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Naughty Excerpt from “Futa's Passions Erupt”

And Helen would let nothing stop her from achieving it: not the humans, not Ariz'ana, and not the futa she loved.

“Send her in,” Helen commanded, her spine going stiff. She had to do this just right. Shannon was the perfect icebreaker. “And you, go in the bathroom and wash your mouth out. She can't taste any futa-cum on your lips. She has to think you're under her power.”

“Of course, Mi... Helen,” Shannon said, her eyes so bright with love. “I'll pretend she's you. I'll be the best spy for you. No one will suspect.”

Helen's stomach twisted. She felt so terrible for doing this. It was such a betrayal of Ally's trust in her, but... Helen couldn't trust the futa she loved. It weighed down her heart. She wanted to break down crying right now.

But she had to be strong. She couldn't be weak any longer. Her people needed her.

Outside, she heard the elevator ding as Shannon slipped into the bathroom. Helen drew in a deep breath. She grabbed her braid of blonde hair and threw it over her shoulder, letting it fall down to her breasts. She licked her lips, her dick throbbing hard before her glistening with saliva...

“Oh, no,” Helen gasped, staring at the saliva on her dick. She cast her head around and spotted her dresser. She opened it up and pulled out a pair of her panties. She hadn't worn them in months. Not since she stopped taping her cock between her legs to hide it.

She used the panties as a towel, drying her cock and soaking up the saliva. She stroked faster, loving the feel, when a knock came at her door. Then it opened. “Hey, Helen,” Ally said as she strode in, her big tits bouncing before her. “I was looking for you. I wanted to talk. And...” She blinked. “Are you... rubbing your panties on your dick? Are you doing that for me?”

“Er...” Helen gave a sheepish smile. “I thought I'd try to rub one out and cum in my panties. Then you could wear them and feel my cum against your pussy.” 

“Oh, that's so sweet,” Ally said, her dick throbbing before her. Her green eyes were so warm.

Helen licked her lips, her heart beating so fast. She wanted to walked over to her lover and kiss her. To just enjoy Ally and not worry about anything. She wanted to run away with her redheaded lover and leave this all behind. Let others deal with Ariz'ana and her insane plans. They could just find a house on the beach and...

No, she couldn't give up spreading her love. It was ingrained in her DNA. In Ally's.

“So, did you need something?” Helen asked, still sliding the panties up and down her girl-dick as Ally sauntered closer.

“Couldn't I just want to watch you rub a pair of panties up and down your girl-cock?” Ally asked, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. “Rubbing those cute, white panties up and down that big, throbbing shaft is so hot. Ooh, you're going to get them so dirty with your futa-cum.”

“So dirty,” Helen whimpered, her pussy clenching, a wave of heat washing through her body. “I'd soil them.”

“I bet you would!” Ally grinned.

Helen whimpered, the panties feeling silky smooth on her wet cock. Ally's green eyes smoldered as she stopped right before Helen, the tip of Ally's dick almost touching Helen's wrapped up in the underwear. Ally's cock swayed back and forth, drawing Helen's attention to it. She licked her lips, her pleasure swelling in her. Then her eyes drew up to Ally's big breasts, so soft and pillowy.

Ally grinned and cupped her big tits. She squeezed and kneaded them. Helen felt the twinges of arousal flowing through her lover. When the other had sex, they could feel it in the back of their minds through the psychic, quantum connection they possessed. It stimulated Helen, made her stroke her futa-dick faster and faster as Ally licked her red lips, making them glisten.

Then Ally found her fat, dusky nipples. She twisted them, groaning out in wanton need.

“Ooh, yes, yes, you're going to make those panties so dirty,” Ally whimpered. “Just for me.”

“For you,” Helen moaned. “Because I love you.”

It felt so wonderful to say that while the pleasure coursed through her, holding at bay any feelings of guilt or dread. Her hand stroked faster as that stupendous delight swelled in the core of her pussy. Her juices flowed faster, soaking her bush, running in hot rivulets down her thighs. She sucked in a deep breath, her tits jiggling and shaking.

“That's it,” Ally said, her grin growing and growing. A tinkle glimmered in her green eyes. “Just erupt. Let me feel that orgasm explode through you.”

To find out what happens next, read on! 


Prologue: The Million-Million Thoughts

Ariz'ana stretched out on her back on her bed in her room within Ally's sorority. Her turquoise strands, thick and ropy, twitched about her deep-purple face. They spread out across her bed, writhing as the nervous twist rippled through her. The filthy humans found her hair so fascinating. They always liked to touch it, stroke it. She didn't blame them; their hair was so dead. It just fell limp from their heads. They could style it into a thousand different possibilities, but they couldn't control it.

They were underdeveloped in so many different ways. Deficient. Ariz'ana couldn't wait to be free of this mission. Would she ever? Could Earth ever be pacified and ready for harvest? Despite the futanari's victory in Portland yesterday, everything felt so tenuous to the alien. Their fate dangled from the narrowest cord. The powers of this world had weapons of such formidable devastation. 

Why did the Council choose this world for harvest? What scout decided the humans would make such a good prospect? She drew a deep breath, trying to still her mind and make telepathic contact. Speed of light limited communication in the electromagnetic spectrum, but thoughts worked on the quantum level. That information could be transmitted instantaneously. Every particle in the universe was connected to every other particle because they were all the same particle. Moving forward and backward through time a trillion, trillion, trillion times. So if you knew how to manipulate it, you could pass information across unlimited distance. 

But her mind didn't want to achieve the calm necessary to reach out to her handlers. Her thoughts tumbled over the human futanari. While Ally understood the mission at a genetic level to rewrite the DNA of every human on the planet, Helen had come to love and care for the species. She'd formed such an attachment to them and now hesitated to put them in harm's way.

We bred the aggressiveness of her species out of her, thought Ariz'ana. That was a mistake. If she had a touch more violence in her, she'd be far, far more callous about their lives. Helen didn't see the humans as lower lifeforms, like the variety of insects that plagued Earth. Humans didn't think twice about swatting a fly. Why shouldn't Ariz'ana feel the same about them? 

She tried once more to calm herself. Her hands grasped her two dicks, her species naturally hermaphroditic unlike the others they'd engineered over the millennia, and stroked them. The familiar tingles of delight raced down to her two pussies. Both clenched as she squirmed. The fear eased. The twitches in her hair-tendrils grew calmer. Her large breasts, topped by deep-purple nipples, rose and fell with her steady rhythm.

She found her bliss and reached out across the vastness of space.

She made contact with the Council of Millions.

...Ariz'ana...  

The multitude of voices of the council whispered in her mind. The masters of the seven galaxies kept their minds linked to govern all the worlds in their rule. They formed one thought, one will that guided her people.

...How are the humans developing?...

Poorly, she thought back as the world around her melted away. She rose into a dark room. She felt the million-million eyes watching her, all the awareness focused on her tiny will. 

...The city of Portland did not fall?... the council asked, stumbling over the human word. It lacked the melodious flow of her people's natural language. Sometimes, Ariz'ana thought her jaw would dislocate speaking English.  

It fell. And we defeated a sizable army sent to attack us, rewriting many of the soldiers DNA. It is a blow to the nation known as the United States of America.

...Then why do you say poorly?...

...This sounds like success...

...Progress...

Because the United States is one country. The fear fluttered through her. The dark room wavered for a moment, dancing like a mirage through her thoughts. There are many, many more. With their own armies. 

...Made of people who can be rewritten...

The humans possess weapons that don't leave them so exposed. Great, destructive weapons, primitive devices our race outlawed a million years ago. They use the atom to attack. They have unleashed fission and fusion upon their world. And the United States has many of these weapons. For now, they are still in their leader's control. At her command, she could annihilate most of the futanari in a single attack.

...They do not care about the consequences such radiation would cause to their world?...

The incredulity of the Council of Millions rippled over Ariz'ana.

They are not a... forward thinking race. They might well destroy themselves to stop us. And if they plunge their planet into a nuclear winter, it would make harvesting the survivors... difficult.

...It was wise not to invest more than two agents in this endeavor...

...Very wise...

...You have a task before you, Ariz'ana. If you can pacify this race, immortality shall be yours...

A flutter throbbed through Ariz'ana's twin cocks. She became aware of her body for a moment, her hands stroking up and down those dual dicks. Immortality... To live forever, imbibing the elixir only produced in the cum of sentient creatures, a complex protein that needed billions upon billions upon billions of individuals to supply to sustain those who utilized it.

...These humans must not destroy themselves if you can help it. For a sentient species, they require only twenty-two standard years to reach sexual maturity and produce the serum. No other species matures so swiftly...

...Their primitive behavior is a byproduct of this increased maturation...

...But if we can harness it...

And if I die? Ariz'ana asked, quivering. The humans will kill me with the futanari. 

...It is a tragedy whenever a Person dies. We understand the risks...

...Do you wish to be recalled?...

...Perhaps the human futanari do not need your guidance...

Ariz'ana trembled for several moments, her twin-cocks throbbing in her hands. She yearned to be free of this planet. She didn't want to die. She wanted to earn her immortality so she could see all the wonders of the universe. Infinity stretched out across the cosmos. She'd seen so little of it. There were quasars to admire, neutron stars to witness spinning, the accretion disks of black holes to skim past, the birth of nebulae in violent supernova to observe, the first spark of a new star's bursting into fusion upon which to gaze.

There is a problem with one of the futanari. The one who calls herself Helen. She is flawed.

...Flawed? In what way?...

...Her race's genetics are simple...

...You reported one of their own scientists has already manipulated and built upon our work...

We bred out too much of her race's violent survival instinct. She cares too deeply.

...Caring is a flaw?...

When she needs to sacrifice those who are exposed to her DNA, yes. Her race's brutish behavior requires extreme tactics to spread the futa-DNA to them. It requires risking lives of potential specimens for the benefit of gaining larger numbers of them. But she hesitates. She wants slower, safer methods. Methods that give the humans time to prepare against us. The longer this draws out, the closer the United States or another nation—and there are several far more unstable—is to unleashing their devastating weapons.

...Yes, yes, the sacrifice of the few is necessary to preserve the herd. Does she not love you, Ariz'ana?...

I think so. Ariz'ana could feel resistance coming from Helen. Ally, the other, definitely does. She doesn't have this defect. Her life on Earth was not as comfortable as Helen's. 

...Then put pressure on Helen. Force her to use these methods or eliminate her...

...Let her be a martyr to her followers. Let this Ally channel their grief into exposing the rest of their race to the futa-DNA...

I will, Ariz'ana said. I won't fail the Council. I have a bold plan. Dr. Zhao is working on something that, if successful, will bring the futanari closer to dominating the entire planet. 

...We have faith in you, Ariz'ana. May you survive and flourish into your immortality...

The contact pulled away. Ariz'ana opened her eyes. She hoped Dr. Zhao's new serum would work.

She bent her thoughts to rebellious Helen. How to make her understand that the futanari were no different than the cattle that her race milked for sustenance? The Council had elevated Helen and Ally above their species, bestowed upon them the wondrous traits of the People. If Helen were truly resilient to her influence, even total domination might not work.

If she had to, she would kill Helen. Dr. Zhao would have ideas on how to make it look like the human's fault. 


Chapter One: Deceptive Gifts

Agent Felicity Britton felt her phone chirp in her pocket as she walked through the grounds of the University of Puget Sound through the cold, November morning. Her breath frosted before her as her eyes flicked around the campus grounds; a writhe went through her shoulders at the shrill sounds. 

None of the other futanari or women striding around her had any idea that she was a spy, sent here by the amazing and wondrous President Fierro, ruler of the free world. Agent Felicity had infiltrated the futanari when they took Seattle not long ago, placed in their path to be inducted into their ranks. But the serum, developed by Dr. Zhao before she became a traitor to the United States, ensured she only loved her President.

Except now she also loved her Futa-Mistress, Helen.

A nervous thrill went through Agent Felicity as she wondered who sent her a text. Was it a message from her President? Or did her Futa-Mistress need something? The futa-agent shivered, her stomach twisting and contorting. She felt pulled in two different direction by her heart. She knew her loyalty should lie with the President and the United States. She'd sworn her oath when she joined the FBI years ago. The young woman drew a deep breath, clenching her fists. Light-brown hair fell in curly waves about her fresh face. She had that girl-next-door look, a youthful innocence that had helped her in previous undercover work. Her shorter stature led people to dismiss her. 

She didn't look like a threat.

She replayed yesterday over and over in her mind as she reached for her phone. She had disobeyed her President's orders. She followed her Futa-Mistress's instead. She had unleashed her weapon upon the city of Portland, an explosion of atomized futa-cum that filled a quarter of the city with a mist of jizz. It changed every man and woman who came into contact with it, rewriting their DNA, gender-swapping the males into hot women, showering them all in futa-love. She was supposed to delay her weapon, to give the attacking army a chance to defeat the futanari and save the city.

But Helen ordered her to detonate. She tried so hard not to, but she did.

Helen isn't like Ally, Agent Felicity reminded herself, her thoughts filling with the beautiful blonde futanari. She had cute glasses that rested on her girlish face, her blue eyes shining so bright. The futanari kept her hair in a graceful braid that fell down to her tight tush. Her petite form made her even more beguiling. She's someone who can work with President Fierro. 

Futanari don't have to be the U.S.'s enemy. Not with Helen leading them.

Agent Felicity wanted to tell the President that. She ached to show her the proof, to go to the White House and unveil her futa-cock to the beautiful, Hispanic woman. She would worship the President with her girl-dick, filling the powerful woman's mouth and pussy and asshole with so much spunk.

Then she'll understand. She'll want to work with Helen.

Agent Felicity pulled out her phone, her heart racing. Who needed her help? Would the President give her an order that would conflict with Helen's desires? Would her futa-Mistress command her to do something to harm the United States and President Fierro? Both their faces, one youthful and innocent, the other powerful and hungry, filled her imagination. The Latina President's golden-brown, mature presence warring with the blossoming promise of Helen's radiance.

“Agent Felicity, are you okay?” a purring voice asked.

The FBI agent managed to hide her shock. Training kept her from giving a guilty start as she turned to face Ally. The busty, redheaded futanari had a hungry face like the President's but more youthful. Ally's fiery hair fell about her shoulders and spilled down to her naked, large tits. Like Helen and many other futanari, Ally eschewed clothing. Because futanari made so much cum, it kept their bodies warm even in the near freezing temperatures gripping Tacoma, Washington on this November morning.

Ally led the other half of the futanari. Brash and eager. She wanted to crush the humans. She hated them. She could never work with President Fierro the way the gentle and loving Helen could. Agent Felicity fought to keep her face neutral as Ally came closer.

“Are you okay?” Ally asked again, arching an eyebrow. “Or are you spacing out like Helen does these days?”

“I'm just... reflecting on yesterday,” she answered. “What we did.”

“We liberated Portland and kicked the military's ass!” A grin spread across Ally's face. Her green eyes twinkled. “God, it was hot. I was having so much fun during the orgy. Don't tell me you and that gender-swapped slut of yours didn't revel in the press for awhile?”

“Of course Phillipa and I did,” Agent Felicity said, her futa-dick throbbing and twitching. She had picked up more women that loved her, and through her, the President. The serum she had taken inoculated them against the urge to love and obey the futanari.

Or it should, because Agent Felicity found herself quivering and quaking for Helen right now. She just wanted to love and obey her futa-mistress. To give her all the support she could. Her futa-dick throbbed.

“I bet you did,” Ally said, giving Agent Felicity's skirt a pat, feeling the hard-on throbbing beneath. “Mmm, you got a nice cock, don't you?”

“A hard cock,” moaned the FBI agent, her futa-dick aching and throbbing. She clutched her phone to her breasts, her heart pounding through her.

“Yum. I need to see Helen, or I'd fuck you so hard. You know where she is?”

“Doesn't your... telepathic bond let you know?” the futa-agent asked.

“It only lets us talk.” Ally sighed. “It doesn't care about distance or anything. Ariz'ana tried to explain it to me, but I think you need to be a quantum physicist to understand her explanation. It made my head hurt.”

Agent Felicity nodded her head. “Helen is in her dorm, I believe. She's getting something ready. Something that has her... excited.” The futa-agent spoke with care. Ally couldn't know Helen's true plans. “A gift for you, I believe.”

“Really?” A huge smile blossomed across Ally's lips. The redheaded futanari bounced with eagerness, her big tits jiggling and her cock bobbing before her. Like Helen, Ally had a girl-dick bigger than any other futanari. Even the alien's twin dicks weren't as big as either Helen's or Ally's. “Awesome. Maybe things can get back to normal between us.”

“Maybe.” Agent Felicity's heart thudded faster and faster. She needed to read the text message, to learn which person she loved she'd have to betray. “Do you need anything else, Ally?”

The redhead rolled her green eyes. “Helen really should get you all to address me properly. I'm Mistress. Or Queen, if you prefer.” She had a naughty grin on her face. “Even Goddess will work. I do love being worshiped by a gorgeous futanari. Mmm, you have such cock-sucking lips, Agent Felicity.”

The futa-agent licked her lips, her pussy on fire. Being around Ally or Helen was intoxicating. She wanted to worship them all the time, her dick so hard, her cunt dripping juices down her thighs. She glanced down at Ally's girl-dick thrusting from the bright bush adorning her pubic mound. A hunger seized Agent Felicity to fall to her knees and worship.

Then Ally shrugged and walked off. “Thanks. I'll pretend Helen's gift is a surprise.”

Agent Felicity nodded her head, her futa-dick throbbing so hard. She needed to find Phillipa. Or, well, anyone to enjoy. Futanari and the women who were drizzled in their love were so eager to have sex at the drop of a hat.

But first Agent Felicity read the text message.

Her hard-on deflated. Her lust died. The world spun around her as she read:

“Say goodbye to your two new friends, their guest from out of town, and all those closest to them. Wish them all the best in the world from me.”

The words punched Agent Felicity in the guts as she read the text from President Fierro. The code words assaulted her. The President wanted the futa-agent to assassinate Helen, Ally, Ariz'ana, and all those who were closest to them: their inner council.

Agent Felicity's hands shook. She whimpered as the enormity of her orders washed over her. They frightened her with the scale. Assassination...

“I will,” she texted back as her stomach roiled in her. 

~   ~~   ~

Helen shuddered as Shannon sucked hard on her girl-dick. The pleasure shot down the blonde futanari's cock to her pussy. The virgin's mouth pursed tight about her cock as she trembled in her dorm room. She kept living in the small quarters despite becoming so powerful, one of the two leaders of the millions of futanari and women showered by their love.

But she enjoyed the comfort and familiarity of her dorm. Here, she had explored what being a futanari meant. She lost her virginity to Isabel. She had her first threesome with Trish here, popping Eden's gender-swapped pussy while Trish used her new girl-dick to fuck Helen from behind.

The loss of Trish and Eden still weighed at her heart, but they also gave her the resolve to defend her followers from anyone, including Ally and Ariz'ana. Once, Helen thought she could protect them all, that no one would ever die or get hurt if she was careful enough. Yesterday, she learned the world didn't care about her feelings. To save her people, she had to be prepared to pay the price.

She had to be prepared to turn on the futanari she loved.

“That's it,” Helen moaned as the virgin Shannon bobbed her mouth up and down Helen's girl-cock. “Mmm, yes, you are so eager to be exposed to my futa-love, aren't you?”

Shannon moaned in delight, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked even harder.

The pressure made Helen whimper. Her small breasts jiggled before her, topped by her pink nubs. Her blonde braid fell down her naked back, swaying and caressing her supple skin as the pleasure surged through her. Her pussy tightened, juices soaking her blonde bush. The ache swelled and swelled around her ovaries.

The futanari came closer and closer to erupting into the virgin's hungry mouth.

“Just like that, Shannon,” groaned Helen. “Ooh, yes, yes, you know just what I need, don't you? You're so hungry for it. Ooh, I'm going to spill so much cum into your hungry mouth, aren't I?” 

Shannon's hands gripped Helen's ass, pulling on the futanari's rump. The virgin took more of Helen's clit-dick into her mouth. The auburn-haired girl squeezed her green eyes shut, her face contorting, moving her glasses perched on her dainty nose. Helen felt the back of the girl's throat.

She seized Shannon's auburn hair in a tight, confident grip. The shy Helen of two months ago had long been swallowed up by the confident futanari. She'd enjoyed so many girls and women. She didn't hesitate to thrust forward.

“Swallow my cock!” Helen moaned. “Oh, yes, don't resist. You want to take my cock down your tight throat.”

The virgin whimpered as Helen's futa-cock slid down her tight throat. The girl's lips pressed into Helen's blonde bush. Golden curls spilled about Shannon's cheeks and lips, her nose nuzzling into the silky strands. A thrill went through the futanari at the hot embrace of the virgin's gullet.

Helen's pussy clenched as Shannon let out a wanton moan, vibrations humming around the futanari's cock. The pleasure shot down Helen's shaft into her pussy. Her snatch brought her ovaries to a boil.

Futa-cum erupted from her girl-dick. It pumped right down the virgin's throat. Helen shuddered as she shared her futa-love with Shannon. She could see the subtle shift in the girl's eyes, that worshipful awe.

“You love me so much, don't you?” Helen moaned as she trembled, her cum pumping down the girl's throat to her stomach.

The girl whimpered.

“Ooh, you'll do what I want,” Helen moaned. “You'll be my pretty spy, won't you? Just like we talked about.”

Shannon moaned louder, fingers digging into Helen's rump.

“Good,” the blonde futanari purred.

Shannon pulled her mouth off Helen's cock, her green eyes glassy. “I will, Mistress.”

“Don't call me Mistress,” Helen said. “You're going to be Ally's remember. Now—”

A loud knock rapped on Helen's door. The blonde futanari frowned, glancing over her shoulder at it, trembling, a bead of pussy juices running down her thighs. “Yes?” she asked, wondering who was disturbing her. “What is it?”

“Ally just arrived downstairs,” Cassie, Helen's favorite new member of her harem, called. Ally had given the virgin to Helen before the attack on Portland. The blonde futanari treasured the girl. Though Helen only had a year on eighteen-year-old Cassie, she felt so much older now, a gulf of experience stretching between them.

Which made Helen just want to hold her and love her and revel in her innocent embrace. In a perfect world, she'd share Cassie with Ally. Nothing would keep Helen from loving her redheaded futanari. But Ariz'ana existed, perverting everything.

“Okay,” Helen said, a nervous writhe shifting through her. She had planned to take Shannon to Ally's sorority and have the conversation there. She needed to give Ally one last chance. She had to tell her what she'd learned.

The horrible truth that the aliens had planned for the human race. To turn all the futanari into cattle then milk them for their seed. They needed it for something as petty as immortality. Their creators had enslaved entire planets to feed this addiction. Helen wouldn't help turn the women she showered in her futa-love into something so demeaning as that. She wanted a world where women and futanari coexisted together, where all the men had the opportunity to become women and then maybe to grow their own clit-dicks. A new race of love that didn't suffer from the problems of the old world.

Helen originally thought the aliens sent her to fix the human race of violence and cruelty and suffering, to eliminate all those horrors her kind inflicted on each other. There would still be natural disasters, sicknesses, and accidents, but no one would beat their spouses or rob or murder or cheat or any of the other petty acts that plagued Earth. No one would starve because a tyrant hoarded the food, no one would grow sick because an uncaring company dumped waste in the river supplying their drinking water. It would be a wondrous place of love.

A utopia.

And Helen would let nothing stop her from achieving it: not the humans, not Ariz'ana, and not the futa she loved.

“Send her in,” Helen commanded, her spine going stiff. She had to do this just right. Shannon was the perfect icebreaker. “And you, go in the bathroom and wash your mouth out. She can't taste any futa-cum on your lips. She has to think you're under her power.”

“Of course, Mi... Helen,” Shannon said, her eyes so bright with love. “I'll pretend she's you. I'll be the best spy for you. No one will suspect.”

Helen's stomach twisted. She felt so terrible for doing this. It was such a betrayal of Ally's trust in her, but... Helen couldn't trust the futa she loved. It weighed down her heart. She wanted to break down crying right now.

But she had to be strong. She couldn't be weak any longer. Her people needed her.

Outside, she heard the elevator ding as Shannon slipped into the bathroom. Helen drew in a deep breath. She grabbed her braid of blonde hair and threw it over her shoulder, letting it fall down to her breasts. She licked her lips, her dick throbbing hard before her glistening with saliva...

“Oh, no,” Helen gasped, staring at the saliva on her dick. She cast her head around and spotted her dresser. She opened it up and pulled out a pair of her panties. She hadn't worn them in months. Not since she stopped taping her cock between her legs to hide it.

She used the panties as a towel, drying her cock and soaking up the saliva. She stroked faster, loving the feel, when a knock came at her door. Then it opened. “Hey, Helen,” Ally said as she strode in, her big tits bouncing before her. “I was looking for you. I wanted to talk. And...” She blinked. “Are you... rubbing your panties on your dick? Are you doing that for me?”

“Er...” Helen gave a sheepish smile. “I thought I'd try to rub one out and cum in my panties. Then you could wear them and feel my cum against your pussy.” 

“Oh, that's so sweet,” Ally said, her dick throbbing before her. Her green eyes were so warm.

Helen licked her lips, her heart beating so fast. She wanted to walked over to her lover and kiss her. To just enjoy Ally and not worry about anything. She wanted to run away with her redheaded lover and leave this all behind. Let others deal with Ariz'ana and her insane plans. They could just find a house on the beach and...

No, she couldn't give up spreading her love. It was ingrained in her DNA. In Ally's.

“So, did you need something?” Helen asked, still sliding the panties up and down her girl-dick as Ally sauntered closer.

“Couldn't I just want to watch you rub a pair of panties up and down your girl-cock?” Ally asked, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. “Rubbing those cute, white panties up and down that big, throbbing shaft is so hot. Ooh, you're going to get them so dirty with your futa-cum.”

“So dirty,” Helen whimpered, her pussy clenching, a wave of heat washing through her body. “I'd soil them.”

“I bet you would!” Ally grinned.

Helen whimpered, the panties feeling silky smooth on her wet cock. Ally's green eyes smoldered as she stopped right before Helen, the tip of Ally's dick almost touching Helen's wrapped up in the underwear. Ally's cock swayed back and forth, drawing Helen's attention to it. She licked her lips, her pleasure swelling in her. Then her eyes drew up to Ally's big breasts, so soft and pillowy.

Ally grinned and cupped her big tits. She squeezed and kneaded them. Helen felt the twinges of arousal flowing through her lover. When the other had sex, they could feel it in the back of their minds through the psychic, quantum connection they possessed. It stimulated Helen, made her stroke her futa-dick faster and faster as Ally licked her red lips, making them glisten.

Then Ally found her fat, dusky nipples. She twisted them, groaning out in wanton need.

“Ooh, yes, yes, you're going to make those panties so dirty,” Ally whimpered. “Just for me.”

“For you,” Helen moaned. “Because I love you.”

It felt so wonderful to say that while the pleasure coursed through her, holding at bay any feelings of guilt or dread. Her hand stroked faster as that stupendous delight swelled in the core of her pussy. Her juices flowed faster, soaking her bush, running in hot rivulets down her thighs. She sucked in a deep breath, her tits jiggling and shaking.

“That's it,” Ally said, her grin growing and growing. A tinkle glimmered in her green eyes. “Just erupt. Let me feel that orgasm explode through you.”

“Yes!” Helen hissed, her hand stroking the cloth faster and faster. Her precum soaked into the cloth as her ovaries writhed, full of more cum just aching to explode out of her. “I know you want it so badly.”

“So badly,” whimpered Ally.

With a groan, Helen exploded. Her futa-cock erupted. Her head threw back. The pleasure flowed through her body. It pumped rapture over and over through her as she soaked the white panties. Her pearly jizz bled through, thick drops of her creamy futa-spunk rolling down the outside, her hand stroking the panties up and down her shaft.

The pleasure rippled through her mind. Helen moaned through clenched teeth as her small breasts jiggled. Her blonde braid slipped off her shoulder and fell down her back as she writhed in ecstasy. The pleasure coursed through her body.

“Ooh, that is so hot,” Ally said, a big grin on her face. “All that yummy cum just for me to feel against my pussy.”

“Uh-huh,” Helen whimpered as the final blast of her orgasm rippled through her. “It's all yours.”

“Good,” she moaned, her body shuddering. “I want to feel it so badly on my pussy.”

“You will,” Helen said as she pulled it off her cock, her body buzzing in delight. She draped the jizz-soaked panties on Ally's hard cock as she leaned in and embraced her lover.

Right now, they were still that. Maybe they always would be. But Helen wanted to treasure this if it was their last moment together. She pressed her body against Ally's, their dicks sliding past the other's. The cum-soaked panties brushed her stomach as Ally's cock slid upward, both their girl-shafts trapped between them. Pillowy breasts smothered Helen's little titties as their lips came together in a hot kiss.

Exultation surged through Helen. She whimpered into the kiss, her arms going so tight about her futa-lover's neck. She clung to Ally, working her lips with all her passion. Ally's arms encircled the blonde's waist, sliding down to cup her ass. Ally squeezed, pulling them both tight together. Their nipples brushed.

She has to understand, Helen thought, fear and joy swirling through her pounding heart. The two emotions warred inside of her. She has to realize the truth about Ariz'ana. I can't lose her. I won't lose her! 

Helen's tongue thrust into Ally's mouth. She swirled it around through her futa-lover's sweet cavity. She explored, touching tongue and teeth, brushing the roof of Ally's mouth. She pressed Ally back, kissing her so hard, their dicks throbbing together, Ally's wrapped in Helen's soaked panties.

The aching need to love Ally surged through her. Her plan of sharing Shannon went out the window. That could wait. Right now, she needed to make love to her Ally. To revel in her redheaded futanari's body. To make all the memories that might have to last her a lifetime.

“Oh, wow,” Ally moaned, breaking the kiss as Helen backed her against the bed. “Ooh, wow, you are just aching for it today, aren't you?”

“Yes,” Helen moaned. “Yesterday... Yesterday I almost died. And... I love you, Ally. No matter what, I love you.”

“I know that,” Ally said, her hands digging into Helen's rump. “Is it about Ariz'ana? That's why I'm here to talk to you. I had an—”

“Later,” Helen interrupted. “I want to love you, Ally.”

A grin spread across Ally's lips. “Okay.”

“Then I'm going to give you a present.”

“It's not your panties?”

“That's just a warm-up.” Helen winked a blue eye behind her glasses.

Ally's fingers dug hard into Helen's rump. “You are the best!”

No, I'm not. You're going to hate me when you learn what I'm planning.

Helen kissed Ally hard, driving down her own guilt as she reveled in the taste of her futa-lover's mouth. She pushed Ally back. They tumbled down onto the bed together, their limbs entwined, their bodies rubbing together. Nipples brushed nipples. Cocks, one wrapped in dirty panties, throbbed together.

Helen's hands swept up Ally's body. She cupped her lover's big breasts, squeezing and kneading them as they squirmed together. She dug her fingers into those pillowy mounds while Ally massaged Helen's rump. Their bodies undulated, writhed, nipples kissing nipples. Wicked tingles shot down Helen's body to her hot pussy.

She broke the kiss and gave Ally a grin. “Ooh, I love your big boobies so much.”

“Oh, yeah?” Ally asked. “How much?”

“This much!”

Helen squirmed down her lover's body, her small tits sliding off Ally's big mounds. She piled those lush boobies together and shook them, dusky nipples wobbling before her. Her glasses slipped down her nose as she bent down and flicked one of Ally's fat nubs. The redhead whimpered and groaned, encouraging Helen. Her tongue danced around the nipple, caressing the wide areola it thrust from.

Then she engulfed the nipple and sucked hard.

Ally let out a wanton moan of delight. Her body undulated as Helen suckled. Her cheeks hollowed as she sucked and loved that nub. The sounds of her lover's moans encouraged her to keep sucking and loving, worshiping it.

“Helen,” whimpered Ally, her panty-wrapped futa-cock throbbing against Helen's torso, the tip nudging into the base of the blonde's small tits. “Ooh, yes, yes, that feels so good.” 

“And when I do this?” Helen nibbled on a fat nub with her lips.

Ally's girl-dick throbbed hard into Helen. “I love it!”

Helen sucked back and forth between the nubs, making her futa-lover squirm more and more. She took utter delight in Ally's pleasure. It made her own girl-dick ache and her pussy grow so hot. She pressed her thighs together, massaging her pussy lips while the tip of her dick rubbed into the bedspread. The cloth sent tingles racing up her shaft to her pussy.

Ally humped and squirmed. Her own thick, red bush and hot snatch rubbed on Helen's stomach. That juicy delight beckoned to her. It made her hunger as she loved Ally's fat nub. So she had to do something about it.

She slithered down her lover's body, kissing down Ally's flat stomach.

“Helen!” giggled Ally. She squirmed and squealed as Helen's tongue dived into the redhead's cute bellybutton. “Ooh, that's so wicked.”

Helen loved the salty flavor of Ally's bellybutton. Her tongue danced in the divot before the sweet scent of Ally's snatch beckoned her. She moved lower, sliding past the cock clad in her panties. She kissed to the fiery bush adorning Ally's pubic mound and covering her juicy snatch.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Ally whimpered as Helen nuzzled lower and lower. “I'm so hot and wet, Helen.”

“Mmm, you are,” Helen purred then nuzzled her face into her lover's wet cunt. “Just dripping with excitement.”

Her tongue flicked out and slid through the silky bush to find those juicy pussy lips. Ally whimpered as Helen's tongue dragged between plump folds. Sweet cream covered the blonde futanari's tongue, making her own cunt clench and girl-dick throb. She tastes so good, Helen thought as her tongue reached the base of her lover's cock. It thrust out of Ally's folds where her clit would be if she were a normal girl. 

A naughty surge ran through Ally as she grasped the cum-soaked panties and stroked them up and down Ally's girl-dick. The blonde plunged her tongue deep into sweet cunt. She stirred it around, making Ally gasp and moan. She probed deep, loving the flavor of the sweet pussy she devoured.

The cream coated her mouth and lips. She feasted on it, savoring every drop. It made her heart beat to eat such a wondrous treat. She flicked her tongue through her lover's depths. She stirred her up. Ally gasped and moaned, her passion flooding through the room and making Helen tingle in delight.

I'm giving her such pleasure.

“Oh, Helen, I'm going to soil your panties, too!” moaned Ally.

Good, thought the blonde, too busy feasting to speak. 

She flicked and fluttered her tongue deep into Ally's pussy. She stroked the wet panties faster and faster up and down the redhead's big dick, making her squirm and shudder. Ally ground her cunt against Helen's hungry mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Ally moaned. “Ooh, you're going to make me soil your panties. You're going to make me cum in yours. Ooh, I love it. You're so amazing, Helen.”

“And you're wonderful!” moaned Helen before she jammed her tongue as deep into Ally's cunt as she could.

She swirled it through those sweet depths, stimulating her lover's silky walls. Her hand pumped faster and faster, working those panties up and down that thick, long cock. It felt so wicked to clutch the cum-soaked underwear about her lover's clit-dick. Her tongue fluttered faster, Helen's excitement mounting.

She shook her hips as she feasted. Pussy juices ran down her thighs and her throbbing girl-cock. She whimpered, feeling Ally's orgasm swelling through her. The redhead gasped and shuddered, coming closer and closer to erupting.

“Helen!”

“Do it, my beautiful Ally!” moaned Helen. “Cum!”

Helen's tongue slid up her lover's pussy lips, caressing them. Ally's girl-dick quivered in the blonde's stroking grip. Then Ally cried out. Her hips thrust up. Hot, sweet cream flooded out of her cunt. Her dick pulsed, soaking more jizz into Helen's panties. The blonde felt her lover's orgasm in the back of her mind, the rapture spilling over and over through the redhead. She bucked, her tits bouncing and jiggling.

“You're so wonderful, Helen!” she whimpered. “Yes, yes, yes!”

Helen's girl-dick twitched. She had to be in her lover. Fucking her. Filing her to the brim with futa-cum. “I love you, Ally!” she screamed as she rose. “I love you so much!”

“Helen!” quivered Ally in ecstatic rapture as the blonde aimed her cock. “You're mine. Always!”

Helen thrust her cock deep into Ally's convulsing pussy.

The blonde reveled in the feel of her futa-lover's spasming snatch writhing about her cock. Her small tits quivered and her blonde braid danced down her back. Her hips thrust over and over, working her clit-dick in and out of that wondrous hole. It was so delicious to feel, to experience the ecstasy of spasming flesh.

The silky friction compelled Helen to thrust harder and harder. She groaned as Ally grabbed her rump again, squeezing and kneading her butt-cheeks, pulling Helen into that hot, tight sheath harder. The blonde whimpered in delight. 

“Ally!”

“Yes, yes, yes, Helen!”

The bed creaked and moaned as the convulsing flesh built Helen's orgasm faster and faster. The hot flesh writhed about her dick. It had her groaning and shuddering in pure delight. It quivered through her. It made her whimper, her pussy clenching so hard, pussy juices leaking down her thighs.

She was made to love Ally. Created to be her partner. They were soulmates engineered for each other. They fit each other perfectly, physically. If only I could make her understand. Her hands slid up Ally's body, cupping her big breasts as she thrust away so hard, reveling in the heat of her lover's cunt. 

“Ooh, yes, Helen,” purred Ally, her fingers sliding into the blonde's butt-crack. “Mmm, work that hard girl-dick in me. Fuck me so hard. I'm going to cum again and again!” 

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes!” Helen cried out, eager to feel more spasming flesh about her girl-dick. “Make me cum in your depths. I want to pump you full of my cum.”

“Yes!” Ally hissed, her pussy squeezing down so hard on Helen's girl-dick. “It's amazing. I want that so badly.”

The two futas moaned and gasped. Helen pumped her hips so fast, her orgasm building, fanned by Ally's silky depths. The hot sheath caressed her dick. So wet. So wonderfully juicy. It made Helen dizzy as her own cunt clenched.

Ally's fingers found Helen's asshole. They penetrated.

Helen jammed her girl-dick deep and hard into Ally. She screamed out in utter bliss at the intruding fingers sinking into her velvety bowels. They added that last bit of stimulation the blonde futanari needed to cum again.

“Ally!”

“Do it!” Ally moaned.

Helen erupted.

Her girl-dick spurted hot cum into the depths of Ally's pussy. The pleasure coursed through the blonde futanari. Her eyes widened behind her glasses. The frames shifted on her nose as her entire body convulsed. Her hands squeezed Ally's big tits as the rapture shot straight to her mind.

Then Ally joined her. Both futanari's minds touched as their orgasms burned through their bodies. Pussy convulsed around Helen's erupting girl-dick, milking out her futa-spunk faster and faster. Every spurt of hot jizz caused Helen to buck. Her pussy convulsed, juices flooding down her thighs. White cum spurted through Helen's panties wrapped about Ally's cock, splattering Helen's stomach in hot drops of wonderful jizz. 

“Oh, Helen, I love you!” Ally screamed as her body shuddered in orgasmic bliss.

“Yes, yes, yes,” cried out Helen, feeling the truth through their connection. “I wish I could be with you always!” 

“Always!” echoed Ally, shuddering and milking out the last of Helen's cum with her spasming flesh. “Together.”

“Together,” Helen said, her pleasure crashing through her as the guilt swirled and devoured it. Why can't we just be simple futanari who didn't have to deal with all these problems? No aliens. No governments. Just... us. 

“So,” Ally said, her green eyes glinting. “What's my gift?”


Chapter Two: Torn Love

Eager anticipation shuddered through Ally as she played with her cum splattering her tits. She smeared the spunk around as she watched her slender, blonde love walk across the small college dorm room. Helen's dick bobbed before her, glistening with Ally's juices. The sight sent a hot thrill through Ally's body, her pussy clenching, forcing out a flood of Helen's cum. It formed a naughty wet spot on the bed.

Ally wiggled her rump in it, reveling in the delight as she breathed in the salty scent of futa-cum. Best smell in the world. Followed by Helen's spicy pussy! 

“Ready?” Helen asked as she grabbed the door to her room's bathroom.

“My gift's in there?” Ally asked, already knowing what it was. But she had promised Agent Felicity. “What is it? Oh, Helen, I want this so badly.” It was so wonderful just enjoying her lover. Once they'd had their fun, Ally would carefully guide Helen to her new job. Something that would keep her blonde lover from the important decisions.

The life and death decisions. Ally would protect her lover and shelter her from the cruel reality of the human world. Let her just have fun with her harem and revel in her pleasures. She doesn't need to know the true cost of victory. 

Helen threw open the door and yelled, “Ta-da!” Her small breasts and huge cock jiggled before her. “Enjoy!”

An eighteen-year-old girl with glasses—not unlike Helen's—perched on her face. It gave her such a cute look. Her dark-red hair, almost an auburn hue, spilled about her blushing cheeks. Her naked body quivered, her fiery bush matted with her juices, her nipples so hard. The poor thing had to listen to us. No wonder she's so wet. 

Then Ally's green eyes widened. “Is she a virgin?”

Helen nodded her head. “After you gave me Cassie, I just had to return the favor.” Helen took the virgin's hand, leading the blushing girl closer to the bed. She looked down, shy and demure even as her body trembled in awakened lust. “This is Shannon. She missed being exposed to the gas in Portland but was still caught in the city. Professor Little found her and spared her when she realized she had a hymen.”

“Naughty teacher,” Ally giggled, picturing that purple-haired professor about to penetrate this innocent thing when she realized that she prodded on a hymen. “A natural virgin! Not a guy?”

“Not a guy. Right, Shannon?” Helen asked.

Shannon nodded her head, not speaking a word. She's just so precious, Ally thought, her heart beating faster. Like Helen. But with hair almost like me. Would our daughter look like that? 

“Come here,” Ally said. “Don't be afraid. I won't harm you. I just want to love you.”

“Okay,” the girl said as she tottered forward.

Ally sat up on the bed, cum running down her tits and leaking out of her pussy. She let out a hungry purr. She seized Shannon's hips and pulled the girl to her. The virgin squeaked as she stopped before Ally, her breasts jiggling as she trembled.

“Aren't you just succulent?” the redheaded futanari groaned. “Mmm, yes, you are. Come and give me a kiss.”

“Okay,” she whispered.

“Mistress. That's how you address me from now on, okay?”

The girl nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

The sweetness of her voice made Ally's heart beat faster. Then she groaned as Shannon placed a chaste kiss on her lips, teasing of minty mouthwash. Ally seized the virgin by the back of the neck, holding the girl in place, and gave her a proper kiss. She jammed her tongue so deep into the girl's mouth, exploring around, shuddering at the cool freshness. The girl whimpered and swayed.

“Ooh, you two look so cute together,” Helen moaned. “It's making my dick so hard.”

Ally broke the kiss. “Just keep your cum away from her until I've had my fun,” Ally said with a playful tone to her voice. “She's all mine.”

“Yes, she is,” Helen said, sounding almost wistful.

She wants Shannon for her own harem, but she's so loving she gave Shannon to me. Joy beat faster in Ally's heart. She leaned in and nuzzled at Shannon's round breasts, bigger than Helen's but smaller than Ally's pillowy mounds. Her tongue licked across the virgin's flesh, tasting the salt of her skin, enjoying the flavor. 

Her tongue climbed the right breast to a dusky-pink nipple. She nuzzled it, nibbling with her lips, making the girl squirm. Ally's futa-dick throbbed and her pussy squeezed tight, loving the sounds the virgin made as she sucked and nibbled and played with the nub. Ally's hands stroked up and down the girl's sides.

I have to taste her. To feel her virgin pussy.

