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Naughty Excerpt from “Futa's Passionate Plans”

“See, you're starting to relax,” Ally said, rubbing her hands up and down Helen's stomach. “Tomorrow will go off without a hitch, and we'll add 600,000 to our numbers. Our creators will be so proud of us.”

Helen started to relax. It felt good feeling Ally's fingers trace designs on her belly. The grief retreated as she wiggled in the arms of her futa-lover. Her naked rump rubbed on Ally's dick, the shaft swelling harder and harder, pressing between Helen's butt-cheeks.

An itch formed at the tip of her girl-dick. Helen shuddered, drawing her gaze from the streets of Seattle to its skyline, staring at the Space Needle in the distance, the saucer-like dome lit white in the dark night. She let out a purring moan, Ally's dick now fully hard between her butt-cheeks and her own futa-cock swelling before her. A juicy ache formed in her pussy, her lusts kindled.

“Mmm, just let me take away all the stress,” Ally whispered. Then her lips kissed soft at Helen's shoulder.

The blonde futanari groaned, leaning back into Ally's pillowy breasts as her lover's hot mouth kissed and nibbled across her shoulder. Ally came closer and closer to Helen's neck. Her dick swelled harder, the tip brushing the cold glass of the window as it thrust out before her.

A shiver ran through Helen. That felt naughty. She squirmed, smearing the tip of her girl-dick against the glass. Precum left a pearly streak behind. The slick, cold sensation made her wet pussy tighten and her butt-cheeks clench about Ally's dick.

“Yes, you're getting into the mood now,” Ally said before kissing up Helen's neck to her jawline. A wet tongue licked up to her ear, lips nibbling on it.

Helen didn't say anything. She just enjoyed the sensual caresses of her futa-girlfriend's hands and tongue. The hot delight of a girl-cock buried between her butt-cheeks. Ally's fingers roamed from Helen's stomach, sliding up and down, brushing the bottom slopes of small, firm breasts and caressing through the top of downy pubic hair.

Those touches became bolder, making Helen wetter and hotter. Her dick's tip throbbed against the window as she squirmed more. Ally's fingers danced through Helen's golden bush, caressing the pubic hair adorning her pudenda. At the same time, the fingers of her other hand traced a spiral around Helen's right breast, ending at her nipple.

“Ally!” she squealed as her redheaded lover pinched her nipple. “Ooh, that's nice.”

“Isn't it?” Ally purred, her own hips moving now, pumping her dick through Helen's butt-cheeks. “Just let me make you forget everything but my love.”

Helen liked that idea. Forgetting, even for a few moments of gasping pleasure, brought such a welcome relief from her guilt. She pressed her hands against the cold window, fingers flexing, palms squeaking across the glass as she shifted. She braced herself for Ally's love, wiggling her hips, her pussy dripping juices down her thighs.

Ally's hand moved lower through Helen's bush and found that hard girl-cock. The redhead engulfed the shaft in a warm hand. Helen whimpered as her futa-lover stroked up and down it, brushing the hard tip, sending ripples of pleasure through her body.

Helen shuddered. Whimpered.

Ally's tongue licked at Helen's ear as the redhead jerked her dick. Ally's hand flew up and down it, making Helen wiggle. Her nipple throbbed in her lover's twisting fingers. All the sensations shot down to her pussy, her depths growing more and more molten.

“Ally,” breathed Helen, almost saying her futa-lover's name as a prayer.

“Mmm, I know just what you need,” Ally purred. She nipped Helen's ear and twisted the blonde's nipple. Pleasure rippled through Helen, her butt-cheeks clenching on the redheaded futanari's dick again.  

“Your dick in my pussy?” Helen asked with a throaty whimper.

“Exactly.”

Helen wouldn't object. Not right now. Not when Ally had made her feel so good. She's so wonderful to me, Helen thought as Ally drew back her hips, sliding her dick through Helen's butt-cheeks. Just the best. Love her so much. 

The tip of Ally's dick brushed Helen's sphincter, sending a naughty thrill through the blonde futanari. Then the cock moved lower, sliding through her taint and rubbing at the folds of her dripping pussy. Her girl-dick throbbed in Ally's stroking hand.

Helen sucked in a deep breath, waiting for that magical moment of being penetrated by her lover. She quivered to feel that huge girl-dick slide into her depths and make her shiver in utter rapture. She wiggled her hips, ready to take that amazing cock.

To be filled by it.

“Oh, Helen, yes,” Ally groaned. “You're just so juicy for my girl-dick.”

To find out what happens next, read on!


Prologue: Presidential Briefing

President Emilana Fierro couldn't take her eyes off the news report coming from Tacoma, Washington, showing the utter chaos that had descended on the city. It was like something out of a bad B movie. One of those kinky ones that played on Cinemax late at night full of plenty of T&A to keep the horny guys watching. She shook her head, shocked by what she saw. She was the first female and Latina president of the United States, one of the youngest to ever serve in office at thirty-nine, and she had never imagined a crisis like this. She clasped her hands tight together.

How do I deal with... with this?

“It's chaos in downtown Tacoma,” the female reporter said, standing before her camera in a gray-purple blouse, a necklace of pearls about her throat, her black hair falling in a perfect coif about her youthful face. “These strange hordes of naked women, some reportedly with penises, are swarming through the city. It's chaos as first responders are being overwhelmed. Reports are disjointed and unclear but some say that entire military units are helping them, cordoning off parts of the city to let them roam and... and... engage in their deviant sexual behavior.”

“What is going on?” demanded President Fierro, her Mexican accent growing stronger as her unease rose. She normally kept it out of her speech to sound more mainstream, unless she was speaking to a crowd of Hispanics. “Who are these women?” Her beautiful face, a mix of the dignity her office demanded and a youthful lushness that helped capture the hearts and minds of young male voters, stared at her Chief of Staff. Walt Tyler shifted in his seat, a slender man, almost all bones, with gray hair clinging to his balding head.

“It's confusing,” he answered. “A General Lewis, a special forces commander, launched a raid yesterday at the University of Puget Sound. Something went wrong. Lots of causalities. And now this is happening.”

“A raid?” goggled the president. “On U.S. soil? Did this man go rogue?”

“We have someone coming in, Madam President, to brief us,” Secretary Sherrie Park said. She ran the Department of Defense. “He was working with General Lewis on something called Project STARFALL. He claims to know what is going on in Tacoma and what we can do to stop it.”

“Something's going on,” the reporter said, drawing the president's attention back to the TV screen. It wasn't a live broadcast but a raw news feed the NSA had ripped out of the air and sent to the president. The network had cut their broadcast about here.

The police cordon before the reporter suddenly disintegrated. The cops fell to the ground, grabbing their faces and writhing. A horde of naked women surged over them, tits bouncing, hair flying behind them. They all looked skinny and beautiful and...

“Mierda,” the president cursed in Spanish. “They have dicks. Some of them actually have dicks. They're stroking them and... Are those squirt guns?” 

“They appear to be firing, um, semen, with them,” Secretary Park said, shifting in her seat.

On TV, one woman, a young Latina no more than nineteen, aimed a squirt gun at the reporter's face. Shouting in fear, the reporter stumbled back, tottering on her heels, her expensive pencil skirt hugging tight to her legs.

“For Helen!” screamed the attacking woman, her massive dick thrusting from the shaved folds of her pussy. The president's eyes widened, a strange heat surging through her.

Then the girl fired her squirt gun. Pearly cum splattered about the young reporter's face and mouth. She shuddered, licking her lips. Then she groaned, falling to the ground, her hands ripping off her clothing, exposing an expensive-looking, lilac bra made of lace and frills.

“CNN cut their broadcast right here,” Secretary Park continued.

“Oh, my god, I need more,” the reporter moaned, her legs spread wide, her skirt sliding up her legs. Then the camera fell to the ground, hit with a crash. The screen jarred for a moment before becoming clear. The camera lay on its side. You could see the reporter now masturbating as she squirmed on her back, naked legs trembling.

Beside her lay a man whose features were melting into something new. He was a big, strong guy, probably the cameraman. President Fierro's eyes widened as she witnessed the impossible. The man's facial features changed, softened, becoming more and more feminine by the moment. His shoulders narrowed, muscles fading from brawny arms while round breasts sprouted against the gray t-shirt he wore.

“He's turning into a woman?” the president asked, her eyes so wide as she stared at her advisers.

“I'm afraid so, Madam President,” a new voice said.

The president glanced to the tall man, his face haggard. He was in his fifties, in good shape, his hair thinning and clearly dyed a shade of brown too vibrant to be his natural hair color. His brown suit was rumpled.

“Who are you?” the president asked, eyes narrowing.

“Dr. Roland Winthrop, Madam President,” he answered. “Chief Scientist of Project STARFALL. What's happening in Tacoma is something we tried to stop. But we failed.”

“What is going on? Is this some defense department experiment run amok? Is that why this General Lewis went rogue?”

“It's the start of an alien invasion, Madam President.” The man moved closer. “I know this sounds crazy, but nineteen years ago an extraterrestrial craft crashed in the Appalachian Mountains. I was working for the Defense Intelligence Agency then and accompanied the Delta Force unit who found the vessel. Inside, we discovered an infant. A hermaphrodite we named STARFALL. She was sent to our planet to transform us. To turn us into what she is.”

“What is she?”

“A futanari.” Dr. Winthrop leaned over the president's desk. “Anyone who comes into contact with her semen is changed. Men become women. Women can become futanari like her, gaining their own penises that spread the infection further and further. A week ago, STARFALL, with the aide of an unknown force, broke out of our facility at the Hanford Site. We think another alien futanari led the raid, recruiting our own soldiers and local law enforcement to help her. And now, in a week, they have taken over the city of Tacoma. Our projections show that they will spread exponentially. In a year, every human on earth could be changed and ready for whatever her creators want.” 

“And what do they want?”

The scientist's face fell. “General Lewis thought invasion. But I think colonization.”

The president trembled. Her stomach clenched. She glanced at the TV, watching the now gender-swapped camera operator kissing the reporter, licking up the jizz staining her face as they writhed in passion. Beyond them, she saw cops, all women now, ripping their clothing off, joining the orgiastic frenzy.

“How do we stop them?” President Fierro asked, her voice faltering.


Chapter One: Eve of Passion

“Chaos continues in Western Washington as the Futanari Outbreak spreads,” the sober voice of the news commentator reported through Special Agent Felicity Britton's car speakers. She clutched the steering wheel with a tight, clammy grip, a nervous twinge racing through her stomach as she approached the entrance to the White House. “Authorities in Washington State are failing to contain the transformative disease as it spreads from the city of Tacoma into surrounding municipalities. Today, the Defense Department has confirmed that Joint Base Lewis-McChord, and most of the military personnel stationed there, have been infected and fallen to the outbreak.”

Agent Britton shook her head, her body trembling. The world was going mad. It sounded insane that a disease could turn people into hermaphrodites. It was impossible, and yet it was happening. She switched off the radio as she approached the gate where armed marines, in full battle dress, waited for her.

She rolled her window down, produced her badge as the marine private peered into her car. “I was told to report to the White House for special assignment.” Her voice didn't betray the somersaults going through her stomach. Beyond the gate, the residence of the most powerful person in the world loomed, the white walls illuminated by floodlights, making it glow against the night sky. “By Director Simpson.”

The orders didn't come straight from the Director of the FBI but was relayed to her through Agent Britton's immediate superior, Special Agent Doug Pearson. He ran the Organized Crime division where she'd spent much of her career in the Bureau. 

The marine studied her papers then looked at her crotch. She shifted, so aware of how invasive that gaze was. Then his hand shoved down into the car, giving her a crotch a squeeze. She grimaced as he felt for any hidden girl-cock she might be hiding beneath her skirt.

She wasn't one of these futanari.

“Okay, Agent Britton,” he said. “Go in. You can park in space twenty-nine. Secret service will escort you from there.”

“Thanks,” Britton said, biting back her retort. She felt so violated by the touch. But the world had changed so much in such a short period of time.

The gate rolled open. The stars and stripes fluttered from the top of the building, drawing her gaze. Men in black fatigues held positions on the roof, each holding a long rifle. Marines with dogs patrolled the interior in full combat gear. The FBI agent speculated the dogs were trained to sniff out futa-cum which contained the virus.

No one wanted to take a chance on President Fierro becoming one. Already, futanari and women carrying the virus had been found outside of Washington State, creating little outbreaks of the disease that authorities had to scramble to contain. There could be a futanari in the capital, blending in with the hundreds of thousands who lived in the city, passing unnoticed.

It made the FBI agent's skin crawl.

She found her parking space and climbed out, a clean-cut secret service agent in a blue suit waiting, his arms folded before him, RayBan sunglasses on his face. She spotted the tell-tale bulge of a pistol beneath his right arm, hidden by his blazer.

“Agent Britton,” he said, extending a hand. “This way. The president and her advisers are awaiting.”

A tremble passed through Britton. Why does the president want to meet me? I'm just a field agent? 

She fought to keep her nervousness in check as she followed the secret service agent through the luxurious halls of the White House. They passed by paintings, busts, and furniture from bygone ages. People bustled through the corridors, the large staff that supported the most powerful woman in the world. As they approached the oval office, a giddy thrill went through the FBI Agent.

She'd voted for President Fierro, eager to see the first female president elected, and now she would meet her.

But why me?

She wasn't high-ranked in the FBI. She had a few commendations, helped break some major cases, but was still climbing the ladder. In a year or two, she thought she might head up an Organized Crime unit in another city. Well, that was before the world went insane. But nothing she could think of explained why she was here and not someone more important.

They reached the wide door to the oval office. Though she'd never been here before, she recognized it. A tremble rippled through her as the two secret service agents flanking it scrutinized her before one opened the door onto the hecticness of the president's office.

People sat on couches, hunched over laptops. Several generals in their full dress uniforms talked in the corner. The president herself sat at her desk reading something while a young woman hovered beside her. The president signed it and the woman snatched it up and replaced it with another document.

“You must be Special Agent Felicity Britton,” a man in a brown suit said. He had thinning hair, dyed a rich shade of brown to hide his age. Britton judged him to be in his fifties, a scholar despite his fit build.

“I am. And you are...?”

“Dr. Roland Winthrop, DIA. Part of Project STARFALL.”

Agent Britton just nodded. She'd never heard of a Project STARFALL.

The president looked up at Britton. “Good, she's here. Doctor, would you administer the inoculation?”

“Of course.” Dr. Winthrop produced a small syringe filled with a tiny quantity of a white liquid from his pocket. He pulled off the plastic cap over the needle saying, “There will be a prick.”

Britton wanted to object, but the president stared at her. Then her nerve-addled mind realized what it was. Something to prevent this futa-virus from transforming her like it had so many others. She held out her arm, letting Dr. Roland roll up the sleeve of her gray blazer and white blouse.

Then he stuck the needle into her upper arm. A prick of pain flared. Then a coolness swelled through her muscles and...

Her mind went blank.

All she did was breathe. She inhaled something utterly heavenly. Something that she wanted to worship. To obey. The source came from the desk. From the woman who sat at it. Britton had to please her. Do anything for her. She stood motionless, waiting for orders. For the commands to act.

“Agent Briton, come here,” the woman said.

Britton obeyed. Her body moved without a single thought passing through the FBI agent's mind. She marched to the desk then around it, pushing past the young woman who squeaked a protest. Britton ignored the secretary and knelt before the woman in the chair, staring up at her, waiting.

“You may act normally,” the president said, swiveling her seat to face the FBI agent, perfect legs crossed before her. “I need you thinking. I need you able to react, to make judgment calls.”

Thoughts exploded through Agent Britton's mind. She shuddered and said, “Yes, Madam President.”

No questions danced through her mind about why she wanted to obey the President. Britton just did. She stood up, looking around the room, drinking it all in again as she waited for any new commands from the President. 

“Could you go around my desk?” President Fierro asked. “I really hate using this mind control serum, but it's the only way to ensure those around me can't be taken over.”

“Of course, Madam President,” smiled Britton. She realized all the nervousness she felt meeting the President had faded. Eager to obey, she marched back around the desk to stand on the other side, hands clasped behind her back. “Whatever you need.” 

The president opened an FBI personnel folder before her, a picture of Britton inside along with pages and pages of information. The President flicked through them while Britton waited for her orders, wondering what the president needed her for.

“You've worked undercover before, yes?” the President said. “In a woman's prison.”

“Eleven months,” Britton nodded, grimacing at her time spent at the Federal Correctional Institution at Aliceville. “I stopped a major drug smuggling ring that extended to a number of guards. It won me my spot in the main Organized Crime office here in D.C.”

“I need you to go undercover again,” the President said, leaning forward. “Ally and Helen, the alien leaders of the futanari, are planning to take Seattle in the next twenty-four hours. I want you there, at Seattle's city hall, ready to be infected and recruited.”

“Of course, Madam President.” Britton had no fear at being infected by the futa-virus.

President Fierro shook her head. “Dr. Winthrop, this serum... It's so wrong. She didn't even hesitate to be captured by them. She could be changed into one of them, and she didn't react.”

“But she won't be controlled by them,” Dr. Winthrop said. “That's what's important. We need a spy. We need to know what they're up to. What the aliens' grand plan is. That's the only way to stop it short of General Spender's plan of nuking Washington State.”

President Fierro flinched. “That plan is off the table.”

“Of course it is,” Dr. Winthrop said. “But Agent Britton will be perfect. She'll fake being one of theirs and uncover valuable information. She comes highly recommended.”

“Yes, you do,” the President said.

Britton drank in the praise from the President. She swelled, her back going even straighter. “I'll do it. I'll make myself indispensable to them and learn all their secrets. I promise, Madam President. I would never fail you.”

“Good,” the President sighed. “You need to leave immediately if you want to make it to Seattle in time for their attack.”

“Yes, Madam President.” Such joy surged through Agent Britton. To get such an important task from the President herself, from the most perfect and beautiful being in the world, the one who had to be worshiped and loved, made Britton feel so important.

She would not fail.

~   ~~   ~

The tears would hit Helen at strange times. Something would remind her of her best friend Trish, dead a week now, and they would burn hot down her cheeks. Her body would shake; the image of Trish lying dead with her girlfriend Eden, the pair holding each other in death, was seared into Helen's mind. The alien futanari would never forget it.

It's my fault you're gone, flashed through Helen's mind as she pressed her face against the cold hotel window. She peered down at the streets of Seattle, cops out patrolling, red lights flashing everywhere as the city braced itself for the futanari invasion. You should be here with me. If I went slower. If we hadn't drawn that bastard general's attention... 

None of you should have died!

So many had died that day. What was supposed to be a joyous day of futanari sharing their love, changing the students and staff at the University of Puget Sound, became tragic. General Lewis and his soldiers had killed hundreds, wounded more. So many futanari and gender-swapped women had perished.

Helen had failed them all. Her creators had sent her and Ally to save the world, to end these petty acts of violence humans committed on one another. They were here to show the humans something better. Something beautiful.

Uninhibited love.

And General Lewis, so fearful of what the futanari represented, had brought his army to kill them. He was dead now, but even more futas and women died to take him out. So much blood had stained her college campus.

Her blonde hair, gathered in a French braid, swayed down her naked back as the petite futa trembled. Her blue eyes were raw and red, her cheeks puffy with her grief. Her small breasts jiggled as she shook, her large cock swaying limp between her thighs.

“Trish,” she croaked. She'd known Trish since Junior high. Almost a decade. They shared almost everything. Had slumber parties, gossiped, shared celebrations. They even attended the same college, the University of Puget Sound. Helen felt like a piece of her was torn out, missing, leaving behind a vast, deep, black hole. A hole that nothing could ever fill but ragged pain.

“Helen,” a soft voice said behind the blonde futanari.

Helen tensed at the feel of her futa-lover's busty body pressing into her back. Ally hugged Helen from behind, the redheaded futanari kissing Helen's naked shoulder. A soft girl-dick pressed into the cheeks of Helen's rear.

“I know,” Ally whispered, rocking Helen.

Helen wanted to close her eyes and forget her grief in her futa-lover's embrace. She wanted to surrender the pain swimming in her heart. To just let it go, but she couldn't. How could she let go of a hole inside of her?

“Tomorrow won't be like UPS,” Ally said. “This time we have an army. A proper one. They'll keep any enemy soldiers from coming close.”

“There's still the police,” Helen said. They had all the soldiers at JBLM deployed across Washington State, isolating it from the rest of the country, trapping the inhabits inside to be changed by futa love. They were spreading in every direction from the city of Tacoma, spilling towards the Cascade mountains to the east and the Columbia River to the south.

And to the north, the city of Seattle.

“The police don't just shoot indiscriminately,” Ally said, rocking Helen.

The blonde futanari let out a sigh. Ally did feel so nice pressed behind her, those large breasts so soft and comforting. They had taken the city of Tacoma without any more bloodshed, along with a dozen smaller towns and communities in the vicinity. Every moment, new women tasted futa-cum, new men were gender-swapped into women, and new futanari were born.

If a woman who'd tasted futa-cum had sex with a man, he'd become a woman and she'd become a futanari.

Helen's harem now numbered in the hundreds of thousands. She had so many women who worshiped and loved her. More than she could ever know, ever fuck. That made her sad that she couldn't love them all. But she knew they would find comfort with each other.

“See, you're starting to relax,” Ally said, rubbing her hands up and down Helen's stomach. “Tomorrow will go off without a hitch, and we'll add 600,000 to our numbers. Our creators will be so proud of us.”

Helen started to relax. It felt good feeling Ally's fingers trace designs on her belly. The grief retreated as she wiggled in the arms of her futa-lover. Her naked rump rubbed on Ally's dick, the shaft swelling harder and harder, pressing between Helen's butt-cheeks.

An itch formed at the tip of her girl-dick. Helen shuddered, drawing her gaze from the streets of Seattle to its skyline, staring at the Space Needle in the distance, the saucer-like dome lit white in the dark night. She let out a purring moan, Ally's dick now fully hard between her butt-cheeks and her own futa-cock swelling before her. A juicy ache formed in her pussy, her lusts kindled.

“Mmm, just let me take away all the stress,” Ally whispered. Then her lips kissed soft at Helen's shoulder.  

The blonde futanari groaned, leaning back into Ally's pillowy breasts as her lover's hot mouth kissed and nibbled across her shoulder. Ally came closer and closer to Helen's neck. Her dick swelled harder, the tip brushing the cold glass of the window as it thrust out before her.

A shiver ran through Helen. That felt naughty. She squirmed, smearing the tip of her girl-dick against the glass. Precum left a pearly streak behind. The slick, cold sensation made her wet pussy tighten and her butt-cheeks clench about Ally's dick.

“Yes, you're getting into the mood now,” Ally said before kissing up Helen's neck to her jawline. A wet tongue licked up to her ear, lips nibbling on it.

Helen didn't say anything. She just enjoyed the sensual caresses of her futa-girlfriend's hands and tongue. The hot delight of a girl-cock buried between her butt-cheeks. Ally's fingers roamed from Helen's stomach, sliding up and down, brushing the bottom slopes of small, firm breasts and caressing through the top of downy pubic hair.

Those touches became bolder, making Helen wetter and hotter. Her dick's tip throbbed against the window as she squirmed more. Ally's fingers danced through Helen's golden bush, caressing the pubic hair adorning her pudenda. At the same time, the fingers of her other hand traced a spiral around Helen's right breast, ending at her nipple.

“Ally!” she squealed as her redheaded lover pinched her nipple. “Ooh, that's nice.”

“Isn't it?” Ally purred, her own hips moving now, pumping her dick through Helen's butt-cheeks. “Just let me make you forget everything but my love.”

Helen liked that idea. Forgetting, even for a few moments of gasping pleasure, brought such a welcome relief from her guilt. She pressed her hands against the cold window, fingers flexing, palms squeaking across the glass as she shifted. She braced herself for Ally's love, wiggling her hips, her pussy dripping juices down her thighs.

Ally's hand moved lower through Helen's bush and found that hard girl-cock. The redhead engulfed the shaft in a warm hand. Helen whimpered as her futa-lover stroked up and down it, brushing the hard tip, sending ripples of pleasure through her body.

Helen shuddered. Whimpered.

Ally's tongue licked at Helen's ear as the redhead jerked her dick. Ally's hand flew up and down it, making Helen wiggle. Her nipple throbbed in her lover's twisting fingers. All the sensations shot down to her pussy, her depths growing more and more molten.

“Ally,” breathed Helen, almost saying her futa-lover's name as a prayer.

“Mmm, I know just what you need,” Ally purred. She nipped Helen's ear and twisted the blonde's nipple. Pleasure rippled through Helen, her butt-cheeks clenching on the redheaded futanari's dick again.

“Your dick in my pussy?” Helen asked with a throaty whimper.

“Exactly.”

Helen wouldn't object. Not right now. Not when Ally had made her feel so good. She's so wonderful to me, Helen thought as Ally drew back her hips, sliding her dick through Helen's butt-cheeks. Just the best. Love her so much. 

The tip of Ally's dick brushed Helen's sphincter, sending a naughty thrill through the blonde futanari. Then the cock moved lower, sliding through her taint and rubbing at the folds of her dripping pussy. Her girl-dick throbbed in Ally's stroking hand.

Helen sucked in a deep breath, waiting for that magical moment of being penetrated by her lover. She quivered to feel that huge girl-dick slide into her depths and make her shiver in utter rapture. She wiggled her hips, ready to take that amazing cock.

To be filled by it.

“Oh, Helen, yes,” Ally groaned. “You're just so juicy for my girl-dick.”

“I am!” whimpered Helen. “Please, please, I need you in me.”

Ally gave Helen what she needed.

The blonde futanari's arms bent, absorbing the impact of Ally's hard thrust. The redhead thrust her girl-dick with enthusiasm into Helen's cunt. She gasped, her firm breasts jiggling, her shaft twitching in Ally's stroking hand. That amazing shaft plundered into the depths of her pussy in a single plunge, suddenly filling her with a wonderful futa-cock.

Helen let out a throaty groan. Her snatch clenched down on the invading dick. She whimpered in rapture, pleasure buzzing through her body. To be filled by a girl-dick again... Her body craved this delight. Especially from Ally.

“We were made to love each other,” Helen gasped, her eyes lifting to the stars, to where they came from. Soon, help would come. Their creators would aid them and stop any more futas and their women from dying.

“Yes,” Ally gasped, drawing back her dick. She twisted Helen's nipple hard, making the blonde clamp down her pussy on the retreating shaft. “Yes, we were.”

Flesh slapped against flesh as Ally buried her futa-dick back into Helen's juicy pussy. Another wave of pleasure washed through the blonde futanari. She groaned, her palms squeaking on the glass as she shuddered. Ally plowed into her hard, fucking her with the hot passion Helen needed right now.

Her braid swayed across her supple back. She heard Ally's big tits heaving and slapping together as the redhead fucked her. Hot pussy juice ran down Helen's thighs, her cunt churned by the big futa-dick reaming her depths.

“Yes, yes, yes,” groaned Ally. “Oh, Helen, just let me love you!”

“You love me so hard!”

“It's so much fun!”

Helen's body trembled. The fast plunge of girl-dick in and out of her cunt combined with Ally's hand stroking up and down her futa-cock. The two pleasures surged around each other inside of Helen. Her eyes rolled back in her head. She bit her lip as the rapture surged.

Ally groaned and gasped every time she buried into Helen, a sound she loved to hear from the redhead. Ally hugged Helen tight, pressing big boobs into her back, trapping her braid between them. The hard nipples massaging her back sent new tingles through Helen.

“Ally,” she panted, her body tensing, her pussy squeezing down on the thrusting dick.

“Do it!” Ally moaned, pounding Helen so hard. Their flesh slapped together, Ally's crotch smacking into Helen's rump. “Just cum! Let it out of you!”

“Yes!”

Helen's pussy drank in the hard plunge of Ally's dick while her cock absorbed the sliding friction of Ally's hand. The two sensations jolted through her body, twin bolts of lightning that electrified Helen's core.

And exploded into a powerful orgasm.

Rapture surged through Helen. She groaned and whimpered. Her pussy went wild. It spasmed about her lover's thrusting cock, writhing in hungry delight. Futa-spunk exploded from her dick. It splattered the window, leaving thick, milky rivulets that poured down the glass.

Helen shuddered, her small boobs jiggling as the twin raptures surged through her body. She gasped and whimpered. The pleasure danced through her thoughts. It made her brain boil. She whimpered and shuddered, stirring her hips, swirling her friend's dick through her pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes,” groaned Helen. “Oh, Ally, cum in me, too. You need your pleasure, too!”

“You always think of me!” Ally breathed into Helen's ear.

“I love you!”

Ally groaned, ramming her girl-dick into Helen's spasming depths. The pleasure of that thick cock burying into her sent another orgasm surging through the blonde futanari. More of her cum splattered the glass as Ally's jizz fired inside of her.

Hot cum splashed against Helen's cervix. The futanari swayed in her lover's arms. She drifted from side-to-side as the hot pleasure electrified her body. She bucked and groaned. Such heat burned through her. Her whimpers echoed through the room.

“Ally!” she gasped as the pleasure boiled her mind.

“My Helen,” groaned Ally, leaning into the blonde's back, panting hard as the final blast of girl-cum fired into Helen's pussy.

Pleasure and joy buzzed through Helen, holding back her pain for a few moments.

~   ~~   ~

Ally came down from her orgasmic high, holding Helen tight. Her nipples tingled against Helen's back. The redheaded futanari rested her head on Helen's shoulder, staring out the cum-stained window down at the city of Seattle, watching the bustle in the streets.

She wished she could take away all of Helen's pain. Ally struggled to understand her lover's grief. They both lost members of their harem when General Lewis attacked the University of Puget Sound. Ally saw Jewel, a prisoner experimented on with her cum by Dr. Zhao back at the bunker, killed before her eyes. Her sweet Jewel—the second member of her harem and the first to become futanari—slain. 

But it didn't paralyze her with grief the way Trish and Eden's death strangled Helen. Ally didn't blame herself for what happened. She blamed that bastard Lewis and the other humans who thought violence was the key.

Ally and Helen were here to transform the humans. To smother them with love and forge them into something better. It was obvious that the humans' barbarism would cause more deaths. She accepted it. They were building to a better future, and the cost was worth it.

She just wished she could make Helen see that. But Helen was raised with the humans. Unlike Ally, who grew up in a cage, Helen had real parents. They were both changed now, her adopted father now a woman and her adopted mother a futa. But those two made her care too much for the humans.

But I'll be here to help guide her in to doing the necessary things to win.

“There are a lot of cops out,” Ally said. “Tomorrow's going to be difficult and dangerous.”

Helen stiffened in Ally's arms. “We might lose more of our followers.”

“Maybe,” Ally said. “But we haven't lost any since the Campus Battle.”

“Besides those missionaries you keep sending out beyond Washington state?” Helen asked, her voice brittle.

“We're here to change the world,” Ally huffed. “That means taking risks. The missionaries volunteer.” 

Helen squirmed and then turned around, ripping Ally's dick out of her pussy. “They love us all so much they would do anything for us. Even die for us.”

“Yes, that's what love is,” Ally said. “That's what we're giving the humans. Something more than their petty selfishness.” She folded her arms before her, giving her lover a hard stare. “I haven't killed any of our followers. It was all the humans. All General Lewis's fault.”

“Even the ones that Dr. Zhao ordered to attack the general's command post?” asked Helen.

“I don't want to have this fight again,” Ally groaned. She took a few steps and flopped on the bed. “I can't control the humans' actions. They're dangerous. It's why we're doing this. It's why we're here in Seattle. To change them.”

For the last few days, futas had been slipping into Seattle. Their followers were commuting in to their jobs, to visit friends, to rent out hotels. The city groaned with futas and women who had tasted the seed, who carried Ally and Helen's genetic material that would rewrite the DNA of any who came in contact with them.

They would explode through the city and take it.

“I just...” Helen stared at Ally, her blue eyes glistening behind her glasses. “Do you even care about the deaths?” 

“Of course I care!” Anger flared through Ally. “Each one is such a waste. But it's the humans' fault. I won't apologize for doing everything I can to stop the humans and make this world a better place. Not even to you! I didn't kill Trish and Eden!”

Helen flinched, hurt in her eyes. “I didn't say you did.”

“Well, you keep trying to make me feel like I did.” Ally rolled onto her side, looking away. “Tomorrow will be fine. Even with all those police. We have plans. We have jizz prepared. Dr. Zhao's got a few of her cum bombs ready. By this time tomorrow, there will be nearly a million more futas, and no one will have gotten hurt.”

“Do I...?” Helen's voice quavered. “Do I really make you feel like I blame you for Trish and Eden?”

Ally nodded her head.

The bed shook. Helen's hand stroked Ally's shoulder. “I don't blame you. I just... I just think you don't care enough about our followers. They're people, just like us.”

“And they're willing to die for us.” Ally spoke with a flat voice. “To see that our mission succeeds, I'll let them. If the humans would just let us fix them, then no one would die.”

“Do we...?” Helen swallowed noisily. “Do we have the right to do what we're doing?”

“Of course! We're better than them!” She rolled onto her back, staring at Helen. “Better. You'll see. When our help comes, they'll praise us for all the good work we've done.”

Helen's face twisted. She looked about to ask something else, another insidious question, but then she sighed and stood, walking shoulders bowed to the window. Ally didn't know what to do to convince her that they were doing the right thing.

Can she really believe what we're doing is wrong?

To Ally, it was so clear.


Chapter Two: Seattle's Futa Orgy

Excitement beat in Dr. Maura Roy's heart as the Irish futanari marched down the street naked, her futa-cock proudly out on display. At her side walked her gender-swapped futa-wife, the beautiful Leann. A horde of women, some gender-swapped and some futanari, trooped behind her through the streets of Seattle as naked as she was, holding their weapons: squirt guns filled with cum.

It was utterly ridiculous, but the fastest way to turn someone into their ally was to expose them to cum. The jizz didn't shoot as far as water, but with the right type of squirt guns, they could shoot twenty or thirty feet. A good hit in the face, getting some cum in their mouth, would be enough. A single drop could do it.

Despite the chill in the air, she didn't feel it. Not with so many women naked around her. Their passions almost warmed the autumn morning as she marched forward, her cock hard, her large breasts bouncing.

“This is it,” Leann said, glancing at her wife. “You ready?”

Maura nodded back. More and more, she found herself working on the military side of things. Not surprising since she had so many soldiers in her harem. The futanari organized themselves like a pair of pyramids with Helen and Ally on the top of their respective harems. Helen transformed Maura, who changed Colonel Beatrycze “Bee” Ksenia, who gender-swapped General Carter, commander of Joint Base Lewis-McChord. Everyone beneath Maura followed her orders, and she reported to Helen. 

Ahead, a line of Seattle police in black fatigues and riot gear appeared, the ones in the front holding plastic shields. They all had batons. The ones in the back held what looked like grenade launchers loaded with tear gas. Maura took a deep breath.

“You are ordered to disperse,” a voice shouted over a loud speaker. “If you do not, we will force you to disperse. This is an unlawful gathering. If you keep advancing, you will force us to stop you.”

“Grenadiers!” Leann shouted.

Women burst out of the crowd behind Dr. Maura. None were futas. Each held a small device, a rigged up bundle of E-cigarettes that would atomize futa-cum and make a gas that would expose anyone in a dozen feet or so to futa-cum. Men would gender-swap into women, and they would all love and serve Helen and Ally.

The naked women ran fast. There were a dozen of them, their legs toned, their breasts heaving as they sprinted as fast as they could. Most were athletes; some were gender-swapped football players, others were track and field stars. They were all beautiful now.

“Come on,” Maura whispered as she kept marching, the women streaking fast across the intervening distance to the cops.

Small puffs of gray smoke burst around some of the running women. They faltered, staggering and coughing as the police fired pepper bullets at them. Another athlete fell to the ground, struck in the breasts by a bean bag round. Then the tear gas grenades fired. Clouds of white-yellow smoke burst in the street in the path of the sprinters. Maura tensed. The doctor part of her winced at the stinging pain the grenadiers experienced as they charged the police line.

“Please, please let none of them be seriously hurt,” she whimpered. Helen was in the back of the march. If she found out someone was badly injured... Maura's mistress was fragile right now.

All of Helen's personal harem were hurting. Trish and Eden... It stung Maura's heart every time she felt their absence.

“They're throwing the cum-grenades,” Leann grinned. “And gas masks that help with tear gas won't be good enough.”

Maura craned her neck to peer over the tear gas smoke billowing in the road before them. She witnessed the puffs of steam bursting through the police lines. The cum-grenades detonating. Chaos burst through the cops as many fell to the ground, male officers turning into women.

But she saw one female officer rip off her riot helmet. Her brown hair streamed out long behind her as she charged at a male cop backing away from the cloud. She tackled him, carrying him to the ground. She'd want to fuck him, her instincts burning in her to gender-swap a man so she could become a futanari and help spread Helen's love.

A cheer rose through the futanari and women behind Maura.

“Charge!” she shouted and broke into a run.

A horde of horny futas and women roared behind her as Maura raced down the street. Leann paced her, her breasts bouncing, round and firm, not as big as Maura's large tits. The doctor gripped her cum-filled squirt gun in her sweat grip as she sucked in a deep breath.

She closed her eyes and ran through a cloud of tear gas. For a moment, her skin tingled. Her cock throbbed. Then she was clear. She opened her eyes, tears beading in her eyelashes as her cornea burned. But she didn't get a full exposure.

Cops hit by the grenades were ripping off their body armor. Tits, newly sprouted, heaved before the gender-swapped cuties. They had long hair and feminine features, their bodies curvy and delicious. Maura didn't know why some grew big tits and some didn't. Maybe it was their natural genetics. Either way, they were all getting up and rushing at other cops streaming in to reinforce them. Already, male cops were being dragged down by their now frenzied allies. Dicks were ripped out of half-torn-off pants then pussies were slammed down them.

“Yes, yes, yes,” one new woman moaned, pumping her cunt up and down a fellow officer's dick. Three other gender-swapped cops kissed the man as he groaned in rapture, about to become a woman himself when he spilled his seed in her.

“Reinforcements coming from the right!” Leann shouted as a whole new deployment of uniformed cops wearing riot helmets and wielding batons rushed in to the fray.

Maura lifted her squirt gun and fired. The jizz splattered an officer's uniform, soaking into it. The cop freaked out, shouting, “The virus! They're spreading the virus!”

Another female cop tackled him, the pair crashing to the ground. More women fired their squirt guns, soaking uniforms. The charging police panicked, thinking just being touched by the futanari's cum would change them. Maura saw fear in the men's eyes as they scrambled to flee, those at the front fighting with those behind them.

The futa-doctor reveled in it.

“Maura!”

Leann shoved the futa-doctor to the side. Maura stumbled as Leann raised her squirt gun. A baton cracked down hard where Maura had stood. A male cop had found the balls to charge in at them. The squirt gun's plastic reservoir shattered. Thick, pearly jizz splattered everywhere, including in the cop's face. He gasped, stumbling back, then shuddered as his mustache vanished, his features softening into a woman.

“Oh, no,” he groaned, his voice rising in volume as the change beset him. “The virus.”

“Welcome to the team,” Leann grinned, throwing down the ruins of her squirt gun.

“Keep pressing them!” Maura shouted, waving at the women behind her. “They're retreating to city hall! Follow!”

Women roared and pursued the fleeing cops.

~   ~~   ~

Ally chortled as the humans of Seattle were improved. They were showered in the seed of futas. Some would love and worship Helen. And the others are mine. Her futa-dick throbbed as she marched through the cold morning, her hand stroking up and down her shaft as she passed writhing knots of naked women in orgiastic passion. 

They licked pussies, sucked on nipples. They kissed, nuzzled, caressed each other. Assholes were rimmed. Legs were scissored. Fingers were plunged into cunts and bowels. A few groups had futas in their midst, their cocks buried in ass, quim, or mouths. Smears of pearly futa-jizz coated many, splashed on faces, smeared on tits, or staining thighs.

Ally breathed it in as she marched ever closer to city hall, a goddess drinking in the fervent praise of her worshipers. She could just feel this tingle through her, that slight connection she had with all her followers. It spread and spread exponentially. Every heartbeat added more to her harem of millions.

Through shop windows, she saw more orgies as women and futas swarmed in. Men were fucked and transformed, birthing new futas to keep spreading the love. Ally shuddered at all the passion she witnessed around her.

“See, no one's been seriously hurt,” Ally said to her goddess-queen.

Helen marched beside Ally, looking stately with her small breasts and neat braid of blonde hair falling down her back. She nodded her head, her gaze lingering on one lucky woman pinned against a Niketown storefront, breasts pillowed against the glass, getting fucked from behind by a futa. Such rapture crossed the woman's face.

