, lost to the rapture.

~   ~~   ~

Helen gasped, her futa-dick throbbing against Ally's as the pair flooded Ani's tight pussy. The Thai sorority pledge of Kappa Gamma Alpha gasped and moaned, her snatch convulsing hard, milking out every drop of futa-cum. Helen hugged the girl tight from behind, her small breasts rubbing into Ani's smooth back.

“Oh, Ally, I love sharing a pussy with you.”

“I'm so glad you decided to sleep over at my place,” moaned Ally.

“I couldn't resist having fun at a sorority,” Helen moaned. “A wonderful way to end the day.” They'd spent their Saturday at the South Hill Mall, farther from their school, but it had different stores. They completed Ally's new wardrobe.

And now they were having fun.

“Let's lick the slut clean,” Ally said, running her tongue over her pink lips as she peered over Ani's slender shoulders.

“Oh, yes,” the Thai girl moaned, her pussy clenching down on the two futanari dicks buried to the hilt in her. “You two fired sooooooo much futa-cum in me.”

“So much,” Helen agreed, a hunger trembling through her. She wanted to share this with her futa-lover.

Together, Helen and Ally withdrew their futa-dick's from the pledge. Ani whimpered then groaned as the two massive cocks plopped out of her. She shoved a hand between her thighs, trapping the flood as the futanari pulled away from her, letting her roll onto her back.

Helen settled between those dusky-olive thighs, Ally at her side. Helen's blonde hair, gathered in her usual French braid, swayed across her back as she leaned over, licking her lips. Ani trembled, her round breasts quivering.

“Feast, Mistresses,” she moaned, ripping her hands away.

Her pussy, surrounded by a dark thatch of black hair, gaped open still. Immediately, creamy futa-cum leaked out. Both Helen and Ally buried their faces into the slut's pussy, their tongues lapping up the flood.

Delight raced through Helen. I'm so glad we can share this. She's free.  

Sometimes, though it'd been two days, it seemed a dream to Helen. An impossible, wonderful dream to have another true futanari with her. Isabel, Trish, Dr. Maura, her cheerleaders, and the others were all amazing, but they weren't sent here by aliens. They didn't have a mission. They were just transformed.

But Ally's just like me. And she loves me!

Their cheeks pressed tight, their tongues licking and lapping, gathering up their mixed girl-cream. Ani groaned, trembling, her fingers tugging on her small, brown nipples. She twisted her little buttons, whimpering.

Helen tasted tangy pussy mixed with salty cum. A shiver ran through her, her own hips wiggling, bumping into Ally. Their tongues caressed through Ani's pussy folds, dancing around each other as they gathered futa-cum.

And then they kissed, snowballing jizz back and forth.

Helen shuddered, her futa-dick throbbing, dripping with Ani's cream. She shoveled their mixed seed into Ally's mouth then received it back. Their lips moved together. Her heart raced faster and faster, sharing this amazing delight.

“Ooh, this is so good,” Ally groaned before turning her head and burying her face back into Ani's pussy, licking up more spunk.

“Uh-huh,” Helen purred, pushing up her glasses. Then she just admired Ally feasting, the passion of her redheaded futa-lover.

Ally froze, turning her head, cum dribbling down her chin. “What?”

“Just admiring how beautiful you are. How grateful I am to have you with me.” Helen ran a finger up Ally's spine from her lower back. “You're really here.”

“It's not a dream,” Ally said. “I'm really here. You saved me. Thank you.”

Tears burned in Helen's eyes. Before she could say anything, express the emotions bubbling up out of her heart, Ally sprang at her. The redheaded futa planted hot lips on Helen's mouth while pushing the blonde futanari down on her back. Ally straddled Helen, rubbing her hot pussy on the blonde's aching cock.

Helen shuddered into the kiss, their breasts pressed tight, firm cones into pillowy mounds. Their tongues dueled, tasting of pussy and cum. Helen's heart raced faster, her futa-dick throbbing beneath Ally's hot cunt.

The redhead slid her pussy up higher, dragging up to the sensitive tip of the shaft. Helen's blue eyes widened as hot pussy lips engulfed the crown of her girl-cock. Then she moaned into their kiss as Ally worked her snatch down the thick rod, her own dick rubbing on Helen's stomach.

Ally broke the kiss, lifting herself up. “Mmm, I love feeling you in me. You're so big.”

“Same size as you,” Helen said, grabbing Ally's dick. She stroked it, pumping her hand up and down the girth.

Ally's pussy clenched on Helen's cock.

“But I can't fuck my own pussy,” grinned Ally. “You're bigger than Jewel's or Dr. Zhao's cock. Or any of your futanari slaves.”

“True,” Helen smiled. “It is nice having you in me, too.” She stroked up to the tip of Ally's dick, thumbing the precum leaking out and loving how the redhead's hot pussy tightened.

“But you do like my cock in you, right, Mistress?” Jewel asked, the freed test subject trembling in the arms of a Hispanic sorority slut named Tere.

“I love it,” Ally moaned, grinning at Jewel. “I used to summon her into my dreams. The first time I ever was fucked, even if you took my virginity Helen. It doesn't count in a dream.”

“Nope,” grinned Helen. “Trish took mine. I wish I had it to give to you. But you did take my dream virginity.”

“So we're even,” Ally groaned, her green eyes flashing.

Jewel rose off of Tere, her futa-dick bobbing. The black haired, Mediterranean girl knelt by Helen's head, her futa-dick thrusting before her, dripping in pussy juices. She had a tattoo of a Chinese dragon wrapped about her right thigh and a crying angel over her right breast, a tear falling towards her pierced nipple.

Both were pierced by gold rings.

Helen reached out, tugging on one. Jewel groaned. “Mmm, Mistress, that's nice.”

“Let her suck on your cock,” Ally groaned, sliding her pussy up and down Helen's dick.

Helen nodded her head, licking her lips while savoring Ally's hot snatch. Silky flesh caressed her futa-shaft, sending pleasure down to her boiling pussy. She leaned her head forward as Jewel guided her cock to the futanari's lips.

Tere had a spicy pussy. Helen savored the flavor, her lips sealing about Jewel's dick. She sucked hard on it, making the tattooed futanari shudder. Her breasts jiggling, nipple rings flashing. Ally leaned over, engulfing the right ring in her mouth, tugging on it, stretching out the nub.

“Oh, Mistress,” groaned Jewel, her dick throbbing in Helen's sucking mouth. “Mmm, yes, it feel so much better in reality than in a dream.”

Ally's pussy clenched on Helen's girl-dick as the redhead moaned, “Yes!”

Helen swirled her tongue about the crown of Jewel's dick, cleaning off the pussy juices. Her cheeks hollowed, her mouth bobbing as she loved the hard girl-dick. The futanari whimpered, her body shuddering.

Ally rode Helen faster and faster. Her futa-dick slapped into the blonde futanari's stomach, naughty smacks echoing over the moans of the orgy writhing around them. It spurred Helen to bob her head as she squirmed on her back, her pussy clenching, pleasure building in it.

“Such loving Mistresses,” groaned Jewel, cradling the redhead futanari to her breast. “Oh, yes.”

Ally sucked on Jewel's nipple now, her pussy caressing Helen's dick. The massaging pleasure shot through her. It made her shudder and groan, her toes curling. She moaned about Jewel's futa-cock, nursing hard, and was rewarded with salty precum.

“Ooh, yes,” purred Jewel. “Helen's so eager for my cum. She just wants it flooding her mouth.”

“Uh-uh,” Ally moaned between suckles on Jewel's nipple. “Give it to her. Let her gulp down your futa-cum.”

Yes, yes, give it to me, thought Helen, the pressure building at the tip of her futa dick. 

She shoved a hand between Jewel's thighs, rubbing at her shaved pussy. She shoved two digits into the tattooed futanari's pussy. Jewel's brown eyes widened. She let out a whimpering moan, her body trembling, her snatch clenching down on Helen's fingers.

Just like Ally's pussy clenched down on Helen's girl-dick.

I'm going to cum so hard, Helen thought, pleasure racing through her body. The hot pussy sliding up and down her cock had her twitching.  

“Mmm, yes,” panted Ally, her hips wiggling now. She straightened from Jewel's tits, riding Helen hard now, her cock slapping loudly on Helen's belly. “Give me your cum, too, Helen. Just fire it into me.”

“Do that,” groaned Jewel, her body trembling. “Flood my Mistress's pussy with all your yummy cum. Yes!”

Jewel's pussy spasmed about Helen's fingers. Hot girl-jizz fired into her mouth. The blonde gulped down the yummy treat. It coated her esophagus, warming down to her belly. The heat radiated to her hot pussy and up her futa-dick buried in Ally's snatch.

Helen shuddered, her eyes squeezing shut. She nursed hard on Jewel's spurting dick. Her pussy tightened. The pressure reached its peak at the tip of her dick. She needed to relieve it. To explode in rapture.

Ally slammed her silky pussy down Helen's girl-cock.

Yes!

The blonde squealed her rapture around Jewel's dick. Helen's ovaries erupted. The pressure had only one path to go, racing out of her cock. Pleasure spurted from her shaft. She bucked and moaned, flooding Ally's pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes, that's it,” gasped Ally. “Mmm, just flood me. Just fill me to the brim with your hot cum.” 

“Do it,” moaned Sara, Ally's first slut. The scientist working for the military experimenting on Ally was inadvertently exposed to the futa's jizz while the redhead masturbated. The blonde, her large tits swaying, crawled over. “Cum, Ally.”

“Yes!” squealed Ally.

Her cock erupted. Hot cum splattered up Helen's body. The blonde futanari shuddered, Ally's spasming pussy milking her girl-dick. Creamy jizz bathed her small breasts, running across pink nipples and making milky rivulets across her body.

“Yum,” Sara moaned, leaning over and licking up the futa-jizz pooling on Helen's body. “So good, Mistress.”

“I know,” Ally groaned, stroking Sara's blonde hair. “Ooh, yes, just lick her all clean.”

Jewel's dick popped out of Helen's mouth, leaving her panting. Then the tattooed futanari joined Sara. Helen smiled, loving the two tongues lapping up her futa-lover's treat. Ally smiled down at her, face twisting in pleasure, her pussy spasming the last time.

“I am so glad I came over,” Helen grinned. “Mmm, you have so much more space here than I do in my dorm.”

“Should have taken over a sorority,” grinned Ally. “I thought ahead.”

“You thought with your dick,” Sara said, lifting her head and arching an eyebrow at her.

“I did, Sara,” Ally grinned, stroking through her blonde hair. “Mmm, she was my favorite even before she got contaminated. I was jerking off my cock, thinking about those big boobs, when I came just in time for her to walk in and get a mouthful of it.”

“Such a yummy mouthful,” Sara groaned. Then the blonde licked up a line of Ally's cum, turned her head, and jammed it into Ally's mouth.

Helen smiled. They were so happy here. Ally had her harem, and Helen had her own. And then her smile faded. Something oily and cold gripped her stomach. What if the military found them? What they were doing on Monday was so dangerous. People would know about so many boys becoming girls. It would get out. The military would hear and the general would find them.

Right?

Ally broke the kiss with Sara. “Mmm, isn't she such a loving slut... Helen?” Ally frowned, staring down at her. “What's wrong?”

“Nothing,” Helen said.

“Don't say that. I used to say that to Father all the time when I was in a bad mood. Tell me.”

Helen sighed. “Are we really doing the right thing?”

“Of course.” Ally's forehead furrowed. “You understand this is our purpose. We were created to do this. We ache to spread our love.”

“Yeah,” Helen said. “It's just... I don't want to lose you or Trish or Isabel or Dr. Maura. I don't want to lose my harem. I love them all. I'm just...”

“You won't lose me!” Ally declared, her eyes so firm. “Or any of your harem. Not after what we went through. We both have to be committed to this. It's coming up soon. So you're with me?”

“I am,” Helen said, pushing down her doubts and fears.

“I promise you, nothing bad will happen.”

Helen stared into Ally's green eyes and wanted to believe her. “Nothing bad will happen,” she said anyways. “I know that.”

Ally grinned at her.

~   ~~   ~

General Lewis Maxwell walked into the war room, technicians manning stations. Everyone in STARFALL Bunker, special forces included, were inoculated with the mind-control serum. The scientist had made as much as they could, enough to outfit an entire army group. It didn't require much and Dr. Zhao had collected far, far more of Ally's cum then she ever needed.

He smiled, remembering her enthusiasm. Twice, he'd jacked off in his office to the surveillance footage of her having sex with Ally.

“Drone is arriving on station over the University of Puget Sound,” Sergeant Davis reported.

On the main screen at the end of the room full of computer stations, a color image appeared from high orbit. It looked down on the college, a collection of large buildings. Even on a Saturday, people moved around.

“The drone's scanning for all those we know are with Ally,” Sergeant Davis continued. “The missing female Yakima detectives, the wives of our missing Delta Force Operators, Dr. Maura Roy, Ally, Dr. Zhao, Dr. Woods, and the other test subjects.”

General Maxwell almost asked why they weren't also searching for the faces of the missing Delta Force operators. But then he remembered that being gender-swapped would throw off facial recognition. “Very well. Colonel Broadway.”

“Sir,” the special forces commander said, gaining his feet.

“I want a mission briefing on how you'd secure and exterminate the enemy threat at this college by 2200 this evening.”

“Yes, sir,” he nodded.

“Should we alert JBLM?” Sergeant Davis asked.

“At the last minute,” he said. “We still need confirmation that our futas are here. When we land our forces at McChord, then we'll let them know. Let's not take any chances. These futanari are devious.”

She nodded her head.

General Maxwell folded his arms, staring at the figures, wondering if any of them were futanari. It is a shame they are all too dangerous to live. Such a shame. 


Chapter Thirteen: Futa Protection

Ally watched Helen sleep, her blonde hair loose now, a strand coiled about her shoulder. I'll protect you, vowed Ally. She kissed her sleeping lover on the cheek before rolling out of the bed. It was a borrowed bed, formerly belonging to Liliana Cornell, the sorority's president. 

Now it was Ally's room. Already she had new books on the shelves, gifts from the girls of Kappa Gamma Alpha.

She rolled out of bed, reluctant to leave her futa-lover. But she would protect Helen no matter what. She would make sure there were more than adequate defenses against the military. And there wasn't much time. But if this worked, by Monday she'd have her own force to protect them, augmenting Helen's.

I'll put Georgia in charge of them. Georgia, formerly George, became a woman when Dr. Zhao, in the first days of experimenting with Ally's cum, had the Delta Force operator sleep with Jewel. The girl ached for a man after being exposed to the futanari's jizz. As far as Ally knew, Georgia was the first human gender-swapped and Jewel the first new futanari born. 

Ally winced as the floor creaked beneath her bare feet. She threw a look over her shoulder, sighed. Helen still slept, the blankets fallen down enough to expose a snowy breast. The redhead paused to admire her lover's beauty before padding the rest of the way out of the room and slipping into the hallway.

Her slaves awaited her downstairs. Sara, Jewel, Georgia, and Liliana stood dressed, Liliana in a jean skirt and a heavy winter coat lined with fur around the hood, the other three in jeans and sweaters. Ally's own clothing, a pair of tight, warm stretchy pants and a pink, fuzzy sweater that molded to her large tits, awaited. Along with a puffy, purple jacket of her own.

“So she's there?” Ally asked. “Your army chick girlfriend.”

“She's there,” Liliana nodded, a big smile on her lips. The lesbian liked to date soldiers. “And she's just what you need. I had her invite as many of the women in her unit as possible. I told her that I knew a way to make them lezzie for the night. She was very keen.” Liliana gave a wicked giggle. “She wishes she knew more lesbians in the army. She ogles the other women while they shower. She is so eager to play with them.” 

“Once they drink the beer I spiked, they'll be more than eager to,” laughed Ally. “Let's get going. Is it far?”

“No, it's not. Just a few minutes away on Pearl Street.”

Ally had no idea where Pearl Street was. She pulled out her new smartphone, a gift from Helen. “I added you onto my plan,” Helen said when she handed the phone over. “It's not much more a month. My parents shouldn't notice the difference.”