With a hungry growl, Ally descended. She kissed her way down the girl's stomach, leaning her head over farther and farther until she nuzzled into Shannon's bright bush. A tart musk filled her nose and then brushed her lips. She found hot pussy lips.

And licked.

Ally shuddered as she dragged her tongue through silky folds and found a hymen covered in little holes stretched over the entrance to Shannon's pussy. The futanari moaned and licked again, making the virgin shudder.

“Oh, Helen, this is wonderful,” Ally purred, lifting her face from the virgin's twat. “I have to share her with you. You promise you won't cum in her first?”

“I promise,” Helen moaned.

“Share?” Shannon asked, her voice so tight.

Ally gave the virgin a toothy grin as she leaned back, her cum-stained tits swaying. “Why don't you just impale that virgin pussy right on my dick? Then Helen's going to bugger your little asshole. Doesn't that sound nice?”

Shannon's green eyes widened behind her glasses. She threw a look over her shoulder at Helen.

“That's your mistress now,” Helen said. “Do what she wants.”

“Okay,” breathed the girl. “I will, Mistress. I'll impale myself on your cock.”

Ally beamed, shuddering in delight. The virgin straddled the redhead's waist and grabbed Ally's clit-dick. The virgin's gentle fingers sent waves of heat washing down Ally's cock. Then she moaned as Shannon brought the tip of Ally's shaft to her bush, sliding it through the silky hairs. Teasing delight shot through Ally's body.

Then she moaned as she felt the entrance to Shannon's virgin pussy. The hymen pressed on the tip of Ally's cock. She stared into the virgin's eyes. Shannon's face twisted with wanton passion. Then she let out a low moan.

And impaled herself onto Ally's cock.

The girl's hymen popped with a gasp from the virgin. Ally groaned a moment later as hot, tight, silky, virgin pussy engulfed her futa-dick. Her green eyes bulged as Shannon's untouched depths slid farther and farther down Ally's long shaft. The deflowered girl took more and more of the futanari's prowess until she bottomed out.

“Oh, wow!” Shannon gasped, her cunt clenching about Ally's cock. “Oh, wow. This is... Oh, wow!”

“I know,” Ally grinned at the girl. “It's something else, isn't it?”

Shannon nodded her head. “You're so big. And you're in me so deep, Mistress.”

“Mmm, yes, I am.” Ally grabbed her rump, parting her butt-cheeks. “And you're about to have another futa-cock buried just as deep into you.”

Shannon's pussy clenched down hard on Ally's dick as a hot quiver ran through the girl. It almost made Ally erupt. Just giving this girl these experiences made Ally so hot and aching. It made her heart beat so fast.

Helen approached from behind. Ally watched her blonde lover around Shannon's trembling body. The redheaded futanari's pussy clenched in anticipation of Shannon's lovely squeals. Helen came closer, bringing that dick to the former virgin's asshole. Ally kept Shannon's butt-cheeks pried apart, welcoming Helen.

The tip of Helen's thick dick, wet with Ally's pussy juices, brushed the redhead's fingers. Then the cock dipped between Shannon's butt-cheeks. The auburn-haired girl gasped, her green eyes widening behind her glasses.

“Is she nudging up against your asshole?” Ally asked.

Shannon nodded her head, her pussy squeezing and relaxing on Ally's dick.

“Fuck her, Helen!” moaned Ally. “Pound her! Let's share the little slut!”

“Yes!” gasped Helen.

Ally felt Helen's girl-dick sliding into Shannon's asshole. Through the membrane of flesh separating pussy and bowels, Helen's cock pressed on Ally's. Such delight fluttered through the redhead as the deflowered girl's cunt grew tighter and tighter. Shannon's back arched, her round tits brushing Ally's cum-stained boobs.

“Ooh, yes,” Helen moaned. “Oh, you have such a hot ass.”

“And your cock is amazing,” whimpered the girl. “I love it in my bowels. Please, please, fuck me. Both of you!”

“Fuck us yourself,” Ally groaned. “Ride our dicks. Work those hips slut.”

Shannon did.

Ally's eyes fluttered at the silky delight of that tight cunt working up and down her dick. Pleasure flowed through her body. Her breasts rose and fell, nipples brushing Shannon's smaller nubs. Ally's pussy clenched as she savored that delight. Helen groaned, too.

Then she fucked the slut's asshole.

Helen's dick pumped in and out of Shannon's bowels, caressing Ally's dick through the girl's flesh. It added another level of stimulation for the futanari. She groaned, her body shaking. Her heart thudded in her chest as her orgasm swelled in her.

Virgin flesh! I'm the first cock to ever fuck her! Ooh, she's so cute!

Ally's hips thrust up from the bed. She braced her arms behind her as leverage as she worked her dick in and out of the slut's cunt. Shannon moaned as she pumped her own hips, fucking both futanari with her holes, stimulating Ally and making Helen gasp and moan.

“That's it, little whore,” groaned Ally. “Make me cum then make my sweet Helen erupt.”

“Yes, Mistress!” the girl whimpered. “I will. It's so good. Oh, wow. Oh, yes, she's reaming my asshole, Mistress. And you're filling up my cunt! I love it!”

“You're going to cum so hard!” Ally thrust up harder, her big boobs jiggling as flesh slapped flesh.

“Uh-huh!” Shannon moaned.

“Good,” Helen gasped. “Make my sweet Ally cum. Make her erupt into that pussy. Do it! Squeeze that cunt down on her dick!”

“Yes!” Shannon's pussy tightened on Ally's cunt.

The redheaded futanari groaned. Her dick drank in the increased friction. The silky delight flowed through her. It had her eyes rolling back in her head. She whimpered and shuddered, her orgasm building and building in her. It had to explode out of her. It had to erupt. Her eyes fluttered as she grunted and gasped. The heat built and built in her, threatening to bury her in rapture.

Then the former virgin cried out in delight. Her eyes widened behind her cute glasses. She squealed out as her pussy convulsed about Ally's dick. The girl bucked up and down Ally's shaft, massaging it with her orgasming pussy.

“Yes!” Ally moaned, her own snatch clenching.

“Cum in her, Ally!” Helen moaned. “Her ass is going wild about my dick. I need to cum! But you have to claim her!”

Ally thrust upward, burying to the hilt in that spasming cunt. It milked at her cock, eager for her spunk. She didn't fight it. She surrendered into her rapture. Her cum fired out of her dick. Hot girl-spunk flooded Shannon, claiming the girl into her harem.

“Take my futa-love!” Ally howled as the rapture hammered through her body.

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Helen. “Take my futa-love, too, slut!”

“So good!” whimpered the girl.

Her pussy milked Ally's cock of every drop of cum. The redhead fell back on the bed, rapture surging through her body. Such delight beat through her flesh. Her heart pumped buzzing bliss through her veins.

A moment later, Helen fell down beside Ally and cuddled up against her. The blonde laid her head on Ally's big boobs. The redhead cradled Helen to her, stroking Helen's blonde braid. Such delight buzzed through Ally. She felt so amazing.

“You haven't confirmed if you're going to be at the broadcast tomorrow,” Ally said, her voice half-slurred with delight, the words bubbling out of her. “Ariz'ana needs you there.”

“I don't feel like we're giving people a choice with the broadcast,” objected Helen. “They have to volunteer to be missionaries. It doesn't feel like I'm asking for volunteers.”

Ally sighed.

Helen's eyes tightened. “Is that why you dropped by?”

“No,” Ally said. She stared at her lover, her insides squirming and writhing. “I just don't understand why you won't do it. It would make Ariz'ana so happy. You don't still think that she has a problem with humans?”

Helen stiffened. “Well, what if... what if she did hate humans?” 

Ally swallowed. She glanced at the trembling Shannon standing over them, cum leaking down her thighs. “You, slut, go to my sorority and wait for me there. Anyone can give you directions if you get lost.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Shannon squeaked. Then she darted away.

Helen looked up Ally's body. Something twisted her face. All the joyful delight Ally felt evaporated. She waited for Shannon to close the door behind her then asked, “What has you so confused now, Helen?”

“I want people to make their own choices,” Helen said. “I don't want them sent into danger because I ordered them.”

“We're not ordering them!” Ally snapped. “We're asking for volunteers to help us spread futa-love faster and take over the U.S. Once we have this country and Canada, we can spread even faster. Surge down into Latin America then cross the ocean into Europe and Asia. In a year, everyone will be futanari or women.” Ally wanted to blurt out more, but she bit back. I have to protect her. “It's important. I know you don't want people to get hurt.” 

“And the way the broadcast asks for it?” Helen gave Ally a penetrating look. “Don't pretend that it's all but ordering them. 'It would make me so happy if you would all volunteer to be a missionary. You want to make me happy, right? So you'll do it?' That's what Ariz'ana wants me to say in the script your harem wrote.”

“And? We have to have volunteers flooding in to travel across America and spread futa-love. This way they know about it and can choose to go.”

“There's no choice because they'll do anything to make us happy!” Helen sat up. “Don't you understand how close to slavery that is? This is a responsibility we have with our... position of affection. We can't abuse it, Ally. We have to protect those who love us, not send them into danger.”

“There won't be any danger.” For most. “There'll be thousand and thousands of them. The humans won't be able to keep up with it. Futanari will spread exponentially. You'll see. It'll spill across the country, growing faster and faster.” Ally swallowed. “But if you have a problem with it, there are other ways.” 

“What other ways?”

Ally surged forward, wanting to give Helen something to keep her busy and away from the really hard decisions, to protect her delicate lover. “Dr. Catherine's idea to put our seed into water supplies and drinks. You could coordinate that. Ensure that water across America is full of futa-love. Your soldiers are perfect for this mission. Now that we've defeated the army, we can move more freely. Send your rangers and special forces out to put their cum into municipal water supplies and bottling plants. It's something you could focus on.”

Helen frowned. “It would take up a lot of my time.”

“I know.” Ally's heart beat faster and faster. “But it would mean less risk for our followers.”

Helen gave Ally a penetrating stare. “And do you really care about that?”

“Of course,” Ally lied with glib ease. Why do you care so much, Helen? “This is important. If you won't do the broadcast, then work on this. And I'll work to make sure the missionaries are as safe as they can be.” 

“With Ariz'ana?”

A tremble raced through Ally. “What happened? You're doubting her again.”

Helen bit her lip. “What if she truly hates humans and wants to harm us?”

Ally shook her head. “Of course she doesn't want to harm us.”

“How can you be so sure? Don't you have any doubts at all?”

“None!” Ally shouted, her heart thudding so fast. She did have doubts. They nibbled at her, whispering with Helen's voice. But she felt Ariz'ana's love in her heart. The alien cared for them all. “She is here to save our species. You have to stop being so stubborn and resisting her. You have to trust her, Helen! You have to grow up and stop thinking that the world is perfect and that nothing bad will ever happen!” 

Helen flinched.

Ally's anger surged through her. “People are going to die. You just have to accept that. That's how life is. We're trying to improve the world, but you're such a child, you just want to pretend like this won't have any cost. But it will. If you don't take risks, then the humans are going to kill us! They'll exterminate us! And I won't let them! Ariz'ana is right! We need to be as aggressive as possible.”

“And get as many as our followers killed,” Helen muttered.

“There's more, Helen! There's an entire world of people out there! We'll change them all. Yes, some will die. I don't want that, but life sucks!”

“You wouldn't even care if Ariz'ana wanted to enslave our entire race and turn them into lobotomized cows being milked for their futa-cum, would you?”

“I don't care what she does so long as we spread futa-love to the world!” Ally screeched. She bounded to her feet. “Why do you always have to be so stubborn? It's so simple, Helen.”

“And you say I'm the child,” the blonde said, shaking her head sadly. Tears fell down her cheeks. “The world isn't simple. Nothing is. It's not black and white. Us and them.”

“It absolutely is!” Ally marched to the door. She struggled to control herself. She didn't want to fight again. She didn't want to be so angry at Helen, but the girl could be so stubborn, so foolish, so wonderfully innocent. “You need to remember that, Helen. Ariz'ana and I are fighting for us! For our futanari! Try helping us instead of questioning and complaining! Love Ariz'ana and love me!” 

“I do love you, Ally.” More sobs shook Helen. She hugged herself. “I love you so much. I just...”

Ally felt torn. She wanted to run back over to Helen. She wanted to wrap her up in her arms and soothe away those tears. She wanted to kiss her and apologize. But that wouldn't change anything. Helen still needed to act like a leader. She still needed to follow Ariz'ana's orders and help them win.

Ally ripped open the door, almost barreling into Isabel lurking outside. The Hispanic futanari had a hard look on her face, glaring at Ally. Irritation flared through the redheaded futanari. She pushed past Helen's friend and slave and marched to the elevators.

How can I make Helen understand? It's so simple. The humans can never harm us if they love us! 

~   ~~   ~

“Helen?” Isabel asked as she peered in the room at Helen. “You okay, chica?” 

Helen shook her head, her body shaking. Tears poured down her face. She couldn't bring herself to tell Ally the full truth. She came as close as she could. But Ally had just brushed away the idea of it. What if Helen showed her the proof and she didn't care? What if Ally ran to Ariz'ana, forcing the alien to react and do something about Helen?

The blonde futanari couldn't take the chance. Not if she would save the futanari from the fate of being turned into lobotomized dairy cows. Ally was too far under Ariz'ana's love. It was so clear to Helen now.

Helen had to rip out her heart to save the world.

“Chica?” Isabel asked again.  

Helen looked up at her first lover. She'd lost her virginity to Isabel in this very room. “No, no, I'm not. But...” She wiped at her eyes. “I'll survive.”

“I'm sorry.” Isabel hugged Helen, rocking her.

I can be strong for all those millions of futas and women in my harem, Helen told herself. And for those in Ally's. 

Her heart would suffer. Ally might hate her for what she must do. But she could survive. She would survive. For Isabel, Dr. Maura, Leann, Cassie, her cheerleaders, Professor Little, Svetlana and her deputies, Sergeant Frita and her Double D girls, Ashley and Noriko, Agent Felicity, her volleyball team, Lindsey and Carly, India, Colonel Bee, Asuka, Dean Bey and Billy Jean, Kodi, Etta, Dr. Catherine, and all the others she loved so much. 

She couldn't be selfish any longer.

“We have to move against Ally,” Helen whispered. “We need to start thinking of a plan.”

Isabel hugged her tighter as the tears came. She could afford this one moment to be weak with Isabel, with her friend and lover. She let the first girl she ever enjoyed with her futa-cock rock her and croon to her in soft Spanish, the words lilting and beautiful.

~   ~~   ~

“You have to obey her, Felicity,” Phillipa said, her hands wrapped about the futa-agent's girl-dick.

Pleasure rippled up her shaft as Phillipa stroked so hard. The gender-swapped futa had gained her cock during the fall of Portland yesterday when she fucked a guy who missed being exposed to the atomized futa-cum that spilled like a mist over the city. Agent Felicity bit her lip, her body trembling. Others writhed in her room, women who were exposed to her cum during the incident, who followed the President of the United States instead of the alien futas.

“You have to kill them.”

“What about Helen?” Agent Felicity stared down at Phillipa. “I can work out a deal between her and the President. Then they can be together. They can both be our Mistresses.”

Phillipa's face furrowed. The moans of the other women writhing in lesbian passion, grinding hot cunts together, drowned out their words. And from anyone else in the dorm building where Helen's inner circle dwelled.

“Imagine it...” breathed Agent Felicity. “President Fierro with a cock as big as mine. Wouldn't that be so wonderful to suck on?”

“Yes!” Phillipa moaned. Then the gender-swapped futanari open her mouth and swallowed Agent Felicity's girl-dick.

“We just have to kill Ally and Ariz'ana,” whimpered Felicity. “Then... Then there can be peace between humans and futanari. That's how we can obey the President and Helen. Isn't that wonderful, Phillipa?”

The woman only moaned about Agent Felicity's girl-dick. A smile crossed Felicity's lips. It felt good to obey her Mistresses. It felt so right. Now she just had to figure out how to kill Ally and Ariz'ana. As the pleasure rose in her pussy, she thought about her options.


Chapter Three: Futa's Naughty Inspection

The moment Ally walked out of the dorm building and into the cold, November air, her anger fled. She only felt... confused. Bewildered. She loved Helen so much and couldn't understand how they could fight. How she could say such horrible things to her girlfriend. She looked over her shoulder at the dorm, finding Helen's window.

She ached, wishing to see Helen peering down at her, but didn't.

Why can't she just understand? Ally demanded of herself. It was all so clear to her. The humans had taught her that there were only two sides: us and them. She wasn't a part of their “us” so they put her in a cell. Yes, her father, Dr. Roland, had pretended to love her, pretended to adopt her, but he kept her locked up for her entire life. He experimented on her on behalf of the other humans. His affection for her was just to keep her happy in her cell. She'd spent nineteen years never seeing the sun, being prodded and probed by scientists like Dr. Zhao and Dr. Catherine and... 

Dr. Zhao...

Ally furrowed her brow. Did Helen learn something about Dr. Zhao's new project. Ariz'ana had invested a great deal of interest in it, often meeting with the Chinese scientist. The futanari scientist was brilliant. She'd unraveled how to use Ally's DNA to make the mind control serum that the government used to protect themselves from futa-love. Then when Ally had “recruited” her to the futanari side by finally giving the woman what she truly craved, Ally's cum pumping into her cunt, Dr. Zhao invented the way to make futa-cum into an aerosol. With it, futanari converted entire towns and cities across Washington State and would soon be using it in Oregon while the missionaries flooded across the rest of the country with their own devices to spread futa-love faster and faster.

Helen wasn't happy to learn that Dr. Zhao stopped letting Dr. Catherine assist her. Dr. Catherine Woods was a futa-scientist from Helen's harem. While both women had worked at Project STARFALL, the facility that housed Ally, Dr. Zhao was the more brilliant of the two. She said she needed to focus on her new project and couldn't babysit Dr. Catherine. 

“She has her own projects to work on,” Dr. Zhao had told Ally last week when she asked about this new project. “What I'm working on will let us win.” 

That was all Ally cared about. Now...

If Dr. Zhao's work is innocuous, maybe I can show Helen and that will calm down her suspicion. Ally swallowed. She didn't want to think about what it meant that Helen didn't trust Ariz'ana. Ally worshiped the alien, would be her utter slave. What the women and futanari in Ally's harem felt for her, she felt for Ariz'ana.  

It felt good to have a purpose, a way to repair things with Helen. Feeling invigorated, Ally marched naked across the grounds, not feeling the November chill at all. It was so wonderful. Her futa-dick and big tits bounced before her. She smiled at the futanari swarming the grounds of the repurposed university. It was rare to find a pure woman at the heart of their cause's power. Everyone here had long-since gained a cock by fucking a guy and gender-swapping him into a her.

She smiled as she passed a group of futanari playing a naked game of Ultimate Frisbee, laughing as their tits heaved before them, their dicks swaying between their thighs. They raced down the field, the yellow Frisbee hovering in the air and slowly descending.

A Black futa with short hair snagged it. She landed, a big grin on her face. She whirled around, her futa-cock swinging before her and smacking into a redhead's hip. The girl fell to her knees and sucked on the ebony shaft. Pleasure crossed the Black girl's face.

“You have to throw it!” a Hispanic girl shouted. “Jessie, you can't just stand there and let your dick get sucked.”

“Right, right,” the futanari moaned. But she threw too hard in her rush to shoot her hands down down to grab fiery hair. She moaned, enjoying her blowjob as a member of the other team snagged the Frisbee out of the air and tossed it in the opposite direction.

The redhead broke free from the blowjob she was giving and bounded to her feet, racing off, the Black girl in pursuit, her dick so hard. Ally giggled as the Black girl's longer legs carried her into the redhead. They fell down onto the frosty grass and started kissing while their teammates played around them.

Ally loved the future of the human race. What if Ariz'ana wants to turn humans into dairy cows and milk them for their cum? 

Helen's ridiculous words echoed through her mind. It was just Helen asking a hypothetical question. Ariz'ana wouldn't do that. Ally shoved down her doubt, not bothering to even contemplate something so impossible. Ariz'ana loved human futanari. She said so time and time again. Helen's just confused. I bet it's that Isabel. She doesn't like me. Jealous cunt. 

She left the quad behind as she headed her way over to Harnell Hall where all the University of Puget Sound's science labs lay. There, Dr. Zhao conducted her amazing research with her assistant Dr. Gabby. Ally walked faster, eager to learn. She reached the building, passing through several futanari in military uniforms and holding sleek and deadly-looking assault rifles.

“Mistress,” they said, saluting smartly.

“Soldiers,” Ally nodded back. Her harem-slave, Specialist Amanda, had recruited Ally many soldiers from the nearby military installation, Joint Base Lewis-McChord. The military base lay to the south of the city of Tacoma.

“Dr. Zhao doesn't wish to be disturbed. She's... performing delicate work.”

“And?” Ally asked as she kept walking.

The soldiers didn't stop her. Why would they? They were her slaves. She patted one's crotch on the way by, feeling her hard futa-dick. The soldier moaned, her face twisting with delight, color blossoming across her cheeks.

Ally opened the doors and stepped into Dr. Zhao's lab. The Chinese futa-scientist sat before a microscope on the far side of the room wearing a lab coat. Ally knew she'd be naked underneath. The scientist was short and slender, silky-black hair falling to her shoulders. Ally caught just a glimpse of the dark-red frames of the scientist's glasses.

“Ally?” another futa-scientist asked. Dr. Gabby sat nearby, her lab coat open to expose her massive tits, bigger even than Ally's large mounds. The gender-swapped futanari blinked dark eyes. She had too-large glasses on her face, something reminiscent of her time as a man when she taught biology in this very lab. “What are you doing here?”

“Inspecting your work.”

“It's... progressing,” Dr. Zhao said, not looking up.

“Good, good.” Ally sauntered closer, her futa-dick throbbing before her. “And what progress have you made?”

“Complex progress. I really do not have time to try and explain it to you, Ally. I'm very busy. This is important.”

Irritation shot through Ally. “Important? Why?”

Dr. Zhao let out a huff. “Really, Ally? Don't you have a slut that you could be fucking?”

“In fact, I do,” Ally said, advancing on the scientist. “You're a slut that forgets to whom she belongs.” 

Dr. Zhao threw a look over her shoulder just as Ally reached her. The redheaded futanari seized Dr. Zhao's silky, black hair and stared into the scientist's dark, almond-shaped eyes. The pale-olive skin of her forehead furrowed.

“I... That is... I'm sorry, Ally, I was just caught up in my work. It's important.”

“More important than loving your Mistress?” Ally growled. She couldn't grab Helen by the scruff and shake her, but she could this bitch. “Bend that ass over your table. I have a hard cock.”

Dr. Zhao groaned. “Really, Ally? I have work to do.”

“You used to find any excuse you could to fuck my cock. Now you don't want it? Don't you love me?”

“I do,” the scientist moaned, her eyes growing glassy. “It's just... I have Dr. Gabby to enjoy. And my other futa-scientist. Ariz'ana... But you're right. I'm sorry. I've forgotten myself.”

“Apologize by hiking up that doctor's coat, slut, and showing me that ass,” growled Ally, her dick aching so hard.

Dr. Zhao moved. She pushed her microscope to the side then bent over the lab table. The metal creaked beneath her as she reached behind her and hiked up her lab coat. She flipped it up and over her ass, exposing her tight tush and trimmed, black bush adorning her pussy. Her dick, smaller than Ally's, swelled hard as she wiggled her tush.

“I'm so sorry, Ally, for ignoring you,” moaned Dr. Zhao.

“Ally?” The redhead spanked her futa-cock into the scientist's tight rump, a smack echoing through the lab. “Is that how you address me, slut?” 

“Mistress.” Dr. Zhao shuddered, her voice becoming more and more throaty, juices beading her silky pubic hair. A tart musk tickled Ally's nose. “I'm so sorry, Mistress. Use me. Fuck me so hard. Let my cunt satiate your dick.”

Ally smiled, savoring her domination over the arrogant scientist. She remembered all the times Dr. Zhao had had her strapped to a table naked so the scientist could “collect” semen samples. Ally had to lie there, a rubber condom wrapped around her cock, while the Chinese woman worked her pussy up and down the futanari's big dick. It was torture wearing a condom and not being able to cum in Dr. Zhao's pussy.

Now Ally was in charge.

She dragged the tip of her futa-dick down the Chinese woman's butt-cheek. She dipped it in between them, sliding it down the futa-scientist's crack. Dr. Zhao let out a wanton moan when Ally found her puckered asshole.

“Mmm, I think I'll use your tight, hot bowels to satiate my dick.”

“Yes, Mistress,” whimpered the futa-scientist. “Use me. Fuck me. Dump your cum into me!”

Ally thrust.

She groaned as Dr. Zhao's tight anal ring spread about the crown of her dick. The hot sphincter opened wider and wider, engulfing Ally's thick dick. The redhead whimpered as she entered the heat of the scientist's bowel, feeling it wrapped about her dick. The wondrous, velvety delight gripped her. It had her groaning and shivering.

“Yes,” Ally hissed, savoring the submission of her scientist-slave. “You love my dick in your asshole.”

“I do, Mistress,” Dr. Zhao groaned.

“Yeah,” Dr. Gabby whimpered, her big tits jiggling as the busty futanari stroked her girl-dick, watching the show.

Ally licked her lips and then pumped away, working her girl-dick in and out of that tight, hot embrace of Dr. Zhao's amazing bowels. It felt so wonderful to pump away, to fuck the Chinese scientist's asshole. Pleasure rippled up her dick and into her pussy.

Ally's big tits heaved and slapped together. They bounced before her as she sodomized the futa-scientist. The redhead moaned at the velvety friction wrapped about her dick. It felt so incredible. Her heart thudded faster and faster. She fucked her cock deeper and deeper, reveling in the wonderful embrace of hot bowels.

“Ally!” groaned the futa-scientist. “Oh, yes, yes, fuck my ass! Ooh, you love it! You're going to cum so much in me. You're going to flood me!”

“Yes!” Ally panted, her hands grabbing the Chinese futanari's hips. Her crotch smacked over and over into Dr. Zhao's tight tush, making those dusky-olive butt-cheeks jiggle. “I'm going to dump so much cum into you! I want you feeling me leak out of you all day long!”

“Yes, Mistress!”

“Lucky!” breathed Dr. Gabby, her chair creaking as she fisted her long cock.

Ally grinned, loving the attention and the delight of fucking her slut's asshole. She plunged faster and harder. Her hands squeezed Dr. Zhao's hips as she enjoyed the velvety delight. Every thrust into the scientist's hot bowels sent a jolt of rapturous lightning through Ally's body. It electrified her.

Spurred her to thrust harder. Faster. Her orgasm built in her ovaries. Her dick ached and throbbed in the tight anal sheath. Moans burst from Ally's lips. Waves of dizziness washed over her as her tits bounced and heaved.

She loved the sound of them slapping together.

“Dr. Zhao!” she groaned. “Ooh, I love buggering you.”

“Uh-huh,” moaned the futa-scientist. “Oh, Mistress, yes, yes, I need you to cum in me! So badly! Flood your jizz into me.”

“You're just my slut, aren't you?” hissed Ally.

“Yes, yes, yes! Your slut! Your whore scientist!”

The words spurred Ally to fuck so hard, to ram her girl-dick in and out of her slave's bowels with all her force. Her pussy clenched, juices running down her thighs as she enjoyed the scientist's hot asshole. Ally's orgasm swelled faster and faster.

Her hand shot around, grabbing Dr. Zhao's hard futa-dick. She stroked up and down the shaft, brushing the spongy tip wet with precum. The scientist's bowels clenched so hard about Ally's cock, increasing that velvety friction.

Bringing her closer to erupting.

“Please, please, cum in me!” howled Dr. Zhao. “I need it so badly. It's been so long since you came in me, Mistress!”

“You're too busy with your work!” moaned Ally. “Oh, yes, yes, yes, too busy when you should be enjoying yourself!”

“Yes!” the futa-scientist moaned, her clit-dick throbbing in Ally's stroking hand. “I should! I... Mistress!”

Dr. Zhao came. Her dick pulsed in Ally's pumping grip. Hot bowels writhed about the redhead's girl-cock. She groaned, thrusting into the spasming asshole. Pleasure swelled inside Ally as Dr. Zhao cried out in rapture.

“Cum in me, Mistress! Use my asshole to satiate your cock! I'm your slave!”

“My slave!” howled Ally and buried her dick to the hilt in the convulsing bowels.

The redhead futanari shuddered as her hot girl-cum spurted from her cock. It flooded into Dr. Zhao's tight, writhing asshole. The spasming flesh milked her cock as Ally trembled. Her tits heaved and bounced before her as she whimpered. Her fingers dug into Dr. Zhao's hips as the pleasure shot through her body.

Every blast sent such ecstasy firing through the redhead's body. Her pussy convulsed so hard. Juices gushed down her thighs. Her mind drank in the rapture as she quivered. Her hand stroked up and down the Chinese futanari's erupting dick.

“Yes, yes, yes, I own you!” Ally moaned.

“You do, Mistress!” Dr. Zhao whispered, her dick pulsing a final time.

Ally shuddered, her orgasm carrying her to the heights of rapture. Her cock spurted its final load into the scientist's bowels. The redhead swayed. She shook her head, dizzy delight spilling through her mind. It felt so good to release her anger and frustration at...

Anger... Frustration...

“Mmm, slave, what is this project you are working on?” Ally ordered.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Zhao blinked through the pleasure of her orgasm. Irritation rippled through her in the wake of the bliss. She'd hoped Ally wouldn't remember to ask about it. That her futa-mistress would be so caught up in her orgasm she'd forget. Maybe Ally would understand it, but what if she turned out to be as weak as Helen?

So what if she is? Ariz'ana approves this plan. 

Dr. Zhao blinked her slanted eyes as her asshole clenched down on Ally's still-hard dick. She had Ariz'ana's blessing. Even if Helen, her Mistress, gave her a command to stop, Dr. Zhao wouldn't. A smile crossed her lips, glad the alien understood the majesty of her work.

“It's just a plan to deal with the mind-control serum,” Dr. Zhao answered.

“That's it?” Ally asked.

“Well, with an entire army of them guarding the president and the capitol, we're never going to defeat the United States. There are enough nukes we can't get to, like on those missile subs cruising in the oceans, that the president could order them to take us out.”

Ally shivered, her hand squeezing Dr. Zhao's dick hard. “Oh. I hadn't realized that.”

“Yes, it's more than the land-based ICBMs we have to worry about.”

“And how will this help?” Ally asked.

“Well, I am working on modifying futa-cum to adjust the amygdala to stimulate the production of catecholamines in the brain. I want to inundate Washington D.C. with an attack. Hit it hard in one swoop, cover the entire city in a wave of futa-love.”

“And that will neutralize the soldiers?” Ally asked. Dr. Zhao could hear a frown in her tone. “By adjusting the amygdala.”

“Yes,” lied Dr. Zhao. It wouldn't be the soldiers that were affected, but the citizens. Dr. Zhao had witnessed the ferocity women under futa-love could attain. They could attain berserk levels of attack, throwing their lives away out of love for their mistress. If she could harness that, and make something like the wild women of the bacchanal from Greek mythology, she could turn the entire city of Washington D.C. against those not under the futa-love.

They would annihilate those inoculated against the love. Thousands and thousands would die. Helen would never approve. Even Ally might balk at the cost.

“That is it, essentially.”

“Oh, okay,” Ally said. “That doesn't sound so bad. Helen mentioned something about turning futanari into dairy cows or something. That Ariz'ana wanted to do that.” 

Dr. Zhao's bowels clenched. How can Helen know about that? “Dairy cows?” She forced a laugh, ice pumping through her veins. Her dick softened in Ally's stroking hand. “That's so ridiculous. Why would I do that?” 

“To harvest cum or something?” Ally pulled her girl-dick out of Dr. Zhao's asshole. “So, Ariz'ana has never mentioned anything like that? I mean... if she wanted it, there must be a good reason. It must be important. She loves us.”

“She does love us,” Dr. Zhao said, her heart fluttering. And she'll spare me that fate. She recognizes my genius. “She's never mentioned anything like that. It's crazy.” 

Ally laughed. “Yeah, it is. Okay, thanks.” Then she smacked Dr. Zhao on the rump, pain stinging through the scientist. “Next time, slut, just answer my questions. Or I will have you spanked before the entire harem.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Dr. Zhao said, putting all the throaty love into it. Ally wasn't her mistress. Not any longer. Ariz'ana was...

And she needed to be warned about Helen.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel held the futanari she loved until Helen's tears quieted. It wasn't a long cry. The Hispanic Isabel could feel the blonde gathering her emotions inward, bottling them up and bracing herself against the reality of taking on Ally.

Conflict bubbled through Isabel. The Hispanic futanari loved Helen. She wanted to be Helen's lover, to escape the friend zone she found herself in. She ached for it so badly that she had even fled Helen, leading a missionary team out into the rest of the country, creating new pockets of futas in Southern Idaho. 

It was a mistake.

She missed Helen so much. Even if she couldn't be Helen's lover, she had to be at Helen's side, helping the futanari in her goals. She only wanted Helen's happiness, even if that meant Helen would find that joy with another futanari. So to hear that Helen now had to turn on Ally, that their relationship was about to end, sent Isabel's heart beating with hope even as grief panged her pumping organ.

Helen hurt. Isabel didn't want that. She shouldn't feel any joy at all in Helen's pain. She shouldn't have this selfish ache to possess Helen utterly if it meant her blonde lover had to suffer so. But... Isabel couldn't stop the excitement. A fantasy danced through her thoughts of being there for Helen, comforting her through the pain.

Showing her someone new to love.

“I'm here for you,” Isabel said. “Whatever you need.”

“Thanks,” Helen said. She broke their hug, retreating farther into their shared dorm room. The blonde wiped at her tear-stained cheeks and took a deep breath. “We're going to need to gather the harem for a meeting.

“Quietly.”

Isabel nodded. “Cell phones.”

Helen shook her head. “I want invitations given out in person. You and Cassie know who to summon?”

“Of course,” Isabel answered.

“We'll hold it in the dorm building's lounge. Have less important members of the harem lounging around, acting normal.”

“Having sex?” Isabel asked, unable to stop that thrill shooting through her futa-cock. She shivered, her curly, black hair spilling about her face. Color rose in her light-brown cheeks. “Mmm, an orgy sounds like a good cover, chica.” 

“Yeah,” sighed Helen. “Cover.” She sat down on her bed, her small breasts rising and falling. “I wish I could trust her, Isabel.”

“I know,” Isabel said, glad that it was the truth. The Hispanic futanari felt torn in half. Part of her wanted only Helen's happiness, but the other part of her... Needed to be the one who made her happy. “What are you going to do about Ally?”

“Imprison her.” Helen looked down at her hands. “She's going to hate me. She spent her whole life a prisoner, and now...” tears beaded in her eyes for a moment. Isabel took two steps towards the blonde, but Helen mastered her emotions. “Maybe she'll understand once it's over. Maybe she'll even forgive me.”

“Maybe, chica,” Isabel said. “She does love you.” 

“But will her love survive this?” 

“It will,” Isabel said, her heart beating faster. What if it couldn't? If Ally survives the coup...  

Isabel shoved that thought out of her mind. She couldn't even think that. She couldn't even want that.

But she did.

Isabel bit her lip then said, “I'll go tell everyone.”

Helen nodded. “Tell them not to all arrive at once, either. Stagger them out over an hour.”

“You can count on me, chica,” Isabel said, her emotions in turmoil. Her mind had latched onto that idea. If Ally hates Helen every day for the rest of her life, she'll have to stay locked up. Helen will hurt and suffer every day. Maybe... Maybe it's better if... 

Isabel backed away and then fled the dorm room.


Chapter Four: Alien Attraction

Dr. Maura Roy made her final rounds of the wounded in Tacoma General, the hospital near the University of Puget Sound. She smiled at one futa-soldier in traction, her face wan but alert. The soldier smiled back, nodding her head.

“You'll be back to serving Helen and Ally in no time,” Maura said in her Irish baroque, her doctor's coat swaying about her naked body, her breasts half-peeking out. “Don't you worry, dearie.”

“Good,” the soldier said.

Maura swept out of the ward, her fiery hair spilling about her shoulders. The mature futanari walked with a confident strut. She felt so much more at home here than she had playing general with her futa-wife, Leann. For a while, it had excited her being so involved in the military, helping to make the decisions for the futanari army. But... It was just a game to her, and one that turned far, far too deadly when the U.S. Army attacked them while taking Portland.

When she witnessed the wounded being carried off the battlefield on stretchers, she realized she had no place directing the army. The gender-swapped and futanari officers knew their business far, far better than she did. She was just rubber-stamping their orders, giving Helen's blessing on their actions when she should have been healing people.

“Dr. Maura,” a smiling nurse said, her futa-cock tenting the front of her scrubs. “You heading back to the University?”

“Yes,” the Irish doctor smiled, her dick twitching with life.

“I so want to visit one day,” the futa-nurse smiled. Maura had no idea how far down the pyramid the nurse was. Every futanari and woman, gender-swapped or natural born, had a connection to either Helen or Ally. Some were more removed than others. It was like a vast pyramid scheme where every futa beneath Helen recruited their own futas, who recruited their own futas, and on and on and on it went. There could be dozens, even hundreds, of futas between this nurse and Helen. 

But she still loved Helen just as fervently as Maura.

“Just keep doing your duty for our people,” Maura said. “Know that Helen and Ally love you for that even if they never meet you.”

The nurse quivered in delight and let out a pleased, mewling sound that almost made Maura stay and fuck her.

But the nurse had her duties to perform. Medical staff couldn't be distracted by their futa-dicks. The only reason Maura got away with walking around mostly naked was her proximity to Helen. The blonde futa had showered her with love directly. The first woman to ever be exposed to her cum thanks to taking a sample of Helen's jizz several months back. 

Maura nodded to other doctors, nurses, and orderlies who worked at the hospital. Like everyone who lived in Tacoma, and most of Washington State now, they were either women or futanari. No men to be seen at all. It was such a change to the world. Maura was starting to forget what men were even like. In her memories, her wife Leann had always been female.

She adjusted. Humans were adaptable.

And she had a lot of fun adapting to the new futa-paradigm.

She strolled to her car, the skies growing dark with an impending storm. She didn't feel the cold. That was such a remarkable discovery that her body could keep her warm through the sheer fact it had to produce so much cum. She had a lovely drive to the school, working through the afternoon traffic—the average person had to work still.

Though with the announcement that went out this morning she imagined half the state, those belonging to Ally's harem, would be heading out as missionaries. Tacoma might very well become a ghost town as the futanari and women exposed to futa-love spread out across the United States. It would be chaos.

Helen must be so mad. Will this accelerate our plans to take on Ariz'ana and Ally?

Maura didn't like that prospect, but the alien felt... off to her. Once Helen pointed out how the alien's emotions felt more like a rubber mask impersonating joy and compassion and love, that was all Maura could see. It was a farce, hiding the alien's true opinions about humans, futanari or not. And then to learn what the aliens planned for their species...

Ariz'ana had to be stopped.

Rain began splashing on her windshield by the time she reached her parking space at the picturesque grounds of the University of Puget Sound. All the evidence of General Lewis's attack in October were gone, the campus back to looking pristine again. Red-brick buildings amid green lawns with pleasant trees and bushes planted about to add difference. The school looked both modern and old-fashioned, new and old. The architecture mimicked that early twentieth century construction of the original buildings while having all these modern touches like large windows and open hallways.

Maura enjoyed it.

She stepped out into the rain, the drops cool as they splashed on her exposed tits. Her large breasts jiggled before her as she strolled down the path, heading in the general direction of Helen's dorm. Her futa-wife would be around her somewhere, and Maura fancied scratching that itch the nurse had ignited in her. Already her futa-cock chubbed out before her, thick and hard.

“Dr. Maura,” the lilting tones of Ariz'ana called out.

The redheaded futanari stiffened, her breasts and cock quivering before her.

“Why, Dr. Maura, how lovely to see you.”

Maura pushed down her nervousness and fixed a smile on her face. She turned around to face the nude, purple-skinned alien. Ariz'ana strolled across the lawn, her bare feet kicking up droplets of rain from the grass before her. More beaded on her skin, giving her a lustrous shine. Her twin futa-cocks, smaller than any human's futanari dick, bounced before her, both erect. The alien's large breasts quivered as she stopped a few feet away, her turquoise tendrils writhing in the rain.

“Isn't this just such a treat?” Ariz'ana said. “I always enjoy feeling precipitation falling on my skin on my home planet.” 

“Well, normally this would be too cold for a human to enjoy,” Maura said, her pussy clenching. The alien had a presence about her, exciting and exotic. Everything about her was so novel. Maura's futa-dick throbbed before her and she fought the urge to grasp it. “But, yes, it does feel exhilarating falling on my tits.”

“I thought you, personally, would enjoy it, Dr. Maura,” the alien said. “You have this zest about you. You savor life.”

“What's the point in living otherwise?” Maura asked. “Enjoy it while you can, because tomorrow famine or death might come for you.”

The alien cocked her head to the side. “Famine... Oh, what a horrid concept. To think your people could allow such crimes to happen to each other.”

The alien's face appeared to be full of such sad compassion, but the expression just felt... off. A touch too tight in some places, a touch too light in others. It didn't feel real to Maura. And the gleam in Ariz'ana's green eyes, her pupils black slits that slashed diagonally at the bridge of her nose, made the futa-doctor tremble. 

Do you take glee in human suffering? 

The alien's hands grasped her two futa-dicks. She stroked them, her tongue flicking across her lips. A wave of heat washed through Maura. Despite how much Ariz'ana made her stomach churn with unease, the alien's presence also stimulated her. More than rain water ran down her thighs. Her pussy cream dripped hot while her dick quivered before her. A fat drop hit her crown, sending a jolt of electricity up through her body. 

“Your accent is such a wonder to listen to,” Ariz'ana added, moving closer. The tips of her twin, purple cocks nudged at Maura's pink crown. The alien rubbed hers up and down the sides, adding more stimulation to the futa-doctor. “It's so different from everyone else's in the futanari's close harem.”

“I'm from Ireland, not America,” Maura explained, her heart thudding faster and faster.

“Mmm, Ireland,” the alien said, savoring that word. “And you have such a delicious shade of hair. So fiery. There is a minority among my race with cherry-red tendrils. I always loved the sight of them. Your hair's more... orange, but it's still delicious.”

The lust shining on Ariz'ana's face didn't feel fake, but genuine. Maura's heart beat faster as her spine straightened. She shuddered, drinking in the alien's praise. It made her feel so wonderful. Ariz'ana was wonderful.

She should love Ariz'ana. Like Helen.

Maura smiled, “Well, your turquoise hair is fascinating. It's like our dreadlocks, but your hair twitches. So exciting.”

“Mmm, yes,” Ariz'ana purred, taking another step closer, her dicks sliding down Maura's shaft. The alien released her futa-cocks and reached up to cup the busty futa-doctor's tits. She kneaded them. “Impressive stock comes from Ireland.”

“You like big breasts, too?”

“You humans just outdo us in so many ways. I never saw boobs so big until I came to your world and enjoyed Ally's. And yours...” She squeezed Maura's tits. “Yours are even bigger, aren't they?”

“Uh-huh,” Maura whimpered, her nipples throbbing.

The alien touched them. Her fingers stroked around Maura's areolas, shooting delight down to the human's pussy and girl-cock. The redhead moaned, shuddering, her shaft throbbing between the alien's.

“We haven't had the time to really enjoy one another,” Ariz'ana moaned. “Your Helen is so jealous of her harem. Why, I sometimes think that she doesn't want me around.”

