

Futa's Passionate Embrace

The Futanari Chronicles Vol. 6

by

Reed James


Copyright © 2018 by Reed James

All rights reserved. This book or any portion thereof may not be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the expressed written permission of the publisher except for the use of brief quotations in a book review. Published in the United States of America, 2018

All characters depicted in this work of fiction are over the age of eighteen (18).

Cover Photo © slama | Depositphotos.com 

Logo © Anton Brand | Dreamstime.com 

Naughty Ladies Publications

www.NaughtyLadiesPublications.com 

If you liked what you read, you can sign up for Reed James's newsletter. Every subscriber gets two FREE erotica ebooks as well as updates on new releases, coupons, sells, and upcoming projects. Your contact information will not be shared with anyone!

Like Reed on Facebook and follow him on Twitter @NLPublications!

Check out Reed James's Catalog of steamy erotica on Amazon.

Reviews at the retailer are appreciated. Honest feedback is very important to Reed.


Table of Contents

Futa's Passionate Embrace 

Naughty Excerpt from “Futa's Passionate Embrace” 

Prologue: Presidential Findings 

Chapter One: Support Futa Style 

Chapter Two: Lingering Scars 

Chapter Three: Presidential Passion 

Chapter Four: Love's End 

Chapter Five: Ariz'ana's Shortcut 

Chapter Six: Isabel's Passion 

Chapter Seven: Collecting Jizz 

Chapter Eight: Atomized Cum 

Chapter Nine: Choice 

Chapter Ten: Radical Medical Procedure 

Chapter Eleven: Nervous Distractions 

Chapter Twelve: Infiltration 

Chapter Thirteen: Fallen Eagle 

Chapter Fourteen: Going South 

Chapter Fifteen: Flight 

Chapter Sixteen: Plans for Tomorrow 

Chapter Seventeen: Landing 

Chapter Eighteen: Mistake 

Chapter Nineteen: Thirty Minutes 

Chapter Twenty: Losing the Initiative 

Chapter Twenty-One: Contact 

Chapter Twenty-Two: 13-L 

Chapter Twenty-Three: Multiple Mistresses 

Chapter Twenty-Four: Choice 

Chapter Twenty-Five: Broken Shackles 

Chapter Twenty-Six: Contact 

Chapter Twenty-Seven: Fading Scars 

Epilogue: Passion 


Naughty Excerpt from “Futa's Passionate Embrace”

Helen squirmed as Ally worked those big, lush tits up and down her dick. The redheaded futanari pressed her hands tight into her big boobs, sandwiching Helen's futa-cock between them. Pleasure spilled down her shaft to her juicy pussy.

“Oooh, yes, yes, that's what I need,” Helen said, letting all her cares and woes melt away beneath the swelling euphoria building in her pussy. “Just work those big titties up and down my dick.”

“Mmm, yes,” Ally purred, her green eyes staring up at Helen. “You just relax and drench us in your cum.”

“Love doing that,” Helen said.

It was so wonderful for all their fighting over the future of the futanari to be over. They were united in purpose once more. It filled Helen with such joy. Her hips squirmed, her butt-cheeks rubbing against the table, buffing it as her juices leaked down and stained it. She liked the sight of the growing puddle of excitement.

It matched the growing pleasure swelling in her pussy. That wondrous delight that would fill her up and leave her gasping and moaning. Her hips wiggled. Such pleasure burned through her nerves. She flexed her toes. Whimpers rose from her throat, feeling so amazing.

Ally's breasts felt so good to Helen. They pumped up and down her dick, the silky plumpness massaging her. It made her ovaries grow tighter and tighter, both brimming with a huge load of girl-cum to spurt out of her.

“I'm going to drench your face and your boobies with my jizz, Ally!” Helen moaned.

“Yes, yes, yes,” groaned Ally, working those tits faster. “I want that. Just explode all over me!”

“Keep doing that, and I will!” Helen groaned. She leaned back on the security table, pressing into the monitors. Her hand landed on the keyboard.

The computer beeped angrily at her.

She didn't care. She just shoved the keyboard to the side and wiggled, buffing her pussy cream into the table's surface with her butt-cheeks. Her toes curled. The heat swelled in her pussy and reached up her cock to the very tip.

Her futa-dick throbbed. Ached.

She had to explode. She had to release all this pressure building up inside of her all across Ally's face and tits. The futanari let out another whimper of delight. Her legs kicked. The table creaked beneath them.

To find out what happens next, read on!


Prologue: Presidential Findings

Dr. Roland Winthrop, scientific adviser to the President, former director of Project STARFALL, and adopted father to the futanari Ally trembled as he sat in the oval office watching President Fierro deliver her speech. Everything had changed in the last hour. The war with the futanari was over. Dr. Roland Winthrop saw the hole in his original plan he gave the president. He assumed nothing could defeat the serum that he and every other person in close proximity to the president was under. It was the only way to keep the futanari cum from changing a person's mind once exposed to them. Their semen rewrote DNA like a retrovirus, manipulating the person exposed into loving the futanari. It overrode all other loyalties.

When they sent Agent Felicity Britton to spy on the futanari, they knew she would be exposed to their cum. That she would become a pawn of Helen Hawthorn or Ally. So they inoculated her against it, put her under the president's control. When Agent Britton showed back up today claiming to have the keys to defeating the new threat, the aliens who sent the futanari to Earth, President Fierro had to meet with Agent Britton.

“She won't be able to harm you,” Dr. Winthrop had told the president an hour ago, his voice calm. “That's how the serum works. She's devoted to you, Madam President.” Just like me, the scientist wanted to add as he stared at the Latina president, the first Hispanic leader of the free world. He ached to fall to his knees and worship her body in any way. He would do anything for her. “You can even test her.” 

“How?” the President asked, so beautiful despite the bags drooping beneath her eyes. The futanari were swarming across the Western United States, spilling into Texas and the Midwest now. Violence was breaking out as local militias fought to protect themselves while the U.S. armed forces were regrouping for another assault.

A risky process considering they could be exposed to futa-cum. That had happened at Portland.

“Give her a gun and order her to kill herself,” Dr. Winthrop said, the solution coming to him. He'd seen Dr. Zhao's work back at Project STARFALL, before the Chinese woman fell under Ally's influence. She had developed the serum and successfully used it to order a test subject, a drug addict kidnapped by special forces, to kill himself.

The man hadn't hesitated.

“That won't work,” President Fierro said. “I need the information she has. If she can truly bring this madness to an end...”

“Give her an empty gun. She just has to think it was loaded.”

President Fierro had. And without hesitation, Agent Britton put the gun to her forehead. The brunette futanari stared the president in the eyes and pulled the trigger again and again and again. The gun dry fired, clicking with each pull.

Everyone had relaxed. The secret service agents had backed off. Agent Britton was still clearly under the serum, still devoted to President Fierro above all others. She proved it by being willing to kill herself at the command of the amazing woman.

It was a ruse.

In a blink of an eye, Agent Britton was on the President. She rammed her girl-dick into President Fierro's pussy and came in her before the first secret service agent ripped the futanari off of their leader. But it was too late. President Fierro was exposed. She loved Agent Britton.

And Dr. Winthrop and the rest served the President.

“So that is why I am ordering the surrender of the United States to this new wave of enlightenment,” President Fierro said, speaking in the White House press room an hour after her transformation. She was on the TV set up in the Oval Office. “No longer will our petty nature keep us from embracing the alien's wondrous gift. From becoming futanari!” 

Dr. Winthrop shook his head. It was over. The futanari had won. He had sacrificed his free will to his President to stop this and... and she had made a new decision. She couldn't be wrong. This was a good choice she made. Surrendering to the futanari must be correct. The world would heal now. Everything would be better.

Maybe I can even see Ally and hug her once more. He loved the futanari like his own daughter. He could still remember her pod opening and revealing her, a tiny infant, pink and crying, in need of love and support. 

A weapon sent by an alien race, by Ariz'ana, to conquer the planet through seduction instead of force. General Lewis, dead after his own failed attempt to contain the futanari, always claimed she was a threat.

He was right, and he was wrong. She's a threat to the old way of doing things. Only now a new way would come about. A better way.

“Yes, yes, you did amazing,” Agent Britton said as she and the President entered the Oval Office.

Dr. Winthrop bounced to his feet along with her other advisers. He felt like a schoolboy before the hot teacher, eager to do anything she wanted and jealous of any attention she gave to the other boys in the class.

“You think so?” the President asked, pressing her body up against Agent Britton. “My speech set the right tone?”

“Yes, yes, Ariz'ana will be so happy.” A smile crossed the futa-agent's face. “Mmm, she'll shower us both in her futa-cum when we see her.”

“Ooh, that sounds wonderful,” the President gushed, sounding so much younger than a woman in her late thirties should.

“Now you just need to pick one to enjoy,” Agent Britton said. “We'll make you into a proper futanari and have so much fun together.”

“Yes!”

Dr. Winthrop and the other men in the room all quivered in excitement as the President swept her gaze around them. They were all men in their middle years who'd risen through either the bureaucracy of the various federal agencies or through the military.

“Mmm, Dr. Winthrop's in actual good shape,” she said to the futa-agent. Then the President turned to the scientist. “You like to run, yes?”

“Hike, Madam President,” Dr. Winthrop groaned, ecstasy brimming through him as she walked to him. It was so hard to think around her. His thoughts sought to melt away into submissive bliss, but she had commanded him to always be using his intellect to help her.

“Mmm, yes, yes, strip,” she ordered even as her hands went to the buttons of her blazer.

Dr. Winthrop didn't need to be told twice. Despite being in his fifties, and his hair clearly dyed a shade of brown too vibrant to be natural. He was a fit man. His body, still lean with muscle, didn't have the paunch of the other men in the room. His skin had a ruddy complexion from the time he spent outdoors. Even during this crisis, he was allowed to have his free time to exercise. The President wanted him in good shape.

President Emilana Fierro had light-brown skin, a lovely shade that lent to the exotic air about her. She slipped out of her blazer, her round breasts shown off by the mauve, silk blouse she wore beneath, her nipples poking at the fabric. She deftly undid those buttons. A soft-gray bra cupped her tits, obscuring them from Dr. Roland's view.

In moments, she slipped her bra off. Her tits still had perkiness about them, round, her nipples dark-brown and so suckable. As Dr. Winthrop fumbled to take off his slacks, he ached to worship that nub. To suck on it.

He groaned when her skirt came off, her shapely legs clad in dark pantyhose, her gray panties bleeding through the dark nylons. His cock tented his boxers and sprang out when he yanked those down next, mirroring the President peeling down her panties and pantyhose in one go.

“Madam President,” Dr. Winthrop groaned as her black bush came into view. She had changed after being fucked by Agent Britton, but the white futa-cum still clung to her pubic hair, matted down by her panties. “Oh, yes, I'll worship you.”

“Stretch out on my desk,” the President moaned. “It's time that I got to fool around in here.” 

“Mmm, yes, yes, every president should,” Agent Britton moaned, her own futa-cock tenting her dark pencil skirt. She hiked it up, letting her massive cock spill out.

The scientist mounted the Resolute Desk, a gift from Queen Victoria to the United States. It was made from wood of the HMS Resolute after returning from its mission to Antarctica. He could feel the history beneath him as his eyes locked on his naked President as she advanced. Her tits swayed. She reached up and unpinned her black hair from her matronly bun. More years melted from her as she shook her head. She looked barely in her thirties now, a beautiful woman in her sensuous prime hungry for cock.

My cock, he thought, a giddy rush spilling through him. 

The President mounted the desk. She grasped his cock, so much smaller than a futanari's. She brought it to her juicy pussy, rubbed it against her burning flesh. The scientist groaned. Euphoria surged through him.

This is really happening, he thought moments before she impaled herself down on his cock. 

He groaned at the silky heat which engulfed him. The president was so wet, so juicy about him. Her back arched, her tits quivering before her as she let out a throaty moan of rapture. Pleasure crossed her face as she undulated her hips.

“Madam President!” he groaned as she rose up him, her pussy clenching around him.

It had been years since the last time Dr. Winthrop had sex. And now it was with the woman he worshiped, the woman who owned his soul. The excitement surged down his dick to his balls. Like a young boy experiencing his first taste of cunt, he erupted as she slid down his cock.

“I'm so sorry!” he groaned as his cum surged into her pussy.

“No, no, I needed your cum!” she gasped, her back arching.

Dr. Winthrop knew what would happen next. Dr. Zhao's experiments had revealed the extent futa-cum genetically altered people. As his seed spurted into her body and triggered her dormant genes, different genes awakened in him. The changes rippled through his body. It swept through him, rewriting his cells at the most basic of levels. Rapid stem cell growth was stimulated while simultaneously apoptosis, programmed cell death, was triggered for other body parts, to be reabsorbed to provide the material for his changing body shape.

In short, Dr. Roland went from being a man to being a woman.

His cock shrank out of the President's pussy. His balls retracted up inside of him to become ovaries. He groaned, his voice growing higher and higher in pitch. He felt his face shifting, melding, becoming feminine. His hair sprouted and...

Breasts grew.

Dr. Roland's cock vanished and her pussy opened. She let out a whimpering moan as her shoulders narrowed. Her breasts expanded into a pair of ripe mounds topped by soft-pink nipples. They were hard and aching. Her pussy was wet and quivering. She licked her lips as the change ended, staring down her curvy body to the President's crotch.

The gender-swapped scientist's gaze rested on the President's groin going through its own transformation. It swelled and throbbed, her reward for gender-swapping a man. She became a futanari, her new girl-dick thrusting brown over Dr. Winthrop's belly. The new woman licked her lips, whimpering in delight, hungry for a taste of futa-passion.

“Madam President!” groaned Dr. Winthrop, such joy in her eyes. “I'm so happy to change you!”

The first Futa-President of the United States smiled as she stroked her new clit-dick.


Chapter One: Support Futa Style

The president's announcement left Helen dazed. She shook her head as she stood at the security desk in the bowels of Project STARFALL's abandoned facility. She could feel the weight of the concrete ceiling and thousand or more feet of earth above her head pressing down on her. She blinked her eyes as the feed from CNN cut back to an equally stunned news anchor.

“Well, you have heard it there, folks,” the anchor said. “The President of the United States has changed our country's stance on the futanari... situation.”

“Fuck me,” Ally said and turned off the TV, her red hair sweeping about her shoulders as she shook her head. The busty futanari, one of the two original who were sent down from space to change the human species forever, spat on the screen. “Now Ariz'ana has the entire U.S. government on her side. Great.” 

Helen nodded her head. The slender futanari pushed up her glasses perched on her nose. Her braid of blonde hair swept down her naked back, the end just tickling the curve of her rump. She bit her lip, her heart hammering from the news. It was shocking. It changed everything.

And just when we had a breakthrough on ending futa-love, too, Helen thought. 

Everything had gone crazy for the futanari in the last weeks. Helen always thought that she and Ally were sent to Earth to improve the human race. To end their violence by inducting them all beneath the banner of futa-love. Who could harm another when such a positive emotion dominated?

And then Ariz'ana arrived.

The purple-skinned, twin-dick alien came proclaiming that she loved Helen and Ally, that she was here to help them on their mission, but Helen sensed something off about the alien. Her face felt... rubbery, like she wore a mask mimicking the emotions she espoused. When Helen heard Ariz'ana's ideas to spread the futa-love, Helen objected to how risky they were. The aggressiveness of Ariz'ana's strategies would only antagonize normal humans and force them to fight back.

So many had died. Despite the president's announcement, the fighting wouldn't stop. Humans were afraid of the futanari now. They were lashing out as millions of them swarmed across the country, converting more and more people, inducting them into futa-love.

Once the entire planet was converted, the aliens would have a docile population of futanari to turn into milking cows. There was something in all the futanari's semen, some protein, that was the key to immortality. So for Ariz'ana's race to keep extending their lives, they needed an ever-increasing supply of futanari planets to harvest.

Earth was next. Helen and Ally planned on stopping it.

“We need privacy,” Ally said to the other futanari around them. “We have things to talk about.”

Helen nodded. “Yes, yes, please, we'll be with you soon.”

“Okay, Helen,” Sergeant Frita said. The older woman, looking more like a supermodel than a Delta Force soldier, nodded her head. She was one of the guards of this facility before Helen and her futanari attacked it to rescue Ally a few months back. They gender-swapped and made futanari out of as many of the special forces soldiers they could, forming the core of their military.

Will Sergeant Frita still follow us once we free her from the futa-love? Helen wondered.  

“It'll be okay, Helen,” Rhonda, the head cheerleader, said. Only four of her squadmates had survived the disastrous assassination attempt on Ariz'ana a week ago. Rhonda and her girls were some of the first women Helen had inducted into her harem, back in that fun time when she was reveling in her futa-cock and what it could do.

Back when Trish and Eden were alive. And Moira and Professor Little and... She cut off thinking about the dead. She needed to be strong right now. 

Deputy Svetlana, a blonde cop from Yakima, gave Helen's shoulder a squeeze before she filed out with the others. In moments, Helen and Ally were mostly alone save for the moans coming from the cell as Dr. Maura and Leann celebrated their reunion.

At least one good thing happened tonight, Helen thought, glancing at the cell.  

Helen bit her lip.

“Doubts?” Ally asked.

“Always,” Helen said, turning to her lover, staring into Ally's green eyes. “Maybe we shouldn't end futa-love. I mean, we have soldiers here. Your Specialist Amanda, my Double D girls. They swore oaths to the United States, not to us. When they don't love us any longer—”

“They'll still love us!” Ally said, her voice fierce. “How couldn't they?” She gave a wicked grin. “I mean, have you looked at my tits?”

“Ally,” Helen groaned, shaking her head. “You don't know that. They'll be free of those emotions we generate in them. They'll be thinking clearly. They might not be happy with us.”

Ally folded her arms beneath her large tits and raised her eyebrow. “And, what, do you think they'll hand us over to the futanari who just took over the Untied States?”

“Well...” Helen said, swallowing.

“That's right, they won't,” Ally said, her hands going to Helen's hips, the fingers delicate, sending a tingle rushing through her body. It made her shift her hips from side to side, a heat building inside of Helen's pussy.

Her cock throbbed. Being a futanari meant she was always horny. It didn't take much to make her dick grow erect. It swelled before her with the beat of her heart while her blonde bush absorbed the flood of juices leaking out of her.

Her erect cock brushed Ally's swelling futa-girth. A tingle ran through Helen at the touch. She bit her lip. “You're right,” Helen agreed. “They won't hand us over, but that doesn't mean they'll help.”

“They will all help,” Ally said, pulling Helen closer. Their cocks slid past each other until they nuzzled at the other's pubic mound, Helen's tip drinking in the feel of Ally's shaved pubic mound. “They will all want to see Ariz'ana defeated. No matter what. Besides, we have to do this. What choice do we have? The new serum works.”

Helen glanced down the hallway to the cell that Ally once lived in for nineteen years. In there, Dr. Maura and Leann were making love. Dr. Maura wasn't under Ariz'ana's domination any longer. The futa-alien had twisted the poor doctor, overwhelming her with a love that was far, far stronger than what Helen or Ally exuded.

A love that Dr. Catherine, a scientist from Project STARFALL, had ended with her new serum. With it, everyone would just be normal. They'd still be futanari, still be horny dickgirls, but they wouldn't have this bubbling, joyful delight in them that made them want to willingly follow anything Helen or Ally ordered.

“Yes, we have to do this,” Helen sighed. Ariz'ana was at the top of the pyramid. Anyone exposed to futa-cum would love her more than the others. When Helen's forces clashed with Ally's after the failed assassination attempt, Helen lost most of her forces to this oversight.

So long as futanari loved the futa-alien, they couldn't trust anyone. If Dr. Maura, one of those closest to Helen, could be turned, anyone could.

“I know what you need,” Ally said, her breasts brushing Helen's. “You need a little pick-me-up.”

Helen arched her eyebrows while a naughty rush rippled through her body. “And what did you have in mind?”

“Well...” Ally put on a coy smile, her green eyes twinkling in a way that made Helen's heart beat so fast. She could feel snatches of her lover's emotions through the telepathic bond they shared. A naughty surge of lust shot through the redheaded futanari. “I have these big boobs.”

“Mmm, you do,” Helen said, grabbing them and squeezing them, loving their pillowy softness.

“And you have that hard cock,” Ally added.

“Ooh, are you proposing a titty fuck?” Helen asked, arching her eyebrow.

“Maybe,” Ally said, her voice a sensuous purr. “Mmm, my big tits sliding up and down your hard cock. Doesn't that sound... nice?”

“Mmm, yes, it does,” Helen said, a smile playing on her lips. She squeezed those big, lush breasts, her fingers digging in deep. “That might make me feel so much better.”

“And once you're feeling better, we can think of a plan,” Ally said. “You know how inspiring I will look drenched in your futa-cum.”

“So inspiring,” Helen moaned, her pussy clenching. The blonde licked her lips. “Mmm, I can't say no to you.”

“No one can say no to a titty fuck from my magnificent breasts!”

Helen squeezed her futa-lover's breasts one last time. “Mmm, they are magnificent.” Then she sprang away from Ally, her futa-dick bouncing in her wake. She sat down on the edge of the table, her small breasts, the opposite of Ally's heavy mounds, jiggling. She spread her legs, her pussy lips parting and flashing pink at Ally. “Well, here's my cock. Come and inspire me.”

“Ooh, I'll inspire you to spill so much cum on my tits,” Ally purred, cupping her big boobs.

“Promises,” Helen said, waving a finger before her, her futa-dick twitching as it thrust out of the folds of her pussy right where her clit would be on a normal woman.

Ally knelt before Helen and spilled those lush breasts around the blonde futanari's throbbing girl-dick. Helen's nose wiggled, shifting her glasses. Then she groaned as Ally slid her tits up and down the shaft, the redheaded futanari's nipples rubbing into Helen's stomach. Twin hard points that added a teasing, ticklish delight to the pleasure engulfing the spongy crown of her girl-dick.

Helen squirmed as Ally worked those big, lush tits up and down her dick. The redheaded futanari pressed her hands tight into her big boobs, sandwiching Helen's futa-cock between them. Pleasure spilled down her shaft to her juicy pussy.

“Oooh, yes, yes, that's what I need,” Helen said, letting all her cares and woes melt away beneath the swelling euphoria building in her pussy. “Just work those big titties up and down my dick.”

“Mmm, yes,” Ally purred, her green eyes staring up at Helen. “You just relax and drench us in your cum.”

“Love doing that,” Helen said.

It was so wonderful for all their fighting over the future of the futanari to be over. They were united in purpose once more. It filled Helen with such joy. Her hips squirmed, her butt-cheeks rubbing against the table, buffing it as her juices leaked down and stained it. She liked the sight of the growing puddle of excitement.

It matched the growing pleasure swelling in her pussy. That wondrous delight that would fill her up and leave her gasping and moaning. Her hips wiggled. Such pleasure burned through her nerves. She flexed her toes. Whimpers rose from her throat, feeling so amazing.

Ally's breasts felt so good to Helen. They pumped up and down her dick, the silky plumpness massaging her. It made her ovaries grow tighter and tighter, both brimming with a huge load of girl-cum to spurt out of her.

“I'm going to drench your face and your boobies with my jizz, Ally!” Helen moaned.

“Yes, yes, yes,” groaned Ally, working those tits faster. “I want that. Just explode all over me!”

“Keep doing that, and I will!” Helen groaned. She leaned back on the security table, pressing into the monitors. Her hand landed on the keyboard.

The computer beeped angrily at her.

She didn't care. She just shoved the keyboard to the side and wiggled, buffing her pussy cream into the table's surface with her butt-cheeks. Her toes curled. The heat swelled in her pussy and reached up her cock to the very tip.

Her futa-dick throbbed. Ached.

She had to explode. She had to release all this pressure building up inside of her all across Ally's face and tits. The futanari let out another whimper of delight. Her legs kicked. The table creaked beneath them.

“Ally!” Helen whimpered.

“Do it!” Ally hissed, now looking down at Helen's cock, her hot breath washing across the blonde futanari's sensitive crown. “Cum on my face!”

Ally slid her boobs down Helen's shaft, caressing her futa-dick. Then Ally worked them back up. That pillowy flesh reached the sensitive tip, caressing that pink, spongy crown. Pleasure electrified down her cock, a current of passion that arched to her two ovaries.

They activated.

Cum spurted out of Helen's dick. The frothy futa-jizz splattered Ally's face. Helen couldn't see where she hit her lover, but she heard Ally's moan of delight. Helen bucked with each blast, jolts of lightning zapping her brain with ecstasy while pulsing charges of rapture rippled out of her spasming pussy.

“Ally! You're so wonderful!” moaned Helen. “You're just the best! I love you!”

Ally lifted her head, her face splattered with pearly jism. It ran down her features, to her plump lips. Her green eyes, almost glowing with a frenzied lust, locked onto Helen's blue depths. A grin spread on Ally's lips.

“I love you so much!” Ally gasped as a hot jet of cum fired up between them. It hung in the air for a moment before splattering on Helen's small tits.

Ally chased after the erupting spunk. Her tongue lapped at the jizz spilled across Helen's little breasts. The blonde futanari shuddered; the last few blasts of cum, little spurts of ecstasy that had her quivering, flooded out of her. She squirmed, savoring the hot feel of Ally's wet tongue gathering up all the spilled jizz across her body.

“Mmm, that's so good,” groaned Ally, her voice thick with excitement. “Ooh, I love it, Helen. It's just the best.”

“Yeah,” Helen groaned then gasped as Ally engulfed a cum-soaked nipple with her mouth, sucking hard on it. “You're amazing, Ally.”

~   ~~   ~

Helen's words made Ally's heart burst for joy. She moaned about her futa-lover's nipple, sucking off the last of the salty treat. Her futa-dick throbbed. Pussy juices flooded down her thighs while more of Helen's wonderful jizz coated Ally's big tits still pressed around the blonde futanari's twitching girl-dick.

“Ally,” Helen sighed again.

Ally shivered and then moved, crawling up onto her lover's lap, their girl-dicks rubbing together. A big grin spread the redhead's lips as she gazed into her lover's blue eyes. She studied them, looking for any worry.

It lurked deep in there. She could feel it brimming beneath the current of lust.

“It's going to be okay, Helen,” Ally repeated again. She pulled her lover's face down towards her cum-coated tits. Ally licked her lips, gathering more jizz before saying, “You have to believe that. We're going to beat Ariz'ana. We have the key. If people stop loving her, she'll lose all the power.”

“And those who sent her?”

“We'll deal with that when we have to,” Ally said. “One thing at a time. Okay?”

“Okay,” Helen said, her voice tight. Then her tongue licked across Ally's ample breast, cleaning up Helen's own futa-cum. It made the redhead shudder as her lover lapped up the spunk on her way towards Ally's aching nipple.

“Mmm, Helen, yes, yes, everything will be fine. You'll see.”

Ally believed it with all her heart. Helen was a miracle. She somehow broke free of Ariz'ana's love and inspired Ally to do the same. Without Helen's doubts, Ally would have helped Ariz'ana enslave the entire human race. She would have gleefully participated in plans that would have killed so many people to accomplish the bleak future of millions and millions of human futanari forever milked for their jizz.

Helen would find a way to defeat Ariz'ana. Ally just had to support the futanari she loved, remind her that she was amazing, and shower her with all the affection she could.

Ally stroked Helen's blonde braid. She shivered as Helen reached her nipple, sucking on the fat nub. A sensuous tingle rippled through Ally. She wiggled her hips, her pussy growing hotter and hotter, her girl-dick throbbing against Helen.

“Ooh, you are just stupendous,” Ally breathed. “Just amazing, Helen. I love that about you. So loving. So honest. So delicious. Mmm, yes, and so hard.”

Helen's mouth popped off Ally's nipple. “So are you.”

“Ooh, yes, but I'm also so wet,” Ally said, rising on her hips, sliding her girl-dick's tip up Helen's torso. “I need you in me. I want your cum filling me.”

“And you want to coat me in jizz?” Helen asked, a girlish playfulness to her tone.

“Of course! It's my turn.” Ally's hand shot between them and grasped Helen's futa-dick. She guided the throbbing shaft to her own pussy, rubbing it on her shaved folds. “Mmm, I'm going to coat you in so much jizz!”

“You're amazing, Ally,” Helen said.

Ally shuddered. Then she impaled herself down Helen's girl-dick.

The redheaded futanari's green eyes widened at the delicious thrill. She never grew tired of impaling herself on Helen's shaft. It always felt so wondrous. Pleasure spilled through her as her silky flesh gripped the dick. Her futa-cock throbbed against Helen's stomach.

Her hips swiveled as she worked her pussy up and down Helen's girl-dick, drinking in the friction. Delight flowed through her body. Her breasts jiggled, brushing Helen's face. The blonde nuzzled between those big titties, licking and lapping up her own cum.

“Ooh, Ally, yes,” Helen groaned, her hands grabbing Ally's rump, fingers digging hard into flesh. “Just keep doing that. Keep riding me. Mmm, that's so hot.”

“So hot,” Ally groaned in agreement, her head thrown back, her hips swiveling in slow circles. “Oh, yes, yes, yes, that's delicious, Helen. Ooh, you're making me feel amazing. So wonderful. I'm going to cum so hard.”

“Mmm, good,” Helen moaned then engulfed Ally's nipple.

The hard suckles from Helen sent delight shooting through Ally right down to her pussy. Her flesh clenched about Helen's girl-dick. Pleasure shot to the tip of Ally's futa-cock. It throbbed against her lover's flesh, smearing precum against Helen's silky skin.

That only spurred Ally to ride Helen faster and faster, to build the eruption of futa-cum as swiftly as possible. It animated her. She swiveled her hips, working her snatch around Helen's thick shaft. The silky friction sent waves of heat through Ally.

The redhead moaned in delight.

Her nipple throbbed in Helen's hungry mouth.

Her girl-dick twitched.

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes,” whimpered Ally. “Oh, Helen, you are amazing. I'm going to cum so hard.”

Helen answered by sucking harder, her fingers digging into Ally's rump.

“Naughty futanari! You want to be coated in my spunk!”

Helen nibbled on Ally's nipple.

Pleasure surged through Ally. She squeezed her pussy down tight about Helen's girl-dick while slamming down the girth. Ally bottomed out on her lover. The heat shot straight to her ovaries. She gasped out her rapture.

Erupted.

Hot futa-cum spurted between their bodies, jetting up Helen's torso to paint her breasts. Other drops splattered Ally's stomach as she writhed and shuddered. Her hips shifted from side to side. Her fiery hair danced about her shoulders as she gasped out the rapture at the top of her lungs.

It surged out of her. It filled the air. She loved the sounds Helen made too, those panting moans of bliss. Ally's pussy writhed and convulsed about that amazing girl-dick. It sent such fluttering joy through her to experience.

It left her gasping and shivering.

Her eyes fluttered.

Her moans sang out through the room. They ricocheted back and forth through the security hall. The rush of pleasure surged through Ally. It drowned her mind. Helen's moans joined her a moment later. The blonde's fingers bit in on Ally's rump.

Hot cum fired into the redhead's pussy.

“Ally!” whimpered Helen, her mouth popping off the redhead's nipple. “Ooh, yes, yes, yes! Your pussy!”

“I know, it's incredible!” Ally stared down at her lover. “I want to unite our thoughts with you, but...”

“But Ariz'ana!” Helen howled, her blue eyes so wide, her futa-cock pumping Ally's pussy full of spunk.

They were connected with telepathy. And while it didn't allow Ariz'ana to pinpoint it, she could monitor it, even interact with them during this state. They didn't want her taunting them or gleaning any information from their minds just in case.

So Ally resisted the urge to melt into Helen with every bit of her and just enjoyed their physical union. The pleasure peaked in her mind. She floated for a moment, free of all her cares, just reveling in the pleasure.

Joy burned in Ally until reality snuffed it out.


Chapter Two: Lingering Scars

Dr. Maura Roy shivered in delight as her futa-wife's cum pumped into her pussy. The pleasure melted through her mind. Her own girl-dick erupted, cum firing between their bodies pressed tight, Maura's big breasts squeezed against Leann's smaller tits.

Their lips met in a hot kiss. Maura squeezed her wife's ass, reveling beneath her. Her thoughts were clear. The injection Dr. Catherine gave her had banished away the obsessive love she felt for Ariz'ana. It drove out the burning need to do anything the futa-alien wanted. She no longer had to make Ariz'ana happy.

But it didn't take away the memories of the last week being Ariz'ana's slave.

The whippings.

The degrading speech.

The euphoric rush she felt when Ariz'ana told her she could finally be useful by being executed unless Helen turned herself in. Maura could remember that moment, how she even longed to die because it would make her Alien Queen so happy.

I would finally stop being useless, Maura thought. 

Her body shuddered beneath her wife. All the sniveling words she said, the week spent agreeing with Ariz'ana that she was a filthy, disgusting human futanari burst in her mind. She was a loathsome thing only good for being spanked, for being fucked, and for being executed. Those bitter memories crashed through her, engulfing the pleasure and joy of her reunion with her futa-wife.

She shook beneath Leann, breaking the kiss. Tears burned in her eyes as her throat grew tight.

Leann frowned. She lifted her face, her brown eyes studying Maura's, her forehead furrowing. Short, black hair fell about her pixyish face twisting into concern. “Maura?”

“D-don't look at me,” Maura gasped, the sobs taking over. She wrenched her head away to stare at the cinder block wall of the cell she spent the few days in raving.

“You're all traitors!” she remembered herself howling. “You're ungrateful bitches! You need to crawl back to your Queen and beg for her mercy! All of you! You're disgusting! Filthy!” 

I'm disgusting, thought Maura. Filthy. 

“What's wrong?” Leann asked, her voice so gentle, so full of her love. “Maura?”

The Irish futanari shook her head, her red hair spilling over her cheeks as another ragged sob burst from her lips. Her tears came next, spilling over her right cheek and soaking into the pillow. Her pussy clenched around Leann's girl-dick.

“I... I did things...” Maura shuddered as Leann's arms tightened about her. “I said things. To you... To Helen.”

She didn't... love Helen anymore. Not like she used to. She was still fond of the futanari, still remembered the year she spent as Helen's doctor, hiding the girl's secret through Helen's freshman year attending the University of Puget Sound. At the time, Maura worked as the school's chief doctor and ran the campus clinic. When Maura was exposed to Helen's futa-cum and fell in love with her patient, it had changed her world.

And that made the memory of the words she spoke recently somehow worse. Because when she spoke them, deep inside of her, there was a part of her that did love Helen. That still loved Leann. And despite that, she had said she despised them, didn't need them. Called them traitors.

She let Ariz'ana prove just how worthless she was.

“N-no one else was so d-devoted to Ariz'ana as me,” sobbed the crying futa-doctor.

“No one else was so dominated by Ariz'ana as you were,” Leann said. “She did it on purpose. You were the closest to Helen out of all those she captured. She knew it. Look what she made you do.”

“I... I begged her to kill me. Because... Then I would be useful.” Maura looked up at her wife. “What sort of terrible person does that?”

“Someone that wasn't in full control of her actions,” Leann said. “Someone tricked by that foul bitch.”

“I'm foul,” Maura said, her ass clenching. The bruises hadn't entirely faded from the many spankings and cock-whippings Ariz'ana had delivered. “I'm such a dirty, disgusting thing.”

“Then why do I love you?” Leann demanded, anger in her voice, in her eyes. “Huh? Why do I still love you?”

“B-Because you're... you're still under the futa-love. You're not free. The moment you are, you'll hate me.”

“How could I hate my wife?” Leann demanded. “Do you think I'll be mad that you gender-swapped me? Do you think I want to go back to being a man? I love my futa-cock. I love having a pussy. It's so much pleasure. Do you want to go back to being a woman?”

Maura frowned. Her futa-dick twitched between them. “No.”

“So you have nothing to be ashamed of. I know it wasn't you saying those words.” Leann pressed her head against Maura's forehead. “You're still that lass I saw in the pub who captured my heart. Still just as beautiful.”

Maura shivered. In her memories now, Leann was a woman, her mind rewriting their lives somehow. She could remember that moment of connection, the way two souls found each other at a glance across a busy pub. The gorgeous GI who swept her off her feet and carried her back to her new life in America, far from her home in Ireland.

“Nothing will ever change how I feel about you, Maura,” Leann said. “Okay?”

Maura sniffed. She nodded her head. “Okay.”