“So cheer up,” Ally purred. “This is a day of celebration. Our army is keeping the dangerous humans away. General Lewis is dead. You don't have anything to worry about.”

“We did deal with the riot police without any issues,” Helen said, her head lifting.

A pair of women broke out of a pile of others, their faces smeared in passion. They darted towards Ally, their breasts bouncing. The redheaded futanari had no idea if they were men or natural-born women. It really didn't matter. They only thing that did was that they were transformed by futa-love.

“It's you!” the brunette said, falling to her knees on the asphalt before Ally. “We love you!”

“We do,” her Asian companion said, face round, eyes slanted. She had a svelte build, her skin a wonderful shade of olive.

“I am your goddess,” Ally said, drinking in their love, her pussy itching with passion.

“Goddess?” Helen asked with an arched eyebrow as the two women grasped Ally's girl-dick.

She shrugged. “Just having fun. It's role-play. And they do worship me and... Ooh, yes, they worship me so much!”

The two women nuzzled their mouths against Ally's futa-dick. Their tongues swept across the pink crown. They swiped up precum, moaning in delight. The Asian squeezed her dark eyes shut as she trembled. The brunette stroked her hand up and down Ally's shaft.

“Enjoy your fun,” Helen said, continuing down the street. “I'll see how it's going at City Hall. More cops were gathering there.”

“Just make sure you enjoy yourself,” Ally groaned, her pussy clenching in utter delight as the two tongues danced on her dick.

“I will,” Helen said, giving a distracted wave.

Ally frowned at her retreating futa-lover then groaned. With two beauties sucking her dick, worshiping her with their unconditional love, Ally couldn't worry about Helen. Such pleasure surged through her.

Her hands seized thick, brown hair, and silky black. She held their lips to her cock, loving how they sucked on the tip now. Pleasure tingled down her shaft to her pussy. The Asian woman's fingers found Ally's thick, red bush and the pussy lips hidden in the curls, stroked them.

Delight shuddered through Ally. She let out a groaning whimper. She trembled as they caressed up and down her pussy lips. Her hips wiggled, her futa-dick throbbing as the two women loved it. She groaned as the Asian shoved two fingers into her hungry snatch.

“Yes, yes, love your goddess,” Ally groaned, her green eyes fluttering.

“Always,” the brunette moaned. Then she swallowed the tip of Ally's dick.

The woman's cheeks hollowed. Ally's big tits bounced before her as she trembled. Such delight surged through her body. She whimpered and groaned, her hips shifting, stirring her dick through the woman's warm, wet mouth.

“I get her pussy!” the Asian woman moaned. “I always loved going down on a girl.”

“You'll enjoy mine,” Ally panted. Her pussy clenched down on the Asian's fingers as the woman licked and nuzzled at her folds. The Asian lapped up Ally's juices. The woman purred in delight, pumping her fingers faster and faster inside the futanari's snatch.

The pleasure raced up to her dick buried in the brunette's mouth. The woman swirled her tongue about Ally's crown, shooting rapture back to her pussy. The dual delights shot up and down her shaft, making both her girl-dick and snatch ache more and more.

Her orgasm swelled beneath her supplicants' worship.

The brunette bobbed her mouth, sucking as hard as she could. The Asian plunged her fingers faster and faster. They curled inside Ally's snatch, stroking along the top of her pussy walls while the woman's tongue fluttered against her labia.

“Right there!” squeaked Ally when those digits found her special spot.

Her G-spot.

“Just rub me right there, slut!”

“Yes, ma'am!” groaned the Asian slut, her fingers attacking Ally's G-spot.

Rapture boiled through Ally. Her cock throbbed in the brunette's sucking mouth. Her pussy clenched down hard on the Asian's fingers. A hot shudder ran through the futanari's body. Then she exploded.

Rapture shot through her body from her futa-dick. Ecstasy rippled out of her cunt. As cum pumped into the brunette's hungry mouth, the dual delights reached Ally's brain. She added her moans to the growing orgy of adult women and futas around her.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Ally howled, staring up at the sky, at her creators. “Revel in our love!”

The brunette woman moaned, gulping down Ally's girl-spunk. The Asian woman purred in delight, licking up the juices flooding out of the futanari's spasming pussy. Ally swayed, her pleasure peaking through her, leaving her entire body buzzing.

Her breasts heaved as she came down from her pleasure. The brunette pulled her mouth off the futanari's dick and seized the Asian. The two women fell down in a kissing, writhing pile before Ally, humping their pussies together as they shared the futanari's fluids.

Ally smiled and stepped over her worshipers, marching through the orgy towards Seattle's city hall.

~   ~~   ~

I should be with Helen, Isabel thought as she and her extended Harem—Carly and her girlfriend Lindsey, Terri, the University of Puget Sound's gender-swapped dean and the dean's secretary, Delora and the rest of the swim team—raced up towards the headquarters of the Seattle Police department. Each carried a squirt gun full of futa-cum. Half her harem were futas and spent last night filling the reservoirs. 

“They're forming up to stop us,” Carly said. The former guy, gender-swapped into a futanari by Isabel weeks ago, crouched at a round trash can. Her futa-girlfriend, Lindsey, joined her. The two had reconciled their relationship thanks to Isabel and now were so happy. 

Isabel envied them.

“And?” Isabel asked, glancing at the cops pouring out of the building, most without any proper riot gear. They looked older, out of shape, or were women. The cops on desk duty, doing the administrative work instead of out in the field. The last defense for the police department as the futas took over the city. 

“And what do you want us to do?” Carly asked.

Isabel almost didn't care. Her heart longed to be at Helen's side. She loved her blonde futanari far more than she should. I'm just her slave. Part of her harem. I shouldn't care this much for her. But she did. She longed to be Helen's lover, and hated that Ally was. 

It disturbed her that she could hate another futanari, but she did. Ally had the one thing that Isabel wanted: Helen. So Isabel stayed away. She couldn't hurt her Helen by doing something to harm Ally. And if she stayed around that redheaded slut, Isabel knew she would do something she'd regret.

“Isabel!” Carly hissed. “Are you paying attention?”

“I'm paying attention, puta!” Isabel hissed. The Hispanic futanari glared at her brunette sex slave. She shook her head, her curly, black hair falling about her light-brown skin. Her round breasts jiggled as she studied the cops again. She had to focus. She had a mission. Helen needed her to secure the police station. It was important. 

She trusts me, Isabel reminded herself. Focus! 

“Rush them!” she shouted, jumping out with a reckless thrill, facing down the cops with their guns.

They drew weapons: tasers and what looked like paintball guns. Isabel and her harem surged up the stairs, screaming out their lust-filled battle cry. There were men and women to transform, to shower in futa-love. She pumped her squirt gun's pump, priming it for a powerful blast of jizz that would hit as many as she could.

“Fire!” a cop roared, standing at the back, wearing a white shirt and lots and lots of medals on the front. The chief?

The paintball guns fired. Pain flared in Isabel's right tit. A puff of black smoke rose around her and... She coughed, her lungs burning after she inhaled the stinging chemical. Her eyes stinging. The air reeked of pepper.

But she didn't stop rushing forward. Helen needed her.

A taser crackled. Dean Bey screamed, the Black woman falling down as she spasmed, the electricity coursing through her body. Beyond, Lindsey stumbled, her naked body pelted by pepper balls. She dropped her squirt gun, screaming Carly's name.

A ball hissed past Isabel's ear as she raised her squirt gun. She aimed at the nearest cops, pulled the trigger. A thick stream of white cum, jacked off fresh from her cock an hour ago, fired through the air. She pivoted as she sprayed the squirt gun, the stream splashing three cops in the face. One, a woman, moaned, trembling in delight.

“Fuck a man!” Isabel shouted at the newest member of her harem.

“Yes!” the woman moaned in ecstatic delight.

Carly crouched, firing as a taser shot hissed by her. Cops were splashed with cum as more and more of Isabel's women reached the top of the steps. Male officers fell to the ground, transforming into women. They ripped off their uniforms as they became beautiful.

Female cops leaped on the men, pulling them to the ground, kissing them in a frenzied lust to fuck them, driven by the changes to their bodies the futa-cum provided. Isabel gained the top of the stairs, smiling at the good work she had done.

Twenty more people converted.

“Sweep the building,” she ordered to her women. “Let the new members enjoy themselves.”

“Oh, god, yes!” a gender-swapped woman moaned, squeezing her new tits. “These are so beautiful.”

“Yes, they are,” Isabel said then sighed. She squeezed her eyes shut, fighting the urge to find Helen and confess her love.

It'll just confuse her. And she'll feel bad when she rejects me. She's such a caring person.

Isabel darted into the building. There were more cops inside. More danger. She led her women to face it heedless of the risks. Sometimes, she thought, it would be easier if I never loved Helen. 

She found no real resistance inside. The rest remaining were civilians. She found herself grabbing one secretary in a tight skirt, hauling it up to reveal dark nylons over an exciting pair of panties, bright-pink and frilly.

“Did you wear this for me?” Isabel asked, wondering if lust could hide her pain.

“What?” the woman moaned, squirming on the desk. She didn't fight Isabel at all. Women never did. They lusted for futas.

“You knew we were coming today, didn't you?” Isabel purred, her hands stroking the woman's ass, loving the way the woman whimpered. Her blonde hair spilled about her pale face. She had such bright-red lipstick, too, emphasizing how perfect her lips were for sucking girl-dicks.

“Yes,” the woman whimpered as Isabel squeezed her delicious rump.

“So why did you wear these panties?” The Hispanic futanari ripped open the nylon. The tearing sound made her futa-cock throb. “Why did you choose that bright, whorish shade of red to tart up your lips?”

“I don't know,” the woman moaned. She wiggled her ass, her torn pantyhose still clinging to her flesh.

But Isabel had access to her panties now. “I think you wore this because you knew a futanari would fuck you today.” Isabel ran her finger around the edge of the panties, cut to show off the bottom half of the woman's delicious rump. “You were looking forward to a girl-dick fucking you. So you dressed to impress, puta.” 

“No,” the woman said, wiggling her hips.

“Don't lie. I won't fuck you if you lie.” Isabel pressed the tip of her cock against the woman's panties, feeling her juices bleeding through the satin garment. “You won't get to experience this futa-dick if you lie.”

The woman let out a purring groan. “I did. I masturbated all last night thinking about it.”

“So you wore these for your new mistress, huh?” Isabel asked, snapping the waistband. “Eh, puta?” 

“Yes! Yes! You're my new mistress. Please, please, I want to be fucked by you!”

Isabel's futa-dick throbbed. She pulled down the woman's panties, fully exposing her pale butt. Both cheeks were plump and delicious, two curving mounds that begged to be played with. Isabel's brown fingers pried apart those ivory hillocks, exposing a puckered sphincter.

The Hispanic futanari knew just how to play with the woman.

She pressed her girl-dick against the woman's back door, savoring the wrinkled feel. She rubbed up and down it, groaning in delight. Around her, women gasped and moaned as the orgy spread through the police department. The secretary whimpered, pressing her hips back, wanting to swallow Isabel's dick.

“Fuck me, please, Mistress!” the woman moaned. “In the ass. The cunt! I don't care. I just need it! So badly! Futanari are so hot!”

Isabel thrust hard. She groaned, her round breasts heaving, as she sank into the woman's tight bowels. The secretary shuddered, her butt-cheeks clenching tight, asshole squeezing down on the futanari's shaft. Pleasure rushed through Isabel as the friction grew hotter and stronger.

Such a delicious pleasure filled Isabel.

She drew back and thrust again and again. She moaned, plowing into the secretary's asshole. Rapture surged through Isabel. Her body drank in the pleasure. Her shaved pussy dripped juices down her thighs.

“Oh, my god, that's amazing,” the secretary moaned. “You're going to make me into a futa.”

“Only if you find a man to fuck,” Isabel panted, leaning over the secretary. “You'll have to fuck him, puta, and then you'll be like me.” 

“I can do that,” the woman groaned, her hips bucking into Isabel's hard thrusts. “I want to be like you.”

“Spreading futa-love to the world!” Isabel gasped, her eyes widening. Spreading futa-love... Far, far away from here. “Take my girl-dick, puta!” 

“Yes!”

Isabel's pussy grew hotter and hotter with every thrust into the woman's asshole. Rapture surged through the Hispanic futanari. Her body tingled, her snatch clenching in delight. Her dick throbbed in the secretary's tight bowels.

Flesh slapped flesh. The secretary's plump rump jiggled with every smack of Isabel's crotch into it. The Hispanic futa groaned, her pleasure building and building in her. The desk creaked from the force of her thrusts.

She plowed the slut impaled on her dick. She reamed into hot bowels. She closed her eyes, picturing a blonde braid draped over an ivory back, a sweet voice moaning “Isabel!” in utter rapture while she pumped away at a velvety asshole.

“Cum in me!” moaned the secretary.

“Yes, Helen!” gasped Isabel.

“I'm Ruth!”

“Shut up, puta!” Isabel hissed. “You're Helen. You love my cock!” 

“I do! It's the best girl-cock.”

“You love me, Helen!”

“I do!” The secretary's asshole clenched on Isabel's dick. “I love you so much. Give me your futa-cum. Pump it into me!”

“Yes, chica!” 

Isabel rammed her futa-dick deep into the sectary's bowels, her fantasy raging through her mind. She pictured Helen's braid dancing on her back as she arched it. Her moans of pleasure as she came on Isabel's big dick.

The sectary's asshole writhed about Isabel's cock, milking the futa-dick. Isabel groaned, ramming it into the woman's hot depths. The velvety friction sent pleasure zapping to the core of her pussy. To her ovaries boiling with girl-cum.

“Helen!” screamed Isabel. “Te amo!” 

Her cum fired from her dick. The Hispanic beauty spasmed. Her breasts heaved as she flooded the secretary's bowels with futa-cum. Every blast of jizz sent convulsions racing through her body. Pussy cream flooded down her thighs. The futanari moaned out her rapture, drowning in her fantasy.

“I love your cum in me!” Helen screamed in Isabel's mind. But she didn't sound right.

She sounded like a secretary. Like a Ruth.

“It's so good! Oh, you're cum is filling me! I love it. I love you, Mistress.”

“You worship me,” Isabel groaned, leaning over the secretary. “Just like I should only worship Helen.” 

“Is that her?” Ruth asked, shuddering. “Is that our leader? Our goddess?”

“Yeah, she's special,” Isabel said, a weariness falling over her that was stronger than her usual lethargy after cumming. “Go on, find a man to gender-swap, puta, and become a futa.” 

“Yes!” Ruth moaned as Isabel pulled her girl-cock out of the secretary's asshole.

Isabel leaned against a support pillar, oblivious to the orgy around her. Her thoughts bent towards her future, circling a possibility.


Chapter Three: Claimed by Helen

Helen was feeling hopeful about the course of today's events. The last line of police resistance around City Hall had fallen thanks to Dr. Maura's leadership. Now the futanari rampaged through the heart of the city's government. Helen smiled, loving all the joy she witnessed. Women and futas were writhing in passion.

Helen stepped over discarded clothing, nodding her head as she worked her way through the building. She spotted Dr. Maura and her wife Leann double-fucking a busty Black woman, ramming their ivory cocks into her dark flesh.

She came across an office door that was closed. She smiled, opening it and peering in. “Is anyone in here? I got a big, hard dick that would love to meet you.”

She felt so bold in a way she hadn't since Trish and Eden's death. No timidity held her back, her worry for her followers utterly subsumed by her desires. So long as they could keep spreading without anyone getting hurt, it was a good thing. Maybe they could even convince President Fierro to stop resisting entirely.

We just want to love you.

Helen stepped into the office. The lights were on. The computer chair was pushed back. And she could see the monitor was still on, showing a YouTube page. Talking came from the speakers, a reporter giving an update, streamed live over the internet.

“It's chaos in Seattle. The futanari are popping out everywhere. They have swarmed in from the south. Already the police force has been infected, and it's only a matter of time before the city is contaminated.”

“It is,” Helen breathed. “I know you're in here. Don't you want to feel a nice, big futa-dick in your pussy? Don't tell me you haven't thought about it! I know you have. You heard about us, and it made you so wet. You rubbed your little pussy all last night thinking about this moment.” Helen shivered, stroking her girl-cock, her blonde braid swaying down her back. “Don't be afraid. Embrace your passion. Let me love you.”

A woman let out a little whimper from behind the desk.

Helen smiled. She stroked her futa-dick, her pussy clenching. Precum bubbled from her slit and her spicy musk perfumed the air. She felt so wicked for luring out this woman. So naughty. She ached to shower this woman in futa-love.

“Don't be afraid. You know you want to feel this futa-cock reaming your pussy. You know you want it in you, spurting so much yummy cum into your body.”

The woman whimpered again, such a delicious sound. It had Helen trembling. Her pussy tightened, juices dribbling down her thighs from her drenched bush. She rubbed her thumb across the crown of her dick, sending delicious waves shooting down her body.

“Mmm, it's just so full of that yummy futa-cum you've heard so much about on the news. All those reporters freaking out about it, making you think it's the worst thing in the world. But you know it's not. You've been thinking about it.

“Fantasizing about girl-dicks fucking your tight pussy.” Helen let out a purring moan. “Don't be afraid. Just come out and let me love you. I'm Helen. I'm one of the leaders. I'll make sure you get your own girl-dick and have so much fun with it.

“Doesn't that sound awesome?”

“Yes,” the woman groaned, her voice so timid.

“What's your name?”

“C-Carol.”

“Well, Carol, if it sounds awesome, why don't you just come out and let me love you?” Helen rubbed her thumb harder into the crown of her dick. “Please, Carol. Let me love you sooooo hard.”

A head peeked out the side of the desk, soft, brown hair falling past a narrow face. Dark eyes focused on Helen's girl-dick. Trembling fingers clutched at the side of the desk as the woman licked her lips. Then she crawled out in her tight skirt and silk blouse, dark stockings covering her thighs, three-inch pumps on her feet.

“That's it,” moaned Helen. I'm like the pied piper, but it's women being led to my dick. “This is what you've been craving ever since you learned about us.” 

Her eyes were locked on Helen's dick as she crawled to the blonde futanari, her nylons whisking on the tight carpet of the flooring. Helen let go of her dick, her cock throbbing with the beat of her heart. Her pussy juices dribbled down her thighs.

“Mmm, yes, just enjoy it,” she purred as Carol reached her. “You'll love it, Carol. It'll change you, make you see the world in a whole new light.”

“It will?” Carol asked, her voice trembling. “I'll be like all those sluts from Tacoma. Just... just having lesbian orgies and fucking each other.”

“Having so much fun loving each other,” Helen purred as the woman grabbed her dick with soft hands. 

The futanari shuddered as the woman stroked her dick. Carol looked to be in her late twenties, a light amount of makeup on to enhance her beauty without smothering it. Helen loved the look. Then she groaned as Carol leaned her face closer and extended her tongue.

She flicked through the slit of Helen's futa-dick, gathering a big drop of the futanari's clear precum on her tongue. She drew it back into her mouth, shuddered. Her eyes widened in awe. She let out a wanton moan then she leaned forward and nursed on the tip of Helen's dick like a baby calf suckling at her mother's teat.

It felt awesome.

“Oh, yes, Carol,” Helen moaned, stroking her hand through the woman's soft hair. “Just like that. Mmm, yes, you love my futa-dick. You're going to enjoy every moment of your new life serving me.”

Carol's cheeks hollowed as she sucked. Her hands stroked up and down Helen's dick. She never swallowed more than half the tip, her lips sealed about Helen's spongy crown. The futanari shuddered, her pussy clenching as the woman nursed on her dick, sending such naughty delight through her body.

Pleasure surged through her. She gasped and moaned, her hips wiggling from side to side with every one of Carol's sucks. The pleasure spilled through the futa. It made her groan and whimper. She sucked in deep breaths as the rapture washed through her body.

“Oh, that's so good,” panted Helen. “Ooh, yes, you're going to enjoy my spunk so much.”

Carol's dark eyes flashed in delight. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked even harder, finally pulling more of Helen's dick into her mouth. The futanari loved being buried in the woman's hot mouth, her crown throbbing against the woman's tongue.

Carol swept her tongue around the futa-dick, caressing it, making it ache and throb. Pleasure surged through Helen. Her pussy clenched at the rapture. She pumped her hips, fucking her dick in and out of the woman's mouth.

“I'm going to pump you full of my girl-cum,” Helen promised. She stroked Carol's brown hair, loving the feel of the silky strands sliding between her fingers. “Yes, I am. You're going to guzzle it down.”

Carol moaned her agreement.

The pressure swelled and swelled inside Helen's body. Her small breasts bounced and jiggled. She wiggled her hips and then fucked her futa-cock in and out of the woman's mouth, ramming her girl-dick to the back of her throat before pulling back. The woman sucked so hard, making Helen whimper as she withdrew.

And then slammed back in.

Helen gripped the woman's hair as the pleasure swelled through her. Small tingles electrified her body as she fucked the woman's mouth so hard. Carol sucked and slurped, her tongue dancing about the futa's thick cock, coaxing out her futa-cum.

Her ovaries tightened.

She shuddered.

Came.

Helen groaned as her futa-spunk pumped into the woman's mouth. Carol's brown eyes widened in delight at the first taste of girl-cum. Her body convulsed, moaning and joining Helen in orgasmic rapture.

“Yes, yes, yes, that's futa-love!” moaned Helen. “You're part of us now. You're going to help us change the world!”

The ecstasy surged through Helen's mind. She shivered in utter delight. Her eyes widened at the sweet rapture of her orgasm. The woman kept gulping down her cum as it pumped into her mouth. Helen loved it, smiling down at Carol as the pleasure buzzed through her.

“Yes, you're going to help us, Carol.” Helen shivered, her orgasm peaked.

She was eager to spread her love to more in Seattle's city hall.

~   ~~   ~

Special Agent Felicity Britton trembled as the moans and pants echoed from down the hall. The futanari were coming closer and closer. Part of her was so turned on, wanting to experience that same passion, but the other part of her was calm, obeying her President's orders. Infiltrate. She had to convince the futanari she was one of theirs.

She sat in the office, hiding just like she'd been ordered. The moans grew louder and louder. She closed her eyes, picturing the two futanari believed to be leading them: Helen and Ally. One blonde and petite, the other a busty redhead. They were the two she needed to find once she was “inducted” into their harem.

The President's love shields me from their insidious corruption, Agent Britton reminded herself as the moans came closer. Her pussy grew hotter, her body responding to the scent of lust in the air. So much pussy. 

The door to the office opened. “Ooh, there's someone in here, isn't there?”

“Yes,” Agent Britton said, putting fear into her voice. She'd gone undercover into a woman's prison. She knew how to act.

She peeked out and spotted a Black woman standing in the doorway, cum dripping down her thighs. A moment later, a White woman joined her. The newcomer wore torn pantyhose and nothing else, soft, brown hair falling down her narrow face.

“Mistress, here's fresh pussy for you!” the White woman squealed.

Mistress? thought Agent Britton. Did I get lucky? Is it one of their leaders? 

“Is she cute?” a third voice asked, young and girlish.

“Hard to say,” the brunette said. “She's hiding behind her desk like I did.” 

Agent Britton swallowed and stood up. She wore her tightest skirt and the most low-cut blouse she had, trying to be as sexy as possible for her mission here in Seattle. These futanari were such perverts. She had to attract their attention.

“She's got a gun,” the Black woman said.

“I'm Special Agent Felicity Britton of the FBI,” the agent said, her voice quavering in supposed fear. “Y-You are all committing a felony if you try anything with me. It's a crime to assault a federal agent.”

“An FBI Agent?” the girlish voice asked. A young woman, maybe nineteen, peeked over the Black woman's shoulder. She had blonde hair pulled back into a braid that dangled down her back and a huge futa-cock thrusting from her crotch. 

It was her. Helen Hawthorn. Agent Britton trembled in delight.

“We're not going to assault you, Special Agent Felicity,” Helen said as she slipped into the room, her eyes flicking to the gun in the shoulder harness hanging below Britton's left armpit. “We just want to love you.”

She's exposing herself, Agent Britton thought, shocked. She knows I'm armed, and yet she placed herself between me and her servants. Is she an idiot? Or does she think I won't hurt her because of what she is? 

“Love... me?” Britton groaned, putting a hint of lust into her tone. Her eyes fell on that huge cock thrusting from the girl's blonde bush.

“Yes, love you,” Helen said, moving closer, her firm tits and hard cock bouncing in front of her. “We just want to shower you in love.”

“It's the best,” the brunette said, hugging the Black woman.

“Uh-huh,” the Black woman said. Then the pair started kissing, humping against each other's thighs.

“See, Carol and Tina were like you,” Helen said. “Scared. But you don't have to be scared of me.” Her hand reached out towards the FBI Agent's gun.

Britton's instincts told her not to let Helen take her weapon. But she had her orders. She would obey her President. The young futanari grabbed the handle of Britton's Beretta 92FS and drew it out of her holster. The girl held it gingerly in her hands, afraid of it like it were a live snake. She moved over to a potted plant in the office's corner and set it down on the soil, barrel pointed towards the wall. 

“There,” she said. “Now we can have fun, Agent Felicity. I'm Helen. And I just want to love you. Will you let me love you?”

Agent Britton swallowed and nodded her head. I need to still act coy. I can't act like a slut until I taste the cum. Dr. Winthrop was quite clear on that. 

“Wonderful,” Helen said as she reached out to Britton's blouse, undoing the top button. “Mmm, for an FBI agent, you're really sexy.”

“Uh-huh,” Tina moaned in the background. “Ooh, Carol, yes, lick out all of Helen's yummy futa-cum from my snatch.”

Britton licked her own lips before she could stop herself, her body reacting to that idea.

“You'll get to experience that joy,” Helen promised, undoing another button. “You'll be useful. An FBI agent. I bet you know such fascinating things. And once you love me, you'll tell me all about them.”

“I'd never betray my country,” the FBI agent gasped. Just pretend to. 

“We'll see,” Helen purred, her blue eyes twinkling. She undid another button, exposing the FBI agent's bra. Then the last and the blouse hung open. Helen pushed it off and hefted Britton's tits. “Ooh, yes, nice and round.”

She squeezed them, pulling the bra cups tight across Britton's nipples. Tingles raced down to her pussy. She shuddered, her snatch clenching as a wet heat swelled in her. She squirmed against the desk, Tina groaning behind them.

Helen moved swiftly, hands darting around Britton. In a heartbeat, her bra was undone. “You're skilled at that,” the FBI agent said in shock.

“Lots of practice,” Helen purred. “You'll get proficient, too. In a moment, you're going to only love women. Luckily, we're turning the world into all women and futanari.”

The entire world... That's insane and—

“Helen,” groaned the FBI agent, the blonde futanari sucking on her pink nipple. Tingles raced through Britton's body at the hot, wet suckling. Helen stared up with naughty blue eyes. Her hands kneaded Britton's tits as pleasure surged through her body. “Ooh, wow, your lips are so soft.”

“First time with a woman, huh?” moaned Tina. “It's amazing. Ooh, yes, Carol, work that tongue into my snatch.”

Britton rubbed her thighs together, the heat building and building in her. She squirmed, sucking in deep breaths as more of her juices soaked into her panties. Every time Helen sucked on her right nipple, jolts of electricity shot down to her pussy, making her snatch clamp down in delight.

Helen loved her nub. Worshiped it. This futanari led and yet she was taking the time to make Britton feel good. She's not making me be her slave and servicing her. She wants me to enjoy this. Britton made note of everything, writing her report in her mind. 

“Helen!” she whimpered again.

As the blonde futanari suckled on the agent's nipples, her hands were busy. Helen worked down Britton's tight skirt, peeling it off her hips and down her thighs, exposing her panties to the futanari's stroking hands. They pressed between her legs, rubbing at her pussy through her underwear.

Satin fabric caressed her pussy, her pubic hair whisking on the cloth. Pleasure trembled through Britton. She moaned louder, her nipple throbbing in Helen's mouth. Then the delight grew even more intense as Helen shoved her panties' gusset to the side and fingered her cunt directly.

Lithe digits danced up and down Britton's pubic hair, caressing her brown bush. Her labia and clit were all stroked, sending hot tingles through her body. Helen nibbled on Britton's nipple and rubbed her pussy, making the FBI agent moan in delight.

Then Helen popped her mouth off the agent's nipple. “Mmm, yes, we're going to have so much fun.” She plunged two digits into Britton's pussy, making the agent gasp and moan. Helen grinned and said, “You are so wet and eager for my futa-cock, aren't you?”

“Y-Yes,” Britton whimpered. She didn't have to fake this. She wanted that girl-dick in her.

She reached out, feeling her first futa-cock. It was thicker than any guy she'd been with. And so hot. It throbbed with Helen's heartbeat. She pulled on the dick, guiding it to her brown bush. She rubbed it into her pubic mound, her snatch clenching down on Helen's fingers.

She wished it was Helen's cock in her.

“I want you in me,” begged the FBI agent, her orgasm swelling so fast just from those digits pumping in and out of her. “Please.”

“Yes, you're going to love being in my harem, Agent Felicity,” grinned Helen.

“Love it,” hissed Tina in the background.

Agent Britton shuddered as the futanari pulled out her fingers from the woman's pussy. But then the FBI agent smiled. That thick cock slid through her bush and nudged her hard clit, sending sparks through her before reaching the woman's wet pussy lips. The crown rubbed up and down her slit, searching for the entrance.

Found it.

Britton leaned back and sat down on the desk's edge as that futa-dick nuzzled at her pussy. Helen smiled at her, grabbing Britton's round breasts. The agent whimpered, her pussy begging to be filled by that thick cock.

Helen thrust.

Britton moaned.

Pleasure exploded through the FBI agent's snatch. Her tits jiggled in Helen's squeezing hands as her pussy engulfed every inch of the futanari's huge dick. Britton's cunt stretched wider than it ever had in her life. The cock filled her to the hilt.

“Oh, my fucking god!” Britton moaned.

“I know, Agent Felicity,” panted Helen, her hips drawing her cock back through Britton's silky sheath. “It's amazing. And it gets even better when a futa-cock cums in you.”

“Yes!” the FBI agent hissed as the girl-dick rammed back into her cunt, their flesh smacking together.

She leaned back on the desk, bracing herself on her left arm thrust out behind her. Her right hooked Helen's neck, pulling the girl to her face. They kissed hard as their bodies heaved together. The FBI agent's thighs gripped Helen's waist, helping to work her pussy up and down that plunging cock.

Their flesh slapped harder and harder together as they kissed. They moaned their pleasure into the other's mouth as their bodies came together over and over. Such rapture flooded through the FBI Agent. She moaned and groaned, her snatch clenching down on the plunging dick.

This is amazing. Oh, yes, her dick's going to make me cum so hard.

Britton could feel it growing in her. This great bubble of pleasure that expanded throughout her pussy, enlarged by every thrust of the futanari's hard cock. It made her whimper into the kiss, her body shuddering as the first taste of pleasure shot through her body.

She clenched her pussy down hard on Helen's thrusting dick. Their tongues dueled as their bodies came together over and over. Britton's breasts heaved, brushing Helen's smaller mounds, their nipples kissing.

“Oh, my god!” Britton moaned, breaking the kiss. “Oh, yes, this cock is amazing! It's wonderful.”

“Uh-huh,” whispered the futanari, thrusting harder and harder. “Agent Felicity, I'm going to explode in your pussy.”

“Do it! Give me your love!”

The futanari's face twisted in rapture. The girl thrust her futa-dick into the depths of Britton's pussy. Pleasure rippled through her body from the sweet friction. Her orgasm swelled even larger, on the verge of erupting and releasing ecstasy through her body.

Then it happened.

Futa-cum spurted into Britton's body. At the first splash of the salty seed, the agent spasmed. For a moment, President Fierro's face warred inside her mind with Helen's. The two battled each other for control over the FBI agent's love.

I'm faithful to my President. To my country, Agent Britton thought as her orgasm burned through her. 

But so much of Helen's futa-love pumped into her snatch. It tried to drown her affections for the President. But Britton, screaming out her orgasmic rapture, held strong. She clutched to her duty, to her oaths. She served her country, her President with all her heart. She wouldn't waver in her duty no matter how hard Helen made her cum. 

How amazing her futa-jizz felt pumping into Britton's body.

I'm yours, Madam President! Yours!

“Oh, yes, you're mine, aren't you?” moaned Helen. “All mine!”

“I am,” moaned the FBI agent, lying as rapture swept through her body, her pussy milking out every drop of the futanari's cum into her snatch. “I'm yours... Mistress.”

The lie came easier that time. She heaved a final time and knew she was in with the futanari leadership. The first step of her mission completed. President Fierro would be so proud of her. Would love her so much for infiltrating the futanari.


Chapter Four: Making Plans

Dr. Maura Roy felt a sense of accomplishment as she and her futa-wife, Leann, reached Seattle's city hall. Everywhere she looked, she saw women loving each other. Some were futas at the center of pockets of horny ladies all worshiping that girl-dick. She held a police radio at her waist, the Seattle PD almost completely gender-swapped and coated in futa-love. They were back out on the streets, working to contain the normal humans from escaping the tide sweeping through Seattle. The city's layout, built on a narrow isthmus between two bodies of water, helped.

By morning, the city should all be ours. Six hundred thousand or more people.

“We're growing exponentially,” she said to her futa-wife.

Leann smiled at her, both their cocks swaying half-hard between their legs, their breasts bouncing. Maura couldn't remember what her wife even looked like as a man. The two months since her transformation had so imprinted Leann's new form on Maura's memories. She felt even closer to her wife now.

“Yes, we are,” Leann nodded, slipping her arm around Maura's waist in that comfortable way she always had. “We'll have the entire state by the end of the month. And then we'll spill out beyond. The U.S. Army can't contain us.”

“Unless President Fierro does something drastic. Our country still has all those nukes.”

Leann's face fell. “Not much we can do about that yet. But we have the missionaries out there, creating little pockets of futas across the country, building them up until they spill through the U.S. It'll be chaos. And from here, the world.”

“Where there are countries more than willing to use those weapons.”

“But we'll have them, too,” Leann said. “MAD works for a reason. No one is crazy enough to want mutually assured destruction. I doubt even that little tinpot dweeb in North Korea truly is.”

“How long do you think? A few years, and the human race is changed forever?” Maura asked as they walked into city hall. More women and futas fucked in the lobby, their moans echoing through the hall.

“Maybe,” Leann said, nodding to a pair of futas spit-roasting a busty woman, ramming their cocks into mouth and pussy. “Have fun.”

“We are,” the futas beamed, their own tits heaving.

“A few years and then we'll have world peace,” Maura said. “I just hope Helen will make it. She's so gentle.”

Leann's face fell. “We just need to protect those closest to her. That's important.”

“Like me and you.” It seemed a lifetime ago when Maura was merely the school doctor at the University of Puget Sound. Now she felt more like a general marshaling the armies for the futas. She was briefed daily on the disposition of the futa-army spread out along the Columbia River to the south and the Snake River to the east before following the foothills of the Rocky Mountains along the border with Idaho up north to Canada. Every road out of the state had a battalion of futas and women guarding it. Any who approached would find themselves quickly drenched in futa-love.

And that included the pilgrims.

Maura wasn't shocked that men and women from around the United States were flocking to them. They had to come by road. No airplanes flew to the state any longer. Nor ships. The state had supplies of food. It had plenty of agriculture, so there would be food, but not any of the exotic stuff.

Will the futas be happy when the coffee runs out?

But it would only be temporary. Once they started spreading across the United States and the world, things would go back to normal. Better than normal. There would be no violence or crime. There would only be futas loving each other, one happy race all working to better each other.

And so much sex.

Helen and Ally will end up as our Empresses. They'll rule us all and have such cute babies who will take over and make sure we're all happy.

Maura couldn't wait for that day.

They reached the conference room where Helen and Ally had commanded their inner circle to appear. A pair of Double D girls, the transformed Delta Force operators who once guarded the research facility that held Ally, stood at attention before the doors. They had M4 carbines slung over their shoulders. They wore tight, black clothing that molded to their lush bodies and hard dicks.

“Dr. Maura, Leann,” they said together, smiling and opening the door.

Maura nodded and swept inside. She and Leann were the last to arrive. From Helen's harem they had Dr. Catherine and Isabel, the pair sitting on one side of the conference table. On the other were Ally's futas: Dr. Zhao, Liliana, Elizaveta, and Specialist Amanda. Dr. Maura and Leann nodded to them, taking their seats by Dr. Catherine, a brunette scientist that used to work at the research facility with the coolly practical Dr. Zhao. Isabel sat by Helen. And Helen had a woman with curly-brown hair bouncing on her lap.

“Yes, yes, yes,” the woman moaned as she rode Helen, the blonde futanari squeezing the woman's round breasts. “I love this cock so much.”

“It is the best cock in the world,” the busty Ally said sitting next to Helen at the table's end. She had hair as bright red as Maura's.

“I would beg to differ, Mistress,” Liliana said, a blonde with red streaks highlighting her hair. She was the president of a sorority at the university that Ally had dominated and showered in her spunk, the start of her harem. The blonde futa reached over and stroked Ally's cock beneath the table. “This dick is amazing.”

“Uh-huh,” Elizaveta purred. “It's why your dick won me, Mistress.” Elizaveta used to work at a clothing store. From what Maura had gathered, Helen and Ally had both fucked her pussy, ramming their girl-dicks into her at the same time, and the first one to cum claimed her. Ally won, and now the Slavic girl followed her around like a puppy.

“Are we here for anything substantive?” the Chinese Dr. Zhao asked, her words spoken with precise diction. She had cold eyes, her black hair falling about the shoulders of her lab coat. “My research awaits, Mistress.”

“Oh, you can take a break from your research for a day,” Ally said. “I can't believe you didn't want to come to Seattle and join the orgy. You are still too stiff, Dr. Zhao. You need to relax sometimes.”

“My research is very relaxing, thank you.”

“Especially with Dr. Gabby sucking on your girl-dick,” Dr. Catherine said, a smile on her lips. With Trish's death, the brunette scientist found herself stepping up more and more in Helen's inner circle.

Of course, there were other women close to Helen. She had her cheerleaders who had helped coordinate the assault, and Deputy Svetlana who was liaising with the Seattle PD right now. But when Helen had important matters to decide, she turned to the futas in this room.

So who are you? Maura wondered, studying the woman on Helen's lap. 

“Helen, yes,” whined the brunette, her back arching. “I'm going to... Cum!”

Maura's dick twitched and throbbed, growing to its full erection beneath the conference room table as she watched the brunette cum on Helen's dick. Pleasure crossed the futanari's youthful face. She squeezed the woman's tits and shuddered.

“Your cum!” whimpered the woman. “I love your cum in me.”

“Don't we all, puta,” Isabel muttered. She stared at the table, tracing her finger across it. She'd taken Trish and Eden's deaths hard, too. Trish and Isabel were among the first claimed by Helen. The three were close. 

“Oh, yes, that's good, Agent Felicity,” purred Helen. “Oh, you have such a yummy pussy.”

“Agent?” asked Leann.

“She's Special Agent Felicity Britton,” Dr. Catherine said, leaning back in her chair, her round breasts jiggling. “I really wish Dr. Gabby was here right now. She's a great cock-sucker.”

“Yes, she is,” Dr. Zhao said, a smile almost crossing her tight lips. The two scientists still worked together, along with Dr. Gabby and Dr. Sara, who were both members of Ally's harem. They were researching better ways to spread the futa-cum so more and more people could experience the wonder of the love.

It was their mission. Helen and Ally were scent by aliens to fix Earth and turn it into a paradise.

“Mmm, sorry,” Helen said. “I'm just having so much fun with Agent Felicity. She's going to be quite valuable. She knows things. She's from the main office in D.C.”

“Oh, and why were you here, Agent Felicity?” Leann asked offhandedly.

“To help coordinate efforts to stop you futanari,” Agent Felicity said, her face flushed, her tits heaving. She squirmed around on Helen's lap to face everyone, still impaled on the futa's dick. “But, clearly, that didn't work. I only arrived last night, and I got a lot of resistance from the mayor on implementing my ideas.”

“She didn't give me much resistance when I fucked her up the ass,” laughed Ally. “She was begging for it!”

Maura smiled. “And to think she was so opposed to us when she was a man.”

“It's amazing what our cum can do,” Ally grinned.

“There's more,” Felicity said. “Things you need to know.”

Maura nodded, leaning forward. She ignored her futa-dick. They had important matters to discuss.