“W-why would you think that?” Maura moaned, her body shuddering. She trembled, realizing a part of her wanted to speak, to blurt out Helen's suspicion. Instead she just moaned, holding onto her futa-Mistress's secrets.

“No reason,” Ariz'ana purred. “You want to be close with me, don't you?”

Maura nodded her head. “I love you, Ariz'ana.”

“Of course you do,” the alien smiled. “I'm one of the creators. Helen and Ally love me, you love your futa-mistress, your futanari love you... On and on it goes. Isn't that wonderful?”

“So wonderful,” the futa-doctor whimpered. “Let me love you right now, Ariz'ana.”

“Oh, yes,” the alien moaned.

She leaned in, her lips nuzzling at the futa-doctor's fat, soft-pink nipples. Maura groaned, her blue eyes fluttering, and her freckled cheeks blossomed with scarlet. She trembled, the rain falling down on her as she stared up at the stormy skies. The alien's hair-tendrils caressed her breast, almost hugging her pillowy mound as the alien sucked and nibbled.

Pleasure shot down from her nipple to her juicy pussy and aching girl-cock. The futa-doctor moaned and shivered. She let her excitement spill out of her mouth as Ariz'ana's tongue danced around her fat nub.

“Oh, yes, Ariz'ana, that's so nice. I can feel your love.”

“I love you so much, Dr. Maura,” Ariz'ana purred as she nuzzled over to the futa-doctor's other tit. “I love all those exposed to futa-love. Helen needs to remember that.”

“She does,” groaned Maura, holding onto that little bit of loyalty to her blonde Mistress as excitement surged through her. More pussy juices ran down her thighs. “We all know you love us!”

Ariz'ana sucked hard on Maura's other nipple. The alien nipped with her teeth. Pleasure trembled through the futa-doctor's body. She moaned and quivered, her girl-dick throbbing harder and harder, brushing the tips of the alien's twin dicks.

I want those cocks inside of me, thought the futa-doctor. 

Ariz'ana's hands stroked down Maura's body, reaching beneath her doctor's coat to grab her plump ass. Ariz'ana kneaded her, the alien's fingers feeling so hot on her flesh. Maura moaned, her red hair clinging wet to her face and neck, the rain splashing across her heaving tits.

“Oh, Ariz'ana,” she whimpered. “Oh, yes, yes, yes. That feels so good. You're making me feel so wonderful.”

“Mmm, good,” the alien purred between hot sucks. “I bet you want to be loved so hard by me.”

“So hard, Ariz'ana! I love you so much! You're so hard. Let my body love you! Let my holes satiate your girl-dicks!”

“Turn around,” Ariz'ana purred. “And get fully naked.” 

The futa-doctor shrugged out of her wet doctor's coat, letting it fall to the ground, her cell phone making a dull thud in her pocket. Then she spun around and took the three steps to brace herself against the nearby wall of the Wheelock Student Center. She bent over, wiggling her curvy rump at the futa-alien, her big tits and girl-cock swaying before her.

Such a wanton heat filled the futa-doctor. She needed to be loved by the futa-alien. She felt like she had when Helen came into her doctor's office in early September, her presence suddenly turning the doctor on, driving her to do anything she could to play with Helen's girl-dick. She'd just needed to touch it, to play with it. 

And that same ache filled her once more.

“Fuck me, please!” Maura moaned, her accent growing thicker as her excitement mounted. Rain drummed on her back and ass, the cool kiss searing her hot skin. She savored it, her pussy clenching, her cream and the rain soaking her fiery bush. “Please, please, Ariz'ana, let my body satiate your two dicks.”

“Mmm, I just can't say no to you, Doctor. You're just so sexy,” the alien cooed. “Just so beautiful.”

Joy fluttered through Maura's heart.

Then she gasped as she felt the twin tips of the futa-alien's dicks nudging at her flesh. One pressed through her silky bush while the other slid between the cheeks of her rump. A wild tremble raced through the redhead futanari, her breasts swaying before her, water beading on her hard nipples. Both cocks found the entrances to her twin holes.

The futa-alien thrust.

Maura's back arched. Her tits heaved before her and her girl-dick throbbed as Ariz'ana penetrated both her holes. Her tits swayed and slapped together. She whimpered, her eyes fluttering at the heat rushing through her body. She squirmed her hips as the two dicks sank deeper and deeper through her. Dual delights rippled out of her, the silky caress of a cock burying into her cunt, and the velvety thrill of a hard shaft filling up her bowels. 

She loved them both. Savored them both.

Her moans and whimpers echoed through the air. She squirmed her hips, stirring her holes around both girl-cocks that filled her depths. The alien's twin dicks weren't as big as a human futanari's, but they still felt incredible in her.

“Can you feel my love?” the alien purred, her hands sliding up Maura's wet body to cup the futa-doctor's heavy tits.

“I can, Ariz'ana!” gasped Dr. Maura. “Your love is so hard. And I bet there is so much in you, just aching to spill into my holes. Fuck me! Let my cunt and asshole satiate you!”

Ariz'ana's hands squeezed hard on Dr. Maura's tits as the alien drew back her hips. The silky and velvety friction surged through the redheaded futanari. She moaned out her passion as she trembled, her holes clamping down on the withdrawing dicks, such rapture rippling through her body.

She loved it. She savored it. It felt so incredible in her. Her moans and whimpers echoed through the air. Her heart thudded in her chest as the alien rammed her twin dicks back into Maura's holes. Both cocks buried into her at the same instant.

Two futas could never achieve such precision in their movements: not even Ally and Helen could.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes, you love me so much, Ariz'ana!” howled the futa-doctor, pleasure rippling out of her cunt and asshole.

“So much,” the alien cooed, her fingers finding the futa-doctor's nipples. She pinched and kneaded them, sending such bliss shooting down to Maura's pussy and to the tip of her girl-cock.

Every time Ariz'ana slammed those twin shafts into Maura's two holes, the redhead's futa-shaft throbbed and twitched before her. She braced her weight on her left arm and grasped her shaft. She stroked the rain-slicked clit-dick, whimpering as she added another sensation to the pleasure flowing through her.

Maura stroked her thick futa-cock faster and faster. Her cunt and asshole clenched down on the alien's twin dicks. The three sensations danced through the depths of the futa-doctor's cunt. Her juices ran down her thighs, filling the air with her spicy musk. The heady scent made her groan.

The alien's crotch smacked with wet slaps into Maura's ass. The rain almost sizzled against Maura's hot skin. Steam rose off of her, the cold, late-autumn air caressing her skin. It felt so wonderful, contrasting with the fire burning inside of her.

“Oh, my god!” howled Maura, her hand flying up and down her girl-dick. The ache built at the tip, that explosive need building and building. “I'm going to cum! I love your cock! I love you, Ariz'ana!”

“And I love you!” the alien moaned, her fingers pinching Maura's nipples hard.

The words and the jolt of electricity from her nipples shot down to Maura's cunt. Her pussy and asshole clamped down hard on the dual dicks plunging into her holes. The swelling ache at her tip reached its limits.

The futa-doctor exploded.

She howled out as her futa-cum splattered the red-brick wall of the school building before her. She whimpered and shuddered. Her eyes rolled back in her head as the pleasure shot through her body. Her moans echoed through the air. She bucked and trembled as she drank in all the rapture assaulting her.

All the incredible bliss bursting through her body.

Her holes writhed about the twin dicks plunging in and out of her asshole and pussy. They stirred her up. The velvety and silky frictions sent fresh waves of rapture through her body. The ecstasy boiled through her veins, cream flooding down her thighs as her girl-dick kept erupting. Thick rivers of pearly jizz ran down the wall.

“That's so good!” howled the futa-doctor. “Cum in me, Ariz'ana. Dump your jizz into me! Use me for your pleasure! I love you! I love you so much!”

“Yes,” the alien howled and then rammed her girl-dicks deep into the futanari's pussy and asshole.

The redhead quivered as a final blast of cum fired from her dick. Then she groaned as the futa-alien's spunk filled her. Hot girl-jizz pumped into Maura's holes. They spurted into her pussy and asshole at the same instant, twin jets of heat that sent euphoria through her body.

She mewled in delight as Ariz'ana pressed tight against her back. The alien tweaked the quivering futa-doctor's nipples as the alien's dicks erupted the last blast of cum into her aching holes. Maura whimpered, wiggling her hips, satiated.

“It was such a lovely conversation we had,” Ariz'ana said. “And I'm sure you'll remember it all day.”

“Yeah,” Maura said, shaking her head. Then she groaned as the alien pulled out of her.

The redhead leaned against the wall, trembling, groaning. She felt so strange. So different. She quivered, blinking through the fog of pleasure, struggling to remember why Helen could possibly mistrust the futa-alien. Spunk ran down her thighs, trickling out of both her well-fucked holes. The rain fell cool on her back and buttocks, spilling over her body.

The harvest... Maura remembered. That's why... We can't trust her because of the harvest... I... I have to remember that. I— 

“You're getting drenched, honey.”

The sound of Maura's gender-swapped futa-wife snapped her out of her thoughts. She whirled around and smiled at Leann, her short, black hair giving her a pixyish and girlish look despite being thirty-five. Leann wore military fatigues that made her so sexy.

Just like when she was a man. I think. She must have been sexy as a man. She swept me off my feet. 

“Well, don't you just look hard fucked,” Leann said, her hand swiping up a line of cum from Maura's thighs. Leann popped her jizz-stained finger in her mouth. Ecstasy swept over her. Her futa-cock throbbed, bulging the desert khaki of her pants. Her brown eyes fluttered as she let out a blissful moan. “Mmm, that's good cum.”

“Yeah,” Maura said. She almost said it was Ariz'ana's, then pushed those words down. Unease crept through her body. She'd become the futa-alien's slut with such ease. She just slipped into that role without thought, letting Ariz'ana fuck her hard and use her body.

She pushed that aside and hooked her arm's about Leann's, leaning against her wife. “We could go home and you could lick me all clean. I have it leaking out of both my holes.”

“Tempting,” Leann groaned, “but I just ran into Cassie. The harem is gathering for a...” She glanced around. “For a meeting. On the DL.” She frowned. “That's what the kids say, right, the DL?”

Maura laughed. “I don't know. I gave up trying to follow it.” Then her mirth ended as she realized what Leann had said. “Oh. I see.” A nervous squirm raced through her guts. “Ariz'ana?”

Leann nodded.

Maura's pussy and asshole clenched, forcing out more of the alien's futa-cum. “Well, let's get going.”

“To the dorms. As far as anyone is concerned, Helen's having an orgy. The other members of the harem, the, uh... less important ones, will sell it.”

“Smart,” Maura said. She broke from her wife to pick up her sodden doctor's coat and then the pair headed off, the redhead's stomach churning.

~   ~~   ~

“Yep, it's going down right now,” Isabel said to the cheerleaders. The eight of them, led by Rhonda, a Black futa, were among the first Helen recruited once she figured out the effect her cum had on women. Isabel could still remember that naughty afternoon when she, Trish, and Eden had spiked the cheerleader's Gatorade with futa-cum. It was so hot while waiting to see which ones would drink it and become Helen's sluts.

Then the others were added later.

“Okay,” Rhonda said. She clapped her hands. “Let's go, ladies. We got work to do.”

The other cheerleaders nodded. Their extended harem managed the social media, monitoring news and events for the world. They occupied a computer lab in the McIntry Hall. The various futas, many gender-swapped guys, stood up and grinned, eager to play with each other throughout the dorm building while the secret meeting happened in Helen's room.

Isabel felt such a cold certainty bubbling through her. Ariz'ana had to die, there was no doubt about it, but so did Ally. It would hurt Helen, but it would be better in the long run. Helen would grieve but she would heal. Eventually.

Like ripping off a band-aid. Isabel would see it happen fast.

She just didn't know how. But she had to do it. She would be there to help Helen with her grief. Maybe... Hope fluttered through her.

The cheerleaders and their harem laughed and giggled through the rainy afternoon on the way back to the dorms. They passed futa-soldiers patrolling the grounds, some belonging to Helen and others to Ally. A group of Ally's futas were having a daisy chain in the middle of the field, all sucking on each other's cocks, not caring about the rain falling on them.

One popped her head up. It was Liliana, the president of Ally's sorority. “What you sluts up to?” 

“Helen's having an orgy,” Isabel called, her stomach tensing. “We're going to make our entire dorm building shake with futa-passion.”

“Hot,” she called back, her black braid draped wet over her shoulder. “Have fun.” Then she leaned down and sucked on a Black, Amazonian futa named Lina, bobbing her mouth hard and fast on the huge, ebony cock.

Isabel exhaled in relief. If Liliana had invited herself...

“Yeah,” Moira nodded, a redheaded cheerleader that strode beside her. The futanari's big, pillowy tits bounced before her, beading with rainwater. “Didn't think about that problem, did we?” 

“No, Helen didn't,” Isabel said. “She doesn't always think of everything. It's why she has us.” It's why I'll do this for her. I'll take the decision away from her. She won't have to give the command. I'm strong enough to do it. 

Such resolve filled Isabel. She marched, not caring that the rain plastered her hair about her shoulders. Ahead, Anderson Residence Hall, their dorm, rose. Futas already fucked outside it and filled up the entrance way. Their moans echoed through the air. Isabel shuddered, spotting a few of her own followers in the mix. Bev plowed into her gender-swapped wife Nelly from behind, her ivory body pressed into Nelly's ebony flesh.

Isabel smiled at that. The couple had come to Washington State to be bathed in futa-love, Neil aching to be turned into a woman and to be fucked by his wife's huge dick. They ended up volunteering for a missionary mission, using the still-male Neil to hide Isabel's presence. But since their journey was cut short by the advancing of the U.S. Army, Bev was finally able to become a futa and gender-swap her husband Neil into Nelly.

She looked so happy finally getting her wish. Isabel smiled and nodded to them as the cheerleaders trooped in. “Have fun.”

“We've been fucking nonstop, Mistress,” Nelly moaned, her dark face twisted in rapture. Her big tits bounced and jiggled as her petite futa-wife fucked her from behind.

“That's what I like to hear, puta,” Isabel said before she headed inside the dorm. 

She and the eight cheerleaders threaded their way through the orgy. It made Isabel's dick throb. Everywhere she looked futanari fucked women or each other. The writhing piles of flesh filled the air with the scent of so much hot pussy. Isabel's girl-dick ached and throbbed. The cheerleaders whimpered around her.

“I so wish we could join,” groaned April, a Chinese cheerleader. She rubbed her belly tattooed with a winged triangle, her small breasts quivering, her huge dick throbbing.

“We have more important business to attend to,” Rhonda snapped. “Keep moving girls. Control yourselves.”

“Oh, my god, yes,” Delora cried out. “Mistress, come fuck this slut with me!”

Isabel shook her head as her Black futa-slave, a member of the university's swim team, fucked a blonde girl Isabel didn't know. “Sorry, puta, you have to play without me.” 

They made it to the elevator. Inside, Isabel groaned, spotting Ruth being fucked in the pussy and asshole by two Hispanic futas. Isabel had claimed the secretary while taking the Seattle P.D.'s headquarters a few weeks ago. “Yes, yes, yes!” Ruth howled. “Fuck me! Just keep fucking me.”

“Stairs?” Dr. Moira suggested, the busty redhead stroking her dick, such envy in her blue eyes.

“Yeah,” Isabel groaned, her pussy dripping juices.

They made it to the stairs, passing more futas and women humping on them. The futas of Helen's huge, extended harem were everywhere. They were writhing and gasping. Cassie had spread the word. Helen's cute, little toy had such energy and zest.

“Oh, my god, yes!”

“Fuck me!”

“Lick my cunt clean of all that cum!”

“Oh, yes, yes, yes! I'm going to cum on your dicks!”

“Fuck my asshole! Just pound me!”

Isabel loved it. She couldn't wait for the world to be like this. For everyone to be futanari or women, all just writhing in passion, worshiping their true goddess: Helen. And I'll be at her side. Her consort. 

Isabel stroked her futa-dick as they reached Helen's floor. Cassie waited down the hall, beaming at them. “You're the last ones, Isabel. Everyone's waiting.”

Cassie threw open the door to Helen and Isabel's room, ushering them in with a cute bow and a flash of her braces shining on her teeth. The eighteen-year-old quivered as they flowed into the crowded room, Helen standing in the room's center. Dr. Maura, Leann, Professor Little, Dr. Catherine, Sergeant Frita, Deputy Svetlana, Carly and Lindsey, Colonel Bee, and Agent Felicity all sat inside the crowded room, bunched up on beds or sitting on the floor.

Isabel's eyes fell on Agent Felicity. Her head cocked. An idea tickled the back of her mind.

Helen fixed Isabel a grim stare. “Let's begin.”

~   ~~   ~

“Now that was interesting to see,” Dr. Zhao said when Ariz'ana entered the lab. “I was quite surprised by how Dr. Maura acted.”

The Chinese scientist fixed Ariz'ana with a level gaze. A flutter of emotions weltered through Dr. Zhao, but she kept them under control. She didn't want to fall to her knees and worship the futa-alien's dicks, even though she knew one would taste of pussy and the other of ass.

“You were watching me?” Ariz'ana asked, her eyes narrowing.

“By chance.” Dr. Zhao shifted, her small breasts sticky with her cum. She had had a nice orgasm. “While waiting for my samples to mix, I was watching the security feed across the campus.” It was a lie. After Ally had so thoroughly dominated the Chinese doctor, she couldn't focus on her work and found the security feed distracting. “Lot of sex going on. Then I stumbled onto you and Dr. Maura. She wasn't... in love with you at first.”

“No, but then my pheromones reminded her of who she should worship.” 

Dr. Zhao shuddered, her nose breathing in those pheromones. They made her submit to Ally and want to worship the futa-alien.

Ariz'ana's jaw tightened. “Why doesn't my pheromones affect Helen? She should be like Ally, in love with me.”

Dr. Zhao arched an eyebrow. “Would you like me to research it? I could get Helen in here, study her DNA.” Irritation surged through the Chinese futanari. “I haven't ever sequenced hers and compared it to Ally's. I should have thought to collect a sample.”

“That doesn't matter. She'll be dealt with.” Ariz'ana fixed her gaze on Dr. Zhao. “You have samples being prepared. So you've made some progress.”

“I think I have found a way to manipulate the way the futa-semen rewrites human DNA, but I'll need test subjects. Preferably futas who belong to Helen. But that will be risky if she realizes some of them have gone missing. And what with many of Ally's followers all preparing to surge out into the world and spread futaness... It could be... risky to take them.”

Ariz'ana gave a tight smile, her turquoise hair tendrils animating with eager flicks. “I'm sure an opportunity will present itself for research.”

“Indeed,” Dr. Zhao said. “Since Helen knows about the harvest.”

Ariz'ana's tendrils spasmed.


Chapter Five: The Ally Problem

“We need to move against Ariz'ana and...” Helen took a deep breath and forced herself to continue. “And Ally as soon as possible.”

“So Ally wasn't convinced by the evidence?” Dr. Catherine asked. “Did she see the video?”

“No.” Helen swallowed. “I could see it in her eyes that it wouldn't matter what I showed her. Somehow, I escaped falling under Ariz'ana's love. But Ally hasn't. She's like, well...” The blonde futanari gazed out at her harem, looking at all the love and worship she witnessed in their eyes, the way they adored her. How they would do anything for her. “She's like you with me.

“Ally loves Ariz'ana.”

“She loves you, too,” Cassie said. She was Helen's pet, her gift from Ally. The girl knelt before Helen, the only non-futanari in the room. “I know she does.”

“Yes, she does love me, but...” Helen swallowed. She wished she could believe that Ally's love would be enough to break her free of the adoration she felt for Ariz'ana. But could anything override the instinctual worship being exposed to futa-love caused? “But that won't matter. I realized it today.”

“Did you get our spy close to her?” Leann asked, sitting beside Dr. Maura on Helen's bed.

Helen nodded her head. “Shannon is in place. She'll keep tabs on Ally. I have a feeling Ally will treasure her as much as I treasure Cassie.”

“Because you gave Shannon to her, Helen,” Cassie beamed.

Guilt stirred through Ally. But I really didn't. It's not a gift, it's a betrayal. A little one, but still... It's a lie. 

Helen pushed that guilt down. She had to be strong. “So we need a plan now. One we can execute rapidly.”

“We have to kill Ariz'ana,” Leann said with a casual bluntness.

Sergeant Frita, Colonel Bee, Isabel, and Agent Felicity all nodded.

“No!” objected Dr. Maura with a vehemency that shocked Helen. “We can't kill Ariz'ana. We have to capture her or something.” 

“We absolutely have to kill her,” Agent Felicity said, glaring across the room and past Helen. “She's dangerous.”

Leann shuddered. Beside her, Colonel Bee did the same thing. “My wife's right,” Leann said. “We can't kill Ariz'ana.”

“No, we can't,” echoed Colonel Bee.

Helen frowned for a moment at Leann's and Colonel Bee's sudden reversal on their opinion. They're both underneath Dr. Maura, Helen realized. She shared my love with them. Though Leann loved Dr. Maura, the gender-swapped woman also adored her wife. Leann worshiped Dr. Maura just like everyone in this room worshiped Helen. 

“Then what are we supposed to do with her?” demanded Isabel. “The hiji de puta is too dangerous to let live. We have to kill her fast.” 

“And Ally, too,” Agent Felicity said, her words focusing on Helen.

They slapped the blonde futanari. She didn't want to hear them. She shook her head. “No, no, we can capture her. Hold her prisoner. Killing Ally has to be a last resort.”

“What happens if we kill Ally and her entire harem turns on us?” Sergeant Frita asked. The leader of the Double D girls had the look of a supermodel in her middle years, mature and gorgeous. Her wife, Ashley, sat beside her, another MILF. “It's better if we capture her, but Ariz'ana... She doesn't control anyone directly. Just... Ally.”

“If we kill her, Ally could even come around,” Moira said. The redheaded cheerleader nodded her head, blue eyes bright. “Ally might not follow the harvest plan without Ariz'ana being around.”

“We can't know that,” Dr. Catherine said. “I'm not saying we shouldn't capture Ally, but the conditioning in her DNA might still compel her to follow through with the harvest plan. And if the aliens send another representative...” 

“They could do that anyways,” Agent Felicity said. “Even if we kill only Ariz'ana. We have to eliminate Ally. Then Helen has to take control of Ally's entire harem. Once we've done that, we can negotiate with President Fierro and make peace. That's what you want, right, Helen? Peace?”

“Of course,” Helen said, her voice ringing and strong. “I want that more than anything.”

“Killing Ariz'ana might be a mistake,” Dr. Maura said. “What if the aliens retaliate in force if we kill her?”

“They seem to want to work through proxies,” Dr. Catherine said. “They only sent a representative. And only when Ally and Helen started to have success.” 

“Still,” Dr. Maura said. “What if we captured her and...?” She looked flustered and glanced at her futa-wife.

“We can hold her hostage,” Leann said.

Helen cocked her head. “Hostage? Against the aliens?”

“Yep. Then we can use her as a bargaining chip in negotiations,” Leann said.

“Trade her for concessions from the enemy,” Colonel Bee said, the dusky-skinned, round-faced army officer leaning forward. “It definitely has potential.”

“Helen,” Agent Felicity objected, “you don't know what Ariz'ana is capable of. We should eliminate her at once. And Ally, too, just to be—”

“No!” Helen snapped. “We have to give Ally a chance. If Ariz'ana is dead, I can convince Ally of the truth.” Or she'll just hate me forever. “And if we imprison Ariz'ana, then I can talk with Ally with her away from the alien. Outside of her influence, she might come around.” 

“And if she resists, chica?” Isabel asked, her face flat, unemotional. Helen studied her friend for a moment, but couldn't read her emotions. 

“I will deal with Ally,” Helen said, her stomach roiling. If she had to... she would... would kill the futanari she loved. But only as the last resort. She would expend every other option she possessed first, utilize every resource. “With Ariz'ana imprisoned, we can use her as a negotiating tool with my creators. Okay?” 

Everyone nodded. Isabel only gave a short jerk of her head. She glanced at Agent Felicity. The futa-agent looked pale, her hands clenching her knees, knuckles going white. But she nodded her head. She loves and worships me. 

It made Helen shiver. She had so much power over these women. They would do anything for her. It made her dizzy with the enormity of it. But she couldn't afford that weakness. They had plans to make.

“How do we capture Ariz'ana?” Helen asked.

“We need to lure her to a place that we can control,” Sergeant Frita said. “A place where my Double D girls can envelop and trap her.”

Helen nodded her head, picturing her gender-swapped, special forces futanari swarming in and capturing the alien. “Okay, I like that. Where?”

“Any place on the college campus seems bad,” Professor Little said, her dyed-violet hair sweeping about her youthful face. She leaned back, her round breasts jiggling before her, right nipple pierced. “Ally's most loyal futanari are all over the place.”

“Invite her to the hospital,” Dr. Maura said. The Irish futanari's large tits jiggled as she spoke, sending a tingle through Helen's body. “To give some inspiration to the wounded.”

“Would she go for that?” blonde Deputy Svetlana asked. The former Yakima County deputy stared across the room. “I mean, if she doesn't care about us, why would she do it?”

“She still wants us to think she loves us,” Dr. Maura answered, scarlet flushing across her face. Her futa-dick twitched and throbbed, thrusting up from her crotch. It twitched and ached. “We could exploit that.”

“Especially if I ask her to come so we could talk,” Helen said. “She wants me at the broadcast tomorrow. She wants me to send my followers out into the country. If I don't show up, she'll want to talk. I could frame her visiting the wounded as proof that she cares, manipulate her into going and make it seem like I'm coming around.” 

“Having you meet with her is dangerous,” April said. “You're risking yourself.”

“And?” Helen asked.

“Well, you're important,” Isabel said. “We need you to be safe.”

Helen took a deep breath. “Will Sergeant Frita's Double D girls be safe? And what about the staff at the hospital?” Many of them were in Dr. Maura's extended harem. “I can't ask any of you to take a risk I'm not willing to take.”

The cheerleaders all beamed up at her, nodding their heads while Sergeant Frita, Leann, Agent Felicity, and Isabel all grimaced. Helen felt the love from everyone. She smiled, her heart beating faster. The next few days, few weeks, would be hard. Especially if she had to...

She would have them to support her. A wave of anticipatory grief welled through her, Ally's face smiling in her imagination. Why can't the world be simple? Why can't I just be able to live with her, love her? 

“Sooooo, what do we do with her?” asked Moira. “I mean, we can't keep her around anywhere that Ally's futanari are. Things are going to get wild as it is. They'll be looking for her.”

“Project STARFALL,” Sergeant Frita said.

Helen's blue eyes widened. “Yes! That's perfect. Ally hates that place. She would never think to look there. She never wants to go back there.”

“And I still have the codes to get us in. The facility would have been mothballed after the attack. And with the chaos in the world happening so soon afterward, I doubt the government has even emptied it.”

“It sounds perfect,” Dr. Catherine said, the brunette scientist beaming. “It even has cells. We can lock Ariz'ana up and hold her there for negotiating with the aliens.”

“Seems like a good idea to me,” Rhonda said.

“Oh, yes,” Val, a blonde cheerleader, agreed. She stretched her arms over her head. “Then you and Ally can make up, and it'll be so beautiful.”

Hope swirled through Helen. It felt so treacherous. She wanted to believe it, to cling to it, but... She had to be strong.

“And what will we do about the U.S. Government?” Agent Felicity said. Her eyes flashed across the room. “They haven't surrendered. They've just withdrawn. They won't send armies after us, but they can do a lot of damage to us. Capturing Ally and Ariz'ana won't change that. We're at war with them. And what about the rest of the world?”

Helen's stomach squirmed. She wanted to spread futa-love across the world, but... They had already fought one battle with a government. And there were so many other countries in the world. Countries with armies and fewer scruples than the United States. 

“We'll just swarm them with futa-love,” shrugged Isabel.

“What about the soldiers who are inoculated against futa-love?” Agent Felicity asked. “And the President still has access to other weapons. Planes. Subs. ICBMs.”

A chill rippled across Helen at that.

“It might come to negotiating,” Helen conceded, not liking it. She didn't want to see the slowing of futa-love. They were forming something special. But... “We'll worry about that after we have Ariz'ana imprisoned and Ally... convinced to be on our side again.”

“Okay, when do we lure Ariz'ana to the hospital?”

“Give me a chance to study the layout,” Sergeant Frita said, “and figure out where to position my girls.”

Helen nodded her head. “Have a plan ready this evening. I want to be ready to act ASAP.”


Chapter Six: Broadcasting Passion

Ally's stomach churned with nerves as she waited in the lobby of the local PBS television station in Tacoma. She rubbed her belly as she sat at the correspondent's desk, her legs crossed, her cock throbbing and pulsing with a strange, eager ache. She was about to go on live TV and speak to all her followers in Washington and Oregon. The announcement had gone out over the last day, letting them all know that their beautiful futanari queens would speak tonight.

Only Helen hadn't shown up.

Ariz'ana stood beside Ally. The alien's turquoise hair tendrils twitched, her large breasts rising and falling as she breathed slowly. She didn't look agitated, but Ally felt a tension rippling off of her.

“I tried to convince her,” Ally said, hating to see Ariz'ana disappointed. She just wanted the futa-alien to be happy. She just wanted to love her with Helen. When Ariz'ana first arrived in her space ship in the field, Ally had experienced such rapture kneeling before the alien and sucking on her dicks with the blonde futanari.

It had been such a wondrous experience. And then they fucked each other while Ariz'ana fucked them. It was amazing. And now Helen just didn't trust the futa-alien. Ally couldn't understand it. She glanced at the alien.

Ariz'ana turned and gave her a rubbery smile. It was such a perfect smile. It wasn't quite human, but she wasn't human. How could Helen even think that Ariz'ana doesn't like us? It's crazy. She loves me. 

Liliana appeared; the raven-haired futanari beamed at Ally. The sorority president fell to her knees before Ally. “They're ready to begin the broadcast, Mistress.”

“Helen's not here yet,” Ally said, her arms folded, staring at the door.

“She's not coming,” Ariz'ana said, her hair tendrils twitching.

“She'll come,” Ally said. “She's just been delayed. I talked to her. She knows how important this is to you.”

Ariz'ana rose, her twin futa-dicks swaying before her. The violet-skinned alien shook her head. “She's not coming. And this broadcast needs to begin. I want you to go out there and convince your followers that they need to do this. They need to spread out into the world. I don't want any more delays. We need to get your people civilized as soon as possible. They are a dangerous plague.”

“Okay,” Ally said right away. Her heart fluttered. She didn't want to do this without Helen, but... What can I do to convince Helen that she's mistaken? We're supposed to be united. We were created to love and support each other. How can she be so foolish? 

The redheaded futanari's breasts bounced as she followed Liliana through the corridors of the studio, passing the workers, all women or futanari who beamed at her. Not all were in her harem, but she could tell the ones who were. They all had an extra gleam in their eyes, their lips quivering, bodies begging to be touched and loved by Ally.

She wished she could love them all, but there were too many of them. Even if she fucked one every ten minutes, she would never have enough time.

They reached the studio, where a pair of cameras resting on wheeled mounts waited to be used. A desk, like you'd see at a news report, sat before a green screen. Two chairs waited at the desk. Ally tightened her lips. Her heart beat faster. She didn't want to do this alone, but...

Ariz'ana moved around the cameras to watch from behind, a supportive smile on her lips. Only something was off about it. It... felt forced. Ally realized Ariz'ana wasn't happy about Helen's absence, so the alien was hiding her anger and wanting to give Ally support. It made Ariz'ana's face almost look like a... rubber mask.

Ally frowned. Then she shook her head, her heart fluttering with heat. Ariz'ana was amazing. Ally would give the best performance ever for the alien.

She sat down at the seat, looking at the teleprompter and the speech written by Tere. She was the Hispanic futanari member of the sorority Ally claimed on her first day free of Project STARFALL. Ally took a deep breath as the sound technician, a perky blonde, frowned.

“Um, where do I clip the microphone?” she asked, staring at Ally's large breasts. She held a lapel mic in her hand, small, with an alligator clip that was meant to grab clothing.

I bet that would make a girl squeal in delight if I clipped it on her nipple, Ally thought. She'd learned a little about BDSM since her freedom. 

“Ooh, I have an idea,” Liliana said. “You, producer girl, that tie would look so cute dangling between Ally's breasts. It's such a fetching shade.”

The producer was wearing a pink blouse with a bright, blue tie dangling down the front of her cleavage, the knot loose. She wore it like a scarf draped over her shoulders instead of a tie snugged tight. After a moment of staring at the sorority president, the producer understood and pulled it off her head and handed it over.

“This is perfect,” Liliana said. She strolled back to the table and draped it over Ally's head. The tie fell between her breasts.

Ally smiled, liking it. It added such a nice accent to her big tits. She shook her shoulders, making her breasts sway back and forth, swallowing up the tie for a moment. She nodded her head in agreement.

“I think I need to buy some ties,” she said.

“Oh, yes,” groaned Liliana, her hands stroking her braided, black hair. “You look hot, Mistress.”

“So hot,” Tere moaned.

“Mmm,” rumbled the tall, Amazonian named Lina. The Black girl loomed over everyone, her ebony cock thrust hard before her.

“Yes, you do look fetching,” Ariz'ana said.

Ally beamed and preened while the cute sound technician leaned in and clipped the lapel mic between her tits. Then she shoved the battery pack, the size of a pack of cards, between Ally's thighs. A juicy itch filled Ally's pussy, her futa-dick aching so hard.

The sound technician leaned down and sucked on the tip of Ally's cock. A naughty thrill went through her body. Her eyes rolled back in her head, her pussy clenching so hard. She licked her lips, running her hands through the technician's silky, brown hair.

“Okay, we're live in thirty seconds,” the now tie-less producer announced. “Mistress Ally, are you ready?”

“Remove the other seat,” Ariz'ana said, her voice tight, her hair tendrils dancing about her face. She stood rigid, her arms folded beneath her violet breasts.

“Yes,” the sound technician said, her voice throaty and eager to please the futa-alien. She grabbed the chair meant for Helen and dragged it to the side.

Ally slid over to center the table. She felt suddenly so alone, so isolated. The studio lights turned on, shining in her eyes and reducing the world beyond the stage to a dark blur. The cameras focused in on her, a barrier between her and the rest of the world. She glanced to her left, where the other chair should be.

“And we're live in five... four... three...” The producer mouthed the last two numbers.

Red lights turned on atop the cameras.

“Good evening,” Ally said, reading the teleprompter, her heart racing a mile a minute in her chest. She shifted in her seat. “I am so happy to talk to all of you. Know that Helen and I love you greatly.”

Ally hesitated, then added, “My darling Helen is attending to important matters, but she wishes she could be here to talk to all of you.” She glanced at the teleprompter. “The world is changing. We are improving it.” 

The words felt so right to Ally. Her back straightened.

“That's right. Together, we're spreading our futa-love across the planet. We're going to bathe every man and woman in our salty passion. And they're going to be so happy. They'll love each other. It will be an end to violence and suffering. Futanari will create a world of peace and joy.

“To do that, Helen and I need your help.” Ally took a deep breath, smiling at the camera. “So how can you help? Simple, it would make us so happy if you would volunteer to be a missionary. I need all of you to leave your homes and spread across the United States. A flood of futanari shooting their love, a tide of women eager to gender-swap men and gain their own clit-dicks.  

“I know you all want to make me happy, and volunteering for this assignment would make me ecstatic. So if you want to do this great and important task, then you need to report to your local city hall. Some of you will have to stay behind to do support work, but those who aren't in critical jobs will have the opportunity to make Helen and I so happy.

“And for those who can't serve as missionaries, who have to stay behind and support our burgeoning society, know that we love you just as much. That your service makes us so happy.”

Ally felt a quiver going through the room. A whimper came from the sound technician hovering on the edge of her sight, a dark shadow lurking beyond the blinding lights. The redheaded futanari could feel her eagerness to volunteer and make her happy.

Ally smiled. “I know you all want to make our world a better place and love Helen and me. Thank you for that adoration. Have a splendid day.”

The cameras' red lights went off.

“We're clear,” the producer said.

Applause exploded through the room as the studio's bright lights went off. Ally swelled beneath the praise, she rose as the sound technician cried out that she wanted to volunteer. Others also shuddered and moaned their desire to spread futa-love.

“Follow me if you want to volunteer,” Tere called, towering over the room. “You can be part of the exodus flooding out into the world.”

“I'll make you so happy, Mistress Ally!” called out the sound technician.

“Yes!” the tie-less producer said.

Ally's futa-cock throbbed so hard. Liliana sauntered up to the redhead, stroking her own futa-dick, and purred, “Mistress, you were so amazing. I want to go volunteer and make you happy.” 

Ally smiled, her green eyes twinkling. “But you have other ways of making me happy.” 

Liliana walked her fingers up the redheaded futanari's clit-dick, the touch sending tingles racing through Ally's body. Her pussy clenched, her juices flooding out of her. Liliana's fingers reached the tip, stroking the sensitive crown.

“Do they involve pleasing this?” Liliana moaned, her finger circling Ally's tip. 

“Definitely,” Ally said. “Why don't you bend that cute ass over the desk and make me so happy.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Ooh, please our Mistress,” Tere moaned, her hands stroking her dick. Her nut-brown tits jiggled as she pumped her fist up and down her shaft.

“Let me help you,” Shannon, her cute gift from Helen said, then the girl fell down before Tere and engulfed the Hispanic futanari's dick in a hungry mouth.

Ally smiled at the sight, her gift from Helen giving her hope that she could still bring the blonde around. She licked her lips, her cock twitching as she watched Shannon love the Hispanic futanari's hard cock while Liliana bent over the desk, her black braid dangling down her back.

The redheaded futanari's cock nudged Liliana's cute rump. She drew a line of precum across that perky flesh, bringing it to the sorority president's plump, hairless snatch. She rubbed her crown up and down the slut's slit, loving the silky feel of shaved pussy. Pleasure surged through Ally's body, her cunt clenching.

She rammed into Liliana's hot cunt.

“Oh, yes,” whimpered the sorority slut. “Oh, Mistress, that's amazing. Ooh, I love your cock in me. It's the best.”

“Uh-huh,” panted Ally, her large, pillowy tits bouncing and jiggling as she plowed her slut hard, reveling in the thrill of her broadcast. She watched her sorority sluts writhing about the room. Elizaveta, whom Ally won in a competition with Helen, and Ani, a girl pledging the sorority, fell into a sixty-nine on the floor, bobbing their mouths, sucking on each other's dick. 

The sights sent such pleasure through Ally to witness the futanari debauchery. Her hips thrust faster, her cock ramming into her juicy pussy. She stirred up the slut's pussy, the pleasure surging through her body. She reveled in using Liliana's pussy so hard.

Ally reached around the slut, grasping Liliana's futa-cock. Ally stroked it, loving the feel of the slut's cunt tightening on her dick thrusting over and over into Liliana's cunt. The friction increased, the pleasure swelling and swelling in her.

“You did wonderfully,” Ariz'ana purred, sauntering around the table, passing Tere loving Shannon sucking her dick. The futa-alien stroked both her cocks.

Ally's pussy clenched.

“You deserve a reward for your good work.”

Ally whimpered, thrusting harder and harder. “Will you fuck my pussy? Both your cocks, Ariz'ana?”

“You've earned it.”

A wave of heat washed through Ally's body. It spilled through her, making her feel so loved. She thrust harder into Liliana's cunt, her heart thudding so fast, beating with affection for the futa-alien. Ally had pleased her!

The futa-alien moved behind her. Ally gasped as she felt the two dicks dimpling her butt-cheeks. Then they slid down between her thighs as she rammed into Liliana's cunt. Both dicks nuzzled through her bush and found the entrance to her pussy.

Ally sucked in a deep breath and drew back her hips, pulling her shaft out of Liliana's cunt while simultaneously pressing her pussy into the twin dicks. She whimpered as her labia spread wider and wider, engulfing the crowns of both of the alien's cocks. Pleasure speared through her as her snatch swallowed the dicks.

“Ariz'ana!” Ally moaned as the futa-alien thrust forward, burying her twin cocks into the redhead's cunt, driving Ally's shaft deep into Liliana's snatch. 

The alien's crotch smacked Ally's rump, making such a naughty, slapping sound that stimulated the redhead. Her pussy clenched down hard on the two dicks stretching her twat to the limits. She whimpered, her tits heaving as the rapture surged through her.

Ally exploded into bliss.

Her futa-cock spurted hot jizz into Liliana's snatch. Her pussy writhed about the futa-alien's two dicks as they pulled back. Ariz'ana's soft breasts hugged Ally from behind as the redhead thrashed and spasmed in rapture. The alien thrust her shafts back into the writhing cunt, stimulating the convulsing walls, sending more and more ecstasy through the redhead.

“Oh, my god, I love you, Ariz'ana!” Ally howled as her entire body bucked.

Her pussy spasmed so hard, milking the alien's dicks. Her own girl-cock kept erupting. Blast after blast of spunk fired from her dick as her orgasms rippled through her body. Liliana cried out as the redhead basted her cunt over and over.

“So much jizz, Mistress!” the sorority president moaned, bucking back into Ally's thrusts.

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes, you love me so much!” Ariz'ana moaned, pumping her cocks in and out of Ally's snatch, keeping the redheaded futanari coming.

“So much!” screamed Ally, euphoria smothering her mind as the thrill of fucking pussy, being fucked by two cocks, and spurting her hot cum surged through her.

“You will do anything for me?” asked the alien.

“Anything!” howled Ally, lost to the grips of ecstasy and her love for the alien. “I'll do anything for you!”

Ariz'ana fucked her twin dicks harder into Ally's pussy, slamming the redheaded futanari into Liliana's tight cunt. The sorority president whimpered like she felt the alien's increased ardor being transmitted through Ally's body. 

Ally's large tits bounced and heaved as her eyes fluttered. She gasped and groaned, squirming her hips, loving the feel of the two futa-cocks stirring her up while her own clit-dick throbbed in her slave's tight snatch.

Ally stroked Liliana's cock faster and faster, the sorority president's shaft twitching. The redheaded futanari moaned, her pleasure building and building. The rapture swelled in her cunt churned to a hot froth by those two amazing dicks.

“Oh, my god,” Ally whimpered, her hand fisting Liliana's dick as fast as she could.

“Mistress!” Liliana gasped, her body quivering.

Hot pussy spasmed about Ally's futa-cock. Green eyes widened in delight. The sorority president's cock spasmed in Ally's stroking hand. She felt the cum firing out of the shaft while savoring Liliana's cunt convulsing about her thrusting girth.

The pleasure rippled down her shaft, swelling in her pussy double-stuffed with alien cock. Ally whimpered, squirming, pressing back into Ariz'ana's embrace. The redhead's snatch squeezed down hard on those twin, thrusting futa-dicks.

“Ariz'ana!” Ally whimpered.

“Let your love ripple through you,” the futa-alien moaned. “Feel it! Know it to be true! I love you!”

“Love you!” howled Ally.

She came.

The redhead's tits heaved as she shuddered. The pleasure buffeted her from all directions. It shot up from her cock as her shaft unloaded futa-spunk into Liliana's convulsing snatch. It washed out of her pussy spasming about both of the alien's dicks. Darkness fuzzed across Ally's vision as she swayed back and forth, groaning out her rapture.

Incredible bliss bathed her. She drank it in as she spurted her cum into her slave's hot pussy.

“Mistress!” Liliana moaned, her snatch milking Ally's ovaries dry.

“Oh, that's good,” Ariz'ana moaned.

“Cum in me!” Ally gasped. “Please, please, give me all your love, Ariz'ana!”

“My sweet Ally!”