Ally's thumbs felt too big for the keys on the small screen as she studied the Google map of Tacoma. Pearl Street was a major road to the west. As Liliana drove her car, Ally stared at Google Map, scrolling through it, seeing all the towns and cities. She had no idea there was so much stuff. She knew all the big cities in the country: New York, LA, Chicago, Washington DC, Seattle, San Francisco, Houston, Baltimore, Philadelphia, and more. But to realize there were all these tiny towns in between them. Hundreds just in Washington State.

It'll take Helen and I forever to spread our love to all these people.

Ally was considering asking Dr. Zhao for advice when Liliana turned into a driveway of a duplex, the lights on in the windows, music thudding away from inside. Ally shivered, her dick throbbing. She climbed out of the car, nodding her head to the pulsing beat. A shiver ran through her. The only music she knew was all string instruments and flutes, not this primal thudding. Her head bobbed to it, her right foot tapping in her fur-lined boot. 

“I'll get the keg,” Georgia said. She opened the back and grunted, pulling out the silver tank. She grunted, “Damn, I don't remember these being so heavy.”

“You're not as strong as you were as a man,” Ally said absently, the music calling her.

Liliana marched up to the door, the sorority president beaming as she hit the doorbell. It rang and then a woman with short, sandy-blonde hair, her face a little plain, opened the doors. She wore a tan t-shirt, her breasts small beneath. The shirt tucked into the type of camo pants Ally'd seen on the special forces guards at her base.

“There you are,” Specialist Amanda Kimball said, snagging Liliana's coat and pulling her close for a kiss. “Mmm, and these are your friends.” Her eyes fell on Ally. “She's cute.”

“That's Ally. And she's wild.”

“And this is the beer that will make this into one party to remember,” Ally grinned. She'd fired a good four loads of her cum into the beer while her sorority distracted Helen earlier tonight. “They'll be eager to enjoy some girl-on-girl action after drinking this.”

“What's in there?” Amanda asked. “Will it show up on a drug test? I don't want to get in trouble.”

“It's fine,” Liliana promised. “Trust me.”

Amanda shivered, her nipples so hard against her shirt. Then she turned and shouted inside, “Beer is here, ladies!”

Cheers answered.

Ally and her retinue entered the duplex. Four other women, all wearing the same sort of army clothing, lounged in a small living room; an old couch that didn't match the recliner in the corner, dominated the room, along with a big TV hanging on the wall. The thudding music came from the TV, showing a music video.

Ally only discovered music videos this morning, shown them by her Hispanic slut Tere.

“Okay, ladies,” Ally grinned at the four others soldiers, three White and one Black. “This is my very own special brew. You're going to love it.”

Georgia set the keg down with a gasp, the gender-swapped woman's face flushed. She handed Ally the nozzle attached to the keg with a rubbery hose. Sara handed her red, plastic cups. The whoosh of foamy beer, laced with futa-cum, splashing into the cup made Ally tremble, her girl-dick throbbing beneath her skirt.

She loved the thick bubbles at the top. “Here you are,” she said, handing it to a White soldier girl. “Enjoy.”

“I will,” she said, a saucy look about her lips.

Ally filled the next, handing it to the Black soldier, tall and strong. As she squeezed the nozzle for the third drink, the first soldier lifted the cup to her lips. Ally's breath caught, watching as the soldier girl's eyes widened. She kept tilting back the beer, guzzling it down.

“Damn, that good?” the Black soldier girl asked. Then she brought her cup to her lips, moaned in ecstasy, nipples pressing against her olive-tan t-shirt as she gulped her beer.

It's working, Ally thought, excitement rippling through her body. 

Foamy liquid washed over her hand, snapping her out of her reverie. She'd overfilled the third drink, beer spilling over the rim. Grinning, she shoved it into the next soldier girl's hand and filled the next cup. By the time she gave the fifth her drink, the first had finished hers. But she kept the cup tilted, her tongue licking around the rim, gathering every drop.

“I need more. It's so good,” she panted.

“I know,” the Black soldier girl groaned, tapping the bottom of her cup to get out a few more drops.

“What is in this, Liliana?” Amanda asked as Ally handed her the fifth cup.

“My special sauce,” Ally winked, her futa-dick throbbing.

“I need more,” the first soldier groaned, throwing her cup to the ground. She fixed her eyes on Ally. “You have more, don't you?” 

“I do,” Ally groaned. “Give me a kiss, and you'll get it.”

The soldier girl rushed across the living room, licking her sultry lips.

“Damn,” groaned Amanda. “You turned her lezzie.” Then she drank her cum-laced beer, falling under Ally's spell.

The redheaded futanari groaned as the soldier girl planted her sultry mouth on Ally's. They kissed hard, bodies pressed tight. Ally ground her hard futa-dick into the soldier girl's body, letting her feel the girth. The soldier girl moaned, undulating her hips, grabbing Ally's ass through her skirt.

She broke the kiss. “Mmm, feel where it really comes from.”

“You have a dick,” gasped the soldier girl. “That's what's in it. Your cum. I just know it!”

“Yes,” the Black solider girl moaned. “That's what that salty flavor is.”

“How do you make cum? You're a woman!” Amanda gasped, a foamy mustache on her upper lip. She licked it off, shuddering. “Oh, god, I don't care. I just need more.”

“Me, too,” a brunette soldier girl moaned.

“Then all of you get on your knees,” grinned Ally. “We don't have too much time. But we can indulge.”

“Always time to indulge, Mistress,” Jewel purred, hugging Ally from behind. Her own futa-dick rubbed into the redhead's ass through their clothing. Jewel's hands squeezed Ally's breasts through her sweater, brushing hard nipples. “Just a bit.”

“Just a bit,” agreed Ally as the five soldier girls fell to their knees before her, Amanda in the middle, the Black girl on her right, sultry lips on the left.

As Jewel nibbled on her neck, Ally pulled up her skirt. The tip of her futa-dick rasped on the fabric. Tingles raced down to her pussy. Her hot snatch clenched. She trembled, whimpering as the pleasure swirled through her. Cream ran down her thighs.

Then her girl-cock popped out before the soldier girl's hungry faces. They stared at the throbbing shaft thrusting from Ally's pussy lips and fiery bush. Tongues wet lips. Hunger burned in their eyes as they all pressed forward.

Ally groaned, tongues bathing across her shaft. Amanda's fluttered at the tip, the Black girl and sultry-lips licking at the edges of the crown, the brunette and raven-haired soldier girls lapping at the shaft, nuzzling against her pussy folds.

“I'm a futanari,” groaned Ally. “And you're now part of my army. You love me, don't you?”

“We love you,” the soldier girls moaned between licks. “We're yours.”

“Swear it,” Black soldier girl groaned.

Ally grinned, her dick twitching, aching, throbbing as the five soldier girls bathed her big shaft. Their pink tongues ran up and down her shaft, coating it in their warm saliva. Three caressed her spongy crown, shooting delight down to her pussy while the other two lapped at her labia wrapped about the base of her shaft.

A tingle ran through Ally. She felt Helen's presence, her futa-lover dreaming and experiencing Ally's pleasure through their telepathic connection.

Her pussy grew juicier and juicier, hotter and hotter. Cream dribbled down her thighs, flowing out of her faster and faster. She squirmed then gasped, Jewel's dick prodding at her naked ass. She hadn't even realized her naughty futa-slave had lifted up the back of her skirt.

“Jewel!” Ally gasped as a huge slab of futa-meat rammed into her asshole. “Oh, you spoil me.”

“I just love you so much, Mistress,” Jewel moaned, sucking at Ally's neck.

“I love you, too.” Not like I love Helen. But she's my heart.  

It was why Ally was here.

Jewel pumped her cock hard, reaming Ally's asshole. Fiery pleasure burned in her asshole, radiating to her pussy and meeting the delight racing down her cock. The five tongues licked and nuzzled and caressed her shaft and pussy. The combined delights swirled through Ally.

She groaned, eyes fluttering, loving the moans of the soldier girls. All aching for her cum, to bathe in it, to play with it. It drove her wild that she could inspire such passion in ordinary women. Her eyes fluttered; her moans sighed from her lips.

“Yes, yes, keep licking my cock and you'll get so much jizz,” she panted, asshole clenching down on Jewel's plunging dick.

“Yes!” Jewel hissed, her hands squeezing Ally's tits hard through her sweater. “Pleasure our Mistress. Make her cum!”

“We will!” Amanda moaned between fluttering licks of her tongue across the tip of Ally's dick.

“We love her!” moaned raven-haired.

“We want her girl-cum,” groaned sultry-lips.

“They do,” Sara groaned, her voice throaty. Ally knew her other women were having their own fun.

Ally's dick throbbed. The pressure built at the tip of her dick being bathed by the three gorgeous soldier girls. Her hips undulated, bucking back into Jewel's thrusts, stirring the futa-dick through her bowels. The pleasure burned hotter and hotter.

The redheaded futanari's toes curled in her boots. She let out a whimpering moan, her pussy clenching, her bowels tightening. The friction burned hotter and hotter in her asshole. She let out squeaks of delight.

And came.

“Yes! Take my jizz!”

Her cum spurted out, her dick bouncing wildly. All five soldier girls tried to get their faces before the spurting futa-dick. Pearly jizz streaked across their faces, bathing them in Ally's passion. She gasped, bucking with each blast. Spunk coated hair, ran down faces, reached hungry lips.

Her bowels writhed about Jewel's plunging dick as she hosed the five soldier girls' faces. She painted them with thick, creamy jizz. Ally whimpered, the pleasure surging through her. Jewel hammered her bowels faster, sending more orgasmic waves of heat through her body.

“Mistress!” Jewel hissed, squeezing the futanari's large tits through her sweater. “I love you!”

Hot cum flooded Ally's asshole. She groaned, loving the heat spurting over and over as the final blast of her jizz painted the five soldier girls. They turned their heads, licking the jizz off each other's faces, kissing, loving each other.

The start of my army. Ally smiled, watching their pink tongues clean her pearly jizz off each other's faces. Her bowels milked the last of the cum from Jewel's cock. In Ally's bed back at the sorority, she knew Helen squeaked in orgasmic delight, too. They're going to protect my Helen. 

Ally felt Helen's tingling presence slip away as the redhead came down from her orgasmic high.

“Now,” Ally said as they finished cleaning each other's faces, “here are your orders.”

The five soldier girls gasped, hopping to their feet, standing at attention. Cum stained their shirts or matted their hair. They all saluted. Ally returned it smartly, something she learned from her guards as a child.

“First, you are all to find a guy and fuck him,” Ally said. “This will make you like me. Futanari. Then, you are to return to the military base and expose every woman in your unit to your cum. Especially your commander. I believe her name is Captain Winters.”

“Yes, Mistress,” the five soldiers shouted, their words thunderous, excited.

“I want you to fuck them. Or spike their drinks with spunk. I don't care how you spread your futa-love to them. Just infect every female soldier you can for the next twelve hours.”

The all nodded their heads.

“And then we move on to Phase Two of Operation Futanari Army,” Ally said, grinning. She shivered, her asshole clenching on Jewel's still hard dick, and explained the next part of her plan to her army.

~   ~~   ~

The bed shook, rocking Helen out of her dreams. She blinked, “Ally?”

“I couldn't sleep,” Ally answered as she sank down to the bed. “I was having some fun.”

“Mmm, I know,” Helen purred. “I dreamed of you having five women sucking on your dick all at once. There are so many girls in your sorority. I didn't recognize them all.”

“It was fun,” Ally said.

Helen rolled over, pulling her naked futa-lover to her. She snuggled into Ally's pillowy mounds, feeling so safe between them. Ally's hand stroked Helen's blonde hair. A soft smile crossed Helen's sleepy face. Her eyes closed.

“I'm going to protect you and keep you safe,” Ally whispered.

Helen shivered, feeling so loved. “I know.”

“Go to sleep. I want you well rested for our date tomorrow.”

“Love you,” muttered Helen as she drifted back into sleep, feeling safe in her futa-lover's arms.


Chapter Fourteen: Futas' Hot Date

“Wow, chica,” Isabel said when Helen emerged from the bathroom in their shared dorm. “You look stunning.” 

“Do I?” Helen asked, a blush suffusing her pale cheeks, her blue eyes sparkling behind her glasses.

Isabel nodded her head. I wished you dressed like that for me. 

Helen wore a flirtatious skirt, a deep purple, the skirt pleated and falling only to her mid thigh. A thin, spaghetti-strapped top, a soft lilac, clung to Helen's small breasts, molding to the firm mounds, her nipples on full display. But the true treat was the violet, lacy choker tied about her slender throat. Isabel's girl-dick throbbed, aching to make love to her roommate.

I would show you such a great time if you dated me, Isabel thought, fighting against her jealousy of Ally. Her fingers clenched, wishing the redhead's throat lay between them. 

Then the shame surged through her and she said, “Ally's going to fall in love with you all over again, chica.” 

Helen smiled happily. Then she floated across to Isabel and hugged her tight. The Hispanic futanari smelled the sweet perfume, a heady aroma that almost made her swoon. She clung to Helen so tight.

“You are such a great friend. I'm so glad you were my roommate this year. I can't believe I ever wanted to get away from you.”

Isabel blinked at that. “What?”

“Before I accepted what I was, you made me so horny. You drove me nuts with that hot body. The way you flaunted yourself. I asked for my own room. I'm glad I didn't get it.”

“I just wanted to have a tumble with you,” Isabel said, her pussy so hot. “You were the sexiest girl I ever met. Well, I'm glad your lusts drove you to spike that OJ.”

“Me, too,” Helen beamed. Then her smile faltered, a nervous tension tightening her face. “So I look good?”

“You look great. Ally will eat you for dinner. You might never make it to the restaurant.”

Helen gave a wicked giggle. “We might not. Well, I better go.”

Isabel nodded her head. She slapped Helen's rump, propelling the blonde to the door. The moment Helen vanished, Isabel let out a mournful sigh. She sank naked onto her bed, leaning back. “Now how do I spend my Sunday night?”

She was under strict orders not to induct anyone else into the harem. Tomorrow morning, they would be unleashed on the student body. It would be a Monday for everyone to remember. Until then, Isabel needed something to occupy her time.

To make her forget the futanari she loved dated another.

Maybe I can hang out with Trish and Eden. But she didn't have the strength to do anything but stare up at the ceiling, picturing Helen and Ally kissing with such love, writhing together, making the sweet passion only two futanari could. 

~   ~~   ~

Helen took a deep breath as she sat in Dr. Maura's borrowed car. She stared at the Gamma Alpha Kappa sorority, figures moving around in the house, passing by the windows. Many were naked, breasts jiggling.

Our first real date. A giddy thrill ran through Helen. 

Wiping sweaty palms on the steering wheel, Helen stepped out into the brisk night. Her breath fogged before her. She hugged her puffy, gray coat about her as she headed to the door, the cold attacking her legs through her nylons.

I should have worn tights, she lamented. But she wanted to be hot for Ally, to look so sexy and naughty. She paid for her vanity with chilly legs. 

She hurried up to the porch of the sorority house, knocking hard on the door. Excited squeals echoed through the house. Then the door opened to reveal a cum-splattered Tere, a big grin on her face. Fresh futa-jizz ran down her nut-brown skin. One line ran over the unicorn tattooed on her right hip.

“Helen!” she grinned. “She's almost ready.”

“Did you distract her?” Helen asked, swiping up the cum on the Hispanic girl's mouth. Then she popped it into her mouth, savoring the taste.

“No, no, that's Jewel's jizz. She's being naughty and jerking off on us.”

A cheer came from a side room.

“See,” Tere giggled. “That's Elizaveta getting hosed down.”

Helen smiled, remembering her hot menage with Ally and Elizaveta in the changing room at the mall on Friday. Fucking that girl, sharing her pussy with Ally, had changed everything for the two futanari. Helen squirmed, licking her lips.

“Sounds like a fun way to pass the evening.”

“The best version of spin the bottle ever,” Tere said. She threw an anxious look over her shoulder.

“Go, go. I wouldn't want to deprive you of your cum bath.”