But a part of her didn't believe it. Not really. Leann wasn't herself, not fully. She loved Helen and every other member of the blonde's harem. It wasn't the same passion Maura and Leann shared, that true love, but it was a form of it. A type of affection. Would Leann be as... consistent without it?

Will she realize just how loathsome I am, thought Maura. How disgusting? 

“I love you, Maura.”

She pushed a smile on her lips. “I love you, too, Leann.”

“We're back together, and Ariz'ana is never going to hurt you again.” Leann said it with such fierce anger. “She'll pay for hurting you. I swear it.” 

A vicious thrill surged through Maura for a moment. A petty part of her wanted that. “Thank you.”

Leann gave her such a dazzling smile before she slipped down Maura's body, tits dragging off Maura's big boobs, cock sliding out of Maura's cum-filled pussy. She whimpered at the tingling delight of their pressed flesh.

Then gasped as Leann's hot tongue lapped up her breast, gathering up her own pearly spunk she just fired. She tingled, her cock throbbing against her belly, hard and warm. It made her feel sexy for a moment, drowning out the shame of her behavior.

“Leann,” she purred as her wife came closer and closer to the cum smeared around her soft-pink areola. Her nipple quivered. “Ooh, what did I do to deserve you?”

“By just being my Irish lass,” Leann answered. “Nothing else I need.”

Her tongue swiped around Maura's nipple, just grazing the edge of her areola. It sent a tingle racing through the Irish futanari. She let out a moan as her body shivered. Leann's tongue slid around the circumference of her wide areola, Leann's lips just brushing across the top of her nipple. A tingle raced down to her aching girl-dick.

“I missed this so much,” Maura said.

“Mmm, just enjoy,” Leann purred, her tongue spiraling in and engulfing Maura's nipple.

The futa-doctor groaned. Her cock twitching. This momentary joy was wonderful. She could forget about Ariz'ana for a few minutes longer. She could writhe in passion with her futa-wife. The ache swelled and swelled at the tip of her girl-dick.

“I'm going to make you explode,” Leann said, squeezing both Maura's boobs, smearing pearly futa-cum into her fair skin. “I'm going to give you so much bliss. You're back. I was so scared for you. So frightened.”

“I'm back,” Maura said. Mostly. 

“Mmm, I need to take this cock for a ride,” Leann said. “My pussy has missed your girth so much. Ooh, it's been a long week.”

“Didn't enjoy any pussy while you were here?” Maura asked.

“Not a drop,” Leann said. “I was too scared for you. And when I saw Ariz'ana and you on TV...” Her face hardened. “Well, that bitch will pay. Starting right now as I return my wife's futa-dick to where it belongs.

“My pussy!”

Leann rose suddenly, grabbing Maura's cock and aiming it upward. In a smooth motion, Leann brought the Irish futanari's dick to her pussy. Maura moaned at the kiss of her wife's hot pussy folds then groaned as the silky snatch slid down her shaft, engulfing it in the utter heaven of juicy cunt.

“Leann!” Dr. Maura squealed.

“Ooh, yes, yes, this is what you need!” Leann moaned, impaling herself all the way down Maura's girth. Leann's thick girl-dick smacked into Maura's stomach, precum flicking from the tip and splashing hot across her torso.

Leann rose back up Maura's shaft, her pussy squeezing the entire way. Maura moaned, her futa-dick drinking in the delight. Pleasure rippled through her body and spilled into her mind. Leann swiveled her hips when she reached the apex of Maura's cock, stirring hot flesh around the sensitive tip.

Maura whimpered in delight then groaned as Leann impaled herself again, sliding her snatch down the Irish's futanari's thick dick. Leann's girl-cock smacked a second time into Maura's stomach, splattering more precum across the redhead's stomach.

Maura loved it. Her hands grabbed her gender-swapped futa-wife's round tits as Leann pumped her pussy up and down Maura's throbbing girl-dick. Silky friction built such delight in Maura's depths, her cunt growing hotter and hotter.

SMACK!

The sound echoed every time Leann bottomed out on Maura's girl-dick.

SMACK!

A naughty punctuation to their wild love-making.

SMACK!

“Ooh, I love this dick!” Leann moaned, her face contorting with bliss, her short, dark hair dancing about her features.

SMACK!

“Love this pussy!” Maura moaned, squeezing her wife's tits. “Love you.”

SMACK!

Leann smiled, her tits heaving. She squeezed her pussy tight around Maura's futa-dick, increasing the friction. The pleasure. Leann's thighs flexed as she lifted her snatch up and slid it back down Maura's shaft.

SMACK!

Whimpers burst from Maura's lips. The pleasure swirled through her. Ariz'ana didn't matter now. Nothing did but loving her futa-wife. Her fingers found Leann's nipples, twisting them, bringing naughty gasps from the gender-swapped futa's mouth.

SMACK!

“Ooh, yes, you're going to make me explode on your girl-dick, my Irish lass!” Leann moaned.

SMACK!

“Good!” whimpered Maura, her toes curling. “That means you're going to rain cum all over my big tits.” 

SMACK!

Leann grabbed those big, pillowy mounds and moaned, “Oh, yes, just drench them. I love seeing my pearly spunk adorning them.”

SMACK!

“You loved it even before everything changed,” Maura said, her pussy clenching as another wave of heat washed out of her. The stimulation to her girl-dick swelled the pressure in her ovaries. “Ooh, yes, yes, keep working that pussy up and down my girl-dick.”

SMACK!

“We're going to cum together!” Maura howled.

SMACK!

“Together!” groaned Leann.

SMACK!

Maura's fingers twisted and tugged on those hard nipples. She pulled on them, making her futa-wife squeal in delight. The pressure building in her ovaries swelled. Leann's pussy felt incredible as it slid up and down her shaft.

SMACK!

Maura's hips thrust upward. She couldn't sit still any longer. She had to move. Her cock's tip ached buried in her wife's pussy. Her own snatch grew so juicy, cream leaking out to soak the sheets beneath her. She groaned, the bed creaking, feeling their passion.

SMACK!

Leann's fingers dug into Maura's breasts. Pleasure flashed across her features. She whimpered, her moans echoing through the room. Maura loved it. It made her futa-cock ache more. She thrust up into her wife's cunt, meeting Leann as she impaled her pussy down Maura's girl-dick.

SMACK!

“Oh, my god!” moaned Maura, her Irish brogue thickening her tongue. “I'm going to erupt in you. Just explode.”

SMACK!

“Do it!” Leann moaned, her face contorting in rapture, her stomach flexing as her back arched. She released Maura's tits and thrust her arms over her head, hips swiveling. She danced on Maura's cock.

SMACK!

Pleasure surged through the futa-doctor.

SMACK!

She groaned as Leann's pussy slid back up her shaft again. Leann's hips danced from side to side, waving her throbbing futa-cock before her and making her firm tits jiggle. Then she slammed down Maura's girl-dick.

SMACK!

Maura erupted.

Hot cum fired into Leann's pussy before the dark-haired futa could rise up her shaft again. Maura groaned, pleasure spiking through her body. Her pussy convulsed. Juices flooded out of her cunt while she pumped her wife's snatch full of futa-jizz.

Leann whimpered. She stayed impaled on Maura's cock. Leann's back arched, thrusting firm titties before her. Her futa-dick twitched on Maura's stomach. Then she let out a gasp. Pearly spunk fired out of her girl-cock, splattering Maura's tits. Strands of jizz coated those heaving, jiggling mounds.

Maura groaned, Leann's pussy convulsing about her erupting dick, milking her shaft while more and more of her wife's jizz spurted onto her tits. Pleasure washed across Maura's vision as they shared this wondrous moment.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes, Maura!” groaned Leann. “Flood my pussy. Fill it with all that yummy jizz!”

“Bathe my tits!” Maura howled, her body shuddering. A spurt of cum soared past her breasts and splattered on her chin and lower lip. 

Her tongue flicked out to gather up the salty treat. She savored it as her orgasm peaked. Her pleasure spilled through her body, leaving her buzzing, swimming in euphoria. Leann's pussy writhed about her dick, massaging her, making her feel amazing.

Then Leann fell over her, pressing their bodies together, smearing her cum between their tits. Their lips met in a hot kiss. Maura melted into it for a moment, forgetting about everything but her wife. She cupped Leann's rump, kneading that perky ass.

Ariz'ana's words whispered through the back of her mind. “What a disgusting thing you are. Controlled by that hard cock and that wet hole. Just a filthy, disgusting human futanari who cums from being punished!” 

Maura wanted to believe Leann, but... She allowed Ariz'ana to utterly degrade her.

Leann broke the kiss, smiling down at Maura. “I'm so glad you're back. I was so scared, but... I have my wife again.”

Maura faked her return smile, pushing down her pain, trying to be happy, too.

~   ~~   ~

Freedom.

The word rang over and over in Dr. Jingy Zhao's mind.

Freedom. I'm free of Ariz'ana. Of Ally. Of all of them. I'm not a slave to futa-love any longer.

Dr. Zhao shuddered to finally be herself after the months since her lusts allowed Ally to contaminate her with just a small bit of her precum back at Project STARFALL. Since then, her emotions had manipulated her.

No longer.

Her futa-dick throbbed as she set the syringe down. She had plans to make. She needed to act at the right time to supplant Ariz'ana. She couldn't trust the alien not to hook her up into the milking machines once this was all over.

The old her, the one who “loved” Ariz'ana, had trusted. But now, free, she could think with dispassionate logic again. Ariz'ana had no reason to spare Dr. Zhao the fate which would befall every other human futanari once the planet was transformed. She needed a bargaining chip with the aliens, with Ariz'ana's superiors.

So she needed to supplant Ariz'ana and take charge of the harvest.

It would be daring. She would have to strike at the right moment. But Dr. Zhao had utter faith in her intellect. Never once had she failed to solve a problem laid out before her. She shuddered in her white lab coat left open to reveal her petite body. Her futa-dick thrust out of her black bush. The Chinese doctor licked her lips, her eyes narrowing behind her glasses.

“Dr. Zhao?” Dr. Gabby asked. “Are you still working? I thought you'd be celebrating?”

Dr. Zhao turned to see the gender-swapped futa-scientist enter the lab. Dr. Gabby was a lush and busty beauty. Long, black hair fell about the shoulders of her white lab coat that did little to hide those large tits.

Dr. Zhao's futa-dick throbbed. “You love me, right, Dr. Gabby?”

“Of course,” Dr. Gabby said, her eyes so wide.

Good, good, my follower still love me. Now I just need to figured out how to supplant Ariz'ana's control... A modification is required.

“Didn't you hear about the president's speech?” Dr. Gabby asked, sauntering across the lab, her own futa-dick growing hard.

“Oh, did Agent Felicity's infiltration succeed?” Dr. Zhao asked, pride straining her voice. She had overcome her own serum immunizing Agent Felicity from Ariz'ana's influence. Ariz'ana trusts me implicitly and now I've had another success. She will be grateful. Amenable to my suggestions. “Wonderful.” 

“Yes, we're not at war with the Untied States any longer. We'll soon have all their resources, Dr. Zhao.” Dr. Gabby shuddered. “Imagine what we'll create next.”

“Mmm, yes, yes,” Dr. Zhao said, her futa-dick aching. “Dr. Gabby, you are such a ravishing creature.”

The gender-swapped scientist blushed. “Thank you. You're sexy, too. I could... take care of your erection.”

“Yes, yes, bend over the lab table,” Dr. Zhao ordered.

Freedom. I can fuck whom I want. When I want. I can do whatever I please.

“And flip up your lab coat. I want to enjoy that ass.”

“Of course, Dr. Zhao,” Dr. Gabby breathed, so eager to please.

The Chinese futa-scientist stroked her futa-cock as she watched her busty assistant bend over the table, pushing aside a collection of test tubes in a wooden rack. Then she flipped up her lab coat, exposing a plump rump and a dark bush dripping with excitement, her futa-dick swaying between her thighs. A line of pussy juices ran down her shaft towards her swollen tip.

“Mmm, you're just eager to serve me, aren't you?” Dr. Zhao purred as she advanced on her assistant.

“So eager,” groaned Dr. Gabby. “I would do anything for you.”

Anything but turn on Ariz'ana, Dr. Zhao thought. Pity. You're not free. And I can't ever let you be free. You don't have the stomach to conduct true science. To achieve immortality. 

A shudder ran through the Chinese futa-scientist as she brought her girl-dick's tip to Dr. Gabby's silky bush. Dr. Zhao would have what Ariz'ana craved. She would gain immortality. She would have an eternity to figure out the secrets of the universe. To understand everything.

Such a heady rush went through her. Almost as intense as sex.

She slid her cock up and down Dr. Gabby's wet slit, gathering the pussy cream flowing out of the scientist-slut. Dr. Zhao loved the silky caress of Dr. Gabby's pussy hairs. Tingles raced down the Chinese scientist's cock to her pussy, her ovaries already growing tight.

Needing to be in her slut, Dr. Zhao raised her cock upward, sliding it past Dr. Gabby's taint and between the slut's butt-cheeks. She pressed her cock against the dark-haired scientist's wrinkled asshole, loving the feel of that backdoor.

“Ooh, yes, Dr. Zhao,” whimpered Dr. Gabby, the slut throwing looks over her shoulder. “Just ram that girl-dick into me. Fuck me so hard.”

The words electrified Dr. Zhao's hips.

She thrust forward. Her girl-dick drilled past Dr. Gabby's sphincter. The tight anal ring swallowed Dr. Zhao's dick. Her spongy crown sank into tight, velvety bowels. The futa-scientist groaned, her lab coat rustling about her shoulders as she sank deeper and deeper into the slut's hot depths.

Dr. Gabby whimpered the entire way, her butt-cheeks clenching, bowels tightening. It increased the velvety friction about Dr. Zhao's girl-dick. She loved it, moaning as she bottomed out in her scientist-slut's depths.

Then she drew back. The hot bowels clung to her shaft, stimulating her. Her small tits jiggled. Pussy juices trickled down her thighs as her cunt grew hotter and hotter. She stopped before the tip of her long girl-dick popped out and thrust back into Dr. Gabby's bowels.

“Dr. Zhao, yes!” the gender-swapped futa-scientist moaned. “Ooh, yes, yes, sodomize me! Just ram that big girl-dick in and out of my bowels.”

“You want to cum, don't you?” groaned Dr. Zhao as she pumped away at her slut's tight bowels, drinking in the pleasure flowing from her cock into her juicy snatch.

“I do!”

“But what if I didn't let you?” Dr. Zhao hissed. “What if I took away your freedom to cum?” 

“Would that make you happy?” whimpered the gender-swapped slut.

“So happy!”

“Then I won't cum!” Dr. Gabby moaned. “I'll just enjoy pleasing you. It's almost as good as an orgasm.”

“Mmm, you're such an obedient slut. My slave.”

“I am!” Dr. Gabby whimpered, her hips bucking up into Dr. Zhao's thrust.

Flesh slapped against flesh as Dr. Zhao sodomized her scientist-slut. The Chinese futanari loved every second of ramming her girl-dick into the woman's bowels. Feeling those hot bowels clench about her dick, squeezing with such pressure, aching to explode. It sent such a heady thrill through the scientist, animating her to thrust with such passion.

The metal table creaked and groaned as she pounded her slut. Dr. Gabby writhed on it, clenching and relaxing her bowels about Dr. Zhao's thick dick. Every thrust sent a wave of pleasure shooting down the Chinese futanari's cock to spread throughout her body.

“Yes, yes, yes, you're my slut!” Dr. Zhao groaned, reveling in her assistant's lack of freedom. “My slave!”

“Always, Dr. Zhao! Always!” Dr. Gabby bucked up hard. “Ooh, I want to cum so badly. Your dick feels incredible in me. But I won't!”

Dr. Zhao shuddered at those words. Her ovaries grew so tight in the depths of her hot cunt. She whimpered, her face contorting in bliss. She hammered her slut's asshole with all her might, the ache swelling at the tip of her girl-dick.

That wonderful moment of rapture hurtled closer and closer to her. Her head arched as she buried her girl-dick to the hilt in her slut's bowels. The stimulation raced down her girl-dick to her pussy. Her cunt boiled.

Her ovaries spasmed.

“Yes, yes, yes!” snarled Dr. Zhao. The futa-scientist's cum fired out of her dick with such force. It spurted again and again, flooding into her slut's bowels while sending such rapture crashing into her mind.

“Dr. Zhao!” whimpered Dr. Gabby, her voice so tight and throaty with need. “Ooh, that feels incredible. May I cum?”

“No!” Dr. Zhao snarled, her pussy convulsing, juices flooding down her thighs.

The rush shot through her mind. It ignited all the neurons in her mind. They flashed bliss through her thoughts. Her girl-dick throbbed. She fired out the final pulses of her cum into her assistant's bowels. Her eyes fluttered.

She had so much planning to do. And she could tell no one about it. Not even Dr. Gabby. Despite the gender-swap futanari's devotion to the Chinese scientist, Dr. Zhao knew Gabby would have even more loyalty to Ariz'ana.

For now, Dr. Zhao thought. 


Chapter Three: Presidential Passion

“Mmm, look at that beautiful futa-cock you grew, Madam President,” Agent Felicity purred as the naked president stumbled off of her desk, leaving behind the gender-swapped Dr. Winthrop to play with her new tits.

“It is beautiful, Agent Felicity,” the president said. Agent Felicity loved the worship she saw in the president's eyes.

I used to think you were worthy of that same worship, the futa-agent thought. I am so glad Dr. Zhao freed me so I could love my true queen. 

Ariz'ana dominated Agent Felicity's mind now, driving out her love for Helen and President Fierro. There was room for nothing else now in Agent Felicity's heart. Her cock throbbed so hard. She knew Ariz'ana would be so happy with the announcement the president just made.

“Mmm, yes, yes, we're going to change the world for our Alien Queen, aren't we, Madam President?” Agent Felicity asked.

“We are,” the president said. “Ooh, can I use my new cock? Can I fuck Dr. Winthrop now? Look at her, she's such a sexy woman now. What a mature beauty.”

“A MILF,” groaned Agent Felicity.

“I am now,” Dr. Winthrop purred, her voice so sultry now. “Oh, Madam President, you can use your new futa-cock on my pussy.”

“Please, Agent Felicity,” the president moaned, her eyes fluttering, her voice thick with her Latina accent. “Please, let me fuck her.”

“Enjoy,” Agent Felicity purred. “You've earned your reward.”

“Thank you!” The president threw her arms around Agent Felicity, kissing her hard, their naked bodies melting together. The Latina futanari's rich skin contrasting with Agent Felicity's pale flesh. Their futa-dicks rubbed together, trapped between their bodies.

A heady rush of heat shot through the futa-agent. She groaned as the president broke away from their kiss. Agent Felicity shook her head to clear her thoughts. Her pussy clenched. For weeks, when she was undercover, she longed to kiss the president like that. To enjoy her body.

I hardly got to enjoy her at all before the speech, Agent Felicity reflected as she stared at the president's curvy rump. I had her pussy, but she has other holes. 

“Madam President,” groaned Dr. Winthrop. “I think... I think I'm a virgin.”

“Ooh, is that a hymen I'm feeling?” groaned the futa-president. “Oh, wow, it is. I'm going to pop your cherry.”

“Yes, yes, do it, Madam President,” Agent Felicity moaned. She advanced, stroking her own futa-dick.

The futa-agent rubbed her dick against the president's brown ass. Agent Felicity shuddered as she moved her cock, dragging it down between the leader of the free world's butt-cheeks. President Fierro shuddered. She threw a look over her shoulder, her eyes dark and wide. Agent Felicity nodded her head, her smile growing.

“I've wanted to do this for so long,” moaned Agent Felicity. “And now you're mine, aren't you? Our Queen has gifted you to me.”

“I am yours,” the president moaned. “I... I've never taken a cock up my ass before.”

“Of course not.” Agent Felicity rubbed her girl-dick's tip against that puckered asshole, loving the texture. It sent pleasure rippling down her shaft to her pussy. Her snatch tightened. “You're a strong, Latina woman. Only a futa should bugger your asshole.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned. “Sodomize me! Thrust into me as I take Dr. Winthrop's virginity.”

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes,” the gender-swapped scientist moaned. “That sounds so delicious.”

It did to Agent Felicity. Her pussy clenched. With a groan, she thrust her hips forward hard. Her cock, tip lubed by her precum, burst into the president's asshole, spreading wide her sphincter. President Fierro screamed out in rapture at the thick dick burying into her. The velvety friction caressed Agent Felicity's dick.

The futa-agent buried to the hilt in anal heaven. The force of her thrust pressed the president forward. Dr. Winthrop let out a throaty gasp of feminine delight. Agent Felicity's pussy clenched, remembering her own hymen tearing during her first time having sex years ago.

“You're in me, Madam President!” groaned the gender-swapped scientist.

“Yes!” Agent Felicity groaned, her hands sliding around the futa-president's body, reaching up to grab the Latina's tits. The futa-agent squeezed them as she drew back her dick through that virginal anal sheath. “She's going to fuck you so hard while I bugger her tight ass.”

“Mmm, yes, yes, yes!” moaned the president in delight. “This is so wicked, Agent Felicity! You're in me so deep. And I'm in her!”

Agent Felicity squeezed the president's round breasts as she fucked her asshole hard. She pumped away at the president's tight sheath. Velvety friction burned around the futa-agent's girl-dick. Every thrust drove the president's own cock into the gender-swapped scientist's depths, bringing gasps from all three.

The futa-agent groaned, hugging the president tight, rubbing her aching nipples into the futa's back. Pleasure rippled down Agent Felicity's shaft. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter, drinking in the tight grip of the president's bowels.

“Agent Felicity, yes, yes, yes!” howled the futa-president, her hips thrusting back into the agent's hard thrusts. “Oh, wow, that's so good. Mmm, yes, yes! You're making my pussy so hot. And my cock...” 

“Is my new pussy pleasing your cock, Madam President?” groaned Dr. Winthrop, her hands grasping her round tits, delicate thumbs rubbing over soft-pink nipples.

“So much!” President Fierro groaned, squeezing her bowels around Agent Felicity's thrusting girl-dick. “This is incredible. I love being a futa!”

“I know!” Agent Felicity groaned, her strokes growing faster and faster. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter, juices running down her thighs. They flowed from her cunt as her orgasm swelled around her ovaries. “Ooh, I'm going to fill your bowels with my girl-jizz!”

“Yum!” moaned President Fierro. “And I'm going to fill Dr. Winthrop's pussy with my spunk!”

“Oh, wow, I'm going to feel you cumming in me!” the gender-swapped scientist moaned. “Holy shit, that sounds so hot!”

“You'll love it!” Agent Felicity panted, her fingers finding the futa-president's nipples. She tweaked them while her own nubs rubbed into President Fierro's supple back. “It's the best.”

“It is!” President Fierro groaned. “Oh, Agent Felicity, I want your jizz to spurt into me so badly. I just know I'll explode when you flood me. Please, please, cum in me!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” howled the futa-agent.

Her orgasm swelled fast and hard. She sodomized the president hard. The two futanari pumped their hips together, working in a naughty rhythm. Pleasure spilled through Agent Felicity. It tingled from her hard nipples and flowed down her girl-dick plunging over and over into tight bowels.

Her pussy clenching, Agent Felicity thrust hard and deep into the president's bowels. The velvety friction sent a wave of pleasure rushing down her dick. It melted her cunt and boiled her ovaries. Her back arched, nipples sliding against President Fierro's silky back.

Cum spurted from Agent Felicity's dick.

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped the futa-agent as her girl-spunk flooded the president's asshole.

“That's your cum!” howled the president. Her bowels spasmed about Agent Felicity's girl-dick.

“It is!” howled the futa-agent, the pleasure assaulting her mind.

She pumped her hips, thrusting her still-cumming girl-dick in and out of the president's writhing bowels. All three were howling in pleasure. Agent Felicity squeezed the president's nipples, her head swaying back and forth.

Stars burst across her vision as she reveled in the delight. She buried to the hilt in her president's bowels, letting the writhing flesh milk out the last of her cum. Her orgasm peaked in her. She leaned against President Fierro, panting in delight.

“Ooh, Madam President,” Dr. Winthrop panted. “So much jizz is in me.”

“So much,” echoed the futa-president, her cum-filled bowels clenching down on Agent Felicity's dick. “Mmm, and now your dick is all dirty, isn't it?”

A smile grew on Agent Felicity's mouth. “Are you proposing to suck my dick clean, Madam President?”

“It just popped into my head. It's such a nasty thing, isn't it?” The futa-president shuddered. “But I want to do it. I want to love your dick, Agent Felicity.”

The futa-agent ripped her girl-dick out of the president's asshole, took two steps back, and grinned. Her dick twitched before her as she said, “My cock's waiting, President Slut.”

“President Slut!” groaned President Fierro as she whirled around. Pussy juices flicked off the tip of her swinging shaft and splashed across Agent Felicity's stomach. “Ooh, I am!”

President Slut fell to her knees before her futa-agent. A big grin crossed Agent Felicity's mouth as the Latina whore opened her mouth and engulfed the agent's dirty cock. President Slut didn't hesitate to suck, her lips locked around Agent Felicity's girl-dick.

Such pleasure surged down her shaft. She moaned, her pussy clenching as President Slut bobbed her mouth, sucking with such passion. Agent Felicity ran her fingers through the Latina whore's black, silky hair.

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes, just suck me all nice and clean, President Slut,” the futa-agent whimpered.

President Slut sucked hard.

“You just love it. Mmm, yes. You love tasting your dirty ass on my dick.”

“She does,” Dr. Winthrop said in awe. She scooped up President Slut's cum leaking out of her pussy, bringing it to her mouth. “Wow.”

“The entire free world should see this,” groaned Agent Felicity, a new orgasm building so swiftly in her pussy. Their roles should be reversed, but Ariz'ana sent Agent Felicity. Everything had changed.

Futanari spread their love across the world.

President Slut bobbed her head faster, working those pink lips up and down the futa-agent's girl-dick. The president's tongue fluttered and swirled, working hard to buff clean Agent Felicity's shaft. It made her pussy clench. Her ovaries boiled with a new load of futa-cum.

Her hands tightened in President Slut's hair. Agent Felicity gripped those silky strands and thrust her cock forward. She rammed her dick forward, slamming the tip into the back of the president's throat. The futa-agent didn't hesitate.

She buried her girl-dick down President Slut's esophagus.

Choking and spluttering, the futa-president's lips pressed into the agent's brown bush. Agent Felicity trembled as President Slut cleaned the entirety of her girl-dick. Pleasure ripple down her shaft to her pussy.

“President Slut!” howled the futa-agent as her cum fired down the president's gullet. “Ooh, yes, yes, yes! You are just the best whore!”

President Slut moaned about Agent Felicity's dick, massaging her erupting shaft with humming pleasure. The futa-agent pumped blast after blast of jizz. Her body swayed, the bliss melting her mind. She savored it, drinking it in as she filled the president's stomach.

Thank you, Ariz'ana, for sending me on this mission!

~   ~~   ~

The cafeteria of Project STARFALL buzzed with whispered conversation. Isabel caught snatches of it as she moved through the room.

“...Leann's back to normal...”

“...we're going to be free...”

“...Dr. Catherine actually did...”

“...I can't believe it worked...”

Isabel swallowed. She wanted to ask for clarification, to find out if Dr. Catherine had actually created a serum that would end futa-love, but fear held her back. Isabel's stomach gurgled and twisted. Despite everything, she still loved Helen. Isabel still wanted to be a part of her harem. The Hispanic futanari understood she would never be the love of Helen's life, that she would never take Ally's place.

She was fine with that. She made peace with it.

Isabel just wanted to be with Helen, supporting her, making up for the terrible actions she did. The guilt of helping Agent Felicity set off the bomb that killed those closest to Ally in her harem and set off the civil war that left so many empty seats in the cafeteria.

She could feel their absences, including Dean Bey, the head of the University of Puget Sound, and her secretary, Billy Jean. Those two were part of Isabel's own harem. The Hispanic futanari could remember that morning, the high she felt with the others. Helen's harem was fresh from their victory in attacking Project STARFALL and freeing Ally from her imprisonment. They had returned to UPS and had to deal with the school's administration. Helen let Isabel's personal sex slaves, Carly and Lindsey, gender-swap Dean Bey while Isabel fucked the secretary.

Others were missing. The cheerleaders lost half their numbers, women whom Isabel had helped recruit to Helen's harem. Double D soldiers were also dead, along with some of Svetlana's deputies. Professor Little gunned down as they were overwhelmed. So many members of the harem were slain.

Isabel couldn't change that. But she could work hard to make a better world. To support Helen in defeating Ariz'ana. Isabel looked around for Shannon, Helen's spy for Ally, who helped Isabel liberate many members of Helen's harem from Ariz'ana. She was the only one who talked to Isabel.

Not even Isabel's personal harem really wanted anything to do with her. Despite the fact that Carly, Lindsey, and the others still gazed at her with love, she could still see the unease in their eyes. The way they squirmed, uncomfortable in her presence.

“Is it true?” Isabel asked when she found Shannon sitting by Cassie. They were the only two women in the entire compound, everyone else was futanari.

“I heard it from Rhonda,” Shannon said. “She was with Helen when Dr. Catherine administered it. Dr. Maura snapped out of what that alien-bitch did to her and was getting very friendly with Leann.”

A smile crossed Isabel's lips. “That's wonderful.” Then her stomach clenched. “So... the rest of us will get it soon?”

“I think so,” Shannon said. The auburn-haired girl adjusted the glasses on her nose. “I guess I won't be Helen and Ally's plaything any longer.”

“I guess not.”

“I don't want to be free,” Cassie said. “I'm Helen's toy!” The girl relished being a normal human and worshiping Helen. Her brown hair, gathered in pigtails, swayed about her shoulders. Though eighteen, her braces and petite build made her look even younger.

“Me either,” I said, reaching out to touch her hand.

The speakers in the corners of the room crackled to life. “Meeting in five minutes,” Helen announced. “Everyone be in the multipurpose room. We have a lot to discuss.”

Isabel's stomach tightened.


Chapter Four: Love's End

The cheerleaders were the last to filter into the multipurpose room, taking seats in the back. The five were so close, so it ached Helen's heart to know that three of their number—Moira, Mercedes, and Evelyn—had perished in the attack. She missed them, especially Moira, the busty redhead who was among the first recruited into her harem.

Helen's eyes flicked to Dr. Maura sitting naked by Leann. A smile crossed Helen's lips for a moment as she drank in the beauty of her fiery-haired, Irish doctor. I guess I have a thing for busty redheads. 

The room buzzed with excitement. Helen flicked her eyes from face to face. Specialist Amanda sat with the Double D Girls, the only person in the room who belonged to Ally. Twice, Ally had broken into tears in bed with Helen; the redhead was missing her harem who died. As much as Helen grieved, Ally suffered worse.

And if we don't stop Ariz'ana, the pain will just spread. Helen's fist clenched as she pictured the alien's rubbery, purple features. She won't be happy until she makes the entire world miserable. 

“Okay, let's quiet down,” Ally said, standing beside Helen. “We have major news.”

Everyone glanced at the brown-haired Dr. Catherine hovering at the edge, a cart covered in syringes before her. Helen's stomach knotted as anxious faces glanced at her. Even some of the Double D Girls, gender-swapped delta force operators, looked a little paler than normal.

“That's right,” Helen said. “Dr. Catherine has found a way to free you from our futa-love. She's going to administer it to—”

“I don't want to take it,” Helen's toy declared. Cassie bounced to her feet, her firm, tiny titties jiggling while her pigtails bounced up in the air and then landed on her shoulders before spilling off of them. “I want to be yours, Helen!” 

“Yeah!” Rhonda said. The African-American cheerleader gained her feet. The other four stood around her. “We're your cheerleaders, Helen. We love you. We don't want to lose that.” 

Helen beckoned to Cassie. The slender girl darted through the seats and threw herself into the blonde futanari. Their naked bodies pressed together. A surge of excitement ran through Helen at the warm, silky feel of her toy trembling against her. Ally had given the girl to Helen, a virginal gift to try and strengthen their rocky relationship after General Lewis's attack on them.

“You will still love me if you want to,” Helen told her toy, peering into the girl's liquid eyes. “You can still be my toy if you choose to be. You just won't have to love me. Your emotions won't be manipulated by my presence so that you yearn to make me happy.” 

“We'll still love you,” Rhonda said.

“Yeah!” April, the Chinese cheerleader, declared, thrusting her hand up in the air like she held a pompom.

“That's right!” Deputy Svetlana declared.

“Absolutely,” Colonel Bee agreed, the sexy, military officer standing proud. “We're all yours, Helen.”

A smile spread across Helen's lips. She hoped this would be true. That they would all hold her in the same affection they did now, but her stomach twisted. Though she felt the same after receiving her injection, the only one that was above her in the hierarchy was Ariz'ana, and Helen had mostly escaped her love for the horrible alien.

Ally had smiled for joy after her treatment, thrilled to lose all her desire for Ariz'ana.

“Okay, who's first?” Helen asked.

Her harem shifted. Dr. Maura held Leann tight. Carly and Lindsey clutched each other. Sergeant Frita held her wife's, Ashley's, hand tight. A stomach-twisting silence descended on the room. Everyone looked around, eyes darting to and fro.

Isabel stood up. “I'll do it.” She marched up towards Helen, her curly, black hair bouncing about her youthful face. She smiled, confidence shining in her eyes. She touched the heart-shaped tattoo on the inner slope of her breasts. “Nothing will change how I feel about you, Helen.”

Helen nodded her head and smiled at her friend.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel believed those words. They resounded through her soul. Nothing. Would. Change.

She held out her arm before her as Dr. Catherine, wearing her white lab coat and nothing else—The proper way a futa should be dressed, thought Isabel—advanced across the room. Isabel's eyes focused on the sharp point of the needle the futa-scientist held. 

Despite her conviction, an animal panic seized her. Her toes flexed against the cold concrete of the floor. She wanted to run away. Her body trembled, her limp futa-cock swaying between her thighs. But the Hispanic futanari wouldn't flee. She would show everyone, including Cassie trembling in Helen's embrace, that this wouldn't change them. That they would still be a harem when this was over. Helen's harem. They would still love her, serve her, and work with her to stop Ariz'ana from enslaving the human race with her mad plan.  

Isabel wouldn't let her species spend the rest of their existence being milked for their futa-cum.

Dr. Catherine reached her. She swabbed a wet cotton ball across the skin of Isabel's arm a few inches below her shoulder. The stinging scent of rubbing alcohol twitched Isabel's nose. Then she gasped as the futa-scientist plunged the needle into her arm.

She depressed the plunger.

Something cool swelled into Isabel. She glanced at Helen, at her radiant, blonde futanari. The woman she loved and worshiped. Isabel's heart beat faster and faster, the sensation in her arm fading away as...

As the shine faded from Helen.

Isabel blinked. Helen didn't appear... special any longer. She was still a pretty futanari, elegant with her plaited braid of blonde hair and dainty glasses perched on her nose. But... she wasn't stirring. She wasn't enthralling. She wasn't the sort of person worth...

Blowing up a room full of people for.

Isabel blinked, shaking her head. She still cared for Helen, still loved her, even lusted for her, but... She didn't worship Helen. The guilt swelled through Isabel. This was the futanari for whom Isabel did such terrible things. The room reeled about her. It made it worse seeing the truth of Helen. 

She's just like me. She's just a regular futanari. There's nothing special about her at all... And... And... I wanted to murder Ally just to be Helen's true love. 

Isabel's stomach churned. She wanted to throw up. Steady hands caught her. Helen's face appeared before Isabel's drunken vision. Blue eyes arrested the whirling dizziness afflicting Isabel. She held onto those sapphire eyes, clutching them, struggling to breathe, to remember how to draw in air.

“It's okay,” Helen said. “It's okay. I'm here with you.”

“I... I...” Isabel slumped forward into her friend's arms. She clutched to Helen.

“How do you feel?” Helen asked, her voice tight.

Isabel swallowed, forcing down the guilt. “I still care for you. You're still my friend.”

Helen let out a sigh. “Good, because you were my first, you know. I would hate to lose you.”

“Me, too,” Isabel said. She broke away, nodding her head. “I'm okay. I just... It hit me... What I did for you and...”

“And you don't see her as... special any longer,” Ally said, nodding her head in understanding.

“Sorry, Helen,” Isabel said. “I mean, I still think you're great and all, it's just...” A shudder ran through Isabel. The guilt bubbled up. “I'm adjusting, chica.” 