The alien buried both her cocks to the hilt in Ally's convulsing snatch. Twin blasts of alien cum fired into the redhead. Her body shuddered. Another wave of buzzing rapture washed out of her pussy. She whimpered as she savored it.

Wished Helen was here to enjoy it with her.

“Helen!” Ally whimpered.

Ariz'ana's hands seized Ally's big tits and squeezed hard. An angry growl burst from the alien's mouth. “I am tired of her insubordination!”

Ally blinked, her mind wreathed in futa pleasure.

“She needs to be dealt with,” the alien hissed.

“Dealt with?” Ally shook her head. “I... I have her on the beverage plan. That will focus her attention, Ariz'ana. It'll keep her out of the way while we do the necessary acts. It's for the best.”

“While half those covered in futa-love don't help us convert your country! Your planet!” Ariz'ana squeezed harder. Ally gasped, pain shooting through her tits. “This will make it take longer. Your race is savage. Monstrous. They can't be allowed to be free. They'll attack us.”

“I'll try to convince her again,” Ally said. “I'll use that argument. That the faster we get this done, the less people will die. It's just...” Ally swallowed the rest of her sentence, leaving off: she loves too much. 

“I am tired of her recalcitrance.”

“You need to speak to her. You need to convince her, Ariz'ana,” Ally said. You have to show her that you love her. That you're not faking your emotions. 

“I will give her one last chance,” Ariz'ana said, then started thrusting her hips again.

“She won't disappoint you,” whimpered Ally, her pussy loving the twin cocks thrusting through her sloppy depths.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel knocked on Agent Felicity's door. Though it had been a day since the meeting yesterday, the orgy still raged through the dorm building. But Isabel couldn't join even if she wasn't helping getting the plan to capture Ariz'ana ready. With every passing hour, her stomach had twisted into knots. It just felt so wrong to her. She had to speak to the only other person that seemed to see things clearly.

Phillipa opened the door. “Isabel.”

“I need to speak to Agent Felicity, alone,” Isabel said, peering past Phillipa to Agent Felicity getting her cock blown by an auburn-haired woman. “Harem business.”

“Of course,” Agent Felicity said, her light-brown hair falling in curls about her flushed face. “Phillipa, Tammy.”

Isabel waited for Agent Felicity's two sex slaves to leave. The moment the door shut and they were alone, she faced the former FBI agent. A wave of stomach-churning dread washed through Isabel. She had to do this to protect Helen.

“Ally and Ariz'ana need to die. We have to kill them.”

Agent Felicity nodded her head. “I couldn't agree more.”


Chapter Seven: Planned Meeting

“A bomb is the best way,” Agent Felicity said as she watched the nervous, Hispanic futa sit down on the opposite bed. “We plant it in a place that we know Ally and Ariz'ana will be together and we have access.”

“A bomb...” Isabel bit her lip. “There will be other casualties?”

Agent Felicity nodded her head. “There will be.”

“Mierda...” Isabel said, her face falling. The short futanari shook her head, breasts swaying. She drew in a deep breath. “We're doing this for Helen.” 

“For Helen,” Agent Felicity said. She almost believed that.

“Okay.” Isabel's hands squeezed her thighs. “Let's plan this out.”

A strange relief flooded through Agent Felicity. She had more than her own harem to support her in following her orders. The President had commanded her to take out the futanari leadership. She planned to do this anyways, but now... Now she had help. She had someone who was even more trusted on the campus than her to aid her.

Perfect.

Once Ally and Ariz'ana were out of the way, Helen could negotiate with the President. The blonde futanari was a good person. She wasn't out to enslave the human race like Ariz'ana and Ally. Agent Felicity was certain there could be peace between the humans.

You'd even make an amazing futanari, Madam President, she thought, picturing the Hispanic beauty fucking her with a huge girl-dick. Her futa-cock twitched and throbbed. 

“So, how do we do this?” asked Isabel.

“Wyatt Hall,” Agent Felicity said. “Next time a meeting is called, we kill Ally, her closest advisers, and Ariz'ana.”

“But Helen would be there, too. With her closest advisers.”

Agent Felicity smiled. “Well, we just make sure that none of Helen's futanari show up. We delay and distract them long enough for Ally and Ariz'ana to get into position. Then I'll trigger the bomb. It'll be perfect.”

Isabel drew in a deep, slow breath. “You know how to do all that? Build a bomb.”

“I was in the FBI.”

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Zhao leaned back in her chair, rubbing at her forehead. “We're at an impasse. I need test subjects.”

“You'll get them,” Dr. Gabby said. The gender-swapped futanari stretched her back. “It's late. Tomorrow, we can get back to it. There's no point moping around in the lab until then.”

Dr. Zhao's eyes fixed on her research assistant. Her head cocked to the side. Could I use her to test the compound on?  

She discarded that immediately. She needed Dr. Gabby's help. Besides Ariz'ana promised to procure her some of Helen's futanari soon. There had to be something about Helen's cum that made her resistant to following Ariz'ana's commands. She fought the love in a way that Ally couldn't. There was more Dr. Zhao could learn than just her plan to turn newly exposed humans into wild women who would destroy the inoculated army.

She could find a way to free herself from Ally's ability to distract her. If Ally said the word, Dr. Zhao would abandon her research and go pleasure the redhead. She loved Ally. And that was a problem. How could she pursue her research wherever it led if she answered to someone in such a profound and overwhelming way?

Science needed to be unfettered from any small minds like Ally. It had to be allowed to pursue its questions in any direction possible. Helen's futanari might hold the key to escape her love. Because... her futa-cock throbbed. 

“Fine, let's go,” Dr. Zhao said. “I'm sure Ally can help us relax.”

Like always, her body craved the redheaded futanari. Nothing had changed. She was still a slave to her lusts like she had been as a woman putting the condom on Ally's cock. She thought she was free even then, but she really wasn't.

But she could be again. And until then... She'd enjoy Ally's futa-dick fucking her pussy. She could be patient. For now.

And if not, well, there were plenty of Ally's futanari for her to perform some experiments upon. 

~   ~~   ~

Isabel's stomach twisted the later the night grew. The entire campus hummed with the preparations for the mass wave of missionaries. Everyone was distracted by the broadcast a few hours ago and dealing with the influx of volunteers. It was the perfect time to do this.

She lounged against the side of the building, naked, her breath frosting before her. Steam rose off her naked body. She took deep breaths, trying to control her nerves. This would work. She would protect Helen and save the futanari.

Sorry, Ally, but... but I can't take the chance you won't destroy Helen. A violent tremble ran through Isabel. She glanced up at the stars. Lord, am I doing the right thing? 

No... a voice whispered in the back of Isabel's mind. You just want Helen. 

She pushed down her guilt as she clenched her teeth. No! Ally is hurting Helen. This is better. Helen needs to let go of Ally. She can't do that so long as Ally is alive. It's better to cure the disease now then to let it become malignant. 

Boots crunched. Isabel straightened. Out of the darkness a female soldier appeared, moving with dangerous grace. Silky, brown hair spilled about a tan face. Lilac, one of the Delta Force soldiers gender-swapped and made into futas months back to save Ally, marched up.

Lilac belonged to Isabel's harem via Carly.

“Isabel,” Lilac said, flashing a salute. “I have it.”

“Thank you,” Isabel said, taking the black backpack from Lilac.

“Is this for the operation?” Lilac asked.

“Classified,” Isabel answered. “Return to your unit. The plan is vital. Be ready in case something goes wrong.”

She nodded her head. “We won't fail Helen.”

Isabel smiled. “None of us would dream of it.”

Her stomach writhed as Lilac whirled and marched away. Isabel hugged the backpack to her chest, feeling the plastic explosives inside. A violent tremble raced through her. I'm really going to plant a bomb to kill someone. 

Only a few months ago, she'd been a college student more concerned with hooking up with a cute guy on Tindr than pay attention to her schoolwork and now...

Now she loved a futanari and would do anything to protect her. Anything. 

~   ~~   ~

“I've been thinking of the distraction we need to keep our side safe,” Agent Felicity said as she stood on the conference room table where the futanari met to discuss important decisions, “but it's going to require you being around Helen twenty-four/seven.”

“I can do that,” Isabel answered, such a purring catch in the Hispanic futanari's voice.

Agent Felicity frowned at that. Is she in love with Helen? A warmth bubbled up in the futa-agent. I can't blame her for that. Helen is amazing. She and the President will be perfect together. They will usher America and the world into something amazing. 

Fantasies of loving Helen and President Fierro's futa-cocks danced through Agent Felicity's head.

“So, what is this distraction?” Isabel asked.

“An orgy.” Agent Felicity lifted the white panel of the drop ceiling. Dust fell into her face. She gasped and blinked, a tickle building in her nose. 

“We just finished an orgy.” The one they used as cover yesterday ended up lasting until only a few hours ago.

“And? We're futas. Everyone will be up to a new one. You tell everyone in the harem we're having an orgy instead of telling them we're gathering for a meeting. Then you just keep Helen distracted until the meeting. You don't let her leave her room or wherever she is. With the camera I'll plant, I'll know when Ally and Ariz'ana are in the meeting room. Then I blow it.”

“Better take out Dr. Zhao, too,” Isabel said. “She gives me the creeps.” Isabel shuddered. “I mean, what's one more, right?”

“Best to be safe.” Agent Felicity shone her flashlight above the other panels, held up to the real ceiling by brackets. “Okay, hand me the first brick of C4.”

The backpack's zipper rasped. Agent Felicity took it and stuck it right above the center of the ceiling, turning it so the shaped charge faced down. She shoved the det cord into the gray, clay-like explosive.

“Okay, let's plant the other ones around the room. This will be a killing field. Everyone in here will die.”

“It's so easy,” Isabel said, shaking her head. “There's no security.”

“There will be after this.”

A sad look crossed Isabel's face. “This is the worst sort of cherry to pop.”

~   ~~   ~

“I don't want to wait for tomorrow evening for another broadcast,” Ariz'ana said as Ally lay cuddled with Dr. Zhao and Dr. Gabby. “Tomorrow morning. I want her futanari helping the missionaries get moving. Summon her to the meeting room first thing. If we can't convince her...”

Ally's stomach tightened. For a moment, Ariz'ana's face appeared rubbery. An unease crept through the redheaded futanari. She squirmed on the bed. Can Ariz'ana really plan on milking us all for our cum like dairy cows?  

Ariz'ana's deep-green eyes fell on Ally. A warmth exploded through her body, love beating in her heart.

“We'll convince her,” Ally promised. “Tomorrow. We'll all be there.”

Dr. Zhao stiffened.

Ally glanced at her Chinese scientist. “You, too. I want to put her mind at ease about your research.”

“Fine,” Dr. Zhao said. She let out a purring sigh. “I can't say no to you, Mistress.”

Ally smiled, feeling another bubble of joy in her. She turned back to Ariz'ana and added, “We'll all show her how important this is. How much better having the missionaries spread now is than having this take longer. She'll agree.”

“We'll see,” Ariz'ana said.


Chapter Eight: Desperate Distraction

“Okay, Ally, I'll be there in an hour.” Helen smiled. “And how's Shannon working out for you?”

“Amazing,” Ally said. “I had my entire harem gangbang her last night. She was in heaven. Dr. Zhao even had a poke at her.”

“I'm glad she's working out with you,” the blonde futanari said, her stomach turning. She glanced at Isabel sitting on her bed, phone in hand, ready to send out Helen's orders. “I love you, Ally.”

“Love you, too,” Ally said. “This all ends today. You'll see. I'm going to show you all the reasons why you can trust Ariz'ana. We're going to put this all behind us and be so happy.”

“I want that, too.” Helen fought to keep the emotion out of her voice. “Well, I'm about to eat breakfast, and I need to gather my entire harem.”

“Okay, bye!” Ally's phone went dead.

Helen sighed, lowering her phone. “Just like Shannon reported. Ariz'ana's issuing an ultimatum.”

“So there's no way you can even think about going,” Isabel said.

“No, no, this is perfect.” Helen took a deep breath, her body trembling. “Just like we discussed. I can feign that I'm agreeing then invite Ariz'ana and Ally out to inspect the hospital this afternoon. We'll have all our Double D Girls in position. We can have them captured and have this over with.”

Isabel chewed her lips. “I really, really think going to this meeting is a bad idea. Why not send the Double D girls now? We can ring Wyatt Hall by the time they realize you're not coming to the meeting. Then we'll have them.”

“No, we're doing it my way.” Helen smiled at Isabel. “Do you trust me?”

“Always,” Isabel said. “Let me just send the word out.” She hit send. “There. Group text to all the important people. So we can relax. We have an hour to kill.”

Helen's dick throbbed. Despite her nervousness, Isabel looked so ripe and inviting. The horniness that made futanari able to spread their futa-love so fast had its drawbacks. Her girl-dick hardened before her as she watched Isabel stroke her shaft.

“Well, let's see how fast we can make it pass,” Helen purred.

~   ~~   ~

“It's done,” Ally announced as her harem sat down for breakfast around the table. Shannon lay stretched out on the table, slathered in futa-cum and maple syrup.

“Wonderful,” Liliana said as she grabbed a slice of bacon, dragged it across Helen's wonderful gift, and brought the syrup-covered delight to her mouth and popped it in.

“Come and eat, Mistress,” Shannon purred, spreading her thighs. She had more syrup drizzled over her freshly shaved pussy. Futa-cum bubbled out of her depths.

“Mmm, she does look delicious,” Dr. Zhao said. She tore off a piece of pancake and scooped up syrup, and jizz, right from between the slut's thighs.

Shannon moaned in delight.

“Okay,” Ally said, glancing a look over her shoulder for Ariz'ana.

The futa-alien was talking with Specialist Amanda, Ally's first futa-soldier. The young woman nodded her head and saluted. Then she turned and darted out of the hall. Ariz'ana spun around and beamed at Ally.

“Ooh, this breakfast looks delicious.”

“Yeah,” Ally said, frowning. “What's Amanda up to?”

“Oh, just some instructions for the missionaries. An idea I thought of.” Ariz'ana reached the table. She scooped up cum and maple syrup on a long strip of bacon and held it out towards Ally. “Come eat.”

Joy bubbled through Ally. She nodded her head and drifted towards the table, eager for today. Helen would come around. Everything would be so wonderful. Dr. Zhao would explain her project. Helen would see how foolish her doubts were. They would be united again like they had been before the attack.

~   ~~   ~

Agent Felicity's phone chirped. She sat up from the desk in Wyatt Hall and stretched. She glanced at the monitor showing the empty conference room. She had the room ringed with C4. She waited at the other end of the building, as far as the det cord, filled with an explosive called PETN, would stretch through the building's drop ceiling. The cord dangled down and plugged into the detonator box sitting before Agent Felicity.

She blinked and picked up her phone. A text from Isabel.

“Orgy at the dorm!”

She smiled as she read it. It wouldn't be long now. Her stomach grew tight as she stretched my back. President Fierro would be so proud of me, thought the futa-agent. She'll give me such a reward for this.  

Her dick twitched and ached as she imagined her reward. Idly stroking her girl-dick, the futa-agent waited.

~   ~~   ~

“We should get going,” Helen said, lying on her back, streaks of futa-cum drying on her small breasts and stomach.

“Oh, we have a little bit of time,” Isabel said, cuddled up against Helen's side.

Helen liked the feel of a futanari, complete with a hard girl-dick, pressed into her side. Isabel's girth throbbed and pulsed against Helen, matching the beat of her heart. It sent such a thrill through Helen to feel the vitality of her friend. She stared into Isabel's brown eyes, still glassy with the pleasure the pair had shared.

She wanted to keep a hold of the bliss dying inside of her. She'd just cum so hard into Isabel's pussy. The Hispanic futanari's cum had fired up their bodies, spraying both their tits in that wonderful, pearly spunk. But as her pleasure dwindled, her dread rose.

“The meeting, Isabel. We should go. We can't have any suspicion.”

“Mmm, I think we have a few more minutes.” Isabel leaned over and licked up her own cum staining Helen's body.

The blonde futanari shivered as the pink, wet tongue climbed up her small tit and then brushed her nipple. She whimpered as Isabel sucked on her nub hard. Her tongue swirled around it, caressing the aching nub, teasing the areola.

Delight whimpered out of Helen's mouth. She squeezed her blue eyes closed. Her futa-dick throbbed while her pussy grew juicy again. She squirmed, part of her just wanting to surrender to the touch.

She glanced at the clock. Fifteen minutes to go.

I could wait a few more minutes... she thought. 

Isabel's hand found Helen's dick. She stroked up and down it. The futa-cock throbbed, drinking in the friction and turning it into buzzing delight that zapped down to Helen's snatch. She moaned, her body shifting on the bed.

“Isabel,” she sighed.

Isabel's lips popped off her nipple. “Let's just have a nice sixty-nine. I could use a belly-full of cum to calm my nerves.”

Helen shivered. She wanted to say no, but Isabel's thumb rubbed at the crown of her dick. It felt so nice. “Fine. That does sound nice.”

Isabel beamed at her. Then she rose, her brown breasts swaying, and, with a languorous grace, straddled Helen's face. That hard, swarthy cock thrust down from Isabel's shaved pussy, reaching right for Helen's hungry mouth. The tip lowered, nuzzling her lips.

She engulfed it.

“Helen,” moaned Isabel. “Ooh, yes, yes, that's nice. Mmm, thank you.”

Helen just sucked and nursed on her friend's dick in answer, her tongue swirling around the spongy crown. Delicious, salty precum bathed her tongue. A shiver ran down her body. Her futa-cock twitched in Isabel's stroking grasp.

The Hispanic futanari swallowed the tip of Helen's dick. Such rapturous pleasure shot down her shaft. Her pussy clenched as her juicy sheath drank in the sensations. Helen squirmed, her hands grabbing Isabel's perky ass.

The two futanari loved each other.

Helen sucked.

Isabel slurped.

Pleasure shot down Helen's clit-dick every time Isabel's tongue danced around the blonde futanari's spongy tip. Her fingers clenched into Isabel's rump, gripping it tight as she nursed at the Hispanic's hard shaft.

Precum flowed into Helen's hungry mouth. It made her suck harder, eager for the true salty treat to come. Her own ovaries tightened, stimulated by Isabel's delicious mouth. Helen's bed creaked as she shifted her hips. 

Oh, yes, I do need this, Helen thought as Isabel's cock thrust into her mouth, fucking downward. Helen danced her tongue around the plunging shaft and sucked as hard as she could.  

Her stomach roiled. She needed to calm her nerves. Futa-cum felt perfect to soothe her. She stared at the folds of Isabel's pussy, wrapped pink about her brown cock, and sucked harder. Beads of cream dribbled down the shaft and reached her lips, adding a tang to the salty delight of precum.

So good, Helen thought. 

Isabel's fingers teased the lips of Helen's pussy, caressing through the blonde bush. Tingles raced down her legs to her toes. The blonde futanari moaned about Isabel's cock, her orgasm building and building in the depths of her cunt.

Isabel!

The Hispanic futanari plunged three fingers into Helen's juicy twat. She stimulated the inner flesh, sending such pleasure and delight flooding through the blonde's body. Helen moaned and sucked harder on Isabel's cock, nursing on that hard futa-dick.

The fingers swelled her orgasm. They made her squirm and moan. Ripples of delight shot through her body. She gripped Isabel's ass as her girl-dick throbbed in Isabel's hungry mouth. The ache built and built at the tip, her ovaries growing tighter.

Isabel curled her fingers inside of Helen's pussy.

The blonde's blue eyes bulged. Isabel found just the right spot and massaged.

Sparks flew from Helen's G-spot. They electrified her cunt and zapped her ovaries. Jolts raced up her girl-dick buried in Isabel's mouth. Helen groaned loudly. Her body bucked as her snatch clenched down hard on Isabel's fingers.

Helen erupted.

Her cum fired into Isabel's hungry mouth. She bucked and groaned on the bed, sucking so hard on Isabel's dick as she unloaded a torrent of futa-spunk into the Hispanic futanari's mouth. Pleasure surged up Helen's body to her brain.

Ecstasy smothered her thoughts.

Her fingers dug hard into Isabel's butt-cheeks as the rapture rippled through her body. She squeezed her eyes shut, Isabel's cock filling her mouth, muffling her screams of rapture. Her pussy convulsed and spasmed about Isabel's fingers.

And her cum kept spurting into Isabel's mouth.

Oh, yes, yes, yes, thought Helen. Oh, Isabel, you're such a wondrous slut. Now it's your turn. Cum! 

Helen sucked so hard on Isabel's cock as her orgasm peaked. Her fingers slid into the Hispanic futanari's butt-crack. Helen quested and found her goal: Isabel's puckered asshole. Her friend squealed about her sensitive cock. Helen's fingers danced around the puckered sphincter.

And penetrated it.

Cum in my mouth, Isabel, Helen thought while sucking with all her might. She buried her fingers deep into Isabel's velvety bowels, stimulating her friend. Cum on, give me that yummy cum. 

Isabel moaned about Helen's cock. Her hips thrust downward, pressing her cock deep into Helen's mouth. Hot bowels squeezed down hard on Helen's fingers. The blonde futanari shuddered, new pleasure rippling through her body as Isabel groaned and gasped.

You have to be close. You have to cum. Helen glanced at the clock out of the corner of her eyes. The meeting started in seven minutes. 

She plunged her fingers faster and faster into Isabel's asshole. Her left hand found the Hispanic slut's pussy. She thrust two digits into that hot, juicy hole, too, giving Isabel every bit of pleasure she could. Helen pumped her fingers faster and faster, churning them in and out of the holes.

More tangy pussy juices ran down Isabel's cock to Helen's lips. She churned Isabel's cunt to a hot froth. She could feel her friend trembling. She should be cumming by now. Isabel groans sounded so strained.

Is she... fighting her orgasm? Is she trying to prolong her pleasure?

Five minutes until she had to be at Wyatt Hall.

Helen had to leave for the meeting right now. She ripped her fingers out of Isabel's holes. The Hispanic futanari kept thrusting her hips downward, fucking her cock in and out of Helen's mouth. The blonde moaned in frustration. She grabbed Isabel's hips, pushing upward.

What is she doing? Helen thought, anger building in her along with worry. She should have left already. They would be late to the meeting. 

She cried out Isabel's name, her words distorted and muffled by the cock in her mouth. She twisted her head, the dick thrusting in and out of her mouth. Isabel moaned louder and louder, thrusting harder and harder.

Panic surged through Helen. She didn't know what was happening, but it wouldn't help her plan to capture Ariz'ana and Ally if she were late. She'd never make it on time as it was. She twisted her head, pulling her head away.

Her lips popped off Isabel's cock.

“What the hell?” Helen cried out in anger. “Get off of me!”

Isabel immediately rolled off of Helen, popping her mouth off the blonde's dick. Isabel ended up on her back, her tits rising and falling. Helen stared at her friend, giving her a puzzled look. “What was that? We're going to be late!”

“I know,” Isabel said, saliva coating her chin and cheeks. She sucked in panting breaths. “It's okay.”

“Okay?” Helen rolled off the bed and gained her feet. She had two minutes to get there. Ally and Ariz'ana were probably already there, wondering where she was. “Why is it okay that I'm late?”

“Because you'll die if you go,” Isabel said. She grabbed Helen's hands. “You have to stay here.”

Helen's brow furrowed. “Die? What do you mean, die?”

Isabel's face contorted like she fought against something. It lasted only a second, Then she blurted out, “Agent Felicity and I planted a bomb in the meeting room. It's about to go off. You're safe here.”

Ice water engulfed Helen. She flinched back, her heart thundering in her chest. “A... a bomb. But... But Ally... Ally's going to be there!”

Isabel nodded her head. “It's too late. Agent Felicity will set it off at any moment. I freed you from making the decision. They both had to die, Helen. But you don't have to feel the guilt. I'm protecting you.”

Helen jerked her hand away, a nauseating writhe gripping her guts. Ally's smiling face flashed through her vision. She couldn't let her lover die. She had to warn her. She looked around the room. Where was her cell phone?

The clock turned to 7:00 AM.

“No!” Helen screamed. “ALLY!”

~   ~~   ~

Agent Felicity smiled. Ariz'ana and Ally appeared in the meeting room's doorway. Her hand grabbed the detonator. She flipped off the red safety covering the silver toggle. She took a deep breath and slammed her thumb down on the button.

The charge fired through the det cord at 6400 meters per second. She was only 203 meters away.


Chapter Nine: Exploding Passions

“Helen's going to be late,” Ally said as they stepped off the elevator onto the second floor. She could feel Helen having sex, though it was strangely frustrated now. Must have realized she's going to be late. 

“Great,” muttered Dr. Zhao, moving behind them.

The rest of her harem swept out before Ally. All but Specialist Amanda who had never returned from Ariz'ana's mission this morning. Liliana and Tere reached it first, with Dr. Sara right on their heels. Ani and Elizaveta were already inside, setting up.

“Is she still having sex?” Ariz'ana asked. She didn't sound happy.

“Sorry,” Ally said. “I'm sure she'll be here. She probably just got caught up in the pleasure. You know how rapturous sex can be.”

“You have to stop making excuses for her.”

Ally squirmed, wanting to make the alien happy. “Okay.”

Liliana stuck her head back out of the meeting room. “None of Helen's futanari are here at all.”

Ally bit back the, “They'll be here,” retort and instead just let out an annoyed grunt, hoping that would please Ariz'ana.

“I have made other plans,” Ariz'ana said as they reached the meeting room.

“ALLY!”

The powerful, psychic scream of Helen slammed into Ally's mind. The world vanished around the redheaded futanari just as she stepped into the meeting room. A dark world blossomed around her. Helen appeared, her face a mask of pale fear.

“Isabel put a bomb in the meeting room!” Helen screamed. “RUN!”

The psychic connection broke. Ally reeled backward. She grabbed Ariz'ana's arm as cold energy spiked through her body. Her heart exploded into frantic beats. Everything slowed around Ally. The world moved like molasses. Helen's warning screamed through her mind.

She threw herself backward, crashing into Dr. Zhao behind her. She kept a tight grip on the futa-alien, pulling her along with them. Dr. Zhao cried out, stumbling away as Ally dragged Ariz'ana out of the meeting room.

Inside, the rest of her harem turned their heads. Liliana stood beside Lina, frowns crossing their faces. Jamie and Georgia, both imprisoned with Ally at Project STARFALL, were rising from their seats as Ally screamed out her warming.

“BOMB!”

Liliana's eyes widened.

Fire ripped through the ceiling and swallowed Liliana. The greedy flames rippled over Elizaveta and Ani. They embraced Dr. Sara and Tere. A mighty wind slammed into Ariz'ana, throwing her body into Ally's. Her ears exploded in pain. She flew back before the searing heat, crashing into someone behind her.

Then she lay on the ground. Her entire body ached. She felt like a giant had punched her. Her head rang. Her vision swam. She stared into the blinking, slitted eyes of Ariz'ana. Ally shuddered, rolling onto her back, pieces of drywall spilling off her body. Smoke rippled along the ceiling like the upside down surface of a lake.

“Wh-what?” Ally gasped. She didn't hear her own words, only the high-pitched squealing in her ears. She struggled to move. “What happened? Ariz'ana?”

The futa-alien sat up. Something dark green ran from a cut on her head. It dripped down her purple flesh. She shook her head, her hair tendrils convulsing about her face. The alien spoke, lips moving, but Ally didn't hear anything.

She shook her head.

Ally pushed herself up. “Liliana! Lina! Dr. Sara! Elizaveta! Tere!”

She stared at the conference room. The walls were missing. Only rubble piled in the room, fire blazing with greedy hunger, belching choking smoke. The outer windows were blown out, the masonry shattered, exposing the rainy day.

Where was her harem?

“Liliana?” she cried out again, still not hearing her words. She staggered to her feet on sore muscles. She took a step forward. “Georgia?”

A strong hand caught her, spun her around. She came face-to-face with Dr. Zhao, the right side of her face swollen, a deep gash cut into her shoulder, soaking her white lab coat with crimson. The Chinese scientist hauled Ally away.

“No! No! Liliana!” she screamed. “Jamie! Dr. Sara!”

No one emerged from the rubble.

Ariz'ana tottered after them. The futa-alien's face twisted into a mask of dark rage. Her hair spasmed in all directions like Medusa's snakes. Her fists clenched. She grabbed Ally's shoulders, staring into her eyes.

Her lips moved. Ally could almost hear the words this time. The ringing dwindled as she struggled to understand what had happened. She shook her head, her brain aching. She drew in a deep breath and coughed, smoke filling the air, bitter scents nauseating her stomach.

“What happened?” Ariz'ana demanded, her voice cutting through the ringing in Ally's ears. “You got a message from Helen.”

“Mess... age...” Ally blinked. Her eyes widened. “She said there was a bomb. That... that...” A chill swept through Ally. “Isabel planted it.”

Ariz'ana's eyes flashed into a violent hue of green. “Helen attacked us.”

“I...” Ally's world spun around her again. Liliana, Lina, Tere, Dr. Sara. Elizaveta. The members of her harem... dead. Killed by Helen. “No, no... She...”

“Isabel is her closest friend!” snarled Ariz'ana. “Helen tried to murder us!” 

“No, no, no,” Ally groaned. Her knees buckled. She wanted to throw up. “She... she...”

“She made her bid for power,” Dr. Zhao said.

Ally's world spun around her. She collapsed before Ariz'ana. Her breath came faster and faster. Her vision fuzzed. She breathed too fast. She couldn't get any oxygen. Hyperventilation seized her. Her heart constricted.

Helen?

“Specialist Amanda!” snarled Ariz'ana. “Are your soldiers in position?”

“Yes, Ariz'ana!”

Ally's head whipped around. She found her futa-soldier standing at the stairs looking grim in her fatigues, a machine gun clenched in her hands. Ally gained control of her breathing. “What? In position?”

“I told you Helen had to be dealt with,” spat the futa-alien. “So I made plans. I assembled your soldiers.” Ariz'ana turned her head. “Specialist Amanda, attack! Bring me Helen alive. Capture any of her inner circle. Kill any who resist.”

“K-kill other futanari?” Specialist Amanda asked, her face paling.

Ariz'ana pointed at the wreckage. “They just killed futanari! Helen just tried to murder your Mistress!”  

“Mistress?” Amanda looked at Ally. “Do we...?”

From deep inside of her, a dark anger bubbled. Helen killed her harem. Murdered them. “Attack!” Ally rose. That same black rage that gripped her when General Lewis invaded the university and killed Jewel roiled through her. Her entire body trembled.  

“Crush them! No mercy!”


Chapter Ten: Futanari Pain

Helen burst back into her body. She stumbled back from her fear-birthed link with Ally. For a brief second, she had connected with her lover and—

A dull rumble growled through the air. Her window rattled in its casement.

Helen's stomach dropped. She staggered towards the window looking out across the campus. She stared south towards Wyatt Hall, peering at Oppenheimer Hall which lay between them. Her stomach clenched and...

Black smoke rose into the sky.

“I'm sorry, Helen,” Isabel said, her voice so soft, barely more than a whisper.

Helen whirled around, her braided hair sweeping behind her. She fixed baleful eyes on Isabel. “Sorry?” the words started out low, dangerous. But they grew in volume as she spoke. “You're sorry? You just murdered my Ally. You just blew up how many futanari, and you're sorry?” 

Isabel wilted beneath Helen's glare.

“Why? Why would you do that? Didn't I make my orders clear? We were going to capture them! Ally could have still been saved.” 

“I...” Isabel grabbed a pillow, hugging it to her breasts. “Could we take that chance? I just had to protect you. I had to keep you safe from harm.”

“HARM?” The words exploded from Helen. Her entire body trembled with such rage. “You killed the futanari I loved! That's how you protect me?” 

Hatred slammed into Helen. It didn't come from within her. It pulsed from outside her. It came from Ally, directed at her. A deep, black, wave of odium swept through Helen's thoughts. She reeled backward from the intensity. Ally's fury almost brought Helen to her knees.

Ally's alive, Helen thought as she grasped her desk to keep from falling over. And... she's angry. A whimper escaped Helen's lips. Her world swayed as the wrath from her futa-lover passed over her. She... she... 

“It's okay,” Isabel said, throwing her arms around Helen. “I know. I'm so sorry, but it had to be done.”

“She's not dead!” Helen snarled and flexed her arms. “Get away from me!”

Isabel squeaked and stumbled away from Helen like the force of the blonde's words had struck her. Helen watched Isabel trip and fall naked to the ground, her brown breasts jiggling, her futa-cock smacking wet against her belly.

A sour taste filled Helen's mouth. That dick was just in her mouth. “I was sucking your dick while you tried to kill my Ally and... And... She hates me! She survived. And she's angry. She... She...” Helen swayed as she processed through the momentary spike of emotion. “Oh, god, we have to act.” 

“W-what?” the trembling Isabel asked.

Helen didn't have to time to rage at the monstrous bitch lying on the ground before her. She had to rally her harem and act. Ally hated her with a deep, dark fury. Memories of the attack on the campus months back swamped through Helen, how Ally, consumed over the death of Jewel, had ordered her soldiers to attack the special forces.

Helen leaped over the cowering Isabel and ripped open the door to her dorm. She found an orgy writhing through her hallway. Her head flashed up and down it, looking for any of the soldiers. She had to find Sergeant Frita or Leann. She had to get them moving.

“Helen!” squealed Professor Little, writhing on the floor with a girl Helen didn't know. The purple-haired professor plowed her futa-cock hard into the girl's asshole. “Ooh, you have to join us.”

“Not now!” Helen shouted. “Everyone stop fucking and—”

Gunfire erupted outside. That familiar tat-tat-tat of M16s chattering shot fear through her body. Futanari and women gasped around her, lifting lust-dazed faces for their lovers as Helen charged down the hallway, leaping over them.

“Sergeant Frita!” she shouted, spotting the older futanari dressed in her fatigues at the end of the hallway, her face flushed. Her naked wife crouched behind her. “We're under attack by Ally's forces!”

Another barrage of gunfire exploded outside.

Goddamn you, Isabel!

~   ~~   ~

“That's gunfire,” Leann gasped, her dick buried to the hilt in Dr. Maura Roy's pussy.

The redheaded futa-doctor's eyes fluttered. She struggled to understand what her wife just shouted. She was on her back near the dorm, getting fucked hard on the grass, her white doctor's coat spread out as a blanket. Leann looked up, concern flashing across her face.

“What?” Maura blinked. “Gunfire?”

“Shit,” Leann growled and ripped her futa-cock out of Maura's pussy, leaving the futa-doctor feeling so empty. Then Leann gained her feet, her breasts heaving. “We're under attack.”

Maura looked up and... Across the campus, futa-soldiers in fatigues poured around a corner, kneeling down and firing at Helen's dorm. Bullets hissed and cracked through the air. She gaped at the sight of them, frozen by shock.

Futanari fighting futanari?

“I thought that was an explosion,” Leann growled. “Look, smoke is coming from the direction of Wyatt Hall.”

“I...” Maura didn't know what to do. She rolled onto her stomach as Leann dropped down to her belly beside her, naked tits pressed into frost-coated grass. “What is going on?”

Leann shook her head. Bullets hissed as they whizzed over their heads. Behind them, masonry shattered. Red dust fell down on the two prone futas as the Ally's soldiers spread out. Glass broke and crashed to the ground, tinkling shards dancing across pavement. Someone screamed in pain.

Maura's instincts surged through her. She looked up to see a naked futanari lying nearby, her body shaking, blood pooling before her. The futa-doctor didn't think. She crawled toward the girl, moving on her belly.

“Maura!” Leann hissed. “Not that way! We have to get out of here.”

Maura kept crawling. She had to help this girl. Futanari shouldn't attack futanari. She wasn't happy that Helen had to move on the beautiful Ariz'ana. It wasn't right what they were doing. Futanari should love each other. That was so much better than violence.

She reached the girl and pressed a hand against the girl's abdomen, blood pumping around her fingers. The girl trembled, groaning. Her eyes were wide, pupils dilated. She shivered as the signs of shock settled in.

“It'll be okay,” Maura said. She needed bandages and—

Other futanari and women were down by the entrance to the dorm. Maura quivered, seeing their bodies lying in pools of crimson, their naked flash splattered in smears of bright vermilion. A violent shake ran through her body.

This can't be happening.

“It hurts,” the girl whimpered. “Hurts so bad. I don't want to die.”

“You're not going to die,” Maura said. She threw a look over her shoulder. “Leann, I need my coat. I need a bandage.”

Leann, face twisted in determination, crawled across the grass with the blanket. Maura kept applying pressure, trying to ignore all the other wounded girls and futanari at the entrance. Bullets kept hissing through the air and—

Gunfire erupted right before her. She flinched, looking up to see attackers at the entrance, kneeling by the wounded girls, raising their own guns and...

The Double D girls counterattacked. The soldiers assembled for the plan to capture Ariz'ana appeared. Sergeant Frita knelt nearby, aiming her weapon and dumping fire at Ally's futanari. Beside her, Lilac pulled something black out of a pocket and threw it across the field. Maura watched the small object arc through the air and land by Ally's soldiers.

They shouted and darted away as—

A sharp thunderclap burst across the quad. The grenade went off, a cloud of black death engulfing two soldiers. They stumbled out torn to ribbons, falling to the ground, screaming out in pain. Maura shuddered, pressing her hand so hard on the girl's belly.

The blood stopped pumping against her hand.

She looked down at the girl. Her chest didn't rise or fall. Her eyes stared sightlessly up into the sky. Leann reached Maura as the futa-doctor swallowed her grief. She glanced at the Double D girls. Some swept down the side of the building, firing as they maneuvered. There were wounded with them. People still alive.

People she could help.

“Sorry,” she whispered to the dead futanari.

She rose into a crouch and rushed to help. To be useful. She had the ability to help someone, to preserve one life. She had to do what she could. No fear of the enemy shooting her. She couldn't afford to be afraid.

“Maura!” Leann shouted. “Fuck!” She followed.

~   ~~   ~

Agent Felicity moved the moment she set off the bomb. She burst out of her classroom and rushed for the stairs. Shouts echoed through the building. She drew her service 9mm, holding it low in her hand as she rushed down the stairs.

“What's going on?” a frightened futanari asked as she lay quivering on the hallway floor on the ground level of the building. Many of the drop ceiling panels had fallen and shattered on the vinyl floor, spraying chalky debris around the frightened futanari.

“Ally's dead,” Agent Felicity shouted as she darted by.

The futanari wailed. Agent Felicity ignored her and kept racing for her exit. She reached the doors that led outside. She pressed against it, peering out through the window set in it, scanning the open lawn between buildings, assessing the situation.

Futanari soldiers swept around the building with guns. They bristled, moving with agitation. Agent Felicity ducked and cursed. There shouldn't be soldiers here. Helen had gathered the reserve inside Anderson Hall, her dorm building. A chill swept through Agent Felicity.

Those were Ally's soldiers.

She didn't know how they would react to her. She considered her options. Would they attack Helen's harem out of retribution? Or would they even know what had happened? If they didn't suspect Helen, they might go to her for guidance. But if they saw Agent Felicity skulking around...

A radio squawked from down the hallway. Agent Felicity glanced down it to see Specialist Amanda emerging from the far stairs, speaking into a walkie talkie. Behind her swept a bloody and singed Ally and Ariz'ana, the alien's face streaked in green fluid.

The world lurched beneath the futa-agent.

No!

She saw them just enter the room as she grabbed the detonator. They couldn't be alive. Her hand tightened on her pistol's grip. They couldn't live. She had her orders from the President. Agent Felicity rose, aimed, fired.

She pulled the trigger three times. Even at this range, near the limit of her marksmanship, she hit Specialist Amanda. The futa-soldier went down hard, her M16 spilling out of her hand, the walkie talkie skittering on the floor.

“No!” Ally gasped. She shot the futa-agent a furious glance. “You bitch!”

Ariz'ana seized Ally and pulled her back into the stairwell as Agent Felicity fired. Her next four shots missed, hitting the wall where Ally's head used to be. The futa-agent charged down the hallway after them, gun pointed before her. She could hear the alien and Ally fleeing up the stairs.

Her long legs carried her across the rubble-strewn corridor. She reached the stairs, aiming up it. No sign of Ally or Ariz'ana, but their footsteps echoed above, both gasping and panting.

“She shot my futanari!” Ally howled. 

“And almost shot you! Keep moving, you stupid slut!” the futa-alien hissed.

Agent Felicity darted onto the stairs and—

Arms tackled her legs. The futa-agent screamed out as they were yanked out from beneath her. Her head hurtled down towards the stairs. She threw up her arms to brace herself moments before she crashed into it. Her forehead cracked into the edge of a runner.

Her brain slammed into the front of her skull then rattled into the back. Her entire body went numb. Her thoughts spun. She struggled to push through the fuzzy daze. Someone flipped her onto her back. She stared up at the ceiling, vision blurred into doubles.

Twin Specialist Amandas stood over her, blood pouring down their right arm, two bullets buried in their flack vests. “Fucking bitch!”

The soldiers resolved into one angry futanari raising her black boot. Then Specialist Amanda stomped her foot down into Agent Felicity's face.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Zhao stared at the ruined conference room. Pieces of bodies thrust through the wreckage. Her head cocked to the side. Some of those pieces were her former test subjects and even her old partner at Project STARFALL. Before Dr. Sara was exposed to Ally's cum, the first person to ever experience futa-love, she had assisted Dr. Zhao in researching the futanari.

I should feel something, Dr. Zhao thought. She had worked with Dr. Sara for several years. Instead, she just felt... hollow inside. Her only real emotion was relief that she'd dawdled and was a straggler. When Ally pulled Ariz'ana back, she inadvertently saved Dr. Zhao's life. Not that she'd come away unscathed: her head throbbed. Dr. Zhao pressed a hand to the cut on her forehead while her shoulder throbbed.  

I knew these futanari, Dr. Zhao thought. Most of Ally's closest harem were in the destroyed room. I'd fucked them. I'd spent time with them, shared pleasure with them. 

But she felt nothing. They might as well be samples beneath her microscope.

“That fucking bitch!” Ally hissed, bursting out of the stairwell with Ariz'ana. “She tried to kill us!”

“You're surprised?” Ariz'ana asked. “After the bomb?”

Dr. Zhao looked up to see Ally striding back to her, large tits jiggling. “Did something happen?”

“Yes! This building isn't safe. Helen has assassins roaming around in it.”

“My soldiers are setting up a perimeter,” Specialist Amanda shouted. She appeared, dragging a bloody-faced woman with her.

“Is that Agent Felicity?” Dr. Zhao asked.

“Yes!” Ally spat, her hair frazzled, giving her fiery mane a wild look about it matching the fury twisting across her face. “She almost shot me and Ariz'ana.”

Dr. Zhao's stomach clenched, but not with fear. Disappointment.

“The first of the futanari I promised you,” Ariz'ana said, glancing down at the unconscious Agent Felicity. “We have to find Helen and put a stop to this attack. It's time for that little bitch to learn just whom she serves.”

“Yes! She killed my harem!” Ally screeched, her eyes raw. She grabbed Dr. Zhao. “Why would she do that?” The anger fled for a moment and a scared girl stood before Dr. Zhao. “Why?” 

“Power,” Dr. Zhao said, shrugging her shoulder.

“I... I thought she loved me.”

~   ~~   ~

Helen stepped out of the dorm, passing Dr. Maura attending to the wounded. The blonde futanari shook her head, staring out at her soldiers pressing forward. She had a large force ready for the hospital raid, and they had responded. Ally's soldiers left their dead behind as they retreated around Oppenheimer Hall.

“We're pushing them back to Wyatt Hall,” Sergeant Frita said.

“Casualties?” Helen asked, her voice tight. She hated this. When she got her hands on Agent Felicity...