~   ~~   ~

It felt completely natural to Agent Felicity, as she had started thinking about herself after hearing Helen moan it over and over, to sit impaled on a futanari's dick and spout the carefully chosen truths about the government's operation. Each fact was selected to do minimal damage to the President while earning the futanari's trust. Agent Felicity squirmed on that thick girl-cock buried in her cum-filled pussy, her body buzzing with the delight of her orgasm.

This is such pleasant work. So many orgasms all while serving my President.

Joy buzzed through Agent Felicity. She knew she would receive a huge reward from her President when this was all over.

She leaned forward on Helen's lap, the shaft shifting inside her cunt. Her breasts swayed before her as she clasped her hands on the conference room table. She glanced at the busty Ally, her green eyes twinkling, then swept it past everyone, memorizing all the faces for her report on the inner circle of the futas.

So many college-aged girls, Agent Felicity thought, already mentally writing her report. And the rest are scientists. Do any of them have any military or police training? 

“What is your information?” Leann asked, her eyes inquisitive. She had short, black hair that gave her face an almost pixyish quality despite being in her thirties. She had a tattoo on the shoulder of her arm and flames on her forearm.

So one of them has had military experience.

“The President has directed the NSA and the NRO to—”

“NRO?” Helen asked. “I've heard of the NSA, thank you Wikileaks, but the other one?”

“National Reconnaissance Organization. They actually administrate all the spy satellites,” Leann answered.

Agent Felicity nodded. “Both agencies have been ordered to monitor all communications in Washington State. Every spy satellite our nation has is pointed at us right now. They are mobilizing the army to start cutting off Washington State entirely from the rest of the country. All vehicles that approach it will be thoroughly searched for futas. They'll suspect any vehicle that doesn't have a man in it, detaining the occupants, and seeing how they react. They are developing the means to separate out women who are infected with your virus—”

“Our love,” Ally hissed. “It's not a virus. We're not a disease.”

“I'm so sorry,” Agent Felicity said, giving her a simpering look. “That's just how everyone talks about this. I won't use that term again.”

“It's okay,” Helen said and gave her a kiss on the neck.

A pleased rush swelled through Agent Felicity. She squirmed on the futa's dick. “As I was saying, once they have this developed, they can discover even women who are carrying the love and can then quarantine them from everyone else. They are working on a cure, too.”

“There's no cure,” Ally huffed.

“There could be,” Dr. Zhao said. “Project STARFALL has all my research notes on your genome, Ally, and Dr. Winthrop is an intelligent man when he's not caught up in all the bureaucracy of running the project.”

“We'll deal with Father,” Ally said.

Agent Felicity blinked at that. She thinks of Dr. Winthrop as a father? Could that be used against her? 

“Once they have this cure, they'll move on Washington State. I have heard rumors that there's an inoculation that Dr. Winthrop created.”

“I created it!” Dr. Zhao said. “But it requires Ally's cum to make. They have a finite supply of it.” 

“Well, I've heard that all who go near the president”—it was so hard for Agent Felicity not to say that wondrous name without all her heartfelt affection—“are inoculated with the serum.”

“Makes sense,” Dr. Maura said, speaking with an Irish brogue that gave a lilting quality to her speech. “If we managed to get a female staffer doused with futa-love, she could add President Fierro into the harem.”

“Ooh, she's hot,” Ally said.

“Uh-huh,” Helen agreed, her futa-dick twitching inside Agent Felicity. “When we capture her, we have to hold our double-fuck contest.”

“Ally will win,” Elizaveta said with pride. “Just like she won with me.”

“Helen will win, puta,” the Hispanic girl said, coming alive for the first time. “Right, chica?” 

Helen nodded to her friend. “Yep. Sorry, Ally.”

“I'll still love you anyways,” Ally smiled back.

“Anything else?” Leann asked.

Agent Felicity shook her head. She had told all the information she was instructed to by Dr. Winthrop, the Joint Chiefs of Staff, and the President herself. Her pussy clenched so hard on Helen's dick, her hips shifting. A horny itch suffused her to cum again.

“Then let's move on to new business,” Dr. Zhao said. “I have a device that should make taking a city, like Portland, even swifter.”

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Zhao enjoyed everyone's eyes on her. If they would take her from her research, then she would let them know what she was working on. It was marvelous. Her futa-dick throbbed beneath the table, her pussy dripping wet with juices.

“I'm listening,” Ally said with a grin. “I would love to have Portland under our control. It's supposed to be such a fun city.”

Helen nodded her head. “And this method would be safer?”

“It would be more efficient. So, yes, safer,” Dr. Zhao said. Helen had even less of a stomach for doing what was necessary than Dr. Catherine had. But not Dr. Zhao. She wouldn't flinch at what had to be done to ensure the futanari dominated this world. Her research had led to deaths in the path. She'd watched as many of her new harem were gunned down charging General Lewis's command post without flinching.

And she had ideas for how to deal with this new information. If the president was truly surrounding herself with people immune to the futanari's love, then it would take an army of women to break through their forces. Many would die. But with the right modification to the futanari's cum, they would be even more fanatical than ever.

They would be like the wild women of the bacchanal from Greek legend, but instead of drunk on Dionysus's wine, they'd be drunk on futa-cum.

“We had good success with the small grenades I made from E-cigarettes, yes?” the Chinese scientist asked, looking around the table.

“Yes, they helped us take the police station,” Isabel said.

“And on the riot police who tried to stop our march on city hall,” Dr. Maura said. Though she was only a medical doctor and not a true scientist, so Dr. Zhao hardly gave her any mind.

Instead, her eyes fell on Dr. Catherine, a smile playing on her lips. The squeamish futa-scientist did not have a problem with this project. “It's amazing, Helen. You're going to love it.”

“Yes, imagine those grenades but on the scale of an entire city.” Dr. Zhao leaned forward. “I'm talking about releasing futa-cum as an aerosol on the level of a chemical weapon attack. With several devices scattered through a city, the entire population could be enveloped in futa-love with the click of a button. No violence. No risk to the futas. No chance for police to draw their guns and use lethal force to stop us.”

“That sounds like it would take a lot of cum,” Helen said.

“You'll have to be... milked,” Dr. Zhao said, licking her lips. “I imagine it'll be an enjoyable process.”

Helen looked at Ally. The two futanari grinned at each other. Yes, they both love it.  

“This is amazing, Dr. Zhao,” Ally said, shooting joy through the Chinese scientist. Her dick throbbed harder beneath the table. “Get on this right away. Oooh, I can just imagine a cloud of futa-spunk drifting through the air.”

Helen nodded her head in agreement. “Is there any other business then? Or can we have fun? I want Ally to get to know Agent Felicity.”

The FBI agent giggled in delight, squirming on Helen's lap.

“There is,” Isabel said, taking a deep breath. “I want to volunteer to be a missionary.”

~   ~~   ~

Isabel tensed at the shock flashing across Helen's face. The blonde futanari's blue eyes widened. Her jaw dropped. The Hispanic futanari sucked in a deep breath, her stomach twisting with her decision. She couldn't stay here. Couldn't watch Helen turn to Ally for comfort when she herself wanted to give it to the blonde.

Isabel had to go. Get as far away as possible. And this was the best way. But only if she could convince Helen of that.

“The missionaries are going to be important, chica,” Isabel said, speaking quickly before Helen could throw out any objections. “And you and Ally need someone organizing it out there. Someone that you know is competent and reliable. Someone that is here in the inner circle. You need Dr. Maura and Leann for the military, Dr. Catherine and Dr. Zhao for the research. But me, chica, I can be out there in the field. Carla and Lindsey can handle my harem's duties while I'm coordinating with all these little islands of futanari out in the rest of the country.” 

Helen furrowed her brow, her eyes growing liquid.

Please, don't start crying, Isabel thought. I can't do this if you're crying. 

“Someone has to be out there protecting them, chica. Looking out for them. Making sure the government isn't hunting them down and harming them. That'll be me.” Isabel grabbed Helen's hand, giving it a squeeze. 

And she knew then she had an argument that would work so long as she could counter Helen's objections. Ally didn't care about the safety of the missionaries. Isabel had heard the two futanari squabble over it. But she knows I care. That I'll protect them. 

“What about these new roadblocks?” Helen asked. “If the military is searching everyone who leaves the state, they'll find you. I don't want to see you hurt.”

“Agent Felicity told us the solution.” The answer had come to Isabel in a flash of insight. It struck her and left her quivering when it did, the last thing she needed to convince Helen. “We have those men coming to us, the pilgrims. We need to stop gender-swapping them and instead ask for volunteers to help us smuggle out more missionaries.”

“You can't trust men,” Ally snorted.

“Of course you can,” Helen gasped. “My father was a wonderful man. And Eden, when she was a guy, was awesome.”

“Exactly,” Isabel nodded, forcing herself to flash Ally a grin. “These men are coming to join us! They expect to become women. They're already onboard with us. We just need those who will volunteer to put off this change for just a little while. Then they can become women.”

Helen bit her lip. “Do you really want to do this?”

“I need to, chica.” She begged with her eyes, her vision growing blurry with emotion. 

“Let her do it,” Ally shrugged. “She's right. We need to coordinate them. Why not her?”

Helen squeezed Isabel's hand. “Okay. But you better be safe.”

“I promise, chica.” 


Chapter Five: Goodbyes

Helen didn't want to cry. She fought back her tears, wanting this to be a happy moment between her and her roommate. But with the hole left in her heart by Trish and Eden's deaths, it was hard not to weep. She blinked back her tears as she buried her face between Isabel's legs. 

This won't be the last time I lick this pussy and enjoy Isabel, Helen told herself. They were back in Tacoma, in their dorm room at the University of Puget Sound where this all started. The entire building was Helen's now, all the futas and women in it part of her harem. When she wasn't with Ally, she would be here. 

“Oh, chica, yes,” Isabel moaned, her futa-dick throbbing before Helen's face as the blonde licked through the Hispanic futanari's shaved, tangy pussy. “Ooh, I'm going to miss this.” 

Maybe she won't leave if I make her cum hard. Helen knew she could just order Isabel to stay, but everyone was right. Someone had to be out there helping the missionaries. And Helen trusted Isabel to see them protected. 

She skittered away from her fear that she couldn't trust Ally for that and instead buried her tongue deep into Isabel's snatch, wiggling it through delicious folds. Isabel had thick pussy lips that rubbed on Helen's mouth. The blonde futanari moaned at the delicious taste, her hips wiggling as she knelt on her bed, her girl-cock swinging between her thighs, her braid dancing on her supple back before slipping off to dangle down her right side.

“Oh, yes, Helen,” Isabel moaned, her hips undulating, smearing her hot pussy on Helen's hungry mouth. Isabel's girl-dick throbbed and twitched before Helen.

So she grabbed it.

She wrapped her pale fingers around the golden-brown shaft, fisting it as she wiggled her tongue into the depths of Isabel's snatch. She swirled it around, driving her friend and lover wild. The Hispanic futanari quivered, her round breasts jiggling.

Tangy juices filled Helen's mouth. She gulped them down. More ran down her chin or smeared across her cheeks as Isabel humped her hips. Helen's hand flew up and down the Hispanic futanari's thick cock, loving how warm it was, how it twitched with the beat of her roommate's heartbeat.

“Yes, yes, yes, chica,” panted Isabel. “Ooh, you know just what I love. Wiggle that tongue into me. I'm going to cum so hard!” 

“Good,” Helen said, her sadness retreating as her excitement mounted. Pussy juices trickled down her thighs; her hard clit-dick thrusting from the folds of her snatch.

Her hand flew faster and faster on her lover's dick. Isabel grabbed the bed sheets as she twitched. Her face contorted in rapture and her thighs clamped on Helen's face. The blonde felt her roommate's passions swell and swell.

So she licked faster, harder. She stroked her hand as fast as she could up and down Isabel's dick and sucked on the Hispanic futanari's thick pussy lips. She nibbled on those wonderful, silky folds, her own excitement mounting, too. Her pussy ached to be filled. Her cock throbbed to be buried in pussy.

“¡Chica!”  

Isabel's body heaved. Her dick throbbed in Helen's hand. Then white spunk fired from the tip, splattering the Hispanic futanari's heaving tits. Pearly cream coated her lush mounds as she squirmed. Tangy pussy juices flooded Helen's mouth. She drank them all, jerking her hand up and down her friend's cumming girl-cock.

Such joy shot through Helen for giving her friend such pleasure even as her pussy clenched in aching need. She swirled her tongue through Isabel's folds one last time before lifting her dripping face up and peering down her friend's cum-stained body.

“Oh, chica,” Isabel purred. “Mmm, you know just what I need.” 

“Yes, I do,” Helen grinned, pushing up her glasses with her left hand. “Pussy!”

“Yes!”

Helen mounted her friend, straddling Isabel's waist and guiding the Hispanic futanari's thick girl-dick to her hot pussy. Helen purred in delight as she slid the thick crown of her friend's dick up and down the folds of her dripping snatch, sliding it through her wet, blonde curls. Isabel's face twisted with pleasure. She shifted on the bed, eager for Helen's pussy to slide down her cock.

And Helen was eager to be filled.

“Do it, chica,” moaned Isabel, grabbing the blonde futanari's throbbing girl-dick.

“Mmm, yes,” Helen sighed and sank her dripping cunt down Isabel's cock.

The futanari's eyes widened. Her blonde braid swayed down her supple back as she shuddered. Thick, hot girl-dick filled her pussy, stretching her sheath so wide open. Her dick twitched with every inch of Isabel's shaft she took into her hungry snatch.

She bottomed out on her friend, squirming her cunt around that amazing girl-dick. Helen's back arched, pleasure shooting down her cock from Isabel's stroking hand, making her pussy squeeze down on her friend's thick shaft.

“Ooh, yes, I'm going to miss this cock,” Helen groaned.

“Oh, you'll have all your cheerleaders and Dr. Maura and Leann and Professor Little and all the others sluts in this building,” purred Isabel. “And my girls are staying behind. Carla and Lindsey will double-team you whenever you want.”

Helen smiled as she rose up her friend's dick. “But you were my first, Isabel. And a futanari never forgets her first pussy, does she?”

“No, she doesn't, chica,” Isabel sighed, emotion making her eyes dewy for a moment. “So ride me hard. Fuck me! Mmm, it could be weeks or even months before we see each other again. Let's make some kinky memories.” 

“Yes!” Helen groaned, her thighs lifting and lowering her pussy on Isabel's girl-dick.

She scooped cum off of Isabel's golden-brown tits, bringing the yummy, salty treat to her mouth. She sucked the spunk off her fingers as she rode her friend's futa-dick. Such pleasure shot through her, ending at the tip of her dick. There it met Isabel's stroking hand, electrifying it and sending it shooting back through her body.

The dual delights of having her cock stroked and her pussy filled with dick shot through the blonde futanari. Her small breasts jiggled as she bounced on her friend's thick shaft. Her moans echoed through the air, her pleasure building and building. Greedy fingers scooped up more and more of her friend's jizz off those round, jiggling tits.

“Mmm, yes, eat my cum, chica! Just enjoy it.” 

“I am!” purred Helen between sucks on her fingers, her back arching. Her pussy clenched down on her friend's hard cock. “Ooh, yes, I'm loving it all.”

“Good!” Isabel stroked her hand faster. “Then just cover my tits in more cum. Soak me in it. I want one last time bathing in your wonderful jizz!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Helen moaned, bouncing faster and faster on her friend's dick. Her pussy clenched down so tight, massaging that wonderful shaft sending pleasure through her body. Her orgasm swelled.

She slammed down her friend's cock. Isabel's hand stroked up to the pinnacle of her futa-dick. The dual pleasures shot through her body. They swirled inside Helen. The blonde futanari whimpered in utter delight.

Exploded.

Her pearly jizz fired out even harder. The first two blasts splattered Isabel's face. Pearly jism coated golden-brown features. Moaning in delight, Isabel opened her mouth, letting the spunk rain upon her tongue. Helen shuddered, her pussy spasming on Isabel's dick as her cock kept erupting, kept painting her friend's body.

Jizz splattered Isabel's tits, mixing with the cum Helen hadn't cleaned up. Pleasure raced through Helen as she loved the sight. She squirmed and bucked on Isabel's dick, impaled on it, her flesh milking it.

“¡Chica!” howled Isabel, her cum-drenched face contorting in bliss. 

Hot futa-jizz spurted into Helen's pussy. The blonde moaned in rapture. She bent over, pressing her small tits into Isabel's cum-smeared breasts. Their lips met in a salty kiss, the pair writhing together, sharing their passion one last time.

Because Isabel had to leave. You better come back! Helen thought with fierce passion as she kissed her. I need you, Isabel. So much. 

~   ~~   ~

“You remember how to tuck your cock and tape it to your pussy?” Helen asked Isabel for the tenth time as they rode the elevator down to the first floor.

“Yes, chica,” Isabel said with patience. She wasn't annoyed at all. She cares about me, but she doesn't love me. Doesn't need me. She just needs Ally. 

After their cum-stained kiss, they had showered and dressed. Isabel carried her belongings slung over her shoulder, the least revealing clothing they could find for her, the type of garments no self-respecting futa would wear. The perfect disguise. A nervous tremble raced through her as the elevator opened.

Her personal harem waited for her. Carla and Lindsey held each other, tears in their eyes, Terri leaning against Lilac, Isabel's Double D girl. Billy Jean hugged Dean Bey. The swim team held each other. Even Ruth, one of Isabel's new women she recruited in Seattle, looked tearful.

They pressed in at her, all reaching out to touch her, to hug her. She kissed them, murmured that she'd be fine, safe. She passed through them as they caressed her body, touched her cock. They loved her so much.

“I will be back,” Isabel said as she made it to the door, giving Delora, one of the members of UPS's swim team, a fierce hug. She kissed the Black futa on the lips. They'd survived the massacre together, huddling beneath a bush. “And until then, Carla and Lindsey is in charge of you all. And they'll be reporting directly to Helen.”

“And I'll pop in from time to time,” Helen added “Just to make sure you're all happy.”

She is so sweet. Isabel steeled herself up. She so wanted to stay, but she needed distance, to think. If she couldn't be Helen's lover, then what was her place? She wanted that position so badly. But she couldn't bring herself to try and hurt Ally—she was a fellow futanari. She wanted to do it, thought about doing it. Such jealousy raged inside of her. 

It was horrible. She had to find a way to control it. And this was it. If she got away from Helen, maybe she could finally think.

“We all have a lot of work to do,” Isabel said. “And you need to support Helen and... and Ally in it. Okay? Some of you helped free Ally. And many of you were here for the massacre. You know we are stronger together than apart.”

“That's right,” Helen nodded, squeezing Isabel's hand and giving her a meaningful, pleading look.

Isabel almost broke. Almost.

“I better get going. I have a long day of traveling ahead of me.” Isabel broke away from Helen's hand. If she lingered for a moment longer, she wouldn't ever escape.

She stepped out into the cold, foggy morning. Everything was wet, ragged; autumnal leaves rested in wind-blown, soggy piles. Individual leaves molded like wet noodles around parts of the sidewalk and the base of a nearby statue. Other futas were outside. The cheerleaders waved goodbye, members of Ally's sorority blowing kisses.

Isabel walked, back straight, to the waiting RV. It idled, the top loaded down withsupplies, some were food, and some were personal belongings. The type a person would have with them if they were fleeing from a place they didn't want to be any longer. 

Refugees escaping the futanari.

Isabel didn't look back as she mounted the two steps to the side door. She opened it and stepped inside. It was warm and dry, smelling of cinnamon. Two figures sat in the front of the big RV. Neal Henderson, a young man in his mid-twenties, was at the wheel. He was a tall Black guy with short, woolly hair. His big hands held the wheel.

“We're ready to go, Isabel.” His voice had a deep, rumbling bass that Isabel found disconcerting after weeks spent with only women and futanari.

“We're so excited to help out the futas like this,” Neal's wife, Bev, said. The petite White woman turned the passenger seat—it swiveled—to look at Isabel, a smile on her youthful face. Her wedding ring glinted on her left hand, a small diamond that flared with brilliance for a moment. Her lustrous, blonde hair swept about her shoulders. “It's such an honor.”

Isabel forced a grin. “Yes, it is, Bev. And we're going to make the most of it. And Neal, thank you for the sacrifice. We'll make you a woman when the time is right.”

“I'll gender-swap you, dear,” Bev said, giving her husband a fond look. “And then fuck you with my big futa-cock.”

Those words made Isabel's dick twitch beneath her skirt.

Neal nodded. “It's important, what we're doing. I can wait.”

“It'll mean no sex with your wife for awhile,” Isabel said, her cock throbbing, aching. “You'll have to suffer my using her. She's going to be my whore. I'm a futanari. I can't go a day without slipping into hot pussy or tight ass.” She leered at Bev. “Or even an hour.”

Bev let out a whimper, her nipples dimpling the front of her dress.

“You can handle that?” Isabel asked.

“I can,” Neal said as he accelerated the RV away from the curb and navigated through the University's parking lot. “I know that once you bless me with the change and make me into a woman, my wife will make it up to me.”

“So much,” Bev said, her hazel eyes growing so smoky as she stared at Isabel's bulge. “I'll fuck you so hard. I'll give it to you all the time.”

“Let's find out if he can handle it,” Isabel said. “Bend over that seat, Bev. I'm going to use your married cunt so hard. I'm going to fuck you while your pathetic husband just sits there and drives.”

“Yes,” she whimpered, squirming. “With that big, futa-dick. My husband isn't hung. He's not like they say about Black guys. He's just average. But you... you're so hung. Just like everyone claims.”

“Yes, I am, puta.” Isabel hauled up her skirt, her brown dick thrusting out, thick and throbbing. 

The wife's eyes lit up. She let out a whimpering moan. Then she shifted on the seat, kneeling and turning so her ass was over one of the arm rests. With her seat swiveled to the side, she stared out ahead of the RV as it turned onto Union Street to drive towards the freeway.

Isabel smiled. She needed this distraction, to mask that growing hole in her heart. She had to be doing the right thing. She just had to. She needed to get away from Helen. This was so right. And the missionary work was so important.

She wrenched up Bev's skirt, revealing the woman had neglected to put on her panties. A tight slit faced Isabel, bare of any hair and dripping with juices. Licking her lips, Isabel rubbed her girl-dick against that married vulva, feeling the hot wife's cream smear across the crown of her cock.

“She isn't wearing panties,” Isabel groaned, glancing at Neal as he drove. “Your wife's ready for me. She wanted to get fucked right away.”

“Yeah, she's been craving it,” Neal groaned. “Even bought a huge dildo and made me fuck her with it before we decided to make our pilgrimage.”

“It was so thick, but it wasn't real,” Bev moaned, pushing back with her hips. Her pussy lips engulfed the tip of Isabel's cock. 

Such pleasure shuddered down her shaft. The futanari let out a purring growl as she savored the hot flesh sucking at the crown of her girl-dick. Her pussy clenched, juices flooding down her thigh. She pressed forward, sliding so slowly into the married woman's cunt, giving Bev her first taste of a real cock.

The woman let out a low, throaty moan as Isabel slid deeper and deeper into silky heaven. Bev's back arched. Her hands gripped the console as the RV drove down the street. The hot wife's pussy clamped down, increasing the friction and the pleasure for them both.

“Oh, Neal, now this is a cock! It's amazing!” Bev shuddered. “Oh, yes, she's going to fuck me so hard, honey.”

“That's good,” the cuckold said, dark hands gripping the steering wheel so hard.

“Beg me to fuck your wife,” Isabel groaned. “Plead with me to pound her snatch and make her explode on my dick. She needs her first taste of futa-cum in her body.”

“Please, honey,” whimpered Bev, swirling her hips and stirring her pussy around the futanari's dick. Isabel gripped Bev's waist to keep the hot wife from fucking her, holding the woman's rump tight against her crotch. “Beg her! I need it so badly. To be fucked by a real cock.”

Sweat broke out on Neal's face. The Black man licked his thick lips. “Fuck my wife, Isabel,” he rumbled. His right hand went to his crotch, squeezing his little man-dick. A cock that could never satisfy his wife again. “She needs to be fucked by a real cock.”

Isabel could hear the humiliation in his voice, the shame, as he said those words. He squeezed his dick so hard as he said them. It turned him on. He got off on it. He wanted this to happen. It was why he made the journey. To be utterly emasculated by women with cocks that dwarfed his.

With a loud moan, Isabel drew back through the hot wife's tight pussy. Pleasure rippled down her dick to her snatch. She shuddered and then thrust forward, burying her girl-dick into the woman's married cunt.

“Yes!” Bev moaned, her snatch clenching down. “This is what I need!”

“A big, throbbing futa-dick!” Isabel moaned. “You're just a puta!” 

“I am! For this cock! Aren't I, honey? I'm a slut for this futa!”

“You are,” he groaned.

Isabel shuddered, her hips pumping away. She fucked the woman hard as they drove through the first futa-city in the world. Everyone driving by or walking were women, whether or not they had dicks. Some had their tits out despite the weather. In stores, clothes came off as people shopped or just loved each other. Boobs pressed against windows as the women were fucked from behind by a futa or another lady with a strap-on.

Isabel loved the sight as she enjoyed the hot wife. At a bus stop, a woman knelt sucking on a futa's cock as they waited for the city bus. Beside them, two girls fingered their pussies while watching, their hips swaying from side to side. In a car driving alongside the RV, the futa-driver enjoyed a hot hummer from the passenger, the pair loving each other on their drive.

Just like I'm loving this hot wife's pussy. 

Isabel thrust harder into Bev, inspired by all the loving going on in Tacoma. Her crotch smacked over and over into Bev's rump, the pale flesh jiggling. Her big, brown dick speared into the woman's cunt, making her moan and groan.

“Oh, my god, Neal, this is amazing,” she whimpered. “You're going to love it when I fuck you with my futa-dick. It's the best.”

“You're going to be begging for my cock day and night,” Isabel groaned. “We're going to be fucking nonstop while your cuckold drives us around the country.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” moaned Bev, her pussy clamping down so hard. “Oh, Isabel, this will be the best! So good! I'm going to cum so hard on your dick!”

“And I bet you want my cum flooding your cunt, puta!” 

“So badly!” The hot wife's snatch clenched down on Isabel's dick. “I just need it in me.”

“Make your husband beg me!” panted Isabel, thrusting so hard, working her dick in and out of that hot, tight cunt.

“Please, honey, please!” whimpered the hot wife. “I need her to cum in me so badly!”

“Yes, you do!” her husband groaned, squeezing his dick like such a pathetic cuckold. “Please, Isabel, please! Give my wife what she needs! Cum in her snatch!”

“Yes!” Isabel groaned, thrusting forward into Bev's juicy snatch.

The pressure in her ovaries swelled with every thrust. The humiliated man watching as he drove swelled Isabel's orgasm so fast. Her back arched, her tits bouncing in her bra. She shuddered, burying her cock to the hilt in Bev.

And erupted.

The cum pumped out of her. She flooded the hot wife's snatch with blast after blast of jizz. It pumped out of her. The delight surged through her. Bev moaned, then her pussy went wild. Hot cunt milked Isabel's cock.

The hot wife's pussy drained every drop of the futanari's spunk.

Her head reeled. She sucked in deep breaths as the pleasure peaked in her. Juices flooded down her thighs as she came down from her orgasmic high. As she sucked in breaths, that emptiness in her heart began to ache again.

So she kept thrusting. She kept fucking the cumming hot wife as Neal made the turn onto Highway 16, the start of their journey that would take her far, far away from Helen. Isabel closed her eyes and focused on that silky, married cunt wrapped about her cock.

Fucked that pussy hard.

~   ~~   ~

The pain on Helen's face as Isabel's RV drove off struck Ally. She didn't like that expression on her dainty, blonde lover. Ally believed only joy and happiness should shine on her face. Isabel would be fine. She was smart. She had that man with her to help hide her. But Ally knew pointing all that out was the wrong way to cheer Helen up. 

She didn't respond to logic and reasoning.

But there was something she did respond to. A tingle ran through Ally's body. Her nipples hardened atop her large breasts. Her dick swelled beneath the skirt she wore. She walked towards the dorm entrance; her sex slave, Lina, held the umbrella to keep the rain off of her. Lina, a tall, Amazonian futa with rich, ebony skin, had been Ally's first new conquest when she was freed. Lina was a member of the Kappa Gamma Alpha sorority here at PLU.

Ally's dick tingled more remembering that wonderful day when she showed up at the sorority and inducted their entire membership into her harem. It was twenty-four hours of sex, a blur of pussies and asses and mouths pumping up and down her cock, of licking twats full of her cum and rimming sour assholes. She sucked on titties of all shapes and sizes, flicking her tongue on nipples. They were all so beautiful and loyal to her. She lost a few during the massacre, but those who survived had all become futanari.

The sorority was even wilder these days.

Helen put on a smile as Ally walked up the steps of her dorm building. “Ally.”

“There's my Helen,” Ally said. She reached her lover, her face glistening with spray from the rain blowing beneath the eave of the dorm's porch. Ally cupped Helen's face. “You need to have your cock sucked, honey. That always cheers me up.”

Helen's blue eyes glimmered with something. She shifted her hips, a bulge swelling the front of her white skirt. “Yeah,” Helen sighed. “Isabel will be fine. I know that. She's smart and resourceful, I'm just... She's one of my favorites. She's my first, Ally. I don't want to lose her.”

“You won't.” Ally reached out, gripping her lover's futa-dick through Helen's skirt, feeling it throb and ache. And if something happens, I'll be here to hold you and love you. 

Helen gave a bright smile, no longer forced. It lit up her face. Ally's dick ached even harder. “Let's get to my room and suck on each other's cock.”

“You read my mind,” Ally grinned, throwing a look over her shoulder. “Come on, futas, you can bathe us in cum while we have our fun.”

“You have such wonderful ideas!”

The two futas rushed upstairs. They didn't bother with the elevator. Their horde of horny harem-slaves followed, giggling and laughing. Ally's futa-dick bounced beneath her skirt, the hard tip rubbing against the front of her skirt. Pleasure surged through her, making her pussy so juicy. They burst out onto Helen's floor, passing a brunette futa reaming an Asian girl's petite ass against the wall.

Such an awesome world we're making.

Ally and Helen reached the dorm room, their clothes flying off their bodies. The two futanari were horny now, their dicks throbbing so hard. Their followers' clothes joined them, coming off easily. Helen and Ally fell on the bed, the other futas swarming them, their hard cocks thrusting at them.

Ally moved on the bed, lying on her side. Her tits piled together as her futa-cock thrust at Helen's mouth. The redhead grabbed her lover's firm ass, pulling her closer, their dicks nearing each other's hungry mouth. Ally licked her lips, her eyes locked on that pink, throbbing tip inching closer to her mouth.

“Helen!” she gasped, the greedy blonde engulfing the tip of Ally's dick. Pleasure surged down her cock from Helen's wonderful mouth, a hot tongue flicking around the crown of her dick.

Moaning in delight, Ally grabbed her lover's ass and engulfed that pink crown. She suckled hard, nursing on the blonde futanari's dick. Helen's purrs of delight hummed about Ally's cock, sending pleasure down to her pussy. Her snatch grew juicier as she shuddered on the bed.

“Suck on her cock, Mistress,” Lina moaned. The African-American stroked her cock, aimed at the pair of futanari.

“Go, Helen, go!” April, the Chinese cheerleader, whooped, her small breasts jiggling before her as she stroked her clit-dick. “Make that futa cum!”

Hands flew up and down girl-dicks aimed at the two futas sixty-nining on the bed. As Ally and Helen sucked and slurped on each other's cock, moans echoed through the room. Hands slapped into crotches as they fisted hard shafts. Precum beaded the tips, stroking hands smearing the glistening juices down hard cocks. The smell of dozens of hot pussies perfumed the air, filling Ally's nose every time she inhaled.

She loved it. Such love and passion surged through the room. She sucked harder on her lover's cock, her hands kneading Helen's tight tush. She pulled on Helen's ass, sliding the blonde's cock deeper into her mouth, the tip brushing the back of her throat.

Helen moaned so loudly about Ally's dick as she deep-throated the blonde's clit-dick. Ally shuddered, working her lips down her lover's shaft. The scent of Helen's spicy juices as she came closer and closer to her lover's blonde bush. Excitement swelled in Ally's pussy as she neared her lover's pussy folds and silky pubic hair. She wanted to take all of Helen's cock, to give the blonde futanari such pleasure.

And then she did it. Her lips pressed into Helen's golden curls. She tasted spicy cream on her lips as she nuzzled at the folds of her lover's pussy wrapped about the base of that thick cock buried in her throat.

Helen whimpered in utter delight around Ally's dick, sending such rapture buzzing down the redhead's shaft to her juicy pussy.

“Yes!” Tere, Ally's Hispanic sorority-slave, whooped. “You did it, Mistress! You took every inch of her dick!”

“You're giving Helen such pleasure,” moaned Rhonda, the African-American captain of the cheer team. “That's so hot! Let's jizz all over them, girls!”

The other cheerleaders whooped, fisting their cocks so hard.

Ally swallowed and moaned, massaging her lover's girl-dick with her throat. Her every inhalation breathed in Helen's spicy musk. She trembled, the pleasure building and building and building in her. Then Helen did something naughty.

She slid her fingers between Ally's butt-cheeks and found her asshole. Pleasure tingled through the redheaded futanari as Helen's digits danced on her sphincter. Then two fingers jammed deep into her bowels. Ally bucked, thrusting her cock against the back of Helen's throat, moaning so loud about her lover's dick.

“Yes, yes, yes, finger my Mistress's asshole,” Liliana groaned, the sorority president shuddering, her blonde hair swaying about her face. “Fuck, yes!”

Cum fired from her cock. Hot jizz splattered Ally's side. The cum ran down her belly, hot rivulet's that coated her body. She shuddered, her asshole clenching down on Helen's probing fingers. Liliana's orgasm opened the floodgates of futa-spunk.

More of their slaves erupted.

Hot cum fired from April's dick, her small breasts jiggling. Lina's ebony shaft erupted, the Amazonian futanari trembling as she moaned out her pleasure. Spunk painted Ally's body. Hot streams splashed on her back and ass. Other drops rained in her hair, splashing on her face. She loved it, drank it in, the pleasure building and building in her pussy. She moaned so hard about her lover's dick.

Helen screamed out in rapture on Ally's cock. As she came, their telepathic link brushed each other. Ally felt her lover's pleasure jetting through the blonde's body. Ally shuddered; her own orgasm swelled inside of her as futa-cum pumped straight into her belly.

Ally detonated.

“Yes, yes, yes!” moaned the watching futas.

“This is so hot!”

“Drench them!”

“Love them!”

“They changed us!”

Ally shuddered, her asshole writhing about Helen's fingers while her dick unloaded into the blonde's hungry mouth. She shivered on the bed, squirming and shuddering. The pleasure surged through her. She whimpered in delight and...

Her mind touched Helen's. Their thoughts swirled around them and...

Something responded. A beacon in space. Something that approached at impossible speeds.

...Help is getting closer... Ally and Helen thought together as their pleasure roared through their bodies. ...We won't be alone... 

Then their minds ripped apart as their bodies heaved. Ally moaned about the dick buried down her throat as she fired the last of her jizz into Helen's hungry mouth. The blonde gulped it down. Ally shuddered, so much girl-spunk warming her belly while more hot cum splattered her body. Futanari came across the room, filling the air with passion.

Ally shivered. Their help was almost here. She could feel it now. In the back of her mind, an itch growing stronger by the tiniest of increments.

And then Dr. Zhao burst into the room. “The prototype is completed!”


Chapter Six: Gathering Cum

“So we just attach this on our dicks?” Helen asked as she stared at the large device sitting in the center of the University of Puget Sound's basketball court. A half-dozen mattresses surrounded what looked like a wet-vac with a dozen hoses jutting off of it, each one ending at an artificial pussy made of rubber or silicone. The type of sex toy a guy would use.

“They're Fleshlights, right?” Val said, picking up one of them. “I knew a guy who had this. Liked to fuck it when he couldn't get his dick in the real thing.”

“Yes,” Dr. Zhao said. “They're the perfect thing to provide the air-tight seal for the pump to milk your futa-cocks. I have increased the suction on this industrial strength wet-dry vacuum to be able to handle a dozen futas at once. It'll collect the cum in a reservoir tank and then we'll put in the dispersal device. It should make it into an aerosol that could affect thirty-five square miles.”

“That sounds like so much,” Liliana said, the blonde sorority president cocking her head. She was naked, like all the futanari. Like Helen herself. She still dripped in cum from her naughty sixty-nine with Ally and the shower by their wonderful and loving slaves. “Like, you could cover several cities.”

“Actually, it's only a quarter of the city of Portland,” Dr. Catherine said. The brunette futa-scientist stood beside Dr. Zhao. “Now, we tested the pumps, and they work wonderfully.” Pleasure crossed her face, her hand stroking her hard dick thrusting from the folds of her pussy. “But we'll need to fill four tanks to handle Portland, so I figured we needed your help, Helen. Plus, we'll test the device out in cities in Washington like Everest, Bellevue, Yakima, Centralia, and Spokane.”

Helen nodded, an eager thrill shooting through her. It was hard worrying about Isabel when facing the prospect of such naughty fun.

“A futanari shouldn't be on the hose for more than a half-hour,” Dr. Zhao said. “This reservoir tank can hold twelve gallons. It should take about an hour, I estimate, to fill it up using twelve futas at a time. Now, obviously, there will be some differences in how fast you cum that may affect that time.”

Helen nodded. “Makes sense.”

“And the other sexy toys?” Ally asked, bending down to pick up a butt plug connected to a small control box.

“To help you cum faster,” Dr. Zhao said. “We want as much jizz pumping into these tanks as possible.”

“So who's gonna take this for a ride?” Moira, one of Helen's cheerleaders, asked. The busty redhead grabbed one of the hoses. “Can I?”

“Sure,” Helen said. “Me and Ally plus five girls each from our harems. So you, Moira, April, Val, Rhonda, and Professor Little.”

Professor Little, a purple-haired woman in her late twenties, grinned. “You always were a teacher's pet, Helen.”

The blonde nodded her head. “You're just such a sexy teacher. I can't help myself.”

Ally nodded. “Liliana, choose four of my sorority sluts and let's have fun!”

“Yes, Mistress,” Liliana said.

While Helen's harem slaves sometimes called her Mistress, they usually used her first name. Ally's almost never did. She's so much more dominant with them then I am with mine. Helen skidded away from the implication. She hated thinking that Ally really only cared for one person, Helen, and didn't value her harem as more than bodies to be used instead of persons to be loved. 

But if she spends more time with them and bonds with them...

“I am so shoving this up your ass,” Ally grinned at Helen before sucking the butt plug into her mouth.

Helen shivered, her asshole tingling. She bent down, her small tits swaying, and grabbed a thick vibrator covered in bumps. It also had a remote control box. She fingered the speed dial, her blue eyes gleaming.

“Ooh, you read my mind,” Ally said after popping the butt plug out of her mouth. “I love it when you do that.”

Sometimes, Helen could read Ally's mind. They were engineered to be so close. She shivered, that itch at the back of her mind growing stronger and stronger. It was hard to judge when their help would arrive, but it felt soon.

And then Ally will learn about how important love is, Helen thought, certain the arriving alien would want to protect their followers, too. 

Ally worked the butt plug in and out of her mouth a few more times until the black cone glistened with her spit. A wicked grin crossed her lips. Helen fell to her knees, sensing what her lover wanted her to do. She wiggled her hips, pointing her ass at her futa-lover.

Helen shivered, her pussy growing so wet, as Ally parted her butt-cheeks. The redhead worked the butt plug against Helen's asshole. Her sphincter stretched and stretched as the slicked cone pressed against her. She moaned, her back arching. It spread her butt-hole open wider and wider and—

Popped into her bowels.

“Ooh, that's so sexy with the knob nestled between your butt-cheeks,” Ally grinned. Then she flopped down on the mattress beside Helen, red hair flying about the beauty's face, her cum-stained tits heaving. Ally spread her legs wide, exposing her soaked bush. “Now shove that bad boy in me and let's have fun!”

“Gladly!” Helen said, her asshole so stuffed with the butt plug. As she shifted around, it moved inside of her, making her feel so naughty.

She guided the vibrator to her lover's red-furred muff. She teased Ally, making the futanari's dick throb as she rubbed the toy up and down Ally's pussy lips. Then she shoved it into her lover. Ally moaned, the redhead's dick twitching hard as her pussy swallowed the toy. Helen nodded her approval.

“Now let's get the hose on your cock, Helen,” Dr. Catherine said. The brunette knelt beside Helen, grabbing the sex toy turned suction cup. “You're going to love this.”