The girl gave a big, grateful grin, then she darted off, her curvy ass vanishing out of sight. Helen shivered, her dick throbbing so hard. Another girl squealed, more cheers erupting, clapping, urging Jewel on.

She's going to masturbate her cock raw. An amused smile crossed her lips. 

“Wow, you are gorgeous.” Ally's stunned voice drifted from above.

Helen shot her gaze to the top of the stairs before her. Her jaw dropped. Ally stood up there, a delicate touch of makeup on her face highlighting her youthful beauty. Her red hair fell in curls, held back from her face by a green hairband. A tight, also green, sweater molded to her large tits and slender waist while a plaid schoolgirl's skirt flared about her legs as her hips shifted. Thigh-high, white socks completed her naughty look.

Helen let out a strangled groan.

“Oh, no, you hate it?” Ally asked, picking at her skirt.

Helen shook her head, working to get saliva flowing in her dry mouth. “You look...you look amazing, Ally! Just so beautiful. You're wearing makeup.”

“It feels so strange,” she said, gliding down the stairs, her hips curving. She had on three-inch heels, giving her hips a pronounced sway. “But the effect... Sara helped me out with it.”

“She did amazing,” Helen said. “It does take some getting used to. I remember when I first tried it at ten, playing with my mother's makeup. But I wanted to be grownup, so I endured.”

“And I wanted to take your breath away,” Ally said, reaching the bottom of the stairs.

“You did that.” Helen's heart pounded so hard. She took Ally's hands, squeezing them. “Ready?”

“My first date,” Ally said.

“Mine, too.” Helen blinked in realization at that.

Ally arched an eyebrow. “Wow, I knew you were repressing who you were for the first nineteen years of your life, but not even once? Even when you started fucking girls? No hot dates with Isabel or Trish?”

“I was too busy fucking them,” Helen said, her cheeks on fire.

“You are so cute when you blush,” Ally said. Then she planted a hot kiss on Helen's lips.

The blonde futanari melted into a puddle. Her juices trickled down her thighs, her cock tenting the front of her skirt. She moaned into Ally's lips, kissing her back, tongues meeting, caressing. Helen's heart drummed in her chest.

“Wow,” Ally groaned, breaking the kiss.

“Uh-huh,” Helen agreed.

“Well, shall we? If we don't leave soon, my girls will swarm us.”

“Jewel's playing with...” Helen smiled in realization. “You ordered her to distract them.”

“They're just so horny for my cock, “Ally said. “I don't have nearly enough futas in my harem to satiate them. I can't wait for tomorrow.”

Helen's stomach squirmed.

“So, we should get going. Our reservation is in fifteen minutes.”

“Ooh, reservation.” Ally shivered. “This all feels so elegant.” She held out her arm. Helen hooked it. “Let's go, my lady love.”

Helen buzzed as they walked out into the chilly night. But the heat pumping out of her heart kept it at bay. It couldn't touch her when she buzzed with such delight. She practically floated with her excitement.

It was strange when Ally insisted on holding the driver door for her. “Normally, the man does this.”

“I know,” Ally shrugged as Helen climbed in.

“And the man drives,” Helen also pointed out.

“I have no idea how to do that.” Ally raced around the car and yanked open the passenger door. She hopped in, cheeks pink. “Maybe you can teach me.”

“Mmm, I'll teach you how to drive a stick,” Helen purred.

Ally blinked in confusion. “What does that mean? I've heard that before! Authors always write in books like I should know what they mean!”

As they drove, Helen explained the difference between manual and automatic, and how her stick reference was really an invitation for Ally to stroke her dick as they drove. Ally, of course, was more than happy to play with Helen's futa-stick. Sadly, the drive to the restaurant on 6th Avenue didn't last long enough for Helen to reach an explosive climax.

“Let's eat,” Ally grinned, shoving Helen's cock back beneath her skirt.

The blonde futanari whimpered, the tip of her dick rubbing against her pleated skirt. “You're so cruel. I was so close.”

“But we have reservations.” Ally licked her lips, mirth dancing in her green eyes. “And I'll make it up to you. Don't you worry.”

Helen believed her futa-lover.

Ally thrust open the car door, stepping out into the evening. Rain drops splattered Helen, the start of an autumn storm rumbling overhead. The wind picked up, whipping down the busy 6th Avenue's shopping district, a ten block long stretch of bars, restaurants, and small mom and pop shops. She hurried around the car, the rain falling heavier and heavier. 

Ally lifted her face up into the air, the drops splattering her features. A smile grew on her lips until one fat drop splashed across her ample cleavage. Then she shrieked in shock and jumped. Helen giggled, seizing her redheaded lover's hand and hauling her out of the impending downpour and beneath the awning before the restaurant's entrance.

In moments, they were inside Madam Pirino's, an Italian restaurant Helen had heard good things about. She gripped her futa-lover's hand as they walked up to the maître d', a swarthy, Italian man in a purple silk shirt and black slacks. 

“Welcome, welcome,” he said with a broad smile. “What a pair of lovely ladies. Waiting on your dates? Or are you enjoying a night for just the two of you?”

“Just the two of us,” Ally said, squeezing Helen's hand.

Helen beamed, though her grin turned frosty when the man noticed her bulging girl-dick beneath her skirt and his smile slipped. “Well, um, it's about a thirty minute wait right now.”

“We have a reservation,” Helen said, not hiding her frost. “Under Hawthorn. For two.”

“Oh, yes, Helen Hawthorn and guest,” he said. He cleared his throat. “Kiersten will be your server tonight.” He snapped his fingers at a woman in a white, button-down shirt and black slacks, a gold choker about her neck. “Take them to table 13.”

“Of course,” she beamed, grabbing a pair of menus from behind the lectern. She had hair as fiery as Ally's, but cut into a short bob that gave her freckled face a cute look, though the hungry plumpness of her lips twisted into something wild as she gazed at the two futanari. Something naughty.

Helen's aching girl-dick twitched.

Kiersten lead them to a small table, almost isolated from the rest of the restaurant with placement of clever screens. There were a few other tables like this, places for lovers on dates to have privacy away from the bustle of the restaurant and the tables formed of groups of friends and families.

“Well, aren't you two just dressed for fun tonight,” Kiersten purred. Her tongue ran along her lips, her nostrils flaring.

She's breathing in our futaness. 

“We are,” Ally said. They didn't sit across from each other, but at the corner of the small table at right angles to each other. So cozy. Helen shivered, her futa-lover's hand sliding up her thigh beneath the table, hidden by the white tablecloth.

“Wonderful,” Kiersten smiled. “I'll make sure you have such a delicious night.”

“I bet,” Helen said, her voice growing tight as Ally's hand crept higher and higher up her thigh, reaching, making her squirm. Her futa-dick ached, her pussy growing wetter and wetter.

“It's our first date,” Ally added.

“Exciting. How'd you meet?”

“Through our dreams,” Helen said without thinking, too focused on Ally's fingers sliding up her thigh and touching her pussy.

She trembled, her legs spreading wider apart, her futa-lover's digits sliding up and down the wet folds of her pussy, brushing the base of her cock. Her girl-dick throbbed, the tip rubbing against her skirt, precum flowing.

Adding more pheromones to the air.

“How fascinating,” Kiersten said. “You two look so close.”

“So close,” Ally agreed, sliding two fingers into Helen's pussy. “Sometimes, I just feel like I'm inside her, I know her that well.”

“Uh-huh,” Helen gasped, those two digits wiggling in the depths of her snatch, sending delight fluttering through her. “Just...yes.”

“That's so lovely.” Kiersten beamed, her nipples now prominent against her bra, her hips shifting, hugged by her tight pants. They molded to her thighs and legs. Helen stared at her crotch, seeing just a hint of camel toe, but the dark cloth made it hard to fully enjoy.

“Any drinks I can get started for you?” Kiersten arched an eyebrow, looking at them.

“Wine,” Ally purred, pumping her fingers in and out of Helen's dripping pussy.

“I just need to see ID,” she winked. “We card anyone who looks under fifty, you know. Can't be too careful.”

Ally leaned over, fluttering her green eyes. “Can't you just make an exception for a pair of two girls on their first ever date together?”

“Mmm, hmm,” Helen whined, knowing her ID listed her true age: nineteen.

“I shouldn't,” Kiersten said.

Ally's free hand reached across the table, grabbing the waitress. She stroked her. The woman shivered, biting her lips, color blossoming across her cheeks. “We'll make it up to you. We'll give you a tip you'll never forget.”

Kiersten looked around. “Okay. I'll bring you out each a glass of the house white. Sound good?”

Ally just grinned, fingering Helen faster. “That sounds wonderful. Thank you, Kiersten. You're going to so enjoy your tip.”

“Uh-huh,” gasped Helen, her body quaking. Ally found her g-spot, massaging it. The blonde's eyes fluttered, pleasure rippling through her.

Kiersten spun around, almost fleeing.

Helen bucked, pulling up her skirt to expose her cock. “Ally,” she whimpered. “I...I...”

Ally ducked her head beneath the table. Helen groaned, her futa-lover's mouth engulfing the tip of her dick. Pleasure shot down her shaft, clenching her pussy about the fingers probing into her depths. She quaked, her eyes fluttering, chair creaking.

Helen's small breasts rose and fell in her lilac blouse, nipples so hard they were trying to rip through the thin fabric. She bit her lip, squeaking moans of delight escaping her lips. Ally sucked so hard, swirling her tongue about the tip while her fingers kept attacking the futanari's G-spot.

“Ally,” she whimpered. “You're so... Yes!”

Helen bucked, her cock erupting. Hot cum spurted out of her shaft and into her futa-lover's hungry mouth. Ally sucked so hard, drawing out the girl-seed. Helen spasmed, her French braid dancing along the back of her chair, the wood creaking as she quivered. Her pussy convulsed about Ally's fingers.

Pleasure burned through her mind. She looked out at the rest of the restaurant, the diners oblivious to her orgasm. A waiter passed carrying plates of food. Helen whimpered. Her body spasmed a final time, the last blast of cum flooding her lover's mouth.

“Oh, Ally, yes, I—”

“Oh, my,” gasped Kiersten, reappearing with two glasses of white wine. “You shouldn't be doing that here.”

Ally's mouth popped off Helen's dick. She re-emerged, face flushed, cheeks bulging. Helen gave Kiersten a weak smile before Ally planted a hot, cum-filled kiss on her face. The waitress sucked in her breath, witnessing the white jizz staining the two futanari's tongues.

Helen shivered, savoring her salty spunk and the watching waitress. Her pussy tingled, her body buzzing with the delight of her orgasm. Ally's fingers, stained with pussy cream, smeared juices on Helen's cheek as they kissed harder and harder.

“I'll just...give you a chance to study the menu,” gasped Kiersten, retreating.

Ally broke the kiss, grinning, cum staining her lips. “Bet she masturbates in the bathroom.”

“Yeah,” Helen grinned. “Ooh, I needed that.”

“My appetizer.” Ally flicked her tongue about her lips, cleaning up the jizz. “Mmm, now let's order. I've never had Italian. I've heard so much about it. And wine.” She grabbed her drink and sipped at it. Her forehead wrinkled. She set it down. “It's...sour. And somehow dry. How can it be dry?”

“It's alcohol,” Helen shrugged. She took her sip of wine. It wasn't her first. Relatives had slipped her wine before at family gatherings. “It gives you a warm feeling in your belly. And you get used to it.”

Ally gave her a strange look that almost asked, “Are you joking?” Then she picked up her glass and took another sip. Her head swayed side-to-side, considering. Then she took a third. “I guess I can see that. I thought it would be more like grape juice though.”

“My parents love wine. They always have a glass with dinner. I think it grows on you. Like drinking coffee.” Helen once hated coffee but then she discovered the joys of caffeine and it outweighed her distaste. She suspected alcohol was similar. She downed more of her wine and smiled, her cheeks feeling warm.

“Mmm, I bet you have a hard cock,” the blonde grinned, reaching beneath the table to play with Ally's dick.

Kiersten found them like that, her cheeks going crimson. Helen just beamed at her, stroking her futa-lover's dick right there before the waitress. She pumped her hand up and down the thick shaft. Ally let out little groans, gripping her menu.

“Are you, um, ready to order?” Kiersten asked.

“Did you masturbate in the bathroom?” Ally asked, her green eyes smoldering.

“Yes, did you?” asked Helen. “It had to make you hot watching us swap my girl-cum back and forth.”

Kiersten blushed as bright as her fiery hair. “I...did.” She licked her lips. “And I can't believe I admitted that.”

“Well, I want the spaghetti,” Ally said.

“Chicken fettuccine,” Helen said.

“Okay, I'll go get that and let you two...finish up your, um...”

“Handjob,” Ally said, pushing back the draping tablecloth to expose Helen's hand sliding up and down the thick girl-dick. “Mmm, my Helen does such a good job at it, too. Always makes me cum so hard.”

“I just love it,” Helen purred, unable to resist. She leaned over and engulfed the crown of Ally's dick.

Kiersten fled again.

Ally gave a wicked laugh, her hand stroking Helen's braid. “Oh, dates are so much fun.”

Helen agreed.

The blonde futanari nursed on her lover's futa-dick, fluffing the big shaft. She kept it hard as she bobbed her mouth up and down the big, throbbing shaft. Ally shivered, gripping Helen's braid, moaning out her pleasure.

Salty precum filled her mouth, staining her tongue as Helen ran it over the spongy crown. Ally let out purring moans, squirming in the chair. Helen's own futa-dick ached and throbbed, her pussy itching to be touched.

But she just loved her futanari.

“Helen,” Ally whimpered. “Mmm, sipping wine and getting a blowjob is really great. Thank you.”

You're welcome, Helen thought, so happy to keep delivering new delights to her futa-lover. 

Her cheeks hollowed, her blowjob growing sloppier and sloppier. She bobbed her mouth faster, sliding up and down that girth. Ally groaned, tugging on Helen's braid as she squirmed. Her moans encouraged Helen while her hungry stomach craved the salty treat brewing in Ally's ovaries.

“Oh, Helen, yes,” groaned Ally. “You are working up my appetite. Yes, yes, suck that big shaft. I'm going to cream you so hard.”

Helen sucked harder, cheeks hollowing. Saliva ran down to her chin, dripping as she slurped and loved the big, thick shaft. Ally groaned, entwining Helen's thick braid about her hand. She got a firm grip on it, her futa-dick throbbing hard.

“Okay, here is your...” Kiersten's voice trailed off. “Oh, god, you're still going.”

“Yes!” Ally gasped then yanked hard on Helen's braid.

Ally ripped Helen's mouth off her futa-dick. Helen gasped in shock right before Ally grunted. Hot futa-cum splattered the blonde's face, painting across her glasses. Pearly spunk coated her face, bathing her features.

While Kiersten watched.

Helen trembled, her pussy spasming, a mini-orgasm surging through her at the joy of receiving a facial before the waitress. Ally groaned a final time, her dick erupting its last blast of jizz. It splattered Helen's lips.

She licked it clean.

“Oh, wow,” Kiersten groaned. “That's so much.”

“Uh-huh,” Helen moaned, straightening up. She pulled off her glasses, her tongue dragging across the lenses, gathering her lover's salty jizz.

“And there's your tip,” Ally smiled. “Go ahead, taste my jizz. Lick it off my girlfriend's face.”

Kiersten's tongue flicked across her lips as Helen kept licking her glasses clean. The blurry face of the waitress shot at her, resolving into focus right before the red-haired woman dragged her tongue across Helen's chin, gathering a line of hot spunk up the futanari's cheek towards her temple and roots of her blonde hair.

“Oh, damn,” gasped Kiersten. “Oh, damn, that's amazing.”

She licked again and again. Helen turned her head, letting the waitress bathe her face, licking up all of Ally's cum. Helen's own futa-dick ached and throbbed, her pussy so wet. She kissed Kiersten, sharing hot futa-cum.

Kiersten pulled back, panting. “Is there more? That was the best thing I've ever tasted.”

“We have more beneath the table,” grinned Ally. “Just climb beneath and suck on our cocks. Helen first, she needs to cum again.”