Helen smile grew broader. “I like it when you call me chica.” 

“You'll always be my chica,” Isabel said, nudging her arm. “That will never change.” 

“Can we go next?” Lindsey asked. The black-haired girl clutched the hand of her gender-swapped futa-girlfriend.

“Yeah,” Carly asked. Once, she was Carl. Isabel became a futanari by gender-swapping him into the brunette beauty standing beside Lindsey.

Helen nodded her head. Isabel swallowed as she watched the first two members of her harem hurry over to Dr. Catherine's cart. Lindsey thrust out her arm. The futa-scientist swabbed her arm then injected her. She shuddered, stepping back as she looked dizzy. Carly swallowed beside her, staring at her girlfriend while Dr. Catherine administered the treatment.

“Oh, wow,” Carly said, blinking her eyes. She grabbed her girlfriend for support, their hands clenching tight together.

“Oh, thank god,” Lindsey groaned and then threw her arms around Carly. “I still love you. I mean... I always did, but... You're not still mad at what I did? I mean... you kinda forgave me because of Isabel and the futa-love.”

“I still love you,” Carly said, pulling Lindsey tighter, their bodies almost merging into one. “I forgave you.”

Their lips met in a hot kiss. They groaned, squirming, almost humping together. Isabel caught a brief glimpse of their futa-dicks rubbing hard together as they stumbled to the side. The Hispanic futanari swallowed as she realized Carly and Lindsey would never stare at her with worship again.

Just like I'll never do the same for Helen, she thought, rubbing at her arm where she was injected, her flesh feeling bruised. 

A rush of futanari flooded forward. Seeing Carly and Lindsey appeared to have put the others at ease which combined with their need to please Helen and do what she wanted. Dr. Catherine swabbed arms with her cotton balls then administered injections. She placed more and more empty syringes on her tray as futanari moved away from her, shaking their heads.

Dazed or stunned looks abounded. Some sat down, foreheads furrowed as they shook their heads. Others just stood in place, fingers flexing and clenching before they drifted off to find those they were closest with. Spouses held each other. The cheerleaders formed a whispering knot.

Isabel's stomach twisted as Cassie went last, everyone else recovering from the changes. They were all talking. Colonel Bee drifted over to the deputies. Bev and her Black, gender-swapped wife Nelly spoke with Lindsey and Carly. The Double D girls and their wives clustered in another knot, Specialist Amanda with them. Tina and Carol, two office workers from Seattle's City Hall, merged into a whispering group with Donna and her volleyball team.

Lindsey burst from the group with Carly. She marched over to Isabel, her face hard. The Hispanic futanari tensed as Lindsey stopped before her, the brunette futanari snarling, “You almost got us all killed!”

“I...” Isabel started to say then swallowed.

“I can finally say it,” Lindsey continued. “I don't have that dumb urge to worship you interfering in my anger. You are such a loathsome thing! I don't love you any longer! I don't need you any longer! Stay away from me and my girlfriend!”

“Okay,” Isabel said, her eyes burning. She shrank away as the back of her throat grew tight.

Lindsey whirled around and marched back to Carly. Isabel glanced around the room and saw other angry faces, especially from those who were part of her harem. They were free to let out their real emotions. Isabel drew in a breath, nodding her head.

She deserved their hatred. And they deserved to be free to hate her.

~   ~~   ~

Ally swallowed. The harem looked a lot less cohesive to her. The redheaded futanari tensed when Specialist Amanda, the only woman who belonged to her before, broke away from the Double D Girls and walked across the room. Her short, sandy-blonde hair bounced about a youthful face that had a hard cast to it, the look of a soldier.

“Specialist Amanda,” Ally said when the futa-soldier stopped before her.

“I'm free,” she said.

“Yes, you are.”

“Thank you,” Specialist Amanda said, then, to Ally's complete shock, the futa-soldier kissed the redhead.

Ally blinked at the feel of the futa-soldier's mouth on hers. Their breasts came together. Ally's girl-dick hardened in a flash, her futa-lusts surging through her. Her cock swelled against Amanda's groin, the futa-soldier's shaft growing equally erect.

Specialist Amanda broke the kiss, her brown eyes smoky. “You rescued me from Ariz'ana and made me into a futa. I love this. Thank you.”

“You're wel—”

Specialist Amanda's second kiss cut off Ally's words. The redheaded futanari melted into the soldier's hot lips. Their girl-dicks shifted around, both rubbing on each other. The turgid ache throbbed through Ally's dick. She wiggled her hips, her large breasts swaying, rubbing against Specialist Amanda's small cones.

An excited heat swelled through Ally's pussy. Her juices flowed as she kissed the futa-soldier with such passion. Specialist Amanda wasn't her slave any longer, but they could still have fun together. They could still love each other.

They were still horny futanari.

“Ally!” Shannon shouted, bounding up to her. The auburn-haired girl pushed up her glasses as she stopped beside the redheaded futanari. “I can be your toy for real now. I'm free from Helen.”

Ally blinked in shock. She wrenched her mouth from Amanda's and blurted out, “What?”

“I can be your Cassie,” Shannon said. She shuddered. “Before, I wanted to be Helen's toy, because, you know, I loved her. But you were the one who took my virginity. I've spent the last week with you. I know I was a spy, but now... Now I can make my own choices. I want to be your toy.”

Specialist Amanda giggled. “Mmm, Ally looks so shocked, Shannon.”

“I know,” the auburn-haired girl said. She pushed up her glasses. “Ally, can I be your toy?”

“Yes!” Ally exclaimed, her heart thudding so fast.

The girl squealed in joy. “Thank you!”

“So, why don't we suck her dick together?” Specialist Amanda said. “As far as I'm concerned, Ally is my commanding officer still, and I need to thank her for what she's done.”

“Ooh, yes, double blowjob!” Shannon said.

Ally's grin grew so wide. A phrase she'd read so many times blossomed in her mind. She'd never been a kid in a candy shop, what with spending the first nineteen years of her life trapped in this very bunker, never allowed to leave. But now she had an idea what one felt like.

Specialist Amanda and Shannon fell to their knees before the redheaded futanari. They both grabbed Ally's dick, stroking up and down it. Their cheeks pressed together, Shannon's dark-red curls contrasting with the futa-soldier's dirty-blonde locks. Then their lips nuzzled at the tip of Ally's dick.

They kissed and sucked on the spongy crown.

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes,” Ally moaned

Throughout the room, the horny futanari, freed from the love, still had that same passion roaring through them. They were all eager to share it. Hard girl-dicks thrust into hungry mouths, wet cunts, and tight assholes. Flesh slapped flesh.

Ally reveled in it as she ran her hand through her two lovers' hair. She gripped auburn and blonde locks as she enjoyed the two sets of mouths loving her girl-dick. Pleasure flowed down her shaft to her pussy. It grew wet and juicy. She whimpered, her hips wiggling back and forth as the pleasure soared through her. It left her with a big grin on her face. She shivered in delight.

They had such naughty tongues. Ally watched them dance across her clit-dick's tip. They met and then the pair were kissing half-around her spongy crown. Their mouths moved and worked, caressing Ally's sensitive bit and sending pleasure shooting into her pussy.

To her ovaries.

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes, that's nice,” moaned Ally. “Mmm, you two are just so naughty, aren't you.”

“Uh-huh,” Shannon moaned around the dick. “But aren't you also naughty, Ally?”

“Mistress,” Ally told her. “If you want to be my toy, then you have to call me Mistress.”

“Yep,” Specialist Amanda said.

“Mistress,” Shannon breathed. A shiver ran through her.

Ally's pussy clenched. The girl said it of her own free will. Nothing influenced her at all. It made the word even sweeter to the redheaded futanari. She shook her head as the dizzy excitement spilled over her. It was so incredible. She loved this so much.

Shannon's mouth engulfed the tip of Ally's dick. The warmth spread over her crown followed by hungry suckling. Each one sent a powerful jolt shooting down her shaft to her pussy. Her cunt clenched. Ally moaned, her body swaying as the heat billowed through her body.

It was incredible. It made her pussy so wet and juicy. She flicked her tongue across her lips as her body drank in the pleasure. Her toes curled in her shoes while her hair danced about her shoulders. She wiggled her hips, her dick aching and throbbing in the naughty girl's mouth. She sucked on it with such an eager excitement.

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes, you're such a good toy,” Ally moaned. “But you need to share.”

“Mmm, yes,” Specialist Amanda said, pumping her fist up and down the base of Ally's girl-cock.

Shannon's mouth popped off the tip of Ally's futa-dick. “Right, right. Sorry, Amanda!”

Specialist Amanda inhaled Ally's cock. Pleasure shot down the redhead's shaft. Her pussy clenched hard at the powerful suction. Her green eyes rolled back in her head as she trembled. Her hips wiggled from side to side as the pleasure surged through her.

The futa-soldier bobbed her head a few times, then she ripped her mouth off and passed Ally's cock back to the toy's hungry mouth. Shannon slid her lips over the thick crown, sending a tingle rippling through Ally.

Followed by a powerful spasm.

“Ooh, you two are making me feel so good,” she whimpered. Her eyes fluttered. Then she gasped. “Shannon! You naughty toy! Yes, yes, finger my cunt!”

Shannon, two of her fingers plundering into Ally's pussy, popped her mouth off the futa's dick. “Mmm, you're just so hot and tight.”

“I bet!” Specialist Amanda moaned before she engulfed the redhead's girl-dick again.

As the futa-soldier sucked, Ally's pussy clenched down on her toy's plunging fingers. The two digits pumping in and out of her snatch swelled her orgasm faster and faster. The twin delights swirled around inside of Ally, bringing the futanari closer and closer to her eruption.

Then Shannon shoved a third finger into Ally.

The futanari shuddered. Her green eyes widened. She rose on her tiptoes. Her girl-dick throbbed in Specialist Amanda's hungry mouth. The futa-soldier's dancing tongue and sucking passion shot down Ally's girl-dick and merged in her dripping pussy stretched open by those three wonderful fingers. They thrust so deep into her, stimulating her sheath.

“Fuck!” Ally groaned, her body trembling. “I want to cum on your faces!”

“Yes, yes, yes!” Shannon moaned.

Specialist Amanda ripped her mouth off Ally's dick. The soldier fisted the futa-dick, pumping up and down the girth. Shannon and Specialist Amanda pressed their cheeks together. They opened their mouths wide, moaning their eager anticipation for hot girl-cum.

Ally erupted.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” the redhead gasped as her futa-jizz erupted from the tip of her girl-dick.

White jizz splattered across the two submissive beauties' faces. Ropy lines of hot futa-cum crisscrossed their features as Ally spurted again and again. Each blast fired ecstasy up to Ally's mind, mixing with the waves of rapture surging out of her convulsing pussy. Her cunt writhed about Shannon's thrusting fingers while the futa-soldier kept stroking Ally's girl-dick.

The pleasure overwhelmed her. She swayed and groaned as she kept firing her futa-cum onto the two sluts' faces. Shannon's and Specialist Amanda's tongues swept out, gathering the lines of pearly spunk that splattered their features, coating them in all of Ally's passion.

“Yes, yes, yes, you just love my cum, don't you?” Ally moaned.

“Yes, Mistress!” Shannon groaned, her glasses coated in the creamy passion. She turned her head and then licked at Specialist Amanda's cheek, lapping up a long strand. “Just so yummy.”

“Uh-huh,” Specialist Amanda purred. She fluttered her tongue up Shannon's lens, gathering the spunk on her glasses.

Ally's futa-dick throbbed. She was eager to enjoy more passion.

~   ~~   ~

As Specialist Amanda rushed over to Ally to reconfirm her commitment to her commander, Sergeant Frita felt the urge to do the same with Helen. As she strolled across the room, her Double D Girls marching behind her, she could hardly remember what it was like being that grizzled special forces sergeant who once guarded this facility for the U.S. government.

My life changed forever when I came home and found my wife under Trish and Eden's spell, thought Sergeant Frita.  

“Sergeant Frita,” the blonde futanari said. She pushed up her glasses. A nervous twinge crossed her features, but she drew her back up straight.

Over the last few weeks, Sergeant Frita had witnessed the growing steel spread up Helen's spine. She was once so weak, devastated by the deaths of Trish and Eden. However, the young futanari recognized a leader's role. Helen stepped into it, wanting the best for her followers, doing all she could to protect and care for them.

That hadn't changed.

Sergeant Frita snapped a salute, her body rigid. Despite the supermodel looks the brunette now possessed, she never lost her military bearing. Behind her, the surviving Double D Girls, all Delta Force Operators gender-swapped into futanari, jumped to attention.

“We stand by for your orders, Helen,” Sergeant Frita said, her feminine voice husky and smoky.

A small shudder ran through Helen. A smile crossed her lips, for a moment awed. Then it turned naughty. She pushed her glasses up her face as she gazed first at the mature Sergeant Frita, than at her younger futa-soldiers behind her.

“We're with you, too, Helen,” Ashley, Sergeant Frita's wife, added.

“Yep,” said Asuka, the wife of Nikki, one of the Double D Girls. “We are all with you.”

“Well, your first orders are to drench me in cum,” Helen said, kneeling down before them. “I mean, I have a group of sexy futa-soldiers and their hot wives to enjoy. I'd be a fool not to let you cover me in your jizz.”

Sergeant Frita smiled, her hard futa-cock thrusting out from the folds of her pussy. As a woman, she had a bigger dick than she ever had as a man. Her wife stepped up beside her, Ashley's own shaft throbbing hard before her.

“Well, you heard her,” Ashley said, a smile playing on her mature lips. “Let's drench her in cum.”

“Bukkake,” Asuka said, that petite, Japanese woman standing beside her futa-wife, Nikki.

“Sounds so hot,” Lilac, the second-in-command, groaned. “Mmm, let's hose her down, Sergeant.”

Sergeant Frita nodded her head. Stevie, Vicky, and Carlita, the other three members of the Double D girls still alive, spread out behind Helen. The blonde futanari trembled, her little titties quivering. She grasped her futa-dick, bigger than Sergeant Frita's, and stroked up and down it as she licked her lips.

“Ooh, and she has glasses,” Asuka moaned. “That will make it even hotter.”

“It's her secret fetish,” Nikki said, grasping her Japanese wife's futa-cock. “She would watch porn of girls getting covered in cum while I fucked her hard from behind.”

Sergeant Frita arched an eyebrow. I had no idea. 

“Yes, yes, coat me in jizz,” moaned Helen, licking her lips. “I want to be bathed in futa-cum. That sounds so hot.”

“Yes, it does!” Sergeant Frita growled and fisted her wife's futa-cock hard.

Ashley stroked the futa-sergeant's dick. Pleasure coursed through Frita's body. She groaned, her breasts quivering before her as the pleasure shot down to her pussy. Her hips wiggled and her toes curled. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter.

Futas jerked their cocks, all aimed at Helen. She knelt between them, slowly shifting around on her knees. Her blonde braid swayed down her back while her tongue kept licking across her pink lips. Her blue eyes shone with such excitement while her hips wiggled.

She stroked her clit-dick just as hard as the futa-soldiers and the two wives.

“Mmm, we're going to hose you down,” Lilac moaned, her tan, round breasts heaving before her as she shuddered.

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes, drench me!” Helen moaned. “I want all my sexy futa-soldiers coating me in cum.”

“So much cum, honey,” Ashley moaned, her hand feeling like silk on Frita's dick.

Frita's cunt clenched every time her wife stroked up to the pinnacle of her futa-cock. The pleasure built and built in her ovaries. They quivered, aching to unload on the trembling blonde as she slowly circled around.

Precum dripped from all their cocks, slicking their hands. Frita's glided up and down her wife's futa-cock. She fisted Ashley's shaft as fast as she could. She pumped it up and down that shaft. The smell of salty spunk filled the air, mixing with the intoxicating scents of all their pussies.

“We're going to coat you,” panted Vicky.

“Ooh, yes,” purred the Latina Carlita. “Just coat you, Helen.”

“Yum!” the blonde moaned, her back arching, her futa-cock thrusting right at Frita.

The sight of Helen biting her pink lip and shuddering in need electrified Frita's cock. Her dick throbbed in her wife's stroking hand. Pleasure shot down her shaft to her pussy. Her cunt clenched. Then her jizz erupted from her girl-dick.

Hot cum spurted out and splattered across Helen's face. It coated her glasses. The blonde moaned in delight as Frita hosed her down. Ashley stroked Frita's futa-cock with passion, wringing out every drop of cum while pussy juices flooded down the futa-sergeant's thighs.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Helen moaned, her blue eyes fluttering, a line of cum racing across one lens of her glasses. “I need more.”

“You'll get it!” groaned Ashley, her dick twitching in Frita's pumping hand.

Then Ashley erupted. Frita felt each pulse of her wife's spunk spurting up her shaft and then splattering across Helen's small tits. The blonde futanari's little breasts quivered as ropy lines of spunk coated her.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Helen moaned. “More! Give me more!”

“Giving you all I have!” Ashley whimpered.

“Helen!” Carlita gasped. Her brown cock erupted. Her jizz splattered the back of Helen's hair.

The blonde whipped her head around, her cum-coated braid swinging behind her. She faced Carlita's stream, leaning her head forward to be showered by jizz. Vicky, standing beside Carlita, let out a whimper. Then her futa-dick erupted.

So much jizz rained down on Helen.

“Fuck!” Lilac groaned.

“Damn!” whimpered Nikki.

“Bukkake!” Asuka moaned in envy.

“Take it!” gasped Stevie.

Futa-cocks erupted from every direction. Four dicks all exploded. Their hot jizz jetted out and splashed across Helen's body. It painted her shoulders, landed on her tits. They coated her face in pearly spunk. Sergeant Frita watched in awe as Helen trembled beneath the flood, welcoming it with such a huge smile on her face.

“This is so amazing!” she howled. “I love it!”

“We love you,” Sergeant Frita said and meant it. She didn't worship Helen any longer, but she cared for this blonde futanari. And she would follow her orders. She would fight, even die, to help Helen defeat Ariz'ana.

~   ~~   ~

Cum dripped down Helen's body. She shuddered, stroking her dick, slicked with futa-jizz, as she enjoyed the love from her Double D Girls. The blonde futanari felt so dirty. So wonderfully used by them. She beamed up at them, so glad they still trusted her.

Loved her.

“Helen!” Cassie shouted.

Her toy broke through between Sergeant Frita and her wife, Ashley. Cassie's pigtails bounced about her shoulders while her budding breasts quivered. The eighteen-year-old girl fell to her knees by the nineteen-year-old futanari and cupped her cum-coated titties.

“You're so beautiful, Helen!” Cassie squealed. “I'm still your toy! I love it!”

Helen smiled as the girl ducked her head down and lapped at the cum adorning the futanari's left breast. Helen shuddered as she felt the rough caress of the girl's braces caressing her nipple before Cassie's tongue flicked it.

“My beautiful toy,” Helen groaned as Cassie's tongue licked and lapped up the mix of futa-cum coating her body. “You're just so sexy.”

“Mmm, she is,” a new voice said.

Rhonda, the African-American head of UPS's cheer squad, led her four surviving squadmates past the futa-soldiers. “We're with you, Helen.”

“Yep,” April said, the Chinese cheerleader stroking her pale-olive futa-cock. She had a tattoo of a winged triangle on her stomach that always made Helen smile. It was cute and sexy all at the same time, so at odds with the futanari's demure appearance. “Always.”

“We're your cheerleaders, Helen,” Val said, the busty, Russian cheerleader nodding her head. “Always.”

“Always,” echoed Natasha and June.

With a purring roar, the five cheerleaders descended on Helen. The blonde futanari gasped, pressed down on the concrete while six tongues lapped at her body. She didn't know whose tongue belonged to whom as she squirmed, her entire body bathed in saliva.

They licked up all the futa-soldiers' cum on her body. They lapped it out of her bellybutton, from her thighs, staining her blonde pubic hair. They licked it off her cheeks and chin. Off her glasses. They sucked her fingers, nuzzled at her neck, and nibbled at her knees. Pleasure shot down her body.

“Ooh, so much yummy cum,” June moaned, the round-faced, Cambodian cheerleader sounding so excited.

“I know!” Cassie squealed. “Here's more.”

A tongue fluttered along Helen's hip, cleaning up more jizz staining her.

She kept fisting her girl-dick as they cleaned her body. The sensations all rippled through the blonde futanari. She rubbed her ass on the cold, concrete floor. Her body didn't care. The heat her body produced making all that cum could keep her warm while naked in a blizzard.

A tongue fluttered against her pussy lips, lapping through her folds, tasting her spicy juices. Pleasure shot up to the tip of her girl-cock. Helen whimpered. Lips found her mouth, kissing her, shoveling salty jizz past her lips.

She loved it.

This is so wonderful. They don't hate me!

“Helen!” Rhonda moaned.

“Ooh, yes, Helen!” whimpered Cassie.

“What a yummy pussy,” groaned Natasha. The tongue fluttered deep into Helen's snatch.

Helen moaned into the lips kissing her. Her eyes squeezed shut. Her entire body tensed. Her hips thrust upward as her ovaries clenched. Her pussy convulsed about Natasha's probing tongue. Her hand flew up her throbbing girl-dick.

Futa-cum erupted.

“Helen, yes!” Cassie squealed in delight.

“More jizz!” April moaned.

The lips on Helen's broke away and June moaned, “Oh, no, I missed it.”

Helen's toes curled as her jizz splattered her belly. Tongues lapped up her cum as the pleasure melted her mind. She whimpered on the concrete, her cheerleaders and her toy squirming atop her. It was so naughty. It made her shiver. She whimpered as they loved her.

Then one of them rolled her onto her side. A futa-cock nudged against her butt-cheeks. Helen blinked. Rhonda lay beside her, a big smile crossing her vivacious face. She pressed her round, dark-chocolate tits against Helen's, their nipples kissing. Rhonda's dark shaft nudged into Helen's ivory girl-dick.

“Mmm, we're going to fuck you so hard, Helen,” Rhonda said. “Doesn't that sound hot?”

“Oh, yes,” Helen moaned as a pair of big tits piled into her back.

“Just going to pound your cunt,” purred Val, her Russian accent growing thick. “You know you want both our cocks in you.” 

“In my pussy?” Helen moaned, her snatch clenching and her futa-dick twitching against Rhonda's. “At the same time?”

Natasha hugged Helen from behind and nipped her ear before purring, “Yep.”

“I do!” the blonde futanari moaned, her cum-stained braid pressed between Natasha's big tits. “I want that so much. I'm so happy we can still love each other.”

“We're futanari,” Rhonda said. “That will never change.”

“We're still horny!” Natasha moaned. Then she squealed, “April, yes, fuck my cunt!”

“June!” whimpered Cassie. Helen caught a glimpse of her toy on her hands and knees taking the Cambodian futanari's dick from behind. “Ooh, yes, yes, ram that yummy cock into me!”

Helen's heart surged for joy. An orgy raged, just like they always did. Free of the futa-love and yet they were still loving each other. Tears burned in her eyes for a moment. Then she felt her two cheerleaders pressing their dicks against the entrance of her pussy, banishing the emotion as lust swelled through her.

“Fuck my cunt!” Helen howled, her girl-dick twitching against Rhonda's stomach.

“Gladly!” the Black cheerleader moaned.

The thrust of the two dicks into her pussy sent Helen into heaven. The two shafts spread her cunt to the limits. Her body shuddered. Her eyes rolled back in her head as her twat stretched and stretched to accommodate the thick girl-cocks.

Pleasure shot through Helen's body. It rippled through her nerves, ending at her nipples kissing Rhonda's nubs and her futa-dick throbbing against the Black cheerleader's sleek belly. Helen whimpered, their shafts bottoming out in her, filling her pussy to its limits.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes!” she moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head. “Oh, Rhonda! Val!”

“Mmm, we're going to fuck you so hard,” Val moaned into her ear. “Just send you to the moon.”

“I want that!” gasped Helen. “I want that so badly!”

The two shafts moved inside of her. Helen's girl-dick twitched as the twin shafts pumped away. At first, Rhonda's and Val's girl-cocks withdrew out of her at the same time, but Val thrust in early, sliding her dick past Rhonda's to bury in Helen's depths.

Rhonda's followed a moment later.

Helen trembled as the two girl-dicks plunged in and out of her pussy, caressing her silky inner flesh. Wave after wave of delight flowed through her. Val fucked with hard, deep strokes while Rhonda's were slower, but powerful. They caressed Helen's insides, making her squeal and gasp.

Her futa-cock throbbed against Rhonda's belly, drinking in the flex of the Black futanari's muscles. The sensations flowed down to her pussy. Her snatch clenched down on the two plunging dicks, drinking in the delight of their plunging thrusts.

“Mmm, I'm going to cum so hard,” whimpered Helen. “I'm going to erupt on your dicks.”

“And milk us?” Val moaned, the busty futanari thrusting harder, ramming her dick past Rhonda's deep into Helen's depths.

“Yes!” Helen moaned, staring into Rhonda's dark eyes.

“Good!” Rhonda moaned, her dick thrusting forward so hard, so deep, into Helen.

Her ovaries drank in the dual delights. The two futa-cocks stimulated her pussy. Helen spasmed between the two cheerleaders. Her body drank in all the delights. Her cunt hovered on the edge of rapture.

Then, by some chance, Val's and Rhonda's dicks thrust into Helen's pussy at the same time. The two shafts burying into her depths sent a wave of rapture through her body. Her snatch clenched down on them as they withdrew, drinking in the friction.

Helen's ovaries twitched. Quivered.

Erupted.

Her futa-cum fired from her girl-dick trapped between herself and Rhonda's body. Hot jizz spurted between their flesh, coating them in more spunk. Helen whimpered, her pussy convulsing about the two dicks as they slammed back into her.

The pleasure rippled through her body. It flowed out of her spasming cunt teased by the two dicks pumping away at her hole. Helen cried out in wordless rapture. She writhed between her two lovers, her body drinking in the pleasure.

“Damn!” Val groaned. “Oh, damn, that's incredible.”

“She's squeezing our dicks together!” whimpered Rhonda. “Helen!”

“Cum in me!” Helen managed to gasp through the ecstasy.

“Yes, yes, yes!” the Black futanari groaned, thrusting her girl-dick even faster into Helen's cunt, matching Val's frantic pace.

“Ooh, yes!” Val groaned.

The two dicks kept Helen cumming. Her futa-cock spurted again and again, firing rapture up to her mind. Her pussy drank in the delight of the twin shafts plunging again and again into her convulsing cunt, keeping her pleasure alive.

Then they erupted.

Both futanari's dicks unloaded into her at the same time. She drank it in. Her eyes fluttered as the heat melted through her cunt. She groaned, loving every moment of being filled by futa-jizz. It warmed up her cunt and spilled more rapture through her body.

“Yes, yes, yes! Fill me up!” Helen howled. “Give me all that spunk!”

“It's all yours!” Rhonda whimpered.

“Damn, that was good,” Val moaned, collapsing behind Helen. “Ooh, Helen, I still love you. I might not worship you, but you're still amazing.”

“Uh-huh,” Rhonda sighed.

“Thank you,” Helen said, trembling. She shivered, listening to the sounds of the orgy. The plans could wait. Right now, they were enjoying themselves, taking pleasures that had been so lacking during the stress of the last few days.


Chapter Five: Ariz'ana's Shortcut

Agent Felicity liked the new gender-swapped and futanized meeting of the president's advisers. Last time the futa-agent met them, they were mostly men. Now they were all sexy futanari, naked, reveling in their new tits and huge girl-dicks.

“Let's get started,” President Fierro said as she sat down on Agent Felicity's lap.

The futa-agent groaned as the president's silky pussy engulfed her cock. She remembered attending a meeting sitting on Helen's lap, her cunt impaled on the blonde futanari's dick. A flutter of delight washed through her for a moment.

Then anger swallowed it up. Helen betrayed her Alien Queen. 

“Mmm, that's nice,” President Fierro moaned, her pussy clenching down about Agent Felicity's throbbing futa-dick.

“I bet so,” Wilma Tyler, formerly Walt, said. The president's chief of staff was now a slender woman with large breasts, her hair restored from her former gray to a sleek, pale-blonde that spilled about her mature features. “This is quite the... adjustment.”

“It is,” nodded General Stephanie Spencer, a member of the Joint Chiefs of Staff. The five star general now had a pair of round breasts and a sultry smile, waves of dark-brown hair spilling about her face.

“Mmm, it is,” Agent Felicity said, her girl-dick throbbing in President Fierro's pussy. It felt wonderful to have the Latina woman's pussy wrapped about her shaft. Every time the president shifted, pleasure rippled through the futa-agent. “Now, we need to locate Helen and Ally.”

“Really?” asked the brassy-haired Secretary of Homeland Security. Francine, formerly Frank, Milton furrowed her brow and pursed her red, plump lips. “Why would we have to find them? They're leaders of the futanari.”

“They are enemies of the futanari,” hissed Agent Felicity, her cock throbbing hard in President Fierro's pussy. 

The Latina president let out a gasp, shifting on Agent Felicity's dick. “How can that be?”

“They have betrayed our Queen, Ariz'ana,” Agent Felicity said. “They tried to kill her. They do not want to spread futa-love to the world.” She slid her hands up to cup the president's firm, round breasts. She squeezed them as she nuzzled into President Fierro's ear. “Don't you want to do that?”

“Of course,” she moaned, her juicy pussy stirring around the futa-agent's dick. “We have to find them right now.”

“Of course, Madam President,” Secretary Francine said. “We'll put all our intelligence gathering institutes to it.”

“Do we have any idea where they can be found?” asked the Secretary of Defense. Sherrie Park was one of the few original women in the room.

“No,” Agent Felicity said. “We have tried to find them, tried to lure them out, but... They are blending into the normal futanari population. They still have... influence. They are still loved and are using that against our Ariz'ana.” 

“No,” President Fierro gasped. Her pussy clenched as her voice grew fierce. “We can't have that. The U.S. Government will bend all its resources to finding them.” 

The various secretaries nodded their heads.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Zhao was glad she worked through the night. She had just the thing to supplant Ariz'ana as the head of the hierarchy. The futa-alien provided her own cum, and while her race had some strange genetic code, Dr. Zhao had noticed a sequence that matched up with the part of Ally's DNA that triggered the changes in humans. It was related to the futa-love and the gene markers Dr. Zhao used to create the control serum.

It set who was at the top of the hierarchy. With a little adjustment, Dr. Zhao was certain her modified cum, held inside the small cum bomb she rigged up, would change any futanari who inhaled it. Once Ariz'ana was gone, and Dr. Zhao had control over the futanari at the top of the military, she would become their ruler. After she had the human race under her power, she could negotiate with the aliens for the secret of immortality. A few billion human futanari for them to milk would surely be worth it. Then she could have an eternity to unravel the universe. To understand everything.

So much research she could do.

Dr. Zhao slipped the syringe full of Doxorubicin, a toxic chemical used in chemotherapy. It broke apart genetic material. The amount in the syringe was ten times the lethal dose for a human. She was confident it would end Ariz'ana.

No point in keeping the alien around. Not if she could find a work around for what Dr. Zhao planned.

“Did you sleep at all?” Dr. Gabby asked as she caught up with Dr. Zhao walking across the campus ground in the early dawn light.

“Nope,” Dr. Zhao said. “But I feel invigorated. I have discovered something important. A breakthrough.”

“And you sent me home?” Dr. Gabby asked, her brow tightening. “Did you think I would get in the way?”

“Inspiration came to me after you left,” the Chinese futanari said without hesitation. The lie came glibly to her lips.

“Ah,” Dr. Gabby said. “Well, what is it?”

“I'm just going to have to explain it during the meeting,” Dr. Zhao said. “Just be patient.”

“Oh, is that what the meeting is about?” Dr. Gabby asked.

Dr. Zhao wasn't annoyed when she was called in for the early morning meeting. Ariz'ana was eager about something. “No. It's probably about what happened last night with the president.”

“Oh, right, right,” Dr. Gabby said. She shuddered. “We almost have the United States covered in futa-love. It's exciting. It's happening so fast. But it will be harder to spread across the oceans. I hear all international flights from the U.S. are turned back. No countries want futanari slipping in.”

Dr. Zhao frowned. She hadn't considered that problem.

They reached Wyatt Hall. Despite the bomb that destroyed their original meeting room on the third floor, they still met in the building. Unease settled into Dr. Zhao. She patted her pocket while remembering how close she came to dying. If she hadn't been dawdling that day, dragging her feet after being hauled away from her research, she would have been killed with the bulk of Ally's harem. Instead, she survived to break free of the futa-love.

If that didn't happen, Helen's coup might have succeeded. She was forced to act precipitously. If she had lured us into the ambush at the hospital, maybe things would have gone differently. Dr. Zhao cocked her head. Or Ariz'ana would have just asserted her position in the hierarchy and Helen's soldiers would have turned on her like they did. 

They entered the meeting hall. General Carter, the commander of the futanari military, originally a man who commanded the nearby Joint Base Lewis-McChord, stood at the table, surrounded by her futa-officers. Since Ally and Helen's defection, Ariz'ana had surrounded herself with military futanari. Women who already understood duty and devotion.

Technically, Dr. Zhao was in the military. She had the rank of a major, or so she thought. She never really cared. Joining USAMRIID (United States Army Medical Research Institute of Infectious Diseases) out of college just meant an opportunity for her to do her initial research into virus RNA and DNA, learning to manipulate them for engineering purposes. It was that which led Dr. Winthrop to bring her into Project STARFALL, also run by the U.S. Army. 

Dr. Zhao smiled. This was perfect. These were exactly the futanari she wanted under her influence once Ariz'ana was dead. Her hand slipped into her pocket, gripping the syringe. The bomb, a modified grenade, weighed down her other pocket.

“Good, good, you're all here,” Ariz'ana said as she swept into the room. The futa-alien was naked, her body a fetching shade of purple, her twin dicks thrusting hard before her. They were smaller than any other futanari's cock and didn't produce anywhere near as much futa-cum. “We are entering into the final stages of taking over the world.”

Dr. Zhao frowned. “We hardly have the United States and are just making forays into Canada and Mexico. We're not close at all.”

“Dr. Zhao is correct,” General Carter said, the mature futa nodding her head. “We're going to need the entire U.S. military might to start penetrating into Europe and most of Asia. They have closed borders against us.”

Ariz'ana waved her hand. Dr. Zhao hesitated, thinking, What have you come up with? 

“Now that President Fierro is a futanari who loves me, we have access to the United States ICBM arsenal.”

Dr. Zhao's forehead furrowed. “You wish to... nuke the world?”

“No, no, we can replace the, uh, what are they called?” She frowned. Her dreadlocks-like hair tendrils, all turquoise, twitched about her face.

“The Mk-21 w87 warheads?” General Carter said.

“Yes, those,” Ariz'ana said, delight appearing in her strange, slitted eyes. “We replace those with massive cum bombs. How many ICBMs does the U.S. have, General?”

“The United States has 399 Minutemen-III ICBMs deployed between Malmstrom Air Force Base, Montana; Minot Air Force Base, North Dakota; and F.E. Warren Air Force Base, Wyoming,” she answered.

“That's 399 major world cities we can hit with futa-love,” Ariz'ana said.

“You're right,” Dr. Zhao blurted out. “That's perfect. We'll create huge pockets of futanari across the world, turn whole governments to our cause.”

“But to the world, they will look like the U.S. just launched our entire arsenal back at them,” General Carter said. Her face paled. “Russia, China, and maybe even France and the U.K. will retaliate. It's possible India and Pakistan could even hit us.”

A chill ran through Dr. Zhao.

“You have bunkers to survive that, yes?” Ariz'ana asked. “I understand this will decimate the futanari population in the United States and cause so much problems from fallout and the like, but in a few hundred years, production will be booming on this planet. Enough futanari will survive. And we'll get this done with fast. Otherwise, this could take decades.”

“There are bunkers,” General Carter said. She swallowed. “This is the best way to spread futa-love?”

“It is,” Ariz'ana said, that fake mask of sympathy spreading across her face. “I know it will mean so much suffering, but the future will be so bright. We have to bring it about.”

“Yes, we do,” Dr. Zhao said. She released her syringe. She couldn't act yet. This plan... It was daring. “I will supervise gathering the cum for the 399 warheads and their implementation.”

“Of course you will, Dr. Zhao,” Ariz'ana purred. “You want to see futa-love spread.”