“You helped make it,” Helen smiled at her futa-scientist. “I know I'll love it.”

Dr. Catherine beamed at Helen. “You are such a loving thing, you know that? I think you could love the entire world.”

“That's the plan,” Helen said, shuddering as the tight, silicone pussy slid over her dick.

It felt different from the real thing. It wasn't hot, for one, or juicy. But it felt nice inside. She felt that familiar texture and loved how it stretched over her dick. The silicone expanded to engulf her shaft as Dr. Catherine slid it farther and farther down her dick.

It didn't take all of her length. About four inches remained out of it, but the toy just wasn't built for futa-dicks. They will be in the future, Helen thought and let out a giggle, her asshole clenching down on the butt plug. 

“Ooh, yes, this will be fun,” Ally said as she shoved her own fake pussy down her girl-dick.

“I like that,” Tere gasped, the Hispanic sorority sister shuddering on the other side of Ally.

“Especially when I jam these anal beads in your ass,” Liliana said, cuddling up to Tere, both their dicks adorned with the fake pussies.

“Turn it on, Dr. Catherine,” Dr. Zhao said, the Chinese scientist walking around the perimeter, peering at everyone through her glasses.

She's so cold. A shiver ran through Helen as the futa-scientist's gaze fell on her. She felt like an insect pinned on a collector's bulletin board, merely a specimen to be studied. Good thing Dr. Catherine's with her. She did some bad things working for the military. 

Then all thoughts vanished from Helen's mind as the wet-vac turned futa-milker roared to life. Suction pulled at her dick. Helen's eyes widened. It was so different from receiving a blowjob. The suction so much more powerful. Her hips thrust up into the air, her asshole clenching down on the butt plug as she screamed out in utter delight. 

And she wasn't the only one. The other eleven futas all groaned and gasped, squirming on the mattress as the pleasure engulfed their girl-dicks. Helen fell backward, landing on her braid. It dug into her back as she squirmed and moaned, the pleasure swelling in her pussy and—

The butt plug hummed to life.

“Ally!” she squealed, the vibrations attacking her bowels, buzzing delight to her pussy. It met the suction from the fake pussy, her cunt clenching so hard, juices flooding out of her. “Ooh, I almost forgot that was in me.”

“You also forgot what's in my pussy, too,” Ally moaned, her tits heaving beside Helen.

The blonde clenched down on the control box in her hand. Her fingers fumbled on it as stars fuzzed across her vision. Her entire body convulsed from the sucking pleasure of the device. She bumped a button. Pressed it.

“Yes!” Ally squealed, her face contorting in passion. “Oooh, that's what my pussy needs! Oh, wow, Helen, this is so hot!”

“Uh-huh!” April whimpered on the mattress beside Helen. “Holy shit, that's so hot.”

“Yes!” Helen whimpered, her eyes locking on Ally's swaying breasts. Her ass buzzed with euphoria, the butt plug stirring her bowels up with such delight while her dick twitched and throbbed in the embrace of the fake pussy.

Licking her lips, she leaned over and latched onto a cum-covered nipple. She sucked on Ally's nub, cleaning off the salty treat. She had no idea which of their futas had deposited that delight on her lover's breast. She didn't care. She just enjoyed it.

The butt plug buzzed faster in her asshole.

Her body bucked and spasmed. She moaned about Ally's nipple, her eyes squeezing shut. Her body humped, the sucking pussy causing her futa-dick to sway back and forth as she shuddered. The two delights swirled through her pussy. Her ovaries grew so tight.

Her orgasm swelled so fast.

“Oh, my god, I'm already fucking cumming!” howled Rhonda. “Jesus, Dr. Catherine. Jesus, I love this!”

“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” moaned Moira.

“Oh, yes,” whimpered Tere. “I love those anal beads, prez! Shit, yes!”

Helen fumbled at the remote. She twisted the dial. Ally gasped and bucked, her nipple ripping out of Helen's sucking mouth as the redhead thrashed in bliss. Her body heaved. Helen licked her lips, the waving hose attached to her lover's cock catching her vision.

White cum flowed down it, Ally already erupting. Through their telepathic bond, Helen felt the strength of her lover's orgasm. Heard the passion sing out in her voice. Helen loved it. Her asshole clenched on the vibrating butt plug, drinking in the pleasure.

Then her orgasm detonated through her.

“Ally!” she screamed, her back arching, juices gushing out of her pussy.

Cum fired out of her cock.

She watched it flow through the clear hose to the wet/dry vacuum. Her moans sang out, her small breasts jiggling. Such rapture burst through her. It assaulted her mind with bliss. Her ovaries kept pumping cum.

And the device kept sucking at her dick. So hungry for more and more of her cum. She was a futanari. Her ovaries responded. Helen moaned as she came again. Her orgasms spasmed through her pussy, her futa-cock unleashing a torrent of jizz.

And bliss drowned her mind.

“Helen!” squealed Ally, thrashing beside her, cumming just as much, just as hard. A constant stream of white flowed down their hoses. “This is awesome!”

The butt plug buzzed in Helen's asshole as her body heaved and she moaned. Orgasm after orgasm rippled through her flesh. The blonde futanari's small breasts jiggled as her girl-cock unloaded blast after blast of jizz to flow into the hungry machine.

The vibrations in her bowels increased. Her anal sheath drank in the humming bliss of the butt plug kicked up to a higher speed by the naughty Ally. Through her lust-hazed vision, Helen saw Ally spasming beside her, big tits heaving.

I can do that, too.

Before rapture overcame her, Helen turned the vibrator buried into Ally's pussy to its highest setting. As Helen surrendered to her orgasms' euphoric bliss, she heard Ally scream out in utter pleasure.

“Oh, my fucking god, Helen! Yes!”

Helen shuddered as her cock kept spurting. Her body heaved, her asshole writhing about the buzzing butt plug. She squeezed her tits as she fed the machine more and more of her futa-cum while drowning in a sea of ecstasy.

To Helen, there was only her orgasms convulsing through her body.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Zhao watched her mistress, Ally, buck and heave. What lush tits.  

The futa-scientist stroked her girl-cock, wanting to indulge in her pleasures but also monitoring the futanari, seeing how they reacted, the pleasure crossing their faces. They were utterly lost to it now after cumming for fifteen minutes straight, oblivious to the world around them.

Can I use this for my bacchanal modifications? Dr. Zhao mused. Use the lust to drown out the woman's brain so much that she'll be in such a maddened state she'll throw herself into danger heedless of the risks without her futa-mistress giving her the command? 

Dr. Zhao liked the idea. She wanted to harness the crazed lust futanari could inspire. When they went after the president and the nation's capitol, they'd have to deal with entire armies of soldiers immune to futa-love, inoculated by the serum she'd created for Project STARFALL. She would have to find a way to overcome it.

And she couldn't let Dr. Catherine know about her work. She'll tell Helen, who will whine to Ally, and then Ally will tell me no. 

Dr. Zhao couldn't disobey the futanari she worshiped.

“They are beautiful,” Dr. Catherine said, the brunette futa-scientist coming up alongside Dr. Zhao. She stared with such love at Helen writhing beside Ally. “Aren't they?”

“Yes, they are,” Dr. Zhao said. Shame Helen is so weak. Ally is foolish to love her. 

“I still can't believe the volume of futa-cum that we can produce,” Dr. Catherine said. “Look at them, they're just pumping it out so fast.”

“We'll have to monitor their electrolyte levels when they finish,” Dr. Zhao said. “And we should have weighed them to find out how much water weight they'll lose. I suspect they'll be extremely dehydrated.”

Dr. Catherine nodded. “Why would the aliens give us the ability to produce such cum?”

“Why, so we could weaponize it,” Dr. Zhao said, still thinking about her experiments to modify her cum.

“If that was the case, then why wouldn't Helen or Ally know how to do something like this?” Dr. Catherine peered at the Chinese scientist. “They know to spread the futa-love. We all do. Once a woman is exposed to futa-cum, she has that urge to find a man and fuck him. She knows on an instinctual level that it will gender-swap him and turn her into a futanari.”

Dr. Zhao frowned. “Interesting.” Why do we produce so much cum? “It clearly is intentional.” 

Dr. Catherine nodded.

“Well, it is something else for us to work on when we have the time. For now, we must devote our energies to more efficient delivery methods for their futa-cum. To infect larger swaths of the population.”

“I had an idea to introduce it into the drinking supply,” Dr. Catherine said. “We'd have to get inside the filtration plants and turn off any chlorine being added to the water, or it will kill their sperm. But then we could dump our spunk into it. Who knows how many people that might infect.”

“And there are bottling plants in the state for various beverages,” Dr. Zhao said. “Perhaps we could smuggle bottled water and other drink products out of the state.”

“Difficult to get them past the army.” Dr. Catherine then grinned. “Unless we infiltrate bottling plants outside of the state. And the missionaries would be perfect for that.”

“You should have Isabel coordinate that,” Dr. Zhao said.

Dr. Catherine nodded. “It's almost time to shut down the machine before they orgasm themselves to death.”

A stab of fear shot through Dr. Zhao, her eyes flicking to Ally. “Yes, yes, do it.”

~   ~~   ~

The rapture stopped sucking at her cock. But ecstasy still buzzed in her pussy. Then someone removed it. Dr. Zhao peered down at Ally, glasses slipping down the Chinese scientist's nose. The redheaded futanari groaned and glanced at Helen. She twitched as Dr. Catherine extracted the butt plug from her asshole.

“Hey,” Ally said to her futa-lover.

“That was intense,” Helen groaned.

The two beamed at each other, holding hands. Both gasping for air, they leaned in to kiss each other. As their lips touched, that itch in the back of Ally's mind intensified. She shuddered, eyes widening in realization.

The pair broke apart. “She's almost here,” they said together, looking up at the ceiling to the sky beyond. “She's almost here!”


Chapter Seven: Arrival

“Get that perimeter set up!” Dr. Maura Roy shouted into the radio, unable to control her excitement. An alien was coming. Exhilaration buzzed through her. Her cock was so hard as she stepped out of the military Humvee. “Hurry, hurry.”

“She's almost here,” Helen said, hopping out of the back of the Humvee and darting out onto the grassy field. Night had fallen. Helen and Ally were a little off on just how close the alien was when they started shouting about her arrival after being milked. Hours had passed as they led the convoy through the night, and still the alien hadn't arrived.

But now Helen and Ally were certain. Here, the alien would arrive in mere minutes.

For the last hour, they'd driven towards Mount Rainier from Tacoma, guided by the two futanari. An entire military convoy had followed in their wake. The Double D Girls, former delta force operators gender-swapped into futanari, and futa-soldiers from the military base were dedicated to the two futanari's protection.

“This is the spot!” Ally said with excitement. She had an olive-green military jacket covering her naked body as she hugged Helen. “She's coming. She's almost here.”

Maura's cell phone rang as the Double D girls swept out to set up a defensive perimeter around the clearing just in case the U.S. Military tried to intercept them with their own special forces. They had to be tracking the incoming UFO on their radar the same as Joint Base Lewis-McChord.

“Maura,” she answered her phone, her heart beating so fast.

“Ma'am,” Colonel Bee, JBLM's logistic officer and Maura's personal futa-slave, said, “the object is slowing. It's descending through the atmosphere over the Pacific. It should be at your location in two minutes.”

“Copy that,” Maura said. Then she shouted to the gathered soldiers, “Two minutes everyone!”

“Ohmygod, ohmygod!” Helen squealed, sounding more like a schoolgirl than Maura had ever heard the blonde futanari. “I can feel her getting closer and closer. She's hurtling towards us.”

“She's coming from that direction,” Leann said, pointing to the west.

Something glowed on the horizon, streaking through the atmosphere. A falling star? wondered Maura. No, the alien spaceship. 

“Has the U.S. Military scrambled any fighters?” she asked Colonel Bee via her phone.

“They did,” Colonel Bee replied, “but so did we. Our fighter jets and theirs are flying near the border with Oregon right now, staring at each other across the Columbia River. It's tense, but I don't think President Fierro wants to escalate into open hostilities with us.”

“Not yet,” Maura muttered, glancing at Helen. It's better if she didn't know about this part, the futa-doctor thought. “Okay, we can see the ship. It's coming in fast.” 

The glowing died down as the ship made it through reentry. Then the ground shook. The trees around the meadow groaned and creaked. Maura's heart quickened. Her futa-dick hardened in her combat fatigues, tenting the front.

Helen and Ally shrugged out of their jackets, their excited breath fogging the air before them. Steam rose off their naked bodies. They didn't care about the cold, looking with ecstatic rapture towards the horizon.

Something purple glowed, swelling brighter and brighter. Maura let out a rapturous whimper as the ship appeared above them, bathing them in violet.

~   ~~   ~

“I can't believe this,” Ally squealed as the purple glow on the western horizon resolved into the shape of a flattened disk, looking like the classic UFO people claimed to see. The lights glowed on the exterior, whirling around it as the craft spun. It slowed to a graceful hover over them and descended.

It was small, no bigger than a car. The ground vibrated and hummed as it approached, resonating with it. Helen clutched to Ally, the blonde's skin so warm on the redhead's. Their futa-dicks nudged each other as the ship neared the earth. Trees shuddered, their branches rustling as they swayed back and forth. Ally's entire body trembled, buzzing like she'd become a living sex toy. A vibrator.

Then the ship touched down.

The whirling stopped. The ground stopped rumbling. The ship's exterior flowed towards the center. Ally blinked then realized it spun so fast that it had flattened into a disk. Now that it stopped, it become spherical, almost like an egg. The purple lights flickered across the silvery metal.

Then the ship evaporated. The shiny exterior melted away, steaming into the air. This must be why they only found the little crèche I was in, realized Ally. My ship must have... boiled away. How? Why? What metal is this made of? 

“Someone get samples of that gas,” Dr. Zhao called while Ally stared at the dissolving ship.

A form appeared, lying in a crèche, sleeping. Helen let out a squeal of delight at the sight of the alien. At one of Ally's creators. The alien lay reclined, her head lolling to the side, asleep. She had violet skin that looked hairless save for the thick, almost dreadlock-like growths of turquoise hair sprouting from her head. Her nose was delicate, her face narrow. She had full breasts and dark purple areolas. Two cocks rested half-hard on her thighs.

“Two dicks!” Ally squealed in utter delight. “That's amazing!”

“Does she have two pussies?” gasped Helen.

“We're about to find out,” the redhead said, her voice now tight, almost breathless with anticipation.

The two futanari held each other. Around them, the Double D girls and the harems watched in awe. Agent Felicity trembled and the futa-scientists were practically jizzing in excitement as they aimed cameras at the alien. Radios squawked, but no one said anything as they all waited for the alien to move.

First, her hair twitched. The thick tendrils swayed, one moving across the alien's delicate cheek. Then her face moved, lips pursing. Eyes fluttered open. They were entirely a vibrant green with no whites, each slitted diagonally with wide pupils in the center. The alien blinked as she sat up and stretched, her two breasts jiggling, her futa-dicks hardening.

“You came,” Helen said. Then she and Ally darted forward, falling down to their knees.

For the first time in Ally's life she understood why their women loved and worshiped them. Staring at this alien, this perfect creature, made Ally just want to please the alien. To do whatever she could to make the alien happy. The desire beat so strongly in her breast. It made her pussy so wet, and her futa-dick so hard. Beside her, Helen trembled with the same worship on her face as the alien stepped out of her crèche.

The purple beauty stood before them, arching a hairless eyebrow. Two futa-cocks thrust out hard now, aimed right at the two hungry futanari's mouths. Ally fought the urge just to nurse from the swollen, purple tip before her.

The alien rested her long-fingered hands on the two futanari's heads. A shiver ran through Ally. She felt such love and comfort in the touch. In a voice that was melodic and calm, the alien said, “You are called Ally and Helen, yes?”

“Yes,” Helen gasped.

“How do you know?” Ally asked, trembling, her green eyes so wide.

“When you made contact with us, we rummaged through your thoughts. We learned much about you.” Her gaze swept around. “Are those soldiers?”

“For your protection,” Ally said quickly.

“Yes, yes, we have to be careful.” Helen's voice quivered. “We've already had so many deaths.”

The alien cocked her head at the tears bubbling in the corners of Helen's blue eyes. “Yes, your report indicated the primitive nature of this world. Such a violent species we molded you from. But we tried to engineer that out of you, replacing it with love.”

“We do love,” Helen said quickly. “So much. With your help, we'll save our race from destroying itself.”

“Yes, we will,” the alien said. “That is why I am here. The Council of Millions sent me. I am Ariz'ana. Know that you are loved, Ally and Helen. Know that it was only with the greatest pain that we sent you on your mission to this barbaric world. But take heart because I am here to guide you. We shall cleanse this world of hate and replace it with love.”

Such joy sparked in Ally's heart. She trembled, squirming. Her pussy clenching and her futa-dick twitching. “May we love you, Ariz'ana?”

“You may, Ally. And you, too, Helen.” The alien's long, slender fingers tightened in the two futanari's hair. Ally didn't fight as Ariz'ana guided both their heads towards her futa-dicks. “Love me to your heart's content.”

As Ally leaned in, she saw the delicate folds of Ariz'ana's pussy. Her cocks didn't grow from the pussy but above the lips. They thrust out like a V, twitching and throbbing. The redheaded futanari opened her mouth and swallowed the alien's cock. Beside her, Helen did the same.

Ariz'ana let out purring moans as the two futanari worshiped her cocks. Ally bobbed her mouth, sucking as hard as she could on the thick, purple member. Such delight surged through her body. Her cunt clenched hard, her juices leaking out to stain her thighs. Helen whimpered beside her, bobbing her mouth, blue eyes squeezed shut.

This is so amazing, Ally thought, staring up at the alien, watching those purple breasts swaying above her. Nipples thrust hard and puckered from the center of those dark-plum areolas. She's here. She's really here. Our creators didn't just abandon us. They came to help us. 

She sucked and slurped, her futa-dick twitching and throbbing. She grabbed it with her right hand, stroking it as she bobbed her mouth on the futa's left dick. She moaned about it, caressing her tongue across the spongy crown, giving the alien pleasure.

“Oh, you two are so sweet,” groaned Ariz'ana. “Just so wonderful. Yes, yes, we shall accomplish so much together.”

Wonderful!

Saliva dribbled down Ally's chin as she gave the sloppiest blowjob ever. She put her all into pleasuring the alien futanari. She whimpered and moaned, sucking so hard. Her head twisted, stirring that dick around inside her mouth.

She fisted her dick faster and faster, pleasure rippling through her body as she worshiped Ariz'ana. It just felt so right to suck on this dick. Like she was made to suck on this dick. Ally squeezed her eyes shut for a moment.

And felt the joy pouring off of Helen.

Her blonde futa-lover, sucking on the alien's right dick, fisted her own girl-cock hard. Pleasure rippled through Helen and Ally felt it. Their telepathy tingled in the air between them as they were united in their worship.

That made Ally suck harder as she listened to Helen love Ariz'ana, felt her fellow futanari's passion. Ally's hand flew up and down her dick so much faster. Her pussy clenched, her large breasts heaving as she sucked with all her might.

“Oh, I'm going to give you such a yummy treat,” groaned Ariz'ana. “You're going to love my futa-cum, aren't you?”

Both Ally and her futa-lover moaned a yes about the alien's big dicks.

“That's what I thought. Ooh, yes, such sweet mouths. You humans are really built to suck cock. Ooh, yes, you are.”

Ally shuddered beneath the futa-alien's praise. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked as hard as she could. Her futa-cock throbbed in her pumping hand. Her shaft twitched every time she reached the pinnacle. Pleasure jolted down to her pussy. It grew hotter and hotter, her orgasm building and building in her depths.

Her ovaries approached their boil.

She felt Helen rising to her own orgasm. The two futanari felt united, their bodies in sync. They whimpered together. Lusts building and building. Ally's pussy flooded out juices as she worshiped the alien's dick.

Ariz'ana's face twisted in rapture. Her breasts heaved. “Oh, you wondrous futanari!”

Hot, salty cum fired into Ally's mouth. At the first drop of alien-jizz on her tongue, she came. And so did Helen.

The two futanari's minds burst with telepathic rapture, caressing each other as their girl-dicks spurted their spunk. Their cocks came over and over, blast after blast of jizz firing out of them as the alien pumped their mouths with three more spurts of her girl-cum.

It barely overflowed Ally's mouth. She swallowed it, sucking hard, expecting more to flow, but it didn't. She nursed and groaned, shuddering, her dick still cumming, still pumping jizz that fired out of her.

Despite the small amount of alien-jizz she swallowed, she still felt so satiated. As the last of her futa-cum spurted from her dick, she and Helen both popped their mouths off the alien's twin shafts and stared up at her with such shuddering worship.

“Oh, yes, together, we're going to improve this world,” smiled Ariz'ana. “And look at you... Your pussies are so wet. You need to feel my cocks in you.”

“And you need to be in us,” Helen breathed. “Don't you?”

Ariz'ana arched a hairless eyebrow. “Aren't you a bold one. Mmm, but I do.”

Ally shuddered in pure delight.

~   ~~   ~

Helen trembled as she and Ally entwined their legs. Ally straddled her, the redhead guiding her futa-dick to Helen's pussy while Helen's girl-cock nuzzled at Ally's wet snatch. The two futanari both groaned as their shafts sank into the other's silky twat. Wet heat engulfed Helen's dick. She whimpered in delight.

“Ooh, yes, I am so glad you two can fuck each other's pussies,” Ariz'ana said, staring down at the two futanari with such lust. “That's beautiful.”

A giddy thrill shot through Helen. “It is,” she moaned, her pussy clenching down on her lover's futa-cock while her girl-dick twitched inside Ally's juicy snatch. “We love pleasuring each other like this.”

“It's so much fun,” groaned Ally, her dangling breasts brushing Helen's flesh.

Though Helen lay, down on the cold grass, she didn't feel it. Her body was just so excited right now. Like her lusts could keep back the cold. She'd noticed this during Seattle, walking around the city naked despite the nippy temperature of the autumn day. And here it was even colder, evening dragging down the temperature. But she burned with lust and didn't feel it.

Maybe that's another improvement they gave us? she wondered. 

Helen shuddered, her pussy clenching on Ally's dick, her cock throbbing in Ally's pussy. The pleasure surged through the blonde futanari as she felt Ariz'ana move closer. Helen trembled, her body on fire, so eager for this wondrous delight.

“I know, Helen,” Ally said, staring down at the blonde, their thoughts almost touching. “I know! Double-fucking! Experiencing both at the same time, this is...” Her words trailed off as the alien's dicks touched their cock-stuffed pussies. 

Helen groaned as Ariz'ana pressed both her shafts against the two futanari's cunts. At the same moment, Helen felt one of Ariz'ana's dicks rubbing on her cock buried in Ally's pussy while the other pressed at the entrance to the blonde's snatch. Her labia stretched and stretched. She groaned with Ally as Ariz'ana invaded them both.

Pleasure surged through Helen. Those twin dicks caressed her body. One pressed into Ally's pussy and slid along Helen's own dick. The other invaded her cunt, stretching it wider and wider open. Helen whimpered, her body shuddering on the ground as the alien's dick joined Ally's in that tight, hot sheath.

“Oh, my fucking god!” Helen shouted in vulgarity she rarely used. But the jolting pleasure was so intense. Her girl-dick throbbed against Ariz'ana's while buried in Ally's pussy and her own cunt clenched down on the two futa-cocks inside of her.

“I know!” Ally gasped, her entire body shaking above Helen, big boobs swaying.

Helen grabbed her futa-lover's heaving breasts. Her fingers sank down into the pillowy flesh. The futanari needed something to anchor her as the incredible pleasure assaulted her senses as Ariz'ana drew back her hips, the two dicks sliding against Helen's cock and pussy, stimulating her, the friction incredible. Her shaft throbbed in Ally's cunt, her snatch squeezing down on the two pricks in her.

Then Ariz'ana thrust into them. Her crotch smacked into the two futanari as she buried her alien-dicks to the hilt in them. The crown of Helen's dick throbbed as it brushed the tip of Ariz'ana's. The blonde's pussy drank in the wondrous sensation. Dual delights rippled through her body. Her fingers dug into Ally's big breasts.

“So good!” Ally moaned, her hips squirming, stirring her pussy around Helen's dick.

“Yes!” screeched Helen, her mind drowning beneath ecstasy already. “Oh, Ally, I... Yes!”

She came from Ariz'ana's pumping dicks. The stimulation was too much for the blonde futanari. Her pussy writhed about the two cocks inside her depths. Her shaft spurted futa-cum into Ally's hot snatch. The rapture washed through her as she moaned and gasped.

Ally gasped a moment later. Hot jizz jetted into Helen's double-stuffed snatch. The redhead's twat writhed about Helen's girl-cock, squeezing her shaft tight against the alien's thrusting prick. The two futanari bucked together, pumping each other full of their spunk, their pussies milking and massaging each other's shaft.

“Yes, yes, yes,” howled the two futas together, their minds touching each other.

“Ooh, what a treat,” Ariz'ana groaned, her voice so melodic. The alien fucked her dicks faster and faster into their writhing cunts. “Yes, yes, yes, you two are delicious. You're going to make me cum so hard.”

“Spurt in us!” Ally and Helen screamed, their bodies heaving.

Wave after wave of ecstasy washed through Helen's body while blast after blast of rapture shot through her. The dual sensations slammed into her mind. Stars danced through her vision, twinkling in different ways to the reals ones shining above Ally. Her hips thrust and twitched, fucking her girl-dick in and out of Ally's stuffed cunt while working her own snatch on the two dicks reaming her. The blonde futanari gasped as she drowned in rapture.

Pleasure as intense as the sucking machine earlier wreathed her. She heaved and moaned, her dick erupting over and over. A constant stream of futa-cum fired from both of their cocks, flooding the other's pussy. Jizz flooded out of their snatches, squeezed out by Ariz'ana's thrusting dicks.

“Ooh, by the great harvest, yes,” whimpered the alien. “Ooh, such delicious pussies. You two are wonderful. I love you so much.”

“We love you,” the two human futanari moaned together as they heaved and thrashed. “Cum in us!”

“Yes, I will!” Ariz'ana groaned. “Ooh, your cunts are sucking at my dicks. And your cocks... Your cocks keep cumming. Your jizz is so warm around my cocks. I love it! And your pussies... Such silky delight.”

Helen whimpered, her body heaving, back arching. Her shoulder blades ground into the grass as she twitched and spasmed. Her fingers pinched Ally's nipples as she stared up at her futa-lover's face twisting with rapture.

Their eyes met. Helen shuddered, feeling so loved right now. She dove into Ally's green eyes, lost in the rapture. Ariz'ana's dicks kept plunging into their pussies, sliding past their cocks. She could feel Ally's pleasure broadcasting to her thoughts. Their minds merged, became one as they shared each other's rapture.

“The life-giving cum!” howled the alien as she rammed her girl-dick into the futanari's pussies.

The two futanari hardly felt the spurt of the alien's jizz into their pussies. Ariz'ana's streams of cum were so small, so brief. But the shock of it still rippled through them. With their minds linked, the two futanari felt every pulse of the alien's three blasts of cum into their pussies. They savored each one while their orgasms swelled so high.

They felt so loved.

Then their minds separated as Ariz'ana's orgasm passed. Ally collapsed on Helen. The pair kissed as the alien's dicks withdrew from their cum-soaked pussies. Helen whimpered, her snatch gripping Ally's dick in such a tight embrace, Ally's hot flesh hugging Helen's shaft with loving pleasure.

“We have much work to do,” the alien said. “But together, we'll spread your love to your entire race.”

Helen swooned.


Chapter Eight: Mask

“When I touched their minds a moment ago,” Ariz'ana said as she approached the Chinese scientist, “I came to understand your role in this.”

Dr. Zhao shuddered before the alien, her eyes drinking in the exotic beauty before her. It took all the Chinese scientist's self-control not to fall to her knees and suck on both of those huge dicks smeared with pussy juices and futa-cum. I want to rub those shafts on my cheeks and feel their heat throbbing against me. 

“I have worked hard to undo the mistakes I made before I received Ally's love,” Dr. Zhao answered.

“Yes, yes, such fascinating progress you made with Ally's cum,” the alien said, hooking her arm with the scientist, drawing her from the others. “While we wait for them to recover, I would love to hear about your research.”

“Of course,” Dr. Zhao said, her futa-dick throbbing so hard beneath her white lab coat. She was naked beneath. She loved being naked beneath her lab coat, enjoying how her futa-dick pressed against the robe, searching for the buttoned-up seam to slip out of.

“We thought your people too primitive to ever modify their DNA,” Ariz'ana said, moving farther from the others. No one followed. “You truly found a way to make humans immune to the futanari's love?”

“By imprinting them on another,” Dr. Zhao answered. “I had to turn off the gender-swapping gene sequence so the men wouldn't become women and could keep their physical strength. And I made sure that the control was so much stronger. Not just the love, but the domination that is present in Ally and Helen's genome that, for some reason, isn't active.”

“No, it's not active right now,” the alien said. “We have found it... can slow the conversion process, requiring too much micromanagement. That becomes unfeasible at a certain point.”

Dr. Zhao could see that. Managing a few hundred would be doable, maybe even thousands with a good command structure, but millions? Billions? Women under such level of control had no will unless given orders. And with so many, there would soon be too many just standing around useless. With the futa-love, they were manipulated into serving the futanari by provoking a strong, positive emotion.

“Once I had that settled,” continued Dr. Zhao, “I just had to figure out the control function.”

“Interesting. So... it uses pheromones to do it, right? That's how you got them to imprint on the human.”

“Dr. Catherine helped me to realize that,” the scientist explained.

“What other modifications are you making to the genome now that you are on our side?”

Dr. Zhao hesitated for a fraction of a second, debating what values the alien possessed. But something tickled in her mind. The alien wasn't like Helen. She wasn't emotional about humans. “I want to make newly exposed women so mad with lust that they won't let anything stop them from reaching a person to infect. Especially men.”

“And would those men be, say, soldiers immune to the love?” the alien asked, arching a hairless eyebrow. Her thick, hair-like tendrils twitched about her face.

“Yes.” Eagerly, Dr. Zhao continued, “I noticed that women would obey commands even when they were suicidal if given by the futa whose cum they were exposed to. To defeat a military force attacking us, I sent unarmed women to attack a well-defended command post. Many died, but they kept going. I thought if I could harness this and, through a chemical attack, expose a large population of civilians to my modified cum, they would react in a similar manner without me needing to give them the order.”

“And destroy this force immune to Ally and Helen.” Ariz'ana nodded. “Wonderful. You are such a delight, Dr. Zhao.” 

Dr. Zhao threw a look over her shoulder, spotting Helen standing up with Ally's assistance. “Helen might not be so... keen on this plan. She is a sensitive soul.”

“Yes, she still grieves for the death of her two friends and the other innocents who died during the attack,” Ariz'ana nodded. “I tasted her grief. It seems such a useless emotion to me, but we built her to be like humans. Luckily, Ally does not feel as squeamish.”

“No, she understands how the world works.”

“Well, what Helen doesn't know, won't worry her,”Ariz'ana said. “Continue this research with my blessing.”

“I will,” Dr. Zhao said, her futa-dick throbbing so hard. She licked her lips.

“Ariz'ana,” Helen called, “do you have any ideas for how we can spread more peacefully? We've already had so many die in a needless attack.”

Ariz'ana put on a smile. “My dear, your race is violent. You must accept that some of those you love will perish to bring about the utopia for your race. It is sad, I know, and I grieve with you, but these sacrifices are necessary.”

Dr. Zhao found herself liking Ariz'ana a lot. I will accomplish such great work under her leadership. 

~   ~~   ~

Helen trembled beneath those words. The soaring love she felt was absorbed by something in her. By that hole in her heart grief had dug. Like water pouring down the drain, her worshipful desire for the alien vanished into her pain. Helen blinked away the last buzz of pleasure and noticed the cold gleam to Ariz'ana's eyes.

Beneath that gaze, Helen didn't feel like a person, but an object. Despite the alien's expression of sadness, that it hurt her to have to discuss the possibility of people dying, Helen couldn't help but feel the alien only wore a Halloween mask, something fake and rubbery that mimicked grief without it actually touching her.

“I need you to understand this, Helen,” Ariz'ana said, arms spread open. “It's a tragedy, I know. And I will do my best to minimize those who die, but we have to spread fast. We have to take risks with those who've tasted your love. Their sacrifices ensure a bright future for all of your species.”

The alien embraced Helen. Ariz'ana's twin dicks slid around the blonde's own girl-cock, hugging it as their bodies pressed tight. Soft lips met Helen's. Such lust and love surged through the futanari. She melted into the kiss, wanting to worship the alien.

But that hole in her heart swallowed it up again. The pain of Trish and Eden's death rose in her. Helen shivered, wondering if Ariz'ana cared about anything. And if she doesn't care, then what risks will she take with my followers? 

~   ~~   ~

Cassie trembled as Ally led her through the halls. Helen had been moping all day, not spending any time with Ariz'ana. She hadn't liked the alien trying to show her that deaths were unavoidable. That their followers would have to die, maybe in the thousands, before the world was cleansed of human aggression.

She's such a gentle thing, thought Ally. It made the redhead want to hug Helen and hold her and take away all her pain. 

So she'd procured a gift: Cassie.

Such excitement throbbed through Ally to share the eighteen-year-old virgin with her moping lover. When Specialist Amanda brought the girl in an hour ago, a pilgrim picked up by the border guards, such a thrill went through Ally. Not a guy gender-swapped into a girl and therefore coming in with an untouched cunt, but a true virgin.

All natural.

She was cute, too, with a doe-like face, so soft and delicious, and braces on her teeth. Her brown pigtails gave her such an impish quality. Ally's cock throbbed hard before her, aching to fuck the girl while holding onto those pigtails like handlebars.

“You're both really going to love me?” the girl asked, her naked body trembling. “The two futanari given to the human race?”

“You've heard of us both?” Ally asked in shock.

“Word's buzzing out on the internet among your fans. Ally and Helen, the two futanari sent by Gaia to cause a rebirth of humans. To wipe away the scourge of men and make everyone into something feminine and wonderful.”

Well, I guess that's kinda right. But Gaia? Where did that come from?

“It's aliens, actually,” Ally said. “There's one here. You'll meet Ariz'ana later.”

“Aliens?” the girl breathed, trembling.

“Ooh, she is cute,” one of Helen's futanari said, a former guy named Carla. “Is she pure?”

“I am,” Cassie said, flashing her braces as she smiled. “For Helen and Ally.”

“Lucky,” Carla groaned. “Could I borrow her when you're done? Lindsey and I would love your sloppy seconds, Ally.”

Ally flexed her fingers. They should call me mistress. Helen let's her slaves be far, far too forward with her. No wonder she gets so attached to them. 

Ally liked her slaves, but she didn't love them. They were fun. They gave her pleasure. They brought her fun gifts. She didn't want them to die or to needlessly suffer, but after Jewel's death in the massacre, Ally knew better than to become attached to them.

She could only afford to love Helen. The only other human futanari of actual importance.

Ally reached Helen's dorm room that she used to share with Isabel. The redhead shook her head as she knocked. A moment later, Helen opened the door, her face wan. She hadn't braided her blonde hair today, but let it dangle about her slim body.

“You didn't come to the meeting today,” Ally said. “Ariz'ana missed you.”

Helen shrugged.

“I know she told you things you didn't want to hear,” Ally said, entering the room. “I don't like it either.”

“Like how she doesn't care about human life at all?” Helen said. “I saw that in her eyes.”

“If she didn't care, then why would she come all this way to our planet?”

Helen bit her lip. “Well... She doesn't care enough. There has to be a better way to do things than risking lives. A peaceful way. Maybe if we just explained to President Fierro the wonders she would get to experience, how everyone's life would be better, if they just submitted. We have to exhaust diplomacy before we spread with such... aggressive means.”

“You mean means that would get our women killed?” Ally asked. “Humans are still more powerful than us. Yes, there are a few million of us, but there are billions of them. We have to move fast, to convert as many people as possible, before they overreact and try to destroy us.” 

“They haven't so far,” Helen said.

“Did you forget what happened here?” Ally demanded, her voice rising. Cassie let out a frightened whimper. The redhead forgot she was even there.

“I haven't forgotten what General Lewis did,” Helen said, her arms folding before her. She glared at Ally. “I remember it very well.”

Ally frowned. “What does that mean?”

“You were more than ready to throw away your female soldiers' lives to fight the special forces soldiers attacking us. Even though they were retreating and fortifying their position. You just wanted to throw your followers away. Let them get killed so long as they defeated the enemy! You didn't care one bit about your forces' survival.” 

“They were soldiers,” Ally groaned. “They joined the military knowing they might die. Listen, I didn't come here to fight. I brought something to cheer you up.”

Helen's eyes flicked to Cassie. “You mean bribe me so I go along with plans that will get women killed.”

“They might not get women killed,” Ally said. “You already agreed to the Portland plan. To the missionaries. We just have to do more stuff like that.”

“Will that be enough for Ariz'ana?” Helen demanded.

“Of course it will,” Ally said. “I promise you.” She pulled Cassie to her and then pushed her towards Helen. “Look at her. She's a virgin. She has a hymen and everything. Just turned eighteen, just trembling for us to enjoy her.”

“I would make you feel so much better, Mistress,” Cassie said. “Let me worship you with my body. I'm so... so wet for you. For you both.”

Helen's dick twitched and throbbed. But then her face hardened. “You don't see it, do you?”

“See what?” Ally said.

“There's something not right about Ariz'ana.” Helen suddenly grabbed Ally's shoulders. “Didn't you see it last night?”

“No,” Ally said, frowning. “What do you mean?”

“She doesn't care about you and me, let alone the other humans.”

“She loves us, Helen,” Ally sighed, shaking her head. “She came here to help us in our wonderful mission. Why would you think this?”

Helen frowned. “You really didn't see it.”

“No.” Ally sighed. “This is because of Trish and Eden. Their deaths have warped you. You're sad all the time. I hate seeing you like this. Come on, let's make love to the virgin, and I promise you'll feel better. Than we can go talk to Ariz'ana and put your mind at ease, okay?”

Helen's blue eyes grew distant for a moment. “Okay. What's her name?”

“Cassie,” Ally grinned, her girl-dick swelling hard again. It brushed Helen's, their two tips caressing each other. “I knew this was what you needed.”

~   ~~   ~

“There's a military blockade ahead,” Neal Henderson said, his voice throaty. He slowed the RV down. “Traffic's backing up. They're searching vehicles.”

Fear knifed through Isabel's lust. She rammed her cock all the way into Neal's beautiful wife, Bev. The married woman shuddered beneath the futanari, the pair lying on the couch in the back of the RV. They were in Idaho now, having left Washington State early this morning.

“Oh, god,” Isabel groaned, ripping her cock out of Bev's married cunt.

“What do we do?” the wife gasped, her breasts bouncing.

“What we practiced,” Isabel said, forcing herself to be calm. She couldn't let herself fall apart now. She knew this was coming. Agent Felicity had said this would happen, that the U.S. military had formed a perimeter at the Rocky Mountains and into Northern California, partitioning off the Pacific Northwest from the rest of the country. “Get dressed, Bev, and go sit up with your husband.”

“Right, right,” she said. “Oh, god, I have your cum in me.”

“Panties,” Isabel told Bev. “Put on your panties. If they find the spunk, just lie and say it's your husband's.”

She nodded and stood up. Trembling, Isabel lifted the couch, exposing a hidden compartment lined with a sleeping bag. The futanari settled her naked body in there, her cock completely soft now. She pulled down the couch, heard it latch.

Darkness embraced her. The sounds grew muffled. She breathed, her heart beating faster and faster. It grew hot, stuffy, almost suffocating in there. She squirmed, trying not to whimper as the RV slowed to a stop.

A moment later, the RV moved again. Isabel trembled, feeling it creep along like it moved through stop-and-go traffic. Her heart hammered as sweat broke out across her body. She squirmed, her shoulders brushing the compartment walls. If she stretched her toes, they brushed the bottom, the crown of her head rubbing into the top. If she took too deep of a breath, her breasts brushed the bottom of the couch.

I'm in a coffin...

The thought wormed through her as she struggled to control her breathing as the RV edged closer and closer to the checkpoint. It grew hotter and hotter. She couldn't breathe. She suffocated as she sucked in the thick air. She wanted to spring out.

But knew she needed to stay in her hiding place.

I'm fine, she thought to herself, struggling to control the panic rising in her. I'm fine. I can breathe. This is just like being in a sauna. Don't freak out. Don't be a scared bitch. Just take deep breaths. I'm fine. I'm fine. 