“Not sure,” Sergeant Frita said.

“I want triage set up over here,” Dr. Maura shouted. “Come on, start bandaging them. We can't let them die. Leann, good, good, put those blankets over there.”

Helen shook her head as the gunfire cracked across the school. “I never wanted to see this here again. And we're... We're doing it to ourselves this time.”

Sergeant Frita gave Helen a sad look. “We thought we were better than normal people. But... but we're still human.”

Helen nodded her head. She felt like she should cry, but she felt so wrung dry. Ally hated her now because Isabel set off a bomb. Futanari fought futanari. It had all gone so horribly wrong, worse than she possibly imagined. She wanted to collapse beneath the terrible weight crushing her. To let those tears come, to curl into a ball and sob.

“I want Ally and Ariz'ana captured alive if possible,” Helen said. “I want this ended as fast as possible.”

Sergeant Frita nodded. She pulled out her radio and growled her orders.

“I... I'm sorry, Helen,” Isabel whispered from behind.

Helen clenched her fist. “Not. Now.”


Chapter Eleven: Surrounded

Ally's emotions assaulted her from every direction as she watched the fighting from the second floor of Wyatt Hall. She stood in the very classroom where the unconscious bitch in the corner had waited in to blow her up. She stared down at her soldiers fighting, dying. They were retreating. Helen had her forces ready for the bombing. Now they overwhelmed Ally's smaller army.

Why, Helen? Ally pressed her face against the window, tears on the verge of falling down her cheeks. Why wouldn't you just talk to me? What has you so scared about Ariz'ana that you would try to...? 

The anger flared, squeezing out that question. She didn't care why. Helen didn't love her. Not if she was willing to blow her up to kill Ariz'ana. Ally ground her teeth together, wanting her soldiers to sweep out and crush Helen.

“When do our reinforcements get here?” Ally demanded.

“What reinforcements?” Specialist Amanda asked. “Helen controls the command structure of our army. Her futanari are the ones who seized the general staff of Joint Base Lewis-McChord. They control the communications.”

Ally swallowed. “Has she been planning this from the beginning?” Her eyes shot to the unconscious Agent Felicity. Ally kicked the battered futanari in the guts. “Huh! Answer me!”

Agent Felicity lay limp, blood coating her face in a rust-brown sheet.

“Tell me! How long has she wanted me dead!” Her foot kicked a second time. Too hard. It threw her off-balance. She stumbled backward. Ariz'ana caught her. The futa-alien's arms tightened about Ally.

“Helen is defective,” Ariz'ana said. “It's clear now. Her engineering was flawed. She would not have resisted me otherwise, let alone attacked me.” 

“Then she would have loved me?” Ally asked, her voice quivering. “Like she was meant to?”

Ariz'ana nodded her head, a white bandage covering her head wound. Her scorched tendrils twitched. Ally wanted to collapse, but the sound of fighting outside stopped her. She couldn't afford to collapse. She had to find a way to win.

“They're pressing us back to the building,” Specialist Amanda said. “I'm sorry, Mistress. My... My soldiers weren't good enough.”

“It's not over yet,” Ariz'ana purred.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel flinched from the memory of Helen's words. She swallowed, trembling. Helen hated her now. She quivered, smelling the coppery blood in the air. She stared down at the dead and dying futanari and women around the dorm.

Each one an accusation. You did this, Isabel! each sightless face screamed at the Hispanic futanari. You killed us. 

I didn't mean for this to happen. Just for Ally and Ariz'ana to die. To protect everyone.

A whimper bubbled out of Isabel's throat. She hugged herself, her heart pounding in her. Everywhere she looked, she saw evidence of her mistake. Gunfire filled the campus. Each tat-tat-tat meant another person hurt or killed. Because of her. She stared at Helen, quivering, her blonde braid swaying about her naked back.

I've destroyed any chance of Helen ever loving me. Isabel could see it now. The depths of her selfishness. She stared down at the price. She... She couldn't be here. She shouldn't be here. She didn't deserve to be here. She looked down at her futa-cock.  

She didn't deserve that, either.

Futanari were supposed to love each other, not hurt each other. Not blow each other up and then start pitched battles. I never should have come back. I made the right decision to flee. I knew I would do this. That I would hurt Ally and destroy Helen. 

Isabel wanted to ram her hand through her chest and rip out her treacherous heart.

She couldn't.

So she fled.

She hurried down the side of the building, avoiding patches of shattered glass and cracked masonry. She raced from the moans and cries and gunfire. The explosions. The death. She ran away, hugging herself.

“Isabel!” a voice called after her. “Isabel, where are you going?”

She ignored the voice, her eyes focused on the parking lot. On the vehicles. She had to flee. She had to get into one and get as far away as possible. She couldn't be around Helen. She would only hurt the blonde futanari. She couldn't cause any more pain to Helen's gentle soul.

“Wait, Isabel!” the voice shouted again, louder, the voice familiar.

Isabel ignored it as she reached the parking lot and...

I don't have any car keys, she realized with a groan. Her eyes flashed down the various vehicles of the harem, from the RV she traveled with Bev and Nelly to the cars they'd used to drive out to Yakima months ago to save Ally. 

I helped rescue her and now... And now I tried to kill her? Her stomach churned beneath the intensity of her self-loathing. 

“Isabel?” A soft hand touched the Hispanic futanari. “Are you... are you okay?”

“Are you scared?” a second woman asked.

Isabel flinched and turned. She found the naked Bev and her gender-swapped, ebony-skinned wife, Nelly, facing her. Bev trembled against her tall and lithe wife, her futa-cock swaying limp between her ivory thighs.

“I'm scared, too,” Bev said. “Should we evacuate? Is that what Helen wants?”

“I...” Isabel's voice quavered as the emotion broke through her. Her voice grew tight. The sounds of gunfire pierced through her soul, each crack firing a bullet that ripped her emotions to shred. Guilt bled out of her, filling her body with a nauseating writhe. “I need to go... but I don't... have any... car keys... I have to... I...” 

Bev and Nelly threw their arms around the sobbing futanari. Isabel pressed her face into Bev's neck, her small breasts rubbing against Isabel's naked body. They felt comforting, motherly. She clung to the couple that she'd gone with on her missionary trip last week. She'd ridden in their RV and penetrated through the U.S. Army's perimeter into southern Idaho. They spent a few days in such peril.

“I... I just need to get far away,” Isabel said.

“Okay,” Bev said, rocking her. “The keys are in our RV. It's parked right there. Leg's go and do Helen's will.”

Isabel collapsed in their arms, sobbing so hard. “I... I... didn't... I... I...”

“Didn't what?” Nelly asked.

But Isabel couldn't answer as emotion choked her. Tears fell down her cheeks as she sobbed between them. The pair supported her, walking her to the RV. Isabel stumbled between them, lost, confused, bewildered how she could have done something so wrong, so horrible.

~   ~~   ~

“Ally and Ariz'ana, you are surrounded,” a voice boomed from outside, feminine and commanding. “Throw down your arms and surrender your harem. You have Helen's word that no more will be hurt, not even you. What happened today was a mistake.”

Ally snorted even as her stomach sank. Her forces had retreated into Wyatt Hall. Helen's futa-soldiers pressed in, covering each other as they advanced on the building, moving with military precision. Dr. Maura swept in with other unarmed women, tending to the wounded left behind. Helen stood at the far end, ringed by her closest advisers, the futa-soldier speaking through the bullhorn at her side.

“We don't want to hurt you, Ally, but you must surrender Ariz'ana. We will come in there and use force if we have to. More will die. Helen doesn't want that.”

“Right,” Ally muttered, feeling so drained, so empty. The blonde futanari stood naked and imperious beside the soldier, arms folded before her, looking like a conquering queen. How did I miss it? How did your innocent smile hide this, Helen? 

“Come along, Ally,” Ariz'ana said, her voice stern, commanding.

“What?” Ally asked. “Come along where?” A bite of hysteria sharpened her voice to a shrill edge. “There's no escape. We're surrounded.”

“Then let's go out and meet them,” Ariz'ana said, holding out her hand. Her fingers beckoned.

But something in her purple, slitted eyes flickered. Something dark. Ally's stomach twisted for a moment. Ariz'ana's face looked so rubbery, her expression of soothing hope didn't feel quite... solid. Almost ephemeral.

Anger surged through Ally. Helen's been trying to turn me against Ariz'ana all this time! She's been plotting this. Don't. Let. Her. Win. 

Ally reached out and took the futa-alien's hand. A surge of warm love washed through the redheaded futanari, driving back the bruised ache of her body. Her back straightened. She would be faithful to Ariz'ana. She would march out there and surrender with her dignity held high. She would look Helen in the eye and... and...

Hate her.

“Mistress?” Specialist Amanda asked.

“Have our forces stand down,” Ally said as she and Ariz'ana marched hand-in-hand through the classroom. “Helen won.”

Ariz'ana squeezed Ally's hand. The redheaded futanari lifted her head, marching with resolution she'd never felt before. She fed her anger, keeping it simmering inside of her. The black flames crackled within her, giving her the strength to stand before her betrayer, her lover, and spit in Helen's face.

Ally and the futa-alien reached the first floor. They passed her soldiers tending to their wounds, their feminine faces all looking shocked, defeated. She nodded to them, giving them encouraging smiles, showing them that they could still be proud.

“I love you all,” she said, reaching out to brush their long hair or to wipe tears from stunned face. “You all fought so well today.”

“Mistress,” they breathed. “Mistress, thank you.”

“Mistress.”

“Mistress Ally.”

“Thank you.”

“We'll die for you.”

“Let us fight.”

As Ally walked, they rose around her, forming up at her back. Ally felt their love, their pride, their devotion. It buoyed her heart. It gave her a different strength to keep marching, one not born of bitter wrath. She would protect their lives. She would surrender to Helen, to the futanari who once cried and wept over anyone dying and who now killed futanari by the scores. Who planted bombs. Who...

She warned me...

Ally and Ariz'ana reached the doors, the glass windows shot out. The soldiers waited outside, their guns aimed at them. They were all beautiful and fierce, Valkyries serving a bloody goddess of war. Ally remembered her Norse Mythology. Freya, a goddess of fertility, sexuality, and battle was served by some of the Valkyrie. Blonde and lovely. Cold and deadly.

Her Helen.

She and Ariz'ana thrust the door open. They stepped out. The soldiers tensed, fingers on their triggers, their faces tightening, expressions growing dangerous. Ally's heart beat faster. She tensed, prepared for the bullets to cut her down and—

Love kindled in the faces of the soldiers. Worship. They all groaned and shuddered. Ariz'ana stepped forward, marching to them like an empress. A goddess. The soldiers all trembled. Thirty of them, their eyes going wide, prostrated themselves.

“Yes, yes, you all love me, don't you?” Ariz'ana purred. “It's in your DNA.”

“Ariz'ana,” Lilac, the second-in-command of the Double D girls, moaned. She lifted her trembling head to gaze up at the futa-alien. “Yes, yes, we love you.”

“And you would never want to harm me or Ally, would you?” Ariz'ana asked, her presence overwhelming the futanari. Reminding them about their duty.

Hope surged through Ally.

“Never,” Lilac said, trembling, her brown eyes so wide. “We would never hurt you.”

“Good. Capture or kill Helen,” Ariz'ana ordered with a cold, imperial tone. “Specialist Amanda, attack!”

~   ~~   ~

Helen watched as Ally and Ariz'ana opened the doors and stepped out before the Double D girls and Helen's other soldiers. Her stomach clenched. She hugged herself, buttressing herself against the flood of emotion swirling through her. She wanted to rush across the field and hug Ally. To apologize. To tell her this was all a mistake. 

Helen clung to the belief that she could undo this. That somehow, someway, she could find the words that would make everything right. That would restore their relationship and mend what had been shattered by Isabel and Agent Felicity's actions.

I'll have them punished! Helen promised Ally in her mind. I promise you. I'll make this right. 

But another part of her sagged. She didn't see how she could ever make this right. Just like Trish and Eden couldn't come back to life, Helen couldn't restore all those killed today. The bomb went off in the meeting room. How many of those closest to Ally died?

Was Shannon in the meeting room? Did I condemn her to death? What about Ally's sorority? Tere, Liliana, Lina? And what about Elizaveta? We shared her that wonderful day. Did Specialist Amanda die? Or Dr. Sara, Jamie, and Georgia? Helen craned her neck to see better as her soldiers aimed their guns at Ally and Ariz'ana and... 

Her soldiers relaxed.

“Something's wrong,” Sergeant Frita said.

“What?” Leann asked.

“Look at the soldiers,” Sergeant Frita said, pointing. “They look dazed. They're staring at Ariz'ana like...”

The soldiers fell to their knees before Ariz'ana.

“They're worshiping her,” Helen gasped, her stomach dropping out of her. “Oh, no, she's above Ally and me in the hierarchy. She's at the top. Not us, her. That's why I feel like loving her.” 

Then the prostrated soldiers rose and turned.

“No!” Deputy Svetlana cried and seized Helen's arm.

“Run!” screamed Helen.

Her soldiers aimed their weapons at her and her harem. They fired.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura Roy's head snapped up from the wounded she tended. She felt that love again. Ariz'ana needed her. The redheaded doctor rose to her feet, her pussy and asshole remembering the feel of the futa-alien fucking her hard yesterday, loving her. As the soldiers fired, Maura raced towards them, moving with other futanari who felt the same call. That same love.

“Maura!” a voice the futa-doctor knew so well screamed.

Leann called to her, but... but... As much as Maura loved her wife, she worshiped Ariz'ana. She would do anything for Ariz'ana. And the alien needed her. A bandaged wrapped about the top of the alien's purple face, soaked with something dark and green. 

Maura had to heal her.

The gunfire assaulted her ears. It drowned out anything but her need to help the futa-alien. She darted around the soldiers and raced at them. Ally pointed, her large tits heaving as she directed the soldiers. More poured out of the building. Maura didn't care.

“Ariz'ana!” she cried out, reaching the alien. “Let me heal you!”

Ariz'ana smiled at Maura. The futa-doctor's insides melted with joy. She fell to her knees and healed the futa-alien with her mouth.

~   ~~   ~

“Maura!” Leann cried out, her voice choked off as the bullets hissed.

Helen's heart clenched as her futa-doctor rushed towards the alien, fallen to the aura of worship around her. Bullets hissed through the air. Sergeant Frita returned fire. A cheerleader screamed. Moira hit the ground, blood pooling between her large breasts. Professor Little dropped next, the English teacher rolling onto her back, clutching her stomach.

“Move, move!” Deputy Svetlana howled, pulling at Helen, dragging her away as her harem screamed.

Cassie screamed, grabbing Helen's hand and racing ahead, pulling her harder. Helen didn't want to flee. Her harem was being cut down. Mercedes, another cheerleader, fell, then Evelyn collapsed, the petite cheerleader fallen over Mercedes.

“Run, run!” Rhonda shouted. She grabbed Val and pulled her sobbing from the spasming Mercedes. “We have to go.”

“Leann!” Helen shouted at the stunned futanari. She gazed out at her wife reaching Ariz'ana. “You have to run!”

“Come on,” Sergeant Frita shouted, pushing Leann.

The black-haired futanari stumbled into a run, following Helen. The blonde futanari now raced at a full sprint between Cassie and Deputy Svetlana. They rounded the Warner Gymnasium, putting cover between them and the bullets scything at them. Others raced around them, futanari and women fleeing in all directions.

Carly and Lindsey appeared, running to Helen's right, the pair holding hands. Colonel Bee raced just behind them. Something struck her in the back and she pitched onto the ground in a burst of crimson. Angry hornets hissed through the air around them. Helen looked over her shoulder and flinched as Dean Bey fell to the lawn, clutching her ebony thigh. Her secretary, Billy Jean, stopped to help only to take a bullet in the head. She collapsed limp over the bleeding college dean.

Horror filled Helen.

It squeezed about her heart. It left no room in her for anything but flight. She screamed out, running as fast as she could, pulling her hands away from Cassie. Her arms pumped before her as she raced across the frosty grounds. The street lay ahead.

An RV stopped by the curb. The door opened. Isabel stood in it, her face ashen. She just beckoned with her arms. Helen raced with all her speed, flinching as more bullets hissed around them. A gun fired behind her. Her shoulders cringed, expecting the impact of lead rounds into her back.

“In, in!” Deputy Svetlana shouted, stopping short of the RV and turning around. She had her pistol in hand. She turned and aimed behind them.

Helen threw herself into the RV, crashing into Isabel. They stumbled back into the cabinets on the far side. Helen rebounded and stumbled back. Cassie burst in, the trembling girl throwing herself at Helen. Carly and Lindsey raced in, followed by Rhonda, April, Val, and Natasha—four of her eight cheerleaders. India, Deputy Svetlana's frightened wife, scampered into the back. Dr. Catherine burst in a moment later, her face flushed, her arm bleeding. She trembled, crimson dripping down her hands.

“Dr. Maura!” screamed Helen, staring at the wound. “She's hurt!” 

“She... she's with Ariz'ana,” an ashen-faced Leann said as she stumbled in. She collapsed before Helen. “She... she went to her.” 

Noriko and Donna, two members of her school's volleyball team, appeared, guided by Ashley Hampton, Sergeant Frita's blonde wife. Deputy Svetlana and Deputy Sun, a petite Korean cop, boarded the RV. Entering last, Sergeant Frita backed in, firing her MP4.

“Drive!” she shouted with all the authority of a special forces veteran.

“Aren't there more?” Helen shouted.

Sergeant Frita shook her head, her light-brown hair dancing about her shoulders. “Captured or wounded. Go, Nelly! Hurry! They're regrouping.”

“Helen?” Bev asked, sitting in the passenger seat up front.

Helen closed her eyes, so many members of her extended harem missing. She sagged against Cassie. “Drive.”

Nelly gunned it. The RV leaped forward. Sergeant Frita fired again. Bullet casings tinkled to the RV's floor as Helen sank down and leaned against the cupboard. She stared out at her surviving harem, masks of shock and empty of hope reflecting back her own emotions.

What just happened?


Chapter Twelve: Ruins

A powerful wave of worshipful love washed over Ally. She gasped as it radiated out from Ariz'ana. The redheaded futa-doctor fell to her knees before the alien and engulfed one of Ariz'ana's twin dicks. Ally shook her head. All her anger. All her fear. All her confusion vanished in a wave of molten heat. Futa-soldiers around her groaned, their gunfire faltering for a moment.

Then Ally fell to her knees. She had to love the futa-alien. She grabbed the other futa-dick and engulfed it with her mouth. She sucked on it, bobbing her mouth with such a hungry need to prove to Ariz'ana that she worshiped the alien. That she loved her.

Ariz'ana's round breasts jiggled. The futa-alien's bandaged face twisted with pleasure. She let out a throaty moan as the two redheaded futanari sucked on her girl-dicks. Ally swirled her tongue about the purple cock, loving it with all her might.

“No, no,” Ariz'ana groaned. “Don't do that! Helen's getting away! Keep firing! Don't stop!”

A groan ran through the futa-soldiers around Ally. “Ariz'ana?” one asked. “But... but... we love you.”

“Yes, yes, now prove it by going after Helen,” Ariz'ana said, her slitted eyes fluttering. “I want that bitch brought back. I want to know why she can resist me.”

“Yes,” Dr. Zhao moaned. “We have to study her.”

Ally didn't care why. She just closed her eyes and sucked hard, her cheek brushing Dr. Maura's as they both worshiped the alien's girl-dicks. Ally's futa-cock thrust hard before her. She stroked it, fisting up and down her dick, the pleasure surging through her.

Ariz'ana's hands seized both futanari's fiery curls. Her grip tightened in them. Ally loved being held, being dominated by her futa-alien. Ariz'ana thrust her hips forward, fucking her dick in and out of Ally's mouth.

“I shouldn't be distracted right now,” Ariz'ana said. “Helen is getting away. I need to... to assert control over her harem. I gave her... too much... independence. I didn't want to... to bother with your... your loathsome race but... but... Ooh, yes, yes, yes, suck my clit-dicks.”

Ally did. She put her all into it, her cheeks hollowing. Her hand stroked her own futa-cock faster and faster. Her pussy clenched, drinking in the pleasure. Salty precum filled her mouth as she whimpered in worship.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel leaned over the RV's front seats, peering out before her. Futanari and women were fleeing from the campus. Cars were pulling out of parking spots, spilling into the streets around the RV. It was pandemonium. The gunfire fell away, stopping altogether.

“What is going on?” Bev asked, looking up at Isabel.

The Hispanic futanari just shook her head. She couldn't speak. So many were missing from the RV. She saw Terri, one of her own harem members, gunned down. Terri loved and trusted Isabel, and she got the poor futanari killed.

“Where are we going?” Nelly asked as she turned onto Union Street, the college falling behind as they entered central Tacoma, passing the normal citizens going about their morning routine. They had no idea that everything had just been turned upside down. That futanari killed futanari.

Isabel's knees collapsed. She fell between the two seats over the central console, hugged it, as the guilt assaulted her body. Her tears fell. Ragged sobs burst from her lips. She had ruined everything today.

~   ~~   ~

Helen lifted her head at Nelly's question. Isabel sobbed up front, her entire body shaking. Helen's gaze hardened on her roommate. Vitriol surged through Helen. She hugged Cassie tight to her, stroking the girl's shoulder. 

“Yes, Helen, where are we going?” April asked, the Chinese cheerleader sitting across from Helen, her slanted eyes bloodshot and puffy, tears staining pale-olive cheeks.

“I don't know,” Helen said. She couldn't fall apart. She had to lead them. She forced herself to stand, Cassie whimpering as she rose from the girl's embrace. Helen braced herself against the cabinet, her body shifting as she faced her survivors. Sergeant Frita had her arm around her shell-shocked wife. Deputy Svetlana trembled in India's arms, Deputy Sun hugging herself nearby. Rhonda and Val, a busty cheerleader, held hands.

“I don't know where we're going, but we need to figure that out,” Helen said, her voice ringing. “I know what happened today was a shock. We didn't expect this. We all lost people we cared about today.”

Leann looked up, her eyes lost.

“But we have to be strong for those still alive. For the futanari in Tacoma and Seattle and Portland and everywhere in between. For all the women we've showered in futa-love. We owe it to them to figure this out. To protect them from Ariz'ana.”

India nodded her head. Deputy Svetlana straightened.

“How?” Noriko asked, the Japanese volleyball player running a hand through her silky, black hair. “Did you see what Ariz'ana did?”

Helen nodded her head. Why hadn't she realized what the futa-alien could do? “Doesn't matter. We have to find a way. We have Dr. Catherine. She knows a lot about this stuff.”

“Yeah,” whimpered the wounded scientist.

Helen moved through the bus. She reached Dr. Catherine, the brunette futanari's face flushed and her eyes glassy. She cradled her left arm to her chest, a pink shirt tied about her wound. Helen leaned down, looking into her eyes.

“I'm going to need you,” Helen whispered. “We need something to counter Ariz'ana, otherwise... We can't let Ariz'ana turn our race into cattle. To just be milked over and over. We have to stop her.” 

Dr. Catherine nodded her head. “I'll try, Helen.”

Helen smiled, rubbing Dr. Catherine's thighs. “I know you will. I believe you.” 

A smile crossed her face. For a moment, Helen saw the pain fade from the futa-scientist's expression. “Thank you.”

“But where are we going?” Deputy Svetlana asked.

“There's plenty of futanari that will hide us,” Rhonda said. “Half of them are part of Helen's harem.”

“And what happens when Ariz'ana comes around?” April asked. “You saw what happened. Dr. Maura switched sides.” 

“Yeah,” Leann said, her voice strangled, distant.

Helen swallowed. “We need somewhere else. Somewhere secure.”

“Project STARFALL,” Dr. Catherine said, lifting her face.

Helen frowned. They had planned to hold Ariz'ana there.

“Yes,” Sergeant Frita said, nodding her head. “I still have the codes to override the security. And there is no way that General Lewis had the place shut down. All the equipment should still be there for Dr. Catherine to use for research.”

Helen's hope swelled. She felt buoyed. They had a place to go. They had a chance to... to resist Ariz'ana. To make things right for futanari and the women bathed in futa-love. She nodded her head, a smile spreading on her lips. “It's perfect.”

“It's secure,” Deputy Svetlana said. “A bunker. Off the grid.”

“Yes, yes,” Rhonda nodded. “That place was freaky weird. It's perfect, Helen.”

“And Ally...” Helen swallowed her pain. “She hates the place. Hopefully, she won't even think that we'd go there.”

“Okay,” Nelly said. “So, where is this?”

“Hanford,” Helen said, turning to look up front. Her eyes fell on Isabel huddled between the driver and passenger seat. “Go to Yakima.” Helen's eyes tightened. Her hands clenched as she stared at the Hispanic futanari's rump.

Anger boiled Helen's blood.

“Isabel...” She rose, body shaking. “Isabel!”

~   ~~   ~

Isabel flinched at Helen saying her name. It was the first thing she heard, the rest of the conversation in the RV passing in a grief-heavy daze. Her entire body tensed. Her sobs stopped. She trembled, tears cooling on her cheeks. The RV went silent. Only the sound of the wheels driving over the pavement as the vehicle sped down the freeway from Tacoma echoed inside. Isabel felt heavy eyes on her.

“Isabel, why?” Helen demanded, breaking the silence. “Why did you do this? We had a plan! We agreed to capture them. That's what I wanted! So why did you try to kill Ally?” 

Isabel flinched beneath the words. She clutched to the console. She didn't want to say anything. But... But... Helen wanted to know. That part of her that worshiped Helen quivered through her. Isabel squeezed her eyes shut, drew in a shaky breath, and rose.

She braced herself on Bev's chair, gripping it as she turned to face Helen. Fury stretched Helen's features into an ugly mask. The blonde futanari's body quivered, her fists clenched. Her nostrils flared on her violent exhales.

“I...” Isabel drew in a deep breath. “I told myself that Ally dying would be best for me.”

“BEST?”

Isabel flinched beneath the fury. Every eye in the RV stared at her. Carly and Lindsey, the first members of Isabel's personal harem, had looks of shock on their faces. Carly had her arms around her futa-girlfriend, holding her tight. She shook her head, her dark hair spilling about her face. Disbelief shone in their eyes.

Others glared at her. Sergeant Frita's face held the darkness of murder. Deputy Svetlana had a mask of cold fury. Others had looks of bewilderment or anger or disgust on their faces. Only Leann didn't look at Isabel. She stared at her hands folded before her, lost.

Isabel wanted to shrink. She wanted to melt away. Their gazes felt like the sun shining through a magnifying glass and she was the smoldering ant about to burst into flames. She hugged herself as Helen took a step closer.

“You thought it would be best?” snarled Helen. “Killing the futanari I loved is best?” 

“I convinced myself that it was,” Isabel said. “That it would be better if Ally were to die instead of hating you for the rest of her life. She would hate you for capturing her. You would be miserable. Never able to heal because... because you would hope that you could patch things up. And... And... Then you would never love me.”

“Love?” Helen's brow furrowed. “I did love you.”

Isabel's body quivered. That one word, 'did', bitch-slapped her soul. “Not the way I wanted. I... I wanted to be Ally. I wanted to be the one you turned to. The one you loved. I yearned for that and... And... It's why I became a missionary. I had to get away. I was hurting and... and...” 

“You loved me? That's why you...” Her eyes widened. “You tried to kill Ally out of jealousy? Jealousy is why Professor Little is dead? Moira? Mercedes? Evelyn? Dean Bey and Bill Jean. Those last two were yours! How many other members of your harem are dead?” 

The names slashed Isabel's soul to ribbons. She bled inside. Her entire body trembled. She felt sick. Her body quivered. Tears beaded in the corner of her eyes. So many she got killed. The entire harem was on the run now.

“Yes,” Isabel said. “I... I... convinced myself that I would be better for you than Ally and... I'm sorry, Helen.” She reached out with desperate hands. “I'm so sorry. I was so wrong. I was stupid. It was so dumb of me and... And...”

Helen pulled back.

Isabel's knees buckled. She swayed with the movement of the RV. The disgust in Helen's face drowned Isabel's soul. She swayed. Her heart grew tighter, squeezed by pain. She clutched at her breasts, wondering if her pumping organ would explode. She struggled to breathe. Everyone glared at her. Helen glared at her. 

“Stop the RV,” Helen said, her voice ice. Low and dangerous.

“Yes, Helen,” Nelly said, her voice strained.

The RV slowed to a stop. Isabel trembled before Helen. She looked down at her feet. Her tears fell as her body shook. Pressure squeezed her chest. Her sobs became staccato hiccups, hardly sucking in a breath between them.

“Get. Out.” Helen said the words slowly. “Now.” 

Isabel looked up at Helen through blurry eyes. Even now, feeling her hatred, her loathing, Isabel wanted to please her. And leaving the RV, getting far away from Helen, would make her happy. It was the only way that Isabel could ever please her again.

She didn't say a word. She slunk to the door. It creaked open. The cold, November morning washed over her. She stepped out onto the shoulder of the freeway. Traffic drove by, people unaware that their entire world had changed.

That she ruined everything.

The RV door slammed shut behind her. Then it pulled away, abandoning her. Isabel leaned against the Jersey barrier, the cement rough against her naked body, and collapsed into her grief.


Chapter Thirteen: Interrogation

Agent Felicity's headache had faded away. She sat in the classroom under guard. She had no idea what happened to Phillipa and the rest of her harem. She'd failed the President and Helen all at the same time. She leaned back against the wall, her leg spread out before her.

It had been such a good plan. How did Ally and Ariz'ana survive? The bombs should have killed them both. The thoughts raced through her mind as she stared down at her naked toes. She flexed them as she waited.

Is Helen alive?

Agent Felicity didn't regret the assassination attempt, only that it had failed. If it had succeeded, everything would be different. She couldn't help but notice that one of her guards was a member of Helen's harem.

Ariz'ana must have done something to subvert Helen's control over them, the futa-agent realized. She drank in the features. She had to pay attention, to learn everything that she could. She had to be prepared to try to escape. To see if she had another chance to kill Ariz'ana and Ally. She had a mission to accomplish. 

The door to the classroom opened. Ariz'ana walked in, Ally at her side. Cum dribbled down Ally's thighs, thick and creamy. A hungry lust ran through Agent Felicity. The sight of sex stirred hunger through her, that part of her changed when she became a futanari was still in her. It made her dick twitch.

Ariz'ana swept through the room, her large breasts swaying from side to side. Both her futa-dicks thrust out hard before her, wet and glistening with pussy juices. Ally trailed after, a bubbly, happy look on her face at odds with any expression Agent Felicity expected and...

The futa-agent felt a wave of adoration wash through her. She blinked her eyes and trembled. The wave hit her devotion to the President and Helen and washed around it. The worship broke against the breakwaters inside of her protecting her soul from that desire. For a moment, defiance flashed across her face.

And then her training swept through her. Agent Felicity had gone undercover into the Federal Correctional Institution at Aliceville early in her career. She spent months pretending to be a convict. She worked hard to infiltrate a smuggling ring in the prison and take it down. It was why President Fierro had chosen her for this duty. 

She put on a look of worship. “Ariz'ana,” she breathed, forcing herself into a kneeling position as the futa-alien stopped before her. She reached out and grasped both her cocks, wet with pussy juices. A sweet musk filled her nose.

The scent of Ally's cunt.

A true hunger washed through her. She didn't have to fake her sudden attraction for these cocks. Her hands stroked up and down them, gliding with ease. She pulled the purple dicks closer to her lips. She pressed the two tips together. Her tongue swirled around them both, tasting the sweet pussy juices mixed with salty precum.

Ariz'ana's tendrils, singed shorter, waved around her face. The futa-alien let out a purring sound as Agent Felicity pumped her hands up each shaft. The futa-agent sucked on the right tip, lips sealed tight, bringing a moan from Ariz'ana. Then her mouth popped off, and she engulfed the left crown, her tongue swirling around it.

“Mmm, trying to earn my forgiveness for what you did?” Ariz'ana asked.

“Yes,” Agent Felicity moaned as she switched back to the right cock. Her tongue fluttered against it, loving the texture. Her own girl-dick throbbed hard, her pussy so wet. “I'm so sorry, Ariz'ana. It was so wrong of me.”

“And yet you obeyed Helen?” Ariz'ana asked, a dangerous edge to her purring voice.

“No, no, Helen wanted to capture you.” Agent Felicity swallowed the right cock and bobbed her head. 

“Capture...?” Ally asked, her voice dreamy.

Agent Felicity's mouth popped off Ariz'ana's dick. “Yes, yes, she wanted to lure you to the hospital. But we decided to do this behind her back. To protect her.” I need to be careful here. If Isabel was captured, I can't say anything contradictory... 

“Interesting,” Ariz'ana purred. “Mmm, yes, keep sucking my dick, you little slut.”

Agent Felicity bobbed her mouth faster, sucking hard. Her hands fisted the pussy-soaked dicks. Her lips smacked as she switched back and forth between them. She stared up at the futa-alien, drool leaking down her chin, putting her all into loving the alien, into maintaining her cover.

If she thinks I'm under her love, she'll let me have my freedom. The FBI agent sensed opportunity. 

She sucked even harder. Her cheeks hollowed. She put her all into loving the futa-alien's dicks. The futa-agent's own clit-dick throbbed and her pussy itched. She took more and more of the shaft with every bob.

“Mmm, yes, that's it, you little slut,” Ariz'ana said. “Ooh, that's nice.”

Agent Felicity swallowed all of Ariz'ana's right cock, releasing the shaft so she could deep-throat the futa-dick. It slid down her gullet. She'd practiced so much with Helen's cock. Her lips reached Ariz'ana's shaved pubic mound. She moaned and sucked on it, fisting the left dick hard.

Her right hand found one of Ariz'ana's pussies. The alien had two cocks and two pussies. She shoved her fingers into the tight snatch. Ariz'ana gasped, her cunt clenching about Agent Felicity's fingers.

Juices trickled down her wrist. She pumped them in fast, moaning about the futa-dick. Both dicks throbbed. She fisted the left dick harder. Ariz'ana trembled above her, large tits swaying. The futa-alien's face twisted and contorted, her hair tendrils twitching.

“That's it, you nasty slut,” groaned the futa-alien. “Ooh, yes, you love me, don't you?”

I'm going to kill you!

The futa-alien erupted. Hot cum pumped straight down the futa-agent's throat. It warmed her belly. She moaned, a wave of delight washing through her. The other girl-dick pulsed in Agent Felicity's stroking hand. The cum spurted into her hair and ran down to her shoulders, feeling so warm. The alien's pussy convulsed about her fingers, cream gushing out of her, filling the air with a honey musk.

“Ooh, that's it,” groaned the futa-alien, her breasts twitching. “Mmm, you're sucking me dry. But I know what you truly want. You want my dicks fucking your ass.”

Agent Felicity whimpered and moaned about the futa-alien's dick. She slid her mouth off, eager to have her orgasm itch scratched. Drool ran down her throat as she popped her lips off the dick. She rolled over onto her hands and knees, round breasts swaying.

“Please, please, use my holes. I love you so much,” she whined, putting her all into the lie. “Just ram it into me.”

“Little slut's just dripping,” the futa-alien moaned. “Isn't she, Ally?”

“Oh, yes,” the redheaded futa said, her voice tight. She had her arms folded before her, squeezing her pillowy breasts together, her dick thrusting hard before her. “She wants it.”

Ariz'ana fell to her knees, both her cocks smacking on Agent Felicity's rump, a shaft slapping each butt-cheek. The futa-agent let out a low moan, wiggling her hips, savoring this moment. She couldn't wait to be fucked. Her pussy was so wet, her juices dripping down her shaft.

The tips of both cocks slid across Agent Felicity's butt-cheeks, leaving twin trails of cooling passion. They dipped into her crack. The futa-agent's eyes widened as they found her asshole. She wiggled her hips and groaned, “Both?”

“Both,” purred the futa-alien. She pressed her two dicks against Agent Felicity's asshole. “You need to be fucked hard in the ass for being a naughty slut.”

“Oh, yes,” Agent Felicity moaned, her lusts surging through her.

Her eyes widened as the two dicks pressed on her anal ring. Her sphincters stretched and stretched. It made her shudder. Her fingernails scratched at the waxy linoleum floor. Then both crowns of the alien's cocks popped into her bowels.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” she howled, her bowels clenching down on the dicks.

“Ooh, yes, you little slut,” the futa-alien groaned as her twin shafts spread Agent Felicity's asshole wide open.

The velvety friction burned through her body. The twin shafts reached so deep into her. They had her bowels stretched open wider than the futa-agent thought was possible. Her girl-dick twitched, her pussy squeezing tight. Juices ran down her shaft, beading at the tip. They dripped from her as she shuddered. Her breasts swayed beneath her.

Ariz'ana's crotch pressed into Agent Felicity's rump. The futa-alien gripped her hips and then drew back, sliding her dicks through her bowels. The pleasure rippled through her body. She gasped and shuddered beneath the delight.

“Oh, yes, you're just a whore for me, aren't you, futa-slut?” hissed the futa-alien.

“Yes, yes, yes, your futa-slut!” gasped Agent Felicity, her face squeezing shut. She pictured Helen and President Fierro's girl-dicks fucking her asshole instead of both of the alien's cocks ramming their shafts over and over into her bowels.

“Are you?” the futa-alien moaned, thrusting harder, ramming her twin dicks deep into the futa-agent's bowels.

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Agent Felicity, heat rippling through her body. “Your whore!”

The velvety friction surged through her. It bled down her shaft to the tip of her girl-dick. An ache built and built there. It grew, swelled, brought her closer and closer to her eruption. Her asshole clenched about them, squeezing them tight together, drinking in the delight.

Her body rocked as the futa-alien pounded her. Fucked her so hard. Her own futa-cock smacked up into her belly. Her tits swung back and forth. Her pussy juices flowed even faster. She gasped and moaned, getting closer and closer to erupting.

“Oh, yes, cum in me, Ariz'ana!” she howled. “I love you so much!”

The futa-alien's hand shot around Agent Felicity's hip to grab her swinging girl-dick. Ariz'ana stroked Agent Felicity's shaft hard, fast. The pleasure surged through her body. It rippled through her body, surging from her asshole and down her shaft.

“Do you love me?” the futa-alien asked.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Agent Felicity moaned, her hips thrusting back into the hard plunges, the stimulation in her asshole melting into her pussy. It swirled around her ovaries, building the pressure in them.

She drowned in pleasure. It assaulted her from her cock and asshole. They twin delights built in her. Her ovaries grew tighter and tighter. She just needed a little more stimulation to erupt. She wanted it so badly, squeezing her asshole around those thrusting futa-cocks. The friction increased.

“Oh, my god, yes!” the futa-agent howled.

Her orgasm exploded through her.

Her bowels writhed about the twin alien-cocks ramming into her asshole's depths. Her futa-dick erupted in Ariz'ana's stroking hand. Her cum splattered the floor, painting it in pearly lines. She moaned and howled, pleasure surging through her body. The rapture slammed into her mind.

“Who do you love?” the futa-alien howled.

“President Fierro!” the futa-agent screamed, gripped in the throes of her rapture, unable to think. Ecstasy consumed her. “President Fierro and Helen!”

The futa-alien's girl-cum erupted into the trembling Agent Felicity. As the spunk fired into her bowels, her eyes widened in shock. Her pleasure died, severed by her admission. The futa-alien squeezed Agent Felicity's cock hard, crushing into it. Her dick pulsed and throbbed as the pain flared through her body.

“Now how is that possible?” asked Ariz'ana. “President Fierro?” The futa-alien ripped her cocks out of Agent Felicity's bowels. “Send her to Dr. Zhao. I want answers.”

“Yes,” Ally whispered, staring down at Agent Felicity, her green eyes wide, tremulous.

~   ~~   ~

“I love Ariz'ana,” Agent Felicity said, strapped down to the table in Dr. Zhao's lab. The futa-scientist waited for the DNA analysis of the captured futanari to finish.

“Then why did you say you love President Fierro?” Dr. Gabby asked, walking the table, her large breasts jiggling in her lab coat.

“You must have misheard,” Agent Felicity said. “I was just screaming out from my orgasms. I was incoherent with rapture. Ariz'ana's futa-cocks are amazing.”

A tingle raced through Dr. Zhao's clit-dick and into her pussy. A wet heat that made her itch to worship Ariz'ana's dick. She had to find a way to break free of it. She needed to test one of Helen's futas. But Agent Felicity was so fascinating. She presented such a delicious puzzle.

“Didn't you say you came from Washington D.C.?” Dr. Gabby continued. “You claimed to be sent to help the city of Seattle stop our... takeover.” 

“Yes, yes,” Agent Felicity said.

“By President Fierro?”

“No. I'm just a lowly field agent. I got the orders from my supervisor, Special Agent Doug Pearson. He got his orders from Director Simpson. I've never even met the president.” The futa-agent sounded so incredulous. So earnest. “Please, please, I didn't say that I loved anyone. I'm loyal to Ariz'ana. I love her.”

“And yet you tried to kill her.”

“I was confused. Helen... Helen bewitched me. She gave me her love. She was my Mistress. You understand that. But when I entered Ariz'ana's presence, when I felt her august majesty wash over me, I realized how wrong it was to even contemplate hurting her.”

Dr. Gabby pulled picked up a syringe. “People say sodium pentothal is a truth drug.”

“It's not,” Agent Felicity said. “Sodium thiopental is a rapid-onset, short-acting barbiturate that is used as a general anesthetic. It merely makes it harder for people to concentrate on fabrication. But... it also makes them loquacious and cooperative. The reliability of confessions made under it are not to be trusted.” 

“We'll see,” Dr. Gabby said. She held up the syringe. “With your body mass, this is the perfect dosage to make you... cooperative without putting you unconscious.”

“That's fine,” Agent Felicity said. “I have nothing to hide. I'm loyal. Inject away.” 

Dr. Gabby shot Dr. Zhao a look, her brown eyes beseeching. Dr. Zhao just nodded her head. “She's a trained FBI agent. She knows how to lie to maintain her cover. Don't believe a word she says. Inject away.”

“Yes, yes, I'm ready,” Agent Felicity said. She actually smiled. She looked so unconcerned lying on the table. Dr. Zhao wanted to believe her. Felt the truthfulness of it. She wasn't educated in the science of deception nor how to parse if someone was lying. She had no idea how to interrogate someone, what psychological theories and principals were involved.

She only had television and movies to rely on.

But Ariz'ana wanted Dr. Zhao to uncover the truth, and the futa-scientist couldn't help that wave of euphoric desire to make the alien happy. Her treacherous body had utterly betrayed her to Ally and to Ariz'ana.

Dr. Gabby injected Agent Felicity with the solution. She set the syringe on a tray and sat down on a stool to wait for the chemical compound to take effect. Agent Felicity kept smiling, acting like she was utterly innocent and had nothing to fear. She was even eager, like she knew this would vindicate her.

The machine beeped. A laser printer whirled to life, almost silent. Dr. Zhao turned and scooped up the paper printing off, covered in black and white, showing the breakdown of a section of Agent Felicity's genes. Dr. Zhao's studied eyes slid across them, reading the various markers and—

She froze at a cluster she recognized so well. A cluster she engineered when she worked at Project STARFALL. A surge of excitement washed through her. She whirled around, staring at Agent Felicity. The futanari gave Dr. Zhao a friendly smile. 

“She's been dosed with the mind control serum. Clearly, President Fierro is the one who is controlling everyone exposed to it now. Including the little spy she sent us.”

“Does this mean that Helen didn't order the assassination attempt?” Dr. Gabby asked. “Is this entire conflict a mistake? A misunderstanding? Were we set up?”