“I do,” Dr. Zhao said. And with my new additive, most of the survivors will love me. Not you. She could be patient on acting. Once the missiles fired, well, Ariz'ana could be disposed of then. 


Chapter Six: Isabel's Passion

Helen felt refreshed after the orgy and falling into an orgasm daze after all the pleasure. When her harem—Can I still call them that? wondered Helen—woke up, they all broke for an hour to shower, get something to eat, and then meet up to figure out what they had to do to start unraveling Ariz'ana's plans. 

Helen stood at the front, the group of mostly naked futanari staring at her and Ally. She stood straight before them, her braid falling down her back towards her rump. Her girl-dick was half-hard, swaying before her.

“Okay, let's get started,” Ally said, her hands on her hips. She shot her gaze around at all of the futanari as they gathered. “We got a lot to get through.”

The buzz of conversation died down. Helen swallowed. She felt so nervous as all the eyes stared up at her. She didn't realize how hard this would be. She didn't see any of the worshipful love in the eyes of her followers that she was used to. Her toes flexed and throbbed. Did we make a mistake? she wondered. No, no, futa-love had to end. Ariz'ana, or any other alien, would just abuse it. 

Taking a deep breath, Helen launched into the first item. “We have to decide on a leader.”

“But you're our leader,” Isabel said. The Hispanic futanari hopped to her feet. “What's there to decide?”

Helen shook her head. She had thought about this a lot while taking a shower. “I was only the leader because of the love. Now, you can choose someone.” 

Even though Helen said that, Isabel's support swelled Helen's confidence. She wanted to keep leading them. She thought she could do it, that she had grown into the role over the last few weeks. So it hurt when Deputy Svetlana stood up, the blonde futa-deputy folding her arms beneath her breasts. “I nominate Colonel Bee to be our leader.”

Helen swallowed the sting, especially when Deputy Sun, Deputy Deidre, and Deputy Christine—the surviving members of the Yakima Sheriff's Department they recruited to save Ally months ago—also joined Deputy Svetlana, nodding their heads. Helen worked her jaw as she glanced over at the officer. 

Colonel Bee stood up. She had dusky skin and the round face of an Eastern European. Everyone called her Bee because her Polish last name, Beatrycze, was hard to say. She used to be the Logistics Officer for I Corps, which, from what Helen understood, made her one of the highest-ranked officers at Joint Base Lewis-McChord. She was recruited by Dr. Maura and Leann when they infiltrated the military after saving Ally. The futa-officer looked around at everyone, a quiet descending as the harem waited for her to speak.

“Thank you for the support, Deputy Deidre,” she said. “I am a graduate of West Point, I have served in the military for twenty-two years, and have extensive training.”

“You were the logistics officer,” objected Isabel. “That means you were in charge of the mess hall.”

“And?” the colonel asked, arching an eyebrow. “I've been to command school. I've been through rotation commanding companies and a brigade.”

“So you're a military leader, but you're not a leader leader.” Isabel glared at her. “We're not a military.” 

Helen wondered if maybe this was a good idea. She feared that the futas should have the colonel in her stead. She opened her mouth to say it when Ally nudged her. She felt the emotion of her futa-lover through their telepathic bond. It was a concerned warning. She frowned, glancing at Ally. The redheaded futanari arched her eyebrows and gave a slight shake of her head.

Ally believed in her. Helen smiled at her lover.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel stood her ground. “It has to be Helen who leads us.” She glared across the room. She didn't care if they all hated her. She would speak the truth. “We're all here because of her.”

“No, we're all here because of you!” sneered Lindsey. The black-haired girl gained her feet. “Me and Carly are with Colonel Bee.” 

Isabel swallowed the pain. She knew how Lindsey felt about her, but it still stung. They once loved her. They once were happy together, but Isabel let herself get lost in her obsession. Shame flushed through her. She wanted to sit down, especially as Carly gained her feet and nodded her head.

“We're with her, too,” Rhonda said. She stood up along with the cheerleaders. “Sorry, Helen, I think you're great and all, but... she's a military leader.”

Isabel gaped at them. “You were loving Helen during the orgy! I saw you.”

“That was the orgy,” April said. She shifted beside Rhonda, not looking at Isabel but down near her feet. “Sorry, Helen. We do love you. You're our friend, but... This is important.”

“Colonel Bee seems level-headed,” added Natasha.

“I can't believe this,” Isabel said as she witnessed the shock on Helen's face. “You're all ungrateful. This is disgusting. Do you know how much Helen has sacrificed for the futanari? For us? Didn't you see her take on all of the pain and the burden of leading us? She was the one who suffered. She was the one who agonized over what to do. She was the only one who broke free of Ariz'ana's influence and realized we had to do something to stop her monstrous acts. 

“Only Helen had the strength of personality to end that alien-bitch's own power. She didn't have to end the futa-love. She could have kept us all loving her, worshiping her. But she choose what was best for us. She sacrificed her own happiness, even our own joy, because it was the best thing for futanari.

“So how can she be the worst option when she cares for us more than anything? She cared so much she broke free of Ariz'ana's love. You all felt the intense emotions towards Ariz'ana. Don't tell me you didn't, Deputy Deidre. Or you, Val. You all stayed behind. You all would have been like Dr. Maura, begging for Ariz'ana to kill you to hurt Helen because you loved Ariz'ana so much. 

“Only HELEN broke free of that!” Isabel's breasts heaved. Her heart thundered as everyone stared at her. “If that's not heroic, if that's not being a leader, then I don't know what is.” She glared at them all. “So you can advise her. You can guide her in her decision, but she set us free. She sacrificed so much for us. She's the only one that can be trusted to lead us.” 

Sergeant Frita stood up. She had a hard look to her supermodel face, her light-brown hair falling in waves down to her shoulders. Isabel's stomach tensed as she felt the futa-soldier's hard eyes. “Isabel's right. Helen is the only one that deserves to lead us. She has grown so much. We've all seen her mature over the last few weeks. How she stepped up to the challenge. 

“Stress can either break someone or make them stronger. And it made Helen stronger.” Sergeant Frita's gaze flicked across the futanari. “The Double D Girls are Helen's. We follow her orders. Sorry, Colonel Bee, but she outranks you.” 

Rhonda squirmed. She glanced at her futa-cheerleaders. “I... You're right, Isabel. We are ungrateful bitches. Helen...” The Black cheer captain turned to Helen, squirming. “I'm sorry. I... I thought Colonel Bee was best for the group, but... It should be you.”

“Sorry, Helen,” Val said, her voice quiet.

“It's okay,” Helen said, giving them a smile. “I freed you from the love so you didn't have to make me happy.”

The deputies shifted, glancing at Colonel Bee. The futa-officer studied Helen. “I have some doubts, but... Helen, you can't let us down. This is too important.”

“I know that,” Helen said.

Joy bubbled through Isabel.

~   ~~   ~

“I think Helen is perfect to lead us,” Ally said, happiness bubbling through her now that Helen's harem was supporting her again.

Ally, via her empathic connection with Helen, felt that sting of pain strike the blonde when they turned on her. Helen was such a nice girl she almost just gave up being the leader to appease them. That selflessness was her great strength, what allowed her to defy Ariz'ana, but sometimes, Ally knew, a person needed to put their interest first. Especially when it was as important as this decision.

“Not you?” asked Dr. Maura, staring at Ally. “You were always bossing around your harem. You ruled them like their...”

“Queen,” Ally said, her cheeks burning as she squirmed. “I... did.” She glanced at Helen. “It's why I'm not the right one to lead. I... didn't care for my followers. I just saw them as objects and...” Emotion stung Ally's eyes. She wrenched her gaze from Helen to find Specialist Amanda, staring at her soldier. “I didn't know what I had, what I could have enjoyed, until it was taken from me. I didn't appreciate them. I saw them as things.

“Not people.

“Helen never saw you as things. It was why we always fought. I didn't understand her. I was too angry, too selfish. But Helen, she loved you all so much Ariz'ana couldn't fool her. She broke free.”

“So did you,” Helen said, taking Ally's hand.

A flush of warmth rippled through Ally. Joy bubbled against her guilt and grief. She swallowed the swelling emotion choking her throat and squeezed Helen's hand back. “I did, but not the way you did. I only broke free because of you.” Ally cleared her throat. “So we need a plan.” 

“We need to keep doing what we've done here,” Helen said, her voice ringing out over her harem, echoing through the room. “We have to keep freeing futanari from the love, growing a core of resistance against Ariz'ana and her despicable plans. First, we're going to need to build up our changed cum. It should free people the same way as the serum Dr. Catherine injected us. Right?”

Dr. Catherine nodded her head. “That's how our semen is engineered, to transfer these sort of changes to others.”

“So we need to start converting futanari in the area,” Helen said. “We have to go slow, because we're horribly outnumbered. But the more futanari we free, the harder it will be for Ariz'ana to enslave us all.”

“This is just the same plan as before,” April said. “Slowly spreading futa-cum. Infiltrating behind enemy lines, only it's futanari lines this time.”

“The difference is we have Ally and Helen,” Isabel said. “So long as Ariz'ana's not around, futanari will still love them.”

“True, our devotion to Ariz'ana wore off of us when we got away from her and were around you again, Helen. Then we remembered our worship for you,” Lilac said. “That will work against Ariz'ana. She'll have to micromanage everything to deal with us.”

“I bet she'll rip her nasty tendrils out trying to deal with us,” Carly said, a big smile on her lips.

“That's right,” Helen nodded. “Ariz'ana may have called me a traitor, but she's not everywhere.”

“And she's still pretending I'm with her,” Ally added. “All we have to do is get us in front of any group and they'll trust us. Then we free them.”

“We'll have to make sure we're the ones in charge,” Colonel Bee said. “When we free groups, we have to assert our authority immediately, or this can all fracture into a dozen different factions that will be easily destroyed by Ariz'ana.”

~   ~~   ~

Helen shifted. She didn't like that. The futa-love united them. If she never destroyed it, the world would have peace. Now the futanari would just be horny humans. That might help smooth out any disagreements from getting violent, but they would never all be united.

But they're free to make their own decisions, she reminded herself. That's important. 

“There will be resistance to our rule,” Colonel Bee continued. “We need to move swiftly before they can organize.”

Helen sighed. She hated this, but it was necessary. “We just need to hold them together long enough to defeat Ariz'ana. Then things can go back to normal. Mostly.”

“Things will never be normal,” Sergeant Frita said. “Futa-cocks change everything.”

“They do,” Leann said, her arm around Dr. Maura's arm.

The futa-doctor had mostly stayed silent. She sat there, staring down at her lap. Helen frowned, she wanted to say something, but the meeting was still going. She looked out at her followers and said, “We'll put ourselves forward as leaders to the futanari we freed.”

“People like to have leaders,” Ally said. “I read that somewhere. They like it when someone at least appears to know what they're doing. Especially during chaotic times.”

“The appearance of command is more important than what is commanded,” Colonel Bee said.

“Right,” Rhonda said. “When I was cheer captain, sometimes I just faked I knew what I was doing, and they all bought it. Really, I was panicking inside.”

“You were?” Val asked, blinking.

“Yep.”

“That's all well, but we also need intelligence,” Leann said. “We need to know what Ariz'ana is up to. We need to recruit a spy. Expose someone to the changed cum who can pass us info.”

“Who?” Ally asked.

“Someone close to the alien-bitch,” Leann said, her words growing hard. A sneer curled her lips.

“Not Dr. Zhao,” Ally said. “I wouldn't trust her free of the futa-love. The things she did here...”

Dr. Catherine nodded her head in agreement.

“Any ideas?” Helen asked, gazing out at her followers.

~   ~~   ~

“Dr. Gabby,” Sergeant Frita said, rising before the futanari. She gazed at Helen, seeing the strength radiating through the blonde girl. Sergeant Frita saw that new leadership in her. It reminded the futa-soldier of a young, intelligent lieutenant. Idealistic and ready to take charge, but still in need of wise counsel to help guide her decisions.

“Yes,” Ally said. “She's trusted by Dr. Zhao, and that Chinese bitch might be the only futanari Ariz'ana truly trusts.”

“Ariz'ana did tell Dr. Zhao the truth about the aliens' plans for us,” Helen agreed. “How do we get her?”

“My Double D girls will do a raid, capture her, and then bring her to a meeting with you,” Sergeant Frita said, full of confidence. “We've trained to do missions like this before. We know the University. Ariz'ana won't be expecting it.”

“She thinks we're hiding,” Lilac said, standing beside the futa-sergeant. “Scurrying in fear. We can do this, Helen.”

“Okay,” Helen said, nodding her head. She licked her lips. Sergeant Frita could see the concern, but Helen swallowed it. “We'll need a... staging ground, right? That's what it's called?”

Sergeant Frita nodded, a smile touching her lips.

“Tacoma General,” Dr. Maura said, lifting her head. “It's close to the campus, Helen, and it's full of wounded futa-soldiers. The staff are all part of my harem. So... they're all Helen's.”

“We can also expose them to futa-cum in one go,” Leann said. “I have an idea to do that.”

“Okay,” Helen said. “This sounds like a good start, but first, I want to gain us more followers. The city of Yakima is nearby. We can free them and recruit more to help us undo futa-love while we move against Ariz'ana.”

Sergeant Frita nodded her head in approval as Helen began giving orders.


Chapter Seven: Collecting Jizz

“This additive will make the futa-cum spread farther?” Dr. Gabby asked.

Dr. Zhao nodded her head, confident her lab assistant didn't have the intelligence to understand what the chemical really did. “Yes, it will. A 15% increase in its range. I want it added to all 399 missiles.”

“Well, it's more than that since each missile has up to twelve warheads,” Dr. Gabby said. “They're MRVs. Multiple Reentry Vehicles.”

Dr. Zhao smiled. “General Carter did leave that out.”

“Probably stunned by the plan.” Dr. Gabby said. “So many futanari will die for us to save the world.”

“Sacrifices for the good of us all,” Dr. Zhao said.

The lie made Dr. Gabby nod her head, her breasts swaying beneath her lab coat. “Of course. Ariz'ana said so.” A smile spread across her plump lips. “This additive will make Ariz'ana so happy. So of course I'll make sure it's in every one.”

“Good, have all the futanari in the area to start gathering their cum.” Dr. Zhao shuddered. So much jizz. She would spread her influence faster than she ever could imagine. “I trust you to do this, Dr. Gabby. I love you.”

“I love you!” Dr. Gabby exclaimed, such joy bursting across her face.

Disgust surged through Dr. Zhao at the weakness in her face. That emotional chain manipulating Dr. Gabby, swallowing her morality. Her common sense. She surrendered any sort of critical thinking for the satisfaction of that joy bubbling through her.

It was such relief that Dr. Zhao was free of it. She just had to fake it for a while longer.

~   ~~   ~

Ally smiled as she walked through the cafeteria, futanari moaning and gasping as their cum pumped into the hoses connected to the modified wet/dry vacs. Dr. Catherine whipped up devices similar to the ones she and Dr. Zhao had originally pioneered to collect futa-cum in preparation of their attack on Portland a few weeks back.

It made Ally's dick ache with the need to orgasm. Despite spending an hour in rapture having her cock pumped dry, she ached for more. That thought made her pause. The aliens engineered us to enjoy just cumming over and over so they could have us do this twenty-four/seven. 

A surge of anger shot through her. Well, we're going to turn this against them, she thought with such resolve stiffening her spine. We're going to make them pay for attempting to enslave us all!  

“Having fun, Specialist?” Ally asked as she passed the futa-soldier.

“Mmm, I am, Ally!” she moaned, her eyes fluttering. “Providing all the cum! Yakima won't know what hit them.”

“Not that there's many futanari left in Yakima,” Deputy Svetlana said. She lounged across the room, her blonde hair spilling about her Slavic features. “A few thousand out of the 243,000 that should be there.”

“Good thing the fighting's mostly stopped,” Ally said, shifting her hips. The missionaries had flooded out across America to make her happy. She spoke the words that unleashed them with Ariz'ana looking on.

“There are still pockets of humans resisting, defying the government,” Deputy Svetlana said.

Five days had passed since President Fierro's announcement. Many of the citizens in red counties, conservative-leaning hot spots, in Texas, the Midwest, and the rust belt were resisting against the futanari while the more progressives blue counties and cities welcomed them with open arms, embracing futanari love. The United States was days away from being wholly converted, and the futanari were spilling over the borders into Mexico and Canada.

The Mexicans mounted a strong and violent resistance while the Canadians often were as welcoming of futanari as progressives in the states.

“Still,” Deputy Svetlana said. “It was my job to protect Yakima County before Helen's harem tangled me up in them. Now that I'm free... I'm just thinking about my friends and family members that are missing. They're out there, following Ariz'ana's damned orders to be missionaries.”

“Defeating Ariz'ana's the fastest way to protect them,” Ally said, the guilt bubbling through her. “Raiding Yakima is the start. We need more personnel. I'm sure your friends and family are fine. There's not that many casualties.”

Deputy Svetlana nodded, her eyes sweeping out across the room as the other futanari were milked. “Ariz'ana is a monster, isn't she? Her and her entire race of creators. They think they can enslave us so they can live forever.”

“When you see someone as a beast or an insect, it's easy to brutalize them,” Ally said. “And from talking with Dr. Maura, Ariz'ana sees us as nothing more than bugs. Filthy, disgusting bugs. She'll have no problem throwing our lives away. We're not as evolved as her.” 

Deputy Svetlana snorted. “Then she's going to get a rude awakening when we kick her purple ass.”

Ally grinned at her. “That's right. And tonight is a start. It's an act of defiance. We'll free a few thousand people from her control, and do it without her even knowing what's going on. We'll arm them to spread it. We'll undermine her entire base of support. Before she knows it, Washington State will be against her, and she won't have any supporters.

“Then we'll swoop in and seize her ass. We'll show her and her race that human beings aren't their dairy cattle.”

Deputy Svetlana nodded her head. “Tonight's going to be great.”

~   ~~   ~

Agent Felicity shuddered as she slammed her girl-dick deep into the president's asshole. The futa-agent had discovered she rather enjoyed President Fierro's bowels. It was such a treat to bugger the leader of the free world whenever she wanted.

“Ooh, Agent Felicity, yes!” mewled the president as the futa-agent's orgasm burned through her. She pumped the president's asshole full of cum, each blast sending such delight through her. “Ooh, I love it!”

“Uh-huh,” groaned Agent Felicity, her dick erupting again and again. The president's bowels rippled about her girth, milking her cock. The pleasure peaked in the futa-agent's mind. Her breasts quivered before her. “Damn, you just have such a cute ass, Madam President.”

“Especially when it's full of your girl-cock?” asked President Fierro. The Hispanic futanari looked over her shoulder, a smoky look in her eye.

Agent Felicity glanced down at her pale cock vanishing into the valley between the president's brown butt-cheeks. “Mmm, that does make it so cute. I love the sight. I might just keep you bent over your desk for the rest of the day.”

“But then I can't get any work done,” the president pouted. “And my work is very important.”

“Yeah, it is,” Agent Felicity said, that exhilarating rush of buggering the president surging through her again. “But... maybe you can adapt and—”

A knock came at the door. “Madam President,” said the gender-swapped secret service agent, her voice a sultry purr, “your national security adviser needs to see you.”

“Send her in,” President Fierro said, her bowels clenching on Agent Felicity's girl-dick.

Bree Reynolds, formerly Brian Reynolds, entered the office, her naked body swaying. She had large breasts now, pillowy and soft as they swayed before her, her ruby lips pursed in a smoky pucker like she was on the verge of being kissed. The futa-dick bobbing between her thighs was new for the blonde beauty.

“Ooh, who did you gender-swap?” asked President Fierro.

“One of the secret service agents,” Bree said, a smile growing on those kissable lips. “I was on hand to change him into a her. Then I got the fun of popping her cherry.”

“Mmm, I like doing that,” President Fierro said. She propped herself up on her elbows, hips wiggling, pressing her cute rump into Agent Felicity's crotch. “What is up?”

“The DIA conducted an audit and has detected unusual activities at one of their facilities they mothballed a few months ago,” Bree Reynolds said. As the National Security Adviser, it was her job to collate all the reports from the various intelligence agencies, in this case the Defense Intelligence Agency (the army's version of the CIA). The Secretary of Homeland Security was too busy to brief the president on these matters unless they were really important.

“Which facility?” President Fierro said.

“Project STARFALL at the Hanford site out in Washington State,” she said. “Power is being used there again along with some communication equipment.”

“That was where Ally was held and...” Agent Felicity shuddered. “Helen knows about it. She raided it to free Ally.”

“Yes, that is the reason it was mothballed. The DIA believes our fugitives are there. That's why I'm here.” Bree smiled. “We can find those traitors and make our Queen so happy.”

Agent Felicity's girl-dick trembled in delight. “Ariz'ana will be so happy. I want a raid sent there now. Special forces who have been administered the serum so Ally or Helen can't influence them at all.”

“Already assembling at Joint Base Langley-Eustis,” Bree said. “They'll be wheels up in ten minutes. Just waiting for the president's orders.”

“You heard Agent Felicity,” President Fierro groaned. “Launch the raid. This is the government's number one priority.”

“I'll pass that along,” Bree said. She let out such a giggle. “We're going to capture those traitors and make them pay.”

“Yes, we are,” Agent Felicity said while flashes of Helen's youthful face illuminated her memories. Her hand shot out for the phone on the president's desk. She picked it up, dialed 9.

“White House switchboard,” a cheery voice answered, “how can I direct your call?”

“Put me through to Ariz'ana,” Agent Felicity ordered, her body trembling. Her hips already pumped her in and out of President Fierro's cum-filled asshole. Just thinking about speaking to her Alien Queen sent the futa-agent's lusts into overdrive.

Her pussy juices trickled down her thighs as she waited for Ariz'ana to pick up.  


Chapter Eight: Atomized Cum

“What is going on?” Dr. Zhao asked as she entered into the meeting room. A number of screens had been set up, monitored by futa-soldiers. She could only tell they were soldiers because of the dog tags danging between their breasts.

“We have them,” Ariz'ana said. She sat down on a table, two futa-coeds kneeling before her, each sucking on one of her twin futa-dicks. They bobbed their heads moaning and slurping. Both had backs and asses that glowed red from being cock-whipped by the alien.

Ariz'ana loved disciplining the various futa-coeds she'd claimed as sex slaves after Helen and Ally's defections. Three days ago, when Dr. Zhao had visited Ariz'ana's residence, Ariz'ana had eschewed using lights in her dining room. Instead, she had the room lined with girls bound up and gagged, their futa-dicks thrusting hard before them. Each shaft had a candle strapped to the tip, hot wax pouring down the cocks, making the futas moan in ecstatic delight.

Ariz'ana enjoyed dominating humans. She saw them as lesser than her. It made Dr. Zhao smile.

I can't wait to see that look of shock on your face when I inject you with the Doxorubicin. Dr. Zhao patted her lab coat pocket, feeling the syringe carrying the toxic chemotherapy drug. She carried it with her always. Just in case she needed to use it.  

She would wait, however, until the nuclear cum strike. They were getting closer to it. They had collected all the jizz and now it was being installed at the various facilities. In a few days, they would change the world.

“By them, you mean Helen and Ally?” Dr. Zhao asked, taking a seat beside the alien. The Chinese scientist's girl-dick ached and throbbed, the sounds of the two futa-coeds sucking and slurping on Ariz'ana had Dr. Zhao's lusts swelling.

“Yes,” Ariz'ana said. “They're hiding right beneath our noses.”

“Oh?” Dr. Zhao asked. She motioned her hand to Dr. Gabby, then pointed at her cock. “Where at?”

“Project STARFALL.”

Dr. Zhao's stomach twisted at that. As Dr. Gabby fell to her knees before the Chinese futanari and sucked on her cock, she wondered, Did the military leave all my equipment there? What could Dr. Catherine whip up there? Could she cause any mischief? 

Can I use that?

“You're not worried?” Dr. Zhao asked as she savored her assistant's warm, wet mouth sucking up and down her girl-dick.

“Of what?” Ariz'ana asked, her strangely slitted eyes flicking over to Dr. Zhao. Turquoise tendrils twitched about the alien's purple face. “That they will escape? The president flew out an entire company of special forces. Ones under your serum and loyal to Fierro, and thus to me. There is nothing Helen or Ally can do to influence them.”

“Well, my lab is there,” Dr. Zhao said. “Dr. Catherine escaped with Helen. They've been there for, what, more than two weeks. What have they been doing there? Helen chose it for a reason.”

Ariz'ana's hair twitched more. “It will be fine. You'll see. Dr. Catherine is not you.”

Dr. Zhao ran her hand through Dr. Gabby's black hair. “No, no, of course she's not. She lacks my... imagination. But... she assisted me in my initial research. She understands my work. She could figure things out about the futa-cum. Things that might be... disadvantageous for us.” 

“It doesn't matter,” Ariz'ana said, nodding to the screen. “Look, look, the soldiers have arrived. They're sweeping through the building.”

The feed was live now. Shots from cameras mounted on a half-dozen soldiers spread out across the screens. They were all in that green of night vision as they swept towards the dark office building that stood over Project STARFALL.

Memories of arriving to work, pretending that she worked for the Department of Energy and helping to clean up the Hanford site's nuclear waste flashed through Dr. Zhao. She had strolled through the very doors the special forces soldiers passed through, heading to the bank of elevators where her special key card would let the elevator descend to the DIA bunker located deep beneath the building.  

She had learned so much about the aliens' ability to rewrite DNA examining Ally's gene sequence in that facility. Dr. Zhao had performed so many experiments down there. She'd gender-swapped men into women. She'd perfected her serum that gave a person so much control over another you could order them to slit their own throat.

The same serum was in the soldiers coursing through the building. It looked like Dr. Winthrop had figured out how to make it useful. Did he just order the soldiers to act normally, thus restoring their cognitive functions? He must have, because look at how they move. They are using all their training. They are thinking.  

It was something Dr. Zhao hadn't thought of.

“It won't be long now,” Ariz'ana said, her hands gripping both coeds—one a blonde, the other a redhead—by their hair. She bobbed them up and down her futa-cocks. “Ally and Helen won't escape.”

“Mmm, no they won't,” Dr. Zhao said. Pity. If they were out in the world, I bet I could use them to make Ariz'ana more paranoid. I need to be in the bunker with her as soon as possible. The nukes need to fly. 

The elevator dinged. The soldiers swept out into the base. Dr. Zhao shuddered, her futa-dick throbbing in Gabby's hungry mouth. She witnessed all those familiar locations. The cinder-block hallways with pipes running along the ceiling. The sterile rooms, each one built to rigid specifications. The cell block where Ally was kept. Dr. Zhao's old lab. The cafeteria. Offices. Store Rooms. It was all familiar.

And it was all empty.

“They're not here,” the lead soldier said, her voice possessing a smoky timber. “There is sign of habitation, but they look like they left.”

“Recently,” another soldier added. “There's evidence they cooked a meal only hours ago.”

“They must have been tipped off,” Dr. Zhao said. “They fled with whatever they cooked up in there.”

Ariz'ana's face twisted with anger. Her dreadlock tendrils twitched violently.

“They were gathering cum,” a soldier reported, pointing her camera at a modified wet-dry vac.

“They have cum bombs and are going to deploy them somewhere,” Dr. Zhao said, her pussy clenching. Her futa-cock throbbed.

Her cum fired into Dr. Gabby's hungry mouth as Ariz'ana let out a screeching shout of rage.

~   ~~   ~

“All women and futanari are required to meet before city hall right now,” Isabel shouted into the bullhorn as she stood on the top of the HMMWV's roof. Normally, this was used to let a person fire a pintle-mounted machine gun from the bulky, armored vehicle people nicknamed a humvee. The vehicle drove through the streets, driven by Deputy Sun. “There is an important message from Ally and Ariz'ana that you all need to hear.”

At every third or fourth house, women stepped out of doors and peered out of windows; as they passed behind Isabel, cars were pulling out of driveways. She smiled. It was so easy. They were all under the futa-love. They didn't think twice about following the directions. They were just eager to obey Ally and Ariz'ana.

I bet if I said Helen, they'd move, too, Isabel thought. I imagine a lot of these are under her harem. Most of who stayed behind were hers. The Hispanic futanari then chuckled. 

“What's so funny?” Deputy Sun asked as she drove the humvee slowly down the road.

“I bet a lot of these women are in my harem,” Isabel said. “I mean, I donated a lot of cum to bombs, and so did many of the women beneath me.”

“Probably,” Deputy Sun said. “It'll help get them to city hall.”

“So we can free them.” Isabel liked this plan. Maybe it wasn't the best first step, maybe there were better places to start, but Yakima was close to Project STARFALL. From here, they would move across the mountains to Tacoma to begin work. They'd leave behind these futanari to convert the surrounding area, to spread futa-freedom the same way futa-love did.

She raised the megaphone and cried out her orders again. She smiled at the convoy building behind them. I'm the Pied Piper of Hamelin, she thought as she shifted, Only I'm not leading them out of town, but to its heart. 

Traffic swelled and swelled. Soon Deputy Sun was battling through it. They merged into the futanari and women drawn in by the other pied pipers. Isabel wasn't the only one. Half of the harem, as they still called themselves, moved through the city, letting as many people know to gather before the square.

The citizens, futanari and women were all eager for it. The way Isabel used to be. That quivering need to worship filled them. They didn't understand how their emotions manipulated them; they didn't care. You didn't feel manipulated at all. It just felt right when you were under the futa-love to serve and support the futanari above you. It made you feel warm and joyful, made you feel united. Until Ariz'ana arrived, there was no schism. No one was ever excluded. In some ways, it was such a wondrous thing.

Isabel felt they lost a kind of innocence. The futanari are growing up, she thought. And doesn't that always suck? 

The closer and closer they came to Yakima's city hall, the tighter and tighter traffic grew. Soon, futanari were abandoning their cars on the side of the roads and getting out to walk while Deputy Sun barreled forward in her humvee, laying on her horn.

Futanari parted out of their way, smiling and waving. Many were naked despite the cold, near-winter night descending. The temperature was approaching freezing, their breath frosting the air, but they didn't feel the cold. The ones who were bundled up were the ones who were still normal women. They had missed the chance of finding a man to gender-swap, but they still looked happy and cheerful.

We're about to strip them of their innocence, Isabel thought as they reached city hall. A thick crowd gathered there. The humvee stopped at the back end, unable to get closer. Others parked around them. Rhonda sat on the roof of hers, idly stoking her futa-cock. She glanced at Isabel, nodded. 

Isabel nodded back.

It took another half-hour before no more people arrived. The futanari didn't get restless. They just loved each other. Isabel smiled as she saw pockets of futanari and women humping together, ramming their girl-dicks in and out of each other's pussy and assholes. Some women were on their knees, happily sucking on as many girl-dicks as possible, heads bobbing from one to another. A hundred orgies raged across the street before city hall.

Isabel ached to join them.

“This is Goddess,” Helen said over the radio, using the call sign she adopted right here in this very city when they were planning the raid on Project STARFALL, “let the party begin.”

Isabel grinned.

The cum bomb went off with loud pops. Then a great whoosh burst from the top of city hall. A cloud of atomized spunk washed from the building. The futanari all gasped, many of them still locked in the throes of their orgies. Isabel closed her eyes as the cloud of jizz reached her.

She spread her arms wide as the warm spunk washed over her, caressing her naked body. Her nipples throbbed, her futa-dick twitched. She breathed in the freedom along with the thousands gathered.

The first blow struck against Ariz'ana.

~   ~~   ~

Helen took a deep breath as she stood in the entrance of Yakima's city hall. She peered out at the city, the futanari gasping as the cloud washed over them. The nearest were locked in the frenzy of their orgiastic pleasure, cum spurting from their futa-dicks as the cloud of atomized spunk dissipated. It was large enough to cover most of the city. They didn't need to gather everyone here to free them.

They needed them here so Helen could convince them to resist Ariz'ana.

“You got this,” Ally said. The redheaded futanari smacked Helen hard on the rump. “Get out there and make them love you all over again.”

Helen blushed and shuddered. “I'll try.”

“Nope. There is no try. Do or do not.”

“Since when have you watched Star Wars?” Helen frowned.

“I've seen all the movies and I read all the books,” she said. “Didn't you see my collection? I even read the one where they killed Chewbacca.” 

Helen's eyes widened. “There's a book where Chewbacca dies?”

“They dropped a moon on him,” Ally said.

The blonde blinked her eyes then she shook her head. “No, no, I need to focus. I need to go out there and win them over to our side.”

“Yep,” Ally nodded. “So remember what Yoda said, my young padawan.” A sage look crossed Ally's face.

Helen giggled, some of the butterflies bustling in her stomach escaping with her mirth.

“You're going to be amazing,” Ally said. “Now get out there and win them over.”

Buoyed by Ally's confidence in her, Helen marched towards the doors and stepped out before the confused futanari and women of Yakima. They were all shaking their heads, the orgies stopped. Futanari pulled cocks out of pussies, assholes, and mouths. Women let go of dicks, standing up, their bodies dripping in cum, and not just from the bomb. It coated their bodies, painted them in ropy lines of jizz.

Helen stepped up to the podium set up. She heard a hum as the microphone was turned on. She reached it and stared out at the shocked faces. Brows furrowed. People cried out, a cacophony of sounds rippling through the crowd.

“Please, please,” Helen said, “I will explain everything. Why you feel confused. Why you don't feel that worshipful ache to please those above you in the harem. You can feel your emotions returning to normal, to what they were before you were ever exposed to futa-love.”

“Futa-love?” a Black futanari shouted from the front of the crowd, a line of pearly cum painted across her face, dribbles running down the bridge of her nose to her plump lips.

“What's that?” shouted someone else.

“That is how Ariz'ana and the aliens who sent her planned on controlling you,” Helen said, indignation swelling through her. She didn't hide it from her voice. “That was how Ariz'ana and her ilk were going to turn you into mindless, cumming machines. The entire human race transformed into futanari and endlessly milked for jizz!

“That is what Ariz'ana wants. That is why Ally and I were created and sent to earth! If you want to know why I rebelled, why Ariz'ana has a fake Ally parading around with her, it's because we learned the truth of her plans.

“And we were horrified.”

I stared out at the confused futanari.

“When I learned that the aliens engineered Ally and me to spread out futa-cum far and wide, to make every human who came in contact with it love us—love them—so they could use us, I said no. Human beings don't deserve to be corralled like cattle, do we!” 

“No!” the Black futanari shouted.

“No!” others screamed.

Helen almost blinked in shock. More shouts echoed around the crowd. It was like they were feeding off her anger. Though they didn't love her any longer, in their confusion they needed some form of guidance. They knew who Helen was. They all recognized the blonde futanari with her dainty glasses and her hair gathered in an elegant French braid. They needed something to guide them now. Humans craved someone else making decisions. The vast majority were all secretly happy to let someone else do it.

Why else did politicians exist? Why else would any human give up their individual sovereign will to let others make decisions? Yes, they would grumble about what the politicians said, but most would never actively try to change it. They would just find the next person who promised to make everything better if they just had their chance for power. 

“Yes, yes, feel that anger!” Helen said. “Embrace it. That's what the aliens wanted to do to us. That is why you are all futanari or were gender-swapped into women. It was so they could mold our race into their vision!

“But I am here to tell you we can change things. We can seize the destiny of the human race and make it into something different. Something better. We can create a society based on love. We're all still horny. We all still just want to love each other, don't we?”

“Yes!” This roar was even louder. It reverberated through the air.

“That's right!” Helen felt the exhilaration of all these faces staring at her. “That's what we're going to do. We're going to defy Ariz'ana and her creators. We're going to show them that the human race can take what we've been given and make something better out of it.

“That's what we do! We survive. We conquer! We improve the world. Yes, we have false starts. Yes, we stumble and make mistakes, but we strive to do better. And this is no different. Only now we have something that unites us in a new way. We don't have the morality of the past holding us back from all of us loving each other.

“Just like you were doing before we gave you the futa-freedom! You were all loving each other. One massive orgy of futanari and women sharing their passions. Not fighting. Not quarreling, but something so much better.

“Who doesn't love an orgasm?”

“WE DO!” roared back at her. Passion thundered from the crowd.

“That's right! That's how we're going to make the world a better place! No more wars, but orgies! No more fighting, but fucking! We're going to keep spreading! We're going to keep sharing our passion with the world! We're going to change our race on our terms. Not the aliens. Right?” 

“RIGHT!”