But she didn't feel fine. Her limbs kept twitching. An animal fear crept out of the back of her brain, slowly choking through her thoughts, making it harder and harder to control her instincts. She kept clenching and relaxing her hands. They itched to open the compartment so she could escape.

Soldiers might be watching us already. If they see movement back here, they'll spot me. Stay put.

NEED TO BREATHE

You are breathing. See. She took in a deep, stuffy breath. Air. 

FRESH AIR FREEDOM NEED FREEDOM

Just relax. You're fine.

NOT FINE

The RV stopped. She heard talking. A door creaked open. Her entire body tensed. Heavy boots thudded. The entire vehicle shook as the soldiers boarded. She could feel them just beyond the darkness, searching for her.

THEY KNOW I'M HERE RUN


Chapter Nine: Cherry Gift

Helen trembled as she stared at Ally proffering the eighteen-year-old virgin for her enjoyment. The girl gave a shy smile, her braces peeking out, glinting on her teeth. Those made her so cute. Even though Helen was only a year older than the girl, she felt like such a naughty lecher for lusting after her; a dirty, older futanari.

But though her dick twitched and throbbed against Ally's, aching to bury into the virgin's depths, her mind grappled with the realization that Ally didn't see anything wrong with Ariz'ana. She didn't notice the alien's mask of sympathy.

She's caught up in the love and worship for the alien, Helen realized. She could understand that. When she herself first saw Ariz'ana, that ache to please the alien had surged through her. It was the same feelings Helen's own harem-slaves and lovers felt towards her, that driving need to just do anything to make her happy. 

Anything.

Being the object of such devotion came with such a great responsibility. Helen had understood this on an instinctual level, wanting to care for and love her followers, aching for them to have what was best. But now she was beginning to understand it at the conscious level. She could cause Isabel or Dr. Maura or her cheerleaders to hurt themselves. She could order them to do something reckless, even suicidal, and they would do it for her out of love.

So she couldn't be so callous with their lives. They were still living people with hopes and dreams, with those they loved and cared for. Helen owed it to them to treat the worship they gave her with the utmost respect and not abuse it.

Ally wasn't quite there. She cared for her followers, it hurt her when Jewel died, but she had grown up in the government lab. In a prison. It had made her more... independent. Helen was loathe to call it selfish because Ally cared for Helene greatly, but it was close.

Ariz'ana, on the other hand, felt apathetic. The lives of Helen, Ally, and the others didn't matter when compared to the mission of spreading futa-love. Helen felt in her heart the aliens would happily sacrifice them to achieve their goal. That was so wrong to Helen. She couldn't believe the creators that sent her and Ally on this wondrous mission would send such a callous representative to aid them.

They must not realize what she is. A bad seed. They probably think she's amazing. Like Ally does. 

It hit Helen with that thought what she had to do. She had to show Ally that Ariz'ana didn't have their best interest at heart. That she would be too reckless and careless with lives. Helen was certain if she found this proof, Ally would realize that Ariz'ana couldn't be wholly trusted, that it was up to the two human futanari to ensure that their followers weren't mistreated.

And until then, she needed to pretend she did care for Ariz'ana. She could see it in Ally's face. Her futa-lover was too under the alien's spell, too bewitched by her intoxicating presence. But Helen was confident once Ally saw the truth, it would diminish those feelings, and maybe break her free of them.

So Helen smiled and accepted the gift. Cassie, Ally called her.

“Yes, we're going to have so much fun,” Helen said, pulling the virgin to her body, her futa-cock throbbing hard. It brushed the eighteen-year-old's naked stomach, leaving a streak of precum across her belly as her dick rose between them as Cassie came closer. “Aren't we?”

“I hope so,” Cassie said, beaming and flashing those braces.

“We definitely are,” Ally said, pressing into Cassie from behind and grinning at Helen over the virgin's shoulder. “Mmm, I'm just so hard for your cute body, girl. You are just so sexy.”

“She is,” Helen purred, speaking the truth. She didn't like lying to Ally and pretending that everything was fine. But it was the only way. She didn't want Ariz'ana to be a wedge between them, but she felt it hovering, ready to split them apart. 

It was easier right now just enjoying the gift. She could take pleasure in that, be honest in the joy it gave her that Ally cared enough to cheer her up that she procured this sexy, nubile virgin for them to enjoy.

I was like this girl only two months ago. So innocent. And now I'm like a dirty old man eager to enjoy some young, fresh flesh. That thought made Helen's dick throb so hard as she kissed Cassie on the lips. 

Helen moaned into the kiss, loving the feel of those lips. Her tongue thrust out, brushing the braces adorning the girl's teeth. Her tongue ran over them. A naughty thrill shot through the blonde futanari. Her futa-cock throbbed against Cassie's belly, the base rubbing into the girl's silky pubic hair.

Cassie whimpered into the kiss, trembling between the two futanari. Ally's green eyes flashed over the virgin's shoulder. The redhead kissed and nibbled on Cassie's neck as she watched the pair kiss. Helen loved it, her tongue growing bold.

“Mmm, yes, enjoy your gift,” Ally said. “I bet she tastes so sweet.”

She did. But Helen was too busy to let Ally know that. The blonde futanari's tongue probed past those braces-clad teeth into the depths of the virgin's mouth. She met the girl's tongue. They caressed each other as Cassie trembled again.

Her hesitant hands grabbed Helen's naked hips. Fingers shook as they traced up and down the futanari's side. Tingles raced across Helen's skin to her dick. She groaned into the kiss, working her lips harder into Cassie, feeling those braces rough on her mouth.

Those feel so exciting!

“Mmm, is she making you hard and wet?” Ally asked.

Helen moaned a yes.

“Of course she is.” Ally let out a giggling moan. “Ooh, her butt-cheeks feel so good around my dick. I have mine sandwiched between those buns and... That's why butts are called buns! Ooh, I get that now.”

Helen couldn't help the burble of laughter rising out of her at the joy in Ally's realization. Growing up in a cell for the last nineteen years had left odd gaps in Ally's knowledge. She was very well read, but she often didn't understand basic metaphors and euphemisms because they often weren't explained. She also missed out on picking up a lot of the slang around sex, sheltered in her cell.

“And that's why a dick can be a hot dog,” Ally said. “Because you nestle them between a girl's hot buns!”

“That's one reason,” Helen agreed. “Ooh, are you going to break in her asshole while I pop her cherry?”

“Yes!”

“Really?” gasped Cassie. “In my butt and my pussy at the same time?”

Helen slid her hands up the virgin's body and cupped her small tits. She kneaded and massaged them, loving how firm they were. “Trust us, you will only get pleasure from us. Just pure joy.”

“I do trust you,” the girl said, her eyes shining with worship. How can Ariz'ana betray this level of trust? thought Helen. I won't ever let you get hurt, Cassie. 

She kissed Cassie again, playing with the girl's breasts. It wasn't the lust-hungry kiss of last time. This one was gentler, sweeter. She teased the girl, her tongue playing with the girl's mouth, letting her squirm and groan. She probed her tongue past the virgin's lips, brushing her braces. She loved the feel of them. She ran her tongue across them, shivering, her dick twitching.

“Ooh, I need to fuck her ass, Helen,” Ally moaned. “I just can't wait to love her. Let's love her, please! Please! I know kissing is nice and all, but fucking's better!”

Helen smiled as she kissed Cassie and broke away. “Fine.” She looked into Cassie's soft, brown eyes, glossy with excitement. “Isn't she just so impatient?”

“Yes,” Cassie said, giggling. Then, with a little more confidence than she had when she entered, added, “But can you blame her? I'm just so cute.” 

“Yes, you are,” Helen said and pulled her towards the bed. “Now, you can ride my dick or you can lie on your side for this. Your choice.”

“Ride you?” Cassie said, her eyes so wide. “Like a cowgirl.”

“Just like a cowgirl,” Ally said. She smacked Cassie's rump. “And I'll pound your ass so hard from behind.”

“Okay.” Cassie's pigtails danced about her shoulders as she nodded with such vigor.

Helen stretched out on her bed. Her futa-dick twitched and throbbed as it thrust up from her blonde bush. Her own snatch was on fire, so eager for this moment. She squirmed and licked her lips, her heart thudding in her chest as the virgin mounted her.

Cassie's soaked, brown bush rubbed against Helen's throbbing dick. The girl shuddered, feeling her clit rubbing on Helen's dick. The futanari loved the surprised pleasure crossing the virgin's face as she discovered the joys her body held for her to explore and experience.

“Ooh, this is nice,” Cassie moaned, sliding higher and higher. “And there's your dick. You're really going to fit in me?”

“Really,” nodded Helen. She licked her lips, her blue eyes dancing. Her hands cupped the virgin's firm tits. “You are going to love it. Just lift up those hips, guide my dick to your hymen, and go at your own pace.”

“You'll scream your pretty head off,” Ally promised as she mounted the bed behind the virgin, a saucy grin on the redhead's lips.

“I know I will,” Cassie said. She guided Helen's girl-dick to her hymen.

The blonde shuddered, her futa-cock rubbing on that sweet flesh. Cassie's juices flowed, coating the crown of Helen's dick. Pleasure rippled down her shaft as Cassie wiggled her hips. Then the girl took a deep breath.

And popped her cherry.

An explosion of air burst out of her mouth as she impaled herself on Helen's dick. Her hymen ripped in a split-second and then the weight of Cassie's light body drove her pure twat down Helen's shaft. Brown eyes widened as the futa-cock drove into Cassie's belly. Her back arched, firm tits jiggled in Helen's hands.

“Oh, wow!” the virgin moaned as she rubbed her crotch into Helen's, her pussy engulfing every last inch of the futanari's big dick. “You're so deep in me. And... Oh, wow, I stretched and stretched. It feels incredible.” 

“Yes, it does,” Helen smiled, her thumbs rubbing across the girl's nipples, making her squirm more.

“And it's about to get even better,” promised Ally.

Cassie's eyes widened again. Helen couldn't see it happen, but she knew Ally's girl-dick nuzzled at the former virgin's asshole. Cassie sucked in a deep breath as Ally thrust her hips forward. Helen felt her lover's futa-cock penetrate into Cassie's bowels, only the thin membranes of flesh separating their two shafts.

The girl quivered, her pigtails swaying. Her face twisted in rapture, her mouth open wide as a low, throaty groan rose out of the depths of her lungs. She quivered as Ally buried to the hilt in the girl's bowels, her dick rubbing against Helen's.

It's almost as good as sharing the same pussy, Helen thought. But there was something naughty about fucking a girl in both her holes that sharing a cunt lacked. Both types of double penetration were exciting experiences.  

“Ready?” Ally asked, nuzzling at the girl's ear. “We're going to fuck you so hard. You're going to lose your mind.”

Helen loved how Ally asked, proving that Ally did care. I just have to reach through the scars the military left in her. I can fix her. 

“I think so,” Cassie said, her voice so tight. Her hips moved. She rose on both their dicks, surprised joy crossing her face. “Ooh, that feels so good. So strange but amazing. You're both in me. In my holes. It feels so different. But sooooo good.”

Then she slid down the futanari's two cocks. Pleasure shot through Helen's dick. Her pussy clenching. She rubbed the pads of her thumbs harder into the girl's nipples, massaging her, making her squirm.

Ally grinned over her shoulder as Cassie rose up their dicks again. With a throaty moan, Ally thrust her hips forward and buried her girl-dick deep into Cassie's asshole. Flesh slapped against flesh. The girl's pussy clamped down hard on Helen's dick.

“Ooh, wow!” Cassie moaned.

“Uh-huh,” Helen groaned, thrusting her hips upward, driving her cock so deep into the former virgin's tight, hot cunt. Friction burned around her cock.

Cassie squeaked and moaned in delight as the two futas fucked her. Their hips thrust forward, Helen bucking upward, bouncing Cassie on her dick. Ally drove down hard, making the girl squirm and moan. Her hips moved, instinctively finding a rhythm with the two futanari, stirring their dicks around in her holes.

Pleasure surged through Helen. Her dick twitched, feeling Ally's dick spearing over and over into the girl's asshole. She squeezed the girl's tits hard as Cassie's head snapped back and forth. She howled and moaned out her rapture, her hips swiveling, her body heaving and shaking as the pleasure rippled through her.

“I'm going to cum so hard into your asshole, cutie!” Ally groaned. “I'm going to flood you so hard while Helen pumps your pussy full to bursting with her girl-cum!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Helen groaned, her hips thrusting up into that tight, hot, juicy twat. “Just baste you with my cum.”

“Ooh, yes, I want that so much!” Cassie moaned. Her hands seized Helen's small tits, squeezing them. “Please, please, do that, cum in me! I want to have your babies, Helen!”

Helen's dick throbbed as she thrust up into Cassie's cunt. The idea of breeding this cute girl with her futa-seed jolted through her body. Her ovaries suddenly went into a hot boil. She groaned, the silky friction about her dick becoming more and more intense.

“You will!” Helen moaned, her face twisting in pleasure. “I'll knock you up!”

Her cock erupted. Her futa-cum spurted into Cassie's cunt. She claimed the cutie for her harem as the pleasure surged through her body. Her girl-seed pumped over and over into the former virgin's snatch as the pleasure raged through her body.

“Yes, yes, yes,” howled Cassie. Her pussy writhed about Helen's dick, milking her cock of every drop of fecund jizz. “Oh, you're breeding me, Helen. I love you so much. I'll have your babies!”

“Oh, god, that's fucking hot!” Ally moaned, ramming her clit-dick into the depths of Cassie's bowels. Her dick spurted, blast after blast of girl-cum spilling into the girl's bowels.

Helen shuddered, feeling her lover's pleasure through their bond. They both groaned, their dicks spurting cum, pleasure radiating through their bodies. Cassie collapsed on Helen's body, hugging her, moaning, writhing, rubbing their small tits together.

“Yes, yes, yes, you bred me,” Cassie moaned.

And I'll take care of you. You and every other futa and woman. I won't let anything bad happen if I can help it. I will protect you all.

And I will show Ally how important that is!

~   ~~   ~

Muffled voices spoke.

Isabel trembled in her tomb. She could feel the soldiers searching for her.  

They know I'm here. They're going to find me.

Heavy boots thudded through the RV. It shook with their steps. They spoke again. She bit her lips, fighting back her panicked whimpering. Her heart screamed in her chest, demanding that she bolt and run right now.

I'M TRAPPED IN HERE THERE'S NO WAY OUT THEY'LL FIND ME I SHOULD RUN NOW

No!  

Isabel wrestled with her fear as the soldiers thumped through the RV. More voices spoke, deep and throaty. She quivered and gasped. Her entire body tensed as she warred with her instincts. Her fingers curled into talons, ready to tear into the first soldier who found her even as she wanted to quiver like a mass of jelly.

Why am I even here?

That thought struck through her fear.

I should be with Helen! What am I even doing here? This was so stupid. I love her. I should be at her side no matter what.

But a new fear rose in her throat, one so different than the terror gripping her right now. One that made her flinch. She was too cowardly to face being around Helen, seeing her happy with Ally. She was scared that she was too weak to handle it. That she would do something to ruin it.

Something to Ally.

How terrible of a person am I? Isabel realized. I wanted to hurt Ally. I should be happy that Helen has her. That she's happy with Ally instead of tying myself up into pretzel knots. I should be with her right now, helping Helen, guiding her, making sure that her desire for every human being to receive the futa-love happens without more bloodshed. 

Instead I ran away like a coward, and now I'm going to get caught. They're going to find me at any moment.

“I'm such an idiot,” Isabel whispered, her lips moving but she didn't exhale any breath. She wanted to hit herself.

But the soldiers were above her. She could feel one staring down at the couch, hear his boots shift just inches away from her, separated only by the paneling. Her cowardice drove her away from Helen and now she would be captured. They would experiment on her like they had on Ally.

I'll never see Helen again. That's worse than seeing her with Ally. So much worse.

She braced herself for her hiding spot to be exposed.

But then the boots thudded away. The door closed. The RV started. A moment later, it drove forward. Isabel trembled in the compartment. She almost couldn't believe that they made it through the checkpoint. That the soldiers didn't find them.

With a creaking groan, Bev lifted the couch, exposing the compartment. The blonde woman stared down at the sweaty Isabel. “It worked,” she said, holding out her hand. “When they saw Neal and learned we were married, they didn't even really search.”

“Why would a guy harbor futanari?” Isabel croaked.

“Yeah, they must think we just get changed by being around you,” Neal rumbled, the Black man driving the car down the highway. “We did it. We got the entire country before us.”

Isabel nodded glumly. She had no enthusiasm for getting farther and farther from Helen. The military won't let us cross back into Washington State. They're stopping people from venturing into futanari lands as much as keeping us out. I'd have to sneak by, and probably get caught. 

“I'm going to take a nap,” Isabel lied.

“I bet. That was so stressful.” Bev gave her a friendly smile. “I could... join you.”

Isabel shook her head, not in the least bit horny. “Just keep your husband company. He's earned it.”

Bev's smile turned into something loving and appreciative. “He has. I can't wait until I can gender-swap him, Mistress. I want to slide my futa-dick in him so badly.”

“You will,” Isabel told Bev, patting her hand. “You will...”

Then the Hispanic futanari trudged to the back of the RV. She pulled the accordion door shut, the wheels clacking in the runner tracks, and fell down on the bed. She rolled onto her back, staring up at the ceiling, knowing she had made the worst mistake in her life.


Chapter Ten: Creating Phillipa

What else can you tell us about your new friends? the text from the President read. 

Agent Felicity trembled as she sat on her bed in the dorm building at the University of Puget Sound. After three days since Ariz'ana's arrival, she didn't have much to report. The alien wandered around the campus, enjoying the various women and futanari. Felicity herself had taken both the alien's cocks, one in her asshole and one in her pussy, and came so hard on them.

And even though the alien's cum—such a small amount compared to the human futanari—sent a wave of delirium through her, Agent Felicity stayed utterly faithful to her President. So it made her stomach twist as she typed, Nothing new to report. The plan to road trip to Portland and celebrate is still on, but as far as what fun my new friends plan after that, they haven't made any firm decisions. She paused. The rift between Helen and Ally is wonderfully patched up. They appear so happy now, isn't that awesome? 

Agent Felicity knew it wasn't, but just in case someone looked at her phone, she wanted it to seem convincing that she was talking to someone that was also a fan of futas.

Yes, it is, the President texted back. You're doing so well, Felicity. I'm so proud of you. 

A hot itch shivered through the FBI agent's pussy. Her round breasts jiggled as she rubbed her naked thighs together. She wanted to masturbate, but she couldn't text one-handed. She kept a tight grip on her phone.

Thank you. I'll let you know if our plans change. I know you're looking forward to the wonderful things my new friends are doing. I bet you can't wait to meet them.

We are all so eager, the President sent. Felicity knew what the president really meant: We're getting closer and closer to defeating those futanari, and it's all thanks to you, Agent Felicity. When it's over, I'll let you lick my pussy for hours. Hours! 

Agent Felicity rested her phone on her naked tits, her report over. Her hands shoved between her thighs, her fingers plunging into her juicy pussy. Her brown pubic hairs massaged her as she arched her head.

“President Fierro!” she moaned just as the door opened.

She squeaked in fright as Helen burst into the room. Agent Felicity's phone bounced off her breasts as her fingers ripped out of her juicy pussy. Her heart raced a mile a minute as the blonde futanari gave a naughty grin.

“And who were you masturbating to?” Helen asked with a naughty wink.

“W-Why you, of course, Mistress,” Agent Felicity gasped, her hands fumbling to scoop up her phone, the screen still on, her text conversation with the President right there for all to see. In her haste, her phone slipped off her body, hit the mattress, landing right on its corner, and bounced. It spun through the air and hit the floor, tumbling right to Helen's feet.

Agent Felicity tensed as Helen bent down, her small tits swaying, and scooped it up. Helen studied the phone as she rose, pushing up her glasses. The FBI agent tensed, wondering what she should do, preparing her lie, hoping it would sound convincing.

“Your phone looks fine,” Helen said. She pushed a button, the screen turning on. “Yep, just waiting for your passcode.”

“Oh, good,” Agent Felicity sighed. “It has family pictures on there I'd hate to loose.”

“And with Washington State being quarantined, we have no new cell phones coming in.” Helen sighed. “We'll miss out on the launch of the new iPhone.”

“Only until we spread down to California and induct Apple into futa-love,” Felicity beamed, taking back her phone from Helen.

“Which we will,” Helen said, a wondrous smile on her lips.

Agent Felicity found the blonde futanari to be such a gentle and loving creature. She was so sincere in her belief that she was doing the right thing. Sometimes, right after Helen had cum in her body, Agent Felicity felt the tiniest bit of understanding. She could see it from Helen's perspective, how wonderful everything would be if the entire world loved each other instead of hated each other. No more violence. No more pain. No more suffering.

But then she would remember her orders. President Fierro didn't want that. And her will was so much more important. Agent Felicity loved her. Even if it was so hard to remember when Helen's cum filled her pussy or asshole or mouth.

Her pussy still itching from her aborted masturbation, her eyes fell on the blonde futanari's girl-dick. It thrust hard from her golden bush and pussy lips. Licking her lips, Agent Felicity slipped to the floor before Helen, staring up at the petite girl, glasses perched on her dainty nose, blue eyes full of such love.

“Do you need me to please your cock?” asked the FBI agent.

“Well, yes,” Helen smiled. “But that's not why I'm here. Well, I mean, yes, that is, but I have something for you. A man managed to sneak past the U.S. Military's blockade and enter the state. He wants to be gender-swapped. And it's your turn to become a futa, Agent Felicity. Isn't that wonderful?”

“Yes!” the FBI agent said without hesitation. Then I can fuck President Fierro with my big girl-cock. And that will give her so much pleasure. She'll love me even more. And so will anyone I infect. They'll love me and through me, the President. I could create so many loyal citizens for her. 

The FBI agent trembled at that idea.

“You're so wonderful, Mistress,” she breathed then opened her mouth and sucked on Helen's cock.

“And you're just so delightful,” Helen sighed, running her hands through Agent Felicity's light-brown hair. “Mmm, together, we're going to spread futa-love to the entire world while hurting as few people as possible. Won't we?”

Agent Felicity lied, and moaned her agreement about Helen's dick. She sucked, her cheeks hollowing. She bobbed her mouth so hard, eager for that spurt of wonderful girl-cum into her mouth while picturing President Fierro as a futanari.

She'd have an amazing cock, thought the FBI agent. I could suck on it all day, just gulping down her girl-cum while stroking my dick. 

“Mmm, you are eager,” Helen moaned. “Val, bring him in.”

“Sure, Helen,” Val, a busty cheerleader of Russian descent, called.

A moment later, two of Helen's cheerleaders marched the man in. Agent Felicity studied him out of the corner of her eye as she kept worshiping the futanari's cock. He stood tall, his body naked and so hard and masculine. Agent Felicity couldn't imagine ever finding men so attractive when they lacked all the soft roundness of women.

Her pussy clenched so hard. At the same time, she ached to have sex with this man. To feel his small cock in her, spurting his cum. She yearned for it so badly. She sucked so hard on Helen's dick now, making the futanari moan in delight.

“Oh, Phillip, she is so eager to change you.”

“Thank you, Helen,” the man groaned. “I want this so badly. To be embraced by futa-love. To be changed into something better.”

“You will be,” Helen promised. “Just as soon as Agent Felicity stops sucking on my cock. She's so eager for it.” The blonde grabbed the FBI's hair and pulled, drawing Agent Felicity's mouth off her dick. “There, you can fuck her however you like, Phillip. It's your last time as a man. Savor it.”

She is so caring, Agent Felicity noted. She even wants this man to be loved, to enjoy his final time. She doesn't see him as something evil, just something she needs to help. Because she has such a big heart. 

It's a shame she's loyal to aliens, and not to President Fierro.

Agent Felicity rose, feeling the man's eyes on her naked flesh. His dick thrust hard before him, twitching with his heartbeat. Feeling wanton and aching to be penetrated, the FBI agent moaned, “How do you want me? On my back, riding your cock, or on my hands and knees being fucked like a bitch.”

“I... I want to fuck you like a bitch!” he groaned. “Just pound you hard. One last time of being a strong man.”

“Yes, Phillip,” Agent Felicity moaned. She mounted her bed, wiggling her hips at him. Helen nodded in approval as Val, and Moira, the other cheerleader, fell to their knees and nuzzled into the blonde futanari's throbbing cock.

“Enjoy her,” Helen said. “You'll both be transformed.”

“We will,” Phillip groaned, already in love with Helen.

But hopefully once he tastes me and my cum, he'll be in love with his President the way he should.

Agent Felicity's pussy tingled in anticipation. Then she groaned as Phillip mounted the bed behind her. His strong, male hands grasped her hips. It felt so alien after days spent writhing with futas and women. No soft palms and delicate fingers, this man seized her with rough hands. He labored for a living, giving him strong muscles, a hairy chest. He had a hungry face, his black hair short, slicked back.

I would have found him yummy before.

“Fuck me, stud!” Agent Felicity moaned, wiggling her hips, feeling his cock nudge at the folds of her pussy. “Pound me!”

“Yes!” he growled and rammed into her cunt.

He wasn't big at all. So small compared to a futa-cock. And yet an excited heat still exploded through the futa. She groaned and gasped, her pussy clamping down on his dick. He filled her to the hilt. She groaned and whimpered, stirring her hips around, feeling his dick pump in and out of her depths.

He groaned, making these deep grunts, as he fucked her. His balls thwacked into her clit, such a strange feeling after being fucked by women that lacked any nuts. Her pussy clamped down on his dick, her pleasure swelling so fast. Excitement beyond being fucked swirled through her.

“My pussy's going to change you into a woman!” she hissed. “You're going to cum in me and be transformed!”

“Yes!” he growled, his hands sliding up her body. He reached her swaying tits, squeezing them as he pumped away at her with hard thrusts. He filled her to the hilt. He grunted and growled. His moans rang out through the dorm room. “You're going to improve me!”

“And then I'm going to fuck you with my new girl-dick!” she howled. “I'm going to pound your new pussy!”

“Shit!”

Phillip fucked Agent Felicity even harder. He rammed his dick so fast into her cunt. He squeezed her breasts, massaging them with his masculine and rough fingers. His calloused digits rolled her nipples between them, shooting pleasure down to her cunt. Her pussy drank in the friction, her clit savoring every thwacking smack of his balls.

Pleasure built and built in her. Every thrust brought her closer and closer to exploding on a man's cock. To her own transformation. Her clit would sprout into a big dick. She wanted that so badly. To fuck with her hard cock. To ram her new appendage into hot pussy.

The President's pussy.

“Oh, my god, yes! Cum in me!” howled Agent Felicity. “I need it!”

Yes,” Helen groaned. Agent Felicity witnessed the joy in the futanari's eyes. “Cum in her and transform you both into who you were meant to be.”

“Fuck, yeah!” grunted Phillip. “Phillipa! I'm meant to be Phillipa Jenson!”

He thrust his dick to the hilt in Agent Felicity's pussy. She felt his small spurt of cum, the same volume that the alien produced, splashing in her cunt. Her eyes widened, knowing this was the moment. This was when everything would change.

She came.

Her pussy writhed about his spurting cock. He grunted, his rough fingers pinching her nipples hard. His hips thrust again, spearing his cock into her. She felt his balls smack into her clit then rest against her throbbing nub as rapture surged through her.

And then the change happened.

“Oh, my god!” Phillip groaned, his voice growing higher pitched. “Oh, yes, yes, yes!”

His dick shrank inside Agent Felicity's spasming cunt. It didn't grow soft, but lessened in mass. It withdrew out of her as his balls retracted away from her pussy lips. Her fingers grew softer, slimmer. Delicate. The fingers of a woman.

Agent Felicity threw a look over her shoulder, and gasped in awe at the beautiful sight of Phillip's slicked-back hair growing long and lustrous. The raven locks spilled down to her shoulders while the thick carpet of chest hair vanished from his chest. His flesh flowed like silly putty, a pair of large breasts swelling as his waist and shoulders slimmed. The features in his face softened, blunting away all the masculine edges into something so wonderfully soft and feminine.

Phillip became Phillipa.

“Yes, yes, yes,” the new woman moaned, her cock utterly vanished from Agent Felicity's cunt. “I have a pussy. I can feel it. I need to be fucked.”

“Yes,” Felicity moaned. As he changed, so did she.

Her clit ached and throbbed. It thrust so hard from beneath her. It grew and swelled with the beat of her heart. She lowered her head, staring past her swaying breasts gripped in dainty hands to her blossoming sex. Pink fading into the fleshy beige of her skin. All except the tip which flared into the helmet surmounting her new dick. A slit appeared. Precum bubbled as her cock reached its full girth, huge, dwarfing Phillip's little shaft.

“I'll fuck you so hard,” the futa-agent moaned. Then she realized something. She glanced at Helen, trembling as she came all over her two cheerleaders' faces, jizz dripping in Moira's red hair. The two were kissing each other as Helen shuddered. “But you should fuck her first, Mistress.”

Helen shivered and waved her hand. “No, no, I've popped cherries before. I just enjoyed this cutie the other day. You've seen my Cassie following me around like a puppy? She was a virgin. So this one is all yours.” Helen shuddered, her small tits heaving as her cum fired its salty blast onto her futa-sluts' faces. “But... I would love to fuck you while you enjoy this treat. It's how Trish and I broke in Eden though...” Pain and grief washed across Helen's face, her blue eyes growing gray, cloudy. “Well, I was in your place. I should have let her take Eden's virginity. They were so close, you know. They loved each other so much, but they also loved me.”

Agent Felicity just shifted, her new dick throbbing so hard even as she felt such pity for this poor futanari. She really is on the wrong side in this.  

“Well, I would love to give you this treat. Let me, please,” Helen said.

“Of course, Mistress.”

Helen waved her hand. “Don't be like Ally's sluts. You can call me Helen. I like that better. I'm not your owner.”

No, that's the President.

“I'm just your...” Helen trailed off, thinking.

“Wonderful and amazing lover,” supplied Moira.

“Oh, yes,” Val moaned. “And our Queen. Our Goddess.”

Helen blushed.

“Well, I think this idea sounds so hot,” Agent Felicity said, her futa-dick throbbing so hard. “Phillipa, get on your back. I want to take you so hard while Helen fucks me.”

“Oh, yes,” the new woman moaned, her voice so breathy now. She moved around the futa-agent and flopped onto her back. “Oh, my, those are different,” she said, grabbing her bouncing and heaving tits. Then she squeezed them. “Ooh, but they do feel so nice.” 

“They look nice,” Agent Felicity agreed as she nestled between the gender-swapped woman's spread-open thighs. A thick, black bush hid that new pussy. She brought her futa-cock to it, rubbing on the hot flesh, felt a hymen. “Ooh, yes, I'm going to pop your cherry.”

“Yes, you are,” Helen purred, the blonde mounting the bed behind the futa-agent. A moment later, a futa-cock nudged at Agent Felicity's pussy. “Ooh, you're going to remember your first time forever. It was so hot when Isabel rode my dick. Treasure this.”

Before Agent Felicity could answer, Helen thrust.

The hard force of the petite futanari's dick ramming into Agent Felicity's cunt sent the new futanari's hips thrusting forward. Her girl-cock pressed on Phillipa's hymen. The thin membrane held out for a moment, pain crossing the new woman's face.

Then it popped.

Ecstatic pleasure surged around the futa-agent's dick as she slammed into virgin cunt. Her eyes widened at the silky friction engulfing her cock, this wet heat that wrapped so tight about her new appendage. Her pussy squeezed down on Helen's shaft from the rapture flooding through her body.

“Oh, my god,” she and Phillipa moaned together.

“I know,” cooed Helen, drawing back her hips through Agent Felicity's snatch and slamming back in. Her crotch smacked into the agent's ass. Helen pressed her body into Agent Felicity's back, those small tits and hard nipples caressing the new futanari's skin. “It's wonderful. Fuck her. Enjoy her.”

“Uh-huh,” one of the futa-cheerleaders moaned, voice muffled by the other's cock. They sixty-nined on the other bed, bobbing their heads furiously on each other's girl-dick.

“I will,” groaned Agent Felicity as she stared down into Phillipa's eyes and realized they were a vibrant shade of green. She hadn't noticed before the change. But now they popped out at her as Phillipa writhed in pleasure. “I will savor this moment.”

She moved her hips with Helen. When the blonde drew back her cock, Agent Felicity chased it, withdrawing her girl-dick from the new woman's deflowered cunt. Such pleasure rippled through her, dual delights from the friction around her futa-shaft and inside her pussy. When Helen thrust forward, Agent Felicity's dick rammed back into Phillipa's cunt.

Such pleasure burned through Agent Felicity's body and rippled across Phillipa's face. The new woman pumped her hips, her hands still playing with her big, pillowy breasts. She humped her hips, meeting Agent Felicity's strokes, stirring that pussy around the futanari's big cock.

“Yes, yes, yes,” groaned Agent Felicity. “This is amazing.”

“Uh-huh,” groaned Phillipa. “Oh, wow, work that dick in and out of me. Ooh, yes, this is so hot. So amazing. You're fucking me! You're fucking my pussy! I'm a woman!”

“Yes, you are,” panted Helen. “Enjoy it. Enjoy that new cunt wrapped about that hard dick.”

“I am!”

“So am I,” Felicity shouted, her pussy squeezing down on Helen's thrusting cock.

The two different sensations surged through Felicity's body. She groaned and whimpered, her hips pumping, fucking and being fucked. It was incredible. Hot cunt engulfed her futa-dick while a pistoning girl-cock worked in and out of her juicy snatch. The two different, but equally wonderful, frictions sent heat burning through her. It built and swirled inside the depths of her cunt, bringing her closer and closer to exploding.

Her snatch clenched down so hard on the thrusting dick. She whimpered and groaned. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Her hips rotated. She pumped her pussy up and down the girl-dick working in and out of her. She squeaked out her rapture. Her body shuddered. Her pussy convulsed on that wonderful dick spearing into her cunt's depths.

“I'm going to cum on this dick!” moaned Phillipa.

“Yes!” Agent Felicity hissed, looking forward to it.

“You'll treasure your first orgasm as a futanari!” Helen promised, her hips thrusting harder, her cock bringing the futa-agent closer to her first eruption. 

Agent Felicity only answered with a moan, her hands massaging Phillipa's new, pillowy breasts, her fingers digging into the spongy flesh. They felt so wonderful in her grip. She massaged them as her cock pumped over and over into the woman's new pussy while simultaneously taking Helen's big dick. Every thrust of her hips, the dual sensations swelling through her, built her orgasm.

Helen nibbled on her neck, pounding her so hard. Agent Felicity trembled, hanging on the edge of her orgasm. She couldn't believe how amazing this was. She plunged into that silky flesh, her new girl-dick drinking in every inch of that hot embrace.

“Oh, fuck!” Phillipa moaned in her new, sensual tone. “Oh, Mistress, yes!”

Her hands squeezed the futa-agent's tits. Her pussy spasmed on Agent Felicity's cock. The new futanari's eyes widened as a new delight convulsed about her plunging shaft. She buried into cumming flesh, the pleasure surging through her.

“Yes!” Agent Felicity gasped. “Oh, yes!”

She came.

Her pussy convulsed about Helen's thrusting dick while her own cock spurted into Phillipa's cunt. She shuddered, the dual delights surging through her. Every blast of cum out her new shaft sent bolts of electric ecstasy firing into her mind while the familiar waves of feminine rapture washed through her body.

“See!” Helen moaned, burying her cock to the hilt in the futa-agent's cunt. “It's amazing!”

“It is!” Agent Felicity howled as Helen flooded her pussy with spurt after spurt of hot cum.

“So good!” hissed Phillipa. “I'm cumming and cumming and cumming! Your jizz is filling me to the brim. It's so hot!”

Agent Felicity wanted to agree, but the pleasure surged through her. She trembled between the gender-swapped woman and the futanari. She reached a plateau of bliss, new heights she'd never experienced as a woman. A wonderful gift she wanted to share with the President.

Fuck the President's pussy. Watch her then gender-swap a man. Her dick would grow. She'd fuck Agent Felicity. Pound her. Love her.

“This is the best!” the FBI agent moaned. “Thank you! Thank you!”

“You're welcome,” Helen said. “I love you and want you to enjoy yourself. You're one of mine.”

For a moment, that warring inside Agent Felicity swept through her. Helen's cum made her pussy tingle. It surged such desire of worship through her. The sultry face of President Fierro battled with the innocent love of Helen. Agent Felicity groaned, focusing on who she truly loved. Who she had to serve.

“Ooh, your pussy is getting so tight,” Helen giggled.

Agent Felicity only groaned, her head swaying. The new woman played with the FBI agent's round breasts as the impulse to worship Helen dwindled with her orgasm. The true owner of her loyalty and love won once again.

I love you, President Fierro.

Helen pulled her girl-dick out of Agent Felicity's cunt and patted the agent's ass. “Enjoy your new woman. Eating your own cum out of a well-fucked cunt is a treat.”

“Mmm, I will,” Agent Felicity said.

Helen's futa-cock bounced wet before her as she clapped her hands. “You two done sucking each other's dick?”

“Can you ever be done?” Moira asked, fresh girl-jizz staining the corners of her mouth. “We could cum again.”

“Well, plenty of places to do that,” Helen said. “Let's leave them alone. Agent Felicity's got her first woman in her harem.”

“Ooh, I remember mine,” Moira said. “That was so much fun.” She rolled out of bed.

“You kept sticking your dick in her ass,” giggled Val as she threw herself off the bed with athletic grace.

Agent Felicity stirred her still-hard dick through the new woman's cunt as the three futanari trooped out. Then she pulled her cock out of the new woman's cunt and sat on the bed, her round breasts rising and falling. Phillipa rolled onto her hands and knees, nuzzling against Agent Felicity's soaked shaft.

The woman licked the dick, purring, “Ooh, my pussy juices taste wonderful.”

“I bet so,” Agent Felicity said, stroking Phillipa's silky, black hair. It grew so fast. It's amazing. “Who do you love?” 

The gender-swapped woman answered with a big smile. “I love you, Felicity.” She moved around, slipping onto the floor. “See.” She pressed her big, pillow tits around the futanari's pussy-soaked cock. “I had a busty girl do this for me once. I loved it.”

Agent Felicity shuddered, enjoying the wet glide of the tits sliding up and down her girl-dick. The silky flesh brushed the crown of her cock, so much more sensitive than the shaft. Trembles shivered through her. She leaned back on her hands, her breasts thrust before her.

“Who else do you love?” Agent Felicity asked. She knew that women exposed to futa-love instinctually knew to love Ally or Helen.

“There is someone else,” Phillipa said, her eyes so wide. “I can just... sense her. Almost see a face. Like if I saw her, I'd recognize her.”

“It wasn't the blonde who just left?”

Phillipa blinked. “No, it wasn't Helen. She's nice and all, all futanari are, but... No.”

Agent Felicity grabbed her phone, navigating it as those delicious tits pumped up and down her girl-dick. Such wicked pleasure flowed through her body. She found a picture of the President, showed it to Phillipa.

“Yes, yes, her!” Phillipa shuddered, her hands squeezing her tits so hard around the futanari's big dick. “The President! Of course! She's so wonderful. I voted for her. I had to. A woman and Hispanic! It would have been sexist and racist for me not to. Plus... She's amazing! I love her so much!”

Felicity smiled. She had a new report to text to the President as she enjoyed the benefits of her first sex slave.


Chapter Eleven: Planning for Futa Fun

Does she really not see us as people, but as objects? Ally wondered as she lay on her bed in the sorority, trembling in excitement as Ariz'ana approached her bed, the alien stroking both her dicks.  

That question flicked through Ally's mind every time she saw Ariz'ana. It gnawed at her worship of this woman. And even though Helen wasn't hesitating to be around the alien, was loving her the way she should, her doubts had infected Ally.

The redhead hated it.

“Is something wrong?” Ariz'ana asked, pausing at the bed. She stared down at Ally. “Your expression... changed.”

Ally fought the urge to just blurt out the truth. She didn't want to reveal Helen's doubts to Ariz'ana. What if the alien thought it meant something was wrong with Helen? A strange fear the redhead couldn't quite explain or understand, just this sense of yawning dread in her belly, caused her to shift around.

“Just thinking about the Portland operation,” Ally said, lying to Ariz'ana for the first time. “It's so important.”

“It's a great first step,” Ariz'ana nodded as she stopped at the bed.