Helen beamed at her lover as the waitress vanished beneath the table. Ally pulled her plate of spaghetti to her and dug in with gusto. Helen, shuddering as the waitress's hot mouth engulfed her girl-dick, attacked her plate of fettuccine, wrapping up strips of chicken in the noodles, savoring the white sauce.

Almost as good as cum, she thought as she chewed, her futa-cock throbbing in Kiersten's hungry, wet mouth. Best date ever! 

She squeezed Ally's hand as she dumped her cum into Kiersten's mouth. Then the waitress switched places, eager to drink more of Ally's cum. Ally beamed back, spaghetti sauce staining her lips.

So Helen licked her clean with her tongue.

~   ~~   ~

The ringing phone woke General Maxwell from sleep. He groaned, glancing at the clock. Three past midnight local time. He rolled over in his small cot, the phone's ringing echoing through the concrete room in STARFALL Bunker. He snagged his phone, growled, “What?”

“General,” Sergeant Davis replied, “the predator drone has found STARFALL. Outside a sorority. She appears to be engaged in a sex act with another woman and a futa on the porch.”

“Sorority? She's at the University of Puget Sound?”

“She is, sir. Your orders.”

“Mobilize the units. Send me the drone footage.” His cock twitched in his pants. “I want to evaluate it for myself.”


Chapter Fifteen: Futas Unleashed

“This many?” Ally gasped, staring at the stockpiles of rifles filling the duplex where Specialist Amanda lived.

“Wow,” Kiersten said, the waitress clinging to Ally. The two futanari had taken Kiersten to their bed last night, ramming both their cocks into her pussy at the same time. They used her hard before crashing in Ally's bed.

Now Helen was coordinating Operation School Orgy. It commenced in an hour.

“Why do you need all these guns?” the waitress-slave asked.

“For defense,” Ally said, nodding her head at Specialist Amanda. Other female soldiers, recruited by the initial five she dominated Saturday night, carried in more crates from a truck parked outside.

“Once we had Captain Waters under our power,” Amanda purred, “it was easy. Mmm, and she loved sucking my cock, Mistress.”

“Of course she did,” Ally giggled. “Excellent. But you are running out of space.”

“I know, my bedroom's full. And we're still recruiting female soldiers. We're spreading, gender-swapping any guy we can that's not in the military. Just like you ordered.”

Ally nodded her head, beaming. She would protect Helen. If the military ever found them, they would have an army. After the university, the military base should be their next target. 30,000 soldiers. That had to be more than enough to challenge General Maxwell and Father.

And what a beautiful woman you'll make, General Maxwell. Then I can fuck you. I know you want it. She remembered his hot eyes watching as Dr. Zhao “collected” semen samples from the futanari. 

“I need to get back to the campus,” Ally said. “My sorority is waiting to be unleashed. They're all so eager to become futas.”

“Wish I was there,” Amanda said. “But we have another shipment of weapons coming in this afternoon. Need to figure out where to stick them.”

“Good,” Ally purred, licking her lips.

Then her walkie-talkie crackled. “Goddess to Empress, over.”

Helen's voice sounded so different over the radio, almost unrecognizable, her words garbled. Ally pulled out her walkie-talkie. “Empress.”

“Are your handmaidens in position?”

“Not yet. Still coordinating. They will be. It's still an hour until Operation School Orgy starts, over.”

“I know. I'm just nervous.”

“Don't be, Goddess,” Ally said. “I'll protect you. Empress over and out.”

~   ~~   ~

“She'll protect me,” Helen said, standing with her futa-cheerleaders. There were eight of them, all wearing their pleated skirts, their futa-dicks sticking out. They lurked in the gym, the volleyball girls team just getting ready to practice. “Isn't that wonderful?”

“It sure is,” Rhonda, the team captain, grinned. The African American stroked her ebony cock. “I can't wait. Today is going to be a blast.”

“Finally, we get to have fun,” groaned busty Moira. “I like you girls, I do, but it gets old fucking the same holes over and over.”

“You weren't complaining when I buggered you last night,” blonde Mercedes grinned, slapping Moira's ass. 

“I never complain about being buggered.”

Helen grinned. “Goddess to Treat.”

“Treat is in position with all her yummy candies,” Trish responded. “We're going to shower the school in our yummy sweets, over.”

“More like salty treats,” giggled April, the Chinese cheerleader, lithe and gorgeous.

“Goddess to Doctor,” Helen said over the radio.

~   ~~   ~

A hand shook General Maxwell. He groaned, opening his eyes, the droning of the plane's engines growing loud. “Yes?”

“General,” Sergeant Davis said, standing over him, her voice cool, “the drone team is picking up strange radio broadcasts coming from the area of the university on Civilian Band 7. It sounds like coded phrases. All voices are female. They seem to be discussing something.”

“Any ideas.”

She shook her head.

“ETA to landing at JBLM?” he asked.

“An hour and eleven minutes.”

They had left the bunker last night when the drone caught an image of Ally on the porch of a sorority around nine PM. She was accompanied by two others. The three engaged in amorous activity. The blonde with them another futanari, her cock just visible in the drone feed.

Maxwell had cum hard watching them fuck the redheaded woman on the porch as he “evaluated” the ID on their missing alien. Now his entire force flew on C-130 cargo planes bound for McChord Airfield at JBLM. In a few hours, his men would deploy at the college and end the futanari threat.

“Keep monitoring the situation,” he said.

“Sir,” she nodded.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel trembled with excitement, her dick stretching out her bikini bottoms, tenting the black fabric. Her round breasts jiggled in her top. She wished it were skimpier. A daring string bikini unable to contain her massive girl-cock.

“You look so cute in a bikini,” Lindsey said to Carly, the black-haired futanari stroking the gender-swapped cutie's side, reaching down to Carly's blue bikini bottoms. “Especially with that big dick stretching it out.” Her hands moved, cupping her futa-girlfriend's bulge.

Carly grinned, the brunette shivering at Lindsey's touch. “I always did love seeing you in red.” Carly's eyes feasted on Lindsey's round breasts in her tight, red bathing suit, a one-piece that left her back mostly exposed, her futa-shaft outlined against the Lycra. “Just yummy.”

“Remember when we went to Ocean Shores?” Lindsey pressed tighter. “Out there on the beach.”

A twinkle entered Carly's eyes. “Do you ever forget your first time?”

Isabel fought her envy as the pair kissed, their relationship healed. She wanted to tell them to knock it off, aching to be so lovey-dovey with Helen. But Isabel didn't want to dampen their reignited love for each other. Lindsey had hurt Carly greatly, but the gender-swapped futanari found the love to forgive.

I should have the love to rejoice for Helen, Isabel thought, gripping the walkie-talkie in her hand, waiting for the command. She lurked in the athletic center, the school's pool nearby. She could hear the girl's swim team splashing as they practiced, swimming in their crimson one-piece swimsuits, their bodies so sleek. 

Isabel's dick throbbed, wanting to burst out of her bikini bottoms.

Lindsey and Carly kissed, the gender-swapped futanari pinned to the wall by her futa-girlfriend. Their bodies pressed tight, Lycra-encased bulges rubbing against each other as their tongues danced and swirled.

Why did I pair up with them? thought Isabel. I should have stuck around with Billy Jean and Dean Bey. The gender-swapped dean and her secretary were heading the administration building along with Lilac, Isabel's Double D girl. 

“Empress to Goddess,” crackled over the radio, Ally's voice breathy with excitement, “my handmaidens are in position. Over.”

Isabel straightened, her heart beating faster. She didn't know what delayed Ally and her sorority, but finally it was time to start. She stared at her walkie-talkie, ignoring the sloppy sounds of her two sex slaves kissing. Her heart thudded through her chest.

“Goddess to everyone, let the party begin! Have fun! Over and out!”

“Hurrah!” Isabel whooped and dropped her walkie-talkie into her gym bag. “Let's go swimming!” 

~   ~~   ~

“Oh, my god,” Professor Jean moaned as Trish slammed her girl-dick into the woman's snatch.

Pleasure radiated down Trish's futa-cock and into her body as she plowed over and over into her math professor's hot snatch. The futanari's back arched, her brown hair swaying about her shoulders and her round breasts bouncing as she fucked the busty MILF. Trish's hands gripped the teacher's big, pillowy tits, squeezing them as they jiggled, the woman's bra shoved up over them, her blouse ripped open by Trish's eager hands.

The moment Helen gave the order, she and Eden pounced, bursting in on the math professor and her graduate student, Lisa. The mousy, younger girl gasped and moaned, bent over a desk while Eden rammed her girl-dick hard into Lisa's snatch from behind.

“Oh, my god, Trish,” gasped Professor Jean. “Oh, my god, what is going on? What are you?”

“Futanari!” Trish howled, her hips thrusting so fast, reveling in the older woman's hot pussy wrapped about her dick. Her hands squeezed Professor Jean's soft breasts, fingers digging into the flesh. “I'm a futanari! And you'll be one, too.”

“Yes,” Eden moaned, her big tits heaving, blonde hair swaying about her head. Unlike Professor Jean, Eden was a natural blonde.

Trish always knew her professor dyed her hair, but seeing the dark bush between the MILF's thighs confirmed it. She savored the silky pubic hairs tickling her shaved snatch every time she buried into the older woman's hot pussy.

“I've been thinking of fucking you for weeks,” groaned Trish. “You're the first one I came for.”

“First?” whimpered Professor Jean.

“For the orgy.” Trish shivered. “We're fucking everyone at the school.”

“You and Eden?”

“That'll take forever,” gasped Lisa. “There are 1500 students at UPS, plus another 500 staff and faculty. It'll take days and days to... Oh, god, I can't do math right now. Shove that huge dick into me, Eden! I thought you became a girl!”

“A futanari,” Eden moaned, ramming her dick hard into the mousy graduate student. “Ooh, Lisa, yes, work that ass back. I'm going to cum so hard in you.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Trish grinned, staring at her futa-girlfriend. “Fuck her. Cum in her. I wish I had time to lick her clean.”

“Mmm, swapping creampies,” Eden moaned, licking her lips.

A warmth, wholly unconnected to the hot pussy wrapped about her plunging cock, filled Trish. She loved fucking with Eden, sharing every naughty pleasure she could with the woman she loved. She held out her hand.

Eden took it.

They gripped each other, fucking their sluts, pounding hot pussy. Shivers ran through Trish, the connection with Eden as powerful as the union with her math professor. The brunette futanari groaned, thrusting harder into Professor Jean's hot snatch, beaming at Eden.

Love you so much.

“I'm going to cum,” Lisa groaned. “You're so huge, Eden! So huge! Your dick has to be 200% larger than the average male. Ooh, yes! I'm going to... Yes!”

Trish shuddered, drinking in the sound of the slut cumming on her lover's big dick. Eden's hand tightened, her big tits heaving as she plowed into spasming snatch. Such joy filled Trish, glad her futa-lover experienced the delight of convulsing cunt on her girl-shaft.

Eden's big tits heaved. Her thrusts faster, harder, pounding into Lisa's hot snatch. Trish squeezed her futa-lover's hand back, encouraging her to finish. Eden's head snapped upward, her blonde hair swaying about her shoulders and supple back.

“Yes!”

“Cum in her,” groaned Trish. “Flood her.”

“I am!” moaned Eden. “Yes, yes, you're going to want to find the first guy you can, Lisa. And fuck him. Become a futanari like us!”

“Yes!” Lisa groaned. “Yes, yes, anything for you, Eden. I'm yours!”

Eden's blue eyes caught Trish's. “Your turn. Flood your slut.”

Trish's dick ached and throbbed in the MILF's hot cunt. She groaned, burying into the silky snatch, the friction burning around her futa-cock. She whimpered, squeezing the MILF's big tit with her right hand, her left squeezing Eden's hand.

“Yes, yes, cum in me,” gasped Professor Jean, her hips bucking up into Trish's hard thrusts.

Pleasure surged through the brunette futanari. She hammered her cock deep into the professor's snatch. The silky caress down the length of her cock sent pleasure surging to the core of her own pussy. Her ovaries tightened.

Her cum erupted.

Ecstasy lanced through Trish's body. She bucked with every powerful blast of jizz spurting out of her futa-dick. Her round breasts heaved, bouncing and jiggling. She gasped out her rapture, drinking it in.

“Oh, god, Eden, I love it!” Trish moaned.

“So do I!” gasped Professor Jean. Her pussy clamped down hard on Trish's erupting dick, then spasmed. The teacher bucked and moaned, her big tits jiggling, swaying. Her moans sang through the air. “So good! A girl fucked me with her big dick! I love it!”

“I know, Professor,” mewled Lisa. “Oh, wow, that's amazing.”

“So amazing,” Trish groaned, thrusting a final time.

“Time to find more girls,” grinned Eden. “My current math professor's office is next door. She's got big tits, too.”

“Ooh, let's go play,” Trish groaned, ripping her still-hard dick out of Professor Jean's cunt. “And you, my slutty professor, go find any man or boy you can. Fuck his brains out. Become a futa. We're spreading to the entire school. After you have your dick, fuck every girl you can and unleash them. We'll see how fast we can get through 2000 people.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Professor Jean purred. “Anything for you. Love you.”

~   ~~   ~

“Futanari!” squealed the volleyball player bouncing on Helen's dick. The lithe redhead, her body slender and limber, skin taut over sleek muscles, shivered. Her pussy gripped Helen's big futa-cock, red hair dancing about the player's freckled cheeks. “Oh, yes, this is awesome.”

“So awesome,” another volleyball player moaned, being fucked from behind by Natasha, the Russian cheerleader. “Oh, my god, yes!”

Helen and her six cheerleaders had descended on the university's volleyball team like a pack of hungry wolves. Before the team knew what was happening, the nine futanari were ripping off their Lycra shorts and ramming cocks into wet pussies. The few girls not chosen, watched in awe, masturbating as the futanari ravished their teammates.

The gym echoed with the moans of girls and futanari. The air brimmed with the scent of hot cunt stirred to hot froths by plunging girl-dicks. Flesh slapped flesh. Tits jiggled and the pleated skirts of the cheerleaders rustled as they enjoyed themselves.

Helen, lying on her back, shoved up Donna's sports bra. The redheaded volleyball player gasped as Helen's hands gripped the girl's small tits, pinching brown nipples. Her pussy tightened on Helen's girl-dick, increasing the pleasure flowing through the blonde futanari.

“Oh, my god, yes!” Donna howled, slamming down Helen's dick. “This is... Oh, yes, this is wild.”

“Uh-huh,” groaned busty Moira, her red hair flying about her shoulders as she fucked a dark-skinned volleyball player from behind, plowing into her cunt and making her butt-cheeks ripple.

“Ream my ass,” a blonde volleyball player howled, lying on her stomach, the cheer captain, Rhonda, fucking her hard. The Black cheerleader had a thing for fucking blondes' asses. “Oh, my god, she's huge and driving me wild.”

“Lucky,” whimpered a watching Asian player, her hand shoved into her black jogging shorts, frigging her pussy, the other fondling a small breast through her sports bra. “Oh, my god, I want to be out there.”

“Sit on my face,” Helen moaned, licking her lips, her fingers pinching Donna's hard nipples.

“Do it, Noriko,” moaned Donna, bouncing faster on Helen's futa-cock. “Sit on her face. Then we can switch.”

“Yes!” gasped the futanari, loving this plan.

Noriko ripped her fingers out of her jogging shorts. She rushed forward while pushing down the stretch Lycra and her white panties beneath all in one go. She stumbled, hobbling, struggling to work off the garment from her waist, and reached the futanari as fast as possible. The other watching girls surged into the orgy, following suit, ripping off their clothing, wanting to get their pussies licked by futanari or their teammates.

Noriko stopped, kicking off her clothing before continuing on. She reached Helen, straddling her. A thick, black bush descended to the blonde futanari's hungry mouth. Helen shivered, licking her lips as her feast approached.

“Yum!” she groaned, pinching Donna's nipples again.

“Yes, yes, eat her snatch, Helen,” groaned Donna.

Then Noriko's ticklish pubic hair, wet with tangy passion, brushed Helen's mouth. The futanari groaned. Her tongue swiped through hot pussy lips. Her dick throbbed in Donna's tight, silky pussy. Pleasure surged through Helen, her tongue devouring the Japanese player's hot snatch.