Dr. Zhao shuddered, an idea crystallizing in her mind. “I'll deliver my report to Ariz'ana. See if you can learn anything from Agent Felicity. But I doubt you will.” 

If Dr. Zhao spun this information just right... The current chaos benefited her plans greatly.


Chapter Fourteen: Project STARFALL

“You are going to be so helpful to me,” Ariz'ana said.

Those words sent such a quiver through Dr. Maura Roy. The redheaded, Irish futa knelt before Ariz'ana in the alien's bedchamber. A wicked thrill ran through her. Her futa-cock throbbed before her as she stared up at the futa-alien with such worship.

She's my queen. My empress.

Wasn't Helen your—

NO! Maura pounded down that feeling. I love only Ariz'ana. 

And Leann...?

Flashes of her futa-wife's elfin face appeared in her mind's eye. The way Leann smiled, her black hair framing her cute face. The way her eyes glinted. The passion her lips could make. For a moment, Maura shuddered, looking away from Ariz'ana.

“What are you doing?” Ariz'ana asked. “Why are you looking away?”

Maura gasped, her huge tits heaving as she jerked her head back up to look at the futa-alien in worship, drinking in Ariz'ana's large, purple breasts and those dark-purple nipples. “Sorry, Ariz'ana. I... I was thinking about my futa-wife.”

“Yes, she's as confused as you were, isn't she?”

Maura nodded her head.

“Good thing you don't need her any longer. And you don't, do you?” Ariz'ana asked, her delicate fingers stroking through the Irish doctor's red hair.

“I don't?” Maura asked, her heart clenching.

“All you need is to worship me. That will make me the happiest. Forget your wife.”

A whimper escaped Maura's lips. The image of her wife faded from her mind as a joyful heat swelled through her. Her pussy clenched and her futa-cock throbbed even harder. “Then I don't need her, Ariz'ana. I love you! Only you!”

“Mmm, excellent,” Ariz'ana said. “But you've been naughty. And naughty girls needed to be punished.”

“Would it make you happy to punish me?” Maura asked, trembling with ecstatic need.

“So happy.” Ariz'ana licked her lips, her strange, slitted eyes focusing with such attention. “Because you are a filthy human futanari. You aren't worthy of anything more than being used. Right?”

“Right!” Maura moaned, feeling so dirty. She shivered. “Will you use me... if you punish me?”

“Maybe.”

“Please, please, punish me!” Maura threw herself at the futa-alien's feet, kissing at Ariz'ana's ankle, Maura's large breasts pressing into her knees. She kissed lower and lower to the alien's cute toes. “I'll do anything to be used by you.”

“What a disgusting thing you are.” Ariz'ana sighed. “Controlled by that hard cock and that wet hole.”

“Uh-huh,” moaned Maura. Her tongue flicked out, sliding between the futa-alien's toes. “So disgusting.”

The humiliating words only made her pussy hotter. Her juices soaked her fiery bush. Her dick throbbed so hard, precum dripping from the tip. She squeezed her eyes shut, her heart thudding in her chest.

“Yes, you need to be spanked.”

The futa-doctor's rump clenched. “Yes, yes, spank me!”

“Bend that ass over the bed, you filthy human slut, and prepare to be spanked. So hard.”

Maura sprang to her feet and through herself over the bed, pressing her nipples into the Egyptian cotton sheets. The high thread count linen felt so amazing on her nipples and skin. Her nubs drank in the delight, shooting to the tip of her girl-dick pressed into the side of the bed. Pleasure shot down her shaft to her juicy pussy.

She deserved this. She was a filthy human. She wasn't good for anything else but being used. She thought that over and over, eager to mold herself into just what Ariz'ana wanted. She had no room in her heart for anything else.

Not now. Not and keep Ariz'ana happy.

“Mmm, yes, that is an ass made to be cock-whipped,” the futa-alien purred.

“Cock-whipped?”

“How else do you spank someone?” the alien asked.

“With your hand, Ariz'ana.”

The alien laughed like she'd never heard anything more ridiculous. Then both her cocks smacked down on both of Maura's butt-cheeks. The thudding slaps sent a flash of stinging pain through Maura, making her pussy twitch.

“Doesn't that hurt your dicks, too?” she asked.

SMACK! SMACK!

“Oh, it feels incredible spanking a filthy slut's naughty ass with my cocks!” Ariz'ana moaned, her voice so throaty.

SMACK! SMACK!

Maura's green eyes widened. Each slap on both her butt-cheeks sent burning heat through her. She didn't think a cock could hit her so hard, but the futa-alien whipped her shafts down so hard. Maura hugged the sheets to her breasts, grunting against the pain.

SMACK! SMACK!

Maura's cock twitched with each double-thud.

SMACK! SMACK!

Her pussy clenched.

SMACK! SMACK!

Pussy juices ran down her thighs. She whimpered, wiggling her hips, her ass a mass of stinging pain, but that agony transformed into something wonderful in the depths of her cunt. Her nipples and the tip of her girl-dick felt even more sensitive, drinking in the feel of the sheets.

SMACK! SMACK!

“I'm so bad!” moaned Maura. “Keep punishing me, Ariz'ana.”

SMACK! SMACK!

“Yes!” The alien hissed. “Ooh, yes, your ass is glowing red. What a wondrous color. You humans are so disgusting and so intriguing all at the same time!”

SMACK! SMACK!

“Do you hate us?” moaned Maura.

SMACK! SMACK!

“Yes!” Ariz'ana hissed. “Mmm, but you're my little slave now. I had to unleash so much of my pheromones today. They just overwhelmed you.”

“They did!” Maura moaned. “Hate me! If that will make you happy! Despise me!”

SMACK! SMACK!

“I'm a filthy, disgusting human!”

SMACK! SMACK!

“My whore-cunt is growing so hot as you punish me!”

SMACK! SMACK!

“I'm such a slut!”

SMACK! SMACK!

“You are!” the alien hissed, her voice so throaty. “Ooh, yes, yes, yes, you are. Getting turned on by being humiliated!”

SMACK! SMACK!

The pain burned so hot through Maura's ass. Each thudding impact hurt, but that just made her cunt clench harder. An orgasm brewed inside her. Taking her punishment made Ariz'ana happy, and that perversely swelled Maura's own desire. It mixed with the shame of being a human futanari and the delicious sensation of humping against the bed. 

Her cock throbbed.

SMACK! SMACK!

Pleasure raced down her shaft to her pussy.

SMACK! SMACK!

“Oh, keep punishing me, Ariz'ana!” howled the futa-doctor, her voice so tight, her body shivering and shuddering. “Don't stop!”

SMACK! SMACK!

“Slut!” hissed the alien.

SMACK! SMACK!

“Whore!”

SMACK! SMACK!

“I am!” Maura moaned.

SMACK! SMACK!

Ariz'ana cried out in rapture. Hot cum spurted up Maura's back. It rained on her flesh, hot and thick. The creamy, salty musk of futa-jizz filled her nose. The redheaded doctor quivered as Ariz'ana's pleasure moaned through the air.

I made her cum! rejoiced Maura. 

The joy slammed into the pain. Her entire body bucked. A powerful orgasm exploded in the depths of her cunt. Her spunk erupted. It fired hard from her dick, soaking into the linen sheets. She groaned through her clenched teeth as her pussy spasmed.

Juices gushed down her thighs. The rapture melted her mind.

“Just a filthy, disgusting human futanari who cums from being punished!” Ariz'ana howled, the last dribbles of her spunk falling on Maura's aching ass. 

“Yes!” the redheaded futanari whimpered, savoring the lust.

“I can't wait for your entire miserable race to be harvested,” Ariz'ana moaned “Imagine it, a billion futanari all gasping and moaning and cumming, providing the universe with their seed. That will be you, one day.”

“I can't wait either,” Maura sighed as the bliss melted her mind. This morning, the idea had horrified her. Now... Now she wanted to embrace it.

~   ~~   ~

Helen stared at the metal doors ahead. They were like for a garage, but large enough for a semi-truck to drive through. It was cut into the hill, the entrance hidden in the slope, surrounded by strong trees. The office building that lay over the underground structure of Project STARFALL lay to the west, a good half-mile away.

“What is this?” Helen frowned as Sergeant Frita climbed out of the RV.

“The logistic garage,” she answered. “It's where freight and supplies were brought into the facility through a long tunnel. We couldn't have that coming and going through the office building. Hard to maintain the cover.”

“Oh,” Helen said. She never really thought about the inner workings of the secret military lab where they studied Ally her entire life. “I guess that makes sense.”

Sergeant Frita marched to the door, painted a dull olive-brown. She produced a set of keys, unlocked a panel, and then punched in a code. With a grating rumble, the doors clattered open, revealing a large, cement room, a pair of forklifts parked to the side, a tunnel leading at a slant ahead.

Nelly drove the RV inside. Helen quivered. Here they would find hope and safety. Here they would find the way to fight back against Ariz'ana and save everyone from the futa-aliens' heinous plans. She wouldn't let her futanari get turned into cattle, forever milked for their spunk. There had to be a way to stop Ariz'ana.

The door clattered shut behind them. Nelly parked the RV in the center. The engine turned off. Silence fell on the RV. No one moved inside. Helen felt all their eyes on her. She had to be strong. To be a leader.

She whirled around, facing her reduced harem. All the missing faces—Dr. Maura, Marissa, June, Colonel Bee, Lilac, Kodi, Etta, Alexa, Lisa, Melika, Ruth, Terri, Nikki, Asuka, Nancy, more—sent a shock of pain through her. She wanted to quiver. To collapse beneath the strain, but she couldn't. They were all counting on her to lead them out of this catastrophe. To be strong for them.

“This isn't going to be easy,” Helen said, her eyes flicking around the room. “I won't lie to you. We're going to have to suffer. We're going to have to endure. We're going to have to band together like we never have before and figure this out.

“But we will find a way to defeat Ariz'ana. We will come up with a plan.” 

Everyone's head nodded. They stiffened, love shining in their eyes. Her words inspired them. She fed off of it: what she projected, that hope and confidence, mirrored back at her. She drank it in, starting to believe that they had a chance. That with these amazing futanari and women, they would win through and find a bright future for futanari in this world.

“So we're going to spend today getting this place livable,” Helen said. “We're going to take the time to grieve. To collect ourselves. Today, is a breather. Okay?”

Heads nodded. Some brimmed with tears for those lost. Even Leann stared up at Helen, her eyes haunted.

“Tomorrow, we're going to start working towards that bright future for all. Ariz'ana won't destroy us. We won't let her undo everything we've been building.” 

“That's right!” Rhonda shouted.

“Yes!” April nodded beside her.

“We are with you, Helen,” Val declared, gaining her feet with all the limber grace of a cheerleader. “Right, futanari?” 

“Right!” Deputy Svetlana said, standing up. Her wife, India, joined her. Followed by Deputy Sun.

Ashley Hampton gained her feet, nodding her head. “My futa-wife and I are committed to you, Helen. For Trish and Eden!”

“For Trish and Eden!” Helen nodded, flashes of her best friend and her blonde lover appearing in her thoughts. “So let's get to know our new home.”

Sergeant Frita stuck her head in the door. “Let me lead the way with the deputies. Just in case.”

Helen nodded her head.

Her harem stepped out of the bus, the couples holding each other, sharing this difficult time with each other. Such envy shot through Helen. She could feel Ally distantly. Her emotions weren't intense enough right now, she wasn't having sex or really angry or really sad so Helen just had only a vague awareness.

For once, she was glad their psychic connection didn't let them know where the other was.

For a moment, hope fluttered through Helen that she would get to hold Ally in her arms again. But she didn't see how. Despite all her words, she didn't believe they would succeed. There was just so much between them and success.

Ariz'ana and her presence was something Helen couldn't deal with.

We have to kill her. That has to be the best way to deal with her. Helen had another idea, but it felt like such a long shot. But... it was an important one. Things had to change. Something new had to be tried. 

Helen drew herself up. If she were alone, she would be a quivering, blubbering mess. She would be lost, swamped like she was after Trish and Eden died. But she didn't let that happen. She couldn't afford to have doubt now. She had to believe in the hope she inspired in her harem.

Or she had to fake it.

Putting on a smile, she followed after Sergeant Frita and the two deputies. The three led the way, their weapons aimed before them. They headed to the tunnel. It had a gentle slope to it, not quite as steep as a wheelchair ramp. Enough for you to know you were walking downhill. Once they penetrated deeper into the concrete tunnel, it was even hard to tell it descended at all.

It gave her a strange sense of vertigo, throwing off her internal compass as they walked deeper and deeper, bare feet smacking on cold concrete.

After walking for what felt like an hour, but Helen thought was probably only fifteen or twenty minutes, they reached the end of the deceptively sloping hallway. A large bunker door, the type you'd expect to see on a blast shelter, stood before them. Thick and imposing. Sergeant Frita pried open a heavy-duty box sunk into the concrete walls and punched in a code. The massive door opened with a slow, booming groan that shook the floor beneath Helen's feet.

She swallowed, staring in at Project STARFALL. Though it was only a few months since they'd rescued Ally, it felt abandoned for centuries, a mausoleum that humans hadn't trodden upon in millennia. Suddenly, she felt like an archaeologist examining the remains of the twenty-first century, staring in awe at the ceiling lined with pipes and bundles of cables, the unrelieved concrete of the walls, the strange lines painted on the floor that led backwards.

She pushed that down. She couldn't afford to drift through a fantasy right now. She had to be a leader. She clapped her hands together and said in a brisk tone, “Okay, start cataloging our resources and preparing the living quarters. Let's all get a meal started and have a lovely dinner together. Okay? We all need to relax. Today was a hard day, but I'm so proud of each and every one of you.”

“Helen,” smiled Carly, holding Lindsey's hands. “We'll take care of the food.”

Helen nodded in agreement.

“We're on living quarters,” Rhonda said, her three cheerleaders nodding with her. “You can count on us.”

“I'll divide the others up into teams to search the place,” Sergeant Frita said. “Well have this place secure and in working order in no time.”

Helen forced herself to smile, faking those emotions. “Okay. I know I can count on you all. You're the best futanari in the world.”

“I'm not a futanari,” Cassie said, her voice tremulous, her braces flashing as she spoke.

Helen gave her a kiss on the lips. “Mmm, that's because you are the best girl in the world. Now go help Lindsey and Carly in the kitchen.” 

The blonde futanari gave Cassie a smack on the rump, bringing a smile from the girl as she scurried away.

Helen took a deep breath and headed into Project STARFALL. At first, she wandered behind the others, not moving fast, just looking at the corridors. They all appeared the same; only the markings on the walls, providing some arcane method of navigating the bunker's bowels, provided any differentiation. But she drifted farther and farther behind them until she was abandoned by them. She let her harem sweep out before her while she became lost in memories of that day in October when she saved Ally.

She padded down hallways, wondering if she'd passed down them before. Sometimes, she came across bullet casings and dark stains, evidence from their firefight to take the facility a month back. The bodies were, thankfully, gone. Some rooms looked stripped, like all the equipment in them had been removed, including an open vault with racks that must have held weapons. But other rooms were fully stocked with dried and canned foods. She found Lindsey and Carly in a walk-in freezer, the pair grinning at the prepackaged steaks and chicken breasts they found, frozen and still edible along with bags of vegetables and even ice cream.

Helen found herself in the jail section not long after. Her stomach tightened as she stared at the spot on the floor where she first made love to Ally.

She knelt at the entrance to Ally's cell, staring in at it. It had shelves covered in books. They lined the walls, hiding the concrete behind them. She trembled, a twinge aching her cock as she breathed in and...

A hint of Ally's scent remained.

Her eyes fell on the bed, the blankets mused. Helen drifted to it. She threw herself on the covers, wrapping herself up in them. She hugged Ally's pillow to her naked body, pressing her face into it, breathing in that familiar scent of her futa-lover. It was almost indescribable, that musk that was all Ally.

Tears filled Helen's eyes. She didn't fight her grief here in the dark. She let it pour out of her, crying out Ally's name. The pillow grew wet with her emotion. She soaked it as she trembled beneath the covers, picturing Ally lying here with her.

“I miss you,” Helen sobbed near the end, her throat raw from her emotion, her lips dry. She felt wrung out. Tears dried on her cheeks, her eyelids swollen. She didn't have anything left to weep, every drop of moisture emptied out of her.

She just stared at the walls, at the books, longing for Ally. Fantasies danced in her head of repairing their relationship, of unveiling Ariz'ana's and their creator's nefarious intentions, of falling to her knees and begging Ally to believe her that she didn't have anything to do with the assassination.

But I thought about it. Helen whipped herself with guilt. I planned for it. I would do it if I had to. I still will. What is wrong with me? How could I even contemplate killing the futanari I loved? 

Faces blossomed in her imagination: Rhonda, Moira, April, Val, Sergeant Frita, Amanda, Carly, Lindsey, Dr. Catherine, Leann, Dr. Maura, Cassie, Deputy Svetlana, India, Deputy Sun, Colonel Bee, Melika, others, faces she didn't even know, faces that belonged to the millions who were a part of her harem but whom she'd never met, faces who belonged to Ally's harem. Then men showed up. Humans who hadn't been showered in futa-love. They were all counting on her to protect them from the aliens.

Seven billion humans needed her to save them.

That was why she could kill the futanari she loved. Because her happiness didn't matter compared to the world's safety. Even if she had to stop futanari from spreading across the world, she couldn't let the alien's succeed. What they wanted was even more monstrous than the wars and suffering humans inflicted on themselves.

At least we're trying to better ourselves. It's so hard. We stumble all the time. But we're marching towards that goal. Year by year, we come closer and closer. Maybe only by inches, but it happens. Progress marches on and on. But the aliens...

Nothing will ever change. We'll just be things. Dairy cows giving them their immortality.

Resolve swelled through Helen. She couldn't keep lying in Ally's bed. She couldn't wallow in sentimentality. If she could repair her relationship with Ally, that would be wonderful, but she wouldn't do it at the expense of the human race. She couldn't let herself be that selfish.

She rose from the bed, the blankets falling off of her. She hugged the pillow to her one last time. She breathed in Ally's scent. Then she discarded it on the bed. She marched from the room, her feet slapping with purpose. She strode down the corridor and followed one of the lines. The green one. She didn't know why, but it felt right.

She followed the green lines through the complex, turning and snaking through the corridors until she came to a door that held promise: LABORATORY. She nodded her head and threw it open. She flicked on the lights, gazing around at all the expensive equipment, machines that she didn't know the name for, devices that looked unearthly to her, like she stood on an alien ship. But one she'd been on before. She'd seen this place through Ally's eyes when she was having sex with Dr. Zhao.

Her eyes flicked around, such hope brimming inside of her. This was where they would change their race's destiny. With their intellect. Not through violence. Not through fighting. But by using their minds.

The door opened behind her. “Oh, Helen, there you are.”

Helen turned to face Dr. Catherine, the brunette scientist striding towards her, adjusting her glasses. It made Helen aware of her own, her nose twitching. She pushed hers up the bridge of her nose as she stared at Dr. Catherine.

“Everything looks in order?” Helen asked.

“I think so,” Dr. Catherine said, her eyes sweeping around the room, something wistful entering her gaze. “All the equipment is here. The computers.”

“This is where Dr. Zhao made the mind control serum?”

Dr. Catherine nodded her head, her face paling as she glanced at the research table in the center of the room. “It is.”

“I need you to make something different.” Helen's entire body trembled. She couldn't believe she even contemplated this action, but she could see no other way to save the human race. “I need you to end the futa-love.”

Dr. Catherine's jaw dropped. “What?”

“It's not right for anyone to have so much influence over the emotions of another. Not even me.” Helen drew in a deep breath. “The aliens can't influence us if we break it.”

“But...” Dr. Catherine swallowed. “What if we all hate you?”

“That's okay.” Helen smiled. “Just so long as Ariz'ana can't use love to cause us to worship her. That she can't do what she did today, turning futanari against futanari like that, then it's fine. I can accept that.”

“Humans will be violent again. Futanari are still humans. Without the futa-love uniting us...”

“We'll just have to work towards loving and respecting each other the old-fashion way.” Helen took a deep breath. “Besides, I think we'll still be just as horny. Just as eager to love each other physically. You just won't all worship me and Ally and the aliens.

“And that's what's important.”

Dr. Catherine swallowed. “I don't know if I can do it. Dr. Zhao was the real genius when it came to this stuff.”

“But you have all her research. What she figured out. You have all this equipment. And you have me. I believe in you, Dr. Catherine. You'll do this because it'll make me happy.”

A smile crossed Dr. Catherine's lips. “I will, Helen. I'll solve this for you and make you so happy.”

Guilt swirled through Helen. She was using the very thing she wanted to destroy. But right now, it was a tool. And she didn't have many of those in her toolbox. She had to make use of everyone she had to do this.

“Okay. Let's get started.” Helen grabbed her cock, stroking it. “I assume you'll need a sample.”


Chapter Fifteen: Ariz'ana's Plan

It felt like longer than a week had passed to Agent Felicity. To her, she'd spent an eternity in Dr. Zhao's laboratory, only allowed to stretch her legs under armed guards led by Specialist Amanda herself before she was strapped back down to the table. The FBI Agent had lost track of how many times Dr. Zhao had collected her cum, either sucked out of her by pumps, or by Dr. Zhao's pussy while she wore a condom over her dick.

It always felt wrong when that happened.

Her mind drifted through recriminations. She had failed the President and Helen. She had no idea what was going on in the world outside of the biology laboratory at the University of Puget Sound. It had to be chaos. The missionaries must be surging through the western half of the United States, spreading and spreading, creating more futanari. Bombs of futa-cum would be detonating, distributing the DNA altering jizz in clouds of gas that would fill cities. Orgies of utter passion would writhe through the streets of San Francisco, Los Angeles, Salt Lake City, Las Vegas, Boise, Phoenix, Cheyenne. How far east would the futanari go?

She had no idea.

How was the President handling this?

Had Helen escaped?

Was there more fighting? Would the President do something drastic to kill the futanari?

All Agent Felicity's plans of creating peace between Helen and the President were lost. Her dreams of being fucked by both of the women she loved, their futa-cocks pumping into her pussy over and over, were ended.

Hopelessness filled her.

“Yes, yes, bring her here,” Dr. Zhao said. “She's just what we need.”

Agent Felicity rose out of her depressing thoughts to witness Dr. Zhao motioning with her hand, beckoning to a pair of guards who led—

“Phillipa!” the futa-agent gasped, seeing the first member of her harem, her gender-swapped lover. Helen had given Agent Felicity Phillipa, then Phillip. He'd been eager to become a she. They had such fun together. Her immunity to the futa-love and her devotion to the President had been passed onto Phillip and the others exposed to her futa-cum; Agent Felicity's own little cell of resistance.

“Strap her into the chair,” Dr. Zhao said.

“What's going on?” Agent Felicity asked, her heart clenching.

“Felicity!” Phillipa gasped, such terror on the black-haired futanari's face. Her naked body shuddered. The futa-soldiers forced her down into a metal chair. Leather cuffs bound her ankles and wrists. Her green eyes found Agent Felicity's. “Help me!”

The same leather restraints held Agent Felicity bound spread-eagle to the exam table. She strained at them anyway, watching in horror as Dr. Zhao held up a syringe filled with a blue liquid. The futa-scientist's cock thrust hard before her, her white lab coat open and swaying about her petite body.

“Yes, yes, it's time to test what I've learned from you, Agent Felicity,” Dr. Zhao said. “But not on you. Not yet. We have to make sure this works.”

“Please!” Agent Felicity gasped. “What will this do to her?”

Dr. Zhao plunged the injection into Phillipa's thigh then stepped back. Dr. Gabby stepped up, clipboard in hand, writing notes. Other lab assistants began checking vitals, taking blood pressure, monitoring heart rate while Phillipa struggled.

“What's happening?” Phillipa gasped. “I feel so hot. What is going on in me?”

“Who do you love?” Dr. Zhao asked, leaning over the woman.

“I... I love Agent Felicity. And... And... The President... She's... She's... Amazing...”

The words came out through clenched teeth, sounding so choked and rough. There was a strain in them that made Agent Felicity's stomach tighten. A cold sweat broke out across her naked body while fear buzzed beneath her skin, making her itch and squirm.

“It's okay, Phillipa!” Agent Felicity cried out. “Don't worry.”

“What about, Ariz'ana?” Dr. Zhao asked, staring down at the convulsing Phillipa. The futa-scientist pushed up her glasses. “Do you love her?”

“I... I... I...” Wild convulsions ravaged Phillipa's body. “It's... I... Can't... Don't... shouldn't...” Blood trickled out of her nose and ears. Crimson tears fell down her cheeks. Her head banged back into her chair. “I... love... I...”

“Phillipa!” howled Agent Felicity. “Phillipa, no!”

Her lover fell forward, head lowered, body not moving. The lab assistants shook their heads at Dr. Zhao. The sight of Phillipa dying punched Agent Felicity in the guts. She ripped at her restraints as a snarling fury rippled through her body.

“I'll tear you apart, bitch! My Phillipa! My sweet Phillipa! What did you do to her?”

“Pushed the boundaries of science,” Dr. Zhao said. “Serum A-4 was clearly not as ready for use as I thought. It appears to have caused severe brain hemorrhaging. We'll have to perform an autopsy to find out what happened. Dr. Gabby...”

“I'll take care of it,” Dr. Gabby said.

Dr. Zhao nodded, her hand idly stroking her girl-dick. “Good, good. Serum A-5 will, hopefully, not produce such disappointing results.”

Tears pouring down her eyes, Agent Felicity thrashed and sobbed.

~   ~~   ~

A week without Helen, and Ally felt so lost. She drifted through the University of Puget Sound to a meeting about progress of the missionaries. They had overwhelmed California, Nevada, and Idaho in the last week and were making forays into Montana, Utah, Arizona, and New Mexico. Some were reported as far east as Nebraska and Iowa.

She didn't care. She missed Helen so much. She could feel touches of her ex-lover's emotions, their bond still active. All she felt was grief and longing from Helen. It made Ally quiver. It made her think and think about everything that had happened.

She warned me about the bomb, Ally thought again and again. She saved me. Why? Why do that if she planted the bomb? 

Because she didn't plant the bomb.

But she had the soldiers ready to attack us. She moved on us immediately. If it wasn't for Ariz'ana, she would have destroyed us.

She saved my life. 

Ally kept coming back to that moment of desperation, Helen slamming into her awareness and screaming about the bomb that Isabel and Agent Felicity had planted. But why did Helen have soldiers ready? Why did she attack us if she didn't try to kill us? 

Why does she miss me so much if she plotted a coup?

Ally didn't know these answers. At first, she was just so angry she didn't care. She kept feeding any doubt or other emotions into this raging fire inside of her. She just wanted to let the flames of her fury engulf her. But...

Helen saved me. 

It slowly smothered her flames until now she felt utterly lost. And she didn't know whom to talk to. Because something else writhed through her, chewing through her thoughts like a worm: Helen's insinuations that Ariz'ana couldn't be trusted.

Which was ridiculous. Ariz'ana loved them. The futa-alien was so disappointed in Helen for her betrayal. So angered by the flaw in Helen's DNA that led her to be bad. Ariz'ana hadn't mistreated any of Helen's followers. She welcomed them with open arms. She loved them, especially Dr. Maura... 

Dr. Maura... She could talk to Dr. Maura about Helen's role in the bombing. 

“Mistress,” Specialist Amanda said, one of two surviving members of Ally's inner harem. The futa-soldier jogged up. 

“What?” Ally asked.

“The meeting? They're waiting on you. There's been a big success. Salt Lake City has fallen to the futanari. The missionaries detonated a cum-bomb. The entire city is embracing futa-love. Isn't that wonderful?”

“Yeah,” Ally nodded, struggling to muster any enthusiasm..

“And Lilac has got an update on the hunt for Helen.”

“She hasn't found Helen,” Ally said. The second-in-command of the Double D girls had thrown herself into finding Helen with a desperation to prove she wasn't bad. “I'd know if Helen were found.”

“Well, no, but there was a sighting of a blonde futanari in St. Louise.”

“St. Louise, Missouri?” blinked the redheaded futanari.

“Yeah, it was out in the human news. The entire city is in a panic thinking futanari missionaries have reached there.” Specialist Amanda smiled. “But Lilac needs your permission to lead her Double D girls there and capture Helen.”

“She has it,” Ally said, waving her hand. “You can tell them.”

“But... don't you want to?”

“I need to see Dr. Maura. Do you know where she is?”

Specialist Amanda frowned. “Well, she should be around Ariz'ana. And she's inspecting the labs. Dr. Zhao had a big test today. I bet she's hearing the results.”

Ally's stomach twisted. What is Dr. Zhao doing in there with Agent Felicity? She flushed immediately at the question. She knew what Dr. Zhao was doing, finding a way to overcome the mind-control serum. Helen's doubt had poisoned Ally. She pushed that useless unease down. She loved Dr. Zhao, like she loved all the members of her harem, the few still alive. Dr. Zhao wouldn't betray me. She's my slave. 

“Something wrong, Mistress?”

Ally shook her head. “Just... Helen. She's got my head all screwed up.”

Anger flashed across Specialist Amanda's face. “You need to forget her. She's bad. Flawed. Ariz'ana said so.”

“She did,” Ally said. Am I flawed, too? Is that why I have these doubts? We were made together? Ally didn't like that thought one bit. She couldn't be flawed. “Just go tell Lilac she has permission. I need to talk to Dr. Maura. I... I had an idea to find Helen, but I have to talk to her first.” 

“Okay, Mistress.” Specialist Amanda gave a smart salute, Ally returned it, then the futa-soldier scurried off.

Ally marched with purpose towards Harnell Hall, her large breasts bouncing before her, her cock swaying between her thighs. A misting rain drizzled across her skin, wetting her hair and making her naked body glisten. She didn't care. She breathed in the fresh scent. She had answers to find. She would get them.

She reached the building and headed down the stairs to the basement labs. Leaning against the wall was a naked, busty redhead, a futanari just like Ally. Only Dr. Maura had glasses and a mature face. A tingle raced through Ally, her dick throbbing.

“Ally,” Dr. Maura said, a smile on her face. “Are you looking for Ariz'ana? She just went in to talk with Dr. Zhao about her test.”

“Was it a success?” Ally asked.

Dr. Maura shrugged.

Ally leaned against the wall by Dr. Maura, staring at the doors to the lab. A nervous twist writhed through Ally, though she didn't know if it was from the questions she wanted to ask the futa-doctor or wondering what was going on in the lab.

It's has to be the questions. Nothing bad is going on in the lab.

“Dr. Maura...” Ally swallowed. “Last week, Helen's soldiers were ready to attack us.”

“They were on standby, yes,” Dr. Maura said, her face falling. “Helen is broken, and she tricked us all into wanting to capture you and Ariz'ana.” 

“Capture?” Ally pounced on that. “Not kill?”

“No, we were planning on luring you and Ariz'ana to the hospital.” Color blushed Dr. Maura's cheeks. “To inspect the wounded futa-soldiers I was caring for.” She blinked. “Oh, my, I haven't even thought about them in a week. I am such a filthy, disgusting human futanari.”

Ally frowned at those last words, and then shook her head. They didn't matter. “So, why did a bomb go off?”

“I don't know.” She licked her lips. “Helen made it clear that she wanted to capture you and killing was only a last resort. She really didn't want to hurt you. She's broken, but she still loves you, Ally.”

She did warn me.

“So Isabel and Agent Felicity acted on their own?”

“They must have.” Dr. Maura smiled. “I am so glad that Ariz'ana, and you, survived.”

Ally didn't like how she was an afterthought. She studied Dr. Maura. “Do you miss Leann?”

“Leann...?” The futa-doctor blinked green eyes. “Oh, my wife. No, no, I have Ariz'ana. I worship her. I don't need to have a futa-wife.”

Ally's forehead furrowed. Her eyes flicked down Dr. Maura's body. Though the futa-doctor leaned against the wall, Ally glimpsed the red marks and bruises on the edges of her butt-cheeks. “Can I... see your ass?”

Dr. Maura turned and presented a rump covered in bruises and red marks. More welts ran up and down her back. Ally took a step back, shaking her head. “Who hurt you?”

“Ariz'ana,” Dr. Maura said in such a breathy sigh. “I'm such a filthy, depraved human futanari that I enjoy it. She has to discipline me because I'm so foul and loathsome. Like all humans.”

Ally's heart constricted. She glanced at the door. She could just see Ariz'ana talking with Dr. Zhao. A chill ran down Ally's skin. The doubt she had fended off for so long surged through her. She trembled, her breasts shaking.

Ariz'ana turned around and stared at Ally. Her skin prickled even as a surge of warm adoration rose inside of her.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel trembled as she walked down I-5 towards Tacoma, the Tacoma Dome rising like a firm, gray breast ahead, the orange cranes of the port beyond it. The interstate was almost empty of traffic. It seemed like Western Washington had been abandoned. So many futanari had flooded west and south. She listened to the radio on her smart phone as she walked, the sound bleeding out of her jacket pocket as the misty rain fell upon her.

“Congress is demanding President Fierro do something about the futanari outbreak consuming the Western United States,” the male anchor said. “St. Louise is in a panic after reports of a blonde futanari, matching Helen Hawthorn's description, was seen. Helen, one of the futanari leading the effort to deliberately spread this disease, is a dangerous terrorist. She should not be approached.” 

“In Texas, thirty-three suspected futanari were shot by local militias,” the female anchor said, “who are taking their protection into their own hands. Sporadic outbreaks of violence are growing as civil authorities are unable to stop the spread of the disease.”

Isabel's stomach twisted. This was what Helen had wanted to avoid. Thinking of the blonde brought tears to Isabel's face. As she walked, she let them pour hot down her cheeks, mixing with the droplets forming from the mist bathing her body.

For a week, she drifted, lost. She moved through the Hispanic futanari community. There were plenty who didn't speak any English so couldn't understand what Ally wanted from them. She blended in, switching back to the tongue she spoke at her abuela's house. She ate and fucked and lived with them. 

Every night, she lay on her side and silently cried. Around her, the room echoed with the passion of futanari and women, whether natural or gender-swapped, gasping and moaning in rapture as they enjoyed each other. She'd stare out the window at cloudy, night skies, the moon blazing silver through the cover, and grieve.

She had to make this right. She knew Helen would never forgive her, but there was one thing she had to do. It would be the riskiest thing she'd ever done in her life. It would probably end badly for her, but it was the only way.

The sound of tires driving on wet pavement and windshield wipers drew her attention from the reporters talking about the attack in Salt Lake City. Isabel looked behind her and held out her thumb as a bright-red sedan drove down the highway. A flasher blinked. In the old world, Isabel would have been ignored. But futanari loved each other.

They didn't murder each other unless they were broken.

“Hi,” a bright, cheery voice said, pulling up on the shoulder and rolling down the window. It was a naked futanari, her breasts round and taught, her hair a brassy shade of brown. “Ooh, I think you're above me in the hierarchy. I can feel such a bubbling warmth for you.”

“Oh,” Isabel said, not surprised. Her cum was used in a lot of the bombs that spread futa-love to the communities of Western Washington before the Portland attack. “That's wonderful. I'm Angelique, but everyone calls me Angel.”

“Lauralee!” she said. “Hop in. Where are you headed?”

“Tacoma,” Isabel said. “The University.”

“Wow.” Such wonder shone in the futanari's eyes. Her cock throbbed hard, reaching up to brush her steering wheel. “That's so amazing.”

Isabel nodded as she climbed into the passenger seat.

“So, what are you going to do there?” Lauralee asked as she pulled the car out onto the highway.

“I have to talk to Ally,” Isabel said. “There's information she needs. I'm the only one that can tell her.”

“Ooh, this is so exciting!” Lauralee shivered.

Isabel nodded her head, her stomach twisting into a knot so complex it would put Gordian's to shame. She had to make Ally understand who was responsible for the bomb. She had to save Helen and Ally's relationship.

“I can't believe this day. First, I get ordered to meet Ariz'ana, and then I meet you and get to help you out.”

Isabel frowned. “Meet... Ariz'ana?”

“She's making a broadcast. I work up in Seattle. I'm a producer. They needed someone in Tacoma. Apparently, all the people who worked at the local PBS station went out to be missionaries.”

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura Roy almost came just from Ariz'ana stepping out of the lab. The futa-alien glanced at Ally, her eyes narrowing. Pain throbbed through the futa-doctor's back and ass. Her pussy dripped juices as she fell to her knees and prostrated herself before her Alien-Queen.

“Ally, this is a surprise,” Ariz'ana said. “I thought you had a briefing.”

“There was a sighting of Helen in St. Louise, Missouri,” Ally said. “I ordered Lilac to lead her Double D Girls and make a raid to capture or kill her at any cost. I thought you'd like to know immediately.”

“Oh, that's wonderful, Ally,” Ariz'ana said, her voice so breathy, so different from how she talked to Maura.

Isn't Ally a filthy, disgusting human futanari like me? thought Maura. Or is she special? 

Ariz'ana hugged Ally tight, pale, human breasts pillowing against purple, alien titties. Ariz'ana's twin futa-dicks sandwiched Ally's large cock. The futa-alien kissed Ally on the lips, purple hair tendrils brushing Ally's fiery locks. Envy rippled through Maura.

“I know this is hard on you,” Ariz'ana said, voice soft. “You were created to love her, but she's flawed. Not like you. You are perfect, Ally.”

I'm flawed, too, Maura thought. I have a nasty cunt that enjoys being whipped and clamped and abused. 

“But she's not in St. Louise,” Ariz'ana said. “I heard those reports myself. Just scared humans panicking. No, no, she's close by. She's lurking, hiding among her own supporters. I can't get near all of them, and she knows it. We need to flush her out.”

“How?” Ally asked.

“Why, by threatening to kill someone she truly loves and cares for,” Ariz'ana said, glancing at Maura.

A hot thrill ran through the futa-doctor. “Me, Ariz'ana? I can be useful?”

“Yes, you can, slut,” the futa-alien purred. “When I put a gun to your head, why, Helen will have to come to your rescue.”

“And if Helen doesn't, will you really kill Dr. Maura?” Ally asked, her words tight.

“When you make a threat, you have to follow through with it,” Ariz'ana said. “She might not believe I'll kill Dr. Maura, but when she sees her executed, why, she'll know that the next person I threaten will die. She's a sentimentalist. She'll break long before we run out of members of her harem. I am getting so impatient with your vulgar world, Ally.” 

“I... understand,” Ally said. “You know best.”

“She does,” Dr. Maura sighed, such juicy excitement rippling through her body.


Chapter Sixteen: Ariz'ana's Promise

Ally's stomach threatened to rebel as she kept smiling, her lips hurting from faking a grin for the last hour since the alien proclaimed her plan. She strode with Ariz'ana into Tacoma's local PBS and public broadcast station, Dr. Maura walking between them. The futa-doctor marched with a regal bearing through the halls into the studio. The last time Ally was here, she thought Helen still loved her.

She must still love me. She just... she just saw how evil Ariz'ana was before I did. She tried to warn me.

Ally did not know what to do. Ariz'ana's mask was slipping. The redheaded futanari was noticing it. There was an impatient air about the futa-alien. Like someone who was forced to do dirty work and longed to finish so she could take a bath and wash all the filth off of her. Her patience had run out.

Now she just wanted to end it no matter the cost.

Worse, Ally still wanted to please her. There was a strange part of her that bubbled with joy. She had this strange, perverse thing lurking inside of her. A part of her wanted to put on the best threatening video ever. To make Ariz'ana so happy.

It sickened Ally. She didn't know what to do. All her closest followers save Specialist Amanda and Dr. Zhao were dead, and could she even trust those two? Dr. Maura was close to Helen and now despised her. Dr. Zhao spent all her time with the futa-alien or doing “research” in her lab, and Amanda... she loved Ariz'ana.

Ally remembered the research Dr. Zhao did back at Project STARFALL, the men she experimented on, killed. Ally no longer believed Dr. Zhao had fundamentally changed after being exposed to futa-love. The woman had something wrong with her, some part of her mind that made her as alien as Ariz'ana.

Ally was all alone. Should I kill Ariz'ana? she asked herself as they reached the studio. Can I? 

She glanced at Ariz'ana and... the urge to fall to her knees and love the futa-alien's cocks swept through her. Ally's girl-dick hardened and thrust out before her. Pussy juices flowed, soaking her bush. She trembled, her large tits swaying before her.

No... She wasn't Helen. Whatever was different about Helen wasn't in Ally. If Ariz'ana crooked her fingers, Ally would obey her. 

That terrified Ally more than anything. She wished she was back in her cell at Project STARFALL, locked away safe and sound. It was the one place in the world she would never return to and yet... She would rather be surrounded by her books, lying on her bed, trapped far, far away from Ariz'ana. She wished Helen had never come to her rescue. She wanted to see her Father, Dr. Roland Winthrop. He found her and raised her. Yes, he ran tests on her, but he never abused her. Never hurt her.

He was just strict with her. Like a parent should be.

“We're going to make Queen Ariz'ana so happy,” Dr. Maura said when they reached the studio. “Where should I stand, my Alien-Queen?”

“Kneeling at my feet, of course,” Ariz'ana said, a smile on her lips. “I want you looking frightened. Terrified.”

“Yes!” Dr. Maura knelt so fast, her hard futa-cock smacking into her thighs, her large tits swaying. She gazed up at the futa-alien, the delight in her face melting into terror. She shuddered and quivered, her green eyes filling up with tears.

“Now let's do this!” Ariz'ana hissed. “I want Helen to understand how serious this is.” Her gaze snapped over to Specialist Amanda. “I need your gun. This has to look credible.”

“Of course, Ariz'ana,” Specialist Amanda said, her voice breathy, worship in her eyes.

I can't trust you at all, Ally thought, fighting the sadness. So she looked at Ariz'ana and didn't hide that bubbling joy coursing through her. Her lips spread in a smile that she didn't truly feel. 

Specialist Amanda drew her pistol, reversed the grip, and handed it to the alien. “The safety is on. You just push that button on the side with the red and... yes, just like that. There's a round in the chamber. Be careful.”

“Such a crude weapon,” Ariz'ana said, then she aimed it at Dr. Maura's head.

“P-please, no,” the futa-doctor said. “Don't shoot me.”

“We're not live yet,” Ariz'ana said. “Wait until the cameras are recording to blubber.” The alien looked up at the crew. “How much longer until then?”

“Twenty seconds,” an excited voice squealed. A brassy-haired futanari holding a clipboard beamed at Ariz'ana.

Ally, standing off-stage, kept smiling as her stomach twisted tighter and tighter. Helen will be devastated if anything happens to Dr. Maura. 

“And we're live in five... four... three...” counted down the brassy-haired futanari. Then she mouthed, “two... one...” 

“I have sad news to all those exposed to futa-love,” Ariz'ana said, speaking into the camera, her face a mask of weary grief. “A week ago, Helen Hawthorn betrayed us all to the humans. She sought to kill myself and Ally.” 

“No,” gasped the brassy-haired producer and the others in the room, shock on their faces.

“I know, this is a devastating surprise to you all,” Ariz'ana said. “How could Helen betray us? Betray our cause? We're trying to spread love, and she's only fomenting hate. She's out there, right now, hiding among you. If you're concealing her, turn her in. Do not help her divide us further. And Helen, I know you are watching this, I know you are plotting to hurt me.

“I have your beloved Dr. Maura. I know how much she means to you, Helen. I know she was the first person you ever showed your futa-cock to. The first person to ever give you an orgasm. If you don't turn yourself in by noon tomorrow, you will force me to execute Dr. Maura.”