Ally grabbed both dicks as she shifted her body. She lifted them as she nuzzled her face between the alien's thighs, staring at her two pussies. Unlike a human, she had two gashes between her thighs, one that slid up into her butt-cheeks. It wasn't an asshole, she had one of those much higher up in her crack almost at the base of her spin. No, that slit was another cunt. Her species had a complicated reproductive system.

And each pussy tasted different.

“We'll take Portland,” Ally said as she nuzzled at the rear pussy, tasting the cinnamon juices flowing out of the juicy slit. Her tongue licked across those folds and into the front pussy, drinking the honey cream flowing out of the alien's depths. “I'm just being silly.”

“After Portland, we'll have to talk about faster methods of spreading,” groaned Ariz'ana. “We have so many women changed, embracing the love. But they're all staying in the cities here in Western Washington, relying on your soldiers to do all the hard work. They could be spreading across the continent. The world.”

“We have the missionaries,” Ally said. She took another lick of the two pussies, reveling in the way the juices melted together on her tongue, one flavor flowing into the other. “They're spreading outside of Washington State.”

“You think a handful of volunteers is enough?” Ariz'ana asked. Ally could feel the raised, hairless eyebrow in the alien's tone without even seeing her face.

“Well, no, but it's an important task. We want people who're ready for the risks and the rigors of it,” Ally said. Helen's reasoning made sense.

“But isn't it just how you phrase it that determines how many people volunteer?” Ariz'ana asked. “If you let everyone know that you'd be very happy and pleased with them if they were missionaries, imagine how many would want to do it then. All those millions of women exposed, through your tiers upon tiers of sex slaves, to your futa-love.” Ariz'ana undulated her hips, smearing her wet cunts across Ally's mouth. “Imagine how many volunteers you'd have.”

“And the U.S. military?” asked Ally. “They'll stop them.”

“What military can stop that many people?”

Ariz'ana shivered as Ally wiggled her tongue into the front pussy, the honey cream dripping into her mouth, as she pondered that question. It made sense. They had to spread. With seven plus billion people in the world, they needed to be aggressive, or they'd never save humanity.

“I suppose you're right,” Ally said. “After Portland. We're so close. Let's not jeopardize that operation. Then we'll have another half-million followers and access beyond Washington State. We could flood them down the coast into California and really have an impact.” 

“Wonderful,” Ariz'ana said. “And I must say, your Dr. Zhao is so wonderful and intelligent.”

“Yes, she really loves that you're spending so much time in her lab,” Ally smiled, the fingers of her hands probing into the alien's two pussies. There were subtle differences in the feel of the two cunts. The rear one a little tighter, the front one a little hotter. She pumped her digits in faster, watching the alien's dual-cocks twitch and bob over her face. “She says you're most helpful with her research.”

“Oh, it's such promising research, too,” Ariz'ana said. “I never thought to find a human with her intelligence and vision. We are so lucky to have her.”

Ally beamed at the praise. She flicked at Ariz'ana's front clit, nestled in the folds of her purple pussy lips. Both of the alien's cunts clenched on her probing fingers. Ariz'ana let out a groaning moan as Ally pleasured her, the redhead just aching to give the alien such delight.

She curled her fingers inside the alien's pussies, stroking her walls. Ariz'ana groaned, her hands fisting her cocks now. She stroked up and down them as Ally's tongue danced around her pussy folds, flicking back and forth to her clits as she pumped wiggling digits in and out of those tight cunts.

“Ooh, you are so sweet and loving,” groaned Ariz'ana. “You're just amazing, my sweet Ally.”

Ally shuddered, her pussy clenching.

“But you're going to make me cum so hard!”

“You say that like it's a bad thing,” Ally moaned. Then she flicked her tongue across the alien's rear clit, gathering cinnamon juices on her tongue.

“Only because I want to cum in your holes,” moaned the futa-alien. “And I don't have the stamina you human futanari do.”

Ally loved feeling special. “Well, I suppose I can let you fuck my holes. If it will make you happy.” 

“Now you're making it sound like it's a bad thing,” the futa-alien said. “You are such a naughty thing, always teasing me with those big tits and your curvy body. Such a beautiful creature.”

Ally's heart beat faster. She grinned up at the alien then pulled her fingers out of the two cunts. She fell back on the bed, spreading her thighs wide in invitation. With a coquettish smile, she shoved the fingers from both her hands into her hungry mouth, savoring the mix of honey and cinnamon cream. She sucked on them, cleaning off the juices while her cock throbbed as it twitched over her stomach.

The futa-alien licked her purple lips. Her turquoise hair-tendrils twitched, a sure sign of her excitement. Ally loved exciting the alien. It made her pussy drip juices that ran through her red bush and dribbled to her asshole.

I'm lubing myself for her.

The alien grabbed a pillow, thrust it beneath Ally's ass, and lined up her twin dicks at the redhead's pussy. Ally trembled in delight, her hips wiggling and shaking as those two futa-cocks pressed at her holes. Her own shaft twitched as her heart pounded in her chest, pumping excitement through her veins.

“Ooh, such sweet charms you have, Ally,” Ariz'ana purred, rubbing both her dicks on Ally's wet cunt and puckered asshole. “Two wondrous holes for me to enjoy. You are such a blessing to me.”

“I'm here to serve our cause,” she said. “I live to make sure that we change the humans.”

“I know,” she groaned and thrust into Ally.

The human futanari's eyes widened as the two shafts pressed at her holes. Her asshole spread and spread around the invading cock. Her pussy welcomed the thick alien-dick with a silky embrace. The twin pricks speared into her body, invading both her holes. Silky and velvety pleasure surged through her. She whimpered, her back arching, big tits jiggling.

“Let's finalize the plans with Portland,” moaned Ariz'ana. “No more waiting. Helen needs to agree to the attack.” 

“She will,” whimpered Ally. “She loves you like I do. She'll understand.”

“Of course she will,” Ariz'ana said, a loving smile on the alien's lips.

For a moment, Ariz'ana's face appeared rubbery and plastic, like a mask slipped over real features. The doubts Helen implanted in her mind gnawed at the redhead. But then the alien seized her girl-dick, stroking it hard as Ariz'ana withdrew her shafts. Friction burned through Ally's two holes, meeting the pleasure shooting down from her throbbing girl-dick.

And swallowed the doubt. There was no room for that. Ariz'ana loved Ally. The redhead could feel it in the pump of the futa-alien's cocks in and out of her holes, the stroke of Ariz'ana's soft hand on her clit-dick. This alien loved her. Loved Helen.

Ally pumped her hips, concentrating on that love, on that glorious pleasure surging through her body. Such delight pumped in and out of her holes. Silky delight and velvety passion met the electric delights shooting down from her futa-dick. She whimpered, her big tits heaving as Ariz'ana fucked her harder and harder, plunging into her two holes with such vigorous passion. The alien's breasts bounced and heaved, drawing Ally's hands.

She seized them, loving the feel of those soft mounds in her hands, her fingers brushing those deep-indigo nipples. Ariz'ana groaned, pleasure crossing her face. Her mouth opened wide, her hair-tendrils twitching more and more, growing with her excitement.

“Oh, yes, you are such a sweet thing, Ally!” Ariz'ana moaned. “Just so loving and wonderful. You're perfect!”

Ally beamed, her hips bucking harder and harder. “And you're just so amazing. You love us so much you came to save us! You created me! You created my wonderful Helen! And you're going to make me cum so hard!”

“We're going to make each other cum so hard,” grinned Ariz'ana. “Ooh, yes, work that hot cunt and tight asshole on my dicks!”

“Uh-huh,” Ally moaned, pumping her hips, her big boobs jiggling as they piled on her chest.

The pleasure built and built in her. That wonderful reaching towards the heights of rapture. She climbed them, propelled by the twin girl-dicks and the hand stroking her own futa-cock. Ally's green eyes danced about her room, flicking across the popcorn-textured ceiling. Her toes curled. Her eyes rolled back in her head.

Her cum fired from her clit-dick.

Jets of hot, salty delight splattered Ally's heaving tits. Her third burst reached so far it splattered her face. She licked her lips, savoring her own flavor as her pussy and asshole writhed about the alien's invading dicks. Rapture surged through her body and carried her to those heights. She hung there, almost floating, drifting on the winds of ecstasy.

“Oooh, yes,” moaned Ariz'ana, “what a delicious treat. Ooh, yes, yes, yes!”

“Cum in me!” moaned Ally. “Let my body satiate you!”

“Ooh, yes, you are such a treasure,” gasped the alien. She thrust forward, purple breasts bouncing, and came.

Those few, fleeting spurts of jizz splashed into Ally's asshole and pussy. The futa savored the wash of love and worship that flowed through her. She shuddered, her own dick erupting for the final time, adding one more ropy line of jizz across her stomach and heaving tits. She enjoyed the feel of her cum dribbling over her body as she pleasured the alien.

“I love you so much, Ally,” Ariz'ana said.

Ally believed her. Drifting on those winds of buzzing euphoria, descending from the rapturous heights, those tiny doubts Helen planted in her couldn't touch her. She knew that Ariz'ana loved them all and only wanted the best.

And I'm so glad Helen knows it, too. How could she ever doubt this amazing alien?

“Call a meeting. I want the plans finalized,” Ariz'ana said. “I want Portland ours in two days.”

“Yes!” breathed Ally, eagerness surging through her.

~   ~~   ~

Helen grit her teeth as she witnessed her redheaded lover opening the door for Ariz'ana. The naked alien strode into Wyatt Hall where Ally had called for a meeting. Helen sucked in a deep breath, walking down the path of her university with her harem in attendance: Dr. Catherine, Dr. Maura, Leann, Agent Felicity, her new favorite toy Cassie, and her cheerleaders flanking.

Why are you opening her door, Ally? Helen thought. Her lover was so fierce and independent. It hurt to see her so fawning over the alien.  

Ally laughed at something the alien said. She threw her arms around Ariz'ana's neck, brushing those thick tendrils, and kissed the alien on the mouth. Their naked bodies pressed tight, the alien cupping Ally's curvy ass.

Why can't she see the truth? Helen saw the alien's mask every time she looked at Ariz'ana. This rubbery, false expression the creature donned. But it was just so thin. Flickers of her true emotions peeked through. 

Helen did know why. Her mind, did, anyways. But it still angered her emotions to see her futa-lover kissing the alien, deceived by her. I just need to find a way to prove it. But wracking her brain had produced no good ideas. So long as the alien feigned her emotions and kept pumping Ally full of cum—Helen could see the white streaks running down Ally's thighs and staining her butt-crack—the redhead wouldn't be able to see the truth. 

So Helen had to be patient. She would not lose Ally. Not after everything they'd suffered. Not after fighting to free her and keep her.

“Helen!” Ally called, breaking away from Ariz'ana. She darted down the sidewalk, her tits covered in drying cum, her body still flushed from having sex. Helen had felt it, sensing her lover pleasuring Ariz'ana.

“Hey,” Helen said, putting on her own mask, hoping it was better than the alien's. “I see you've been playing with Ariz'ana.”

Ally reached her lover, arms going around Helen's neck, their naked bodies pressing tight, boobs kissing boobs, dicks caressing dicks. “You should have come. I know you've been busy with my gift, but I miss you.”

“I just want to breed her,” Helen said, blushing now. “It's just got stuck in my head.”

“Well, you've been pumping her full of cum,” giggled Ally. “Look at her, she's dripping like me. But after the meeting, you have got to join us. Ariz'ana has some new ideas for what to do after Portland.”

Helen tensed. “Are we talking about Portland in the meeting?”

Ally nodded her head. “Ariz'ana wants us to attack in two days. We have to finalize our plans.”

Helen wanted to say no even though she supported the Portland plan. If Ariz'ana was eager for it... But Helen couldn't say her fear out loud. “You're right. I've been dragging my feet.”

“I know you don't want to see our followers get hurt,” Ally said. “It's a noble goal, but we can't stop accidents or sickness. That's just life. But, it'll be fine. Ariz'ana explained it to me. We'll get more volunteers, Helen. And they'll understand the risks.”

Helen bit her lip. “More volunteers?”

“We just have to ask them the right way,” Ally said. She spoke about it and Helen squirmed more. It sounded quite a lot like just ordering them.

They worship us. If we make them think that we all want them to do this, of course they'll volunteer. Is that really any different from just ordering them? Helen wondered. But she nodded her head, agreeing. 

For now.

~   ~~   ~

Agent Felicity's clit-dick throbbed and ached beneath the conference table. She had her hands folded before her as she sat naked on the chair, her pussy soaking into the fabric. She just wanted to play with her new appendage.

Ever since she'd gotten it last night, she'd had so much fun with it. Mostly fucking Phillipa, but she'd also enjoyed other members of Helen's harem, including a delightful fifteen minutes buggering Professor Little, a violet-haired teacher who taught here at the University of Puget Sound. That had been incredible.

I can't wait to fuck President Fierro's asshole, thought the futa-agent. She'll come so hard on my girl-dick. 

Her hands tightened together, fingers entwined as tightly as possible. If she didn't do that, she'd be fingering her snatch and stroking her new girl-dick. Not anything that would be out of place, she knew, in here.

The room was full of futas. Dr. Maura and her futa wife, Leann; the two futa-scientists, Dr. Zhao and Dr. Catherine; the gorgeous alien, her turquoise “hair” twitching almost like little snakes, like she was medusa minus the gaze that turned people to stone; the two futanari leaders, Helen and Ally, sitting on the left and right of the alien; the sorority president; and Ally's soldier, wearing dog tags that dangled between her small breasts.

“We've had seven more teams of missionaries besides Isabel make it out of the perimeter,” reported the sorority president. Liliana played with a lock of her blonde hair, streaked with red highlights, as she gave her report. “Five are heading east while the other two are working their way down the coast for San Francisco and Los Angeles respectively.” 

“The ploy's working with the men,” Helen said, sighing in relief. “That's good.”

“See, we found away to make it safer,” Ally said.

“Though we don't have new pilgrims coming in from out of state, more and more people are showing up at our community centers to be loved by futas,” Liliana added. “In the smaller towns, we're bathing a thousand or more in futa-love a day, and gender-swapping most of the men. But we do get a few local men who volunteer. We might have another twenty missionaries to send out by the end of the week.”

“More are needed,” the alien said. “But that can wait for after Portland. I want the city to be showered in our love in two days.”

Agent Felicity shuddered. She had to warn the President about this. If they were moving up their plans, would the government and the military be ready to save the city? That's why the President sent me here, the new futanari reminded herself. She hated not letting the President know about the missionaries slipping through, but it was important that her cover remain intact and above suspicion. 

Every time a missionary slipped through, it proved to Helen and Ally, and to the alien, that she was useful. And she needed to be useful. But Portland was too important not to warn the President.

“We have all the cum necessary,” Dr. Zhao said as Dr. Catherine unrolled a map of the City of Portland, Oregon. “And the tests in Everett, Bellevue, Bellingham, and Yakima were all successful. And I expect to hear good results from Spokane in an hour or so. The devices work as expected.”

“Of course they do,” Ally said. “You're a genius, Dr. Zhao.”

Agent Felicity nodded in agreement as she turned to look at the map. Portland lay where the Willamette River, flowing north through the fertile Willamette Valley, entered the Columbia River which divided Washington and Oregon States on its journey west towards the Pacific Ocean. “And as you can see on this map, Dr. Catherine and I, with the help of our assistants, have calculated, based on estimated wind patterns projected for Portland, the best places to detonate the bombs. These four locations provide the greatest chance of exposing the entire city to futa-love in one go.”

“Wonderful,” Ariz'ana said. “I am continuously impressed by your work, Dr. Zhao.”

The Chinese scientist's cheeks darkened in a momentary blush and a smile almost twisted the corners of her lips. She pushed up her glasses as she turned to the alien, her small breasts jiggling. She was almost naked save for her white lab coat she wore. Her futa-dick thrust hard from a black bush.

Part of Agent Felicity wanted to suck on that cock.

Instead, she studied the map. The four sites were around downtown, not quite symmetrical. There were alternative sites listed in blue, and tertiary sites in green. “These other sites,” Agent Felicity said, touching the map, “are in case the weather patterns are not as expected.”

Dr. Zhao nodded. “Winds normally come from the east in Portland in early November. But they can shift. There aren't any major storms for the next two days, the forecast is for partly cloudy in the morning with clear skies by afternoon. If it were raining or storming, this would not work.”

“Yeah, a wind storm would fuck things up,” Ally said. “That one we had two days ago was so noisy. I thought the windows would break.” She gave Helen a grin. “Good thing you were there to hold me.”

Helen smiled. “Your first wind storm. They're nothing like a hurricane, but we get at least one a month if not more during autumn and winter. When I was a kid, we lost power for a week once.”

“Yes, fierce winds would be a detriment and rain would absolutely ruin the weapon,” Dr. Zhao said.

“Two days will give us great conditions,” Dr. Catherine said. “If Helen and Ally approve.”

“Of course they approve,” Ariz'ana said. “Right, my lovelies?”

“Of course,” Ally said with a gushing, gooey breathiness about her.

“Yeah,” Helen said.

“The problem is getting in position,” said Leann. “The Columbia River is a natural barrier. It's wide and deep and there's only two bridges across it into Portland. The I-5 and I-205 bridges.”

“Portland PD could try to barricade us,” Dr. Maura said, pointing at the bridges. “And we'd have to force our way through. Meanwhile, people could be fleeing the city while we're delayed. That would lessen the amount we convert.”

“That's not good,” Ally said.

“No, it is not,” Ariz'ana said. “Do you have solutions, Leann?”

“I do,” the black-haired futanari nodded. “The 2nd Ranger Battalion is stationed at JBLM. Almost the entire force has been gender-swapped or become futanari. They are skilled soldiers.”

“Sexy soldiers,” Ally purred, squirming, her eyes shooting to Specialist Amanda. She licked her lips.

Amanda blew her mistress a kiss back.

“Yes, yes, and sexy,” Leann said, a patient smile on her lips, the type a kindergarten teacher might have for her rambunctious charges, understanding they couldn't help themselves so accepting their antics with good cheer.

“With Black Hawk Helicopters, we can deploy them at choke points leading out of Portland, cutting off the city's core and its 650,000 of citizens from escaping while the Strykers of the 4th Brigade, 2nd Infantry hold back on our side of the river as reinforcements. In addition, we can deploy other soldiers in Chinook helicopters around the city to provide backup to the Rangers. They wouldn't have their heavy gear, but they would still be a strong force. I especially want to deploy them east of the city. It's also why I'd like two thirds of the 4th Brigade to cross the eastern I-205 bridge.”

“Why concentrate to the east?” Ariz'ana asked, blinking her vibrant-green eyes.

Shock flashed across Leann's face, surprised Ariz'ana didn't see the obvious.

Helen gave the alien a strange look. “Why, that's the direction of the U.S. Forces stationed in Idaho. If they... challenge us, it'll come from that direction.”

“But they won't,” Ally said. “They've been loathe to challenge us directly. They haven't even closed off Oregon from us.”

“The Rocky Mountains make a better defensive line,” Leann said. “But they can strike out into Oregon and be over the Cascade Mountains in a few hours. They'll notice our movement. We need to be prepared for theirs. Sadly, they have their jets patrolling over Oregon. We do not have air superiority.”

“But they won't attack us,” Ally insisted. “Because in an hour or so, we'll have the entire city of Portland converted. That's too many futas for them to deal with.”

Helen glanced at Leann.

“We'll have our soldiers protecting them if the military does attack,” Leann said. “I know you hated it when people die, but these are all soldiers. Volunteers. They joined up to protect and defend, and now that they're futas, they're honored to defend us.”

Specialist Amanda nodded her head. “We're all futa-patriots.”

Such dedication, Agent Felicity thought with a sigh. I have to let the President know about this. She'd left her phone in her room with Phillipa. As soon as she was alone with her gender-swapped lover, she'd contact the President. If we can defeat their military at Portland, then we can take the fight to them. 

“And once we have the city of Portland,” Ariz'ana said, “we'll be flooding your country with futanari and women carrying the potential of change, drenched in futa-love. They will all volunteer. Ally and I have been working on the perfect speech to inspire. It'll be an avalanche rolling from Portland and engulfing your entire country.”

“Isn't that wonderful?” sighed Liliana. “Right, Mistress Helen?”

Agent Felicity saw the momentary flicker of hesitation on Helen's face. Then a bright smile forced across her lips. “Of course. It'll be wonderful. So long as they volunteer, I'll support them.”

“That's wonderful,” breathed Ariz'ana, touching Helen's hand.

The blonde futanari's jaw tightened. Agent Felicity studied the minute body language the way she'd been trained to. She didn't think anyone else, not even Ally, had noticed it. She doesn't trust Ariz'ana. Maybe... Maybe Helen can be turned to the President's side. Bring her futanari harem to the side of the United States against Ariz'ana. 

Agent Felicity vowed to talk to Helen about that. To feel her out.


Chapter Twelve: Hot Wife Cafe

“I can't believe this is happening,” moaned the married woman as Isabel pressed her against the wall in the diner's small, single-use ladies' room. “You're really one of those futas.”

“Uh-huh,” moaned Isabel. They were in the Blue Spruce Diner in Geneva in south-eastern Idaho near the Wyoming border. “What do you think about us?”

“It's all so unbelievable,” the brunette said, a mature minx in a tight sweater and jeans. “Will I really become a futanari?”

“After you have sex with your husband,” Isabel groaned, her hands shoving up the woman's fuzzy sweater to brush her large tits contained in a bra. “He'll become a sexy woman and you'll be a futanari. And you'll spread to your neighbors. Their neighbors. You'll form your own little community of love, a small, quiet pocket just waiting for when Helen calls on you.”

“Helen...” the woman said.

Hearing the name spoken made Isabel shudder. Her futa-dick throbbed as the pain in her heart swelled. She needed pussy again or she'd drown. When she wasn't fucking Bev, she had to find other married women in the small towns they visited. They'd worked across Idaho, hitting a few every day. She'd fucked ten other married women, creating little cells of futas to grow and spread in these small towns in the Rocky Mountains, little pockets of futa-love. Like a cancer, but this was something good.

What's a good type of cancer? thought Isabel. Why does everything that spreads sound so nasty? Mold. Infection. Outbreak. Contamination. Disease. Why can't there be some good words for it like... I don't know. 

She squeezed the married woman's tits as she nuzzled at Maria's neck, sucking on the woman's flesh. Maria whimpered, her nipples so hard through her bra. Isabel shoved that up over the woman's tits, cupping Maria's pillowy mounds as she nibbled on the woman's neck.

Her futa-cock grew harder and harder. It throbbed in her panties beneath her skirt. She ground the bulge into the woman's body. Maria ran the diner with her husband, wearing a white apron over her jeans. He was cooking in the back, oblivious to the fact Isabel was cuckolding him.

“You're just so wet for my dick,” moaned the futanari. “Aren't you?”

“Yes,” whimpered the married woman. “I am. I haven't been this excited in years. I love my Jeremy, but... But it's gotten stale. And you... Oh, you're huge. They say futanari are hung, but, wow.”

“You want to feel my dick in your married cunt, don't you?” the Hispanic futanari moaned, her hands squeezing those pillowy tits so hard. “Say it!”

“I do!” groaned Maria, shuddering. “Just ramming into my cunt.”

“Your married cunt!”

“Yes, yes, yes, filling my married cunt! Fucking me so hard.” The woman shuddered. “Lord forgive me, but I want that.”

“Just going to violate your marriage vows for this, huh?” Isabel asked. She sprang back and hauled up her jean skirt, exposing her futa-dick twitching in her white panties. The tip thrust out the waistband, twitching with her heartbeat.

“Yes!” moaned Maria. She pulled at the strings of her apron ties as Isabel shoved down her panties, her dick flopping out. The futanari stroked it, watching the woman drop her apron to the floor then unsnap her jeans. She wiggled out of them, exposing sky-blue panties, the crotch drenched. Curling, brown hairs peeked out of the sides. “I need your dick in me so badly.” 

“Mmm, yes, you want my clit-dick plundering that cunt,” moaned Isabel. “Rip off those panties, bend over the sink, and I'll fuck you. You'll never cum harder. You'll love every moment of it.”

“Yes,” she whimpered as she shoved her panties down. They bunched around her ankles with her jeans. She turned around, her rump plump and jiggling. She bent over, brown bush glistening between her thighs, hiding her treasure. 

Isabel shuddered. She advanced forward, her body trembling. When she was in a woman's pussy, especially a married woman's cunt, she could forget all about that emptiness in her heart. It sucked at her, demanding to be filled, a great black hole beating inside her.

And for a few glorious minutes, it would feast on the delight of cuckolding the cook of this diner.

Isabel rubbed her dick's tip against the married woman's bush. Silky hairs caressed her crown, sending flutters down her futa-cock. Her pussy clenched. Juices ran down her thighs, just like they flooded out of the married slut before her.

“You're just a slut for my futa-cock now,” Isabel moaned, nudging her futa-dick up and down the woman's slit.

“I've never been a slut before,” the woman moaned. “Only had three men in my life. And two were in college before I met my Jeremy. But... Today... Today I'm a slut! Fuck me!”

The woman's fierce, horny face reflected back at Isabel in the mirror. Such hungry passion, a cougar needing to be fed a huge meal of futa-dick and girl-cum. Shuddering, Isabel gave Maria what she craved.

The futanari rammed her shaft into married cunt.

She groaned as she buried to the hilt in that tight pussy. Silky walls engulfed her dick. Pleasure surged around her cock. Her eyes rolled back in her head. Maria whimpered, her hips undulating, stirring her pussy around the futanari's dick.

Sending pleasure rippling down Isabel's shaft.

“Yes,” the futanari hissed, feeding her black hole beating in her chest. “That's what you need, slut!”

“I do!” she moaned. “I never knew it, but... Oh, Lord, you're stretching out my cunt. I never knew I could stretch and stretch. This is amazing.”

“Uh-huh,” Isabel panted. She rammed her girl-dick so hard and deep into hot pussy, pumping hard. Her crotch smacked that plump ass. Isabel smacked it. “Naughty wife.”

The woman's cunt clenched down on her thrusting dick. “I am!” Maria gasped. “Oh, yes, I'm such a naughty wife!”

SMACK!

Isabel loved the bright-red handprint she left on the woman's ass. Her hips thrust harder, making those butt-cheeks jiggle. Her dick ached and throbbed in the depths, her orgasm swelling faster and faster with every thrust.

SMACK!

“Dirty slut!” she snarled.

SMACK!

“Yes, yes, yes!” hissed Maria. “I'm such a dirty slut! Ooh, spank my naughty ass. It's so wicked of me to cheat on my husband!”

“Yes!” growled Isabel. “Why'd you do it?”

SMACK!

“Because your dick made me into a slut!” Maria groaned.

SMACK!

“That's not it!” moaned Isabel, pounding the woman so hard.

“Yes, yes, it is,” Maria gasped. “Your cock is amazing. It's making me feel so good!”

SMACK!

“You're a filthy coward!” Isabel spat, her hips pumping away so hard, emotions surging through her as the pleasure shot down her dick.

SMACK!

“Running away from her!”

“From whom?” moaned Maria, leaning over the sink. “Oh, Lord, that's good. Keep spanking me. I'm so bad!”

SMACK!

“Just an idiot!” howled Isabel. “You left her! You stupid idiot!”

SMACK!

“Fuck!”

Isabel rammed her girl-dick hard into the married woman's cunt. The pleasure shot down her shaft. Her breasts heaved in her blouse as her cum fired out of her cock. Spurt after spurt of futa-jizz flooded the married woman's snatch as pleasure surged through Isabel's body.

Tears fell down her cheeks.

“Oh, yes, you're cumming in me!” howled Maria. Her pussy spasmed about Isabel's dick. “That's so amazing. I love you so much, Isabel!”

Isabel groaned, sobbing, moaning, gasping in delight. Her cum pumped over and over out of her dick, basting the married woman's pussy. The tears burned hot tracks down her cheeks as everything swirled through her.

She spasmed, gripping Maria's hips. The married woman's cunt milked out every drop of cum from Isabel's dick. Her pleasure peaked through her. Then it withdrew, leaving her so empty. She shuddered, staring at her glistening face, her eyes puffy. She wiped at them.

“Fuck!” she snarled.

“I know,” cooed the woman. “Oh, Isabel, I love you so much. That was wonderful. I feel so amazing now.”

“Uh-huh,” Isabel said, pulling her futa-dick out of the woman's cunt. She stumbled back, bumping into the stall. “Bet you want to go fuck your husband now, huh?”

“Oh, I do,” she groaned. “I'm so... juicy right now. I want him in me. Lord, I've never been hornier for him before. But... I also just want to suck your dick. Can I... Please?”

Isabel looked away, feeling too exposed. She pressed her face into the stall door, her wet dick rubbing against the painted wood. “Just go fuck your husband. Become a futa.”

“Yes!” the woman moaned, so eager to obey.

Isabel banged her head against the stall door once Maria left. “Just a stupid puta, Isabel,” she hissed at herself. “Why did you think being away from her would be better?” 

BANG!

“Stupid!”

Her head throbbed. She sobbed for a few minutes, clinging to the stall door. She let her emotions bleed out of her until she felt hollow. The numb emptiness returned. She sniffed a few times, grimacing at the snot dribbling out of her nose.

She stumbled to the sink, splashed water on her face. When she felt... presentable, she slipped out into the diner. A few people were sitting at the bar, looking around for service. One, an old feller, smirked, after hearing the faint sounds of sex coming from the back.

Isabel spotted Bev and her husband, Neal, sitting at a booth. They were both peering out the windows with more than bored gazes. They had tense shoulders. Isabel frowned and walked over to them. She leaned over to stare out past the curtains hanging on the sides to the highway that ran through the center of town.

Military vehicles streamed by the window. Isabel's jaw dropped at the sight of the convoy. Trucks painted in beige and brown camouflage, bulky Humvees bristling with antennae, the tank-like Strykers with deadly machine guns mounted on top, and tanks, actual Abrams Tanks, rumbled by on their tracks, their main guns thrusting long before them. The convoy headed west towards Oregon. 

Isabel bit her lip, staring at it as she sank down into her seat, her stomach twisting. This didn't feel right. She knew there was a military screen to the west along the Rocky Mountains. Was this just reinforcing it? Or was the government doing something worse? Were they moving in to attack the futanari?

“We have to know what's going on,” Isabel said.

“I thought we had to head east,” Neal said, his normal deep rumble tighter, higher pitched. “I mean, that's our mission, right?”

“Our mission is whatever I say it is,” Isabel snapped. Her stomach twisted in fear for her blonde futanari. “We need to know what those soldiers are up to. We have to... to do some reconnaissance or something.”

“How?” Bev asked, giving Isabel such a supportive smile.

Isabel had no idea. But she would have to figure it out. She pulled out her cell phone, frowned. She had no bars and no 4G at all. Her stomach twisted again. She didn't like that one bit. She chewed her lip, looking around for a phone to use.

~   ~~   ~

“I thought you were working in the lab,” Helen said as she strolled through her dorm building's lobby, about to head out for her morning walk despite the downpour. Helen's favorite toy, Cassie, trailed along behind her, naked and dripping in the blonde's futa-cum, her braces flashing as she grinned.

“I was,” Dr. Catherine said as she shook her lab coat, water dripping off of it. Rain poured outside the glass doors at the entrance of the dorm, turning everything into a dreary murk. “But then Ariz'ana showed up, and Dr. Zhao kicked me and my research assistant out. She only kept Dr. Gabby, Dr. Sara, and her own whores.”

“What?” frowned Helen. “Why?”

“Dr. Zhao said it was an important project for Ariz'ana herself. Because it's so sensitive, it has to be kept to a minimum number of people. It was like she didn't trust me, Helen.”

The blonde futanari's eyebrows tightened. Ariz'ana must have sensed my reluctance to help. And if she's working with Dr. Zhao... 

That twisted Helen's stomach. She'd heard full well the terrible experiments the Chinese scientist had run at Project STARFALL. She had little regard for human life before her change, and Helen wondered if that coldness had carried over when she became a futanari. Helen believed Dr. Zhao wouldn't have any scruples when it came to a plan that would put women and futanari at risk just to spread their love.

“I need my cell phone,” Helen said. Naked, she didn't have it on her. More and more she was going around without clothing, embracing the new life as a futanari. Her body could withstand greater temperature extremes without ill-effect. Dr. Catherine had been diving into that research, suspecting that futanari's increased production of semen had the added benefit of generating excess body heat useful during cold periods.

“I'll go get it, Helen,” Cassie said. The former virgin turned and darted away, her pigtails bouncing behind her as she raced to the elevator.

“What do you think it means?” Val asked. The brunette cheerleader lounged nearby, arms folded beneath her pillowy tits.

“I don't know,” Helen said, biting her lip. “I'm sure it's nothing.”

“I'm sure,” April said. The slender, Chinese cheerleader traced the winged triangle tattooed on her flat stomach, her dick half-hard. “Dr. Zhao is sooooo trustworthy.”

“I know, she gives me the heebie-jeebies,” Rhonda said, the Black cheerleader running a hand through her frizzy hair.

Moira nodded, the redheaded cheerleader's big tits jiggling.

Footsteps slapped in the stairwell. A moment later, Cassie burst into the lobby, Helen's cell phone in hand. Out of breath, the girl just thrust it at Helen then bent over, her small tits flushed. She grasped her knees, sucking in breaths.

“Thank you,” Helen said brightly. Then she swiped her screen, found her favorite number to call.

It rang and rang and rang.

“Oh, hey, Helen,” Ally answered, her voice strained. The loud sound of sucking echoed in the background. “You're still coming over for... for dinner?”

“I am,” Helen said, feeling the tingling sensation from Ally. “Who's sucking your cock?”

“Lina,” she answered.

Helen's mind had a flash of Ally's vision, staring down her prone body, past her large tits, to the Black girl. Lina—a tall, almost Amazonian beauty—bobbed her mouth up and down that ivory shaft while fingers plunged over and over into Ally's snatch.

“No, no, I'm still coming over. I just have a question for you.”

“Shoot,” Ally said. “Mmm, I'm about to.”

Helen smiled. “So, uh, do you know this top secret project Ariz'ana has Dr. Zhao working on?”

“Oh, yes, it's something really complicated and important. A way for us to get everyone on our side or something.” Ally shuddered. “Oh, Lina, yes, you're going to make me explode with that naughty mouth. I love it.”

“But... why did they kick out Dr. Catherine?”

“Delicate work,” panted Ally. “Dr. Zhao said... She said... Oh, fuck!”

Helen felt Ally's orgasm, the cum pumping out of the redheaded futa's cock and into the Black futa's hungry mouth. Ally's pussy convulsed, making Helen's own itch in delight. She squirmed her hips, hearing Ally's gasps and moans as she unloaded so much jizz into her sex slave's mouth, just filling her mouth to the brim with all that yummy cum. 

Helen sucked in a deep breath, her futa-dick at full erection now. Cassie fell to her knees and just lapped at the tip like a naughty girl eating an ice cream cone. Pleasure fluttered down Helen's dick. She bit her lip, shifting her hips.

“Oh, wow, Helen, Lina can suck dick!” Ally groaned. “What were we talking about?”

“Why Dr. Zhao doesn't need Dr. Catherine's help.”

“Because she has all the help she needs. Dr. Zhao needs as few people in the lab as possible. And those that are there have to obey without hesitation, and Dr. Catherine isn't one of Dr. Zhao's harem. Besides, Dr. Catherine has her own important work, right?”

“Well, yeah,” Helen said. “You sure?”

“I'm sure,” Ally said. “That's why we have two awesome futa-scientists. So they can help us out with multiple projects. I hope you're not thinking something bad of Ariz'ana again.”

“No, no,” Helen quickly said. “I'm not.”

“Okay,” Ally said. Then she squealed. “Lina, you naughty slut. Mmm, lick my pussy.”

Helen hung up.

“I have Dr. Maura on the line,” Val said, holding up her cell phone. “I gave her a quick update.”

“Thank you, Val,” Helen said, smiling. Her cheerleaders knew her well. She took the phone. “Dr. Maura.”

“I hear Dr. Zhao's being naughty,” the Irish doctor said.

“I'm sorry to bother you while you're getting ready for tomorrow,” Helen said. “But Ally doesn't really know what's going on in the lab.”

“And you don't trust Dr. Zhao,” Dr. Maura said. “I'm giving you over to Leann. She has an idea.”

There was a shuffling sound then Leann said, “Hey, I have just the thing to figure out what's going on.”

“What?” Helen asked.

“At my house, I have security cameras.” Leann used to run a security company, providing alarms and surveillance cameras for homes and businesses. “Some are quite small. Choose your best tech-minded futanari and when Dr. Zhao eventually leaves the lab, have them slip in and set up the cameras. Dr. Catherine can monitor what they record and figure out what's going on.” 

“You are amazing!” Helen said in such relief. “Thank you!”


Chapter Thirteen: Harem Love

Agent Felicity groaned as she slid her futa-cock into Phillipa's asshole. She loved that amazing sensation of slipping into her gender-swapped slave's bowels. To penetrate the velvety sheath was just such a thrill. Her body lay atop Phillipa's, her crotch pressing against the woman's curving rump. She had every inch of her girl-dick buried into that velvety heaven now.

She drew her hips back, the pleasure surging through her. Her pussy clenched, pussy juices dripping down her shaft. She slammed back in, her cream helping to lube the way along with her precum.

“Yes,” Phillipa groaned, taking that dick. “Ooh, yes, I love it. Pound my body with your cock! You're going to save the country, and I get to be fucked by you.”

“I am,” Agent Felicity moaned, her hips pumping away, driving her girl-dick faster and harder into her. “I'm going to save the country and stop all these naughty futas.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” panted Phillipa. “That will be soooo hot. You'll change everything. I know you will. You're amazing, Felicity.”

Her crotch smacked into that delicious rump. Her round breasts rubbed into Phillipa's supple back. Her nipples throbbed, drinking in the sensation of her flesh. She buried over and over into her, just filling her to the brim. It sent such dizzy pleasure shooting through the futa. She groaned, her pussy clenching hard.

Every stroke shot delight through her body. She drank it in, reveling in it. Her body shuddered with every plunge of her hard cock. It made her feel so good. So wonderful. She whimpered, her eyes rolling back in her head.

“I'm going to pump you full of cum before the entire nation!” Agent Felicity gasped. “When the President gives me my Medal of Freedom, I'll have you up there with me. Then I'll sodomize you in the Rose Garden. Let everyone know you're my slave.”

“Yes!” howled Phillipa, her bowels clenching so hard. “I want that so badly. The President will—”

Agent Felicity's door burst open. “I need to speak to you!” Helen declared, striding in with the imperious majesty of a queen. An empress. And then ruined it by clapping her hands over her mouth and saying, “Ooh, sorry.”

“It's okay,” Agent Felicity groaned, unable to stop her thrusts, the pleasure surging through her. “Did you need something?”

“I need to talk,” Helen said, moving into the room. “I think... I think Ariz'ana is doing something behind my back. Something she doesn't want me to know about. And...”

“And you don't know what to do about it?”

The blonde futanari nodded. She sat down on the other bed in the dorm room, absently pushing up her glasses. She bit her lip, staring at the FBI agent fucking her gender-swapped slave. The presence of Helen just inflamed Agent Felicity's lusts.

She buried her cock into Phillipa's asshole and groaned. Her cum exploded into the woman's ass. Rapture shot through the futa-agent. She groaned and gasped, her brown hair swaying about her face as ecstasy danced through her thoughts. That amazing bliss flooded through her. It had her shuddering in utter delight.

Phillipa groaned, her bowels writhing about Agent Felicity's cock, milking her dick of every drop of futa-spunk. Felicity shuddered, nuzzling into her slave's neck as Helen waited patiently for them to finish.

What a strange world, floated through Agent Felicity's mind. It's like she's waiting for me to get off the phone. 

“Mmm, sorry for making you wait,” Agent Felicity said, realizing she shouldn't have kept fucking but attended to Helen. I have to love her.  

“It's okay.”

“Well, do you think Ally will believe you?”

“I don't know. Ally... She doesn't see Ariz'ana as... as...” She floundered for the right word.

“Ambivalent to humans?”

Helen shivered. “You've noticed.”

“I'm trained to. I don't think anyone else has.” Excitement shivered through the FBI Agent. This was her chance. “But... Do you think Ariz'ana could be a threat to what we're doing? To spreading futa-love across the world?”

“Not a threat,” Helen said. “But her methodology... I'm just afraid she's going to get too many people hurt. Killed.” Helen washed her hands. “I just... I'm responsible for all of you. You worship and love me. That's something important. I can't abuse that. Your lives just aren't toys for me to make use of. But Ariz'ana... I don't think she cares about humans. She just wants to make us all into futanari.”

“Why?” asked Agent Felicity.