Noriko groaned. She squirmed on Helen, grinding her silky bush and dripping pussy across the futanari's lips and mouth. Helen's tongue nuzzled into wet folds. She breathed in that tangy musk, her tongue drinking in the cream.

“Futanari!” gasped Noriko. “They're real. I can't believe they're real. This is so hot.”

“Isn't it?” Donna asked, her pussy shifting on Helen's dick, like the girl leaned forward. “And you have such cute little titties, Noriko.” 

“Donna-chan!” gasped the Japanese girl, wet sucking reaching Helen's ears. “Ooh, yes, that's so hot.”

Helen shuddered, picturing the lithe redhead leaning forward to suck on Noriko's dusky nipples. The Japanese girl shuddered, her pussy smearing across Helen's hungry mouth. The futanari plunged her tongue deep into Noriko's snatch, exploring her silky depths.

Donna's pussy stirred around Helen's dick. The redhead moaned, sucking noisily, and fucked Helen hard and fast. Their flesh slapped together. The futanari moaned into Noriko's tangy pussy. Helen licked faster and faster, the pressure building and building.

“Oh, my god!” screeched around her.

“I'm cumming on a girl's dick!”

“She's firing jizz in me! It's so hot!”

“Fuck, April, your dick is awesome!”

“Yes, yes, cum on my big dick!” howled Mercedes, the blonde cheerleader.

“I'm going to fire so much cum into your ass, slut,” groaned Rhonda.

“Do it!” the blonde volleyball player groaned back.

“Eat my pussy, Marissa,” another player moaned. “I knew you'd be such a good muff-diver.”

“What a yummy muff,” Marissa moaned as she feasted on her teammate.

“Damn, that is hot,” Val groaned. The busty, Russian cheerleader shuddered in ecstasy. “Fuck, Marissa, make her cum!”

Helen drank in the sounds of her futanari fucking around her, spreading her love, improving all these girls. They were all her slaves now, her loving servants. They'd surge out of the gym, searching for guys to gender-swap, then girls to fuck with their new futa-dicks. A cascading effect of sex and pleasure engulfing the campus in passion.

It'll be so beautiful, thought Helen as she feasted, her ovaries tightening, Donna's pussy slamming down her cunt. All these women and futas loving each other, spreading their joy. They won't ever hate each other. No more violence. No more pain. 

Just love.

Helen's heart surged through her chest. Her body bucked. Her cock erupted. Her genetically modified cum spurted into Donna's pussy. Helen moaned into Noriko's hot snatch. She found the girl's clit, sucking on it, making the Japanese volleyball player gasp in ecstasy.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Donna moaned. “She's cumming in me. Oh, that's so... Fuck!”

Hot pussy spasmed about Helen's dick, milking out more and more of her jizz. Helen spasmed, the pleasure surging through her body.

“Futanari-chan, yes!” groaned Noriko. “Oh, this is... This is... Iku!” 

Hot pussy cream flooded Helen's mouth. She drank the ambrosia, savoring Noriko's orgasm. Another feminine voice singing rapture through the gymnasium, echoes repeating passion, mirroring it, making it blend into a symphony of rapture.

Helen loved it. She shivered, her final blast of girl-jizz flooding Donna's pussy, turning it into a sloppy mess. Donna groaned her appreciation, pussy writhing. Helen lapped through Noriko's folds, gathering more of her cream.

“Let's switch!” Donna groaned.

“Yes!” squealed Noriko.

They did.

Helen lapped her tongue through Donna's shaved pussy, drinking tart pussy mixed with salty cum. She savored the pleasure then groaned as Noriko's tight sheath engulfed her futa-dick. The Japanese girl whimpered, sinking down Helen's girth.

This is a great idea! thought Helen. I was wrong. We were meant to do this. The military has no idea where we're at. 

~   ~~   ~

“General, we have an update on the college,” Sergeant Davis said.

General Maxwell looked up from the map of the school marked with Colonel Broadway's assault plan for raiding the university. The General wanted to make sure everything was perfect. They had to envelop the college and surge inward, taking out any futanari they could. It would be brutal. A massacre. The country would condemn him. The population would never understand why he had “innocent” coeds executed.

He'd face the death penalty. But he'd protect the United States from their greatest enemy.

“What is it, Sergeant?” he asked, looking up.

She held a tablet in her hand, turning it to show the video feed from the drones. It was in color since it was in daylight. People moved about the campus only... He frowned, asking, “Are those naked girls?”

She nodded her head. “We've observed several packs of naked girls surging out from the outlying buildings, moving into the campus. And...” She swallowed. “According to the analysts, many of them appear to have cocks, though it's hard to tell at this resolution.”

“An outbreak.” General Maxwell's stomach tightened. “How much longer until we land?”

“Twenty minutes. Then another thirty minutes to reach the staging ground and begin the assault.”

General Maxwell nodded as he watched a pack of girls change direction, charging a group of dressed students emerging from a building. In moments, the wild futanari were on them, clothing ripping off, couples falling into passionate embraces.

History would condemn him for cleansing the University of Puget Sound. If he stopped the futanari scourge, he could live with that.


Chapter Sixteen: Field Experiments

Isabel groaned, the water splashing about her waist as she fucked the Black beauty in the shallow end of the pool. She'd thrust the crimson swimsuit to the side, exposing the girl's sleek, toned ass. Now her brown cock vanished between those ebony cheeks, plunging into tight, hot bowels.

“Oh, my god,” groaned the girl. “What is going on? Who are you?”

“Your liberator,” gasped Isabel. Already, she'd fucked two other members of the swim team, those girls unleashed in the athletic center to find boys to gender-swap. Carly and Lindsey had their fun, each onto their third member of the team. “We're giving you love.”

“And hard girl-dick,” moaned the Black girl, her bowels squeezing down around Isabel's cock. “Oh, my god, this is so hot! Yes, yes, yes! I've never cum being fucked up the ass before.”

“You just needed a futanari to ream you, puta,” groaned Isabel, her crotch smacking into the girl's ebony ass, making those cheeks ripple. Water splashed up between then, droplets glistening on Isabel's brown, heaving breasts. She'd lost her bikini early on. “You're going to cum so hard, aren't you?” 

“So hard!” gasped the Black girl.

“Oh, my god,” squealed another girl. “Holy shit, that's good.”

“Take my cum,” Lindsey moaned, the raven-haired futa  fucking her girl doggy-style on the edge of the pool, both their round, ivory breasts heaving. “Yes!”

Isabel shivered, watching her sex slave flood the girl's pussy, inducting her into a new lifestyle of sex and love and passion. A tremble raced through the Hispanic futanari. She rammed her dick so hard into the Black girl's tight bowels, friction burning about her cock.

She had to cum. Desperate to. She had to spread Helen's love, dwelling in her body, as far as possible. She had to fulfill her futa-Mistress and love's mission. The water churned louder, her thrusts harder. Flesh slapped flesh. The pleasure built and built inside of her, tightening her pussy, her ovaries boiling.

“Take it, puta,” groaned Isabel. “This is what you need.” 

“Yes!” howled the Black girl as Isabel's futa-dick unloaded. “Fuck, yes!”

Hot bowels writhed about Isabel's cumming cock. The Hispanic futanari groaned, ecstasy firing through her body. Her tits heaved. She loved the Black girl's spasming asshole, velvety flesh milking out every drop of futa-cum. Dizzy delight surged through Isabel.

“Helen! You have another slave!” she moaned, wishing the blonde futanari was here to witness it. To be so proud. “Oh, fuck, yes. And you know what to do, don't you, puta?” 

“Fuck and fuck and fuck,” groaned the Black girl. “Spread her love.” 

“Helen. That's her name. Helen.” A shiver ran through Isabel. “Isn't that such a beautiful name?”

“So beautiful.”

Isabel ripped her cock out of the girl's ass, smacking her. She turned around, gazing at the masturbating girls sitting on the edge of the pool, all squirming in pleasure. Isabel's dick bobbed just above the surface of the water. She licked her lips. “Well, what are you waiting for? Someone come suck my cock clean. You know you want it.”

The girls all gasped, diving into the pool, swimming with all their might to experience the same rapture as their teammates. Isabel grinned as a blonde reached her first, her mouth opening wide, swimming onto Isabel's dick.

And sucked.

~   ~~   ~

“This is the perfect place,” Dr. Zhao said, pulling into Hilltop Java, a coffee shop in a shopping district near the college. “Look at all those people in there.”

“Are you sure we should be doing this?” Dr. Catherine asked. “Helen wants us at the school.”

“The futanari gave me these orders,” Dr. Zhao lied again. She knew Ally would approve. When she found out that Dr. Zhao's device worked. “Think about it. Those women and men will all be exposed to futanari cum. They'll change. In a moment. It's so much more efficient. There are seven billion people in the world.”

“7.5 billion,” Dr. Gabby corrected.

“Exactly. We have to improve the process,” Dr. Zhao said. She stepped out of the car wearing her white lab coat buttoned up. And nothing underneath. Her futa-dick twitched in excitement, poking at the coat, wanting to escape out between the buttons. The other two scientists joined her, equally wearing only their lab coats.

Dr. Gabby held the device.

“This is the perfect size for the test we want,” Dr. Zhao said, striding forward. “Come along. And I want you taking notes, Dr. Catherine, for as long as possible.”

“I will,” Dr. Catherine said.

They entered the coffee shop. Five people, a mix of men and women, waited in line to order, while scattered through the cafe at wooden tables sat people sipping their drinks, many with their laptops out. Some were young, in their twenties, the girls wearing skinny jeans and sweaters, the guys in shirts and jeans, some wearing slacks. Other women had the look of housewives, looking a little frumpy in sweat pants. One guy in line had the brawny look of a construction worker.

The trio of scientists took a table in the center of the shop. Dr. Gabby set the device, several e-cigarettes cobbled together and held in a square lattice, on their table. The shared reservoir contained Dr. Zhao's girl-cum, ready to be atomized and dispersed through the room. Dr. Catherine set up a small digital camera on a short tripod, aimed at the counter where two baristas worked in trendy clothes.

“Deploy the device,” Dr. Zhao ordered.

“Yes, Dr. Zhao,” Dr. Gabby purred, a big grin on her face. She hit the button, wired into each of the e-cigarettes.

In moments, atomized futa-cum rose out of the ends of the e-cigarettes, dispersing through the room, drifting on the air currents. Dr. Catherine wrote on her yellow notepad, her pen scratching away as Dr. Zhao waited.

A woman in line shivered. Her head snapped around, her gaze locking on Dr. Zhao. “Oh, my god, it's you. You're the source.”

“Source?” another woman behind Dr. Zhao gasped. “Yes, yes, I need it. Your cum!”

“What is that?” the burly construction worker groaned. He turned around, his muscular arms flexing. Then he groaned, his flesh flowing, changing. Dr. Zhao knew any man exposed to futa-cum became a woman. Already, the transformation beset the burly man.

Another guy, a Hipster in skinny jeans and glasses, quivered at a nearby table, looking up from his laptop. Short, brown hair sprouted, spilling about a face growing more and more delicate, even more effeminate than before. Breasts sprouted beneath the sweater he wore, expanding, ballooning.

Dr. Zhao smiled.

Gasps rippled through the room. The gender-swapped construction worker's jeans fell off her slimming hips, her body losing so much muscle mass, becoming sleek and curvy. Large breasts stretched the dirty t-shirt she wore, bouncing free, while dark hair fell in lustrous curves about a soft face.

And then the women swarmed the table.

Dr. Zhao gasped, seized from behind. Feminine hands pulled her off her chair. She groaned, smacking onto the tiled floor. Several women loomed over her, their faces twisted with passion. Their hands ripped open her lab coat, exposing her petite body, quivering breasts, and throbbing futa-dick.

“This!” one moaned, grabbing Dr. Zhao's cock. “This is it! The source of that yummy smell.”

“I need it,” moaned the gender-swapped construction worker. She forced her way in and leaned down, tits bouncing beneath her stained shirt.

And then her mouth engulfed Dr. Zhao's cock. The Chinese scientist moaned, her pussy clenching at the hot mouth sucking at her dick. Then her new sex slaves leaned in, sucking at her nipples, nibbling, loving the hard nubs.

“She's got a cock and a pussy,” moaned a woman in pure lust.

“Yes!” gasped the futa-scientist. Then a hot mouth nuzzled at her pussy, licking and sucking through her folds. The pleasure surged through her. Her legs spasmed on the ground, so much heat surging through her body. Lips sucked at her nipples, at her girl-dick. “You're all mine.”

The door opened. A man walked in and breathed in. Instantly, the effects hit him. Dr. Zhao had just a brief sight of the man changing into a woman before a Black woman planted her mouth on the futa-scientist, kissing hard.

Dr. Zhao shuddered, moaning into the kiss. Her tongue danced with the Black woman's, the gender-swapped construction worker bobbing her mouth faster and faster on the scientist's girl-dick. Pleasure surged so fast through Dr. Zhao.

It's working. I can hear the orgy spreading.

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped another woman. “Eat my pussy. Just devour it.”

“Britney, yes, you have such a delicious cunt.”

“It's working, Dr. Zhao,” moaned Gabby. “Every man in the coffee house is a woman. They're all stripping naked, loving each other and... Ooh, yes, suck on my nipple.”

The door opened again. A woman gasped then let out a throaty moan, breathing in the atomized futa-cum. Dr. Zhao loved it. She reveled, surrounded by the horny women. They kissed her body, licked her pussy, sucked on her cock, nipped her nipples. A tongue ran across her bellybutton, making her squirm. The woman devouring her pussy fucked a tongue deep into the Chinese scientist.

All the sensations surged up to the tip of her dick buried in the gender-swapped woman's hungry mouth. Dr. Zhao shuddered, her pussy clenching on the probing tongue. Her orgasm swelled so fast, stirred by the sucking mouth of the gender-swapped woman.

She's so hungry for her first taste of cum.

Dr. Zhao convulsed. She groaned into the Black woman's mouth. Her nipples throbbed in hungry lips, her pussy spasming. Juices flooded out of her snatch, the woman licking her pussy rejoicing.

And her cum filled the gender-swapped woman's mouth.

She groaned her delight, drinking down Dr. Zhao's jizz, gulping it over and over. The pleasure rushed through the scientist. She spasmed on the floor, reveling in the feminine beauties enjoying her body, stroking her, kissing her, sucking on her flesh.

Giving her rapture.

They're all mine! she thought.  

“Give me some of her jizz,” a woman groaned.

The mouth on Dr. Zhao's cock ripped off. She heard sloppy kissing, shuddering, knowing the gender-swapped woman shared her futa-jizz with others. Then a hot snatch engulfed Dr. Zhao's clit-dick. She gasped, bucking, and savored the pleasure surging around her.

Women gasped. Moaned. All from a single load of her jizz. She gained twenty or more beauties in moments. Ally will worship me. I'll be her favorite! She'll let me pursue any research I want when she learns what I did today! 

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura Roy shuddered, her cum spurting into the coed's tight ass. Around her, the Wheelock Student Center, home of her small clinic on the second floor and the university's cafeteria, writhed in passion. The bulk of the Double D Girls, today under Maura and Leann's command, had swept into the lunchroom and fucked every girl they could.

A few guys were left, jerking off their dicks. But every time a new girl enjoyed a futa's passion, she made a beeline for one of them, pouncing and fucking them hard. New futas birthed around Maura along with new women. Groups flooded out from the Center, surging into the school to spread it farther, to embrace everyone in love.

“Yes,” Leann moaned nearby, the gender-swapped futa pumping a load of cum into an eighteen-year-old freshman's juicy pussy. The girl convulsed, her firm tits jiggling.

Then the girl pulled herself off Leann's cock. Cum flooding down her thighs, she rushed at a masturbating boy. He only groaned as she pushed him down on a couch, mounted him, and rammed her sloppy cunt on his small dick.

Maura smiled, pulling her shaft out of the coed's ass she fucked. The girl moaned, cum dribbling out her asshole. Her brown hair whipped around, searching for a free boy. She spotted one leaning against the wall, grunting as he spurted a feeble stream of cum.