“But first, we have to stop Ariz'ana. The vast majority of our fellow futanari and women in the harem are still under the futa-love. They still are having their emotions manipulated by their DNA into thinking Ariz'ana cares for them. That they need to do anything she says to make her happy.

“That they need to die to spread futa-love! We don't have to do that. We're not here to fight, but to fuck!”

“YES!”

“So Ally and I need your help! You have to spread your cum! It will liberate all those futanari and women who are duped by Ariz'ana. Our mission will spread. We'll change the world the way Ally and I always meant to before Ariz'ana arrived to mess things up. We're going to spread from Yakima. We're going to undermine Ariz'ana's authority. We'll free more and more futanari from the tyranny of her love! I can't do it alone. I need help.

“Are you with me? Will you save the human race with me?”

“YES!” Then they started chanting: “HELEN! HELEN! HELEN!”

Tears burned in Helen's eyes at their passion. She stepped away from the podium, buffeted by their adoration. Not brought on by their DNA, but because they chose to love her. Just like her harem and Ally chose to love her once they were all free. Her dick throbbing hard, Helen stepped into the crowd.

She let the futanari and women of Yakima love her.

Mouths found her nipples, her breasts. They sucked on her fingers and toes. A cock rammed into her asshole, fucking her hard. A pussy engulfed her futa-dick. She kissed every lip that came to her. Tongues bathed her entire body. Cum splattered her, only to be licked up immediately.

Pleasure enveloped her. She shuddered in it, reveling in the bliss of this moment. The futanari would be better than the human race. They would strive to end all the violence of their race. To find harmony in the orgy. 

Not hate, but fucking.

Not suffering, but passion.

Not bigotry, but orgasms.

Helen surrendered to the ecstasy. Her mind drowned in rapture as the futanari of Yakima loved her.


Chapter Nine: Choice

The orgy raged before Yakima City Hall. Dr. Maura Roy watched it from the mayor's office, the wide windows looking out on the passion. Helen had vanished into the press of flesh, followed by Ally and many others. Maura knew she could go down there and feel that passion surrounding her. Engulfing her.

She could forget about Ariz'ana for a little while longer.

I'm not good enough to join them, Maura thought. I'm a dirty, disgusting, filthy futanari. 

She couldn't shake those words. They were Ariz'ana's, but they resounded through the Irish futanari's mind with her own voice. She sighed, pushing back her fiery hair off her shoulders as she watched the people moving around like little bugs, writhing and fucking and loving each other in the late-November night. A steam rose around them, so many naked bodies spewing out bodily fluids that a mist formed.

“Not joining the orgy?” Leann asked, her voice coming from behind Maura.

“I'm orgied out,” Maura lied. “We had so many when we were under the futa-love. Maybe they've lost their appeal.”

“Really?” Leann wrapped her arms around Maura. The redheaded doctor shuddered at the feel of her futa-wife's hard cock pressing between the cheeks of her plump rump. Leann's hands rested on Maura's stomach, stroking in circles. The right drifted down to grasp Maura's futa-dick. “Then why are you so hard?”

“Because I'm a futanari,” Maura answered. A vile, loathsome futanari who's hard even when she knows how much of a whore that makes her. “You're hard, too. You could go down there.” 

“And enjoy an orgy without my wife?” Leann asked, her hips pumping, sliding her throbbing futa-dick between the cheeks of Maura's ass. “That sounds like a way to get in the doghouse.”

“Men get in the doghouse,” the futa-doctor said absently. “We're both futanari now. You can go down there and fuck every woman in Yakima, and I would only be happy that you came a couple thousand times.”

“Still,” Leann said, her hand pumping up and down Maura's girl-dick, “we're married. We should share such pleasures together. So if you're not up for going, that's fine. We can just watch and have our own fun.”

Maura sighed, pleasure tingling through her body, her asshole savoring the feel of Leann's futa-cock sliding past it. The futa-doctor wanted to melt into her wife's embrace, but... Ariz'ana squeezed about her soul and whipped it with her cocks.

“You're not worthless, Maura,” Leann whispered.

The futa-doctor stiffened. “What?”

“You can't trust what that alien-bitch said about you,” Leann continued, not halting her dry-humping nor her handjob.

“I did all those things that she called me,” Maura said. “I let her utterly degrade me.”

“Because she dominated you!” Leann drew back her hips, letting the tip of her girl-dick slide down through Maura's butt-crack until it nuzzled at the redhead's asshole. “She wanted to make you suffer! She got off on it!”

“And?”

“And you don't have to let her keep making you suffer,” Leann said, pressing her hips forward. The tip of her dick drilled into Maura's asshole. Her sphincter parted, surrendering to the girth of Leann's cock. She filled Maura's bowels. Leann stroked up and down the futa-doctor's shaft faster and moaned, “You have a choice.”

“What?” Maura whimpered, hot, velvety pleasure flowing through her body.

“You have a choice whether or not Ariz'ana can have the satisfaction of making you hurt,” Leann said. “You can continue to believe her lies and give her more amusement, or you can take away her fun by not believing her bullshit and listening to someone else. Someone who loves you.” 

Maura groaned as Leann drew back her girl-dick through the futa-doctor's velvety sheath.

“Someone who cares about you so much. You can be miserable or you can be happy.”

“It's not that simple,” Maura whimpered as her futa-wife thrust back into her anal depths.

“It is!” Leann groaned, voice throaty. “Our minds are elastic. They build our reality base on how we perceive things. You think everything sucks, and that's what you feel. That's what your world feels like. But if you think everything is amazing, you'll start to feel better. Yes, bad things will still happen, but you won't be crushed by them. You'll endure them because of your belief in who you are.

“And you are an amazing futanari. An incredible doctor. Helen is lucky to have you around for your advice. And me...” Leann thrust hard, ramming her girl-dick deep into Maura's bowels over and over. “I'm lucky to have such a loving and caring woman in my life. An adventurous lass who gives me such pleasure.

“You don't disgust me. You don't make me feel dirty. You make me feel amazing. Ariz'ana fed you the opposite of what you are.”

Maura bit her lip as the pleasure radiated out through her bowels. She wanted to believe that so badly, to think it was so easy to escape this malaise choking her. But it wasn't. Ariz'ana's words only affected the futa-doctor because they contained truths. 

She was a filthy slut. Leann proved it. Maura drank in the friction burning in her bowels and the delight of the hand stroking up and down her futa-dick. It heated her pussy, bringing her closer and closer to her eruption.

“I love you, Maura!” Leann moaned, her groin smacking into Maura's ass.

Spanking her.

A hot thrill ran through Maura. She remembered being cock-whipped by Ariz'ana, how it made her feel so girlish. So low. Those feelings surged through her, enhancing the pleasure rippling through her, increasing it.

Just the way a filthy slut would respond.

Her bowels clenched down on her futa-wife's hammering girl-dick. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter. Juices soaked her bush. She whimpered and shuddered. Her eyes fluttered as her orgasm tightened her ovaries.

“Leann!” she groaned.

“Yes, yes, yes, you're just amazing!” Leann groaned, pumping her girl-cock so hard and fast, reaming Maura's bowels.

“Cum in me!” Maura moaned, begging like a depraved whore. “Fire your futa-cum into my ass!”

“Fuck, yes!”

Leann's hand flew up and down Maura's dick, teasing her shaft while her bowels drank in the friction of Leann's futa-cock. Dizzy waves washed through Maura's filthy flesh. She whimpered and groaned, arching her back, rubbing her flesh against her wife's nipples.

The heat billowed through her. Then it exploded in her depths. She came hard, like a slut, her bowels writhing about Leann's thrusting girl-dick. Waves of ecstasy washed through Maura's body. She trembled and moaned. Her cock spurted, jizz splattering the window before her.

“Cum in me!” she howled.

“I will, Maura!” whimpered Leann.

Dual pleasures shot through Maura's body. It erupted from her cock and washed out of her cunt. Ecstasy and rapture mixed and swirled through her thoughts. They covered her mind in buzzing passion. Stars burst across her eyes.

Then Leann joined her. Hot cum pumped into Maura's ass. It splashed through her writhing bowels. She savored each squirt, welcoming it into her depraved body. Her lusts surged, her orgasm spasming harder in her pussy.

More cum fired from her futa-dick.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she moaned.

“I love you so much, Maura!” whimpered Leann, holding her tight. “You're not filthy. You're not depraved. You're my wife.”

For a moment, a smile touched Maura's lips. “I love you, too,” she whispered as the disgust swelled in her again. “Thank you.”

“Always,” Leann said.

Thank you for trying, for loving me, but I know what I am, Maura thought.  

~   ~~   ~

Three days after the failed raid on Project STARFALL, the start of December, Dr. Zhao nodded her head. Another shipment of futa-cum, with her additive added to it, was loaded onto the docks. Dr. Gabby was so eager to gush about how she made sure every single sample was contaminated.

Boots thudded. Ariz'ana approached the loading docks at the back of the university's cafeteria, what they had so creatively dubbed “The Commons,” with a squad of futa-soldiers in full battle gear. Dr. Zhao's lips twitched in a smile.

Someone's getting paranoid.

“Still no sign of where Helen or Ally vanished to after clearing out of the bunker?” Dr. Zhao asked offhandedly, her hands tightening on the tablet she held in her hands. It was open to a map of Eastern Washington.

“None,” Ariz'ana hissed, her turquoise tendrils spasming. “And after a thorough search of the facility, we found no clue on what they are planning save that they did something in the lab.” 

“They modified futa-cum somehow,” agreed Dr. Zhao. “I told you it was a possibility.”

“How?”

“Not sure,” Dr. Zhao said. “The samples recovered were not stored properly, and I couldn't get an accurate DNA profile.”

“What could it be?”

“A weapon, obviously,” Dr. Zhao said. “Helen wants to usurp your place, my Queen. She wants to rule over all. She saw you as a threat. If her plan had worked, you would be dead and she would rule over everything.”

“But how can she use the cum against me as a weapon? Your new additive overcomes your serum, yes?”

“Does she know that?” Dr. Zhao asked. “And what if she's found something different.” She tilted her tablet, tapping the screen to reawaken it. “Did you know that while the special forces were raiding the Hanford site, an orgy was raging in the nearby city of Yakima?”

“And?” Ariz'ana asked. “Futanari are a horny bunch. On the way here, I passed your disgusting kind holding one on the middle of the quad despite the freezing rain falling on them.”

“Still,” Dr. Zhao said, her lie carefully constructed, “it's quite the coincidence.” The Chinese futanari knew the unscientific mind often mistook coincidence for causation. “Further, there have been orgies progressing out from Yakima over the last three days.” She had worked an hour on this, highlighting communities on the roads spider-webbing out of Yakima, including down I-90 which led towards the pass over the Cascade Mountains to Western Washington, and then south towards Tacoma. “A ripple effect of orgies.”

“Or futanari doused with this new chemical?” Ariz'ana asked. Her tendrils went rigid. Her purple, rubbery face twitched. “Are you saying... it's spreading?”

“Like some twisted form of futa-love,” Dr. Zhao said. “Moving through the channels already pacified, sweeping through unsuspecting populations of futanari. Futanari who just welcome those modified with open arms. We're a trusting group. That's how we're... engineered.”

“Yes, yes,” Ariz'ana said. “How long before it reaches here?”

“Oh, we have time,” Dr. Zhao said. “But not much. A week at most.”

Before Ariz'ana could answer, Dr. Gabby approached. “All the cum is loaded. The trucks are ready to depart.”

“Double the guards on them,” Ariz'ana hissed, “and keep them out of Eastern Washington. Detour them down through Oregon.”

“Of course, my Queen,” Dr. Gabby said, a breathless tone to her voice. She quivered, so eager to serve the futa-alien.

Ariz'ana whirled and stalked off, her escort following after. Dr. Zhao's smile grew. A paranoid, off-balance Ariz'ana would come to need Dr. Zhao more and more. And the futa-scientist would be ready for her moment to strike.

“Change of route,” Dr. Gabby was saying, drawing Dr. Zhao's attention to her assistant. “You're heading through Oregon. Not entering Eastern Washington. You'll have to drive faster to make up the time. We have to get this cum installed.”

What to do about you? wondered the futa-scientist. She enjoyed Dr. Gabby, but the woman understood the science too well. As much as Dr. Zhao wanted to keep her toy around, she decided it was better to eliminate her, too, once Ariz'ana was dead. 

Satisfied, Dr. Zhao left the loading docks behind.


Chapter Ten: Radical Medical Procedure

Six days after the orgy in Yakima and the harem's near capture in a raid by the government, Sergeant Frita still had a nervous twinge running down her spine. Twenty years spent in the army, most of that in the special forces community, had taught her all about the reconnaissance capabilities of the United States. She could almost feel the spy satellites in orbit or the drone gliding nearly invisibly at an altitude of 65,000 feet above them, blending into the cloudy, night sky. They could be watching them right now.

Only luck had saved them from being in Project STARFALL when the special forces soldiers raided the facility. If they'd attacked even hours earlier, the harem would be in a siege, trapped beneath the earth with no hope of escape. In her career as a Delta Force operative, Sergeant Frita had seen so many missions fail because of random luck on the part of the target moving out of position by coincidence at just the right time. The world was so chaotic, you could never predict anything perfectly. 

This time, it benefited Sergeant Frita and the harem, next time...

She pushed the “what ifs” out of her mind. She had a mission to enact tonight. She drove her ambulance through the streets of Tacoma. It was a Central Pierce Fire ambulance, painted red, bulkier than the private ones. Her futa-wife, Ashley, sat beside her in a matching blue uniform, looking like an experienced EMT.

Ahead, Tacoma General loomed. The hospital rose four times the height of any of the surrounding buildings. Built in a heavily residential area, there was nothing taller than two stories around the building save for a few smaller medical facilities. The streets were nearly empty, but all the futanari here would still be under futa-love.

The harem couldn't wait for the Yakima futanari to spread the futa-freedom this far west. They needed to get the spy in Ariz'ana's inner circle as fast as possible, and they needed a staging ground. The hospital was perfect. The doctors and nurses all knew Dr. Maura and Helen. Their patients were all futa-soldiers wounded in the battle at Portland a few weeks ago. The futa-freedom should find fertile ground of supporters here.

They reached the emergency entrance, pulling in. A few staff already waited to bring in the patient. Sergeant Frita climbed out of the ambulance, nodding her head to the orderly and saying, “We have a White female, approximately eighteen, with shallow breaths and non-responsive. Suspected drug overdose.”

“Okay,” the orderly said, opening the back of the ambulance. Cassie lay on the gurney. Dr. Maura had injected her with something to put her in an unconscious state. It wouldn't harm the girl. She'd come to in an hour or so. While the doctors and staff were busy examining her, Sergeant Frita would enact her mission. “We got it from here. Anything else we should know?”

Sergeant Frita shook her head as the gurney was wheeled out.

“Why'd you bring her all the way out here?” the orderly asked, her eyebrows arching. “You're Central Pierce. Why not St. Claire or Good Sam? Even St. Jo or Allenmore is closer.”

There was always something overlooked in a mission. But Sergeant Frita just shrugged and said, “I go where they tell me to.”

The orderly shrugged. She had the air of a gender-swapped man, someone used to just doing the grunt work at the hospital and following orders. She took the gurney and rolled it inside, joined by a pair of nurses.

“That was easy,” Ashley said as she walked up. She had a big smile on her lips. “This is exhilarating. Is it always like this on a mission?”

“Naw, you're more scared on the real thing,” Sergeant Frita said. “No one's going to shoot at us if something goes wrong at a hospital.” Unless the drones are watching us. She didn't say that out loud to her wife. “Come on.” 

They reached in and grabbed the oxygen bottles. Well, that was what they were labeled to contain, complete with the markings for “dangerous” and “keep away from open flames.” Though she wasn't as strong as she was before being gender-swapped, Sergeant Frita hefted one onto her shoulder with ease and carried a second gripped in her right hand. Ashley grabbed a third, carrying it cradled in the crook of her elbows.

They moved quickly, their rubber-soled boots thudding on the ground. They entered the hospital through a side door near the emergency room. They moved like they belonged, Sergeant Frita nodding to any nurse, doctor, or orderly they passed, giving them a friendly smile.

They all smiled back, many tenting erections in their scrubs, nipples poking against their tops. They were still futanari, but the hospital probably had the least amount of sex going on for any congregation of the horny dickgirls.

They had serious work to do.

Not to say that Sergeant Frita and her wife didn't come across any naughty fun.

“Oh, Doctor, yes,” moaned from a patient's room. “Mmm, I love blowjob therapy.”

Ashley giggled. “I imagine that has a stimulating effect on the patient.” 

Sergeant Frita grinned at her wife.

They reached the stairs that led down into the hospital's basement. From here, they would be out of bounds. The door had a key card lock. Sergeant Frita set down her canister. Then she pulled out a small device that looked like a metal credit card with a battery pack welded onto it. She slid it into the swipe lock and pressed a button.

Electricity arced. Smoke puffed out of the lock. The door clicked open.

“Handy gadget,” Ashley said as Sergeant Frita stowed the device in one of the many pockets in the blue, fatigue-like pants she wore.

“CIA came up with it. Works on cheap security systems. If they had a robust one with locks connected to their computer network, that wouldn't work.”

“Yay for tight budgets and cutting corners,” Ashley said as she headed down the stairs.

Sergeant Frita nodded, all too aware of the security cameras recording them. If the guard paid attention, they'd have issues. Sergeant Frita led the way, moving fast. She'd memorized the blueprints and followed them right to the room they needed.

HVAC controls.

“There should be a better security lock here,” Sergeant Frita said, pulling out the device again. “There was an anti-terrorism law they passed a few years ago to prevent people from doing just what we're doing, but Congress didn't add any teeth to enforcing it, so hospitals have been slow to upgrade.”

She put the lock-shorting device into the key card slot. Just as she pressed the button, over the hiss of the arcing short, she heard footsteps descending the stairs. They boomed down the cinder-block-lined basement hallway.

“Oh, no,” Ashley gasped.

“Inside!” Sergeant Frita hissed, yanking the device back.

Ashley ripped open the door and darted in. Sergeant Frita snagged her second oxygen tank. She glanced down the hallway. A shadow grew from the stairwell. Keys jangled. A custodian or guard. The Double D Girl darted through the door and closed it behind her.

“Are we busted?” asked Ashley, her voice tight.

“Shhhh,” Sergeant Frita said.

As the footsteps and jangling keys approached, the futa-sergeant set down her oxygen tanks on the bare, concrete floor with care. Her heart thudded adrenaline through her system. The senses-sharpening chemical blazed exhilaration through her body. Her ears pricked. She breathed in, smelling the dusty must of the room and the perfume wreathing her wife's body.

Through the gap between the door and threshold, light spilled into the dark room. A shadow occluded it, the futanari just outside the door. Sergeant Frita feel into a krav maga stance, a martial arts she learned directly from Sayeret Matkal, Israeli special forces. Every muscle in her body tensed, ready to spring into violence.

Through the darkness, she could feel her futa-wife's quivering fear. Ashley let out a whimper. Sergeant Frita's fingers flexed. Keys jangled. A whistle sounded, then the footsteps continued down the hallway.

“Oh, thank god,” Ashley groaned.

Sergeant Frita nodded. She hefted her oxygen tank full of futa-cum. “Let's hurry up and get these hooked up.”

~   ~~   ~

The salty smell of cum lingered in the air of Tacoma General as Ally strode down the hallway, Specialist Amanda at her heels. Puffs of the atomized spunk still billowed out of the air vents. Futa-nurses and futa-doctors stumbled around, looking dazed.

“It's okay,” Ally said. “You're just free of the futa-love. Just take deep breaths and follow me. Everything's going to be okay.”

“Ally?” one of the futa-doctors said. “I... What?”

“It's okay, everything will be fine,” Ally said. “Our leader, Helen, is going to take care of everything. She's not going to let the futanari suffer any longer.”

“Suffer?” the futa-doctor said, still shaking her head. “Why do I feel so...? So...?”

“So normal? Like you used to as a regular woman?” Ally asked then grinned, glancing down. “Except for that hard erection you got.”

“Yeah,” the black-haired doctor said. “It's like... I've woken out of an enchantment or something.”

“Basically, you have.”

“Ally?” A patient said, limping out of a room in her hospital gown. She snapped a salute. “Is something going on?”

“Yes, soldier,” Ally said. “The futanari are in trouble. From Ariz'ana. Helen needs your help to stop her. She needs all your help. We're not going to be slaves, are we, soldier?”

“No, we're not, ma'am,” the soldier said, nodding her head. “But... uh, who's going to make us slaves?”

“Ariz'ana,” Ally said. “Helen's gathering everyone up in the cafeteria. If you can get there, great. If you need to tend to patients, or are too sick to come, then stay here and your coworkers and doctors will catch you up.

“But things are dire. We all have to band together. We're futanari. We're going to change the world, but only if we get through these next few weeks working together.”

The futanari around her nodded their heads. As they came out of their confusion, they latched onto someone that knew what she was doing. Ally felt a little guilty for manipulating them right now, but they were doing this to save the world.

“Okay, let's go,” Ally said, clapping her hands. “Helen is going to give an awesome speech!”

~   ~~   ~

Helen always felt a little drained after giving a speech. Since Yakima, she'd made a dozen or more of her impassioned plea for unity and help. She had to pour her emotions out again and again, emptying out her anger and fear at what Ariz'ana and the other aliens planned.

She drifted from the cafeteria, leaving her harem to organize things while the Double D Girls readied for the next stage of the plan. Helen needed to fill herself up again, restore those emotions that she bled out of her.

She found herself in a patient room on one of the higher floors staring out at Martin Luther King Boulevard, the street running before the hospital. Almost no traffic flowed down it despite it only being 7 PM on a weeknight. Her gaze looked out towards UPS. She could see the campus from this vantage point, brick buildings rising over the sea of residential houses to the northwest.

Her college. Her home. Taken over and perverted by Ariz'ana.

The emotions trickled back into her as her face hardened. She clasped her hands behind her back, her naked breasts rising and falling before her. A turgid excitement seized her cock as she imagined that day when they would defeat Ariz'ana and liberate the human race from being milked by the aliens.

And then we'll save ourselves. We'll be united all as futanari and women. We'll share our love. Orgies, not hate. Orgasms, not violence.

“Oh, Helen,” Dr. Maura said from behind. “I didn't realize anyone was in here.”

Helen turned around, her French braid swaying down her back. The futa-doctor stood in the doorway wearing only her white coat, open in the front to show off the snowy, inner sweep of her large breasts, her sleek belly, and her half-hard dick thrusting from a fiery bush.

The futa-doctor backed out of the doorway.

“No, no, don't go,” Helen said. “I don't want to be alone.” The moment the words left her lips, Helen realized why Dr. Maura wanted to leave. Why the woman was up here in the first place. Helen swallowed. A melancholia wreathed the woman. “Please,” Helen added as Dr. Maura bit her lip. “Stay with me. I could use some company. I'm nervous about going on the raid.”

Dr. Maura swallowed, then she walked in. Her red hair swept about her shoulders. She had her hands thrust into her pockets, a soft smile crossing her lips. To Helen, it looked forced, like the rubbery, fake ones Ariz'ana wore.

No, no, not like the futa-alien's, decided Helen. Ariz'ana wasn't trying to hide grief, but contempt. 

“Nervous?” Dr. Maura asked. Then she shook her head. “Of course you are. You'll be in danger. You shouldn't go. They can bring Dr. Gabby back here.”

“Too risky,” Helen said. “Might expose her. I'll be fine.” She took Dr. Maura's girl-dick and pulled the futa-doctor closer. The blonde stroked her hand up and down the redhead's cock. “Mmm, I haven't done this in a while.”

“Had sex?” Dr. Maura asked.

“With you,” Helen said.

Dr. Maura shrugged. Then her hand took Helen's cock, stroking up and down the blonde's girl-shaft. “I've been... with Leann. We've been catching up.”

“Of course,” Helen said. “It's nothing else?”

“Why would there be anything else?” Dr. Maura asked, her hand stroking a little faster. Pleasure spilled down Helen's shaft, racing towards her pussy.

“Mmm, just, you've been distant, that's all.”

“Just free of the futa-love,” Dr. Maura said, her grip tightening, increasing the delight of the handjob. “I don't have to... fawn over you.”

“Of course not,” Helen said, matching the futa-doctor's intensity, pumping her hand up and down Dr. Maura's shaft, lubed by the redhead's precum. “I just hoped we'd still be lovers. And friends. You were the only person at UPS during my freshman year that I trusted to know about my futa-cock.” That was before Helen's pheromones kicked in. “You don't feel at all like that doctor now.”

“You don't feel at all like that mousy girl scared of her futa-dick,” Dr. Maura said. “Things happened. We change.” She shrugged.

“That's it?” Helen asked, not sure how to even broach the topic.

“That's it.” Dr. Maura licked her lips, her smile feeling genuine. “Mmm, now let's make each other cum. Let's paint the window in our cum. It's almost like we're jizzing on the City of Tacoma.” 

“Ooh, yes,” Helen groaned. “We need to get on the top floor of a skyscraper and do this. Wouldn't that be fun?”

“Uh-huh,” Dr. Maura said, her voice tight.

Helen's pussy grew hotter and hotter. Her snatch drank in the delight of the stroking hand. It made her pussy clench. Her juices soaked through her bush and then ran down her thighs. Her precum flowed, lubing the futa-doctor's stroking hand.

The blonde futanari loved the delight of Dr. Maura's tight grip sliding over her sensitive crown, especially where it merged with her shaft. The boundary was so sensitive. She shuddered every time Dr. Maura slid over it.

Her own hand pumped up and down the last third of the doctor's cock, concentrating on her crown and frenulum. Both futanari moaned and shuddered, their tits jiggling, one pair being small and firm, the other big and pillowy.

“God, I love watching your big titties bounce,” Helen moaned, her blue eyes locked on those mounds. She pushed up her glasses with her free hand, the other pumping away on Dr. Maura's girl-dick.

“I love watching your firm, barely legal titties jiggle,” Dr. Maura said, her voice smoky with passion.

“Naughty doctor,” Helen groaned. “Just perving on your patient. Like you did at the start of the year, lying about giving me a handjob. The first time someone else made me cum.”

A genuine smile crossed Dr. Maura's lips. “Mmm, yes, and then I couldn't stop eating it. I had to remember not to waste the sample. Luckily, you gave me so much.”

Helen giggled and her bare toes curled. She shuddered, the pleasure building and building in her ovaries. She pumped her hand through the muscle burn rippling up her arm as the two futanari gasped and groaned.

“We're going to make each other cum!” Helen groaned. “Just firing our jizz everywhere!”

“Uh-huh!” the futa-doctor moaned. “Just a little more.”

Helen shuddered, on the verge of erupting. That powerful ache formed at the tip. Then she crossed that plateau into no return. She could feel the orgasm building, a geyser ready to erupt. Her hand flew up and down the futa-doctor's dick as her pussy clenched.

Dr. Maura's hand slid up her futa-cock, caressing the tip, then down her shaft again. Helen let out a moan of delight. The pleasure triggered her that last bit. It unleashed that pressure swelling up her ovaries.

“Dr. Maura!” Helen cried out.

Her futa-cock erupted.

Pearly, white jizz splattered across the window. She painted the glass with her passion. Her small tits quivered. Her braid swung down her back as she shuddered. Her pussy convulsed as the rapture flowed out of her cunt and fired from her erupting girl-dick.

Her hand pumped up and down the futa-doctor's shaft as the pleasure erupted from her over and over. She glanced at Dr. Maura, witnessed the rapture in the redhead's face. The Irish futanari cried out in bliss as her futa-dick erupted.

Her cum fired out in a spurt of hot passion. Helen felt each pulse firing up her shaft.

“Yes, yes, yes, Helen!” howled the futa-doctor.

“It's so good!” Helen moaned, rising up on her tiptoes as she spurted the last blast of her jizz to splatter the window. “Mmm, Dr. Maura, that was amazing.”

The futa-doctor only whimpered, Helen's hand squeezing out the last spurts of cum from Dr. Maura's dick. Jizz spilled over the back of the blonde's hand, warm and runny, not full of much sperm, just the milky ejaculate around it.

The look of rapture on the futa-doctor's face gave Helen hope. Whatever Dr. Maura was dealing with, joy could still reach her. Helen pumped her hand up and down the futa-doctor's girl-dick one last time, squeezing out a few more drops of spunk.

“I'm glad you're here, Dr. Maura,” Helen said. “You're important to me. You make this easier.”

Dr. Maura nodded her head, panting heavily.

“Mistress!” a voice shouted. “Mistress, are you up here?”

“I'm in here, toy!” Helen shouted.

A moment later, Cassie popped into the room, recovered from her injection of anesthesia. She had a big grin on her face, her braces flashing. “Sergeant Frita's looking for you. It's time.”

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura sighed as Helen followed Cassie out of the room. The futa-doctor stared at the jizz running down the window. Though her body still buzzed with the rapture of Helen's handjob, Ariz'ana's words nibbled at her joy, swallowing it bit by bit. It left behind only that horrible emptiness.

You make choosing sound so easy, Leann, Dr. Maura thought, shaking her head. She wanted to choose, but... I'm disgusting. Not only that, I'm a burden. Helen should have been getting ready, not up here trying make me feel better. 

Maura gazed out at the city of Tacoma. Dark clouds covered the southern horizon, blocking the stars. They drifted closer and closer. Wind buffeted the window covered in their drying cum. A storm approached.

She wanted it to scour away all these feelings. She wanted them blasted out of her. But they just wouldn't leave her. Ariz'ana's words stuck with her. They whispered through her mind. She shifted her doctor's coat, aching for a bath.


Chapter Eleven: Nervous Distractions

“I wish I was going with them,” Isabel said as she watched Helen slip into the back of the dark van naked. She had undone her blonde hair. It was strange seeing it flowing loose about her face before she closed the back doors.

“Yeah,” Ally nodded, standing beside the Hispanic futa. Then the redhead took a few shuffling steps away, grimacing.

Isabel shifted, a flare of guilty pain rippling hot through her body. “I'm sorry.”

“You've said it before,” Ally said, her words tight. “You don't need to keep saying it.”

“Sometimes... I feel like I do,” Isabel said. “I keep thinking that it'll make it right even though I know it won't.”

“It won't,” Ally said. She folded her arms together. “You were crazy. Now you're not. You're helping. You're useful. I know that. If it wasn't for you, I wouldn't even be here to be worried about Helen going into danger, but... I can't forgive what you did. So just stop trying.”

“Yeah,” Isabel said, her head lowering. The van started up again. She swallowed, scared for Helen. It wasn't that dreadful fear for the woman she loved, but merely the terror of a friend heading into danger. She was walking into the heart of Ariz'ana's power. If she was discovered...

She won't be. She has the Double D Girls with her, Isabel reminded herself. Sergeant Frita won't let anything happen to her. 

The words echoed hollow in her head.

Lilac sat in the driver seat. She grinned, nodded. Then the van pulled away from Tacoma General, driving out into the powerful winds. A sheet of rain swept up the street. In an instant, a downpour engulfed them. It drummed on the roof of the awning over their head. It soaked the road. Puddles formed before the van vanished out of sight. Power lines creaked atop waving, wooden poles.

“She'll be fine,” Ally said. “She'll be fine.”

“She will be, Ally,” Isabel said, putting all her confidence into her words. “Ariz'ana won't ever suspect this. It's too bold. Too risky.”

“I know,” Ally said. “I should be going. I'm expendable. Helen's not.” 

“That's why she's going,” Isabel said.

“I know my girlfriend.” The redheaded futanari's words were hard. “Don't pretend you do.” Ally whirled around and marched into the hospital.

I understand Helen, Isabel thought, staring down the street, looking in the direction the van had vanished. Where Martin Luther King Boulevard met Division Avenue, the traffic lights danced and swayed as they dangled from their thick, black cables, buffeted by wind-drive rain. I'm just not pretending any longer. I'm not trying to force her to be what I want her to be. 

Isabel sighed. Helen couldn't stand someone else taking a risk in her place.

A gust of wind howled beneath the owning, whipping at Isabel's hair. Cold rain splattered her naked body. The icy caress didn't touch her. As her stomach roiled, Isabel began her vigil for Helen's successful return from the raid.

~   ~~   ~

“Any news?” Ally demanded as she paced back and forth in the lobby of Tacoma General. The glass windows flexed and protested the powerful winds slamming into them. The lights overhead flickered for a moment.

“It's been only ten minutes, Mistress,” Samantha, Ally's toy, said. The auburn-haired girl padded up to Ally, pushing up her glasses. “That's only enough time for them to reach the campus.”

“I know,” Ally muttered.

“She'll be fine,” Cassie, Helen's toy, said. The girl joined Samantha. “She will be.”

Ally stared at the trembling eighteen-year-old. Though only a year separated Ally from Cassie, the redheaded futanari felt so much older than the petite girl. From her pigtails to her braces to her fragile personality, she seemed so much younger than she was.

It stirred something... maternal in Ally. She shifted and suddenly she couldn't be afraid. She had to be strong for Cassie. For Samantha, too. I'm the second-in-command. When Helen's not here, I have to be strong, too. 

“She will be fine,” Ally said. Her fear didn't go away, but she stopped shaking. She... faked her confidence. Her back straightened. She cupped both girls' heads, her fingers sliding across their silky hair. “You'll see. This will be a success. Helen doesn't know how to fail.

“She saved me, after all.”

Cassie smiled, her braces flashing on her teeth. Her pigtails danced about her head. She wore a dress that swirled about her thighs clad in pink tights. Unlike the futanari, Cassie and Samantha were still normal women. If they ever had sex with a man, that would change. Until then, they didn't have the futanari's extra heat generated by their excessive sperm production to ignore the icy, December cold.

But there is something sexy about a girl clothed, hiding all her naughty bits, thought Ally. A tremble raced through the redheaded futanari. Her girl-dick swelled before her as her eyes flicked over to Samantha. The auburn-haired girl—her hair a dark shade of red than Ally's—wore a low-cut halter top that showed off her round breasts. 

“Mmm, you two need to have your mind taken off your worry,” Ally said, her hands tightening about their heads, fingers digging into their hair. With gentle pressure, she pushed down.

They didn't resist. They sank to their knees before Ally, her futa-dick swelling hard and thrusting at the two girls' faces. Ally's large breasts shifted. She needed a distraction, too. Helen would be fine. She had to be fine.

“Try not to think about Helen,” Ally said, “because she's going to be fine.”

“She's going to be fine,” Cassie said, licking her lips. She glanced at Samantha. “Do you want to suck her cock or lick her pussy?”

Samantha blinked green eyes as she stared at Cassie. “Why are you asking me?”

“Well, you're Ally's sex slave,” said Cassie. “I think you should choose.”

“Well, you're like the guest here,” Samantha said. She licked pink lips. “You should get to choose. That's only polite.”

“I don't care,” Ally groaned, her dick now hard. She needed this distraction so badly. “Just one of you suck my dick and the other lick my pussy!”

Cassie ducked her head down. Her breath washed across Ally's pussy, blowing through her fiery bush. Then Cassie's lips nuzzled into the futanari's pussy. The girl's tongue flicked out, brushing through Ally's folds. Pleasure shot up to her girl-dick.

Wonderful, distracting pleasure.

A moment later, Samantha, finger pushing her glasses up the bridge of her nose, engulfed Ally's futa-dick. The naughty girl's warm mouth enveloped her swollen tip. Pleasure shot down her shaft, meeting the delight Cassie churned in the redhead's pussy.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes,” Ally said. “Just love me! Mmm, work those tongues and... Yes, Cassie, do that! I like that!”

Cassie's braces rubbed against Ally's sensitive pussy lips as the girl fluttered her tongue deep into the futanari's snatch. Ally liked it. The rough caress of metal sent passion shooting up her girl-dick to the tip buried in Samantha's hungry mouth.

The auburn-haired girl's glasses glinted in the lights flickering over head. Her tongue danced and caressed around Ally's futa-dick. The redhead's pussy clenched on Cassie's probing tongue. Moans burst from Ally's mouth. 

She loved it. Two hot mouths pleasing her pussy and cock. Two delicious tongues caressing her naughty bits. And the sucking... Samantha's wonderful sucking engulfed her cock's tip in heavenly bliss. It flowed through her, warming her cunt and ovaries.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Ally moaned, her voice rising over the sound of the rattling windows and the groan on the storm's howling wind. “That's it. Ooh, yes, yes, Samantha wants a bellyful of futa-cum.”