“No, no, please!” begged Dr. Maura. “I'm good. I'm not evil like Helen! Please, please, don't kill me.”

Ally gripped her stomach, her cheeks growing sore as she held her smile. Acid bubbled up through her throat.

“And to show you I'm serious,” Ariz'ana said, looking at the brassy-haired producer. “You, come here. What's your name?”

“Lauralee, Ariz'ana,” the producer said, scurrying forward.

The warning words formed on Ally's lips as Ariz'ana raised the gun, aimed it at the girl's head, and pulled the trigger.

~   ~~   ~

Helen screamed and grabbed Leann for support as the gun crack exploded from the TV in the break room of Project STARFALL. A great cry of shock and pain rippled through the room as her harem watched in horror as the poor Lauralee collapsed in a spray of red.

Ariz'ana aimed the gun back at the trembling Dr. Maura's forehead. Tears streamed down the redheaded doctor's face. She grabbed Ariz'ana's legs, sobbing and moaning. Smoke curled from the barrel of the gun. Ariz'ana stared at the camera.

“Tomorrow at noon,” Ariz'ana said. She, too, had tears falling down her cheeks. But Helen could see the rubbery deception of the alien's grief; no one could be that sad while having two hard cocks thrusting before her. “Be here, Helen, or you will force me to cut Dr. Maura's life short. And I have so many others you love and care for here.

“I will do what I have to do to stop your divisiveness.”

The broadcast ended.

Leann collapsed against Helen. The always-strong futanari broke into a paroxysm of sobs. She clung to the slender blonde. Helen hugged her, cradling the poor Leann to her small breasts as she stared at the dark TV screen. Helen's cheek twitched. Her entire body trembled.

Something dark and cold prowled through her body. She'd been angry before, but never while feeling so empty inside. A frosty fury gripped her.

“They're going... to kill her,” Leann said.

Everyone's eyes stared at Helen. She could see them all trembling. Carly and Lindsey held each other. Sergeant Frita had her arm around her sobbing wife. Deputy Svetlana sat stunned, India's arms around her. The four cheerleaders held each other. Cassie sobbed on the floor at Helen's feet.

“You can't turn yourself in,” Sergeant Frita said. “You're the only one who can stop her, Helen. You're the only one who can resist her futa-love.”

“I know,” Helen said, her voice quiet. She held Leann tighter. “I'll destroy her, Leann. I will, but...”

“I... understand...” Leann trembled. She lifted a tear-stained face. “Maura wouldn't want you to make that trade. S-she loves you. I know she wouldn't want t-to hurt you. She would hate me if I begged you to do this.”

“So you'll hate yourself?” Helen asked.

Leann nodded, her face growing hard. “We have to kill that alien-bitch. We have to put her down and destroy her. You have to be strong enough to withstand this, Helen. You have to be strong enough to endure this.”

“I know,” Helen said. How many members of her harem were in Ariz'ana's hands? Dozens. And what about her adoptive parents? They were both futanari now. They were happy the last Helen knew. Had Ariz'ana scooped them up?

Will I see them crying on TV, a gun held to their heads?

“I will kill Ariz'ana,” Helen growled. 


Chapter Seventeen: Lost

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my filthy cunt, my Alien-Queen!” Dr. Maura howled, the depraved passion in her voice making Ally's stomach even more queasy.

The violence Ariz'ana unleashed on Lauralee had aroused the futa-alien. And now she rutted with Dr. Maura. The redheaded futa-doctor didn't care at all that she would be killed in twelve hours if Helen didn't surrender. 

Ally had no idea what to do. She had to stop Ariz'ana and...

And her cock was hard. She wanted to join Ariz'ana. She ached to be fucked that hard. To come up behind the futa-alien and ram her dick into her purple ass. Ally backed away, looking around the room at the other futanari who all looked dazed like her, their faces contorted with passion.

The room pressed in on Ally. She had to get out here. She had to flee. She turned around and walked out of the room, her heart hammering. Emotion built and built in her. She held it back, struggling to keep control of herself. She couldn't reveal the turmoil brewing inside of her. Not with Ariz'ana right there. She couldn't afford to let the futa-alien know that she was disturbed by what had happened.

What do I do? What do I do? What do I do?

A part of Ally's mind gibbered. She just kept her face smooth as she walked past Specialist Amanda. Her blonde follower fell in at Ally's side, face pale. “Mistress... Are you leaving?”

“Yes, I... I have to...” Ally didn't know what to say. “I have business to take care of. Let Ariz'ana know.”

“Of course,” Specialist Amanda said, nodding her head.

Ally walked through the halls of the broadcasting building in a daze. She popped out into the evening air, her breath frosting before her as cold rain drummed on the ground. She didn't notice the puddles she splashed across on her way towards one of the cars.

The keys were left inside. No one worried about theft. Ally slipped behind the wheel. She stared at it, shuddering. She could drive this. She'd seen others do it enough. She gripped the wheel and pushed on the brake—

The engine revved.

Gas. That's the gas pedal. This must be the brake. She pushed on the wider pedal. She looked at the gear shift beside her. She pushed the button on the side and moved it to the R. She released the brake and the car rolled back. 

Luckily for Ally, the streets of Tacoma were mostly empty, the town half-deserted by the mass exodus. The missionaries flooding out of the city, out of the state, had created the chaos that let Helen escape a week ago. Ally was glad for that. She understood the decision Helen made and why it caused her so much grief.

Ariz'ana is evil. Our creators are evil. They hate us. They really want to harvest us. Just like Helen implied. 

Ally drifted in a daze, her car driving down the center of the road, headlights shining in the rain. Her thoughts whirled. She circled around one idea: how to kill Ariz'ana. Every time she touched on that idea, it made her insides contort. It was like thinking about killing a baby. She felt like such a monster for even contemplating it.

She wanted to be strong like Helen. She always thought her blonde lover was weak, that her love for the humans was a mistake. They had a mission to accomplish, one that needed to be done at all costs, and Helen cared too much about the cost to their followers.

Is that it? wondered Ally. Did they put too much love into Helen? Is that what lets her defy Ariz'ana?  

Ally loved Helen. A true emotion, not that... fake joy she felt around Ariz'ana. Even knowing her emotion was artificial, it didn't change the fact that she ached for that rush of feelings. Like an addict, she craved her fix of the futa-alien's presence.

Did I love my harem?  

Ally blinked at that question and looked before her. She didn't remember parking her car in the middle of the street before her sorority. She stared out at it, remembering the orgy she had that first day being free from Project STARFALL; how she'd wandered here, met Lina, Liliana, Ani, and Tere. How they'd fucked in the basement. How her own harem, those women who'd been gender-swapped during Dr. Zhao's early experiments—Jewel, Georgia, Dr. Sara, Jamie—joined her here. Even Elizaveta was dead, that wondrous girl whom Ally and Helen had competed to own.

All dead.

Tears burned on her cheeks as she stumbled out of the car. She left it running. The rain pelted her, streaks lit up by the headlights. Her body shook worse and worse as she approached the house. All those she'd become close to were gone. She hadn't been back to the sorority house in a week. She didn't know what to do now.

“Mistress?” a soft voice asked, the door opening.

Ally blinked to see... Shannon. Her gift from Helen stood in the entrance, the woman wearing a robe, staring at her. Ally hadn't seen her since the attack. She hadn't even thought about her. Had ignored her. She didn't want to see the reminder that Helen had betrayed her.

Ally collapsed into Shannon's embrace. She hugged the auburn-haired girl, burying her face into her neck. “I... I don't know what to do. I have to do something. I have to save Dr. Maura. I have to stop Ariz'ana. But I can't. I love her! I... I want... I want Helen!”

Shannon licked her lips and looked over her shoulder. Someone else was in the house. Ally blinked through her tears, her vision blurry as she stared at the person, dusky-brown hair spilling about a familiar face that...

“You!”

~   ~~   ~

Isabel drew in a deep breath at the anger flashing across Ally's face, her angry snarl echoing through the sorority house's foyer. The redheaded futanari broke away from Shannon, pushed past her, and lunged at her. Isabel fought the instinct to defend herself.

She deserved Ally's anger. 

The redheaded futanari roared like a charging bull, fiery hair flying behind her. Isabel closed her eyes, a matador surrendering to the fury. She'd tried to kill Ally. The futanari deserved her rage. Isabel gasped as Ally slammed into her. They fell to the floor, hitting the hardwood with a thudding impact.

The air whooshed from Isabel's lungs. The back of her head throbbed from smacking the floor. Her brain shook. Stars spilled across her vision dominated by the anger-mottled face of Ally. Her green eyes flared with hatred as her hands seized Isabel's throat.

Squeezed.

“You. Killed. Them.” snarled Ally, her fingers iron about Isabel's throat.

Isabel's body panicked. Her mind didn't want to resist, but her limbs thrashed as her blood screamed for oxygen. Her lungs burned as she struggled to breathe. To gasp in sweet air. Darkness fuzzed at the edge of her vision. It crept closer and closer to devouring her world.

To being the end of her life.

“Are you here to finish me off?” snarled Ally. “Did Helen send you?” 

Isabel pushed down her panic. She gained control of her frightened body. She stared up at Ally, communicating with her eyes, that with her final moments she was trying to let Ally know she was sorry. She forced her hands away from Ally's body. She didn't try to claw at the hands strangling her.

Tears rained down on Isabel's face. Ally shook over her. A liquid diamond quivered on the edge of her nose, more rolling down the futanari's cheeks. Fingers squeezed harder about Isabel's throat, choking off even the blood to her brain. Her mind burned. Her thoughts fuzzed.

Unconsciousness swelled inside of—

Ally relaxed her fingers.

Isabel sucked in a deep breath of the sweetest thing she'd ever tasted: air. It surged revitalizing energy through her body. Her heart pounded, sending oxygenated blood slamming into her mind. It drove the darkness back. Isabel's vision sharpened, focusing on Ally's face.

“Why are you here?” Ally snarled. “Did Helen send you?”

“Helen hates me,” Isabel said. She couldn't bear the pain in Ally's face, in her eyes. Isabel wrenched her gaze away, finding Shannon watching, trembling. “I just... I'm so sorry, Ally. I made a mistake.”

“Killing everyone I love is a mistake?” Ally demanded. “I should just kill you!” 

“Yes!” Isabel squeezed her eyes shut, her emotions shaking her body. Her nostrils quivered as the tears spilled fat across her cheeks. “Kill me! That's why I'm here! Punish me! I disobeyed Helen! She despises me because I tried to kill you! She loves you so much, Ally! She hates that Ariz'ana has driven you apart! But she's evil! And... And... I was jealous.

“It wasn't about killing Ariz'ana. That was just the excuse I made. I rationalized that you would never change. That you would hate Helen for killing Ariz'ana, so I made myself believe it would be best if you'd die.

“Then I'd have Helen all to myself.” Isabel let out a bitter, sobbing laughter, her throat raw, her eyes burning. “Can you believe that? I thought I would seize her love. That I could just have it. If you weren't around, she'd be all mine. 

“When she found out... You should have seen the pain in her eyes, Ally. The horror. She looked at me like I sickened her. Like she'd never seen anything more foul or loathsome. I couldn't stop myself from telling her when she realized something was wrong. When she wondered why I was distracting her, trying to keep her from the meeting.”

“And then she warned me,” Ally said, her hands relaxing. “That's why it came at the last moment. She wasn't having second thoughts, she... She truly didn't know.”  

“She didn't know,” Isabel said. “That's why I'm here. I wanted to let you know. You have to forgive her, Ally. She loves you.” 

“She does,” Shannon said. “I know that.”

Ally glanced at Shannon and groaned, disgust flashing across her face. “You're not mine, are you? You're Helen's. She exposed you to her futa-cum first. You're a... a spy.”

Shannon glanced at Isabel.

“She is,” Isabel said. “Helen... She loves you, but because of Ariz'ana...”

“I can't be trusted,” Ally said. She stood up, hugging herself. “Ariz'ana's evil. I know that now, and yet... I want her to hold me. I want her to fuck me. I want to suck on her girl-cocks and love her, Isabel. She's intoxicating. I need to get away. I need to get to Helen.”

Isabel trembled. A new ached surged in her heart. Hope for Helen's happiness. It clenched about her heart. She would get her happiness back. Isabel would never share in that love. She didn't deserve Helen's love. But maybe... maybe she could earn forgiveness. She could do something good. Something to help balance what she'd done.

“I'd take you to her,” Isabel said, sitting up. “If I knew where she was. I would, Ally. But she's in hiding.”

Ally nodded, her raw, green eyes widening. “She's hiding in the one place I'd never look for her. The one place I'd never go.”

Isabel frowned, confused.

Ally paced back and forth. “Yes, yes, that's where she has to be. It's perfect.”

“Ally?” Isabel asked, feeling off-balance. She'd expected to die, to be executed for her crimes.

The redhead glanced at Isabel, a cold expression on her face that made Isabel feel so low, so disgusting. Just like she deserved to feel. She swallowed, trembling, not sure if she should say anything. If she should do anything. 

“We have to save Dr. Maura,” Ally said, grabbing Isabel's shoulders. “Then we have to find Helen and hope she has a solution. Something that can stop Ariz'ana.”

Isabel swallowed. “Y-you want to... to work with me?”

“You are all I have,” Ally said. “You and Shannon are the only two who haven't been around Ariz'ana. You're not wrapped up in her love. You have that bit of Helen in you. It has to be enough to keep you from fawning over the alien when you're not around her. When she hasn't... influenced you.”

“Okay,” Isabel said. “We'll save Dr. Maura.” She stood up. Something grew in her. Something warm. Something positive. It didn't displace the guilt, but it... it dwelled beside it. It gave her something new to focus on. Something that would make a difference. She drew in a deep breath, her back straight.

~   ~~   ~

“That's it,” Dr. Zhao whispered, studying Agent Felicity's DNA. She'd been thinking about it all afternoon and into the evening, looking at the analysis, trying to understand what she'd done wrong with the serum that killed Phillipa. Now pushing midnight, something clicked in her exhausted mind.

Her eyes studied the DNA markers. There was something about one of them... Something that itched at the back of her brain. Her eyes furrowed. Her hand idly stroked her futa-cock, the stimulation rippling through her, making her tingle, her pussy wet and itching.

“That's really it,” she said.

“What is, Doctor?” Dr. Gabby asked. She looked up from her work-station, her eyes bloodshot, her face wan. The gender-swapped futa-scientist stood up, large tits swaying.

“What we need. What we've been missing.” Dr. Zhao looked up. “I know what we have to modify! Where's my phone?”


Chapter Eighteen: Temptation

Ally drew in a deep breath as she marched up to the the house where Dr. Maura was kept when she wasn't around Ariz'ana. The alien always retired to her private quarters to sleep at night. She enjoyed sleeping and dreaming. Probably glad to escape our primitive world. 

Anger bristled through Ally, momentarily drowning out the fear swimming inside of her. She could do this. She was Ally. She had personally fucked the soldiers guarding the prisoner a few weeks ago. She recognized one, Braidy, from the very party that she had Specialist Amanda hold when she was recruiting her own military forces. 

To protect Helen. And I did it behind her back. Ally swallowed. I showed her even then I couldn't be trusted. 

Guilt swirled through her. But she didn't mind. Her breasts bounced before her. She stroked her futa-cock, keeping it hard, making it thrust with hungry passion. The futa-soldiers noticed her erection. They stiffened, smiles crossing their faces, their camouflaged pants—Ally couldn't remember the proper military term—bulging with their erections.

“Ally,” Braidy purred. She licked her lips. “Do you... need something from us?”

“Dr. Maura,” Ally said, her hand stroking her lips. “I need to take her to Ariz'ana. Which means you two get to enjoy yourselves. Isn't that great?”

“Oh, yes,” the other soldier, Georgina, purred. She licked her lips, her hazel eyes flashing.

“Don't mind me. You two can get to loving each other.”

The two soldiers turned to face each other. Georgina's hands went for her trousers. Aroused by Ally's presence, the two futanari wanted to do what their bodies were created for: releasing as much cum as possible. So the aliens can milk us. 

Ally pushed down that emotion as Braidy fell to her knees and engulfed Georgina's thick cock, bobbing her mouth up and down on it. The redheaded futanari smiled at their love, the way futanari should be and not the twisted mockery Ariz'ana's presence had forced on the two harems.

I'll restore you. With Helen's help. Such confidence ballooned through Ally. She could do this. She would work with Helen the way she was meant to. No more hiding things from her. No more thinking she had to work around her blonde lover. They would be united. They would come together. 

She just had to escape the University and get to her futa-lover.

Ally opened the door and stepped into the house. It was quiet, one of the theme houses that the college kept for students to rent, an alternative to the dorms. She blinked at the picture on the wall of Eden and Trish holding each other.

Did they live here? Ally asked, swallowing at Helen's dead friends. They looked so happy. There were other pictures, of Trish with a guy who looked a lot like the blonde Eden. The man Eden had once been. 

Ally shook her head, pushing down her emotion. She could feel Helen suddenly, realizing that her lover was crying, wracked by guilt. Ally squeezed her hands shut, sending her love. It gave her more resolve to do this. She knew she was betraying Ariz'ana. That the futa-alien wouldn't be happy. A part of her didn't like that.

Her love propelled her forward.

She reached the bedroom door, found Dr. Maura sleeping peacefully. The woman lay on her belly, blankets only pulled up to her mid-thighs, leaving her rump exposed, so round and plump and begging to be touched. Ally pushed down her lusts. She wasn't here for that.

“Dr. Maura,” Ally whispered. “Dr. Maura, it's Ally.”

“Ally,” murmured Dr. Maura. She shifted, blinking open green eyes. The woman's hand shot out for her glasses resting on the nightstand, her breasts swaying before her. “What's wrong? Is Helen back? Do I get to live?”

“Ariz'ana needs me to take you to the execution spot,” Ally said, her stomach twisting at the words she spoke. But it made this easier. Remembering the cruelty the futa-alien would perform swelled her anger, driving back that addictive need for the joy. “We have a special place for it. So let's go. You don't want to make her mad. You don't want to be even more of a filthy, disgusting human futanari.” 

“I don't!” Dr. Maura sprang out of her bed, her large tits swaying and jiggling, her futa-cock growing hard before it. It brushed Ally's, sending a tingle shooting through the redheaded futanari. She ached to do something about it. To ram her girl-cock into Maura's pussy and fuck her so hard and...

Ally pushed down her lusts. They didn't control her. Not right now.

“I'm so glad,” Dr. Maura said, “that I can be so useful for once.”

“Even if it means you'll die?” Ally asked, slipping her arm through Dr. Maura's and escorting her out of the room.

“Of course.” The futa-doctor beamed, her green eyes twinkling. “I would do anything for her. She's glorious.”

She's unleashed something like the mind control serum on her, Ally realized. That same fanatical love that Agent Felicity's under.  

She'd heard Dr. Zhao's theory on why the aliens didn't just use that level of control with the futas. Instead of causing humans to just love Ally and Helen and those above them in the harem hierarchy, the aliens could have made everyone true slaves. But it would require so much micromanaging. Dr. Maura would never do something on her own initiative unless she was given careful instructions. You couldn't control an entire population that way. Ruling more than a few hundred would take up so much time.

It's why Ariz'ana hasn't bothered to do it to me. A vicious smile crossed Ally's lips. I bet she regrets not doing it to Helen. 

Dr. Maura didn't ask any questions, although she did purr in delight at the sight of the two futa-soldiers sucking each other's cocks now, sixty-nining on the porch and loving each other. The redheaded futa-doctor grabbed Ally's cock, stroking it.

Ally groaned but didn't stop her. Together, they marched out into the darkness to meet up with Isabel and Shannon.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel and Shannon strode up to the dorms where Helen once lived. According to Ally, the core of Helen's harem, those not immediately killed or captured, lay here. She took a deep breath, readying her story as she approached the Double D girls on guard. One was Lilac, one of Isabel's own special forces that she recruited back in Yakima months ago.

A tingle raced through her cock.

“Isabel?” the Double D girl growled and raised her gun.

“Wait, wait!” Isabel said. “Ariz'ana sent me!”

“Isabel?” Lilac asked, raising her weapon and pointing it right at the Hispanic futanari.

Isabel froze and Shannon squeaked. Icy fear slithered through her veins. The Double D Girls didn't miss during combat. Here, this close, the woman wouldn't even have to try to kill Isabel. She took a deep breath, not showing any fear, putting on a bright smile.

“Lilac,” Isabel said, “it's okay. Ariz'ana's forgiven me.” The Hispanic futanari imagined Helen forgiving her and couldn't help but tremble and let out a breathy sigh.

“She did,” Shannon added. “Ally witnessed it. That's why we're here.”

“It was so wrong of me to follow Helen,” Isabel added. “I was just so confused by her. She tricked me.”

“She tricked us all,” Lilac said, lowering her weapon. “It's good to see you.”

Isabel smiled, nodding her head, her futa-cock swelling as she approached the Double D girl. She does look so sexy in her get up. “Mmm, you are making me so hard staring at your sexy body.” 

“Yeah,” Lilac groaned, a noticeable bulge forming in her military fatigues. “I'm on guard duty, or I would suck you off. I missed you.”

“I missed you all, too,” Isabel said. She caressed Lilac's face. “Surely, I can give you a quick kiss before we relocate.” 

“Relocate?” Lilac frowned as Isabel leaned in.

“To a more secure place to keep Helen's harem. She might try to free them instead of surrendering herself like is proper.”

Lilac shook her head. “She would keep defying Ariz'ana.”

“Uh-huh,” Isabel purred. “She's just terrible that way.” Sorry, Helen. But... but... maybe this will earn your forgiveness. And if not... at least I can start to live with myself.  

But a part of her still squirmed with guilt, whispering, You can't bring back the dead. 

Isabel pushed that down as she pressed her lips on Lilac's mouth, kissing her so hard, thrusting her tongue deep into the futa-soldier's mouth. Isabel's futa-cock pressed into the bulge, the rough fabric of the black fatigues making her dick ache and almost forget her purpose here.

She couldn't lose sight of the deadly seriousness of her actions.

She broke the kiss. “Now let's pass the word. There's several buses parked nearby. We're going to fill them up and take them to the most secure location there is in Washington State.”

Lilac frowned, then her eyes widened.

“Exactly. You still know the codes to get in?”

“Of course,” she said. “If the U.S. government didn't change them.”

“When they abandoned the facility?” Isabel asked, arching an eyebrow. “Of course not. I've talked to some of the army rangers who searched it after we liberated Ally. They all got gender-swapped when we took Fort Lewis. They said they didn't change anything.”

A lie, but Isabel was confident Helen had fled there. It was somewhere she knows, a place Ally would never think of searching. Secure and defendable. Isabel quivered, eager to see Helen again, to fall to her knees.

“Now let's get everyone moving, okay? Ariz'ana's orders.”

“I heard it from Ally,” Shannon said, nodding her head. “Those are Ariz'ana's orders.”

“Yes,” Lilac breathed. “It makes sense.”

Isabel shook her head. Futas were still so trusting. But Ariz'ana had perverted everything. It's her fault. 

Guilt flushed through her. She wanted to believe her actions could be placed at the futa-alien's feet, that she could pretend that she hadn't conspired to kill Helen's lover. But she couldn't be that weak. If she ever wanted to make things right, she had to accept her responsibility.

She chose to help Agent Felicity. Ariz'ana didn't make her. 

~   ~~   ~

Ally trembled as she walked with Dr. Maura through the dark campus. No one should be out, but that just heightened her tension. They would stand out moving through the streetlamps that illuminated the campus, keeping it safe for the students no matter what time of day it was. In the drizzling rain, they formed pools of light streaked with water.

Dr. Maura held Ally's hand, squeezing tight. Ally squeezed back. Her head scanned, searching for any dangers. They skirted past the scarred walls of Wyatt Hall. Helen used to study her favorite classes in there. Professor Little taught one and... 

Professor Little was dead, killed when Helen fled.

Ally pushed that down. She and Isabel would save as many of Helen's harem as possible. Ally didn't worry so much. The only person she cared for any longer was Specialist Amanda. And she would be safe.

Ally squeezed Dr. Maura's hand as they kept going. She tried not to run. They had to cross the entire campus to get to Isabel and the waiting buses. It felt so long. Ally walked it all the time, but tonight... Every step felt fraught with peril.

Her ears pricked for any sounds. The rain's caress on the grass and buildings kept making her head whip around, her wet tresses sliding about her shoulders. She hated how tight her stomach felt. Why did humans have to feel so uncomfortable when scared?

I know, I know, to keep us alert, but why does it have to manifest like I want to throw up?

They reached the corner of Wyatt Hall. Ally paused to peer around it.

“What's wrong?” Dr. Maura asked. “Is there a problem?”

A door opened at the Warner Gymnasium where the missionaries were organized out of. Light flooded out into the dark. Ally caught a glimpse of Ariz'ana stepping out into the rain, a naked futa-coed at her side, holding up an umbrella for her. A surge of worshipful lust ran through Ally.

Ariz'ana doesn't want me to do this. I should just go over to her, fall to my knees, and suck her cock to get her forgiveness.

Ally groaned, her pussy clenching. She spun around; her futa-dick, swollen hard, smacked into Dr. Maura's side. She lunged at the futa-doctor, needing to distract her. Needing to keep them out of sight. Dr. Maura gasped as Ally pushed her against the wet bricks of the English department. Ally's right hand seized a futa-dick, her left a pillowy breast as she rammed her girl-dick into Dr. Maura's pussy.

Moaning, she kissed the futa-doctor as she filled the older woman's pussy. Dr. Maura moaned into Ally's lips, kissing her back with such passion. The futa-doctor's hands seized Ally's rump, pulling her girl-dick in deep into that welcoming sheath. Dr. Maura's girl-cock throbbed against Ally's stomach, swelling hard.

Heart pounding, ears pricked, Ally fought her lust. She battled it hard by thrusting over and over into Dr. Maura's juicy snatch. She reveled in the hot grip about her cock, that amazing, silky sheath holding her shaft, stimulating her.

Blunting her desire for the alien.

This is one of Helen's women. One of her favorites. Helen gave Dr. Maura this futa-cock. It's almost like I'm fucking a piece of Helen. Ally pictured her petite, blonde futa-lover, those glasses perched on her small nose, her silky hair gathered in her French braid and falling down her back to her tight tush. 

Ally groaned into the kiss, her tongue thrusting deep into Dr. Maura's mouth, their wet tits pressed together tight. The cold rain caressed her hot body. It showered over her, making her flesh so slick as she writhed against the futa-doctor. Pleasure coursed through the redheaded futanari as she kissed the other red-haired beauty.

They whimpered and moaned together, the two futanari working their bodies to give the other such delight. Their flesh slapped hard against flesh. Dr. Maura's pussy clenched so hard around Ally's clit-dick, increasing the friction.

I'm fucking your doctor, Helen, Ally thought, reaching out to her lover. I'm going to bring her back to you. I just have to get her away from Ariz'ana. 

Helen rebuffed her telepathic message. Ally understood. She didn't take it personally. She understood. Helen couldn't allow her position to be compromised. But she was out there. Alive. And Ally would find her. She would reunite with Helen.

She fucked Dr. Maura's juicy snatch harder.

Ally groaned into their kiss. Rapture spilled through her body. Dr. Maura's flesh felt so amazing against her, caressing her sensitive skin. Her eyes squeezed shut. She kissed the woman with all her passion, fighting that ticklish urge to go for Ariz'ana.

Ally's pussy grew hotter and hotter. Her orgasm built in the depths of her cunt. Her snatch clenched, hot juices flooding down her thighs, diluting in the rivulets of rain water running down her ass and butt-crack before dripping down to her thighs.

Dr. Maura's fingers bit into Ally's rump.

The futa-doctor's dick throbbed against Ally's belly.

The Irish futanari's pillowy breasts rubbed on Ally's own large mounds.

Nipples caressed, adding another delightful bit of stimulation to their passionate romp. Dr. Maura worked her hips back, stirring her pussy around Ally's girl-dick. The silky friction brought Ally's pussy to a greater and greater—

Footsteps approached. Two sets.

“I'm going to fuck you so hard,” Ariz'ana purred. “I'm going to whip that filthy, human ass, and you're going to cum on my girl-dicks.”

“Yes, Queen Ariz'ana,” the breathy voice of a young coed moaned.

“For every drop of water that's on my body, you're getting a lash. Keep me dry.”

“I will.”

Ally groaned, the voices growing louder and louder. Ariz'ana's path brought them closer and closer. She kissed Dr. Maura with all her passion, fucking so hard as she felt the futa-alien come closer and closer. That worshipful ache swelled in her.

Ariz'ana stepped around the corner. Ally felt the futa-alien's eyes on her.

Her futa-dick erupted. Ecstasy flowed through Ally's body as she fucked Dr. Maura hard. Her cum spurted into the futa-doctor's cunt while Ariz'ana watched them writhe in passion. Dr. Maura bucked, her cunt convulsing around Ally's dick.

Fear heightened her orgasm. Ally pressed her body tight against Dr. Maura. As her rapture surged through her, so did her desire to go to Ariz'ana.

Please, no, Ally moaned. 

Ariz'ana would discover them. The futa-doctor bucked and moaned louder. Ally squeezed her eyes shut, her entire body tensed. She waited for discovery. For it all to be over. She would become Ariz'ana's slave like Dr. Maura.

I'll never see Helen again.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura Roy shuddered. Her alien Queen watched Ally fuck her. Maura's cum spurted from her dick, splashing hot between their bodies. She kissed Ally so hard, writhing beneath Ariz'ana's scrutiny. She had to please Ally greatly.

That would make the futa-alien happy.

She wanted to cry out. She wanted to scream Ariz'ana's name. But Ally's lips were pressed so tight on her. The younger redhead's futa-dick pumped so much cum into Dr. Maura's pussy. It made her tremble. She squirmed, trying to break their kiss.

Ally cupped her face, holding on so tight, fingernails biting into Maura's scalp.

Maura had to alert her alien Queen. She bucked and moaned louder, screaming the alien's name into Ally's mouth.


Chapter Nineteen: Alien Love

“Well, well, well, two futa-sluts having fun,” Ariz'ana purred.

Ally's insides rejoiced. The futa-alien noticed her. She just had to break the kiss and respond, to cry out in rapture as her orgasm surged through her. Dr. Maura tried to pull her lips away from Ally, moaning out, trying to speak but muffled by their hot kiss.

I can't let her speak, a tiny voice whispered through Ally's lust-addled mind. 

Ally held on tight to Dr. Maura's cheeks, keeping their lips pressed together as their orgasms swept through their bodies. Futa-cum pumped between their flesh, smearing their tits in Dr. Maura's passion. Ally's own girl-jizz spurted into the futa-doctor's snatch, massaged out by the doctor's silky, spasming flesh.

“Just a pair of wicked, filthy, human futa-sluts,” Ariz'ana moaned.

Ally's eyes widened. She doesn't recognize us. It's dark. We're in the shadows, and it's raining. 

Hope surged through her. She just had to be strong. To resist the urge to worship Ariz'ana.

But how long until she realizes the two redheads are me and Dr. Maura? Before she gives a command I'll have to follow?

Ally squeezed her eyes shut. Her entire body whimpered. Dr. Maura thrashed harder, not just from cumming, but from trying to break their kiss. The futa-doctor whined and moaned. Ally understood. A part of her wanted to worship Ariz'ana, too.

We're fucked.

A phone rang.

The futa-coed with Ariz'ana gasped. She pulled a phone out of her pocket. “Ariz'ana's slave speaking.” She paused. “My Queen, it's Dr. Zhao.”

Ariz'ana took the phone, talking, her attention turning away from Ally. The futa-alien didn't say anything, but just swept off into the night, the futa-coed rushing after. Ally groaned and slumped against Dr. Maura, the fear bleeding out of her.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel trembled as she stood with Lilac and Shannon. “Come on, get on the bus. Me and Ally are taking you someplace to be safe.”

“Okay,” Ruth said. The secretary Isabel claimed in the Seattle Police Headquarters during the conquest in Seattle smiled at her, her blonde hair clinging wet to her parka's shoulders.

“It's good to see you, Professor Jean,” Isabel said, nodding at the college professor turned by Trish and Eden. “And you, too, Marissa.”

The math professor, busty and with dyed-blonde hair, smiled at Isabel. She held hands with Marissa, a cute volleyball player. Then came Melika, a mixed-race girl who Trish had inducted into the harem. She held Etta's hand, a Black girl with round breasts. Following them was Alexa and Kodi. Isabel thought they were all friends of Eden. Colonel Bee, the liaison with the futa-military, came next, the older futanari nodding her head. Others boarded: Asuka (wife of Nikki, one of the Double D Girls guarding the group), Nancy (friend of Leann), June (the only one of Helen's cheerleaders captured), Deputy Deidre, Noriko (a volleyball player), and Tina (a woman who worked at city hall). There were others, too, dozens who piled onto the other buses, futanari who were on the periphery of the core of Helen's harem. Isabel even spotted Helen's adoptive parents in the press.

It wasn't all Isabel remembered being in the extended hare—many faces were missing—but it was something. They wouldn't be used, to be threatened, by Ariz'ana and her forces. Isabel stared out into the dark, her body tense.

If someone came across them...

“Where is Ally?” Specialist Amanda asked. She sat in the driver seat of the lead bus. She and a few of her soldiers had fetched the buses for Ally. Isabel had to be cautious. No one on these buses could know the truth of what was happening until they reached Helen. 

“She's coming,” Isabel said, frowning at the rain. Ally should have retrieved Dr. Maura by now. “She probably just got distracted by her cock.”

Specialist Amanda laughed. “That can happen. I remember the night she had me throw a party at my house and invite all my soldier friends. We had such a wild orgy drunk on beer laced with her futa-cum.”

Isabel found herself smiling in spite of her fear. “That does sound like a blast.”

She peered out into the rainy night, staring at the dark lawn between the buildings, lit only by pillars of light. She would be traveling from between Anderson Residence and Oppenheimer Hall. Did she run into Ariz'ana? I can't leave her, but... 

But I have to save some of Helen's forces. I have to let her know that where she's hiding has been  compromised. Isabel knew Ally wouldn't be able to keep Helen's location secret. The redhead would spill the secrets she held to the futa-alien. She wouldn't be able to help herself. 

“Might as well wait on the bus,” Lilac said. “Everyone's aboard. It's dry.”

Isabel shrugged. “The rain doesn't bother me. Go, take your seat. She'll be here—”

“Mistress!” Specialist Amanda shouted then she hammered hard on the horn.

Isabel winced as the sound echoed across the campus. If Ariz'ana heard...

Ally and Dr. Maura hurried through the rain, the two holding hands. They would appear in the cones of the lamps, flashing into view before turning into shadowy wraiths on their way to the next such light, coming closer and closer.

Isabel sighed in relief. “Start her up. We need to get going right away.”

“Of course,” Specialist Amanda said brightly. She had no reason to doubt. Not with her futa-Mistress leading Dr. Maura.

“Isabel?” Dr. Maura said when she and Ally reached the buses, anger flashing across the Irish doctor's face. “You! You bitch! You tried to kill my Queen!”

“It's okay!” Ally gasped, seizing the red-haired doctor as she lunged at Isabel, fingers clenched inches from Isabel's throat, trying to crush her.

Isabel gasped, stumbling back into Lilac. Her futa-soldier caught Isabel. Shock ran through her. Such hatred burned across Dr. Maura's face. No one else had reacted like that. Then she blinked, seeing the bruises and welts on Dr. Maura's back and ass as the futa-doctor struggled in Ally's embrace.

“Ariz'ana forgave her,” Ally said. “She's with us. She was just following Helen's orders. Like you were, Dr. Maura. She was just a filthy human futanari like you. That's all.”

“Helen!” The vitriol in Dr. Maura's face made Isabel's heart quake.

What did that alien bitch do to you? Isabel wondered. 

“Come on,” Ally said. “We have to get on the bus. We're going to a special place and... Lilac, why do you have a gun?”

“Well, I'm guarding them,” Lilac said. “Me and Nikki and the others. Since Ariz'ana said we couldn't go after Helen in St. Louise.”

The other Double D Girl nodded her head. The others were spread out between the other buses.

“I want your guns. All of them,” Ally said. “Helen might try to interfere. And I can't have you being influenced by her.”

“We wouldn't,” Nikki gasped, coming up alongside Lilac.

Ally arched an eyebrow. “That is an order. Straight from Ariz'ana. No weapons. Leave them behind.”

“Yes, Ma'am!” Lilac gasped and saluted.

Smart, Isabel thought, nodding to Ally. Everyone was acting so weird. Ariz'ana had messed everything up. But we're getting out of here. We're going to Helen. I did it! 

Sitting down on the uncomfortable, vinyl seat of the lead bus, Isabel smiled for the first time in a week. She beamed. It didn't make up for what she did, but nothing ever would. Going forward, she would just do what she could to protect as many people as possible. Just the way Helen would want it.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Zhao turned around as the wet futa-alien walked in, a human futanari heeling her, holding an umbrella. A tremble of worshipful awe washed through Dr. Zhao. She needed to keep working on her freedom. She had the samples of cum from Helen's futanari. The key had to be in them.

She pushed that thought down and faced the futa-alien.

“This better be good,” the futa-alien purred, “I was just about to whip my slave's ass for getting me wet. I'm positively soaked. Her umbrella did nothing to keep me dry.”

“I need your cum,” Dr. Zhao said. “I know just how to modify it to transform Agent Felicity into what we need.”

“You won't kill her like that girl this afternoon?” the futa-alien said.

Dr. Zhao smiled. “No, no, your cum holds the key. It all clicked in my mind. How you influence even Ally and Dr. Maura. You have something in you that's stronger. Something that will override the mind control serum's effect on her.

“We'll turn Agent Felicity into our own weapon.”

“What are you waiting on?” Ariz'ana grasped her twin dicks. “Collect your samples.”

~   ~~   ~

“See, right here,” Dr. Zhao said, something almost like excitement thick in her voice.

Her tone made Agent Felicity's skin writhe. She squirmed against her bonds on the lab table, strapped down once more. The futa-alien's presence wreathed the room. Insidious tendrils of love tried to worm into Agent Felicity's emotions, to choke out her feelings for the President and Helen.

While she was protected against the alien's passions, she had no safeguards against the fear. Her stomach writhed. A week being Dr. Zhao's guinea pig had taught the futa-agent much about the scientist. An almost passionless woman, only two things got her excited: sex and a new discovery.

What is she going to do now? Will she kill someone else to test it out? The memory of Phillipa screaming and dying washed through the futa-agent. Her gender-swapped lover didn't deserve that fate. I'll see that a memorial is built for you. You were a patriot, Phillipa. You loved this Country. 

“And you think this gene is the one to enact our plan?” Ariz'ana asked.

“This is better than our plan. This will overwrite the mind-control serum.” 

Agent Felicity's stomach tightened.

“You're positive?” asked the futa-alien.

“99.9999%.”

“That's not one hundred.”

“Nothing is ever certain until experiments are run, but...” Dr. Zhao's eyes flashed over to the bound futa-agent. The overhead florescence made the scientist's glasses go opaque. “I am willing to risk Agent Felicity's life on this test.”

“How long?”

“I need to synthesize the formula. It'll be hours yet. Dr. Gabby and I will work nonstop.”

“We will,” the busty futanari moaned. “For you, Ariz'ana.”

The futa-alien sat down on a stool, her turquoise tendrils writhing about her face. Her strangely slitted eyes flashed to the bound futanari. Agent Felicity's skin buzzed like an electric current writhed just beneath the surface, making her itch and squirm.

“I'll wait.”

“As you wish,” Dr. Zhao said.

Agent Felicity closed her eyes, panic rising in her as Dr. Zhao and Dr. Gabby bustled around the lab. Dread gripped the futa-agent, holding her tight as she lay securely strapped to the table. She bucked and fought and strained to break free.

The table creaked. Her breasts jiggled. Her wrists and ankles chaffed beneath the cuffs. But they had her as secured as a mental patient strapped to a gurney. Try as she might, she felt no give in her bonds.

Time lost all meaning for her. Fear gripped her. It kept her in the moment, so aware of every sound, of every smell, of every sight. It overloaded her brain until, finally, she fell into a stupor, her mind exhausted by being so alert.

And then Dr. Zhao stood over her, a syringe in hand. The scientist had a smile on her lips. It looked so wrong, almost a parody of a smile, like the Chinese futanari didn't really know how to make one but just copied what she saw on others.

Ariz'ana's smile was only slightly better. The alien stood beside the scientist. “You're going to ensure your race provides the universe with life, Agent Felicity.”

Swallowing, the futa-agent faced the needle with stoic terror. She kept her face calm. She stared past Dr. Zhao and Ariz'ana. She focused on President Fierro's regal face and Helen's innocent beauty. She focused on the two she loved. 

The needle stabbed into her upper arm. Cold flowed into her and...

Those tendrils of Ariz'ana's love, rebuffed by her devotion to the President and Helen, penetrated Agent Felicity's soul. She gasped, spasming, her eyes shining so wide as she stared up at the perfection of the alien.

“Ariz'ana,” she said with such worship in her voice.

The futa-alien smiled, the epitome of happiness now. “Yes, yes, you were right, Dr. Zhao. This is wonderful.”


Chapter Twenty: Restoration

Ally's stomach squirmed as the buses approached not the main office building of Project STARFALL, but the special garage. Lilac suggested it, if they wanted to be more secure. Cold fear rose inside of her. She was truly returning to her prison. She had longed to escape that place for nineteen years. She had never seen the sky until Helen rescued her.

And now... Now it was the only safe place she could go. Away from Ariz'ana. Back to her lover. She had to apologize to Helen. I should have trusted you over anyone else. Over Ariz'ana. I should have listened to you. 

“That's it,” Lilac said, standing beside Ally as they crowded the front of the bus. “That's the garage entrance. It's the loading dock for the bunker.”

“But that's miles away,” Ally said, glancing at the office building resting over the site. Officially, it was for the administration of the Hanford Nuclear Site cleanup process. The prefect place to hide a secret lab. No one would question why such security was necessary at a place that once made nuclear weapons. 

“Tunnels,” Lilac said as their bus slowed a stop before the closed, garage-like doors. “I know the codes to let us in. The perfect, secure place for us all to wait.”

“Why do we have to wait here?” asked Dean Bey.

“Because if Helen doesn't surrender, Ariz'ana will be forced to execute us one by one, starting with me,” Dr. Maura said. “We need to be kept safe.”

Ally's stomach churned at how matter-of-fact the futa-doctor sounded. She said those words like they were the most natural things to utter in the entire world. It was horrible. Ally couldn't believe her creators were so vile.

They sent me here to turn my species into cows to be milked for our cum!

“That doesn't... sound right,” Professor Jean said, shaking her head.

“No, it doesn't,” Lilac said, blinking.

“Are you sure, Dr. Maura?” Nikki asked. Ally glanced at the back of the bus, saw Nikki cradling her Japanese futa-wife close, the woman's face frightened.

They all were. Hope swelled in Ally.

“She did say that,” Specialist Amanda said. She glanced at Ally from the driver's seat, her brown eyes tight. “Is that... really true?”

“It is,” Ally said. They're away from Ariz'ana. Her effects are wearing off of them all except... 

“It is so true. We're lucky to be chosen by our Queen,” Dr. Maura said, sitting back straight, her large breasts swaying before her. She pushed up her glasses. “Only a few more hours before I find out if I live or die.”

“That...” Deputy Deidre shook her head, her face pale-white, contrasting with the fiery hair tumbling about her shoulders. “Ally?”

“Everything will be explained inside,” Ally said. She found such hope in this moment. She could face going back into her prison for these futanari. To protect them from the cruelty of Ariz'ana.