“I...” Helen blinked. “Because she wants to make humans better and...” The futanari frowned. “But if that were the case, wouldn't she like us?”

“Maybe there are others who believe in the mission and just sent an operative that doesn't,” Agent Felicity said. “Or they have another reason for turning us all into futanari.”

“What?”

“Invasion? If they convert the entire population into futanari, maybe it will be easier for them to take over.”

Helen bit her lip. “Or they just want to help us. We are making the world a better place.” 

“Then maybe... Maybe you don't need Ariz'ana to do it.” Agent Felicity trembled as she rolled off her sex slave. She padded across the room and knelt before Helen. She rubbed the blonde's thighs, staring up at her. “Maybe... You'll have to move against her. For the good of us all.”

“I can't do that without Ally,” Helen gasped.

She's not ready for that. Not yet. “Then get the evidence that you need to convince her.” 

“I am,” Helen said.

“Then we need to be ready. Have our own plans. Your harem will support you.” Agent Felicity smiled up at her. “I will support you. I can help guide you through this. To make the right decisions.” 

Helen took a deep breath. “You might be right.” Then she shouted, “Cassie, I want my harem here as soon as possible. Dr. Maura and Leann, too. The cheerleaders, Dr. Catherine, Professor Little, Deputy Svetlana, and the Double D Girls. Bring in Isabel's women, too.”

Cassie shoved her head through the dorm room's door and, her braces flashing between her pink lips, exclaimed, “I'm on it, Helen!”

~   ~~   ~

An hour later, Helen trembled as she stared at the women crowding the gym. Her Double D girls watched over the doors while her expanded Harem crowded the blue tumbling mats. All eight members of the cheer squad; the various female Yakima deputies and their gender-swapped spouses; Carly and Lindsey with Isabel's closest slaves; Dr. Maura and Leann with their harem, which included Colonel Bee; Dr. Catherine; and Professor Little with her harem of coed slaves that she'd gathered.

“Sergeant Frita,” she said to the commander of the Double D girls, the special forces soldiers they'd gender-swapped and recruited. The gorgeous, mature futa stood by her wife, Ashley, another delicious MILF. “Are we secure here?”

“We are, ma'am,” the husky voice of the sergeant answered, sounding at once like purring silk and yet with the cadence of a gruff drill instructor. 

“Wonderful,” Helen said, looking around at the women and futa gathered here. There were so many more in her harem, millions at this point, but these had all sprouted out from the initial women she'd loved here at the University of Puget Sound. The ones she could trust most. “What we're talking about today can't leave this room. You can't tell any of your lesser slaves or any of Ally's harem.

“You can't even tell Ally.”

Gasped shocks ran through the room. A buzzing that had Helen trembling with the enormity of what was happening. She was really going to do this. She was really going to plot against Ariz'ana. I have to convince Ally of the truth. What is going on in the lab has to be important. 

“We need to be ready,” Helen said, “to move against Ariz'ana.”

Even more gasps. Shock rippled across their faces. Helen's heart clenched. She glanced at Agent Felicity standing nearby with Phillipa. The woman gave her a supportive nod. She turned back to face her women. The cheerleaders were all resolute, as were Dr. Maura and Leann.

“I don't suggest this lightly,” Helen continued. “But, I fear, Ariz'ana doesn't want the best for us futanari. She doesn't care how many of us die. Tomorrow, we're taking Portland. But what's next? She wants us to expand the missionaries, to all but order every woman and futa under our love to go out there and convert. To just unleash a horde of a million sex-crazed futas upon the United States. That will provoke the government. They will have to respond with force.

“People will get hurt.”

“What about Ally?” Dr. Maura asked.

“We'll convince her not to be so reckless,” Helen said.

“And if you can't?” Leann asked, giving Helen a direct look. “What then?”

Helen trembled. She didn't want to face that. She didn't even want to think it. She glanced at Agent Felicity once more. The woman gave her a sad look and nodded her head. Helen trembled. She had such responsibility. All those lives were in her hands, like Trish and Eden's were.

She sucked in a deep breath. “If... If we can't, then we'll have to move on Ally.”

“And that's what we're really going to plan,” Leann said, her eyes sharp, perceptive.

Helen shuddered in realization. If she had Ally on her side, dealing with Ariz'ana would be easy. The futanari and women in their massive harems would simply order their followers to imprison the alien or something. But with half under Ally's control...

It would be civil war.

“Yes,” Helen said, her body trembling. Her legs buckled. She couldn't believe she was even thinking about moving against the futanari she loved. Tears burned her eyes. The world spun around her at the enormity of it.

And then Dr. Maura seized the trembling futanari. She pulled Helen's face to her ample bosom, rocking her like a mother. Helen clung to the doctor, savoring the caresses down her hair, the motherly touches that reassured her.

“You don't have to do this alone,” Dr. Maura whispered. “We're all here for you.”

“We are,” Lindsey said, hugging her from the side.

Carla joined them a moment later. “We'll support you. If Isabel were here, she'd be ready to kick ass for you.”

Helen shuddered. Why did I let Isabel leave? I need her right now. She would have the fire to burn away my fear. 

“Every single one of us will support you,” Sergeant Frita said.

“You have my deputies,” Deputy Svetlana said, the blonde futa-cop nodding her head.

Helen looked around to see them all rising. The members of her college's swim team Isabel recruited, UPS's volleyball team Helen had recruited during the school-wide orgy, Professor Little and her harem of coeds, and more. They all swarmed around her. A press of hot flesh. Of love.

If she had to face her futa-lover to protect them, she would. She was responsible for them all. And that was more important than her own heart. She knew now they would support her. They would love her. They would help her heal if the worst should happen.

“Thank you,” she said, nuzzling into Dr. Maura's big tits, her futa-dick growing hard.

“Just let us love you,” whispered the Irish doctor. “Because we do, Helen.”

“We all love you,” Agent Felicity said.

“Mmm, yes,” Carla moaned. The gender-swapped futa squeezed Helen's rear. “Let us all love you right now.”

Those fingers slid into her butt-crack and found her asshole. Helen shuddered, the tingles racing to her futa-dick. It throbbed so hard against Dr. Maura's thigh. She nuzzled into the futa-doctor's soft tits, kissing their inner slopes, breathing in the woman's wonderful musk.

She squeezed and kneaded those tits. She cupped them in her hands as Carla's finger penetrated Helen's asshole. The blonde futanari whimpered in utter delight. Her pussy clenched, juices soaking into her bush.

Then someone nuzzled at her snatch, licking it. She loved that. It felt so wonderful. A soft tongue that slid through her folds. Pleasure fluttered through her body. She found Dr. Maura's nipple, sucking on the fat nub as the orgy erupted around her.

Futanari loving futanari. Women loving women. To Helen, this was how the world should be.

Carla fingered Helen's asshole faster while the unknown futa—Is that Lindsey? wondered Helen—worked her tongue deep into the blonde futanari's snatch. Helen moaned about Dr. Maura's nipple as the pleasure surged through her snatch. 

“Mmm, that's it,” Dr. Maura purred, still stroking Helen's braided hair. “Oooh, yes, you are such a naughty lass.”

“She is,” Leann said.

Dr. Maura's body shook and she let out a groaning, “Umph.” Flesh slapped flesh and Helen knew Leann enjoyed her redheaded wife's treats. Dr. Maura twitched and squirmed, her hand tightening on Helen's French braid.

“Ooh, yes, my love,” the Irish doctor groaned, her brogue accent growing thicker. “Just sneaking into my backdoor.”

“You know I love to,” Leann groaned.

“That sounds like fun,” Carla said. Her finger suddenly pulled out of Helen's asshole.

A moment later, her futa-dick replaced it.

Helen moaned about the Irish doctor's nipple as the thick shaft slid into her bowels. She shuddered, such heat surging through her. She shuddered, stirring her ass around as the pleasure surged through her. The delicious rapture shot through her body. She whimpered and moaned, her hips stirring it around inside of her, rubbing her own futa-dick on Dr. Maura's thighs.

The velvety friction sent such heat surging through Helen's body. Her pussy clenched on Lindsey's probing tongue. She loved the feel of it fluttering through her snatch as Carla reamed her asshole. She shuddered, the thrust forcing her against Dr. Maura.

Helen popped her mouth off the doctor's nipple, staring up at her green eyes. “Ooh, yes, we're both taking it in the ass, aren't we?”

“Yes, we are, dearie,” Dr. Maura moaned, pulling Helen tight against her.

Helen's small breasts, just firm cones, pressed into the pillowy mounds of the futa-doctor. She loved the feel, squirming against sexy Dr. Maura. Their girl-cocks rubbed together, throbbing between their bellies now. Carla and Leann's thrusts kept them pressed tight.

“Isn't this just cozy?” Dr. Maura asked, a twinkle in her eyes.

“It is,” Helen beamed. “Like when I would come into your doctor's office. For those 'medical procedures.'”

“I made you cum for the first time ever,” the futa-doctor breathed, looking so proud of that fact. “Stroking that huge girl-cock. I was such a slut for it.”

“Such a slut,” Leann moaned. “Cheating on me. Enjoying that delicious girl-cum behind my back.”

“I know, it was so wicked of me!”

Helen just smiled, her pain and fear fading away as her harem writhed in passion. Moans echoed across the room as futas and women loved each other. Futas rammed their girl-dicks into mouths, pussies, and assholes. Tits were sucked, holes were licked, and mouths were kissed. Some sixty-nined, sucking on each other's girl-dick. Others rode big dicks while taking a second in their ass, and sometimes a third in their mouth.

Sergeant Frita moaned and gasped as her futa-wife fucked her doggy-style. Deputy Svetlana had her gender-swapped futa-wife and Professor Little sucking on her girl-dick while Mercedes, a blonde cheerleader, fucked her hard from behind.

“Oh, Helen, yes,” Carla moaned, hugging Helen and pressing tits into the blonde's back. “Your ass... Oh, yes, I love your ass.”

“As much as Lindsey's?” asked Helen.

“She loves my ass, too,” moaned Carla's futa-girlfriend into Helen's snatch.

“Good!” Helen moaned, pleasure rippling through her, assaulting her from every direction.

She loved being sandwiched between the two futanari. Carla's round breasts rubbed on her back, her nipples so hard, while Dr. Maura's large tits pillowed into her breasts. Her small nipples brushed fat nubs, sending sparks down to her futa-dick and pussy. Lindsey's tongue lapped and swirled, teasing Helen's snatch while Carla fucked her clit-dick faster and faster into the depths of her bowels.

The different sensations all surged to the tip of her girl-dick trapped between her stomach and Dr. Maura's. The redheaded futanari's shaft twitched against Helen's. They both groaned and gasped, staring into each other's eyes as the pleasure built and built in them.

“We're going to coat each other in spunk,” Helen moaned.

“And then we'll get licked clean by the horny futas around us.”

“I'll lick you clean!” moaned April from nearby as she rode Evelyn, a brassy-haired cheerleader, hard and fast, April's huge girl-dick smacking into her partner's stomach.

“Yes!” Helen moaned, her bowels clenching hard on Carla's dick.

The gender-swapped futanari rammed into Helen's bowels hard. The force sent a wave of heat washing to Helen's pussy. To her ovaries. They tightened. Her cum boiled inside of her. The blonde futanari gasped as her orgasm exploded through her.

Cum fired out of her cock. It shot up between their bodies. That hot cream spilled between them. Dr. Maura moaned a moment later. Then her salty jizz joined Helen's. The blonde felt the doctor's dick pulsing with her eruption, brushing Helen's own cock.

It felt so divine to her. Just utterly wonderful. She savored it. “Oh, Dr. Maura!”

“I know!” the futa-doctor panted. “It's so good.”

“Uh-huh,” Carla gasped, driving her cock in and out of Helen's writhing bowels. “Oh, shoot!”

Hot cum spurted into Helen's ass. Her bowels drank it in. She whimpered, her pussy spasming so hard, giving Lindsey a delicious flood of cream to devour. Helen spasmed against Dr. Maura, their tits pressed tight, their passions exploding through the air.

“Shit!” Leann groaned, her face twisting with rapture over Dr. Maura's shoulder.

“Yes, yes, bathe me in your cum, my love!” gasped Dr. Maura.

“Oh, Helen,” panted Carla as the last of her cum spurted into the blonde's bowels. She pulled her futa-dick out of Helen with a noisy plop. “That was amazing.”

A perverse hunger seized the blonde futanari. She spun around, forcing Lindsey to fall backward and away from her. She fell to her knees beside Lindsey. Helen seized Carla's dick, smelling her own sour musk staining the futanari's dick. With a moan, she licked at the tip, loving the naughty flavor while cum dribbled out of her asshole.

“Yum,” Lindsey moaned and went for a new hole of Helen's to enjoy.

Helen shuddered as Lindsey parted her butt-cheeks. With cum dripping down her body, Helen sucked on the tip of Carla's dick, cleaning off her own asshole. Then Lindsey's tongue swirled around the blonde futanari's asshole, licking up the jizz bubbling out of her hole.

Helen groaned about Carla's dick at the wicked pleasure shooting through her. Lindsey's lips sealed about Helen's asshole, sucking hard. Helen squirmed at the naughty sensation. The delight caused her to bob her mouth up and down Carla's dick, making the gender-swapped futa squirm.

“Mmm, there's that cum,” April moaned, the Chinese futanari ducking beneath Helen to lap up the combined spunk dribbling from her tits and down her stomach.

Helen shuddered as that hot, wet tongue lapped up her stomach to her tits, gathering the mix of her and Dr. Maura's spunk. She shuddered, the naughty sensations swirling through her. She sucked so hard on Carla's cock, cleaning off more and more of her own sour musk.

Lindsey purred in delight, her tongue probing into Helen's asshole now, licking up more spunk. Helen wiggled her hips, her futa-cock swaying beneath her as the pleasure swirled through her. Perhaps the movement attracted April's attention because she went south, lapping across Helen's stomach to her blonde bush.

She wants it fresh from the source now, the futanari thought as April reached her pussy folds and her clit-dick. 

“Mmm,” April purred as she nuzzled up Helen's shaft. She kissed and smooched until she reached the spongy tip.

Helen moaned about Carla's dick, her body shuddering as April sucked so hard on her cock. The blonde bobbed her head fast, her body squirming, new delight brewing in her. Carla groaned, gripping Helen's braid.

“You're just so loving,” Carla moaned. “We're with you. All the way!”

“Uh-huh,” groaned Lindsey. “We love you, Helen.”

“Love you!” someone moaned.

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped someone else.

“Ooh, fuck my pussy! Just pound it. Both of you! Oh, god, you're stretching me out.”

“Do you like my tits sliding up and down your dick? Of course you do!”

“Wow! Wow, fist me! Just ram that fist into my cunt. Holy shit! I'm going to explode!”

“Drink down every drop of my futa-cum! You don't want to miss a drop.”

Helen loved all the sounds. She sucked and slurped on Carla's cock while pleasure surged through her own body. It came from her clit-dick buried in April's mouth and from her asshole plundered by Lindsey's naughty tongue.

The blonde whimpered about the thick cock in her mouth. Her toes curled. She shuddered and trembled. She came closer and closer to exploding. It swirled through her ovaries. So much love burst in the air.

Just utter passion.

Her futa-dick erupted. She pumped her salty jizz into April's mouth. Rapture shot through her with every spurt. She moaned about Carla's shaft, sucking so hard. Her butt-cheeks clenched, her asshole squeezing down on Lindsey's probing tongue. April purred in delight, swallowing every drop that pumped into her mouth.

“Helen!” groaned Carla. She gripped Helen's braid hard. “Ooh, you're the best futanari in the world!”

I am, Helen thought. I love you all. I will protect you all! No matter what. 

As Helen trembled, the pleasure surging through her body, hot cum pumped into her mouth. Spurt after spurt of the salty treat filled her. She loved it. She gulped it down as she whimpered about it. Her pleasure peaked, her own cock pumping a final swallow into April's grateful mouth.

“So good,” April groaned after popping her mouth off Helen's dick. “Oh, that was such a delightful treat.”

Carla squirmed above her, bucking and writhing. She moaned out her rapture. Her breasts bounced. They looked like so much fun to play with. Helen gulped down the last of Carla's spunk and lunged at the dark-haired futanari.

“Helen!” Carla squealed as they tumbled down to the mats. Helen mounted Carla and rammed her girl-dick into the other futa's hot snatch. “Thank you!”

“You're welcome,” Helen purred. She grinned down at Carla, pumping her hips hard, driving her girl-dick in and out of her snatch. More tears burned in Helen's eyes as the joy surged through her. She rose, her small tits jiggling, her hands cupping Carla's ass and lifting her rump with her. Helen plunged hard into the other futanari as she surveyed the orgy.

She smiled at what she saw. All the passion surging around her. She sucked in a deep breath, finding the strength to protect them all. Her braid bounced behind her, dancing across her back as she fucked Carla as hard as she could.

“Can I take you from behind?” Donna asked, the redheaded volleyball player stroking her girl-dick.

“Yes!” Helen moaned, eager for that delight.


Chapter Fourteen: Drowning in Love

Agent Felicity shuddered in the press of the orgy. She had lost track of how long it had happened or whom she had fucked. Her pussy and asshole dripped with futa-spunk. More caked her round breasts, smeared across her firm rump, and matted her brown hair. She just loved whatever futanari or, more rarely, woman she found.

And they loved her.

Never in her life had Agent Felicity experienced something like this. Unconditional passion. No strings. No requirements. No demands. Just pleasure. Union. Rapture.

“Helen!” she gasped, hardly recognizing the blonde futanari. So much jizz smeared Helen's petite body. It coated her perky tits. Pools of it ran down her flat stomach, filling her cute bellybutton. She had a fresh facial coating her pretty features.

Hunger surged through Agent Felicity to love this petite creature.

“Mmm, Agent Felicity,” Helen moaned, spreading her thighs. Her cock glistened with pussy cream, the only part of her body that didn't appear to be covered by cum. By plunging it into hot cunt, she'd washed it clean. Her snatch and blonde bush, on the other hand, was a mess of the pearly cream. A flood poured out of her, making a puddle on the blue mat beneath her ass. Her normally tight slit gaped open from the number of cocks she'd taken.

“Just slide on in,” Helen smiled. “I need to love you, too.”

“Yes!” Agent Felicity said, her athletic body draping over Helen. Her futa-cock nudged the blonde's before she adjusted her hips, moving it lower.

And found that sloppy pussy.

“Oh, Agent Felicity, thank you,” Helen said. “You gave me such strength.”

The FBI agent beamed at Helen as her girl-cock pressed forward, sliding her dick into the blonde futanari. Rapture engulfed Agent Felicity's shaft. She felt all the cum inside Helen's snatch. It swam in her. So naughty. It made her shudder as she went deeper and deeper into that delicious snatch. The hole embraced her. It gripped her girl-dick in silky delight.

Such love shone in Helen's eyes as her slender arms wrapped about Agent Felicity's neck. She didn't fight Helen as the blonde pulled her down for a kiss. Their lips met. Salt flavored their passion. Helen's snatch clenched down on Agent Felicity's pumping dick, sending more delight rippling through her body.

Agent Felicity didn't fuck the younger futanari hard like she had the others in the orgy. She went slow, savoring the blonde's embrace and the heat of their kiss. Worship beat in her heart. She probed her tongue into Helen's mouth, their cum-stained bodies pressed tight. Their tits slipped around each others', lubed by the spunk staining them both.

This is amazing, Agent Felicity thought as she kept kissing Helen. She never wanted this to stop. For the pleasure to end. 

And then it got better.

“Mmm, this ass needs to be plundered,” the purring tones of Leann said.

Agent Felicity shuddered as another futanari joined their love. Leann's thick cock slid between the FBI agent's butt-cheeks, searching for that puckered sphincter. Agent Felicity drove her girl-dick into the depths of Helen's snatch when Leann's tip found her destination.

“Yep, this hole needs to be enjoyed, too,” Leann groaned.

Agent Felicity broke the kiss with Helen, moaning, “Yes!”

The joy only increased. For the first time since becoming a futanari, she felt... complete. Like she'd been lacking something. And she hadn't even realized it. But as Leann's cock slid into her bowels, pressing Agent Felicity tight into Helen, she moaned out in delight.

“Love me! Both of you! Love me!”

“We will,” Helen said, her futa-dick throbbing against Agent Felicity's stomach. “You're one of us!”

“I am!” the FBI agent gasped, her bowels clenching down on Leann's dick.

“Now let's drive Helen wild,” Leann groaned, drawing back her girl-cock through the velvety embrace of Agent Felicity's anal sheath.

“Yes!”

Together, Leann and Agent Felicity found a hot rhythm. They pumped their hips together, working to enjoy each other. Then Leann would thrust forward hard, driving Felicity's dick into the sloppy depths of Helen's pussy. The blonde futanari would whimper, her futa-cock twitching against Agent Felicity's stomach.

“Yes, yes, yes, pound her asshole,” Helen whimpered. “Love her, Leann!”

“While she loves you!” groaned Leann.

Those words sounded so wonderfully right. The way everything should be. It was so simple to Agent Felicity as she fucked Helen and was ass-fucked by Leann. To just love without restrain. To revel in pleasure with those who shared her purpose.

She kissed Helen again, tasting more spunk but also the blonde's sweetness. Their tongues dueled. Helen's slender body trembled beneath Agent Felicity. A futa-dick throbbed on her stomach, twitching every time she buried into Helen's hot cunt.

The silky grip of pussy drove Agent Felicity wild. She whimpered into the kiss, the pleasure building and building in her ovaries. And they drank in the heat of the velvety friction burning in her asshole from the hard plunges of Leann's dick.

“Oh, that's it,” Leann groaned, her crotch smacking into Agent Felicity's ass, driving her cock hard into Helen's snatch. “That ass is loving my dick.”

It is, thought Agent Felicity, unwilling to break her kiss with Helen to comment. She felt too amazing to ever want this to stop.

Then Helen shuddered beneath her. Delight rippled about Agent Felicity's futa-dick. Hot pussy convulsed around her girth. At the same moment, more hot cum bathed their sticky bodies. Spurts fired from Helen's twitching girl-dick, splattering their stomachs and breasts.

“Helen must have cum!” gasped Leann, “because your asshole just puckered tight.”

Leann thrust harder into Agent Felicity's clenching bowels. The rapture rippling around her girl-dick had her pleasure building so swiftly. The FBI agent groaned into Helen's lips as her orgasm came closer and closer.

Leann slammed into Agent Felicity's asshole. She rammed into Helen's convulsing snatch.

Her lips broke contact with Helen's, words screaming out of her mouth as she came: “I love you, Helen!”

Her asshole writhed about Leann's dick, convulsing while her dick flooded passion into Helen's already drenched pussy. The FBI agent moaned out in delight, stars bursting across her vision as she spurted so much cum into the blonde futanari.

“That's it!” grunted Leann, hammering the cumming FBI agent's asshole. “That's the rapture. You're loving each other!”

“And you're loving me!” Agent Felicity moaned.

“Of course! You're one of us!”

“I am!”

“Yes!” Helen groaned. “I love you, too, Agent Felicity!”

The futa-agent's cock spurted harder. Her cum jetted into Helen's pussy as ecstasy fired into her mind. It drowned her. Then Leann buried into her bowels, flooding her asshole with another load of futa-spunk.

This is perfect, Agent Felicity thought. This is amazing. I never want this to end! 

~   ~~   ~

“You look bushed.”

“I feel bushed,” Helen answered Ally. She threw herself down on Ally's bed in the sorority house. It was a queen-size bed, larger than the twin Helen had in her dorm room.

“Well, that orgy you held went on for four hours.” Ally giggled. “And let me tell you, that set me off. Me and my sorority girls painted this house in futa-cum.”

“I smelled all that yummy spunk,” Helen smiled as she squirmed on her belly, her futa-dick soft beneath her. She grabbed a pillow, hugging it to her face. “It gave dinner such a wonderful aroma.”

“Mmm, didn't it?” Ally said.

Helen gasped as Ally straddled her butt, her ticklish pubic hair rubbing on the blonde futanari's rump. Ally wiggled to get settled, her futa-cock feeling so hard as it rested in the groove of Helen's spine.

Before Helen could ask what her futa-love was up to, the redhead's fingers dug into her shoulders, massaging her flesh. She let out a purring moan of delight as Ally kneaded sore muscles. Helen closed her eyes, head resting on her hands folded beneath her.

“That's nice,” the blonde said.

“Tere taught it to me,” Ally said. “She made me just float away the first time.”

“Uh-huh,” Helen groaned, relaxing into her lover's massage, not wanting to worry about Portland tomorrow. It would be a long day. Things could go terribly wrong.

And she didn't want to think about it. She didn't want to talk about it. She wanted to pretend she and Ally were just two futanari who loved each other. Two normal college students who didn't have the fate of mankind resting on their shoulders.

All those lives...

A smile crept across Helen's face as her futa-lover worked lower and lower. Sometimes, Ally slid her thumbs up and down the muscles, other times she worked specific spots, the tension of her flesh, her body relaxing more and more.

Ally worked lower and lower, forcing her body to scoot down Helen. That ticklish bush rubbed across her ass then the redhead's clit-dick rested right on her butt-crack. As Ally worked, Helen's rump relaxed, that thick cock sinking between those hemispheres until she had savored the feel of it between them.

“Ooh, yes, this is nice,” Ally said, her hips pumping, sliding her cock between Helen's butt-cheeks.

The spongy tip caressed the blonde's flesh and the shaft rubbed on her sphincter, sending naughty delight through her body. “It is.”

As Ally pumped her hips, Helen's arousal grew. Her pussy grew itchier and itchier. Her dick swelled hard, pinned beneath her body and the bed. She bit her lip, letting out little whimpers as the juices flowed out of her snatch, soaking into her bush.

Ally's fingers dug harder and harder, working at Helen's lower back. The redheaded futanari's thrusts sped up. The slap of her breasts heaving echoed through the room. Helen loved the noise, her smile growing while Ally's breathing turned into groans and sighs.

“I think I need a deep tissue massage,” Helen purred. “And you feel ready to give it to me.”

“Deep tissue...?” Ally asked. “Is that where I use my thumbs?”

Helen burst out giggling. “No it's a deep tissue massage. You know, you got to plunge deep into my tissue.” 

“Do I need to rub your butt?” Ally thrust her cock faster. “I'm doing that.”

“Oh, Ally, think about where on my body you could ram something deep into me and massage my tissues.” 

“Oh,” Ally said in that tone of retaliation. “Oh, wow, I can't believe I missed that. Ooh, yes, I'll give you such a deep tissue massage. You'll be exploding in delight.” 

“Yes!” Helen groaned.

“And there'll be another type of massage. A booby massage!”

“Yay!”

Helen groaned as her futa-lover drew back her hips. Ally's futa-cock slid through her butt-cheeks and then nuzzled through her blonde curls to find the entrance of her hot pussy. Her girl-dick throbbed beneath her as Ally lined up for her massage.

And thrust deep.

Helen let out a low moan as her futa-lover filled her pussy, stretching out her elastic sheath. The shaft massaged at her silky walls, pleasure shooting to the tip of her girl-cock. It twitched hard beneath her. She squirmed on the bed, loving the feel of Ally being in her.

Then her redheaded lover leaned over and rubbed her pillowy breasts into Helen's back. Soft tits and hard nipples massaged Helen's back as Ally pumped away, driving her shaft over and over to the hilt in Helen's snatch.

“Ooh, yes, I love the booby massage!” gasped Helen.

“Good!”

Ally pumped hard and fast, giving a vigorous deep tissue massage. The relaxing pleasure buzzed through Helen's veins. It filled her to the hilt. She whimpered, her cunt clenching down hard on the dick burying over and over into her snatch.

She shuddered, her hips shaking. She squeezed down hard on the plunging dick, increasing that wonderful friction. Her dick twitched with every plunge. Ally's dick stimulated her. Her eyes fluttered as she groaned.

“Oooh, yes, you love my massage!” Ally panted. Her tongue licked Helen's left earlobe. “You especially love my big boobies rubbing on your back.”

“And your big cock massaging my pussy!” Helen moaned, her orgasm building fast in the depths of her cunt. “Yes, yes, yes, keep massaging me.”

“Uh-huh! I'll give you a massage you'll never forget! You'll just explode in relaxing bliss!”

“Yes!”

Helen approached that explosion of bliss, coming nearer and nearer with every plunge of her futa-lover's dick. Her cunt clenched on Ally's cock as it withdrew. She didn't want it to go away even as she needed it thrusting back into her to give her that rush of ecstasy.

She wanted rapture to explode through her.

The delight rippled through her. Such delight shuddered through her. She gasped and groaned, the pressure building and building in her cunt. Her dick throbbed. The ache reached the tip of her cock. She hurtled towards her orgasm, just a few more strokes and she'd erupt.

Then it happened.

“Ally!”

Her futa-cock exploded, cum soaking her belly and the bedspread. Her pussy convulsed, milking Ally's dick plunging over and over into her depths. Waves of delight surged through her. The ecstasy reached her brain, melting her thoughts.

“Ooh, you're massaging me now!” Ally groaned as she plunged into her hot pussy. “Helen!”

“Yes, yes, cum in me!” groaned the blonde futanari, her body spasming beneath her lover, her back rubbing into those big boobies.

Ally's hips thrust so hard, her furry bush caressing Helen's rump over and over. Each plunge sent new waves of rapture buzzing through Helen's veins. She groaned, trembling as her thoughts melted into relaxing bliss.

“Helen!”

Hot massage oil spurted into Helen's depths. That wonderful heat flowed through her that futa-cum always gave her. She felt each spurt against her cervix. She whimpered, stars dancing across her vision as her orgasm crested through her.

“Ally!” she groaned as the last spurt of futa-cum filled her.

“Mmm, yes,” Ally moaned, settling her weight on Helen.

The blonde loved it.

“Tomorrow's going to be fine,” Ally whispered. “You'll see. Then after that, we'll unleash so many missionaries. We'll drown the United States in futa-cum.”

“We will,” Helen said, all the tension springing up through her body again. Her stomach twisted as she lied to her futa-lover. “I'm looking forward to it.”

I have to find a way to convince her because... Helen closed her eyes, fighting tears, her pussy clenching on Ally's softening girl-dick. Because I owe it to everyone to protect them. I can't let my heart stop me from doing the right thing. 


Chapter Fifteen: Connecting

Agent Felicity stared out into the dark, early morning. It would be hours before the sun would rise over the Pacific Northwest. The military convoy, a collection of Humvees and Strykers, ran down the street before Pacific Lutheran University. Futa and gender-swapped soldiers stood ready to drive down and attack Portland. A tremble raced through the FBI agent as she gazed at the threat to her fellow citizens.

Her thumb shook over the send icon on her phone. She read the text message she wrote again: Road-tripping down to Portland. Three hours away. Can't wait to see you. 

She didn't understand why she hesitated to send the message to the president. This was why she was here. To spy. To protect her nation. She swallowed, glaciers grinding together in her stomach, spilling ice through her veins. She shouldn't hesitate. She should act. Portland had to be defended.

“We're going to make all those people into futas and hotties!” Ally whooped. “Let's go, Helen! I'm so aching to fuck some gender-swapped pussy! We'll have so many cherries to pop!”

The glee in her tone slapped Agent Felicity. Ally didn't care about her actions. The FBI agent hit send and marched to the Humvee.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel had bars on her phone.

She let out a sigh of relief, sweat running down her face. She was in Eastern Oregon. All day yesterday, Isabel, Bev, and Neal had been following the military heading wast, trailing in its wake. Early this morning, the army had entered the state of Oregon, moving west towards the Cascade Mountains.

And Portland.

Her hand fumbled as the sun rose behind her. She stood on a hill. Whatever the military had done to cell phones wasn't working or she was out of range because she'd finally found a signal. She had to warn Helen. She didn't know if the futanari were moving on Portland or were already there. Dread had wracked Isabel since the diner. 

She found Helen's contact number, hit dial.

She held the phone to her ear, waiting for it to start dialing. Her heart thundered in her chest.

One beat.

Two beats.

Three beats.

Still not dialing.

Four beats.

Five beats.

Six beats.

When would it connect?

Seven beats.

Eight beats.

“Come on,” Isabel groaned, fidgeting. She only had a single bar. Was it enough?

On her fifteenth heart beat, the phone connected to the cell network, rang. And rang. And rang. Isabel squirmed, listening to the digital trills that mimicked old analog phones. Her hand gripped the plastic box in a sweaty grip.

“Pick up! Please, Helen, you need to—”

Helen picked up.

“Hey, Isabel!” the blonde futanari answered brightly. “I was getting worried about you. Is everything okay?”

Hearing the sweet sound of Helen's voice, even through her phone, sent such a dizzy wave of joy through Isabel. She almost swooned from the sound, a smile bursting across her lips. She felt so light, half-expecting to float away from the hill and...

Then she remembered why she was calling.

“No!” Isabel fought the rush of panicked words wanting to spill out of her. She needed to be calm. To ensure Helen understood her. She couldn't be a frightened, nineteen-year-old futanari right now, a college coed far, far over her head. She had to be a scout. The eyes for Helen and the others. This was too important. “The military is heading west.” 

“Military?” Helen asked. “What military?”

“Like, all the military, Helen,” Isabel said. “A huge army passed through Idaho into Oregon this morning. They're heading west. I think they're going to Portland.”

“I see,” Helen said, her voice surprisingly calm. “Okay, thank you, Isabel. I have to go.”

“Of course, chica. I—” The line went dead. In a shuddering sigh, Isabel finished, “Love you.” 

Then the emotions spilled out of her. Hearing Helen's voice reminded Isabel how much of an idiot she was. Her knees buckled. She collapsed as she stared west towards the futanari she loved, wanting to just see her again, to hold her.

What if she dies in Portland? What if the military kills her and I never see her again?

Her entire body shook as she hugged her knees to her chest. The tears rained on her skirt, darkening the green fabric. A keening wail rose from her throat. The emotions surged through her, the painful longing being away just a week had caused.

If you survive, Helen, I'll be by your side until the end!

~   ~~   ~

Helen's insides turned into the north pole. She glanced ahead at her futa forces surging at the bridge across the Columbia River, separating Washington State from Oregon. The city of Portland lay beyond. The city police of Oregon held the bridge, forming barricades that the Strykers surged forward towards.

But they had no weapons that could harm the armored personnel carriers.

Helen sat in the command Humvee watching it from the side of I-5, safe from the danger. Dr. Catherine's weapons were mounted on top of the Strykers, the military easily able to accommodate the grenade launcher.

“What?” Leann asked, the black-haired futanari glancing at the ashen-faced Helen.

“Isabel reports the U.S. Military is advancing at us from Idaho. They entered Oregon early this morning.” Helen was shocked by how calm the words sounded. Her entire body was the opposite. She felt like a Prince Rupert drop. She'd seen videos of them, teardrops made of glass with a long, delicate tail. The drops were cooled in such a way that they were under constant stress, wanting to explode. All it took was one little snip of the tail, and the forces in the drop would shatter it. Her body brimmed with such stress that a single nick would pulverize her into a glass dust.

She had to be stronger than that.

“Explains why the Air Force has been picketing over the Cascades,” Leann said. “We didn't want to challenge them and risk real conflict.”

“They have been orbiting there for two weeks,” Colonel Bee said. She sat beside Dr. Maura. Leann was on the redheaded futa-doctor's other side.

“This changes everything,” Dr. Maura said.

“This is why two-thirds of the Stryker Brigade is crossing the other bridge,” Leann said. “We need to get across fast and establish our beachhead before we engage with the military.” 

Helen nodded, not following the military jargon. “Yes, yes, you have to hold them off. As bloodlessly as possible.”

“She will,” Ally said, taking Helen's hand. “Those bastards will kill as many of us as possible.”

Helen flinched at those words. Once again, their followers would die. At least today they would be gender-swapped soldiers. Women and futas who'd volunteered for dangerous work, troops trained and equipped to fight, not helpless college coeds slaughtered by that bastard's special forces.

“We'll get through this,” Ally said.

“We will,” Ariz'ana added. She sat on the other side of Ally, a mask of sadness hiding her contempt. “Everything will work out. You shall see. And look, Dr. Catherine's weapons are working out just as we intended.”

Helen swallowed. The words did little to reassure her. She glanced at the bridge. Smoke puffed from the lead Strykers. Then among the cops holding the bridge, explosions of white clouds, futa-cum atomized and dispersed by the modified tear gas grenades. The cops not engulfed suddenly bolted away in fear, men not wanting to be gender-swapped, while in the haze of spunk new women were born, exposed to futa-love.

“See, bloodless,” Ariz'ana said. “We'll be across the bridge soon and Leann will coordinate the attack.”

“We will,” Leann said. “Helen, Ally, Ariz'ana, you need to go to the backup command. We have to go to the other bridge and coordinate the defense.”

Helen nodded, her stomach twisting. Two more people she loved were going into harm's way.

“I just want to know how they knew we were moving on Portland this morning,” Leann said. “If they crossed into Oregon this morning, they had to be deployed and ready to go before they could have seen us mobilizing.”

Ally froze, her hand squeezing Helen's hard. “You think there's a leak?”

~   ~~   ~

Agent Felicity froze, sitting on the other side of Helen. Her heart almost leaped into her throat as she stared at Leann. The FBI agent had kept the president alerted to the futanari's plans. Her last text had come early this morning as they drove from the university of Puget Sound south towards Portland to begin the attack. 

She swallowed, fighting that momentary surge of animal panic brought on by the jolt of adrenaline surging through her veins. She couldn't think. But luckily she'd been trained. In times of stress, humans fell back on what was ingrained in them. And the FBI had ensured that she could handle such a situation. She'd gone undercover before. She'd faced moments like this while bringing down a smuggling ring inside Aliceville Federal Correction Center. She knew how to deflect suspicion. She needed to act shocked like everyone, horrified that someone under futa-love could even think about betraying the wonderful Helen and Ally.

“That's impossible!” she gasped. “I mean, no one would tell the government about our plans. We all love you two.”

“Indeed,” Ariz'ana said with a nod.

“There could be a few women who have escaped being exposed to futa-cum,” Leann said, “living on the margins, being spies. Or there could be military teams who have found a way to hide and spy on us.”

“Right, no one could be a spy,” Agent Felicity said, her tension relaxing. None of them could believe that she, exposed so many times to the amazing Helen's futa-cum, could possibly betray the plan.

“Finding these spies has to wait,” Ariz'ana said. “Leann and Dr. Maura need to lead the battle, and we have our own mission.” A shudder ran through the alien as she gazed out at the bridge spanning the river.

The Strykers roared across, firing cum-gas grenades before them. The clouds drifted around the olive-green trusses of the bridge. Agent Felicity nodded. She had her own mission in the city. Not one that she would complete. She would have to find some excuse to delay detonating her bomb. Soon, the military would stream across the mountains and save Portland.

Then she could convince Helen that surrendering to the president was really the only way to save the lives of the futanari and women under the futanari's love. The futa-agent was positive the amazing Helen would agree to it. Then this would all be over.

And I'll be a hero. I'll have served my country and the president with distinction.


Chapter Sixteen: Portland

Ally hopped out of the Humvee, pulling Helen out after her. Ariz'ana already strode with perfect grace to the backup vehicle driven by a futanari in full army gear, including a thick body vest and a helmet. With such eagerness, the redheaded futanari hurried after, dragging her futa-lover with her.

Such excitement surged through Ally's body. Once again, the U.S. Military challenged them. The same monsters who'd kept her imprisoned for the first nineteen years of her life sought to destroy her dreams again.

And they would fail.

They would all die.

She wanted to scream at Leann and Dr. Maura to annihilate the enemy forces, to spill out their blood. Such a dark, bitter tide swelled through her. She tasted that coppery flavor of blood in her mouth. She salivated for it.

And had to hide it. Helen will always be too gentle to understand how the world really works. And that's okay. Ally had realized that the last few days. She and Ariz'ana would bear the burden of these hard tasks. She would protect Helen from the realities of what changing the world really entailed. 

“It'll be fine,” Ally said. “Our military kicks ass. You'll see. Our soldiers are dedicated and awesome.”

“They are,” Helen said, her voice tight.

“I hope you are not growing concerned for the plan,” Ariz'ana said. “If we act swiftly, then we can have Portland transformed. The military would not stand a chance against the six hundred thousand citizens that will be transformed in the space of a half-hour. We will convert the military, or they will perish.”

“Of course,” Helen said, her voice delicate, almost brittle. “Yes, yes, we need to move as fast as possible.”

Ally squeezed her futa-lover's hand.