“Go get her, slut,” panted the futa-doctor. She gave the coed a slap on the plump rump.

Like a hunting cheetah, the coed sprinted after her prey.

“This is going great,” Leann panted, her eyes flicking to Sergeant Frita fucking an Indian coed, complete with the dot on her forehead marking her a married woman despite her young age, bent over a cafeteria table. “She's going to have a surprise for her husband.”

“If he's not already gender-swapped by someone else,” Maura panted, looking around for a girl to enjoy. She spotted a pair of girls engaged in a sixty-nine, devouring each other's pussy. Since they weren't out recruiting, they must be just caught up in the excitement of the orgy. She nudged her futa-wife, pointing.

Leann grinned, nodding her head. “Let's go—”

Maura's cell phone buzzed in the pocket of her doctor's coat, the only clothes the busty redhead wore. Her flushed tits heaving, she reached into her pocket and pulled it out. Colonel Bee's number flashed on the screen.

A jolt of fear shot through Maura. She swiped the screen, bringing it to her ear. “Yes?”

“Ma'am, General Maxwell and a company of special forces just landed at McChord field thirty minutes ago,” Colonel Bee reported. “I estimate their numbers at company strength. They requested transportation. My second approved it on orders of General Carter. I just found out. I estimate they'll be at your position in the next five to ten minutes.”

“I understand,” Maura said, surprised by the calm in her voice as her heart exploded in terror.

“I'm so sorry, Ma'am. I should have alerted you earlier. The request for the vehicles came in before I arrived and my second neglected to tell me of the arrangements. He's not one of us.”

“Thank you.” Maura's eyes found her futa-wife's.

Leann nodded her head. “Sergeant Frita!”

The gender-swapped soldier, now looking like a supermodel instead of the grizzled sergeant, snapped to attention, big tits bouncing, girl-cock dripping with pussy juices. “Ma'am?”

“Gather your women. General Maxwell's found us.”

“We have to locate Helen,” Maura said. “Where is she?”

Leann looked out the windows, packs of futas, girls, and gender-swapped women surging across the lawn between buildings, hunting for prey, lit by the morning sunlight. “I have no idea.”


Chapter Seventeen: Oblivious Passion

Helen shivered in delight, stroking her futa-dick, as she strolled across the college campus. It was a rare, warm day for October, the sun shining, feeling delicious on her naked flesh. Girls swarmed across the grounds, most naked or half-clothed, cum splattering their bodies, dribbling out of pussies, or bubbling out of assholes.

“Mistress!” a group of Asian girls Helen didn't know waved at her as they ran past, their firm tits bouncing. They all had black bushes, several of them streaked with ropy futa-cum.

How many of them were guys this morning? Helen wondered. She couldn't tell the difference once a man became a woman. It didn't matter what they used to be, only what they were now. 

“Oh, my god, yes,” moaned a guy, pumping away atop a girl on the grass. “Jesus, yes. You're so tight.”

“Just cum in me and make me a futanari!” howled the girl, her legs locked tight about his waist. “Yes, yes, yes, I need it.”

“Fuck, yeah.” The guy's back arched. Helen smiled, knowing he came in her. She paused, rubbing her dick, watching his flesh ripple, becoming more feminine, waist narrowing, hips flaring, growing that curvy figure. Round breasts dangled down to brush the tits of the girl changing into a futanari.

“You have to find a guy to fuck now,” moaned the new futa. “Then you'll get a dick back.”

“Wow,” moaned the new girl, hopping to her feet, her new body so sleek and sexy. She grinned at Helen. “Mistress!”

“Go have your fun,” Helen purred. “You, too, futanari.”

The new futanari squealed as she gained her feet, her dick thrusting hard before her. She ran off in another direction. Helen cast her gaze around. She felt Ally having sex...somewhere. Their connection didn't let them sense where each other were.

Helen closed her eyes, getting flashes of Ally plowing her dick into a dusky-skinned girl's pussy, the girl on her back, her tits bouncing, Ally moaning her delight. Helen shivered, stroking her cock faster.

She snapped her eyes open. I have to find fresh pussy to enjoy. 

She kept crossing the grass, heading for the central buildings, hoping to discover a girl who hadn't been smothered in love yet. That was so hard. Futas were spreading exponentially. Only a few hours, and Helen felt the school was theirs.

Then a group of five guys burst out of a building. They ran out onto the field. Behind them, a larger group of naked girls squealed, charging after them, none futanari. “Get them!”

“Boys!”

Other girls spotted them, rushing at the boys from all directions, each eager to get her futa-dick. The boys scattered, one tripping. A blonde girl pounced, pinning him and fumbling at his jeans. Helen smiled, knowing the boy would enjoy it. Two girls, one Black the other White, tackled a Hispanic boy. They rolled on the grass. Two other boys fell in quick succession. But the last one ran faster, booking across the field.

Helen feared he'd escape and miss out on the joy of becoming a woman. And experiencing futa-love.

And then a group of girls, some wearing swimsuits pulled down to expose their tits or still having swimming caps covering their hair, appeared around the corner. They all squealed in delight, the guy vanishing amid them, smothered by female flesh.

“He'll be happy,” Helen said to herself. She kept walking, reveling in the love brimming in the air. It felt so right to do this. Her purpose achieved.

Her cum spurted from her cock, splattering the grass before her as she trembled in rapture.

~   ~~   ~

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Trish, her round breasts bouncing as she rammed her cock into the Black girl's pussy.

“I know,” Eden moaned, fucking the Black girl's mouth. They spit-roasted the coed, slamming their futa-dicks in and out of her holes. “She's got such a hot mouth and tight throat.”

“Uh-huh,” Trish groaned.

From the hallways, feminine gasps and cries of rapture echoed. The entire Wyatt Hall reverberated with feminine passion. Trish loved it. She and her futa-lover had spread their passion far and wide. She'd lost count of the number of pussies, assholes, and mouths she'd enjoyed.

Now she just wanted to share rapture with the futanari she loved.

Trish's hands cupped Eden's heaving breasts. She squeezed the big tits, loving them jiggling in her hands. Eden groaned, her face quivering with delight. Hips pumping hard, Trish leaned over and engulfed a fat, pink nub.

“Trish!” squealed Eden. “Oh, honey, yes.”

The futanari suckled hard at her lover's tit. Her futa-dick plunged over and over into the hot pussy wrapped about her cock. The Black girl bucking back hard, her snatch growing hotter and hotter, boiling around Trish's futa-dick.

Then the slut came.

Trish quivered. She moaned about her lover's fat nipple as heavenly cunt convulsed around her dick. The friction grew even silkier. Euphoric heat surged through the brunette futanari. She slammed her hips forward, her body trembling.

And erupted into the Black girl's cunt.

“That's it, honey, cum in her pussy,” groaned Eden.

Trish's mouth popped off her lover's fat nub, staring up at Eden's flushed face. “How'd you know I came?”

“I know you,” Eden groaned, cupping Trish's face, lifting her.

Their lips met in a hot kiss. Trish groaned into her futa-lover's mouth, her cum boiling into the Black girl's snatch. She trembled, her body quivering, breasts bouncing and heaving. She reveled in the rapture, sharing it with the futa she loved.

Eden's fingers tightened on Trish's face and the brunette knew her lover just came, flooding the Black girl's mouth with cum. I love this so much. I love her. I love sharing her. I never want this to end. Just fucking women with her forever. 

Trish broke their kiss, her final blast of cum firing into the Black girl's snatch. “Eden, I—”

“Trish! Eden!” Dr. Maura shouted, bursting into the room, pushing an amorous coed off of her. “Where's Helen?”

“I don't know?” Trish frowned. “Why?”

“The military's coming!” The older futanari's face paled. “We have to find her! Right now!”

Trish's world spun around her. Only Eden's tight grip kept her from collapsing.

~   ~~   ~

Sergeant Davis accelerated the HMMWV from McChord Field, the fleet of armored transports racing towards the North Gate which lay right by the flight line and dumped out onto a surface street near an on-ramp to I-5. Overhead, Black Hawk Helicopters soared, carrying more soldiers.

General Maxwell gripped the tablet in his hand, the case made of heavy plastic, hardened for the rigors of combat. He studied the drone feed, watching one figure, blonde, stroking her hard dick, marching through the orgy around her.

“There's something off about this one,” he said, sitting in the passenger seat.

“What's that, general?” Colonel Broadway asked, sitting behind the general.

“This futanari. She's not in the orgy with the others. She's...supervising.” He tapped the screen. “She's a priority target. Do you see her, Colonel? In the center quad east of the Wheelock Student Center drifting towards Wyatt Hall.”

“I have her, General. This is Raider Six Actual to Nightwing, blonde futanari at coordinates 12.7 north, 38.8 east is a priority target. Suspected leader of enemy forces.”

“Roger that, Raider Six,” responded Nightwing, the drone pilot. “I have her marked. Will coordinate all Raider assets to her location for neutralization.”

“Shame we don't have any hellfire missiles on that drone,” General Maxwell muttered. “We could smoke her right now.”

“Indeed, sir,” nodded the sergeant.

The general stared at his screen, taking in a deep breath. “Colonel, new orders, this outbreak is grown out of hand. I'm seeing hundreds of infected females and futanari. You are to terminate all females found at the university. Only males are to be spared. We cannot take chances on any infected girls surviving and causing a flareup. We must excise this cancer swiftly.”

“Understood, General,” the colonel answered.

“You no longer wish to capture any futanari, sir?” Sergeant Davis asked, glancing at him.

General Maxwell's dick twitched. He so wanted to. “Negative. Too much of a risk. Terminate them all.”


Chapter Eighteen: Contact

“Command post is ready, sir,” Sergeant Davis said.

General Maxwell nodded, gazing to the north. They were a mile from the University of Puget Sound. Already the Black Hawk helicopters, flown by pilots from SOAR (Special Operations Aviation Regiment) under the effect of the serum, arrived on station to support ground operations. Colonel Broadway had already deployed his units around the school.

“Good,” General Maxwell said, turning to what looked like a camo-painted trailer.

Inside, technicians manned consoles, monitoring the drone feed and the communications of the soldiers. He took his seat at a table, a map of the school dragged over it, marked by grease pencils, noting positions of soldiers reporting in.

“It'll be at any moment, sir,” Sergeant Davis said, standing calm, unruffled. Only the general felt the magnitude of what they were about to do.

1500 students. Another 500 faculty. The human in him rebelled against this. He could still call it off, find another way to quarantine the futanari. But they were the vanguard of an alien invasion. Ally's creators didn't have to send armies, just unleash their creation on the world and infect his countrymen, his species, twisting them into something else. 

“Sir, Raider Six reports all his men are in position.”

“Cleanse,” growled the General. His back straightened against the weight of his monstrous order.

“To all QRF, Cleanse,” the communication sergeant said calmly into the radio. “I repeat, Cleanse.”

General Maxwell closed his eyes. A tear fell down his cheek. Two thousand people... The first victims of an alien invasion. Maybe future generations will understand what I had to do here. Maybe even God will. 

He didn't believe either would.

~   ~~   ~

The sound of the helicopters drew Helen's attention. She frowned, peering into the blue sky. Did the police get called? It wouldn't surprise her if law enforcement swarmed the school. They'd just fall into the futanari's love. 

Today, UPS. Tomorrow Tacoma. She could see it now. They'd spread so fast, swarming across the world. Soon, the military couldn't do anything to challenge them and...

Helen's heart clenched. A sleek, black helicopter zoomed overhead, banking around. Two others joined it, guns sticking out the open sides. She'd seen helicopters like this in war movies. Fear clutched her heart.

“Run!” she screamed to the futas and girls fucking around her. “You have to run.”

“Helen!”

The sound of her name whipped the blonde futanari's head around, her French braid sweeping behind her. The helicopters hovered around the school, their rotors thud-thud-thudding while Helen searched for who called to her.

Dr. Maura and Leann waved from the entrance to Wyatt Hall.

Helen raced towards them as fast as she could, screaming, “Run! Now! Get to cover!”

Half the girls obeyed her, those who were changed by her harem, but others kept fucking, under Ally's control. Some of those looked around confused, their hips still pumping away, driving their cocks into hot snatch or tight asses.

“You have to run!” Desperation beat in Helen's heart. They found us. We went too fast. How many soldiers are in those helicopters? Are they...are they inoculated? 

Gunfire erupted behind Helen. She shrieked, running with every ounce of strength she possessed, bare feet smacking grass. Her heart pounded. She threw herself at Dr. Maura. She slammed into the busty doctor. They stumbled back into the building. Bullets hammered into the wall behind her, wood splintering, masonry cracking, glass shattering. Leann cried out, the pair crashing to the floor.

Helen looked behind her, the door she dived through shot up. Leann scrambled backwards on her hands and feet. Girls whimpered and moaned in fright. Another barrage of bullets hit the doorway, fired from one of the helicopters.

“What's going on?” Helen whimpered.

“General Maxwell found us,” Leann shouted. “I've ordered the Double D Girls to—”

“Contact!” blared from the walkie-talkie gripped in the gender-swapped woman's hand. “North of the Wheelock Student Center.”

Over the walkie-talkie, gunfire rattled, chattering. More came from the distance, sounding like an old-fashioned typewriter pounding away. Helen shivered.

“We have to get you and Ally away,” Dr. Maura said, hauling Helen to her feet. “I sent Trish to look for you. We need to evacuate, but we're scattered across the campus. I have no idea where Ally is.”

“Oh, no!” Helen gasped, her heart clenching. She could feel her lover fucking somewhere on campus.

“You have to reach out to her. We have to coordinate. You two are important.”

Helen shook her head. “We're all important and—”

Windows shattered, bullets racking the side of the building. A brunette futanari fell to the ground screaming, clutching her leg, blood so bright. Helen shivered. Her fear bubbled through her. She whimpered, unable to move, to think. She just stared at that bright blood as Dr. Maura and Leann hauled her deeper into the building.

“Helen!” the futa-doctor shouted at her, voice so distant.

“Ally promised it would be safe,” Helen mumbled, her voice slurred. “She promised to protect me.”

“Well, you need to protect her,” snarled Dr. Maura. “Focus, Mistress. You can reach Ally. Get her racing to safety. We still have a chance.”

Girls screamed in the hallway.

“Have to help them,” protested Helen.

A hand slapped her face.

Helen gasped, the sharp pain knifing through the fear gripping her mind. She blinked, her jaw throbbing. Her body shook, her heart pounding faster. Sounds became sharp again. Gunfire crackled all around.

“Contact Ally right now!” Leann shouted. “Please, Mistress. We can coordinate her extraction. I have Sergeant Frita leading several of her soldiers here now. We'll get you to safety!”

“Ally,” Helen said. Her heart squeezed faster. “No, no, they can't have Ally! I saved her!”

She closed her eyes, concentrated on the passion connecting her to her futa-lover. She focused on the pleasure Ally felt. The redhead appeared, in a large room. It was the stage of concert hall, floor wood stained black. She plowed her futa-cock hard into a dusky-skinned girl's plump ass, reaming her, savoring the velvety grip of her bowels.

Ally! screamed Helen to her lover. Ally, you're in danger! 

~   ~~   ~

“Are those fireworks going off?” someone asked as Ally thrust her futa-dick hard, buggering the drama student's plump ass. Her dusky butt-cheeks rippled each time Ally buried her futa-dick into tight bowels. 

“Mistress, I think something's going on outside,” Jewel called, the futanari ripping her dick out of a girl's snatch.

“What?” Ally asked, so close to cumming, her pussy clenching. She looked out at the theater, girls and futas fucking in the seats or across the stage. One guy, in the process of being gender-swapped, moaned as a girl rode his small dick.

“Do you hear that cracking?” Jewel asked.

Ally frowned, popping sounds coming from outside. “Isn't that just...?” She frowned. “I don't know. I grew up in a cell.”

“Mistress,” whimpered Dr. Sara, the blonde scientist standing up. Her new futa-dick bobbed before her. “That's gunfire. I was in the military.”

Ally! Helen's voice screamed in Ally's mind.  

The world vanished. Ally blinked, standing in a white void. Helen seized the redhead's shoulders with clammy hands, her face pale and twisted in terror. Eyes wide. The fear bled from the blonde into Ally.