“Yes, she does!” Cassie moaned. “And you'll coat my face in your sweet pussy juices, Ally!”

“I'll drown you!” the redhead gasped, her head arching. Her fiery hair danced about her shoulders as she shifted and swayed.

Her pussy clenched, labia drinking in the rasp of braces mixed with soft, nuzzling lips. Cassie's tongue probed deep again then fucked in an out of Ally's snatch. The stimulation rippled out of her pussy. Her large breast swayed.

Ally gripped both girls hair, clutching a fistful of Samantha's dark-red curls and one of Cassie's brown pigtails. Her orgasm swelled so fast through her. Both submissive girls loved Ally's pussy and cock. Her ovaries drank in the pleasures, her futa-cum coming closer and closer to erupting.

“Just a little more,” Ally panted, her pussy squeezing down on Cassie's probing tongue. “Ooh, please, please, I just need a little more stimulation and... Oh, god, you two are wonderful. Samantha! Cassie!”

Every muscle in Ally's body tensed.

“Amazing!” she howled louder than the storm.

Her futa-cum erupted from her dick. It splashed into Samantha's mouth. The green-eyed sex slave gulped down Ally's cum. Cassie glued her open mouth to Ally's pussy, the redheaded futanari's spasming cunt squirting pussy juices.

Ally swayed. The pleasure melted her brain. She gasped. For one moment, she felt nothing but rapture. It melted through her mind, making her forget all about her worry for her futa-lover. She groaned, swaying, her mind melting.

Then she felt a spike of anxiety shoot from Helen. Ally gasped. When cumming, their minds drifted closer together. Now she felt the nervousness Helen did. Ally groaned as Samantha sucked the last futa-cum from her dick.

What made you so worried, Helen? Ally wondered. 

~   ~~   ~

The storm helped.

Helen swallowed as the wind whipped about her naked body. The icy rain plastered her loose, blonde hair to her body. She moved with the Double D Girls, Lilac taking point, Sergeant Frita walking right beside her.

“Just move natural,” Sergeant Frita said, her right hand stroking her futa-dick. Like Helen, the Double D girls were all naked save for the fanny pack about the futa-sergeant's waist. “We're just a group of horny futanari. Nothing unusual about that.”

“Nope,” Lilac said.

“We could go anywhere,” Helen whispered.

“Anywhere?” Sergeant Frita asked. “Are you... wanting to change the mission parameters?”

“It's just...” The thought blossomed inside of Helen's mind, something dark. She hated that this violent impulse was a part of her. “Ariz'ana's here.”

“Uh-huh,” Sergeant Frita said, her voice neutral, hardly carrying over the gusting wind of the storm and the pelt of rain drumming on the sides of the brick buildings.

“We could... Eliminate her,” Helen said. “We're free. She can't touch us.”

“Risky,” Sergeant Frita said.

“But if she's gone, then Ally and I can calm things down. We can administer the futa-freedom in a normal process while deescalating all the tension with the humans.”

“Well, that might be a problem,” Nikki said. “Soldiers are guarding Wyatt Hall.”

Lilac let out a low whistle. “An entire platoon around the building. In full battle gear.”

“They even have M240 nests on the roof,” said Sergeant Frita. “Belt-fed machine guns, Helen. They've increased security.”

“Because of the bomb?” asked Helen, her stomach tensing. They kept walking through the rain, moving along the building towards the science department.

“It wasn't like this when we were here,” Lilac said. “Ally's defection must have freaked the alien out.”

“Then she missed us at Project STARFALL,” Sergeant Frita added. “Maybe even figured out what we did there. We didn't clean up when we left to change Yakima.”

Helen nodded her head. She felt like Ariz'ana's soldiers were studying them. “Should we abort? What if they come over here to talk to us?”

“We're just a group of futanari moving through the campus,” said Lilac. “Relax, walk like you belong.”

Sergeant Frita's arm went around Helen's shoulder, pulling her close. Then the older futanari kissed Helen on the mouth. She stiffened, shocked by the feel of hot lips. She couldn't help how her girl-dick throbbed hard despite the tension. It pressed against Sergeant Frita. Then Nikki was pressing into Helen's back. The futa-soldier rubbed her swelling cock into Helen's butt-crack.

“Just some horny futanari about to go fuck,” Lilac said. “Nothing weird about that.”

“No,” Helen breathed when they broke the kiss. She shook her head and blinked her eyes, her pussy clenching.

“People see what they want to see,” Sergeant Frita said. “Those soldiers are guarding Wyatt Hall, but they're not on high alert. They're mostly staying out of the rain. They don't believe we'd ever come here.”

“We'd have to be crazy to,” Nikki said, pulling away from Helen. “Now, let's go fuck.” She smacked Helen on the rump, the wet, stinging sound rising above the wind.

Helen shuddered, her small tits quivering in the icy rain. She grinned, nodding her head.

They kept walking, soon leaving behind Wyatt Hall and its guarded room. At the same moment, she felt naughty pleasure coming from Ally. Her futa-lover was getting her cock sucked and her pussy licked.

Helen smiled, glad Ally was distracting herself.

In a few more minutes, they reached the science building, Harnell Hall. They slipped inside of it and entered a dark classroom. It had a slightly musty smell like no one had been in here in weeks. UPS wasn't a place of learning any longer.

“Be careful,” Helen whispered to Sergeant Frita.

Sergeant Frita gave a serious smile with her plump lips, nodding her head. Her body gleamed, covered in beads of rainwater. “Just relax. This might take a while before Dr. Gabby emerges on her own, but she's going to have to use the bathroom sometime.”

“I just hope she's down in the lab,” muttered Helen.

“Dr. Zhao loves working at night,” Sergeant Frita said. “When she's in the lab, it can consume her attention. Dr. gabby will be with her.”

Then the futa-sergeant closed the classroom door. The storm's gusts howling outside drowned out any sign of the Double D Girl's footsteps retreating. Helen sighed. She sank down into a chair as the other futa-soldiers spread through the room. Lilac stayed by the door, the others taking up positions at the windows.

Helen swallowed. They were all so still they became wraiths around her. She couldn't stop moving. Her heart thundered in her chest. Her erection died quickly as she squirmed. She turned her head from side to side, her wet hair clinging to her shoulders. She still felt Ally having fun back at the hospital.

Helen had to be here. Dr. Gabby needed to understand the importance of her being a spy. Helen had to convince her. And it was too dangerous exfiltrating Dr. Gabby back to the hospital and then returning her. Better to do it all on site and not risk blowing her cover.

We're just risking getting captured by Ariz'ana, Helen thought. 

In the distance, Helen felt Ally cumming. It sent a warm wave of relaxing calm through—

“Shit,” Vicky, another Double D girl, whispered. “A squad of soldiers is coming. Ariz'ana's in the middle of them.”

A spike of anxiety shot through Helen. She went still on the desk. She swallowed, glancing at the dark window. She couldn't see anything out there but... She frowned and then, through the driving rain, caught glimpses of dark figures moving around something in the center.

“Why is she coming here?” Helen asked.

“Don't know,” Lilac said. “Be ready to run, Helen. Straight back to the van, get in, drive. Don't wait for any of us.”


Chapter Twelve: Infiltration

Sergeant Frita padded down the hallway from the classroom, water dripping down the futa-soldier's body. She felt that same tension rippling through her that she did stalking the mountains of Afghanistan searching for Taliban fighters and suspected Al-Qaeda operatives. She drew shallow breaths, her training keeping the fear from shaking her body.

It never truly left. The fear. It was always with you. A constant companion. A necessary one. It was the whetstone keeping your senses sharp. Sergeant Frita moved with confidence through the hallways on her bare feet. The storm helped muffle any sounds she made as she headed to the stairwell. She knew the way. This wasn't her first time visiting Dr. Zhao's basement laboratory.

The futa-soldier descended down the stairs. The sub-level wasn't any different than the above ground floors save there were no windows. The sound of the storm muted to a dull rumble. Her feet moved with silent steps across the linoleum. The fanny pack shifted on her waist. She moved into position in the drinking fountain alcove to wait, hidden in the shadows.

Normally, on a mission like this, Sergeant Frita would have comms. She'd be in contact with the rest of the team, getting sitreps (situational reports) from them. On this mission, she couldn't bring any communication gear for fear of being overheard. She even couldn't risk using the cell network. The NSA could monitor the entire United States, their computers analyzing conversations and searching for voices. They might match Sergeant Frita's or anyone else she talked to.

From upstairs, the sound of the storm increased for a moment and...

The heavy thump of boot steps echoed.

Sergeant Frita's body went rigid. Soldiers were in the building. Adrenaline surged through her, sending the special forces operator into action. She licked her lips. Am I blown? She listened for shouts of alarm. For the break of glass or crack of guns. 

The footsteps grew louder. They were at the stairs. Descending.

She padded from the alcove, her entire skin prickling. Her blood screamed through her veins. She kept a tight grip on fear. Now wasn't the time to panic. She slipped into the men's bathroom, pushing through the door just enough to squeeze into the dark room and...

Motion sensor lights flicked on.

Sergeant Frita winced. She clutched at the door handle and closed it with as much care as she could, keeping the hinges from creaking and the hydraulic door closer from squeaking. She shut the door as the soldiers reached the hallway floor.

Will they notice the light? Sergeant Frita wondered. Will they care? 

She stepped back from the door, knowing she was trapped in here. If they entered...

They passed the door. The soldiers trooped by without stopping. They headed farther down towards Dr. Zhao's lab. Is Ariz'ana inspecting the futa-scientist? Some of the tension relaxed out of the futa-soldier. She backed up for the stalls, heading for the final one. She'd wait in here and hope none of the soldiers had to use the restroom. 

I bet most were gender-swapped men. Sergeant Frita realized. Like me, they probably still used the men's room more often than women's out of habit and to use the urinals while peeing.  

She reached the far stall and slipped in, closing the door but not latching it. she didn't want it to look fully closed. She climbed up on the toilet seat and waited, crouched low. The face of her wife, Ashley, flashed through her mind.

Sergeant Frita found a good balance on the toilet seat. The muscles in her thighs began to burn. Training to be in special forces was all about learning the limits of her body and how to go past them. It took willpower that the vast majority of people lacked. Maintaining a stress position was one of those limits you learned. Sergeant Frita had crouched with extreme weights while on the verge of hypothermia. This was nothing. 

She focused on the sounds around her and not on her thighs' protests.

The lab door opened and closed. Footsteps echoed closer. Not the thud of boots, but bare feet. The bathroom door creaked open. They entered. Something rustled, like a lab coat swirling about a body. The person stopped by the urinals.

Water splashed.

Sergeant Frita peeked over the top of the stall. She could see over the other stalls caught a glimpse of the crown of a black-haired women's head. It wasn't the glossy black of Dr. Zhao's straight hair, but a curlier, more European look.

It had to be Dr. Gabby.

Sergeant Frita slipped off the stall with care while Dr. Gabby let out a feminine sigh reminiscent of one a man would make at a urinal. The futa-soldier opened the stall door with exquisite care, wincing at a faint squeak of hinges. Then she slipped out. She moved with the confidence of a hunter, padding up behind Dr. Gabby. It was her, white lab coat and all.

Sergeant Frita sprang.

She clamped a strong hand over Dr. Gabby's mouth and pulled the futanari's head back. The scientist gasped and struggled as the futa-soldier pulled out the syringe. She moved with swiftness, impaling the needle into Dr. Gabby's thigh and injecting a pure form of Dr. Catherine's solution.

“Relax, relax, it won't hurt you,” Sergeant Frita whispered into the struggling scientist's ear. “I won't hurt you, but I can't have you making a ruckus. Not with those soldiers down the hallway.”

The futa-scientist whimpered, her body swaying.

“Yes, yes, that's the futa-love wearing off,” Sergeant Frita continued. “You're losing that urge to worship and love Dr. Zhao and Ariz'ana. You're able to think for yourself. Use your own morality. You know what the futa-alien has planned?”

Dr. Gabby stiffened. She let out a low, moaning wail. Her body shook.

“That's what we thought,” Sergeant Frita said. “Helen and Ally are fighting back. We're not going to let that happen. We need your help. Now I'm going to remove my hand. No screams. Okay?”

The futa-scientist whimpered while nodding her head.

Gingerly, Sergeant Frita withdrew her hand an inch from Dr. Gabby's lips. “Now, are you on a pee break, or were you dismissed?”

“Dismissed,” she said. “Until Ariz'ana's meeting is over.”

“How long?”

“Don't know.”

Sergeant Frita nodded. “Are you willing to help us stop them?”

Dr. Gabby sucked in a shuddering breath. “It's monstrous what they're planning.”

“That's why I'm here.”

“You know?”

“Yeah, we know. Why do you think Helen moved against Ariz'ana?”

“Ariz'ana's been planning this madness the entire time?” gasped Dr. Gabby.

Sergeant Frita frowned. “That was why Helen and Ally were sent in the first place.”

“But...” The futa-scientist frowned. “We only got the opportunity recently.”

Sergeant Frita's mind flashed an insight. They weren't talking about the same thing. But she didn't press it. “Okay, I want you to come with me. We're going to meet someone, have a talk, then we'll see if you'll help us out. Okay?”

“Okay,” Dr. Gabby answered, her voice low.

“We're going to step outside,” Sergeant Frita said, “and walk to the stairs like we're lovers. Like we're going to fuck. Okay?”

“But the soldiers,” she said. “They'll see us.”

“No helping it,” Sergeant Frita said, her stomach churning. She shoved her hand down inside the futa-scientist lab coat and grasped her futa-dick. She stroked it. “We're just two horny futanari looking for a place to have fun. You belong here, and they'll think I do, too. You have other research assistance, yes?”

“Yeah.” Dr. Gabby shuddered. “It's just Ariz'ana's here. In the lab.”

“I know.” Sergeant Frita gave her a confident smile. “You can do this. They trust you. They think you love Ariz'ana. That you can never betray her.” 

“Helen and Ally did,” she muttered as Sergeant Frita led her to the door.

“They're special, engineered. Not fully human. None of us normal futanari have ever stood up to Ariz'ana. Right?” 

Dr. Gabby nodded.

Sergeant Frita yanked open the door and moaned, “I'm going to fuck you so hard, Dr. Gabby. You're going to squeal on my futa-dick.”

She pulled them out into the corridor, kissed the futa-scientist, and walked them towards the door.

“Hey,” a futa-soldier called.

Sergeant Frita's stomach tensed.

~   ~~   ~

“I don't like these reports,” Ariz'ana said, staring at the map. “They're almost to Tacoma. Look at all this red.”

Dr. Zhao smiled as the futa-alien stared at her doctored maps. “There is no doubt that my former assistant, Dr. Catherine, has found the way to undo the futa-love. Anyone exposed will not love you. They're just normal humans with big dicks. Worse, they know that they were manipulated. We have no way to control them.”

“We still have an army,” Ariz'ana pointed out.

“Until a cum bomb goes off in the middle of them,” Dr. Zhao said. “I contacted the NSA. I got footage of Yakima that night. Look.”

She pointed to an image of a large crowd appearing in a city. The imagery was actually from a few weeks ago when a group of futanari hit a music festival in Coeur d'Alene, Idaho. She changed to the next image which showed clouds of white bursting around the crowd. The third showed them fully engulfed.

“They're using the very tactics I pioneered to spread the futa-love against us, Ariz'ana,” Dr. Zhao said. “They could detonated a bomb here and every futa on this campus, me included, would be free. Now... I understand the importance of our work, but will everyone else? Will your guards?”

Ariz'ana swallowed, eyes darting at the doorway. Her tendrils twitched. “What about the nukes? They're all ready, right?”

“Three are still needing installed, but... they should be ready by the time we reach the bunker. I just need the word from you. By morning, the world will change.”

“Hey!” a solider shouted from outside. “What you two up to?”

“Just going to fuck Dr. Gabby,” a woman said.

Dr. Zhao ignored that. She grinned at Ariz'ana. “Once we're all at the bunker—me, you, the president—we can give the word and change everything. But... if we wait any longer, we might not get another chance.”

~   ~~   ~

“Someone's coming,” Lilac whispered from the door.

Helen tensed in her desk. Just knowing Ariz'ana was in the building, just beneath their feet, made her squirm. If her Double D Girls had any weapons with them. Part of her wanted to just hit the place with a cum bomb, but if Ariz'ana slipped away in the confusion... Who knew the damage she could cause. She had the President under her power. They had to be sure that when they struck, they would get her.

They needed planning.

They needed the spy.

The footsteps stopped at the door. Helen's stomach tensed then relaxed as she heard Sergeant Frita whisper, “It's me.”

Lilac opened the door.

“Helen?” gasped Dr. Gabby as she stumbled in. “You're here.” 

“I'm here,” Helen nodded, rising. “And we need your help. We have to stop—”

“I know,” Dr. Gabby said. “All the nukes are almost ready. They could launch them tomorrow.”

Helen's eyes bulged. She felt punched in the gut. “Nukes? What?”

“Sergeant Frita said you knew. That it was always the plan and...” Dr. Gabby's eyes widened. “Wait, there's something else?”

Helen nodded, her mind reeling. “The aliens want to enslave us for our cum. They figured out an immortality serum, but it requires entire planets of futanari producing jizz for them to harvest. We'll be hooked up to machines, probably lobotomized. Just dairy cows for them. But... what is this about nukes?”

“They filled them with cum,” Dr. Gabby said. “They'll hit every major city in the world. Half the world will become futanari in a flash.”

“Oh, that's not that bad,” Helen said. “The way you talked—”

“They'll be retaliations,” growled Sergeant Frita. “China, Russia, maybe even the UK and France will fire their own nukes back at us. They'll reduce America to a scorching wasteland.”

Dr. Gabby nodded. “Fallout will be bad. It'll probably trigger a nuclear winter. And with the chaos of one of the world's superpowers gone and the upheaval of human culture in such a swift fashion, well, a lot of people will die. It'll be bad for years and years.”

“But Ariz'ana doesn't care,” Helen said, a fury swelling inside of her. A wrath so great, she trembled. She wanted to march down there and rip off Ariz'ana's head with her bare hands. “She just wants the human race enslaved.”

“Yeah,” nodded Dr. Gabby. “I was helping them. I just wanted to make Ariz'ana and Dr. Zhao happy that... That I just ignored all my fears. I just followed along. I put the addition in from Dr. Zhao, I made sure the shipments went out, detouring around Eastern Washington and your revolt. And now...”

Helen clasped Dr. Gabby's hands. “We need you. To be our eyes and ears. To keep us alerted. We have to stop this. We have to make plans right now. Can you do that for us?” Helen stepped closer to Dr. Gabby. “I know you're terrified. I am, too.” Beneath that white-hot fury burning through her, Helen felt a yawning pit of despair. “We have to stop her.”

“Yeah,” Sergeant Frita said, her voice hard.

“Jesus,” Lilac said. The Double D girl sounded poleaxed. “The president's the one that knows the nuclear codes, and she's Ariz'ana's.”

“They'll all fly to a bunker in Nevada somewhere,” Dr. Gabby said. “Probably in the morning.”

“Will you be our spy?” Helen asked. “Please, this is the world, Dr. Gabby. Help us save it. Help us stop that evil thing down there.” 

“I...” Dr. Gabby drew in a deep breath. “Yes. I have to. We can't let her do that. My family... They'll be in danger. I wasn't allowed to tell them. I didn't even think of telling them. They're...” Her eyes widened. “I don't even know where they are. They'll be out with the missionaries. They...”

“It's okay,” Helen said. “They're okay.” She cupped the woman's face, staring into her eyes. Helen projected all the confidence she had. “I need you to be strong for just a little while, Dr. Gabby. You have to pretend everything's the same. Can you do that?” 

“I... I have to.” Dr. Gabby trembling slowed. “I don't have a choice.”

“Okay, we have to go.” Helen glanced at Sergeant Frita. “We have to figure out a plan by morning.”

Sergeant Frita nodded her head. “Let's prepare for exfil.”


Chapter Thirteen: Fallen Eagle

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck her,” Agent Felicity purred, stroking her futa-cock as she watched the secret service agents, all gender-swapped into futanari, fuck President Fierro. The Hispanic futanari had a cock in each of her holes, all three plugged.

She looks so happy, thought Agent Felicity. 

She glanced at the camera. She hoped Ariz'ana would get back to the live-stream. Before being interrupted, it sounded like the Alien Queen was enjoying witnessing the President of the United States getting gangbanged by futas. President Fierro's brown-hued flesh dripped in pearly jizz.

I hope it's not a hiccup in the plan, thought Agent Felicity, wondering why Dr. Zhao would have called Ariz'ana away. 

“Madam President, take it,” groaned Simone, the secret service agent slamming her futa-dick deep into the president's asshole. “Milk my cock with that cumming asshole!”

“Ooh, yes, flood her bowels with all that yummy jizz!” Agent Felicity moaned. “She's just a filthy, disgusting thing! She deserves to just be used by futanari. Just fucked by them!”

“Yes!” Brenda moaned, ramming her cock down the president's throat. The secret service agent's large tits heaved before her as she unloaded her jizz straight into President Fierro's stomach.

“She doesn't even deserve to taste it!” groaned Agent Felicity, her orgasm growing as she fisted her futa-cock.

“No, she doesn't,” Whitney moaned, the Black futanari shuddered while her tits were painted with President Fierro's girl-spunk. “Damn, that pussy! That pussy is milking my cock, Madam President!”

“Yes!” Agent Felicity moaned. Her pussy clenched. Then her orgasms burst through her. Her cum splashed across Simone's small breasts and the president's jizz-stained back. Pleasure surged through the futa-agent's body. She swayed and panted, her eyes rolling back in her head.

Her phone rang. Agent Felicity's orgasm intensified. It was the special ringer. Ariz'ana called.

Her futa-cock still erupting, the futa-agent rushed across the room. Her dick kept spurting, spraying jizz before her. She shuddered, the pleasure crashing through her mind. It felt so incredible. It had her shivering and moaning.

She grabbed her cell phone, stars bursting before her eyes. She swiped her screen. “Mmm, my Queen.”

“Fallen eagle!” Ariz'ana hissed.

The line went dead.

A chill raced through Agent Felicity. The pleasure died in her. She whirled around to the secret service agents queuing up to fuck the President of the United States while the first three pulled away. The words burst from her mouth.

“FALLEN EAGLE!”

Activity exploded through the room. The secret service agents, despite being gender-swapped futanari and in the middle of a gangbang, sprang into action. They seized the dazed futa-president and hauled, dripping in cum, to her feet, then they charged out of the room, shouting in their radios.

They had to get to the Mountain now.

Agent Felicity rushed after in their wake. An ecstatic tremble built in her. Soon, Ariz'ana would be so happy.

~   ~~   ~

“We have to use the cum bomb on the soldiers at JBLM,” Colonel Bee said. “We can get a much larger force and then attack UPS.”

“Can we get into position by morning?” Ally asked, giving the military officer a hard look. They were in the cafeteria of Tacoma General Hospital, the entire harem crowded around a large table. The news of the nukes still had Ally reeling. Such a great anger swelled in her. She used to hate humans, especially the ones who kept her imprisoned all her life, but this? Ariz'ana and the other aliens made Ally more furious then she thought possible. “We can't give Ariz'ana more time to call the president and order the nuke strike. They're ready right now.”

“Mostly ready,” Colonel Bee said. “They still have three to install.”

“Three are good enough when they're five hundred of them that are ready!” Ally shouted, her large tits heaving. “Helen, we have to attack the campus right now. We detonated a cum bomb on Wyatt Building and turn all those soldiers she has guarding her into our allies.”

Ally stared at her futa-lover, pleading with her. Helen glanced at Colonel Bee. “Your plan will take time.”

“We can't rush this, Helen,” Colonel Bee said. “Hasty plans are never good.”

“Sometimes you don't have a choice,” Leann said. “We have only six hours until dawn. And we don't know when Ariz'ana is moving out. We have to rush this.”

“So let's get as big a force as possible,” Colonel Bee said. “We could detonate a cum bomb that gets most of the barracks at JBLM. That's at least 10,000 soldiers. And if we get General Carter on our side, which I don't see why she wouldn't side with us, then we'll have an intact command structure. We can order them to attack Ally.”

“Would they even listen to us?” Ally demanded. “Helen, once we free the soldiers from futa-love, we don't know how they'll react. The more we free, the less control we have. But the hundred or so soldiers Ariz'ana has guarding her, we can sway them easily.” She sent such a pleading surge of emotions at her futa-lover.

Helen shifted.

“And if you can't get through to those soldiers?” asked Colonel Bee. “We don't have the forces to fight them.”

“But in that moment of confusion,” Sergeant Frita said, “my girls and I could breach the perimeter and assassinate Ariz'ana before the soldiers can regroup. You've seen the effects of the futa-love wearing off. Especially from cum bombs.”

“Yes!” Ally said.

“Your futas are good, Sergeant, but are they good enough?” Colonel Bee asked. “The world rides on us getting it right.”

“It does,” Helen said. “I trust the futanari in this room. If Sergeant Frita says she can do it, then she can. We have to gather cum. We need to get moving. I want to hit Ariz'ana as soon as possible. We can't waste any time.”

“But Helen—” Colonel Bee began to object.

“You agreed to follow her lead!” snapped Ally, cutting off the officer. “She's made her decision. It's time to obey.”

Colonel Bee glanced at Helen. The blonde futanari stood resolute, her arms crossed beneath her small breasts, her youthful face hard. Ally was so proud of her futa-lover for not flinching before the older officer.

“I have made my decision,” Helen said, words ice. “We will raid Ariz'ana as soon as possible and end this.” 

“Let's get moving!” Ally commanded.

~   ~~   ~

The hospital buzzed around Helen. She passed a group of futa-nurses shuddering as they filled the cum bomb with their jizz. Others cued up, being fluffed and fellated to put them on the edge of cumming so they could gather the jizz as fast as possible.

“You're doing great, everyone,” Helen said, nodding as she swept by. “How's it coming?”

“We're nearly full, Helen,” a futa-doctor said, her hand flying up and down her girl-dick, getting ready to provide her jizz.

“This one's free!” a caramel-skinned futanari said, pulling away from the machine. The doctor darted forward, ramming her dick into the free hose and moaning as her jizz pumped out of her.

“Good,” Helen said. “You're doing great. We're going to save the world everyone.”

“We are, Helen,” the futa-doctor moaned.

The blonde futanari marched on. Helen passed the nurses station and entered the lobby. Her Double D Girls, the sheriff deputies, and Specialist Amanda were gearing up. They were checking weapons, stacking magazines full of bullets, looking so dangerous. Helen's hand clutched about the burner phone as she swallowed, a wave of fear washing through her.

“How's it coming?” Helen asked.

“We're almost ready,” Sergeant Frita said. She slapped a magazine into a sleek and deadly assault rifle, all black metal and plastic stock. She pulled back on a slide. It slid forward, chambering a round. “Five minutes.”

“Five minuets,” Helen repeated, nodding her head. “Bomb's almost ready.”

Sergeant Frita smiled. “Transportation?”

“Ambulance is ready. Isabel has it idling out front. Got more than enough gas. It should get you there fast.”

“Might even confuse them,” Nikki said. She wrote on a piece of duct tape then smacked it onto her boot. It read AB-.

Her blood type. Why would she...? A chill ran through Helen as she saw similar tapes stuck to other combat boots. Oh. For the... the medics. Helen braced herself for that. She knew what saving the world might cost. Any one of the futanari in this room might pay that price. 

And so might those poor futa-soldiers guarding Ariz'ana, Helen realized. They would be dying to save the world, just not... willingly. They wouldn't even realize it. Hopefully, it won't come to that. But if it did, Helen knew she would give the order. She had to.  

Sometimes she wasn't sure how she could stand up straight with all the weight on her.

“Helen,” Sergeant Frita said.

“Yes?” the blonde futanari answered, blinking out of her morbid thoughts.

“We're making a brighter future tonight,” the futa-sergeant said, her eyes bright. “Remember that.”

“I will,” Helen said. “I'll go check on the—”

The burner phone in her hand beeped and vibrated.

Only one person had this number. Their spy. Helen lifted the phone, swiping the screen to read Dr. Gabby's message. “Party moved up. Leaving now. Flying to the party zone. Sorry you'll miss it.”

“Oh, shit,” Lilac muttered. “It just went south on us, didn't it?”

Helen nodded her head.


Chapter Fourteen: Going South

Excitement trembled through Agent Felicity as she sat on the plush seat of Air Force One flying across the nation towards Nevada. The plane was hauling ass, not at the fuel-conserving speed that passenger jets normally did. They were burning gas to get them to the Mountain as fast as possible.

She smiled. Ariz'ana would be so happy with them. It made her dick ache and throb in President Fierro's cock-hungry mouth. The Latina slut bobbed her head up and down while her brown hair, spilled over Agent Felicity's lap, swayed.

“We're saving the world tonight, Madam President,” Agent Felicity said, staring down at her president-slave. “Isn't that wonderful?”

The president moaned and sucked so hard. The pleasure shot through Agent Felicity. Her toes wiggled and curled. Her body twitched in the seat. She ran her hand through the president's silky hair, stroking her, loving the feel of her.

“Yes, it is,” Agent Felicity repeated. “You're going to meet Ariz'ana in person. Our Queen will fuck you with both her cocks and—”

The increased pressure of the president's sucking cut off the futa-agent's words. Her girl-dick throbbed in the president's warm mouth. Agent Felicity shuddered through the sucking delight, a big smile crossing her lips.

“Yes, you are so eager to meet Ariz'ana, Madam President. You're going to love her!”

~   ~~   ~

Nuclear war is coming, thought Isabel as she sat at the cafeteria table. She missed sitting in the ambulance, keeping it warm and ready for the assault squad. When she was pulled out, she thought it was time for the raid to being. Now all she could think about was Ariz'ana ordering all the ICBMs in the united states to fire at the rest of the world. 

And all their ICBMs returning the favor.

“It has to be the Mountain by the Groom Lake installation,” Colonel Bee said. “What people call Area 51. It's the backup NORAD command center. NORAD itself will get hit hard. It might not survive, but not many people know about this base's existence.”

“Is that why it's it's at Area 51, right?” Ally asked. “Will that be enough to protect them from the rest of the world's retaliation?”

“Probably,” Colonel Bee said. “MAD works—”

“Mad?” asked Isabel. “What does mad have to do with this?”

“Mutual Assured Destruction,” Ally said. “I read about it. It's the theory that if everyone, or at least all the big powers, in the world have nukes, they can't use them on each other without fear of retaliation. Russia and China will not only hit our military bases, but our major cities. Especially when they think we're nuking their cities.”

Colonel Bee nodded.

“We have some time,” Helen said. “They need President Fierro to land in Nevada, and that gives us a few hours to come up with some way to get down there.”

“We fly,” Sergeant Frita said. “Some way as Ariz'ana. There are other C-130s at JBLM. We have the means of recruiting a flight crew. That won't be hard. We just need to get down to Nevada. You sure the Mountain is the right place they're going?”

“Pretty sure.” Colonel Bee shot her gaze to Helen. “We have to move fast to get down there. I know for a fact that there is a MC-130H at JBLM.” 

Sergeant Frita whistled.

Isabel frowned, glancing at Helen. Her blonde friend looked equally confused. Isabel asked, “What's that?”

“A Combat Talon transport,” the futa-sergeant answered.

“Combat Talon? I thought we needed to get down there fast.”

“It's a special-forces modified transport,” Sergeant Frita explained. “It has some stealth capability and the crews are trained for low flying and insertion.”

“Lets us fly beneath radar coverage in case Ariz'ana has shut down the air space,” Colonel Bee said. “We can get down to Nevada and deploy Sergeant Frita and her Double D Girls fast.”

For once, Colonel Bee wasn't throwing up problems, but solutions. The woman's face was paler than usual. Maybe the reality of the situation has finally sunk in, Isabel thought, her own guts feeling like jelly. Flashes of fiery bursts and roaring mushroom clouds filled her mind.  

“I'm going with you,” Helen said, standing up. “No arguments. We don't have time. But I can't ask anyone to do to this if I'm not going.”

“Me, too,” Ally said. She arched an eyebrow at Helen, almost daring her to make an argument.

Helen nodded her head.

“I would like to go, too,” Dr. Maura said. “You might need my skills if anyone is hurt and...” She swallowed, her face pale. “I... I just need to do this.”

Leann rose next to her, face hard. She also had military training.

“Let's get to JBLM,” Helen said. “We can plan the actual raid in the air. We need to get moving. In five hours, the world as we know it ends.”

Isabel let out a whimpering moan as she rose with the others. She really, really missed being a college student.

~   ~~   ~

“How much longer until President Fierro arrives?” Ariz'ana demanded for the millionth time.

Dr. Zhao fought the urge to grind her teeth as she climbed out of the khaki-painted hummer before the thick door that lead into the bunker. It as made of steel plates, five feet thick, and shaped like a bank's vault. Massive locking pins waited to thrust into holes set in the heavy, steel frame when the door closed. It was blasted straight into the side of a granite mountain rearing over the Nevada desert. Behind them, the lights of Las Vegas illuminated the horizon. The Luxor Sky Beam lanced from the top of the casino's pyramid, blazing across the night sky..

“Two hours, Ariz'ana,” a futa-soldier said with great presence. “As soon as she's here, we'll seal up the Mountain.”

“Then we can launch,” Dr. Zhao said. Her hand drifted to her lab coat's pocket, feeling the syringe she had secreted there. In her other pocket, the cum grenade's weight dragged at her garment, pulling it tighter on her left shoulder.

“Yeah, launch,” Dr. Gabby said, her hand clutching about her phone. “I can't wait for your amazing plan to... to save the human race, Ariz'ana.”

“Only if the President arrives,” Ariz'ana said. Her turquoise tendrils twitched violently about her head. The alien turned, fixing her rubbery face at Dr. Zhao. “Helen's futanari haven't spread to Nevada, right?”

“They're still confined in Washington State,” Dr. Zhao said, putting all the reassuring calmness she could into her voice. “You can relax. We got clear in time. If we waited any longer...”

“Right, right,” Ariz'ana nodded. “We wouldn't have made it until morning.”

“That's correct,” Dr. Zhao said. The bomb really shook you up, didn't it. The futa-scientist hadn't really noticed it before, but after the blast, Ariz'ana had changed ever so subtly. She became so... dominate. First with Dr. Maura and then with other futa-coeds, the alien started dominating them, spanking and punishing them.  

Her race have immortality, mused Dr. Zhao, so she's not used to thinking about her own mortality. Now she's feeling it here on this planet. Human life is so cheap, and she's starting to realize that hers can be spent just as easily as ours. 

Dr. Zhao smiled while Dr. Gabby slipped her phone back into her lab coat.

“Let's get inside!” Ariz'ana said. “Now!”

“Yes, yes, let's get you to where it's safe,” Dr. Zhao said. “The command room is in the structure's bowels. No one will harm you there.”


Chapter Fifteen: Flight

To Helen's amazement, getting the plane turned out to be remarkably easy. Ariz'ana never told the world that Ally was a traitor. She had to maintain the fiction that at least one of the two futanari who started this all was on her side, using a double when the alien made public appearances. Because of this, Helen and her team didn't even have to use the cum bomb on the plane's flight crew; they were happy to serve Ally and Helen. In an hour, the harem was airborne on the special forces plane.

The back of the Combat Talon II was stark. There was no pleasant furnishing to disguise the aluminum exterior of the plane nor the ribs that gave it structure. They sat in jump seats as the plane leveled off to its flying altitude. Helen squirmed, her headset helping to muffle the sounds of the plane's engines.

It had no sound-dampening insulation to help with that, either.

“Okay, how are we doing this?” Helen asked. “How do we get into a secure bunker?”

“Air vents,” answered Lilac.

Helen glanced down the seats to the futa-soldier. “Air vents?”

“There are two main ventilation shafts on either side of the facility,” Lilac said. “About ten years ago, I did a tour there to figure out how it could be assaulted. The ventilation shafts are the weakness. They have to be big enough to draw in enough fresh air so the people working in the facility can breathe. It's a big, gaping hole in its defenses.”

“And they didn't fix it?” asked Helen, blinking in shock.

“As far as I know, our recommendations got lost in the Pentagon's bureaucracy,” Lilac answered.

“That sounds... strange that it would have such a weakness,” Ally said, the redhead sitting on Helen's left.