She climbed into the Humvee, her heart racing. Helen followed her in, scooting close. Ariz'ana and Agent Felicity joined them. Already, Leann's vehicle drove away, heading to the bridge farther south at I-205.

“Let's go, soldier!” Ally grinned at the futanari driving. “We have a city to transform.”

The soldier, the same age as Ally, flashed a youthful grin. “Yes, Ma'am!”

~   ~~   ~

Tension gripped Helen as they crossed the bridge over the Columbia river, past the cops exposed to the cum grenades. The gender-swapped police officers had ripped off their tactical gear, their new breasts bouncing and heaving as they writhed in a lesbian orgy, licking hot pussies, rimming sour asses, and sucking on fat nipples.

They all looked so happy. Helen wanted to enjoy it, but she felt the shadow of the U.S. Army on the eastern horizon. She gazed towards the Cascade Mountains, the sun rising behind them. Hidden by that golden orb came death. On the other bridge farther down the river, she spotted more of her army surging forward.

Helicopters buzzed overhead. Already they'd deployed the rangers to cut off escape from Portland, to keep as many people in the city as possible for the deployment of the weapons. Ariz'ana was right; that had to be accomplished as swiftly as possible.

The Humvee crossed the bridge and entered the city itself. Bursts of cum exploded ahead as the advance soldiers deployed the grenades on the civilians milling around, hoping to clear a path. Everyone had to go their assigned places.

“Okay, let's get this done,” Ally said as they stopped at the overpass. “You ready, Helen?”

Helen nodded her head. She was as ready as possible. She gave her lover a quick hug then burst out of the Humvee, racing towards a small tanker-like truck. It was a modified water tank vehicle, holding a reservoir of futa-cum in it, the aerosol device on top. Helen, Ally, Agent Felicity, and Liliana would each take command of one and see it deployed at the right time.

She climbed into the cab. A soldier sat at the wheel. She wore her flack armor and nothing else, a futa-cock thrusting hard before her. A shudder ran through the futa-soldier. “It's you.”

“It's me,” Helen said with a smile. “You know where to go?”

“I do, Mistress,” she said in breathy worship. “I can't believe you're really here. I've always wanted to meet you.”

“What's your name?” Helen asked as the soldier put her truck into gear.

“Velvet,” she said. “I always liked that name. Much better than Steve, don't you think?”

“Much better,” Helen agreed. She reached out, stroking Velvet's girl-dick, her own twitching with excitement. “You're going to get us there in time, right?”

“Yes, Mistress. I won't fail you.”

“Good, because so much is at stake today.”

~   ~~   ~

“I want us dug in right here,” Leann said, drawing a line across the map.

Dr. Maura just nodded in agreement. She had to trust that Leann and Colonel Bee knew their stuff. She absorbed it, wanting to learn as much as she could about tactics. She could see the advantage of using the natural ridgeline along with the houses built on top of it, to defend against the enemy forces. Already, the scouts had spotted them pouring out of the foothills only miles away.

We'll have contact with the enemy soon.

Maura stood outside of Portland along highway I-205, a looping bypass that went around the city on the eastern side to help traffic driving past the city avoid the gridlock of downtown. The army poured out of it, the Stryker brigade surging forward to deploy their soldiers. Excitement surged through her as the air rumbled.

“We have to hold,” Maura said to Colonel Bee, the beautiful officer whom Maura had converted to act as their spy in the military. She was the operations officer for the entire base, but now she commanded the army.

“Of course, ma'am,” Colonel Bee said. “We'll hold here and then fall back to I-205 if we have to. We can keep retreating into the city. It'll be a nightmare for them if we manage to convert the city. We'll have plenty of women who will be horny for men to fuck and gender-swap.”

“And there's no way that this army is all under the serum to protect them from the futanari's love?” Leann asked.

“Dr. Zhao doesn't believe so,” Maura answered. “Her estimation on how many soldiers can be inoculated are at a brigade strength at most.”

“And there's more than that coming here,” Leann said. “Can we actually hold, Colonel Bee?”

The Polish woman's face hardened. “We'll try, Ma'am. We'll fight hard for Helen and Ally, but...”

“But we're up against a military force just as well-trained and equipped.”

“And they can get resupplied.” Colonel Bee shifted. “We're going to expend a lot of ordinance today. JBLM had stockpiles, but ammunition gets used up fast in combat.”

Maura shivered. She gazed at the Strykers rumbling by as it truly hit her. Women and futas were going to die today. There had to be a better way. The missionary program had more potential than something as reckless as this.

Helen is right about Ariz'ana. She doesn't care at all about our casualties. And Ally... Maura didn't like the possibilities at all. 

The ground rumbled. A boom thundered through the air. A radio squawked nearby.

“Bravo Company is reporting contact with the enemy,” a young futanari sitting at the makeshift command center reported.

Maura shivered at the rattle of automatic gunfire cracking through the morning air.

~   ~~   ~

Ally wanted to be excited as she rode in the passenger seat of her tanker truck, a cute, blonde soldier driving. She had big tits like Ally, her boobs almost resting on the large steering wheel as she drove the deuce and a half, as she called the vehicle, through the city of Portland.

Once again, the dumb military is spoiling everything!

Such anger boiled through Ally. Today was supposed to be another beautiful day of spreading love. She wanted to feel the excitement she had when they took Seattle. But it was turning into another University of Puget Sound. She could feel this itching behind her as they drove west through the city to the deployment zone. The army creeping up behind her.

Just ruin everything! Humans are so horrible!

They needed futanari love. Ally would let nothing stop her from spreading it. The faster they did it, the better. Ariz'ana was utterly correct. The futa-alien understood that humans were just too violent to be trusted. They killed and destroyed and demolished. They didn't care for the planet. They polluted it, poisoning the air and water. They cut down forests. They consumed everything. The world would be so much better covered in love.

The redhead gazed out at the humans fleeing into the nearest businesses, abandoning their cars. A massive truck with a dozer blade cleared a path, shoving aside empty vehicles for the convoy to get through, the army engineer working with skill to keep them moving through the gridlock. Once inside, those fleeing pressed at the glass windows to watch, men and women trembling.

But they wouldn't be for long. We'll fix you all. You'll see. 

“Contact!” squawked from the radio in the vehicle. “We have contact at Grid Coordinate Tango One Niner Romeo.”

Ally took a deep breath. She threw a look over her shoulder, squirming. Through the radio, she heard the burst of gunfire. Voices shouted with excitement, all high-pitched and feminine. Orders were given. It sounded utterly chaotic to Ally.

“Is it going well or badly?” Ally asked.

“I don't know,” the driver said, her smile vanished, her face tense. “It sounds like war.”

“You want to be there, don't you?”

“I want to help us win!” She threw Ally a look. “Mistress, that's what we all want. I love my country, and I know you'll make it better. That's why we fight for you and Helen and Ariz'ana.”

Ally nodded. “Then get me to the deployment zone fast!”

A low rumbling grew behind them. Ally stuck her head out the window. Her hair hardly fluttered. They couldn't move that fast through the car-choked street. She peered down the street, the tall buildings of Portland rising around her. Smoke rose on the horizon, thick and greasy. And not just from one spot.

“They're breaking through at Tango Three Seven Charlie!” shouted a voice.

“1st Platoon, Alpha Company, reinforce that point,” someone else ordered. “Now, now!”

“They're getting closer to the city,” Ally said, biting on her lower lip.

“Yes, they are,” the soldier said.

~   ~~   ~

Chaos shouted from every direction. Dr. Maura's head whipped around. She didn't know whom to listen to. Radio operators, headsets flattening their long hair, kept shouting reports, units in retreat, causalities taken. A makeshift field hospital had already set up in a nearby parking lot of a neighborhood church, wounded pouring in from across the front. There was only smoke in that direction, rising thick and fast. She smelled the acrid scent of burning rubber. Her eyes stung from the reek of petrol and gunpowder. A blue haze drifted in the air, the smog caused by intense war.

A house exploded into orange two blocks away. Splintered wood burst into the air. Strykers surged towards the battle, their guns atop firing with deafening cacophony. Through the smoke, the futa-doctor caught glimpses of enemy tanks advancing, lean and dangerous things with long barrels. They spat flames and Strykers exploded like a can of soda thrown too hard to the ground.

“They're pushing us back,” Colonel Bee reported. “We need to fall back to the freeway.”

“That'll back us into the city,” Maura objected. “We can't be driven back that far already.”

“They have brought an entire brigade of Abram tanks,” she said. “We don't have tanks stationed at JBLM. We don't have enough Javelin missiles to take them out. And their air force is hammering us hard. Soon we're going to have bombs falling on our command post. We have to retreat into the city.”

Maura shook her head. “That'll cause even more devastation.”

“It's that or surrender,” Leann said.

Maura bit her lip. Helen would never want this level of fighting to engulf the city behind them. They had to keep it out of there, away from the civilians. Her mind struggled to think of something. Why am I even here? I'm a doctor. 

A line of female soldiers bearing stretchers jogged out of the smoke nearby. They carried their women to the aid station. That was were she should be, not here pretending she had any idea about tactics and the military.

“Dr. Maura?” Colonel Bee said. “You're Helen's representative. Do we have permission to fall back? They're coming at us hard.”

“Hard? What does that mean?”

“They're pouring a lot of men into our lines.”

“So they're bunched up. All together?” Maura shivered, an idea forming in her head. “Chemical weapons can be deployed by missiles, right?”

“Yes,” Colonel Bee said. “But we don't have any missiles like that.”

Maura's excitement fell.

“We have the howitzers,” Leann said, staring across the Columbia where smoke and thunder erupted. “They're giving us support.”

“Good! I need a radio.”

~   ~~   ~

The sounds of war frightened Helen. They were almost to Point Delta to deploy the weapon. They had left devastation in their wake, crushed cars bulldozed by powerful military vehicles, practically tanks, to clear their path. Ahead, smoke engulfed the entire horizon. The sun shone through as a blood-red orb.

Her futanari and women were dying and she couldn't do anything.

She concentrated on Ally, sinking down into her thoughts. “I need you, Ally.” 

“Helen?” Ally answered as suddenly the world faded away. 

She stood in a grass field naked, Ally facing her. The redheaded futa smiled at her and rushed over. She engulfed Helen in such a comforting hug. For a moment, the blonde futanari sank into the embrace, savoring the comfort of her futa-lover. There were no distant explosions, no crackling of panicked voices on the radio, no reek of burning vehicles drifting on the wind.

There was only peace here.

“What is it?” Ally asked.

“We have to do something!” Helen's words burst out of her. “Our army is getting killed.”

“That is their role, yes?”

Helen stiffened at the soft tones of Ariz'ana. She broke from Helen and turned to see the alien with them, sharing their private thoughts. A violated shudder ran through the blonde futanari as Ariz'ana approached.

“Yep,” Ally nodded. “I think they have this, Helen. Our army will win.”

“And what if they don't?” Helen demanded. “We could have the enemy army sweeping in on us. We're vulnerable, Ally. So is Ariz'ana.” She hated using this argument, but Ally's eyes widened in understanding.

“We are close to deploying the weapon,” Ariz'ana said. “Already Liliana and I are at Point Charlie.”

“And we're almost at Point Alpha,” Ally said. “You, Helen?”

“Getting closer,” Helen swallowed.

“Good, once we have the city, that's six hundred thousand women who will be eager to gender-swap the enemy forces,” Ariz'ana shrugged. “It won't be a problem.”

Horror struck Helen, images of a horde of defenseless women charging at soldiers who gunned them down, bodies falling in bloody ruin.

Ally nodded in agreement with the futa-alien. “See, Helen, we just have to keep going. Once we deploy the weapons, everything will work out.”

How many will die? “You're right,” Helen forced herself to say. “Thank you for the comfort, Ariz'ana.” 

“It's why I'm here,” the alien said with that rubbery smile on her lips. She patted Helen's arm. “Now you two should focus on your task and stop playing around.”

“Right,” nodded Ally. “I love you, Helen. You'll see. This is all about to end.”

“Yeah,” Helen said then opened her eyes.

Reality slammed into her. She almost coughed, choking on the acrid smoke drifting in from the east. The truck rumbled forward. They were nearing the outskirts of downtown, traffic not choking the roads here as they drove past the residential houses. They were getting closer and closer to the fighting. Booms thundered through the air. The typewriter clatter of automatic gunfire assaulted her ears from what seemed every direction.

She could almost feel her followers dying, torn apart by bullets and explosions. It was monstrous. There had to be a better way to spread futa-love than taking such risks. Than expending such life. Why couldn't Ally see that?

“I'm going to have to move against her,” Helen whispered, clutching her hands tight together. Her heart ached at the words. She took a deep breath, fighting her emotions.

“We're here,” Velvet said.

Helen reached for the radio to report they were in position when her call sign crackled over it: “Goddess! We need the weapon heading to Point Delta.”

“Dr. Maura?” Helen shouted over the line, forgetting to use the futa-doctor's call sign. Her own was Goddess. “We just arrived at Point Delta.”

“We'll meet you there,” Maura said. “We'll be a few minutes. We need the cum.”


Chapter Seventeen: Falling Bombs

“Satphone!” Helen barked as Velvet followed Dr. Maura's Humvee towards I-205. The sounds of fighting grew louder and louder. The on-ramp loomed ahead, vehicles positioned on it. Overhead, jets streaked through the air, engines screaming. Several heartbeats later, vehicles blew up on the bridge to the south. Twisted trusses fell into the river. “Hurry!”

“Here,” Velvet said, pulling the satphone from the dashboard as she drove one-handed. She didn't ask who Helen was calling.

This has to stop. There has to be a peaceful way to resolve this. 

“Are you in position yet, Goddess?” Ally asked over the radio.

Helen ignored Ally as she typed the number she'd memorized, a number she'd thought about calling a dozen times but felt too scared. Even though she felt like events were drowning her, she had to swim to the surface. She couldn't be useless like she was when the special forces attacked UPS.

When Trish and Eden died.

“White House switchboard,” a bored sounding woman answered, “how may I direct your call?”

“This is Helen Hawthorn, leader of the futanari forces, I need to speak to President Fierro right away.”

“Sure you are, Helen,” the voice said at the other end of the line.

Helen's stomach clenched. She could feel the hang up coming. “Do not disconnect us! Our forces are fighting right now in Portland! I'm about to unleash a devastating attack on your army. Your president will want to hear this!”

It was all bluff. But she didn't have a choice. She put all her confidence into her voice.

“One moment,” the operator said and then cheesy on-hold music played.

It was progress.

The truck roared back across the bridge over the Columbia as Helen listened to the annoying, repetitive music on her satphone. The line wasn't clear, the music breaking up and popping at times. She took deep breaths, trying to control her emotions. It was so hard. Every explosion behind her meant another one of her followers injured.

Dead.

They pulled off the freeway on the other side of the bridge and raced towards a line of big guns deployed along the river. They were thudding away, firing shells that could soar for miles to slam into the front line. Every time they fired, the explosions rattled Helen's heart. Their convoy slowed to a halt nearby.

The line picked up. “This is Walt Tyler, President's Chief of Staff. How do I know you're really Helen Hawthorn?”

“I don't know.” Frustration surged through Helen. “I was adopted. They found me on the slopes of Mount St. Helens as an infant. No one ever found my real birth parents or who abandoned me. Because I'm an alien. I landed on the same day that Ally did. I was the one who arranged to break her out of your facility at Hanford. I have Dr. Zhao and Dr. Woods plus many of your Delta Force soldiers with me. Is that proof enough?”

“Preliminarily,” he said. “Why do you want to speak to the president?”

“A truce. Our armies are killing each other right now.”

“We are defending ourselves and our citizens,” the man growled. “You are invading the city of Portland.” 

“Just let me speak to her.” Helen glanced out the window. Soldiers were scrambling around her vehicle, unloading the cum reserves. “Please. We can end this before more people are killed.”

“One moment.”

Helen fought back her irritation. At least this time she wasn't put on hold. She could hear muffled sounds around her. Something rustled in her ear, like the man held the phone to his chest and was rubbing it against his shirt.

“This is the President,” a feminine voice said, a slight, Hispanic accent tinging her words. “Do I call you Helen or Miss Hawthorn?”

“Helen's fine.” The blonde futanari took a deep breath. “We don't have to be enemies, Madam President. What I can offer you is amazing. You do not understand the joys having a futa-cock will bring you.”

“That's your offer? You want me to surrender to you when my forces are driving yours back and on the verge of overrunning you?”

“I'm offering an end to hate and violence. I'm offering a world where every human being loves each other, respects each other. There wouldn't be jealousy or hatred. There wouldn't be poverty or injustice.”

“Utopia?” Skepticism tinged her voice. “Plato wrote about utopia. It takes a tyrannical government to bring it about. You have to suppress everyone's liberty. People can't be individuals in a utopia. They can only be slaves. To your cum. I know how it works. Your DNA changes any who come into contact with it. It makes them love you.”

“It helps them to realize how amazing love is,” Helen countered. “It unites them into a collective driven towards a single goal: making everyone happy. What is so wrong about that?”

“Wrong?” the president asked, her voice cold. “You don't see the problem in forcing people to do what you think is best for them?” 

“I know it's what's best for them,” Helen said with indignation. “You have no idea how much happier they will be. You're hurting your own people. Your soldiers are dying along with mine. This is just pointless, Madam President. You can't fight against us. We will win. We're spreading every day. All it takes is one drop of our cum, and you're changed. Let me change you. Then you can guide America into the transition. No one has to get hurt resisting. Don't you owe it to the American people to defend them?”

“I am,” she snarled. “You listen to me clearly. I will use the very might of this great nation to stop your perversity from spreading. I will contain you. I will drive you back. I will exterminate every last one of you if I have to. I will keep America and the rest of the world pure from your foul contamination.”

“Foul?” Anger rose inside Helen. “You think we're foul?”

“You futanari are an abomination! You're not anything natural. You're all freaks! Disgusting, horny freaks obsessed with sex.”

“Sex is amazing! It's love expressed physically.” Helen grabbed her futa-dick. “There is nothing freakish about my cock. It is a beautiful thing. And you're going to learn that one day, Madam President. You'll be on your knees loving it. You'll see!” Helen let out a frustrated groan. “Just how many people will be dead when that day comes?”

“As many as it takes to stop you vermin!” The line went dead.

“Vermin!” Helen shrieked. She had never been so angry in her life. “I want that weapon deployed. Now!”

“Working on it,” Dr. Maura shouted.

Helen grabbed the radio. “Goddess to all units. Deploy the weapons. Get as much of Portland under our love as possible.”

“Empress to Goddess, are you in position?” Ally asked. “You've been silent?”

“No, Empress. My cum's being used to deal with the army attacking us. Just convert as much of the city as you can and start evacuating across the bridge if this fails.” A plane streaked overhead. Bombs fell across the river. “Okay, Ally?”

“But we're not evacuating!” Ally said. “We're going to deal with the army one way or the other. We'll swarm them with horny women! So let's detonate the weapons!”

Helen sighed and put it up. Ally would understand one day. Helen would see to it. But she had other things to deal with. She turned to glance at the soldiers working to set up the artillery shell that would deliver the cum. 

Come on, she thought, her entire body trembling. 

Another whine of jet engines surged overhead. Death exploded through the Howitzers. Heat slammed into her. She screamed out as she flew backward. Her ears popped. Pain hammered her mind. She rolled across the ground, the world spinning about her.

~   ~~   ~

“You heard Ally!” the futa-soldier shouted. “Hit the button.”

Agent Felicity's hand hesitated over the button. She wasn't supposed to do this. It was her orders from the president not to detonate the weapon. But... Helen just said to do it. The FBI agent stood there at the side of the truck, the sounds of war booming from the west.

What do I do? Two conflicting orders assaulted her. She shouldn't be split at all. I swore an oath to my country. The president is counting on me. I promised her that I would be her spy. That I would do what I can to stop this. 

“Why are you waiting?” the futa-soldier demanded, her face wild, brown hair spilling about her naked shoulders. “Look, I can see it coming from Ally's position. The gas is billowing through the streets. We have to release it now. Is there something wrong with the machine?”

“I...” Agent Felicity had rehearsed this. She was supposed to fake that there was. She should get up there, pretending to play with it. They would believe her. She just had to break a piece while “trying” to fix it.

Do your duty!

But yesterday... The orgy writhed through her mind. How wonderful Helen was. She didn't have to be an enemy of the president. Agent Felicity could convince the blonde to work with the U.S. Government against Ariz'ana. Then she could convince the president that futanari weren't so bad. As long as they followed society's rules. 

Helen would be happy. There would be no more killing.

The President would be happy. There would be no more alien threat to the country. 

So I need to pretend this weapon broke. That way I'm obeying the President while still maintaining my cover. Not standing here like an idiot. Just push it. Do it!

But Helen wanted the weapon triggered right now.

“Agent Felicity!” The soldier grabbed her shoulder. “What is wrong? Why do you just stare at the button? They need us to spread the love! Don't you hear the sound! Our sisters are fighting and dying right now!”

The sounds of the battle swelled in Agent Felicity's ears. She sucked in a deep breath. Her eyes widened as she realized what Helen planned to do. Unleash the futa-cum upon the attacking army. In one moment, they would all be bathed in love. Then the attack would falter.

And if you don't deploy the weapon, whispered another part of Agent Felicity's brain, it will seem even more suspicious. There's no explanation that will justify my actions if Helen exposes the army to the cum. 

But Helen hasn't deployed the cum against the army yet. She might not be able to. The army can still save the city. You have to wait. 

Helen needs you to push the button.

The President wants you to wait.

Agent Felicity screamed out in frustrated anguish, tears falling down her cheeks. Her body moved by instinct.

Her hand smacked the button.

With a great whoosh, pressure assaulted her ears. A billowy cloud of salty spunk flowed around her. She shuddered, trembling as the mist caressed across her body, billowing out through the city and bringing change to all it touched.

She'd smothered a quarter of Portland in futa-love.

“What did I just do?” she groaned. A palsied shudder wracked her body. “Oh, god, what did I just do?”

~   ~~   ~

“Are you okay?”

The words screamed at Dr. Maura across a dazed eternity. She blinked, staring up at smoke billowing around her. She shook her head, her ears ringing. Her stomach twisted as someone knelt over her.

She knew that person.

“Leann?” croaked the futa-doctor.

“Air strike just hit near us,” her wife said. “Are you hurt? I don't see any blood, but there could be internal bleeding.”

Maura blinked, her mind working, cataloging what she knew of her body. She flexed her fingers. Then she probed at her abdomen. She didn't feel any sharp pain. No crick in her neck. She sat up slowly, looking around. Wreckage lay spread out down the river. Over half the Howitzers lay mangled and twisted.

Along with their crews.

“Where's Helen?” Maura gasped, fear teasing her.

“I'm here,” Helen said, her voice strained. “Oh, god, what did they do?”

The pain in her voice galvanized Maura. The woman gained her feet, ignoring the aches across her body from the shock waves slamming into her. She turned around and found her dirty futanari standing dazed, tears spilling down her cheeks, carving paths through the greasy smoke.

She engulfed Helen in a hug. “You're okay.”

“T-they killed them,” the girl said, her voice strained. She shuddered. “I... I can't do this. I... I can't.”

“I know,” Maura said. “I know, sweetie.” What are either of us doing here? I should be in a hospital. Not leading this battle. “Let's get you away.” 

Helen pushed away. “No!” Her voice had such hard determination in it. “I can't fall apart. Not like I did at the university. I owe it to them. I'm their leader. Are the wounded getting help?” 

“They are,” Leann said. “They're well-trained soldiers. They know what to do.”

Helen nodded, sucking in a deep breath, her blue eyes flashing. She didn't have her glasses on. It made her look older, more in charge. All the girlishness seemed blown away by the explosion that wracked them.

“We need to get that weapon deployed now!” Helen ordered. “Hurry, before more people die!”

“We're working on it, Helen,” Leann said. “Thank god the air strike hit farther west.”

Helen flinched and nodded her head.

“They're coming around for another run!” someone shouted, pointing to the two jets circling over the city, banking hard.

“They'll finish us off!” Helen shouted. “Let's get it loaded. Hurry!”

“Yes, Mistress!”

Maura shuddered, the soldiers fitting the container with the cum into an empty shell. They brought it to the Howitzer. The jet engines howled in the air. White contrails streaked behind them as they banked into the smoke rising from the battlefield. She couldn't see them.

But she could hear them.

The crew shoved the shell into the weapon. Maura's heart clenched. Leann grabbed her and Helen, pulling them back to the Humvee. The jet engines screeched louder and louder, an ear-splitting scream promising death.

The powder bags went in next, thrust in by a mechanical ramrod. The soldiers slammed shut the breech, locked it. The crew worked, maneuvering the weapon, aiming it. The jets appeared out of the smoke, barreling down on them so fast. Maura shuddered. She could see the bottom of the sleek fighter jets open, exposing the bays holding their deadly ordinance.

“They're going to die,” Helen said, her voice so tight. “And I... I can't save them. If they flee...”

“I'm sorry,” Maura said. She grabbed her futanari Mistress, hugged her to her chest, and pulled her behind the Humvee.

A loud boom thundered. The howitzer fired.

The jets screamed overhead.

The bombs detonated.

~   ~~   ~

Ally stood atop the tanker vehicle. She bounced on her feet, peering west, struggling to see through the clouds of atomized futa-cum billowing through the streets of Portland. Women writhed in the streets around her. But she had no desire to join the orgy breaking out. She had to know what was happening to the north.

Did Helen's plan work?

“Any updates!” she shouted again.

“They're still fighting,” the futa-soldier shouted. “I'm sorry, Mistress.”

“Come on, Helen,” muttered Ally. “You can do it.”

The sound of someone climbing up the tanker, bare feet and hands slapping the ladder rungs, turned Ally's attention behind her. Ariz'ana appeared. The purple-skinned alien gained the top, her twin futa-dicks swaying before her.

“You need to stop the orgy and get the women ready to assault the enemy military,” the alien said. “Before they overwhelm our army.”

“Helen has a plan,” Ally said. “You'll see. She'll come through.”

“Will she?” Ariz'ana said, arching an eyebrow. “She lacks your dedication.”

Ally shivered. “I know. We'll find things to occupy her attention going forward. But she will come through. She wants to see the violence stop. You'll see. My Helen will succeed.”

Ariz'ana hugged Ally from behind. A hot shiver ran through the redheaded futanari. Her futa-dick hardened in the blink of the eye. The alien's touch electrified her body. She rubbed her ass back into the two cocks.

Come on, Helen.

“Ally!” screamed the futa-soldier.

“What?”

“Something happened!”

Ally's heart beat faster. She rose on her tip-toes, vainly trying to see through the billowing clouds of cum. “What? Is our army routed? Or did Helen do it?”

“I think... I think she did it, Mistress!” Excitement burned in the futa's voice. “Yes, yes, she did. A cloud of futa-cum just detonated over the enemy forces. The soldiers are stripping naked, turned into women. Our forces are moving in to enjoy them.” 

“I told you!” Ally whooped as Ariz'ana reached around and grasped the exuberant futanari's girl-dick. “She came through.”

“Yes, she did,” Ariz'ana purred, sliding her hand up and down Ally's dick.

Pleasure shuddered through Ally. She leaned back, surrendering to the delight of the futa-alien's hand. She wished Helen were with her even as she realized her lover wasn't suited for these sort of operations.

I have to find something that she's good at. Keep her away from these important decisions. It'll keep her happy. And making sure Helen was happy was something Ally cherished above almost anything except pleasing Ariz'ana. 

“We're going to crush the humans,” Ally purred, her pussy clenching. “We're going to smother them in our love!”

“Yes, we are,” Ariz'ana moaned, her futa-dicks throbbing against Ally's rump.


Chapter Eighteen: Resolve

Helen sat on the grass on the edge of the bluff overlooking the Columbia River. She stared down at the dark waters. Smoke still billowed in the air. The fighting was over. The enemy air force had withdrawn with the transformation of the army. And in Portland, those who weren't engulfed in the smoke were being changed the old-fashioned way.

A city-wide futa-orgy raged.

“I let them die to save the day,” Helen said. She couldn't believe she did it. She stood there. She could have called those soldiers away from the howitzer, spared their lives at the cost of the destruction of the cum and the chance to unleash it on the enemy army. “I can't save everyone, can I, Dr. Maura?”

The doctor, held in Leann's arms, gave Helen a sad shake of her head. Her hair, stained so dark by soot it looked black, waved in the breeze blowing from the city. A slight tang of salt tickled Helen's nose. “That's how triage works. You have to choose to save the most amount of people you can. In a perfect situation...”

“But that's not life, is it? Perfect.”

“That's not life.”

Helen took a deep breath. “But it should be. That's the world we need to build towards.” She stood up, hating how empty she felt inside. “We're going to make that world. We're going to make better decisions. Ways that don't lead to such direct confrontation.”

“It might not be possible,” Leann said. “The other humans, they're not going to sit back and let us just change them. Not when they're afraid.”

“But it doesn't have to be our first option,” Helen said. Her resolve swelled. She would spread futa-love, she would do what it would take to ensure the success, but risking people's lives would never be her first option.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura Roy studied Helen as the blonde stared down at the Columbia's wide surface, her back straight, her dirty, blonde braid swaying down her stained back. She looked so tough and strong. It stirred something in the futa-doctor.

I don't have to be a general. Helen is ready for that responsibility. The futa-doctor blinked. She hadn't even realized why she took on this role of being with the military. But she had been sheltering her futa-mistress from all the hard decisions, protecting her. 

But Helen wasn't so fragile. She had taken a few hard blows and survived. Losing Trish and Eden had almost crushed her, but she'd learned from it. Her empathy motivated her to find solutions that wouldn't lead to this devastation, while she had matured enough to understand that sometimes you had to fight. That people sometimes had to die to stop a greater injustice.

“I need to get to the field hospital,” Maura told her futa-wife.

Leann nodded her head. “Do you want me to go with you?”

For a moment, despite all the devastation of the day, joy beat it back. She gazed at her wife, saw the love in her brown eyes, then shook her head. “No, no. Helen will need your advice. You and Colonel Bee. I know you'll give it to her. I shouldn't be here. The wounded need me.”

Leann hauled Maura to her feet. She stood on weary legs. She sank into her futa-wife's embrace. Maura clutched her tightly, their dirty bodies pressed tight. She didn't care right now. They both had survived today's disaster.

Now the mess had to be cleaned up.

~   ~~   ~

Agent Felicity found Helen at the army's makeshift command center. It took her two hours since the fighting stopped to get through the orgy raging through Portland. Two hours to think about what she had done.

I pushed the button. Why?

She had all the rationalizations on why she did it. But they all felt so false. She had a choice to make between her President and Helen. And she choose Helen. I'm inoculated from her love. Why did I obey her and not my President? 

It frightened the futa-agent. She trembled as she walked into the command tent, futa-soldiers darting about shouting messages, updating reports. The weapon hadn't gotten all of the attacking force, but the vast majority. There was still some fighting as the “survivors” retreated from the tide of gender-swapped soldiers eager to become futas by fucking their former comrades.

“How's the city, Agent Felicity?” Helen asked. She stood back straight, no glasses on her face. She looked clean, a basin of dirty water and a sponge nearby.

The futa-agent stared at the water then at the futanari's scrubbed clean body as she marched over to another table. She studied a map, looking so in charge. She moved with such authority, the way a leader should.

A President.

“Agent Felicity?” Helen asked again.

“Sorry,” the futa-agent said. “It's been a crazy day.”

For a moment, a smile crossed Helen's lips, her girlish youth swelling across her face before it vanished back into her hardened look. The disappearance of her innocence sent a pang through Agent Felicity.

She swallowed and made her report: “The orgy is moving into the parts of the city not covered by the cloud.”

“It's probably for the best,” Helen said. “This method doesn't produce actual futanari, just gender-swaps the men.”

“True,” Agent Felicity said. “How's it going here?”

“Good, good,” Helen said. “The casualties were grave for our forces. 12% killed, 24% wounded.” Helen took a deep, steadying breath. “But it's under control. We won. Our army's grown.”

A tremble passed through Agent Felicity. For the briefest moment, a happy thrill went through her.

~   ~~   ~

“I think this is it,” Dr. Zhao said to her main assistant, Dr. Gabby.

“Really?” the gender-swapped futa-scientist asked, her lab coat open, showing off her huge breasts. They were larger even than Ally's.

“I think this is the compound that we need.”

“Good,” groaned Dr. Gabby. “How long have we been here?”

“It is 7:54 PM,” Ariz'ana said as she strode into the lab. “I believe you were working when we departed at 4:13 AM for Portland.”

“Is it really that late?” Dr. Zhao asked. She groaned, leaning back in her chair, blinking bleary eyes. The futa-scientist had been sequencing and splicing her cum over and over, looking for the results she wanted. It still needed to be tested.

That will be fun.

“Yes.” Ariz'ana smiled as she walked closer. “You do not ask how it went in Portland?”

“I assume we won or you would have said something.”

“It was close.” The alien shuddered. “Your people are violent. This planet almost doesn't seem worth it. Even with two of our agents... We still might not succeed.”

“At harvesting our futa-cum?” Dr. Zhao asked as she leaned over to peer into the microscope.

“What?” the alien asked, her words tight. Out of the corner of her eyes, Dr. Zhao noticed the way Ariz'ana's turquoise hair-strands twitched and writhed. “Why do you say that?”

“I've been thinking why you have us produced so much cum. It's puzzled me since Dr. Catherine pointed it out to me. It's really not needed. The hyper-sexuality, yes, but it really only takes a few sperm cells to enter the human body to start the transformation. And we produce millions of them in an hour. No, no, you have a purpose for our futa-cum. You plan on harvesting it which is why we produce it in such high volumes. There must be something contained in it. I would guess a protein that you found easier to create inside of a host body then in a lab, letting our own DNA do what it does best. You engineered us to be factories for this protein.”

“You are very smart, Dr. Zhao. Does it bother you?”

“Will you hook me up to a machine all day?”

“Why waste your talents by leaving you in a drooling stupor.”

Dr. Zhao smiled. “No, it doesn't bother me one bit. It's very... efficient. You must have whole planets that you harvest from. You must need this protein in vast numbers.”

“Immortality has its price,” Ariz'ana said.

A shiver ran through the futa-scientist. “Interesting.”

Something else for me to study.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel trembled as she sat in the passenger seat of the RV, Neal driving the vehicle through the chaos of the fighting. Three times, gender-swapped and futanari soldiers had stopped them. But when they saw Isabel's girl-dick, they waved them past, directing them to the command center.

To Helen.

Isabel had such relief billowing through her body. Her warning hadn't been too late. The futanari had won. They passed female soldiers in clothing that didn't fit them, sure signs they'd been gender-swapped, kissing and writhing and exploring their new bodies. Entire platoons were lost in lesbian orgies that made her dick ache and throb. Soldiers had discovered the joys of becoming women and new ways they could bond as a unit.

It was so inspiring.

Her stomach trembled. She squirmed in her seat, peering ahead as the headlights of the RV illuminated the camp. The sun had set hours ago. It had been slow going to get through the carnage created by the fighting.

But they had arrived at the command tent.

Isabel's excitement swelled as they pulled up before it, the RV standing out from the Humvees and Strykers and all the other military vehicles. So utterly mundane surrounded by the surreal weapons of war parked in a Portland Suburb, some of the houses destroyed, others still standing and didn't even looking damaged.

The Hispanic futanari burst out of the cab and jumped down onto the ground. She darted towards the makeshift command post, her futa-dick bouncing hard before her. She wanted to make love to Helen so badly. She didn't care if Helen loved Ally more. Isabel's place was at Helen's side, supporting her, making sure she was happy.

She burst inside.

It bustled with futa-soldiers manning various hardened laptops and other equipment. Radios squawked. Naked and half-naked women darted around the room. Helen stood in the center. Isabel screamed out Helen's name. The blonde whirled around, her braid whipping behind her.

Isabel gasped at the sight of Helen. A weariness had aged her face. She still had her youthful beauty, but she also appeared more mature, older than she should look. Her eyes were distant, their innocent gleam vanished. Some of it melted away as Helen smiled.

“Isabel!”

I wasn't here, and she suffered. Isabel flew to her Mistress, throwing her arms around Helen's neck. “I'm sorry!” she gasped, her body shaking, the emotions spilling out of her. “I should have been with you this entire time.” 

“Don't be! You saved us!” Helen said, squeezing Isabel tight. “Your warning gave us a chance! And you're safe. You're back now.”

“I'm back!” Isabel promised, her heart thudding so fast. “I won't ever leave you again. I shouldn't have left. It was stupid.”

“Why did you leave?” Helen asked, peering into Isabel's eyes.

Isabel realized Helen's glasses were missing, her blue eyes so clear and sharp. Isabel opened her mouth to answer the question, to explain to Helen how much she loved the blonde futanari, when a soldier darted up.

“Mistress, Dr. Catherine is calling for you. She says it's urgent.”

“Right,” Helen said, her face hardening. She broke away from Isabel, taking the phone.

~   ~~   ~

“Yes, Dr. Catherine?” Helen asked, taking the phone. Her heart still beat with joy to see Isabel. She wanted to revel in the moment, to make such sweet love to Isabel. She wanted to find Ally and share this joyous news with her.

And then she pulled her heart back from Ally. It hurt so much to force her feelings into a little box. She couldn't trust Ally. Ariz'ana had her.

“Helen, I just sent Colonel Bee a video. You have to watch it. It's...” The futa-scientist's voice quivered. “Oh, god, Helen, it's worse than we thought.”

Helen's stomach dropped. “Worse?”

“Ariz'ana. She returned to UPS. I watched her on the spycam we set up in Dr. Zhao's lab... and...”

“Dr. Zhao's project is that bad?”

“I'm not sure what that is, but it's Ariz'ana... You just have to watch the video. I can't even... They want to harvest us, Helen. The aliens. They want to turn humans into futanari so they can harvest all the cum we produce for a protein they need. They have entire planets set up like this and... It sounds like they might... neutralize our minds in some way. We'll just be hooked to machines, endlessly pumping cum for the aliens.”

Helen stumbled. Isabel caught her.

“What?” Isabel asked.

Helen's heart raced. The world spun around her.

“I'm here,” Isabel said, holding Helen so tight, anchoring her to the world.  

She couldn't believe it. We were sent to help the humans. Right? Was General Lewis correct? Should humans try to imprison us? To kill us?  

“It'll be okay, Helen,” Isabel said. “I'm here for you. We'll figure this out together. Me, the rest of your harem, and even Ally.”

Helen's back stiffened. How will Ally react to this? What if she doesn't care? She's sent her futas to die without a whim. What if...? 

“I don't know... If I can trust Ally,” Helen whimpered, her heart breaking. She hugged Isabel tight, fighting off her tears. She couldn't afford to cry, to break down. She had to be strong. Her futanari needed to be protected even from her own creators. 

Helen wouldn't let this happen. She would stop it no matter the cost. Even... Even if it meant fighting Ally.


Epilogue: Decisions

President Emilana Fierro sat at her desk, the oval office empty. She stared at the preliminary after-action report of the battle. 90% of the military force they sent, 13,000 soldiers, dead or converted to the futanari's cause. A single chemical weapon attack. Just a whiff, and they were gone, turned into women along with another major city.  

She shuddered, looking at another report appended with a map of the United States. Known clusters of futanari outbreaks, little circles of red that spelled doom for her country. They were concentrated in the Western United States, but how soon before they reached farther east towards the capital.

Every soldier in Washington D.C. needed to be inoculated. She had held off on that order until now. She could no longer. She grabbed her pen and signed it. Then she turned to the next piece of paper. A presidential finding, a justification for her actions. Kennedy had signed one when ordering Fidel Castro's assassination and the invasion of Cuba, leading to the Bay of Pigs incident.

Now it was her turn.

She signed a second finding authorizing the assassinations of STARFALL, Helen Hawthorn, and the extraterrestrial being known as Ariz'ana.

She leaned back in her chair. Agent Felicity Britton would have to act. She would have to get the entire leadership of the futanari in the proper place so they could be destroyed. The president's stomach tightened as she opened the briefing the Pentagon had prepared on all the various possibilities.

She read through them: infiltrating a special forces team to assistant with sniper rifles; smuggling explosives to Agent Britton to rig around where the futanari leadership met; to smuggle a laser marker to Agent Britton so a stealth bomber could drop a Mark 82 bomb on the building; and the last option. The one that horrified her the most.

Not because of the devastation that it would cause, but because a part of her considered using it. 

To retask a Minuteman-III ICBM onto the city of Tacoma and destroy the futanari leadership.

She forced herself away from that one and settled on the Stealth Bomber. The futanari had to be exterminated to save not just the United States, but the World.

To be continued...
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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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