“He found us?” groaned Ally.

Helen nodded her head. “You're in the Schneebeck Concert Hall? Right?” 

“I think so.”

“Sit tight. We're coming for you.” Helen whimpered. “I...I thought we were safe.”

Ally hugged her lover, pulling her tight. “We will be. I've made arrangements. I'll protect you.”

“What about the others?” Helen whimpered. “One of my futas has already been shot. There could be others... So much gunfire.”

“I'll protect you!” Ally snarled. “We're the ones that matter. Don't worry. Nothing will happen to you.”

“No, no, we all matter,” Helen objected. “We have to save them all.”

“Just get here.” Ally pulled away. “I have to call my soldiers.”

“What?” Helen asked, and then she faded away, replaced by Jewel shaking Ally awake.

“Mistress, what's wrong? Mistress!”

“I'm fine,” Ally said. “I need a phone.”

“I've already called Abigail,” Liliana said, holding a phone to her ear. “She's coming. With all her soldiers and the weapons at her duplex. Your army's coming, Mistress!”

I'll protect you, Helen!

Then an idea struck her. She closed her eyes, concentrating.


Chapter Nineteen: Surprise

Dr. Zhao smiled at the chaos she unleashed in the Hilltop Coffee Shop. A russet-haired housewife bobbed her hungry mouth on the futa-scientist's cock while the gender-swapped hipster tongued her asshole. She groaned, her futa-dick throbbing in the housewife's sucking mouth as the hipster's tongue wiggled into her bowels.

“That's it,” she grinned, the orgy burning hot.

Dr. Catherine used her new futa-dick on a girl dressed in black fishnet stockings and a black miniskirt, pounding her hard from behind. The scientist became a futanari when she leaped on a man entering the store, gender-swapping him the physical way instead of the atomized cum transforming him. After approximately twenty minutes, any newcomers weren't affected.

But Dr. Zhao was more than satisfied with the results. People kept blundering in, swarmed by the writhing women, and soon other futas had appeared, forming the centers of little storms of fucking women, filling the air of the coffee shop with the rich aroma of cunt.

A scent Dr. Zhao found—

A grasping hand seized her consciousness and yanked her away. Dr. Zhao gasped, her thoughts scattered into dizzy shock. And then a new world sprang about her. She stood on grass, a domed, blue sky over her head.

Ally stood before her.

“Mistress,” Dr. Zhao said, swallowing. Ally stood hands on hips, green eyes blazing with strong emotion. “Is there a problem?”

“General Maxwell is attacking the school!” Ally shouted. “You have to do something to disrupt the mind control. Or weaken it.

“I don't think that is possible, Mistress. It's—”

“I don't want to hear about impossible. You created it, and now his soldiers are attacking us! I want results right now! Understand!” Ally's big tits shook, her entire body seething. “I will not be a prisoner again!”

“Yes, Mistress!” Dr. Zhao gasped.

Then the world spun around her again. She opened her eyes, staring up at the gender-swapped hipster and the housewife. They had shock on their faces. “Are you okay, Doctor?” the housewife asked. “You collapsed.”

“I'm fine,” Dr. Zhao said, standing up.

Outside, she heard police sirens howl. “Dr. Catherine!”

“What?” moaned the other futa-scientist, her hips pumping away hard as she enjoyed her new cock.

“I need your help! Our futa-Mistresses are in trouble.” Dr. Zhao shivered. How can I disrupt the serum?  

~   ~~   ~

“General,” a tech said, looking up from his screen. “Local 911's been called from the school reporting an active shooter incident. The entire county is mobilizing a tactical alert. In minutes, every cop in Tacoma and beyond will be heading for the school.”

“Doesn't matter,” growled General Maxwell. “By the time they have a perimeter, we'll be done.”

“Maybe not, sir,” Sergeant Davis reported. “Raider Bravo has encountered contact with enemy forces firing U.S. weapons. I think the missing Delta Force operators from Hanford are fighting back. And they were in position before the attack began.” 

“We have a mole. We'll have to scour JBLM's command structure,” General Maxwell snarled, his stomach sinking. “Every woman in the I Corp's HQ is suspect.”

How the fuck am I dealing with that? the general thought, grinding teeth. Fuck!  

“I want your men to destroy the enemy. We still outnumber them, even if they have ex-special forces troops with them. I want the futanari eradicated!”

“They will be, General,” Sergeant Davis nodded, picking up the radio.

~   ~~   ~

“Oh, my god, we have to find Helen,” Trish moaned, gunfire exploding outside.

“She must be in another building,” Eden said, squeezing Trish's hand. “She started in the athletic center. Maybe we should try Harnell Hall.”

“That's where we started the day.” Trish swallowed but nodded. “Okay, this way.”

They raced through the hallway, other futanari and girls huddling on the floor, holding each other, shivering in fear at the gunshots. Trish wanted more than anything to join them. Fear shivered through her as they raced through Jones Hall, the administration building, for the south doors, bare feet slapping on the linoleum floors.

The glass doors loomed ahead. Trish ran for it, dragging Eden with her. The need to find Helen and protect her Mistress surged energy through her limbs, galvanizing her into action. As scared as she felt, she couldn't allow anything to happen to Helen.

She's important. I think I've known that all my life. Maybe... Maybe that's why I first sat beside her back in the seventh grade.

She hit the glass door, bursting out into daylight.

And froze.

“Fuck!” Eden screamed behind Trish.

Ahead of them, soldiers roped down from a hovering helicopter, dressed in desert camos, and carrying big, black machine guns. Their weapons whipped around, aiming at Trish. Eden seized the brunette around the waist, hauling her back and throwing her into the building.

Gunshot erupted. 

Eden staggered as Trish struggled to stand from the floor. Blood blossomed across Eden's chest. She gasped, crashing into Trish. The brunette held her futa-lover, managing to keep them both upright. Bullets hissed past them, buzzing like angry bees fired through the now-shattered doorway. Trish staggered down the hall, holding the futanari she loved.

Behind them, a gruff voice shouted, “Futanari spotted entering Jones Hall.”

“Trish,” gurgled Eden, her voice wet, bubbly.

“It'll be okay,” sobbed Trish. “Help's coming. It'll be okay.”


Chapter Twenty: Helpless

“What's going on?” Isabel asked, frowning at the cracking sounds echoing through the school.

“Not sure,” Carly said.

A whimpering Lindsey pressed against her futa-girlfriend, Carly's arm going around Lindsey's shoulders. Isabel wanted Helen here to give her that same comfort. She stood amid many of her new girls she'd recruited at the pool. They'd just finished gender-swapping a boy they came across.

The new futa's cum still dripped out of Isabel's pussy.

“Let's be careful,” Isabel said, moving forward along the side of the Wyatt Hall, peering out at the lawn. She could see the Wheelock Student Center down the hill and...

Futanari and girls raced across the grass, running as fast as they could. Isabel reached the building edge, peering out and—

“Madre de Dios!” she gasped. 

Soldiers, moving in a unit, appeared to the east. They fired their guns; bullets cut down the fleeing futanari and girls. They fell onto the grass, blood staining naked flesh. Some made it to buildings, screaming in terror, others scattering in every direction only to be shot.

Then a bullet hissed past Isabel.

Someone screamed behind the Hispanic futanari. Her head whipped behind her. The newly gender-swapped girl fell dead, cradled in one of the swim team member's arms. More bullets fired into them, clipping another girl.

“Run!” Isabel shouted, turning, her back itching as bullets fired at her new harem.

The Black girl she had enjoyed gasped, spilling to the ground, her body spasming. Isabel sprinted, not stopping. Terror beat in her heart. Her hair streamed behind her as she ran behind Lindsey and Carly, the pair clutching each other.

I'm going to die! screamed over and over through Isabel's mind. 

~   ~~   ~

“Come on,” Dr. Maura shouted, her fingers digging into Helen's arm.

Helen only stumbled after her doctor, her heart racing. Gunshots cracked from every direction. She flinched, lead striking masonry nearby. Girls, newly inducted into her harem, huddled on the floors in classrooms, hiding beneath desks, cowering beneath tables, hugging each other.

“We were having so much fun,” Helen mumbled, shaking her head. “Why couldn't they just let us have our fun?”

“They fear us,” snarled Leann. “That's what humans do. We kill what we fear.”

“But they don't have to fear us!” The words exploded out of Helen. “Ally and I were sent to save the world. To make it better. To stop this from happening. If we all loved each other, we'd never hurt each other ever again. Why is that so hard to accept?”

“Because it's the unknown.” Leann reached a door on the backside of the building. She peered out a window at the lawn. “It looks clear to the Schneebeck Concert Hall.” 

“What about Sergeant Frita?” asked Dr. Maura, her fingers tightening on Helen's arm. “They're coming here.”

“This building's about to be overrun,” growled Leann.

“No!” squeaked Helen. “What about the girls in here?”

Leann's face darkened. “I...I don't know.”

“You have to run!” Helen shouted to her harem. “Flee the college. Escape. Get out into the city! Everyone! Please, listen to me!”

Heads peeked out of classrooms, feminine faces stained with tears.

“Yes, yes, this way,” Helen said, throwing open the door. “You have to rush out this way. Race into the city. The cops will come. They'll protect you. Or find homes. Find places to hide. You can't stay here.”

They listened to her. Helen's heart quivered as the girls obeyed her commands, flooding out of the classrooms. A pack of naked girls pushed past her, bursting out through the doors and onto the lawn, breaking apart into racing groups, rushing across the grass toward any building.

“Spread the word,” Helen said. “Be safe. I love you all.”

Hope shone on their faces, eyes liquid with tears. Helen didn't want a single one of them hurt. Couldn't stand to have a single one hurt. She felt so helpless to protect them. She put on a smile anyways, ushering them out of the building.

“Mistress!” Leann shouted, pressed against the opposite wall. “We have to go. Please. We can't stay here. They're leaving. You don't have to stay.”

Helen opened her mouth when a loud explosion shook the building. Girls shrieked. A cloud of dust billowed down the far end of the corridor, engulfing fleeing girls. They shrieked. Gunfire erupted louder. Girls pushed at the ones in front of them, terrified to escape.

“My wife's right,” Dr. Maura said. “Please, Helen.”

Helen shook her head, pushing girls out the door. “Keep going. It'll be okay. Just—”

More gunfire clattered. Girls screamed. Helen's body twisted. For a moment, she felt bullets striking her body, ghostly and cold, and knew some of her followers fell bleeding to the floor, hidden by the dust from the explosion.

The flood of girls thinned, the two at the rear supporting a third girl hobbling, her leg bloody, her new futa-cock swaying limp between her thighs. Their faces were ashen, even the Black girl's, dust smearing their bodies.

“That's it,” Helen said, ushering them out the corridor.

“Mistress!” Dr. Maura shrieked, pulling Helen to the ground as soldiers appeared out of the dust. Guns fired.

But it wasn't the enemy soldiers who fired their weapons. Before they could aim, they staggered, their flack vests absorbing the shots. They crashed onto the ground. Helen clamped hands over her ears, deafened by gunfire. Hot shells rained down around her as Sergeant Frita and two of her Double D girls emptied their machine guns at the soldiers.

“Let's go, Mistress,” Sergeant Frita shouted, her honey-smooth voice at odds with the gruff command. She seized Helen, hauling her to her feet and shoving her out the door and into the daylight.

“We're going to Ally!” Helen said, pointing at the Schneebeck Concert Hall. “She's in there.” 

Sergeant Frita nodded, shoving Helen forward while simultaneously speaking into a radio. Helen's heart hammered as they ran across the open lawn, the Double D girls around her, Dr. Maura and her wife taking the rear.

Helen stumbled, but Sergeant Frita's iron grip kept her upright. The woman may not be the buff, dangerous male soldier of the past, but she still had a sleek strength, her fingernails sharp. The pain helped keep Helen grounded, her thoughts moving as they crossed the ground.

“Contact!” shouted one of the Double D girls, pivoting. Her gun fired.

Bullets answered. Helen gasped, one of her soldiers head snapping back before she dropped lifeless to the ground. Helen whimpered, whipping her head away, her stomach twisting. She wanted to be sick but she kept running, Sergeant Frita firing from the hip at something.

Then they reached the concert hall. Helen gasped, shoved through the doorway. She stumbled forward into the lobby, falling on her face. Behind her, Sergeant Frita knelt, firing out at the attackers. The other Double D Girl joined her, covering Dr. Maura and Leann as they limped inside, blood creasing the doctor's thigh.

“I'm fine,” Dr. Maura groaned. “Bullet just buzzed past.”

“Grazed her,” Leann said, supporting her futa-wife. She held a rifle in her hand.

Helen blinked. Where did she...? Flashes of her soldier dying knifed through her mind. Right.  

Fresh tears fell down her face. Then the most beautiful sound in the world rang out. “Helen!”

~   ~~   ~

Ally's heart leapt into her throat as she spotted Helen crying on the ground. Her futa-lover's name burst from her throat as the busty redhead dashed across the lobby from the auditorium. She fell to her knees and engulfed Helen in an embrace.

The blonde futanari clung to Ally, sobbing, shaking. She crushed Helen to her, stroking her blonde braid. Such anger surged through Ally. “It'll be okay,” she cooed. “It'll be fine. You're with me now. They can't hurt you.”

Damn you, Maxwell! Why do you have to hunt us! Why do you have to scare her!

Helen had rescued Ally from her prison, and the redheaded futanari would let nothing stop her from protecting this sweet creature. She rocked Helen's trembling body, stroking her, vowing to destroy General Maxwell for causing the beautiful Helen pain.

“My army's coming,” Ally said. “They'll be here soon. With weapons. They'll protect us. We just have to hold out a few minutes.”

“Army?” croaked Helen, looking up with tear-stained eyes.

“There's another squad coming from the east,” Leann shouted. Gunfire erupted, drowning out the answer.

“What do you mean, army?” Helen said.

“I told you I'd protect you.” Ally cupped her lover's cheeks. “I recruited soldiers over the weekend. Liliana is dating a female soldier in a quartermaster unit. They keep track of all the weapons. They smuggled a ton into a duplex not far away. Okay?”

“I don't understand?” Helen said. “You... Why didn't you tell me?”

“I didn't want to make you worry more than you already were. But they're coming so—”

“Mistress,” Jewel shouted.

Ally whipped her head around, looking at her first futa sex slave. The woman stood a few feet away, a cell phone in hand. “Dr. Zhao says the only thing she can think of is eliminating General Maxwell. If he goes down, then the control on the enemy soldiers should end.”

“Well, does she have any idea where General Maxwell is?”

“In a command post nearby,” growled Sergeant Frita. She fired another burst from her weapon out the door. “Contact Colonel Bee, Maura, she might know where it is.”

“Right,” Maura said, her voice strained. She finished tying a bandage made from the sleeve of her doctors coat. She fished out a cell phone. “On that.”

“Anything else I should tell Dr. Zhao?” asked Jewel. “She says she's outside the school, hearing lots of sirens. She has a large group of women with her, all under her love. Her experiment worked.”

Ally frowned. Experiment? “Get her in contact with Colonel Bee. When this command post is located, she's to take all her women and attack it. It should only be lightly defended.” 

“What?” gasped Helen. “But they don't have weapons.”

Jewel spoke into the phone as Ally kept stroking Helen's hair. “This isn't the time for delicacies, Helen. We're at war. I won't let them make you a prisoner, too! We'll be free. Together.” 

Helen sniffled. “But...”

“Okay, Mistress, Dr. Zhao will—”

Jewel's words were cut off by a buzzing hiss. The woman staggered to the right then slumped to the floor, blood flooding out of the bullet wound in her head. Ally froze, staring at her Jewel's body twitching then going still. 

Then her hands snagged the phone spilled from Jewel's hand. She picked it up, cold fury raging in her, Helen's sobs distant. “Dr. Zhao, you and your women will find General Maxwell and kill him!”


Chapter Twenty-One: Eden

Trish dragged Eden across the classroom and behind the professor's desk. A trail of blood led from them to the door. Tears fell down her face, raining on Eden's sallow features. Crimson bubbled at her wounded lover's mouth, trickling down her cheeks.