“It does,” Isabel added. She sat on Helen's right. Helen wasn't sure what Isabel was doing here. By the time she realized the Hispanic futanari was with them, they were already boarding the plane and rushing to take off.

“The base is meant to survive a nuclear attack, not to stop an invasion,” said Lilac. “The shafts are big enough for humans to get through, but you'd have to know where they are. They're hidden.”

“And you know where they are?” Helen asked, a wave of hope surging through her.

Ally snorted. “Yeah, she does. She wouldn't have brought it up otherwise.”

“That's right,” said Lilac. “I know my way around all sorts of places.” She winked at Helen.

A naughty tingle rippled through Helen. She couldn't help it. Even now, with so much pressure pushing down on her, the fate of the entire world resting on the success of their raid, she was still a futanari. Still had a horny girl-dick.

“Okay,” Helen said. “So, two ventilation shafts. Should we go in as one team or two?”

“Two,” Sergeant Frita said. Colonel Bee, sitting across the fuselage with more of the harem, nodded her head in agreement. “The shafts will be bottlenecks. It will take us twice as long to infiltrate with one team. Two teams double our odds. We can try to reconnect once we're inside.”

“I can draw up a rough map,” Lilac said. “But it won't be accurate. Not after all these years.”

“Better than nothing,” Ally said. She glanced at Helen. “Me and you on separate teams.”

Helen didn't want that. She wanted Ally staying behind just in case, someone to rally the futanari behind if things went really, really bad. But Helen could feel her lover's emotions, the desperate fear Ally felt, the need to be there, to help out.

“Sounds good,” Helen said.

“I'll go on one team,” Colonel Bee said. “I have been through combat training. You're going to need every set of eyes you can get.”

“Another rifle's welcome,” Sergeant Frita said. “I'll lead one team, and Lilac will lead the other. If that's okay, Helen.”

“No, no, this is your domain now,” Helen said. “I won't try to micromanage it.”

Sergeant Frita nodded then divided them up.

~   ~~   ~

“I know you don't want me going,” Ally whispered while the soldiers were working on the assault plan. She had slipped off her headphone and headset to speak to her futa-lover in some modicum of privacy, the droning engine almost swallowing every other noise.

“I don't,” Helen said.

“Well, I don't want you here,” Ally said, arching an eyebrow and flashing her futa-lover a playful smile. “So we're even.”

Helen let out a giggle.

It's wonderful to see some joy on her face, Ally thought as she watched the twinkle glow in Helen's sapphire eyes. She slipped her arm around her lovers shoulders, pulling Helen closer. “If you're in danger, then I'm going to be there. I won't stick behind. Not if I can help.” 

“I know that,” Helen said, leaning her head on Ally's shoulders.

A thrill ran through the redhead. She smooched Helen on the forehead. Helen lifted her head, her lips so pink and kissable. Ally couldn't resist them. She claimed them with her mouth, loving them. Her heart beat so fast in her breast as their tongues danced together.

Helen reached an arm across her body, hooking Ally's neck. The redhead shuddered as they clung to each other as well as they could strapped into the jump seats. The loud hum of the engine faded beneath the bliss of this simple moment.

I love you so much, Ally thought. She wanted to let their minds connect, to lose herself in their telepathic bond, but Ariz'ana could invade it. Ally was afraid what the futa-alien might gleam from their minds.  

So Ally sent all her lover at Helen. She poured all her emotions, the great joy she took in the kiss, the happiness she gained from being with Helen, and the relief that she had someone to share all of this with. Someone to lean against. To support her when the reality of the situation sunk into her.

The world was in their hands. All the futanari and humans lives needing to be protected.

She felt her own love echoed back at her. It flowed from Helen. It stiffened Ally's spine. It made her bubble with joy. And then... The pain reached her heart. The possibility that she might lose her Helen in the next few hours struck her.

Helen broke the kiss, tears in her eyes. She stared at Ally. “I know. I love you, Ally. We're going to get through this. I hope.”

“Me, too,” Ally said. She rubbed her nose against Helen's. “Because if you die, then I'm going to.. to have to...”

“Lead?” Helen arched an eyebrow. “You'll be good at it.”

“We won't find out because you're not dying,” Ally said. 

“This plan is such a risk,” Colonel Bee said, her voice rising over the engine's drone. “What if the ventilation shafts aren't working? It's been ten years. They might have sealed them up just to look like they're busy.”

A tremble ran through Ally.

~   ~~   ~

“Of course it's a risk,” Isabel snapped into the comm system. Helen shifted beside her, putting her headphones back on. “We all know that. Why are you even bringing it up? What do you think we'll do, blast through the front doors?”

“That's not happening,” Lilac said.

“Stop being so pessimistic,” Isabel said, glaring over at Colonel Bee.

Colonel Bee shifted. “I was just pointing it out. We could hit the armory at Groom Lake and get some heavy ordnance to blow our way in.”

“And spend an hour or two doing that?” asked Isabel. “We don't have the time. It's too risky for the world.”

“You're not even going,” the officer snapped.

“Hey!” Helen shouted.

“I know I'm not going on the raid,” Isabel said. “I know I don't have the experience, but I'm here to support you all. To support Helen and the plan she agreed. You need to jump on board that. We have to be united. Now more than ever.” Isabel glanced at Helen. “I wasn't always good at that. I was such a puta cunt, and you saw what happened. What it did to the harem.” 

Colonel Bee looked down, her cheeks flushed. “I...”

“It's okay,” Helen said, her voice softer. She squeezed Isabel's hand. “We're all scared. This plan will work. It has to. We don't have time to raid anywhere else. We need to hit the facility hard and fast. No dawdling. No taking any time.”

“Get in before they know we're on them,” Sergeant Frita said. “We just don't have the time. We can't play this one safe, Colonel.”

The woman nodded. “I know it's just...” Her voice sounded so small. “What if we're wrong?”

“We can't afford to be,” Isabel said. “So we need to believe we are right. We're out of time. We won't beat the president to the facility by much time. But we'll have a small window to do this. We have to go fast. Ariz'ana won't wait.”

“No, she won't,” Helen said, squeezing Isabel's hand tight. “We're saving the world. All of us. Even you, Colonel Bee. Together.”

“Together,” Isabel said, nodding her head. If I only I understood that before... How many people would be alive. 

She braced herself against the pain rising in her as they dived back into the plan, hammering out all the details. They didn't have much time left. Those nukes lurked in the back of Isabel's mind. She would do all she could to keep them from going off.

No more bombs. They did not solve any problems. 


Chapter Sixteen: Plans for Tomorrow

The plans finalized, Dr. Maura Roy leaned back in her seat. She sat at the end of the row, Leann beside her. They were an hour out. Her stomach twisted. Doubts assailed her. Why was she doing this? She was worthless. Her hands clenched, hating those thoughts.

Leann shifted beside her, taking off her headphones and tapping Maura on the shoulder. The futa-doctor took off her own headphones, the roar of the engine swelling around them. The other futas were laughing or talking or staring off into space, getting themselves ready for the mission in their own way.

“Why are you doing this?” Leann asked.

“Coming along to help stop the nukes?” Maura asked, arching an eyebrow.

Leann arched an eyebrow. “You're not a soldier. You realized that after Portland. Your place is in the hospital, helping to heal people.”

“People will get hurt on this raid. I'll be there to help them.”

“No, you're trying to prove something.” Leann's arm went around her shoulder. She leaned her head against Maura's. “What?”

“That I'm not worthless,” Maura said, the words tight. “I hate this. Feeling like this. I don't want to be pathetic, just a slut-slave for Ariz'ana. But her words... They won't leave me. I remember doing all those things willingly. I didn't feel controlled. I didn't feel dominated. I wanted to worship Ariz'ana. I wanted her to... to kill me. 

“How fucked up is that?” Maura stared at her wife with such tremulous eyes. “I can't live like this. I have to know if it's true. You were right. I have to... I have to make a choice. That's why I'm doing this.”

“I didn't mean for you to risk your life,” Leann said, “but to believe that you are amazing. That you are a warm and loving soul who cares for everyone. You're not a slut or a slave. You're just a beautiful futanari. You're the person I love, Maura.” 

“I know.”

“Isn't that enough?”

Maura's face twisted. “I wish it was, but... I have to... to show myself. So I'm doing this. I'm choosing to prove Ariz'ana wrong. Somehow, I'll be useful. I have to be because... I'll drown. I will. And you'll have to watch me. It'll tear you up. I can't do that to you, Leann.” 

“Okay,” Leann said. “I'm with you. I'll be there, every step, at your side. We'll get through this.”

A smile spread on Maura's lips. For one blessed moment, Ariz'ana's words retreated. Her mouth locked on Leann's. The futa-doctor kissed her wife with so much passion. She poured all her love and joy into it.

I'll prove you wrong, Ariz'ana, Maura thought, snarling at the voice as it returned. 

I think you'll just be so happy to see me that you'll fall to your knees and beg to suck my cock, Ariz'ana whispered back. Put those lips to their proper use. They're too filthy for kissing. 

~   ~~   ~

Helen cuddled with Ally as best they could on the plane's jump seat. She hated the roar of the engine. It made it so hard to relax. She wanted to put on the headphones, but then she would have to share her conversation with Ally with everyone else on the plane. And, well, the harem was over. They weren't her... her submissive sex slaves like before. They were all independent women—Well, futanari, Helen corrected herself—who didn't need to hear what she and Ally discussed. 

Maybe Cassie and Shannon are still our sex slaves, but they're different, Helen thought. 

Plus, with the headphones she couldn't rub her cheek against Ally's, savoring the warm feel of her lover's flesh.

“I wish we could shrink into our dream world,” Helen said. “That would make this last hour pass faster.”

“Yeah,” Ally said. She squirmed. Helen felt a wave of nervousness pour through her futa-lover's emotions. It was strong for her to feel it so clearly. “I just want to land, you know? To assault the place. I know it'll be dangerous but... this waiting feels worse somehow. When danger's happening, you're almost too frightened to be scared.” Ally paused. “Does that make any sense?”

“We're feeling dread, not fear,” Helen said. “That anticipation of what's to come, thinking about all the possibilities. About what could go wrong. We don't need it right now. It's just a distraction. Fear, when bullets are flying, is an important thing. It sharpens your senses.”

“What are you, like, a psyche major?” Ally asked.

“English major.” Helen smiled. “I can't remember the last time I wrote anything. I used to carry a notebook with me everywhere just to jot down things and then... I discovered how much fun my futa-cock is, and then you, and, well... It's been months. 

“Where does the time go?”

“No idea,” Ally said. “Swallowed by the Langoliers, I imagine.”

Helen blinked at her futa-lover. “What?”

“From a Stephen King short story. They eat the frozen moments of time, swallowing up every second once the present had passed by.”

“Wait, what?” Helen frowned. “That doesn't make any...” Her eyes widened. “Oh, wait, I know that. It's that cheesy movie.”

“No, no, it's a short story,” Ally said. “From Four Past Midnight.” 

“Is it on a plane? Is there a blind girl and everyone who's asleep survives flying through the rift?”

“Yeah.”

Helen smiled. “Cheesy movie.”

“I can't help it if they make a bad movie,” Ally said. “No fair talking about movies. I didn't watch many. I just had my books in my cell. So we can only talk about books. Your books. What did you write?”

“Poems, mostly, and musings. I tried to make them profound, but they came out so pedantic.” Helen sighed.

“I am totally reading those when this is over,” Ally said. “Tomorrow, once the world is saved, you're going to share with me all your embarrassing poetry.”

Helen squirmed. “You really think there will be a tomorrow?”

“What's the point in doing this if there won't be?” Ally asked. “If we don't believe it, then it won't happen. Conviction is the fulcrum that turns the world. Those who believe the strongest, prevail. So, Helen, there will be a tomorrow. And you and I are going to enjoy it. I will read all your terrible poems. Maybe I was created just so you would have one fan. I know I'll love them all.” 

“Ally...” Helen said, her voice suddenly choked by emotion. “I... I love you so much!”

Ally grinned at her while the world grew blurry for Helen. Emotion attacked the back of her throat. Her nose grew stuffy as she shuddered. She blinked at the tears, her heart beating for so much joy. She believed Ally.

“We're going to make Earth an amazing place,” Ally said. “Me and you.”

Helen kissed Ally. She sealed her lips to her futa-lover's mouth. The tears fell as they loved each other. The aliens sent them to Earth to change it. And they would. They would make it better than the humans or Ariz'ana's people ever would. Futanari weren't perfect, but they were a step towards it.

Bit by bit, they would achieve that goal of a world free of all the petty hurts humans inflicted upon each other. Helen would do it with Ally at her side. It sent such hope through her. She could see that tomorrow. And all the tomorrows beyond. They would make it through the next few hours.

Ariz'ana wouldn't win. Her dread dwindled, swallowed by hope.

Activity shifted around them. Helen broke the kiss as some of the Double D Girls sat down, putting on their headsets. Helen grabbed hers resting on her lap. The corded cable caught on a button on her black military fatigues before springing up and almost smacking her in the face. Then she settled it on her head.

The sound died to a muffled hum.

“What's going on?” she asked, hearing her own voice in her ear delayed by not even a half-second.

“We're about to land, Helen,” the pilot responded.

The dread returned.

~   ~~   ~

“If everyone can return to their seats, we're approaching Nellis Air Force Base. We'll be landing in twenty minutes.”

Agent Felicity smiled as she shifted on her comfortable seat.

“Yes!” President Fierro moaned, cum dripping down her brown tits. She stretched as she rose from the floor of the airplane, utterly used for the last few hours by all the futanari flying on the plane. They all passed the time fucking her pussy, her mouth, and her asshole. Those who weren't fucking her, stroked off their cocks and came on her body. “I'm going to meet her.”

“She's going to fuck you so hard,” Agent Felicity said. “Our Queen will add more cum to your body. Once you give the order.”

“Of course,” President Fierro said. She giggled. “My advisers thought I should have nuked Tacoma before the futanari threat grew too big. I rejected it. I didn't think it was the right idea, but now... Now I can see how amazing a modified form of that plan is.”

“Ariz'ana is always right,” Agent Felicity said, nodding her head. “Not much longer now. The world is about to change. We're about to save it.”


Chapter Seventeen: Landing

Isabel clutched at the straps of her shoulder harness as the plane descended. She wished for windows to stare out of as her stomach lurched. Are we descending too fast? she thought, squirming. Is this how it normally feels while landing? 

She fidgeted in her seat. She'd moved away from Helen and Ally to give them some privacy and found herself sitting by Sergeant Frita. The older, though gorgeous, futanari had a calm look on her face. She held her rifle, the barrel pointed at the floor—all the futa-soldiers did that; Isabel would have thought it was bad for the guns to let the ends rub on the floor like that—a relaxed smile on her lips. She nodded her head.

Isabel's ears popped.

She clutched tighter at her straps. Her face scrunched together and—

The squeal of the wheels touching down cut through the headphones. A great, roaring rush filled the plane as it decelerated hard. The momentum pressed Isabel into sergeant Frita's shoulder. The Hispanic futanari's heart thundered. Was this airstrip truly deserted in the middle of the night? she wondered. It might be a small strip, but it's in the heart of Area 51 near the Mountain. It was the closest place they could land. 

But if there were soldiers there...

“We had a good landing,” the feminine voice of the pilot purred. “And there is no sign of opposition. No movement at all. We'll be at the hanger in one minute.”

Sergeant Frita bolted to her feet, her straps falling away. The other Double D Girls joined them, keeping their rifles pointed down at the floor. They moved to the ramp as the plane maneuvered. A futa-airman, the loadmaster, stood by at a control panel. She hit a button. The back of the plane cracked open.

Isabel couldn't see much except a dark runway rolling past them. There were no lights on at all. She leaned her head out, trying to stare past the futa-soldiers crowding around the top, her eyes scanning for any threats.

The plane stopped. The futa-soldiers spilled out. Isabel swallowed and unbuckled her straps.

“You're staying with the plane, right, Isabel?” Helen asked as she and Ally walked past, holding hands. They both wore combat fatigues, had handguns holstered on their sides, and submachine guns hanging off straps slung over their shoulders.

“Of course,” Isabel said. “I didn't mean to board, I just got caught up in all the excitement.”

Helen smiled at the Hispanic futanari. “Well, keep the jet warmed up for us... Just in case.”

Isabel swallowed. Then she hugged Helen, squeezing her friend tight. “You stay safe, chica. You need to come back, you hear?” 

“We're coming back,” Ally said. “She has awful poetry she has to read to me.”

Isabel blinked. “What?”

“Never mind,” Helen said, her cheeks bright red. “Come on, we have to get to the transportation.”

Isabel walked with them through the plane to the ramp. She stopped there, standing by the airman. She gazed out across the black tarmac to a hanger. Figures moved in the night, the Double D Girls and the deputies securing the humvees they'd hoped would be parked here.

An engine growled to life. Isabel shook her head. “They really do keep the keys in the vehicles.”

“Who's going to steal one here?” the airman asked, her voice tight.

“True.”

Isabel watched everyone pile into four humvees. She bit her lip as they drove off. She watched them dwindle into the darkness. Will they all come back? Will they stop the world from ending? Isabel shuddered. They had to. If Isabel hadn't acted with Agent Felicity, if she hadn't been so selfish, they wouldn't even be here. 

And all I can do is stay behind and watch them go off and risk their lives, she thought, shaking her head. 

The chilly, night air wafted around her naked body as she kept staring off into the darkness, ignoring the glow of distant Las Vegas. As her eyes adjusted to the gloom, a looming shape resolved out of the blackness.

A mountain rising over the desert.

She stared at it, wondering how long it would take them to reach it. To breach it. How much longer until they were inside and fighting Ariz'ana's forces. Dread assaulted her body with waves of nauseating ripples. She trembled, trying to swallow it. But it shook her entire body.

None of them might ever return. She hated that thought. How it crept through her mind, whispering, None of them will return, and it's all your fault, Isabel. 

“Shit,” muttered the airman.

“What?” Isabel asked, shaking her head.

“Helicopter.”

The distant thwap-thwap of rotor wash beating the air swelled in volume. Isabel gasped, shrinking inside the plane. “Are they coming for us? Was our landing detected?”

“Possibly.” The airman threw a glance over her shoulder. “The EWO thought we got in clean, but...”

The rotor wash grew. Then it burst over them, the pitch shifting as the helicopter passed over, lights flashing at its tail. It was a military helicopter, the black one that Isabel remembered from that war movie about Somalia. It soared away from them, the sound fading into the night until it was only a blinking dot, an artificial star.

“It's flying for the Mountain,” the airman groaned. “Not after us.”

Isabel eyes widened. “We have to warn Helen!”

~   ~~   ~

THWUD-THWUD!

Agent Felicity's guts rose in her chest as the Black Hawk helicopter descended to the landing pad outside of the Mountain's entrance. She sat in the jump seat by the open doors, her headset pinching her ears.

“Twenty feet,” the copilot said, her voice calm. “Ten feet.”

The Black Hawk touched down on the landing pad. The engine shut off. The rhythmic thudding of the rotor blades slowed. President Fierro unlatched her buckles with practiced ease, her cum-stained tits jiggling. In the red light of the exterior, her body almost looked demonic, her skin a dark crimson, the pools of cum looking more like blood bathing her.

“She's waiting for us,” President Fierro said. Then she squealed. “There she is!” The president's arm thrust past Agent Felicity, smacking her boob. “Our Queen!”

“My Queen,” Agent Felicity breathed, seeing Ariz'ana standing in the crowd of soldiers, Dr. Zhao and Dr. Gabby at her sides.

A part of Agent Felicity despised Dr. Zhao. The woman had injected Phillipa with a chemical, experimenting on her. It had killed her. Phillipa was a loving woman, the gender-swapped futanari who gifted Agent Felicity with her girl-dick. If Dr. Zhao didn't serve Ariz'ana...

But she does. I need to remember that.

Agent Felicity unbuckled her straps. She slipped out of the helicopter, her heart thudding in her chest. She had done it. She had completed her mission. She tottered towards the futa-alien, the helipad's concrete slab rough on the bare soles of her feet. Her girl-dick swelled harder and harder. The FBI agent quivered as she reached her alien queen.

Agent Felicity fell to her knees before the purple-skinned alien. Her mouth opened wide and she engulfed one of Ariz'ana's hard girl-dicks. President Fierro knelt at Agent Felicity's side, swallowing Ariz'ana's second shaft. A bubbling joy burst through the futa-agent as she and her president nursed on their Queen's two dicks.

A smile spread across Ariz'ana's face. Her hands slid through their hair. A purring moan of delight washed across the futa-alien.

“My Queen, we should get down to the control room,” Dr. Zhao said.

“In a moment,” Ariz'ana groaned. “We can relax. The president is here. We have a breather. Mmm, yes, yes, they've both earned their reward, haven't they?”

“I suppose so,” Dr. Zhao muttered.

Agent Felicity would have smiled as big as she could if she wasn't sucking and slurping on Ariz'ana's girl-dick. The disappoint in Dr. Zhao's voice sang in her soul. Her mouth bobbed faster and faster as she loved this amazing dick filling her mouth. Her cheek rubbed against the president's.

They pleasured their Queen together.

~   ~~   ~

“That's a problem,” Sergeant Frita muttered. “Of course there would be guards.”

“You can take care of them, right?” Helen asked, already spooked from the helicopter flying overhead. According to the text she got from Dr. Gabby, President Fierro had arrived but Ariz'ana was distracted by her cocks, giving Helen and her team more time to attack the Mountain.

They still had hope of stopping Ariz'ana's mad plan.

“How many cum grenades did we prepare again?” Sergeant Frita asked. She knew the answer, but she half-hoped she was wrong. They would need them for attacking the complex.

“We have a few,” Helen said. “We ran out of time to make a lot. But we've got the big bomb, too.”

“Yeah, we do,” muttered Nikki, adjusting her backpack holding it.

“I just need one. I'll go sneak up on them and hit them with the cum grenade,” Sergeant Frita said. “Lilac, you're with me.”

“It won't be a problem, Helen,” Lilac said, looking into the back of the humvee. “We do this shit all the time. We're professionals.”

“Yeah,” Helen nodded. “I know you are. I believe in you.”

A little thrill ran through Sergeant Frita. It was... strange serving an officer that was so... loving. But then Helen wasn't a real military officer. Sergeant Frita had to remember that. After spending weeks and weeks under the futa-love, a part of her still remembered her glowing affection she felt for the blonde futanari.

It would never fade.

Thinking of her futa-wife, Ashley, Sergeant Frita opened the humvee doors quietly. She slipped out of it, closing it behind her. The two guards at the perimeter fence were regular army. Nothing to worry about. As she crept forward with Lilac, her thoughts filled with her wife. She always thought of Ashley during times like this.

Will I see her again? Sergeant Frita always asked herself that question moments before attacking. 

Sergeant Frita allowed herself one last moment to wallow in thoughts of her wife before she pressed them out of her mind. She'd learned how to compartmentalize. She had to stop being Frita Hampton, loving futa-wife, and become Sergeant Frita, Double D Girl and ex-Delta Force Operator. She couldn't afford any distractions out here. Those soldiers guarding the gate may only be Air Force MPs, but they could still put a bullet in her and kill her if she was careless.

She and Lilac moved closer through the shadows. The MPs were standing around looking bored, talking, their breath frosting in the cold, night air. Both were women, no doubt gender-swapped. They could even be futanari. But either way, they were exposed to futa-love, and maybe even Ariz'ana's stronger domination.

Time to set you free, Sergeant Frita thought. She just hoped they didn't panic when that happened. You never quite knew how a person would react when freed. The only other alternative was to just kill them and... they were innocent. They were human beings deceived by that bitch-alien. Helen wanted to avoid needless casualties if possible. 

They closed to within range. Sergeant Frita didn't let her irritation speed her infiltration. Every step was precise. Every movement designed to take advantage of the scrub brush and the shadows, knowing when she was mostly likely to be seen.

Being too fast would blow them. Human eyesight was sensitive to movement, especially at night. It took fifteen minutes, but she reached the position. Her stomach unclenched. She drew out the grenade, nodded to Lilac.

Lilac nodded back.

Sergeant Frita pulled the pin and then let the handle fly out. Inside the grenade, the striker ignited the fuse. The futa-sergeant had personally measured all the fuses for the grenades they used, knowing just how many seconds she could hold it.

She counted in her head: One. 

The MPs came alert.

Two.

“A vehicle's approaching,” Lilac hissed as Sergeant Frita thought: Three. 

She threw her grenade.

The MPs had their guns pointed down the road, the grenade arcing towards them. Sergeant Frita's stomach clenched. She looked behind her, seeing the headlights approaching. What was going on? Was it a patrol? They had left their vehicles on the road just out of sight. This new humvee would discover the other futanari.

The grenade landed with a thud.

“Gren—”

The crack of the explosion cut off the guard's shout. A cloud of white engulfed the two MPs. They stumbled out of it, shaking their heads, their guns raised, pointing down the road at the vehicles. One hit a button on the shack. Powerful floodlights lit up the night, bathing both Lilac and Sergeant Frita in stark brilliance, exposing them.

“Over there!” shouted one of the MPs. “Gun!”

“Wait!” Sergeant Frita shouted, thrusting her hands up. Everything had gone wrong.


Chapter Eighteen: Mistake

Everything happened so fast. Helen burst out of the humvee as the new vehicle skidded to a halt, her soldiers already surging out to intercept it. At the same instant, floodlights kicked on and the MPs shouted, pointing their weapons at Sergeant Frita.

“Oh, no,” Helen groaned.

“What the fuck?” Ally snarled from the other side of the vehicle.

A door opened. Soldiers shouted.

“Chica!” a familiar voice called. 

“Isabel?” Helen groaned then whirled away from Sergeant Frita and Lilac holding their hands in the air to stare at Isabel, the Hispanic girl's face flushed as she darted towards Helen. “What are you doing here?”

“I didn't know how to contact you,” Isabel said. “You didn't bring any radios. I had to warn you about the helicopter.”

“The one carrying President Fierro that landed five minutes ago?” Helen demanded, frustrated anger in her. She couldn't believe Isabel would do this. “Dr. Gabby texted us. We have to—”

“Put down those guns!” shouted from the gate.

“Who's down the road?” another voice shouted. “Henrietta, there's more people down the road.”

“Fuck,” Ally groaned. “You blew their cover, Isabel!”

Helen nodded in complete agreement, her stomach tightening.

Isabel flinched. “I... I...”

“We're not here to harm you!” Sergeant Frita shouted. “You can think again. You don't have to follow orders. Do you know what's going on in there?”

“Don't care! If you reach for those weapons, I'll blow you away!”

Isabel charged past Helen, racing for the soldiers.

“Wait!” Helen shouted. “Stop!”

~   ~~   ~

Why didn't I think? Isabel demanded of herself as she raced down the road, her naked tits bouncing before her. Why don't I ever think! I just act on impulse! I decide to leave Helen. I decide to come back. I decide to blow up Ally and Ariz'ana. And now I've ruined everything and... 

I'm running right at the danger.

“Get back here!” shouted Helen. “Right now!”

Isabel didn't have to listen to Helen any longer. She didn't love love Helen. She cared for her, but she didn't worship her. She could make her own dumb decisions now. And I have such a great track record on those. Isabel realized that she had messed everything up by coming. She had to do something about it. She was the only one naked. 

The only one not dressed like a soldier.

An MP trained a gun at Isabel, the floodlights shining around the figure, making her into a shadow. She trembled, shouting at Isabel, the soldier's words lost to the blood pounding through the Hispanic futanari's ears and the thud of her shoes on the gravel road.

Isabel slowed. “Wait, wait!” What am I doing here? “I'm not a soldier! I'm a civilian! Please, please, wait!” 

“Stop!” the guard shouted, her voice shrill.

“Just don't shoot!” Isabel said, raising her arms, her breasts and cock swaying. “Look, look, I'm unarmed.”

The gun still aimed at Isabel.

I'm going to die. The thought rattled through Isabel's head as she kept moving forward at a slow walk, her body shaking. Her breath burst from her mouth, great clouds of condensation illuminated by the floodlights, glowing silver before disappearing into the desert air. 

“Listen!” Isabel said. “Do you know what's going on here? That you're helping to start a nuclear war?”

“What?” the MP said.

The other aimed her gun at Sergeant Frita and Lilac. Isabel passed the kneeling Double D Girls crouched in the brush off the road. Isabel wanted to look at them, but she had to keep staring ahead, at the guard's eyes.

“A nuclear war is about to happen,” Isabel said. “You know Ariz'ana? The futa-alien that President Fierro is suddenly so much in love with? That same futa-alien that used to make your heart patter until you were exposed to that cum grenade?”

The MP glanced at the other. Then she whipped her shadowy head back to Isabel.

“Yeah, you can feel the difference. You're thinking clearly.” Isabel came closer. “I'm like you. I'm a futanari. I like to fuck. If we weren't facing Armageddon in the next thirty minutes, I'd fuck you right now, but Ariz'ana is in the Mountain. She's going to launch all of America's nukes at the rest of the world.

“Every last one of them.”

The MP swallowed.

“I know, it's crazy, right?” Isabel said. “Well, Ariz'ana hates us. But, thanks to the futa-love, you couldn't think straight. Well, you can right now. I have Helen and Ally with me, the original futanari. They are rebelling against the alien, and we need your help. We've all banded together to come here and stop it. I mean, look at me, I'm no threat. I'm naked! You have to believe me.”

“Henrietta?” groaned the guard aiming her weapon at Isabel.

“I... I don't know,” the other MP said. She looked at Isabel's guard, her torso turning.

Her gun shifted where it aimed.

Lilac sprang. She seized the rifle, ripped it out of the MPs hands, and in moments the guard was on her back. Lilac stood over her. The other MP froze. Isabel moved in the last feet to the scared guard, finally able to see the MP's face.

“It's okay. Lilac's not going to hurt Henrietta,” Isabel said. “We're here to help you.”

Lilac stepped back, pointing her gun to the side. “This is your chance, sergeant, to save the world. To be a true hero and protect America. You can feel it, right? How you're thinking clearly again. You're not... obsessed with loving those above you. We set you free.”

“Now help us free the rest of the world,” Isabel said, her hand touching the barrel of the rifle. She pushed it down so it no longer aimed at her chest. It pointed at her belly, at her girl-dick, then it aimed at the ground. “Can you do that?”

“I... I...” The MP nodded.

Isabel smiled. “You did the right thing. When this is over, I'm totally going to suck your girl-dick, okay?”

“Okay,” the MP said. She shuddered.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Zhao wanted to shout, “Finally!” when Ariz'ana came in Agent Felicity's and President Fierro's mouths. The futa-alien was confident once more, which Dr. Zhao needed. It would make killing her so much easier, but she was also impatient to do it. She wanted this farce to be over. She wanted to be in control of the world.

Dr. Zhao wouldn't end up like the other futanari, attached to a milking machine.

“Mmm, that was such a treat, President Fierro,” Ariz'ana said. “You're such a good slut.”

“Thank you, my Queen,” breathed the Hispanic politician. She licked her lips, gathering some salty cum off of them.

“Shall we?” Dr. Zhao said.

“Yes,” Ariz'ana said. “Mmm, in five minutes, the world will be changed.”

“Thirty minutes,” President Fierro said. “From when I give the order.”

“What?” the futa-alien asked as she strode into the facility, past the massive, vault-like door.

“Well, we're at such a low DEFCON right now,” said the president. “I don't have my nuclear forces on standby. The entire world would know if I did that. We don't want other countries hitting us before we're ready?”

A shudder ran through Dr. Zhao. She hadn't even thought about if Russia or China would launch a preemptive strike given the chaos of America. “That was probably... wise. Thirty minutes is nothing, my Queen.”

Ariz'ana's tendrils twitched as she strode to the elevator.

“You spent half that long enjoying them sucking on your girl-dick,” Dr. Zhao added.

“That was pleasure.” Then the futa-alien shuddered. “I suppose I'll just have to do other things to President Fierro and Agent Felicity while we wait.”

Agent Felicity whimpered like an eager bitch.

Dr. Zhao fought her eye roll. She strode after the futa-alien. Behind her, the vault doors creaked shut, the mighty hydraulics wheezing as they pulled the door closed. Amber lights flashed down the hallway and a warning klaxon resounded.

“Texting someone?” Agent Felicity asked.

“Just the lab assistants,” Dr. Gabby said, looking up, her face pale. “Making sure they are going up into the mountains. You know, to take shelter.”

“Then it'll just take time for them to die,” Ariz'ana said. “They should stay where bombs are likely to go off. It'll be a mess up there for years. Good thing I have so many sexy women to help pass the time. The things I'm going to do to you, President Fierro. I learned of this naughty thing called shibari.”

Dr. Gabby put her phone into her pocket before stepping into the elevator. The vault door boomed shut. The elevator doors whisked closed. It lurched and descended into the bowels of the bunker. Dr. Zhao smiled, fingering the syringe in her pocket.


Chapter Nineteen: Thirty Minutes

“Well, that's new,” muttered Lilac as they stared at the small bunker atop the mountain that lay between the two air vents. “We're never going to get in without neutralizing that.”

Sergeant Frita nodded her head in agreement as she stared at it lying on her belly. It was a simple, concrete bunker, though it had desert plants growing atop it. From the air, it would blend in with the rest of the ground, only visible from up close.

“We have to take it?” Helen asked. “We have thirty minutes before the nukes are launched.”

“No choice,” Sergeant Frita said. “Nikki, ready the cum bomb.”

“We're not saving it?” asked Ally, her voice a low hiss.

Sergeant Frita glanced behind her at the two teams crouched in the brush. They had driven up the road from the gate in a few minutes, bringing the two MPs with them. They had hoped to be in the air vents by now, descending. When Dr. Gabby texted they had thirty minutes, it gave them hope that they weren't too late.

“No time to plan a proper assault,” Sergeant Frita said. “We have no idea how many are in there and..”

“Twenty MPs,” said Airman Henrietta. “That doubles as our barracks.”

“That sucks,” Ally muttered.

Sergeant Brittany, the other MP, added, “Henrietta and I can get the cum bomb in there, but once it goes off... I don't know how they'll react.”

“We'll hit them hard and fast,” said Sergeant Frita. “We'll come in right behind you. We'll barrel in and secure them while they're dazed. We have the numbers for that.”

“Okay,” Sergeant Brittany said. She bit her lip, glancing over at Isabel. The Hispanic Futanari had tagged along, again, lying naked on the ground. The Air Force futa-sergeant smiled at Isabel. “We can do this.”

“Bomb's ready,” Nikki whispered, pulling it out. It looked like a pressure cooker. It brimmed with enough futa-cum to take out the entire facility, but... They couldn't risk having this bunker at their back. They had to use it now.

“Execute,” Sergeant Frita ordered as Nikki handed the bomb over to Airman Henrietta.

Sergeant Brittany and Airman Henrietta rose and moved down the road, entering the floodlight area. They moved with a casual walk, talking like everything was normal. Sergeant Frita gave a few whispered commands. The two assault forces lined up, Sergeant Frita's team behind her. They crept forward, moving parallel to the service road that led to the bunker.

Someone shouted from inside. A door opened, flooding more light into the night. A female officer stood there, talking with Brittany and Henrietta. Sergeant Frita's stomach knotted as she and the others came nearer.

Then the officer stepped aside. Henrietta and Brittany vanished inside. Just as the officer began to close the heavy, steel door of the bunker, the bomb went off. It wasn't like the grenade, using an explosive to spread the atomized cum, but a valve. A billowing cloud of futa-spunk burst out of the bunker's door, engulfing the officer.

“Now!” Sergeant Frita gasped and charged forward.

Her long, lithe legs carried her fast. Boots thudded behind her. More of the cum-fog billowed out of the bunker. Feminine shouts burst inside. Something crashed over something else. The officer burst outside, coughing and falling to her knees.

“I got her,” Lilac shouted, breaking off to grab the confused officer.

Sergeant Frita kept advancing. She burst into the cloud, the salty scent of jizz filling her nose. Through the haze, she charged in, shouting, her gun aimed. She slammed a futa-MP reaching for her own weapon onto the ground, planting a boot on her back.

“Secure them!” Sergeant Frita shouted. “Move, move! Deputies, you know what to do.”

“We got it!” Deputy Svetlana cried as she charged deeper into the fog.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura Roy shuddered as she followed Helen into the fog. Shouts echoed inside. She couldn't see anything in the bunker except shapes moving through the mist. The Double D Girls were calling to each other, reporting taking prisoners.