I finally get it, Helen, Ally thought, wishing her blonde was here. This is what you meant. What you wanted me to see. To witness their humanity.  

“Lilac, open the gate,” she commanded.

“Ma'am.”

Specialist Amanda opened the bus door with a lever. Lilac marched towards the control panel. She input the code. A loud, metallic groan rumbled from below. Then the doors clattered as they rolled up into the ceiling. A garage appeared, an RV parked in the center.

“Yes,” Isabel hissed. “That's Bev and Nelly's RV.”

Elation surged through Ally. Helen's here. 

“Go, go, drive in,” Ally ordered, her excitement bursting through her. She needed to see Helen so badly. To hold her futa-lover in her arms. She could taste it in the air. She sent out bursts of her love, wanting to communicate with Helen. 

Then pulled back. Ariz'ana could touch their minds, too, when they connected.

Specialist Amanda drove the bus in. Not fast. The crunch of heavy wheels driving over gravel turned to an almost squeaking sound on the polished-smooth face of the garage's concrete floor. The other buses followed. Ally looked out at the shadows of the garage, various parked military vehicles and—

Figures darted out of the shadows with guns.

“Hands!” a woman shouted. “Get those hands up, Lilac!”

“Sergeant Frita!” gasped Lilac, her arms shooting up.

“What?” Specialist Amanda gasped. “But Helen's here!”

“It's okay!” Ally said.

“It's Helen!” breathed Shannon, Ally's supposed gift pressed against the window. “It's her!”

“Helen,” groaned Dean Bey.

“Oh, wow,” June groaned. “It is her. She's... She's here.”

“That traitorous bitch!” snarled Dr. Maura. “Kill her! Shoot her right now!”

“No!” Ally cried out. “We're here to join them. I brought you back to your mistress! Everyone stay seated and be calm!”

~   ~~   ~

Helen trembled. How had they been found? Why had only a few buses of unarmed futanari come? She could see Ally up front, her red hair sweeping behind her and... Isabel. A cold chill raced through Helen's guts at the sight of her former friend standing with Ally inside the bus.

“Deputy Svetlana,” she barked, “secure Isabel away from the others.”

“Yes, Helen.”

“What is going on?” Lilac gasped, now on her belly, Sergeant Frita's boot on her back. The four cheerleaders advanced. They'd spent the last week practicing with the guns, learning how to shoot, to help supplement Helen's meager forces.

Not that Helen expected them to do any good, but training helped to keep her people busy as they languished in the bunker. Helen was running out of projects to keep them busy. And then the broadcast tonight had come. Everyone was in an uproar.

Helen felt so fragile and—

“Maura!” breathed Leann. “Maura!” She ran forward as Ally climbed off the bus, her hands held up.

“Dr. Maura?” Helen asked, so confused.

Then she met the eyes of her ex-lover. Ally's greens were so brilliant and so vulnerable. Liquid emotion swam in the depths. All the strength Helen had built up, that monolithic resolve she had created to be able to fight Ally quivered through her. It quaked and crumbled. Cracks surged up at the sight of Ally here, only a dozen feet away.

“Helen,” the redheaded futanari said, her voice so small. “I brought them. Your harem. I brought them here so... so Ariz'ana couldn't hurt them.”

Helen swayed. Emotion rippled through her body. Her eyes burned. It rose up the back of her throat and shook her body. She took a step towards Ally, but held back. What if it's a trap? What if she was sent by Ariz'ana? 

“You saved my life from the bomb,” Ally said. “All week, it has haunted me. I wanted to believe that you tried to kill me. It made it so much easier hating you, but... but... You saved my life. I would have died with Dr. Sara, Liliana, Lina, Georgia, and Elizaveta, but you warned me at the last second.”

Elizaveta's dead... Helen's resolve quaked as she remembered sharing the salesgirl when she took Ally shopping for the first time. Chunks of Helen's commitment crumbled, but the core held. She couldn't be seduced. The world... The world counted on her. 

“I struggled with it,” continued Ally. “Why you would save my life when you had your army ready to attack us. It didn't make any sense. I listened to Ariz'ana. I... I loved her.” Tears fell down Ally's cheeks. She stared at Helen, something pleading with the blonde futanari in those depths. “I couldn't help it. I'm not... not flawed like you. I don't have that defect that let me escape her love. But your doubts ate at me. It made me wonder.

“And then she threatened Dr. Maura's life. I couldn't believe it. I finally understood why you didn't trust her. I didn't know what to do, and then Isabel came to me. She told me the truth. That you didn't order the bomb. You just wanted to capture me and Ariz'ana. You didn't want us hurt, but you couldn't let her pervert our species.

“You couldn't let her turn us into cows pumping out cum to give her people immortality.” Those last words came out hard, harsh. “I understand, Helen. I see it. Why you always objected to risking our followers' lives. I think... I think I was too angry at people because of this place. By keeping me a prisoner here, they made it hard for me to ever... to ever see anyone but you as a real person. My harem were just objects to me. When Jewel died, I wasn't sad that she was dead, but that I lost my toy.

“But now... Now I get it. They deserve to be happy, Helen. We have to fight for them. It was so hard defying Ariz'ana. I almost surrendered. She found me bringing Dr. Maura to the buses. I thought... I thought I would fall to my knees and worship her. I wish they had messed me up like you. That I was as flawed as you, because... because I still love her, Helen. Even though she's evil... 

“I need you so badly, Helen! To save me!”

“Ally,” Helen said, her voice breaking beneath the strain. Her resolve shattered.

She flew across the distance separating them. While everyone watched, she hugged her futa-lover. She pressed her naked body tight against Ally's. She buried her face into Ally's fiery hair, breathed in her scent, felt her trembling.

“Don't you see?” Helen asked. “I'm no different from you. I just loved the others. And that let me defy her. Just like... Just like Isabel defied my orders out of her love for me. She disobeyed me, and you broke away from Ariz'ana because you realized that you love all the futanari, too. That's how you escaped her influence. That's what made you strong.” 

“Helen!” moaned Ally.

Their lips met in a tear-stained kiss. The futanari watching them broke out into a cheer. They whooped and hollered as the reunited lovers shared their emotions. Helen's tongue jammed into Ally's mouth. She became so aware of the redhead's large breasts pressed against her small mounds. Her futa-dick hardened between their bodies, throbbing to its full girth and brushing Ally's swelling member.

The two futanari moaned, their hands sliding down the other's back to grope each other's rump. Helen's fingers dug into Ally's plump rear, squeezing and kneading Ally's butt-cheeks. At the same moment, Helen shivered as Ally gripped her own tush, massaging it, pulling their bodies so close together, pressing them tight.

“Helen!” Ally moaned between hot kisses.

“My Ally!”

Their lips keep meeting as they surrendered to each other. Tears fell down Helen's face as her heart thundered with such joy. Her tongue swirled through Ally's mouth, caressing her tongue. Their nipples caressed, sending tingles shooting down to the blonde's girl-dick trapped between their two bodies.

Her futa-cock ached and throbbed. Her pussy grew wetter and wetter, juices flowing and staining her bush and dribbling down her thighs. She had to love her Ally. She had to enjoy this beautiful creature right now.

“Ally, I need to suck your cock!” Helen moaned, breaking their kiss. “I need to drink your cum.”

“Yes!” Ally moaned. “Sixty-nine! Let's love each other.”

“Do it!” Deputy Svetlana shouted.

“Oh, this is so beautiful,” Shannon whimpered.

“Hell, yeah,” Rhonda moaned. “Ooh, this is making me so hard. You're together.”

“They're together,” Specialist Amanda said from where she leaned against the bus in her uniform, her futa-cock tenting the front of her camouflaged pants. 

Helen beamed as she sank to the concrete floor, not caring that it was cold. Her body was too hot to care. Her futa-dick throbbed and her pussy itched. She had to love her sweet Ally. No more fighting. No more arguing over Ariz'ana. No more dreading having to hide her true emotions from Ally. Their creators designed them to love each other.

And they would do so even as they defied the aliens. Defied Ariz'ana!

The two futa-lovers spread out on their sides, Helen's dick throbbing with such eager need. She'd hardly had any sex the last week. Even trapped beneath this bunker with her harem, she just didn't have the desire to indulge. And now... now it filled her. Engorged her.

“Ally!” she moaned, grabbing her lover's ass and pulling Ally close.

Her futa-lover's girl-dick brushed Helen's chin, leaving a streak of precum before it shot past and nudged at her collarbone. Helen didn't go for the redhead's dick. She buried her face into that fiery bush first. She licked her lover's pussy.

“Helen, you naughty minx!” Ally gasped moments before sucking Helen's dick into her mouth.

The blonde moaned into Ally's sweet musk, reveling in the feel of those silky pubic hairs caressing her lips, cheek, and nose as she licked and lapped. Helen feasted on the delicious flood of cream pouring out of her futa-lover, her tongue diving through hot folds, exploring and teasing.

Ally moaned about Helen's cock and sucked hard. Helen's dick throbbed in her lover's mouth. It pulsed and throbbed, twitching with such excited need. She sucked hard, giving Helen such pleasure. The blonde moaned into her lover's snatch, her tongue plunging deep into that hot tunnel.

“I'm going to fuck this pussy so much,” Helen moaned between explorations of her lover's snatch.

Ally just groaned about Helen's cock, her fingers digging into Helen's butt-cheeks, holding her tight.

“Mmm, yes, I'm going to plunge my dick over and over into you, Ally. I've missed you so much. I love you so much!”

Helen wanted to show the depths of her feelings for her lover. She jammed her tongue deep into Ally's cunt, swirling it around, teasing those silky walls. It made her futa-dick throb in Ally's hungry mouth, twitching, aching to penetrate the redhead's cunt.

Helen reveled in the sweet smell, the creamy taste, the silky caress. Her tongue fluttered through Ally's folds, teasing her while her futa-lover's cock throbbed against her breastbone, just nudging the top slopes of her small breasts.

“I bet you really want me sucking on your clit-dick,” moaned Helen. “Just like you're nursing on mine.”

Ally dug her fingers into Helen's rump and swallowed more of the blonde's cock.

Helen laughed, a purring, moaning sound. “Ooh, yes, that's what you want. You're just so eager for it.” Her tongue darted out, diving through Ally's folds. “But I'm having so much fun licking your pussy.”

Helen fluttered her tongue along Ally's slit, following her labia to where they wrapped about that big, throbbing shaft. She lapped up the sweet cream, feeling Ally's dick throbbing against her face. She worked around it, rubbing her cheek into the hot shaft.

“Mmm, yes, you want me sucking you so badly.”

Ally moaned, bobbing her mouth hard, sucking with all her might. The pressure reached down Helen's shaft, into her juicy cunt, to her ovaries. They brimmed with cum. The blonde shivered, her lips kissing the side of Ally's cock.

“Okay,” Helen said, feigning reluctant surrender. “I'll suck your cock. I just love you so much.”

She kissed and smooched up that shaft, her fingers finding Ally's pussy in place of her tongue and mouth. The blonde loved how the redhead's dick throbbed beneath her lips. She climbed higher and higher until she reached that wondrous spot where the crown began.

Helen fluttered her tongue right where shaft and tip met. Ally moaned loudly about Helen's cock, the buzzing pleasure shooting through the blonde. She shivered and then sucked on the spongy side of Ally's dick. Her lips climbed higher and higher until she reached the pinnacle.

She engulfed Ally's dick and sucked hard.

It was wonderful. Helen nursed at her lover's clit-dick. Her tongue danced over the spongy crown, loving the salty flavor of Ally's precum. Ally squeezed hard on Helen's ass, sucking even harder on the blonde's futa-cock, bobbing her mouth.

Helen stroked Ally's pussy, teasing those delicious lips. Juices spilled over her fingers. She jammed them into Ally's depths, sucking so hard on her lover's dick. Ally moaned, her juicy snatch squeezing down on Helen's invading fingers. Helen shuddered, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked with all her might, hungry for futa-cum.

She's back. She's back. I'm with Ally! ran through Helen's head as she loved Ally's girl-cock. 

Ally's fingers slid into Helen's butt-crack. The blonde futanari shivered at the feel of those fingers sliding between her asscheeks, moving lower and lower until they found her sphincter. Helen moaned at the delicious feel of the digits dancing around her anal ring.

Then she groaned as they penetrated her.

Two fingers jammed into her bowels, sliding deep into her velvety depths. Helen shuddered, her own two digits fucking into Ally's pussy faster. Her mouth bobbed on the redhead's dick, both futanari moaning, gasping. The pressure built and built in her pussy's depths, her ovaries growing tighter and tighter. The two futanari moaned, filling the air with sucking sounds.

Around them, the other futas joined their celebration. But Helen didn't care. She focused all her senses on her lover. On pleasing Ally. On being pleased by the naughty redhead. Helen thrust a third finger into her lover's pussy, stretching out that silky tunnel.

Her futa-cock ached to be in this hole. But it also felt amazing in Ally's mouth.

Saliva ran out of her mouth, dripping down her cheek as she shuddered on her side. She sucked so hard, bobbing her mouth, wanting to give Ally as much pleasure as the redhead gave her. Ally pumped her fingers faster and faster in and out of Helen's asshole. Rippling delight surged through her body, her pussy juices flowing out of her snatch, her bowels clenching on the probing fingers.

Every suck, every plunge of Ally's fingers into her bowels, brought Helen closer and closer to her eruption. She bobbed and twisted her mouth on her lover's cock, stimulating it, loving the precum flowing out of her lover's dick. That salty flavor that she enjoyed. Treasured.

She wanted to taste Ally's cum.

Helen's fingers hooked inside her lover's pussy. Ally gasped about Helen's dick as Helen found that special point. She massaged Ally's G-spot. The redheaded futanari's snatch clenched down hard on Helen's fingers. She moaned louder and louder about the blonde's dick.

Then hot, salty jizz spurted into Helen's mouth.

The blonde gulped down the creamy spunk, moaning in delight. Her futa-lover's pussy convulsed around her digits, juices flowing out, bathing her hand in warmth. Helen loved it, her bowels squeezing down on her lover's probing digits, Ally's moans of passion buzzing around her cock, shooting pleasure to the core of her pussy.

Swallowing another spurt of cum, Helen's eyes squeezed shut. Her body shuddered. And then her pleasure erupted inside of her.

She fired her cum into Ally's hungry mouth. Her body shivered on the ground, asshole writhing about Ally's fingers. Her body shuddered, her small breasts rubbing into Ally's stomach as she fired blast after blast of spunk into her lover's mouth. Helen guzzled down the last of Ally's cum as her orgasm surged through her.

Peaked in her.

Ally! screamed through her mind. Ally, yes, yes, yes! You're amazing! 

She sucked hard, drawing out the last of her futa-lover's cum from her lover's cock. Her eyes squeezed shut as her pleasure surged through her. Her pussy spasmed and convulsed. Her dick pumped more and more spunk into her lover's mouth as her pleasure rippled through her. It carried her to wonderful heights.

But she needed more.

Her mouth popped off Ally's dick, her fingers pulling out of her pussy. She flopped onto her back, Ally's mouth sucking out the last of her own cum. Helen sucked in deep breaths, her small tits rising and falling.

“Ally!” she groaned. “Oh, wow, that was amazing. Mmm, I missed the taste of your cum.”

Ally's mouth popped off her dick. The redhead rose, her big breasts swaying back and forth. Ally's tongue flicked across her lips, gathering up some of Helen's cum that had escaped. Her green eyes flashed as she stretched her back.

“Ooh, I missed that,” Ally said. She gave Helen's dick a playful smack, knocking Helen's cock down into her stomach. It made such a naughty sound. “I missed you, Helen.”

Helen nodded her head, tears burning in her eyes. She was just so happy. Such joy bubbled through her body. Blood pounded through her veins. Helen shivered as she stared at her lover's breasts. She sat up, her hands grabbing those pillowy mounds. Helen squeezed them then buried her face between them.

She breathed in deeply, inhaling that Ally musk, a mix of salt and sweetness. She rubbed her face back and forth, loving the feel of those soft mounds on her face. Her lips sucked at Ally's inner slopes, her fingers brushing Ally's areolas and hard, fat nipples.

“Mmm, you have missed me,” Ally said, a playful tone in her voice. “Or at least my tits.”

“They're such wonderful tits,” Helen said, her voice muffled.

“But what about your cock?” Ally grasped Helen's throbbing dick, stroking it, sending pleasure shooting through her body. “It's so hard. And so's mine. Playing with my tits isn't doing anything about it.”

“Mmm, it's not,” Helen said, not caring as she reveled between her lover's breasts. She squeezed her fingers into those lovely mounds. She kissed at the inner slope, loving the silky softness on her lips.

“Remember what you showed me in this very building?” Ally asked, her thumb rubbing at the tip of Helen's dick, sending such delicious pleasure flowing through the blonde's body. 

Her pussy clenched as she looked up at her lover from between those lush tits. “What?” Then her eyes widened. “Yes, yes!”

Ally grinned, her green eyes sparkling. “We just had another reunion in basically the same place. Let's do it. Let's fuck each other.” 

The throb shooting down Helen's cock galvanized her into action. Her head burst up, briefly spotting the orgy raging around them, Sergeant Frita fucking her subordinate, Lilac, hard from behind while Deputy Svetlana and Deputy Deidre sixty-nined, sucking each other's cocks the way Ally and Helen had. June reveled with the other four cheerleaders, sucking back and forth on their hard cocks.

It made Helen smile to see her harem loving each other. They were so happy, moaning and gasping, sharing their pleasure, loving each other the way they were meant to. This was what Helen thought her mission was. Not what her creators actually wanted. 

And she would see that this future came about. 

Helen moved her body, scissoring her legs with Ally's. They faced each other, sitting on the cold, concrete floor. They slid their rumps together, each holding the other's cock and guiding it to their own pussy. Helen shivered as Ally rubbed her own dick through that fiery bush while Helen rubbed her lover's cock through her own silky pubic hair.

And then their cocks found each other's pussy entrances. Helen loved the feel of Ally's hot snatch on her own dick's crown while her pussy rejoiced at Ally's thick tip nuzzling at her cunt. The two futanari groaned as they humped their bodies closer, sliding their cocks into the other's twat.

“Ally!” Helen groaned as she entered her lover and was penetrated all at the same time. Her dick and pussy both reveled in the sensations, silky friction bathing her cock and stimulated her cunt.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Ally gasped, squeezing her twat down around Helen's dick, increasing the delight the blonde felt.

Helen's head leaned back as she thrust her hips forward, slamming her dick deeper into Ally's pussy while simultaneously sliding her cunt down Ally's cock. Helen's small breasts jiggled while her braid swept along her back. Her glasses shifted on her face as she whimpered. It felt incredible to her.

She loved it. Fucking her futa-lover and being fucked by her all at the same time.

Pleasure surged through her body. Her snatch clenched down hard on Ally's dick as the pleasure rippled through her. Her hips pumped as she stared at Ally's big tits bouncing and jiggling. They both fucked each other, working their hips together, pumping their cocks over and over into the other's pussy.

“Oh, my fucking god, yes!” howled Ally, her green eyes flashing. “Oh, Helen, yes, yes, yes!”

“Mmm, work that cock in and out of my pussy!” Helen groaned. “Fuck me! I love it!”

“Just keep fucking me!” Ally groaned, her hips thrusting harder and harder, driving her girl-dick so deep into Helen's pussy.

“I will,” Helen groaned.

Her small breasts jiggled as she gasped and moaned. Every thrust of her hips sent dual stimulation flowing through her body. Ally's silky pussy massaged Helen's cock while Ally's thick dick stretched out Helen's cunt. The blonde loved them both equally. The pleasure they gave her swirled through the core of her body.

Her ovaries grew tighter and tighter. She whimpered, her juices flowing, her toes curling. It propelled her to thrust harder and harder. Her cunt squeezed down on that dick plunging over and over into her. Pleasure rippled through her body. Her dick throbbed in Ally's pussy.

“Oh, yes, yes, I'm going to cum so hard!” Ally groaned. “Just keep fucking me! Just keep working that hot cunt on my dick, Helen! Oh, yes, yes! I missed you! I missed you so much!”

“Missed you!” Helen moaned. “I'm so sorry!”

“No! No more apologies!” Ally thrust hard, sliding her pussy down Helen's shaft and jamming her cock deep into Helen's pussy, sending pleasure rippling through the blonde. “We're together! We're united!”

“Yes, yes, united!” Helen gasped, trembling on the verge of her orgasms. “We're together! We're together forever!”

“Forever!” Ally howled. “I'm going to cum so hard!”

Helen loved the sound of that. Her hips thrust faster, her braid swinging behind her. She moaned and gasped, driven towards that delicious orgasm, her pussy growing hotter and hotter as her cock plunged over and over into Ally's depths.

Her futa-dick ached and throbbed as she plunged over and over into Ally's snatch. The dual delights built her orgasm faster and faster. She quivered, on the edge of her climax. Her toes curled as she slammed her hips forward, burying her cock deep into her lover's snatch.

Pleasure shot through her body. She cried out in rapture as such delight swelled her impending eruption, her ovaries bubbling. Her eyes squeezed shut. She gasped and groaned, her cunt clenching hard about Ally's dick, increasing the friction.

Increasing the delight.

Helen came.

Her futa-cock erupted into Ally's pussy. She fired hot blasts of cum over and over into her lover's snatch. Her own pussy writhed about Ally's cock, sucking at it, milking it, eager for the redhead to erupt into her.

Every spurt of her cock shot pleasure through Helen's body. She groaned, the delight rippling through her body, her pussy sending ecstasy washing through her flesh. Her mind drank in all the sensations. Her head threw back.

“Ally!” she gasped.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Ally moaned, her big tits heaving. “You're flooding my cunt! I! Love! It!”

Ally's futa-dick spurted into Helen's pussy. Hot cream pumped into her, filling her pussy. It made her shudder. Her cunt welcomed that heat flooding through her, adding to the delight rippling through her flesh, increasing her orgasm.

Helen bucked and shuddered, her cock spurting a final time as her pussy milked out every drop from Ally's clit-dick. Helen whimpered. Her head threw back as stars danced across her vision, waves of darkness washing across the world as the pleasure melted her brain.

She had her Ally back. They were united once again.

“I love you, Ally!” she cried out as she heaved. Then she collapsed onto the concrete.

Ally moved, sliding over her, their cocks popping out of the other's snatch. Cum ran out of Helen as her lover draped over her, their bodies pressed together, Ally's pillowy breasts pressed on Helen's smaller tits.

She loved that feel.

Their lips met, Ally's still salty with cum. Helen kissed her, held her, loved her. Emotion surged through Helen, a welling of joy. Her eyes squeezed shut, forcing out tears that ran hot down her temples. She had hope. For once, she believed they might defeat Ariz'ana. 

She didn't have to fake it any longer.


Chapter Twenty-One: The Sweetest Thing

“Traitor!” Dr. Maura Roy hissed as she struggled in the grip of her futa-wife. “You're a traitor, Leann!”

“Maura, what happened to you?” Leann asked, horror on her face.

Maura struggled against her bonds. She had to get back to Ariz'ana. Her Queen would be so angry at her. She was with the traitors. Those ungrateful futanari who didn't appreciate their role: to serve those greater than them.

“You need to crawl back to Ariz'ana!” Maura hissed, her naked tits heaving as she fought against the plastic cuffs binding her hands behind her. The bus seat squeaked beneath her. Outside, an orgy writhed. That filthy Ally fucked Helen. “You need to go to your Queen, worship her, and beg her to punish you.”

“Punish...” Leann shook her head, staring down with a look of horror. Pity.

Why is she pitying me? Maura demanded in her mind, hating the way it made her squirm.  

“She abused you, Maura.” Leann knelt down and cupped Maura's face. 

The redheaded futa-doctor jerked her head away. “Don't touch me!”

Leann flinched back. “Maura...”

“You're even filthier than me!” Maura hissed, writhing on the seat, feeling every welt and bruise her Queen had left on her body. “You are disgusting, Leann! You should be obeying me! I'm above you! You should be on your knees with me being punished by our Queen!” 

“We'll fix you,” Leann said. “I promise, Maura. We'll undo whatever that alien-bitch did to you.”

“She forgave me for being a filthy human futanari!” Maura stared up at her wife, glaring at her. “I was such a fool for following Helen. For loving you!” 

Pain flickered across Leann's face. Maura knew those expressions so well. They had been married for a decade. They had shared their lives. It was all so foolish.

...Why... whispered a voice deep inside of her. 

She ignored that voice, and that pain. She'd rather feel the ache in her ass than the pang in her heart. “I never should have loved you! Only Ariz'ana is deserving of my love. Of my devotion. I don't need you! Let me go! Let me go back to her! She has to kill me!”

“Jesus fucking Christ,” Leann swore, shaking her head. “That fucking bitch. I'll tear her goddamn heart out.”

Maura howled in fury. She threw her bound body at her terrible, dirty wife. She opened her mouth, gnashing teeth. She had to find Leann's throat. She had to taste her blood. She had to tear out her life for even threatening to harm Ariz'ana, let alone to kill her Queen. 

Leann's hands grabbed Maura's shoulders. The gender-swapped futanari pushed the doctor back, slamming her down onto the bus seat. Pain flared through her welted back and ass. She struggled, kicking, glaring up at her wife.

“You will not touch a magnificent part of her body!” snarled Maura, spittle flying before her. “You are too much of a diseased whore! You're a moldy, rotten, disgusting futanari! You should be worshiping her! Helen and Ally should be worshiping her! We all should grovel before her and pray we're good enough to be her slaves.” 

Leann shook her head. She had such a look of pain in her eyes. She shook her head as she pinned Maura down. The futanari doctor snarled like a feral cat. She hissed, bucking, struggling to reach Leann's throat and rip it out, her hands pulling on the plastic handcuffs.

“Are you in there?” Leann asked, her voice cracking. “Do you remember what we had? Is there anything left of you?”

“I remember how much of my life I wasted loving YOU!” Maura bucked harder, pulling on those plastic cuffs. Her wrists grew wet as pain flared. She screeched, pulling on her arms. “I should have only loved Ariz'ana! I betrayed her. But she forgave such a filthy thing like me.” 

“You're not filthy, Maura. You're amazing. You're wonderful. Beautiful. You took my breath away the first time I saw you in that bar. I had to claim you. Make you mine. There is nothing disgusting about you at all.” 

“TRAITOR!” Maura howled. “You all are TRAITORS! I have to go to her! She needs me to threaten Helen! I have to be her hostage. She has to kill me if Helen doesn't surrender! Let me go, TRAITOR!”

“I'll never let you go,” Leann said, her voice soft.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel trembled as she leaned against the bus, Maura howling inside, while the orgy writhed around the rest of the bus. Isabel didn't feel horny at all. The room brimmed with sex. All those she knew and loved were enjoying themselves. She spotted Carly, whom she gender-swapped to make herself into a futanari, fucking her girlfriend, Lindsey. Both looked so happy. She wanted to join them and yet...

Fear clutched at her. Helen had banished her and she returned.

She didn't know what would happen now. She just watched Helen and Ally writhing, fucking each other. Ally's big tits heaving, Helen's braid swaying. They both had their dicks plunging into each other, loving each other.

They really do care for each other, Isabel thought as she watched them. She had seen them making love, kissing, sharing their affection, but she had never witnessed it. Her love for Helen, her mad desire for her friend, had colored her perspective. She never truly wanted to understand how much Helen cared for Ally. 

It contrasted to her feeling for Isabel. Helen liked Isabel, or did before the bomb, but she never loved her. Not with the depth of passion that Isabel witnessed as the two futanari came together, pumping each other full of their futa-cum. 

Isabel was joyful for once. She had brought Helen pleasure for once. Not pain. Isabel smiled. She didn't know if Helen would ever forgive her, if she wouldn't just be immediately banished again, but right now she relaxed and just felt such happiness for Helen.

I did one good thing with my life.

Helen and Ally kissed, Helen on bottom, Ally on top. They held each other, loved each other. Isabel sighed. She had to let Helen go. There was no future in this obsessing over what she couldn't have. She was just torturing herself. It was so pointless. So self-destructive. It held her back from finding her own happiness.

It hurt to let go of her love, but... It hurt more clutching it. It was like having a splinter in her. It was always throbbing, but you could ignore that hurt. Digging it out flared the pain, but it was only for a moment. And then it faded entirely.

She pulled out the splinter of love.

Ally broke the kiss, stirring, the two futanari whispering, loving each other. Helen's head turned, her eyes, behind her glasses, landing on Isabel. A tension tightened her stomach as she felt the weight of Helen's vision.

Isabel fell to her knees.

Ally rolled off of Helen's body, the busty redhead stretching. Helen rose, looking like an imperious queen despite her petite stature. The blonde marched to Isabel, Helen's entire body rigid. Isabel could see the tension in her futa-mistress's posture. Her head lowered. She bowed before Helen.

“I'm so sorry for trying to kill Ally, Helen,” Isabel moaned the moment Helen stood over her. The Hispanic futanari's vision grew blurry as she stared at her futa-mistress's cute toes. “I know you ordered me to never come back, but I just had to make it right. I had explain to Ally that you had nothing to do with the bomb. That it was all me and my jealous hatred. I'll leave. I promise. I just... I had to do something...

“I did something so terrible, Helen. I know there's no making up for it. So much blood is on my hands. But... but... I can't let there be any more blood. I'll do anything to stop this. I'll go and throw my life away. I'll die for you, Helen.”

The words didn't make any sense. But they poured out of her like her tears did out of her eyes and the snot from her nose. She shuddered, her motions half-strangling her, but she moaned through the burning tightness of her throat. “I was such a fool. An idiot. I was blinded by what I thought was love. But it was just obsession. I just wanted to own you.

“Ally loves you. You love her. You two try to support each other, to ease each other's burdens, but I only gave you pain. I only brought you misery. I'm a terrible friend. Horrible. I... I... I got so many killed. How... how could I...? I just...

“I hear the bomb... in my mind... Roaring. I see it blowing up over and over when I close my eyes...

“I did that. I caused that misery. I don't understand... How did I become such a bad person...?

“Such a terrible—”

Helen hugged her.

Isabel froze at the feel of the blonde futanari's arms going around her body, pulling her into Helen's breasts. The hands felt so soft on her, the touch so loving. A shushing sound, like the soothing sound a mother makes to a child, came from Helen's lips.

“If you were truly a terrible person, you never would have brought Ally back to me,” Helen said, her voice sounding as tight and strangled by emotion as Isabel's. “You wouldn't have brought back my harem. My parents.” A hitch strangled her voice for a moment. “Dr. Maura. Ariz'ana wanted to kill them. I was going to have to watch them die one-by-one, hating myself more and more everyday. It would have destroyed me.  

“But I was willing to endure it to save our people.

“I don't have to now. You freed me from having to suffer that. Thank you, Isabel.”

Isabel looked up through tear-blurred eyes, Helen's face wavering almost like a mirage. Isabel blinked, her vision clearing, her futa-mistress looking so clear. “You... you forgive me, chica?” 

“For what you did to me,” Helen whispered. “But... for what you did to others... I can't speak for the dead.” 

Isabel nodded her head.

“But if they're watching us... Trish and Eden and the rest, then they can see what you can do. You made some really bad choices.” 

Isabel found herself letting out a laugh, full of tangled emotions and self-loathing. “I did. I doubt anyone has made worse than me.”

“But you can make good ones now.” Helen pressed her forehead against Isabel's head. “I need people around me who can make good decisions. Who won't cause more problems.” 

“Only the best,” Isabel groaned. “I promise.”

“I believe you.” Helen's lips kissed Isabel's forehead.

The sobs shook Isabel's body. The tears flooded out of her. Forgiveness... Did a sweeter thing exist?


Epilogue: Twenty-Five Percent

“You are a traitor, Helen!” Dr. Maura hissed, pounding on the door of Ally's old cell. “You should be worshiping her! She's a Queen.”

Helen's stomach roiled. It horrified her. The redheaded doctor was once one of her most fervent followers, her friend and mentor. It felt like something dark and bitter had put on her skin, wearing it like a grotesque puppet. “What happened to her?”

“Ariz'ana...” Ally swallowed. “I think... I think Ariz'ana held back on what she can really do to us. She can manipulate us badly. And... And she gave Dr. Maura a full blast of it. Worse than the others.” 

Helen nodded. Her harem had come back to her, away from Ariz'ana, but Dr. Maura... Two full days since everyone's return, two days exposed to Helen's presence, and the alien still had a full grip on the Irish doctor.

It terrified Helen.

“Is there any hope?” Leann croaked. She sat at the guard post, looking haggard. She hadn't left the seat, just watched her wife through the security monitor, legs unshaven, bags drooping under her eyes.

“Dr. Catherine is working on something that... that might free her,” Helen said, her stomach twisting. “It'll free everyone.”

Ally swallowed then nodded her head. She took Helen's hand. It felt wonderful to the blonde to have her redhead's love and support. To be united once again. “The futa love has to end. People deserve to be free.”

“Ally,” Helen said and smiled. “No more being queen of your harem.”

Ally's face fell. Helen winced at the pain crossing her lover's face. Ally swallowed then said, “Well, that didn't end well. I only have Specialist Amanda and a few soldiers left while Dr. Zhao...”

Helen nodded, not wanting to think what horrific things Dr. Zhao was doing to poor Agent Felicity. The woman had helped Isabel with the bomb, but she didn't deserve to be captured by the crazed scientist and the futa-alien.

Footsteps echoed down the hallway. Dr. Catherine appeared, wearing her lab coat, her brown hair bouncing about her shoulders, her round breasts swaying, the inner slopes peeking out. She marched fast, her cock soft, her face tight. She held a syringe in her hands, resting in a case.

“Is that it?” Helen asked.

“The end of futa-love,” Dr. Catherine said. “Or so I think. I used Dr. Zhao's notes. The same gene that she enhanced to make the mind control serum can be turned off. We won't love you any longer, Helen. Or... we won't be driven to love you.” A smile crossed Dr. Catherine's lips. “I think we might still care for you.”

Helen nodded her head. “Will it free Dr. Maura?”

“Only one way to find out.” The futa-scientist glanced at the cell.

Dr. Maura's face appeared in the window, wild, like an animal, face contorted in rage. Her spittle flew, painting the thick window. She smacked the metal door hard, reverberating it like a dull bell. Helen took a deep breath.

No more harems. No more worshipful followers. No more feeling powerful.

“Will futanari still spread?” Ally asked. “Will men still be gender-swapped?”

Dr. Catherine nodded her head. “They just won't carry the love. They'll be... human. There won't be utopia.”

“Utopia can only exist backed by some form of force,” Ally said. “Plato's Republic was all about that. People being forced into specific roles. Humans just aren't meant for it, even those of us with big girl-dicks. We don't take well to being pruned, but yearn to grow free. At least us futanari will still be horny. We'll still want to share our pleasures with each other. And sex... sex brings people together. Maybe... Maybe it'll still be a better future.” 

Helen nodded and squeezed her lover's hand. “Do it, Dr. Catherine. If it works on Dr. Maura, administer it to everyone in the compound.”

“And if we don't want to be freed?” Dr. Catherine asked, her voice hesitant. “If we want to keep loving you, Helen?”

The sincerity touched Helen, her eyes misting. “I'm sorry, but Ariz'ana can twist any of us into... into Dr. Maura. We can't let that happen. We have to free everyone from her, from the other aliens. We have to make this a planet they can't ever harvest.” 

Ally nodded, her face fierce.

“Okay,” Dr. Catherine said. “We'll have to subdue her so we can inject her.”

Leann rose, her face brimming with hope.

~   ~~   ~

Agent Felicity marched with confidence through the White House, the Secret Service members flanking her. They were what she used to be: slaves to President Fierro. They didn't know that there was a Queen... An Alien Queen whom they all should worship. But they would.

The Secret Service agents, in their black suits with their guns bulging beneath their suits, halted her before the oval office, another pair of brawny agents waiting there. She couldn't see their eyes, hidden behind their RayBan sunglasses.

They didn't intimidate her. The brunette stood confident, her futa-dick hard in her loose cargo pants. She had traveled hard to reach here since being administered the treatment by Dr. Zhao two nights ago. She had a mission.

One of the Secret Service agents at the door touched his earpiece for a moment. Then he nodded and opened the door. Agent Felicity walked into the oval office. It felt a lifetime since she last entered here instead of just a few weeks. Her time with the futanari had changed her utterly. She let her eyes gaze around the room, while passing the various advisers. Everyone looked haggard, their uniforms and suits rumpled. A map on one wall was marked with the growing tide of the futa-migration. The western half of the country had fallen. Pins represented where the U.S. Forces were fighting the futanari.

The casualties were rumored to be atrocious as the unarmed futanari were massacred by the most advanced army the world has ever known.

President Fierro stood up from her desk. Even she looked worn, aged. She had touches of gray at her temples just growing in, her face lined by weight. Agent Felicity faked the look of rapture, pretending Ariz'ana stood before her.

“Madam President!” she breathed, trembling, her futa-cock brimming with delight.

“What are you doing here?” the president demanded, eyes bloodshot.

“My cover was blown during the assassination attempt,” the agent lied. “I almost got them all, but that Ariz'ana used some sort of technology to save the leadership. Some sort of shielding. I've been traveling to get back ever since. I had to return. I have the key to beating them. I know their weakness.”

A look of greed enter the president's eyes. Then she frowned. “You're a futanari. I shouldn't let you be here.”

“I'm your slave, Madam President.” Agent Felicity fell to her knees before the president. “Yours, always yours.”

“There is that group of futanari and women utterly devoted to you, Madam President,” Dr. Winthrop said, his face sallow, stains marring his shirt. “The ones who were created by Agent Felicity. In fact, with her cum, we can expand the amount of our forces immune to the futanari's domination.”

“By making them futanari?” President Fierro asked. “Speak truthfully, is that what we have to do?”

“Probably,” Dr. Winthrop said. “Do we have much choice?”

“No.” The president stood over Agent Felicity. “Are you still loyal?”

“Still loyal,” Agent Felicity said.

“Carson, give her your gun.”

“Madam President?” the Secret Service agent asked, voice tight.

“Give her your gun,” President Fierro said. “Agent Felicity, kill yourself.”

Agent Felicity thrust out her hand. Understanding blossomed in her mind as her FBI training noted both the president's body language and the relaxed way Agent Carson drew his weapon and handed it to her. If they don't trust me, they would never give me a loaded weapon. I could just execute the president. 

Agent Felicity took the gun, brought it to her forehead. She had a mission to accomplish for Ariz'ana. She had to take the risk to earn the president's trust. She pulled the trigger without hesitating. The firing pin slammed forward and hit...

Nothing

No round was chambered.

She pulled the trigger and again, the click of the weapon's dry firing echoed through the Oval Office. Whimpering, Agent Felicity gasped, “I need a loaded gun, Madam President!”

“You don't have to kill yourself,” the president said, relaxing. “You can stand up and tell me what—”

Agent Felicity acted. The loose cargo pants she wore were perfect for pulling out her cock swiftly. She tackled the president and pinned her to the floor, pushing up the woman's skirts. The Secret Service agents, relaxed into complacency, cursed and sprang at her. They were too late. The futa-agent shoved the president's panties to the side and rammed her girl-dick into the president's pussy.

Ariz'ana gave her an order. Cum as fast as possible.

Agent Felicity spread futa-love in a rapturous explosion before the brawny men hauled her off the president's body.

~   ~~   ~

Ally shivered as she waited in the hallway. Dr. Maura pulled at the restraints, strapped to the redhead's old bed. She hated being back here, even if it were such a safe place. She hated someone else having to be strapped to a bed.

She squeezed down the memories.

“Helen, Ally,” Sergeant Frita said, walking down the hallway. “There's more dead down in Houston. News is reporting three thousand futanari killed.” 

Helen closed her eyes, nodding.

“The president is also about to give a press conference. The news anchors are all talking like it's really important.”

Helen bit her lip, staring at the cell. Dr. Maura's moans quieted. It had been twenty minutes since the injection and still no sign that it worked. Maybe it won't. Dr. Catherine isn't Dr. Zhao. Helen let out a whimper. 

“The guard post can pick up the feed,” Ally said. She squeezed Helen's hand. “Okay, we can go watch the president's announcement.”

“Right, right,” Sergeant Frita nodded. She rubbed her face. “I should have thought about that.”

“And has Ariz'ana announced that I've gone missing, too?” Ally asked.

“No, but she's got a redhead with her that she claims is you. I think it's one of your soldiers. Probably recruited early enough that she spread her futa-cum far and wide.”

Ally nodded.

Sergeant Frita went to the guard post and turned the feed on. The sounds of the news anchor droning on about the fighting with the futanari made Ally swallow. Helen was right. Ariz'ana's plan would only lead to people getting killed. Yes, they spread fast, but how many innocents had died in this war?

How many more would die?

“And the president is about to speak live to the nation,” a voice said. “We're just waiting for the feed from the White House.”

“Come on, Helen,” Ally said, pulling on her hand.

“Wait,” Helen said. She pressed her face against the window. “Dr. Maura is...? She is! She's talking with Leann. She's not raving.” 

Ally pressed her face against the glass and her eyes widened. Leann was removing the restraints. Dr. Maura threw her arms around Leann, hugging her, kissing her. Tears shone on both their faces as they shared their love.

“It worked,” Helen said, her voice soft, tight.

Ally's stomach churned. Everything was about to change.

“My fellow Americans, I present the forty-fourth President of the United States,” a man said from behind them, voice hollow from the TV's cheap speakers.

“It worked,” Helen said, sounding half-dazed as Ally led her down the hallway to the TV.

“It worked,” Ally agreed, acids gurgling inside of her. “Now we need to see what the president has to say.”

Ally and Helen reached the guard station, the CNN feed on the monitor. President Fierro, looking bright and radiant, took to the podium. The Hispanic woman's hair was coiffed to perfection, her clothing immaculate. She looked strong and feminine.

“My fellow citizens,” she said. “I know we are facing dark times. The futanari led by their Alien Queen Ariz'ana have caused quite a disruption to our nation.”

“Alien... Queen?” Helen frowned.

“Just a half-hour ago, I ordered a cease-fire. Those futanari are still citizens of the United States. We shouldn't be warring with them; we should be embracing them. Ariz'ana has come in peace to usher mankind into a new level of enlightenment. To free us from the shackles of hate and bigotry. And how did we react?

“With hate and bigotry.”

“Oh, no,” groaned Ally. “Look at who's in the background. That's Agent Felicity! Ariz'ana did something to her. She... she cracked Dr. Zhao's serum and...”

“So that is why I am ordering the surrender of the United States to this new wave of enlightenment. No longer will our petty nature keep us from embracing the alien's wondrous gift. From becoming futanari!” 

Ally glanced at Helen. How could their few followers possibly challenge Ariz'ana when she had so much behind her now?

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Zhao smiled at her ultimate creation. She held up the serum. Freedom from worshiping Ariz'ana. Freedom from being controlled by anyone. It was so simple, she couldn't believe she missed it. Even Dr. Catherine could have figured it out. 

Dr. Zhao injected herself.

~   ~~   ~

Ariz'ana smiled. She closed her eyes and prepared to send her report to the Council of Millions.

Progress has been made, her thoughts didn't so much as broadcast across space, as travel the vast distance in an instant by the manipulation of quantum-entangled particles. The defects in our agents do not matter. I have taken direct control of the occupation. The initial harvest shall be small, but the humans breed fast. In a few hundred years, their population shall recover. I estimate 25% should survive and be usable in a year. 

They are just too violent a species to do it any other way than brute force.

She would gain her immortality and escape this horrid planet.

Her response came, speaking in a million voices at once:

...Proceed... 

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for Futa's Passionate Embrace! 
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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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