“You'll be okay,” Trish said, hugging Eden, feeling the warmth of her life spilling over her body. “Dr. Maura will patch you up.”

Eden stared up, her eyes so blue. “I love you...so much...”

“I know.” More tears fell, Trish's vision growing blurry. “I love you so much. We're going to be fine. Help's coming. The Double D Girls will save the day.”

Gunfire rang through the building, coming closer and closer. Girls screamed.

“You need to...run,” Eden groaned. Her hand reached up to caress Trish's cheeks with cold digits. “I'm not...”

“No! You're going to be fine.” Trish's entire body shook.

“They're coming...You have to...” Eden coughed, more blood spilling across her lips. “You can't...die... Have to live... For Helen.”

Trish shook her head. A stubbornness seized her. Despite hearing the gunshots approaching, she wouldn't leave Eden alone to die . She bent her head down, pressing her lips against salty lips, tasting the copper tang of her futa-lover's life. She squeezed her eyes shut, trembling.

Flashes of their relationship tumbled through her mind. The first time they met a year ago, her papers spilled across the ground, the handsome, blond man bending down to pick them up. His smile when he saw her terrible doodle on the back of a worksheet.

“Learning to be the next Picasso?” Ethan asked, handing it back to her, a warm smile on his lips, not mocking. 

“No, I'm an English major. Hence, why I can't draw.”

Their shared laughter, the invitation to coffee which led to their first kiss. His lips so strong, so different from the feminine lips she kissed now. Their dates, their fights, their passionate reconciliations. Writhing in bed as Ethan proved his skill at cunnilingus.

The evening she made Ethan into Eden. Sharing her with Helen. United in such a profound way with her gender-swapped lover. She reveled in it all in the last moments of her life, not regretting any of it. For a year, she had more joy than anyone deserved.

The door crashed open. Footsteps approached.

Eden didn't die alone.

~   ~~   ~

“We're going to die,” sobbed Lindsey, trembling in Carly's arms, the gender-swapped futanari draping her body over the crying girl.

“We're not,” Isabel said, her body shaking as they cowered in the thick rhododendron bushes with a few of the other girls.

The soldiers rounded the corner of the building, their guns sweeping. They fired at something. A girl screamed to Isabel's right. She squeezed her eyes shut, picturing Helen. If I see you again, I'm going to tell you how much I love you, Chica. Please, God, let me live. I don't want to die here. Just because I'm futanari doesn't make me less of your child. Please, please. 

“Check those bushes,” a gruff voice ordered.

“Oh, no,” Lindsey whimpered. “We should run.”

“They'll shoot us,” Carly said. “Shhh. If we don't move, don't make a sound, they won't see us.”

Isabel tried to keep her body still, but she trembled. She couldn't help it. Dried leaves rustled beneath her as the soldiers marched closer, so big, so strong, moving with the implacable resolve of a robot, like the Terminator from those dumb movies marching at them, merciless. Their guns aimed right at Isabel.

Please, God. I know I'm not the best person. I like sex a lot. But please, please, don't let me die without telling Helen how I feel.

The soldiers closed to within ten feet.

Isabel squeezed her eyes shut, her entire body tensed for death.

Gunfire cracked. The sound rippled through Isabel, making her flinch. She screamed out in alarm, expecting to feel the bullets tearing through her body, knifing white-hot and spilling her blood across the ground.

Only that didn't happen.

Her eyes cracked open.

The enemy soldier nearest her lay on the ground, clutching a throat spurting blood. His comrades pivoted only to take another burst of fire. Two more went down before they returned fire, shooting a female soldier Isabel didn't recognize. They came in from the edge of campus, firing weapons as they maneuvered.

Three dropped in moments, but there were so many of them, twenty or more, that they overwhelmed the enemy. In moments, they finished off the last of Isabel's attackers. The new women surged forward, racing for the downed enemies.

“We're servants of Ally!” one shouted. “Any futanari or women of the harem, we're here to rescue you.”

“Mucho gracias, Dios,” Isabel whispered, staring up at the sky. 

~   ~~   ~

Rage mottled Ally's face. Helen reached out to hug her futa-lover, to comfort her against the grief of Jewel's death, but the redhead snatched up the phone, shouting with such monstrous hate, spittle flying from her lips.

“I want his head!” screeched Ally. “Jewel is dead, Dr. Zhao! Dead!”

Then she hung up the phone. Ally whirled around, staring into the double doors leading to the theater proper. Dr. Sara crept out, gasping in shock at the sight of Jewel. Members of Ally's sorority sobbed in fright, clutching each other.

But not a tear fell down Ally's face.

She's in shock, reasoned Helen. Jewel's been hers for weeks and weeks. The second member of her harem after Sara.  

“Liliana!” snarled Ally. “Where is Specialist Amanda?”

“They're attacking the school now,” whispered the naked president of Ally's sorority, her hand shaking around the phone she gripped. “A platoon is rushing here under Amanda's command, Mistress. She says they've rescued survivors already.”

Helen's heart was leaping for joy when she felt a ghostly bullet pass through her head. She fell back, clutching her skull, and knew someone important to her, someone close, had died. A moment later, another bullet pierced her heart, killing someone else.

“Trish...” she croaked. “Eden...”

She stared up at Ally, needing her lover's embrace right now. Her best friend just died. She'd known Trish since the seventh grade. Six years of sharing almost everything. Sleepovers and movies and parties and gossiping about boys and studying and...loving each other. All gone, wiped away by the cruelty of bullets.

“Why can't he accept our love?” she asked, but no one listened.

“Your soldiers are attacking from the north,” Sergeant Frita said, staring at Ally. “They're engaging the Delta Force soldiers from the flank, forcing them to retreat.”

“Good,” Ally snarled. Helen watched in shock as Ally burst outside through the doors. “Kill them!” she howled, red hair spilling about her shoulders. “Get around the building and put a bullet into all their heads!”

Through the doorway, Helen watched as the female soldiers obeyed, charging at the retreating enemy, firing wildly as they moved, spraying bullets through the air. Some even hit. But they fought special forces. And their bullets rarely missed.

Helen's stomach churned as Ally watched her soldiers die while cheering them on.


Chapter Twenty-Two: Road's End

The gunfire raging outside almost drowned out Dr. Maura's ringing cellphone. Even though she gripped it in her hand, she had to tear herself away from the sight of Ally's female soldiers, many of them futas, falling to the ground. She wanted to get out there, to bandage their wounds. The throb in her leg almost faded beneath her drive to heal.

How can Ally be so excited? They're dying.

“Kill them!” screamed the redheaded futa, her face twisting with anger.

Helen's whimper snapped Maura out of her fugue. As she turned, she heard the ring of her cell phone, the buzzing in her hand. She gasped, bringing it up to her ear, swiping it as she did. “Colonel Bee, what do you have?”

“The command post is located at Union Avenue and North 4th Street.”

“Thank you,” Maura said. Then she hung up and dialed Dr. Zhao's number, glad she had everyone's in her phone.

“Yes?” the cool voice of the Chinese woman answered.

“Union Avenue and North 4th Street,” she relayed. “Hurry. We're dying here.”

The phone went dead.

And now Helen's whimpers couldn't be ignored. Maura limped to her Mistress, sliding down to the ground and putting her hand around the blonde's shoulders. The slim futanari felt so fragile right now, on the verge of cracking.

“They're dead.” The words came out of Helen's mouth as a croak.

Maura's stomach clenched. “Who?”

“Trish and Eden.”

Maura's eyes closed as she pulled Helen tight. “Oh, god, no.”

~   ~~   ~

“Yes,” Ally snarled as the last of the enemy soldiers died. She surveyed the battlefield, her gaze skipping past her women and futanari lying dead or wounded. They accomplished their mission. But more had to be done. “Specialist Amanda!”

“Mistress!” saluted one armored soldier. She rushed forward while making a beckoning motion with her hand.

A flood of futanari and women, mostly naked, all frightened, poured from around the corner and rushed to the door of the building. Ally stepped outside, letting them flow past and into the concert hall. She spotted Isabel in the group.

“Chica!” the Hispanic girl shouted in relief. 

“What's the situation?” Ally asked her soldier.

“We're pushing the enemy back. They're taking strongholds in buildings. It'll be hard to dig them out. They're well trained. But my girls can beat them.”

“They're fighting special forces,” Helen shouted, stepping out, her face raw with pain, her arms hugging her naked body. Isabel embraced her from behind, holding her. “Your women are just regular soldiers. The enemy's leagues ahead of them. More will die if you press the assault.”

“She's correct,” Sergeant Frita said, moving next to Helen, her eyes scanning, intense like how Ally always imagined a hawk.

“Doesn't matter. The enemy has to die,” Ally said. “They're too dangerous.”

“But your followers will die, too?”

“They're killing our followers!” Anger flared through Ally. “Just let me protect us, Helen. I promised I wouldn't let anything happen to you.”

“And the others who die? Your soldiers? Don't you care about them?”

“Yes!” The word hissed out. “But I care about us surviving more. We have to save the world. And Maxwell is trying to exterminate us! I won't let him.” She turned to the specialist, prepared to give the order, when her phone rang. She glanced down at it.

Dr. Zhao called.

“Did you locate the command center?” demanded Ally into the phone.

“Yes, Mistress. I'm looking at it right now. There are several guards out front.”

“Send your women and kill General Maxwell now!” Ally snapped, then hung up her phone. “Specialist, we'll hold off attacking the buildings and see if Dr. Zhao's theory about killing the general is correct. Is that good enough for you, Helen?”

“I guess,” Helen said. “What's wrong with you, Ally? You're so angry.”

“Why aren't you?” Ally pointed at the field, several bodies lying on the ground. Dr. Maura limped out to them with her futa-wife. “Look what they've done. You should be spitting mad.”

“I am mad,” Helen gasped. “But I also care. I don't want anyone to get hurt.”

“And no one else will. Once that bastard Maxwell is dead! We'll all be safe!”

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Zhao stood with Dr. Catherine, Dr. Gabby, and a few other futas born out of the orgy at the coffee shop. She studied the horde of women, natural and gender-swapped both, rushing at the command post.

The soldiers raised weapons. Automatic gunfire slammed into the crowd. Women fell. Dr. Zhao cocked her head while the others around her gasped in shock, whimpering, crying, clutching each other. Dr. Zhao ignored all that, focusing on how the women behaved.

She gave them a command, and they wanted to please her. They loved her and Ally.

“Normally, civilians under such fire would break,” Dr. Zhao said. “Even trained soldiers would be hard-pressed to charge into such uneven odds.”

But the women kept surging forward, leaping over their dead to swarm the enemy. They ripped the guns from the soldiers' hands. They vanished beneath the tide of furious women. Like legends of the bacchanal, women gone wild from drink and lust, they ripped apart the soldiers, furious for their sisters who perished in the charge.

“We have to go help them!” Dr. Catherine shouted, racing forward. “Hurry, some of them are still alive. They need first aid. Dr. Gabby, call 911. Tell them about the soldiers firing on us.”

Dr. Zhao just walked forward as her mob surged for the trailer. A figure appeared in the doorway, a woman in uniform wielding a pistol. She got off a shot before being pulled into the crowd, her dying screams lost over the fury of her bacchanal as they surged into the command trailer.

The futa-scientist smiled as she witnessed the commitment of her women. She could use this, channel this, to make Ally so powerful. Others would oppose them. But when they witnessed the lust-maddened passion of her bacchanal...

Dr. Zhao had something new to research.

~   ~~   ~

General Lewis Maxwell drew his service weapon. He hardly paid attention to it strapped at his waist, didn't care about the lustrous pearl inlaid in the handle or the nickel finish making the Colt .45 gleam with the beauty of the stars.

Sergeant Davis screamed as the mob of infected women yanked her out of the trailer. The other technicians cried out, not trained for combat beyond what they had received during Basic. The women flooded in, grabbing the technicians, surging for him.

The futanari would capture him. Turn him into a woman. Make him one of their slaves. He couldn't allow that to happen.

He had to protect his secrets. It would fall upon Dr. Winthrop now. General Maxwell prayed the man stepped up and did his country proud.

The general placed the pistol against his temple. He paved this road. And now he'd walk it to hell. He knew no redemption or forgiveness awaited him. He closed his eyes, took his final, sweet breath of air.

Pulled the trigger.

~   ~~   ~

Ally marched through the campus, the cops and paramedics swarming the school to help the wounded. The soldiers who attacked them went catatonic twenty minutes ago. Right after, Dr. Zhao reported General Maxwell's suicide.

The redheaded futanari wished she killed him herself.

So many died today. Of her fifty-five soldiers, eleven perished and another sixteen were wounded and needed the hospital. She had no idea how many of the students were killed. At least a hundred, with several more hundred wounded.

Ally hated them. Humans. They were so foul, so loathsome. Today was a day of love. Of passion, and they ruined it with their jealousy. With their anger. With their violence. They brought death, afraid of what Ally and Helen offered.

Love.

She came to give them love. She would smother them all in love. From this school, they would spread, a growing wave of passion and sex. She'd reforge humans into something better, something her creators would praise her for.

She lifted her eyes to the sky, clouds rolling in, banishing the blue. She peered beyond them up into the stars, to the aliens who sent her here to rescue a confused and broken race. A species so damaged they delighted in hurting each other. They found excuses to hit, to beat, to degrade, to murder each other.

Money. Love. Sport. Jealousy. Fear. Anger. So many myopic reasons to hurt another.

With Helen at her side, she would conquer the planet.

She smiled when a she saw a cop falling into the embrace of one of the coeds. Soon he'd be a she, another person recruited. Other first responders found themselves separated from the others by loving coeds and horny futanari. And they'd spread through Tacoma, finding more and more people. She'd unleash her soldiers on the base. Already, Colonel Bee had her orders to gender-swap General Carter, the commander of Joint Base Lewis-McChord.

They had to act before the humans could organize more resistance. Ally stood tall and proud. It felt good to serve her purpose.

~   ~~   ~

Tears fell down Helen's cheeks as she brushed back the strands of hair from Trish's face. So beautiful. So peaceful. Like she slept. They found her with Eden, the pair holding each other in death, together in their love.

“I don't know if I can do this,” Helen croaked.

“Shh, chica,” Isabel said, her arms slipping around Helen. “We're here for you. We love you. I love you.” 

“Trish loved me. I got her killed.”

“You did not get her killed,” Deputy Svetlana said, her arm in a bloody sling, her futa-wife supporting her.

“We supported you,” Professor Little said. “We'll keep supporting you. It was that bastard Maxwell. He sent those soldiers.”

“We were just making the world a better place,” Moira said, the eight cheerleaders huddled together, a bandage about April's thigh.

“It doesn't feel like a better place,” Helen said, her voice hollow. “They'll keep coming. They'll keep trying to kill us. I didn't want this.”

“We know that.” Isabel tightened her arms around Helen. “It isn't your fault.”

“Tell that to Trish and Eden.” Helen pushed aside another strand of hair from Trish's face. “If I controlled my desires, if I never used my cock, none of this would have happened. They would still be alive.”

“You can't change the past,” Val the cheerleader said. She knelt beside Helen. “We can only change the future. There has to be a way to go forward that doesn't lead to violence.”

“Yeah, chica,” Isabel said. “You came here to spread peace and love. Not death. Isn't that right?” 

“That's my mission,” Helen nodded, her back straightening. “Peace. We don't have to be the human's enemies. We're their friends.”


Epilogue: The Harvest

Ariz'ana entered the audience room, the doors hissing closed behind her. She moved through the room to the waiting spotlight. She could feel the eyes and thoughts of the council staring at her from the darkness, studying her.

She moved calmly, with grace. The futanari alien reached the light, waited.

...Earth has blossomed... whispered the council through her mind, a thousand voices speaking all at the same time. ...Our scouts have begun their work. They have united... 

“I feared Earth lost,” Ariz'ana answered.

...It is a primitive and violent planet. We expected difficulties. A low priority world, so we did not expend much resources...

“The council is ever wise.”

...You shall go and be our scouts' advisor. Ready the world for the harvest...

“I will help them sow discord and chaos. I am honored to be chosen.”

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Futa's Passionate Plans! 

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