It was chaos. Maura trembled by Helen and Ally, Isabel pressing up at her from behind. The jizz faded, revealing a large, open room, a row of bunk beds resolving out of the mist, a desk right by the opening.

A gun went off.

“Fuck!” a woman shouted.

Someone groaned.

“What's happening?” Helen shouted.

Another burst of gunfire echoed. The sound assaulted Dr. Maura's ears in the confined bunker. The concrete walls intensified the sound. She shook her head, a bell ringing now. A meaty thud echoed, following by a futanari cursing.

“Report?” Sergeant Frita shouted, her form moving through the cum. “Any one hurt? Sound off.”

“Lilac!”

“Nikki!”

“We got a problem, Sergeant,” Deputy Svetlana said.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Zhao trembled as they entered the communication room. The President was already moving. One futanari with her had a metal briefcase handcuffed to her wrist. Dr. Zhao blinked at that, a shiver rippling through her as she stared at the infamous case.

The nuclear football.

In there were the codes that would allow the President of the United States to unleash the nation's nuclear arsenal.

Dr. Zhao gripped the items in her pockets. Her heart pounded in her chest as the briefcase came open. The President sat down at a console. She pulled on a headset, moving with a calm Dr. Zhao envied. Her insides roiled. Her entire body shook. Ariz'ana stood right behind the president, turquoise tendrils dancing about her face, arms folded beneath large, purple tits. 

“NORAD, this is Mountain Prime,” a technician said. “Authenticate: Whiskey Tango Hotel.”

“NORAD,” a voice replied on the speaker. “We read your authentication, Mountain Prime.”

“This is an active national defense mission,” the technician continued, “standby for orders from Eagle.”

“Active defense mission...” the voice answered, a quaver coming through the static. “NORAD standing by for Eagle.”

“Come on,” Ariz'ana said.

“Madam President,” the futanari handcuffed to the football said, pulling out a manila folder from it. That was all that was in the case.

Dr. Zhao was a little disappointed. She was hoping for something more... impressive.

President Fierro opened the envelope, pulling out a stack of papers with “TOP SECRET” stamped in bright red on the top. The futa-president took a deep breath; her cum-stained, brown tits rose and fell. She flipped through the papers and stopped on the third page, her eyes scanning down it.

A tension tightened the air around Dr. Zhao and the rest. The futa-scientist felt it squeezing about her, almost like the atmosphere in the control room had become a thick jelly. Everyone trembled as they waited, Ariz'ana's hair-tendrils twitching and almost vibrating into blurs at the tips.

“Eagle to NORAD,” the president said. “I am declaring a state of emergency and ordering Operation World Change with attack profile Charlie-Seven. Over.”

“NORAD, I copy Operation World Change, attack profile Charlie-Seven. Authentication required. Over.”

The president then produced a small card. Looking over her shoulder, Dr. Zhao only saw a list of numbers printed out in two columns. The president's thumb slid to the seventh down and she read them off one by one, slowly.

“Authenticated,” the voice answered, feminine and strange. “A national defense mission requires a second person on the approved list to authorize.”

“This is Sherrie Park,” a Black futanari said, leaning over into a microphone thrusting up from the console to the right of the president. Sherrie had reddish hair pulled back into a bun, some white stains decorating her tits. “Secretary of Defense.” She had her own card and ran her thumb down. “I authenticate.” She read off her numbers.

“Roger,” the voice at the other end responded. “Charlie-Seven requires simultaneous launch of all...” The voice cleared her throat. “Of all Minutemen-III silos. This will take three-zero mikes to ready, over.”

“Understood,” the president answered. “Standing by.” Then she took off her headset and leaned back, her breasts rising and falling. “That's it. Thirty minutes, and we change the world, my Queen.”

“Wonderful,” Ariz'ana purred, her hands grabbing the shoulders of the president. The futa-alien's dicks went hard as the tension melted from around her. The air no longer seemed to grip Dr. Zhao while it squeezed her. Her hand went to her syringe.

A console beeped a loud, angry warning, freezing Dr. Zhao's hand.

~   ~~   ~

Agent Felicity's head snapped over to the console. She had just started to relax, eager to pass the time with Ariz'ana and the futa-president, when the noise cut through the room. Everyone flinched. Ariz'ana's face twisted with irritation.

“What is that?” hissed the Queen.

“Alarm from the bunker guarding the ventilation shafts,” the gender-swapped airman answered, her ponytail of russet hair swaying down the back of her olive-green jumpsuit. “Bringing up the security feed... now.”

On the screen before her, a smoky image appeared, white vapor spilling around while figures in black fatigues were aiming guns at air force MPs in a variety of clothing, some half-dressed in panties and olive-brown tank tops, others in full desert camo military uniforms. Through the smoke, a naked figure appeared, skin dusky and...

“Isabel,” Agent Felicity hissed. “That smoke must be a cum-bomb.”

“What?” snarled Ariz'ana.

“Helen and Ally are there!” Dr. Zhao said, ripping her hand out of the pocket of her lab coat. “And those must be the Double D Girls.”

“How did they find us?” demanded Ariz'ana. “How could they be here?”

“You said ventilation shaft?” Agent Felicity demanded. “How long can this base last without drawing air in from the surface?” 

“Several days,” the technician said.

“You need to close those vents now!” snarled the futa-agent. “Before they can flood this facility with that cum.”

“They have definitely found a way to liberate futanari from the love,” Dr. Zhao said, her face dark. “This is... worrisome.”

“No, no, I want more than that!” snarled Ariz'ana. “Kill them! I want the reinforcements standing by to descend on them and destroy them! I want Helen and Ally dead!”

Agent Felicity nodded her head in complete agreement.


Chapter Twenty: Losing the Initiative

Alarm klaxons blared through the bunker. Lights strobed around them. Helen shook her head, staring around at the confusion in the bunker. Her gaze sought out Sergeant Frita. She spotted the leader of her Double D Girls talking with an older woman, Brittany at her side.

Helen joined them. She quivered. What were they going to do with all these prisoners? And what did the alarms mean? She swallowed then groaned in relief when they cut off. The haze was diminishing, though the smell of salty cum lingered.

“Is anyone hurt?” Helen asked. “I heard the gunshots.”

“No one was shot,” Sergeant Frita said, glancing at Helen. “But an alarm went out. The bunker heard it and just sent out orders.”

“They're ordered to kill everyone in here,” the older woman—she must be the commanding officer, thought Helen—said, her voice cracking. “Everyone. Even us. Ariz'ana said we're... compromised.” 

“You're no longer under the futa-love,” Helen said, giving the woman a hard look. “We freed you. We have to stop what's going on underneath the ground. We have to get moving. Get down the ventilation shafts.”

“We're going to have enemies coming at our back,” Sergeant Frita said. “They'll follow us down the shafts and hit us from behind while we fight our way through the defenders of the bunker. We can't neutralize this attacking force because the defenders are organizing beneath our feet right now. We're losing the initiative.”

“Then we just have to move,” Helen said. She glanced at the woman and guessed at a rank. “Captain, are you going to interfere? We have to stop them from launching the nukes. We have less than thirty minutes.”

“Nukes?” the woman groaned. “I... I...”

“Nukes, Captain,” agreed Sergeant Brittany. “And we need to get ready to defend ourselves, unless you want to be killed at the orders of an alien who wants to destroy America. There will be a retaliation from the other nations.” 

“Oh, Lord,” the captain said. She produced a cross, the silver glinting in the light. “You're right. Sergeant Brittany, organize the defense.” Her eyes flicked up to Helen. “We won't stop you. We'll... We'll buy you as much time as we can. Our bunker is strong. They can't go down the shafts while we guard them.”

“Thank you,” Helen said, her stomach twisting tighter and tighter. She hated that these poor MPs were in danger because of her. Then she pushed that guilt down. It's not because of me. It's because of Ariz'ana! A surge of anger swelled through her, stiffening her spine. “Sergeant Frita.” 

The older futanari nodded. “Double D Girls, deputies, let's move out!”

~   ~~   ~

“Good luck, chica,” Isabel said, embracing Helen as the Double D girls flooded out around them. The Hispanic futanari trembled, clutching to her blonde friend. “You get down there and kick that puta's ass back into space.” 

“I will,” Helen said. She bit her lip. “Are you...?”

Isabel nodded, a wave of cold fear washing through her. “I don't have all your fancy gear. I should've headed back to the plane when I had the chance. Looks like I'm stuck here. I'll be safe. Look at me. I'm surrounded by a concrete bunker.” Isabel forced a cocky grin. “Besides, chica, think of all the motivation. The faster you stop Ariz'ana and get the president to order everybody to stand down, the sooner you'll save my cute butt.” 

Helen smiled, a moment of brief joy that buoyed Isabel's heart. She was glad to give Helen this last moment of levity before they parted.

“I will,” Helen said. “Thank you, Isabel.” The blonde darted in, planting a quick kiss on Isabel's lips.

A warm flutter rippled through Isabel as Helen broke apart and darted after the others flooding out of the bunker. Isabel swayed and believed Helen would do it. She's gonna kick your whore-ass, Ariz'ana!  

“Okay, chicas, let's get ready to kick some ass,” Isabel said, clapping her hands. “Anyone got a spare flak vest for me to wear? Left mine at home.” 

~   ~~   ~

Ally took Helen's hand as they ran out of the bunker and into the night. She stared at her blonde futa-lover for a moment. They squeezed each other, Ally clutching onto Helen's hand like she never wanted to let go.

Then did.

“Good luck!” Ally shouted. “I love you!”

“Love you, too!” Helen said then darted after her team racing for their ventilation shaft.

Ally shuddered. They had maybe twenty-five minutes to get through the shafts, infiltrate a heavily guarded bunker on high alert, and smash that foul futa-alien in the face. Her combat boots thudded on the frozen, desert soil as she charged after Lilac and the others in her team.

You better stay safe, Ally thought, sending her love to Helen as she reached the ventilation shaft. 

A pulse of warm affection answered her.

The ventilation shaft thrust out of the desert. It was a circular hole covered in a screen, painted browns and beige, with a pattern of irregularly shaped holes cut into it. It was clearly designed to hide the presence of the shaft from the air, blending it in with the terrain.

The screen came off with a hard jerk from Lilac. She peered down. “I don't hear the fans. They've sealed off the shafts from drawing in outside air.”

“Is that a problem?” Ally demanded while Nikki and Stevie, the two other Double D girls on her team, secured the rappelling ropes.

“Nope, this makes it easier,” Lilac said. “We don't have to destroy the fans, just the coverings. And those are easy to blow.”

“Good,” Ally said.

“We got this,” Specialist Amanda said, standing beside Ally. “We're gonna go down there and hit them hard.”

“Yep,” Deputy Sun said, the Korean woman nodding her head.

“Ropes secure,” Stevie said.

“Execute!” ordered Lilac. She planted her combat boot on the concrete lip of the ventilation shaft, stepped up and turned around. She grabbed the rope in her gloves and slid down it. Others followed.

Ally's stomach squirmed as six other members of her unit grabbed the rope, Specialist Amanda going right before her. The survivor of her harem gave Ally a big, supportive grin before she slid down into the hole.

“Here goes,” Ally said, grabbing the rope with her gloved hands.

Her heart thundered in her chest. She swallowed and gripped the rope with boots and hugged it tight. She imagined this must what it would be like to be in a PE class at a high school, doing the rope climbing exercise up to the ceiling then sliding back down it.

Only I don't have to climb up first. Just the easy part. It's all on gravity to get me down.

She shuddered, hugging the rope tight, feeling a flutter of fear coming from Helen at the same time. That gave Ally comfort. They were going through this frightful moment together. The walls of the ventilation shaft swept by her as she slid deeper and deeper. Sounds echoed around her.

Light flared beneath her, followed by a hissing, almost burning sound. Sparks danced, illuminating Lilac and Nikki raising their arms up to shield themselves. An acrid cloud of smoke rose up and around Ally, stinging her nose. She groaned and coughed. The light spluttered out.

She reached the ground as Lilac kicked through a metal plate that looked half-melted along the edges. Ally shuddered and asked, “What was that?”

“Thermite shape charge,” Stevie answered before she followed Lilac through.

“Great for eating through metal panels in a hurry,” added Nikki, then she ducked through, holding her submachine gun before her.

Ally shuddered. She clutched her own gun, an MP4, and followed them through into a concrete room. Lilac thrust open a door. A chill ran through Ally. The place felt like Project STARFALL. The same walls made of unrelieved cinder blocks. The smooth concrete floors. The pipes and electrical conduits running across the ceiling. There were even the painted lines leading people in various directions. 

“This way,” Lilac whispered, moving out, the others following.

“Come on,” Specialist Amanda said, nudging Ally. “I'm right beside you.”

“Thanks,” Ally said, her chest so tight, squeezing down on her lungs and her pounding heart.

She made it out into the corridor when fear spiked from Helen followed a moment later by the echoing burst of gunfire. Distant, the sound ricocheting through the bowels of the Mountain to reach Ally's ears.

The enemy had found her futa-lover.


Chapter Twenty-One: Contact

The ambush hit Helen's team the moment Sergeant Frita opened the door from the ventilation room. Bullets hissed through the air, striking the cinder block walls. Puffs of concrete dust rained down. The sound assaulted her ears. In the corridors, it was deafening, every burst making Helen wince not just from the fear.

“Advance!” Sergeant Frita shouted, stepping out in the corridor at a crouch, firing not at full automatic burst with her submachine gun, but with careful bursts of three bullets. Vicky and Carlita, the other two Double D girls on the team, moved with her, then the deputies swept out.

“We need to watch the back,” Leann said, speaking to Helen and Dr. Maura who knelt together. “Okay?”

Dr. Maura nodded her head, red hair sweeping about her face. Her features looked as pale as Helen's felt. The blonde futanari wanted to speak, but didn't trust herself to do more than croak. She gripped her MP4 and followed Leann out of the room, turning away from the direction Sergeant Frita faced.

“Contact at the rear!” Leann shouted, raising her weapon to her shoulder.

Helen squeaked in fright and pulled the trigger on her gun. It shuddered in her hand. Bullets spat from the side as two enemy soldiers—she hated thinking of them that way, but the terror pounding through her veins drowned out that concern—stepped into the hallway. One dropped to the ground in a spray of crimson while the other darted away out of sight.

Helen kept holding down the trigger, her bullets hitting ineffectively into the wall, pummeling the cinder blocks. Then a click echoed. Her weapon went dry. She panted, gasping for breath, sweat falling down her face.

The second soldier peeked out, aiming a shot. Leann's controlled burst caught the woman in the head. Her head snapped back and she collapsed. Helen shuddered. Her hands fumbled as she ejected her magazine.

Need to breathe, Helen told herself. Sergeant Frita told you to breathe. To take your time. Come on, Helen, don't fall apart right now. 

She slapped in her magazine and smacked the bolt to get it to chamber the round. More gunfire came from the front. She turned to see the Double D Girls and Deputy Svetlana at the end of the corridor, firing around it.

“Who's got a cum grenade?” Sergeant Frita shouted.

“Here,” Carlita said. The Hispanic Double D Girl pulled one out and threw it down the corridor. Shouts echoed. A loud pop cracked. White smoke billowed.

“How'd it go?” Helen asked, creeping up to join Deputy Deidre and Colonel Bee at the back of the knotted group.

“Got some of them,” Sergeant Frita shouted.

“Contaminated!” a shrill voice shouted down the hallway.

“No, wait!” another woman cried, panic in her voice.

Gunfire exploded. Helen winced, waiting for the hiss of bullets, only they didn't fly down the hallway at Sergeant Frita and Carlita as they lead the advance at a low crouch up the hallway. Helen frowned then...

Realization struck her. The enemy soldiers were shooting at those exposed to the futa-cum, freed from Ariz'ana's love. A sick, nauseated writhe twisted through her. Helen didn't think she could despise Ariz'ana more.

~   ~~   ~

Ally winced at the distant gunfire. Her group had one quick firefight, moping up a squad of five enemy soldiers with only Nancy, Leann's army friend, taking a graze wound to her side, ripping through her black bodysuit. A quick bandage stemmed the wound and then they were moving.

Ally's futa-lover wasn't so lucky.

It sounded like every other soldier in the facility went for Helen's ventilation shaft. The sound of her firefight never let up. It twisted Ally's stomach knowing her blonde futa-lover was in such danger. She wanted to share in it, to have her squad relieve some of the heat, but instead Ally and her team kept advancing, following Lilac as she led them deeper into the facility.

Ally gripped her MP4, ghosting alongside Specialist Amanda.

“Okay, here's the stairs,” Lilac said, her voice sounding soft. She opened a door. Stevie darted through.

“Clear,” Stevie hissed.

“Let's move,” Lilac said. “We go down three levels and that should put us near the control room.”

Ally swallowed then winced at another explosion of gunfire echoing through the halls.

~   ~~   ~

Sergeant Frita slapped a fresh magazine into her MP4, doing the HK slap to knock the bolt out of lock and slam the receiver forward to chamber the round. Adrenaline buzzed through her veins. She hadn't been in a firefight this intense in a decade, not since her last tour in Afghanistan. Her ears rang, hearing almost destroyed by the gunfire.

She pushed on. They had to reach the stairs and descend to the bunker. She stepped over the ill-trained airman's body. The Air Force didn't spend the time preparing their members for close-quarters combat. Even the deputies held up better.

“We're almost there,” Sergeant Frita said, turning back to glance at the others. Helen was at the back with Leann and Dr. Maura, the blonde's face pale. “We just need to—”

“Contact!” Deputy Svetlana shouted.

Sergeant Frita whipped her head and...

Something smacked into her neck. A cold sting washed through her. She blinked and found herself dropping to the ground. Her hand went to her throat. The blood soaked through her glove in moments. Cold numbed her body. The world grew so quiet.

Helen's face appeared above her head, shouting at her, her hands going over the wound. Sergeant Frita stared up at the frightened, young woman's face, a loose strand of golden hair spilling over Helen's cheek.

I'm dying, Sergeant Frita realized. She could feel the life bleeding out of her. Sensations withdrew from her extremities. Her vision narrowed, darkness devouring the edges until she had only a focused cone of sight centered on Helen. 

“No, no, no!” Helen's voice reached through the silence to Sergeant Frita. “You can't.”

“Just tell my Ashley,” Sergeant Frita said, the image of her wife blossoming in the darkness on the edges of her vision. “Love her.”

Helen screamed as Sergeant Frita's eyes closed. The sergeant breathed out her last. Ashley's smiling face welcomed her to eternity.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel wrapped the bandage about the shoulder of the wounded futa-MP. She quivered and groaned, blood splattered across her face from the bullet she took. More crashed into the bunker. The MPs fired out of the small windows, struggling to hold back the reinforcements. To buy Helen and Ally time to stop this.

I hope you guys are hurrying, Isabel thought as she tied off the bandage. She was also glad she learned field dressings from Dr. Maura. “There.” 

“Thanks,” the MP said, her face as young as Isabel's, but she had a hardness in her eyes. She sat up and grabbed her M16. She crawled back to the wall, holding her weapon one-handed.

“They're backing off,” someone shouted.

“We're winning!” someone else shouted.

“They're just regrouping,” Sergeant Brittany said. “Don't relax. Keep vigilant.”

“They'll be bringing up heavy weapons soon,” the officer said. “We need to be ready.”

Isabel swallowed. Why didn't I just stay in the plane? Why can't I think before acting? 

“They're massing for another assault!” shouted Sergeant Brittany. “Get ready!”

Gunfire erupted. Isabel flinched, hoping that things were going better down in the bunker than up here. If they weren't...

Isabel swallowed and prayed for Helen and Ally to hurry.


Chapter Twenty-Two: 13-L

“We're making a brighter future.”

Sergeant Frita's words echoed in Helen's mind as she closed the dead futa-soldier's dull eyes. The blonde futanari shook her head, a pit yawning in her stomach. Fear swirled around her. I've led them all to their deaths. This is a trap. None of us are going to make it out alive. 

She wanted to be weak. To curl up in a ball and cry like she had after Trish and Eden died. It would be so much easier for Helen than dealing with bullets flying around her, ringing in her ears. Every breath was thick with the acrid burn of cordite and the coppery tang of blood, Sergeant Frita's life mixing with the soldiers guarding the base.

Helen snapped her gaze around. She knew she couldn't fall into grief. She had to be strong for a little while longer. She crawled up to Carlita firing down the corridor. An enemy dropped dead in a spray of crimson.

“We have to press on,” Helen said, holding her MP4 before her. “Come on. We have to keep moving. We have to reach the bunker!”

Carlita nodded. “Let's move!”

Helen and Carlita rose together, hurrying down the hallway. Deputy Svetlana was right at Helen's side. The blonde threw a look behind her. Dr. Maura, watched over by Leann, knelt over Sergeant Frita's body. For a moment, hope surged in Helen that there was some hope.

The redheaded futa-doctor shook her head.

Ash covered Helen's hope. She gripped her MP4 and crouched when they reached the T-junction. The salty scent of the futa-grenade lingered in the air. Instead of bringing a smile to Helen's face, it only brought pain. The futanari they freed were gunned down by their own side, killed before they could experience it.

It would be so much easier if they were truly our enemies, Helen thought. Then we could— 

“Contact!” Carlita shouted, her gun firing.

“Grenade!” Deputy Svetlana screamed.

Helen gasped as the blonde deputy landed on her, pinning Helen to the floor. Something bounced off the wall overhead, a metallic ring rising over the echoing crack of gunfire. Helen caught a glimpse of the olive-green pineapple as it tumbled down the corridor they just came down. More futas screamed and—

The explosion's pressure slammed into Helen. A wave of heat washed over her. Pain pummeled her ears. A great ringing crash engulfed her universe. She clapped her hands over her head as she groaned, blinking. She had moved, shifted to the far wall, Deputy Svetlana lying atop her. Through the chorus of church bells resounding in Helen's hearing, a grinding crush boomed.

The ceiling of the hallway had collapsed, burying Deputy Deidre. Her arm thrust out of the ruin, fingers twisting and twitching for a moment before they went still. Red bled out through the rocks, thick with concrete dusk.

Helen trembled. Were Leann, Dr. Maura, and Colonel Bee buried in the rubble, or were they only trapped on the other side? A wave of grief washed over Helen for a moment, but then that numb ash inside of her swallowed it.

She had to keep going.

“Move!” she shouted as Vicky helped Deputy Svetlana rise off Helen. “We have to move!”

More gunfire erupted before them.

~   ~~   ~

Ally swayed. She could feel the torrent of emotions spilling from Helen. They beset her as the sounds of death echoed through the facility. A spike of fear flashed through Helen followed by a loud thunderclap that echoed through the facility. For a moment, all sensation of Helen vanished.

Ally staggered.

Then it came back, full of numb grief.

“They're dying,” Ally croaked.

“Who?” Lilac asked. “The other team?”

Ally nodded. “We have to do something for them.”

“I don't know how we can draw off any of the heat they're taking,” Lilac said. She bit her lip. “I hate to sound so heartless, but they are letting us get to Ariz'ana unscathed. We might have to—”

“Let them die?” Ally demanded. “Let Helen die?” I promised Helen she'd live! 

“Maybe,” Lilac said. “We all knew this mission was more important than any one of our lives.”

“We did,” Nikki said. The other Double D girl placed a hand on Ally's shoulder, squeezing her through her clothing and body armor. “We need to keep moving. The best thing we can do for them is kill Ariz'ana and end this.” 

“That's right,” Deputy Sun said. “I'm scared for my friends, but... We have to press on.”

“No!” Ally said. “I won't let Helen die! She's important! She's our leader.” 

“Come on,” Lilac said. “We're almost there.”

Ally glanced at the wall. She spotted the stenciled numbers painted there. Just like at Project STARFALL, every room and corridor was numbered and labeled. Ally drew in a deep breath. She concentrated on Helen, on her futa-lover's fear. Ally swallowed her own desperate terror and her driving love that demanded she save the blonde futanari. 

Ally's mind made telekinetic contact with Helen.

The world vanished from Ally. In a moment, they were standing in a grassy field beneath a blue sky. Not the domed sky Ally used to imagine when they first did this, when Ally had never seen a blue sky before, but a true one with the depth of eternity above them. All the starry expanse of the universe.

“Ally!” gasped Helen. “What are you doing?”

“We're in corridor 13-L,” Ally said. “We're almost to Ariz'ana. We're going to kill that bitch!”

Confusion flashed across Helen's face. Then Ally broke the connection. She opened her eyes, found herself clutched in Nikki's arms. The futa-soldier snapped her fingers before Ally and shook her. Ally groaned and sat up.

“What happened?” Lilac asked.

“I pulled the heat off of Helen,” Ally answered. “I let Ariz'ana know where we are.”

~   ~~   ~

Ariz'ana shuddered. She felt Ally and Helen's minds connect for that brief moment. Ally was in the facility. That traitorous bitch was coming to kill her. Ariz'ana's tendrils twitched and spasmed. She whirled around, staring at one of the technicians. 

“Where is corridor 13-L?” she demanded.

“It's out through that door,” the technician said. “It intersects it about thirty meters from here.”

Ariz'ana's heart clenched. “Pull back our forces. Send them there now!”

“My Queen,” the woman nodded, grabbing her radio.

Ariz'ana whirled around, staring at those in the room. The secret service agents, the few soldiers guarding it. Fear rippled through the alien's heart. It was an emotion she never experienced before coming to Earth. She could die here. She ached for that immortality promised her if she succeeded, but she wouldn't even get to enjoy a long life of peace and happiness if Ally reached this room.

“Soldiers, secret service agents, go!” she shrieked, pointing at the door. “You, too, airmen! Defend me!” 

They scrambled to obey her. None questioned her will.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Zhao smiled. The rattled Ariz'ana darted her head to and fro as the room emptied of almost all combatants. It was down to the few cabinet members the president brought, President Fierro herself, Dr. Gabby, and Agent Felicity.

The Chinese scientist smiled. Her hands slid into her pockets. Not fast or hurried, but just the way a normal person would. She gripped both the objects in there. She felt the rough texture of the grenade and the cool smoothness of the syringe.

“Secure that door!” screamed Ariz'ana, pointing at the open, metal door all the defenders rushed out of. “Now!”

The secretaries of state and defense both hopped to their feet and rushed to close it as Dr. Zhao pulled the grenade out of her pocket. No one was paying attention to her. Everyone stared at Ariz'ana, feeling the fear spilling off of the futa-alien. Dr. Gabby trembled, gripping her phone, her face ashen.

Dr. Zhao's thumb slid into the pull-ring safety of the grenade. She jerked it out. It swung loose about her thumb. She could feel the spring of the handle want to leap away without the restraining pin to hold it in place.

She let it.

The handle twirled through the air. Inside the grenade, the fuse now burned. With a casual, underhand toss, she bowled the grenade at the president and Agent Felicity. It bounced on the floor, drawing all eyes.

“Grenade!” Agent Felicity shouted. She grabbed the president and pulled her away.

Dr. Zhao strode across the room towards Ariz'ana, the futa-alien following the rolling explosive with a look of waxy, dumbfounded confusion on her face. The futa-scientist had also pulled out the syringe containing the Doxorubicin. Her left hand tossed the grenade as she pulled off the plastic cap over the needle with her teeth.

The grenade detonated before the door was closed. Dr. Zhao flinched at the clap but didn't scream. The cloud of futa-cum washed through the room, imposing her will on everyone in here. Everyone save for Ariz'ana.

She wasn't modified by gene therapy like the human futanari were.

Ariz'ana reeled back from the explosion, her tendrils hugging her head. She raised her arms before her face as the wet cloud of Dr. Zhao's jizz washed over her. The futa-scientist rounded a table, heading for the alien's back.

Ariz'ana turned around, screaming. Her slitted eyes were wide. She stared at Dr. Zhao, mouth opening to say something. Dr. Zhao shuddered. In minutes, the nukes would launch and she would rule the earth.

It would be her down-payment for immortality.

She slammed the needle into Ariz'ana's thigh. Her finger depressed the plunger. She injected the futa-alien with the Doxorubicin. It was a nasty chemical classified as an Intercalating agent. It interfered in DNA replication and transcription. The dosage she gave Ariz'ana would have horrible effects on a human in moments. It would cause bone marrow degradation, hair losses, vomiting, rashes and lesions. It would destroy every cell in a human's body.

“What?” Ariz'ana gasped. She thrust Dr. Zhao back. “What did you do to me?”

Dr. Zhao stumbled back. She stared in shock. The alien wasn't falling over. She wasn't overcome with vomiting. No erupting damage to the flesh around the injection site marred the futa-alien's leg. Dr. Zhao shook her head.

“No, no, that should have worked.”

“What did you inject me with?” the futa-alien roared. She drew the handgun she wore holstered on a belt around her naked waist. She leveled it at Dr. Zhao.

It's just taking longer for symptoms to develop, Dr. Zhao thought even as she stared at the barrel of the pistol. 

“Are you working with Helen?” screamed Ariz'ana.

Dr. Zhao's stomach dissolved into gibbering jelly as fear swept through her.


Chapter Twenty-Three: Multiple Mistresses

“Are they pulling back?” Vicky asked as the Double D Girl slapped in a new magazine.

“What?” Helen asked, still confused by the strange message from Ally. “What do you mean?”

“Yeah, half are retreating,” Carlita said.

“Are they flanking us?” Deputy Svetlana asked.

“How? They collapsed the corridor behind us.” Vicky moved up the hallway, firing, killing one of the defenders left behind.

“Ally,” Helen groaned. “She's being a decoy.”

“Let's not waste it!” Deputy Svetlana said. She fired a burst from her weapon. It clipped a soldier. Carlita finished the wounded enemy off.

“Right!” Helen said, her stomach twisting. Ally, what are you doing? If you get yourself killed, I'll be so mad! 

They moved down the hallway, their guns firing. The two Double D Girls' shots were aimed with more care, finding targets more often. They had a fearless quality about them that Helen envied right now. She wished she didn't have that boiling terror churning through her guts especially at the worry spiking from Ally.

A loud explosion rumbled through the building. Dust fell off the ceiling. Pain flashed from Ally.

“No!” Helen shouted.

~   ~~   ~

Ally realized that her plan worked too well the moment a horde of secret service agents and airmen with pistols and submachine guns charged up the hallway. They were on Ally and her group within moments of her coming awake.

“Shit!” Lilac shouted, firing at the wave of suited women or futanari at the lead. Three fell from a burst of gunfire, but the others were firing their weapons at them.

Lilac stumbled, taking a shot to her vest. Nancy dropped, blood gushing from a bullet that took her in the throat. Ally swallowed, backing down the hallway. Shouts echoed around them as Lilac and Nikki kept firing in a low crouch.

“We need a better spot to fight!” Deputy Sun shouted, her delicate features twisted. She fired a burst from her MP4.

“There's that room!” shouted Lilac. “We need to get to that. Back up.”

“Moving!” Nikki shouted. She retreated down the hallway then took up position by Ally. She fired again while barking, “Get back, Ally!”

She nodded her head. Gunfire echoed all through the facility. Boots thudded. She glanced down a branching corridor then shouted in shock. “More soldiers!”

They were rushing down the hallway until they saw her. Ally squeaked in fright. The redhead threw herself in an open doorway as a barrage of bullets followed after her. They hit the cinder block walls. Dust spurted. Ally scrambled deeper into the room.

“Grenade!” screamed Nikki as something bounced across the floor.

A mighty explosion rocked out. The shock wave struck Ally. She screamed. Pain seared across her forehead. She crashed through a half-closed door on the far side of the room and landed on her back in a corridor.

She groaned, coughing. She blinked her eyes, sweat stinging her. Her entire body ached. She felt like a thousand little fists had pummeled her everywhere at once. She coughed and groaned, sitting up, blinking. The sweat stung worse. 

She whipped at it, her hand coming away stained red. She winced as she felt at her forehead. She had a ragged cut along her scalp, the skin torn. She clamped her hand there and rose on groaning feet. She could hear gunfire cracking as she stared at the smoky room.

Groaned.

The room had collapsed. She couldn't get through that way. Not knowing what else to do, Ally drew her handgun—she didn't know what happened to the MP4 she had before the grenade went off—and stumbled down the only path before her.

Shouts grew as she did. White smoke drifted through the air. She recognized it, smelled the salty aroma of jizz. She padded down it, a surge of hope rushing through her. It had to be Helen's group she was connecting with. The shouting grew louder.

Ally entered the room and froze.

She had found the control room. Ariz'ana had a gun aimed right at Dr. Zhao. Everyone else stumbled and shook their heads. Dr. Gabby huddled in the corridor. Agent Felicity rose from behind a control counsel.

“What did you do to me?” the alien demanded. Then she fired her gun at Dr. Zhao.

~   ~~   ~

Agent Felicity gained her feet. Her mind reeled. She felt pulled in so many different directions now. Her head ached and throbbed. A part of her wanted to fall to the ground and worship her President who was huddled in a ball. Another part of her wanted to dart over to Ariz'ana, who was aiming a gun at Dr. Zhao. Weirder, Agent Felicity wanted to worship Dr. Zhao, too. And tucked into those conflicting desires, she ached for Helen again.

Agent Felicity felt pulled in all those directions. She didn't know what to do. Movement caught her attention. She glanced at a stunned Ally, head bloodied, handgun gripped low in her hand. Agent Felicity blinked.

“What did you do to me!” Ariz'ana roared.

Gunshots exploded through the command center.

Agent Felicity's head whipped around to see Dr. Zhao diving to the floor in her white lab coat. Ariz'ana snarled in anger, emptying her handgun in a wild barrage. Bullets slammed into the wall over Dr. Zhao, the alien out of control, her aim off. The futa-scientist rolled herself behind a console.

“Stop her! Kill her!” screamed Dr. Zhao. “Everyone, kill Ariz'ana!”

“Kill Dr. Zhao!” screamed Ariz'ana. She ejected her magazine and slapped in a fresh one.

Agent Felicity drew her handgun and froze. Her entire body shook as the two different commands whirled and swirled through her. She groaned, her head throbbing beneath it. She didn't know it, but she had been injected with too many variants of these controlling serums. Her mind was wired in too many directions. She couldn't react. Couldn't respond.

Which one did she obey?

“Protect me!” whimpered the President.

The Secretary of Defense rose from the floor. The Black woman charged at Ariz'ana with mindless obedience. Agent Felicity envied that level of action. That ability to make such a split-second decision on whom to obey.

Ariz'ana whirled and fired three times. The last bullet struck the Secretary of Defense in the chest. She collapsed on the ground. Ariz'ana's hair-tendrils twitched while rubbery fear burned across the alien's face.

“The cum!” the alien groaned.

“Ariz'ana!” Ally shouted, raising her own handgun.

“Kill Ally!” Ariz'ana screamed.

Here was a command Agent Felicity could follow. She didn't have to choose which tie to her soul to serve. She pivoted, aiming her gun at the redheaded futanari. Ally dove to the ground as Agent Felicity fired.

Her bullets struck the control console as Ally rolled behind it. Agent Felicity's aim, affected by her tumultuous emotions, had missed. She took a step forward, marching after as Ally scrambled to pull her body entirely behind her cover.

“Fuck!” the redheaded futanari shouted. Her hand thrust her handgun over the top of the console, firing it blind.

Agent Felicity ducked out of instinct, the bullets hissing through the room. The President whimpered. Ariz'ana cursed. Agent Felicity had a brief glimpse of her scrambling for another door out of the command room. She hit the metal door, thrusting it open and fleeing the command center.

The futa-agent rose as Ally's gun clicked dry. She stalked around the control console as she heard Ally's breath gasping. Dr. Zhao rose, stalking over to Agent Felicity. A smug look of triumph burned on her lips.

“Well, well, well, Ally,” the futa-scientist purred.

Conflict assaulted Agent Felicity. Ariz'ana had fled. Did she still have to follow the alien's orders? Did she follow Dr. Zhao now? The President? Helen?

Helen wouldn't want me to kill Ally.

Ariz'ana wants me to kill Ally.

~   ~~   ~

Agent Felicity's face was a mask of crazed emotions as her trembling hand pointed the gun at Ally. The redhead futanari trembled as she watched the chaos on the futa-agent's face. Agent Felicity's expression flickered from adoration to horror to confusion to joy to grief. Ally swallowed her fear, her hands raising up in the air.

“You don't have to do this, Felicity,” Ally said. “Helen and I are about to end all of this.”

“Are you?” Dr. Zhao asked. She looked around. “I don't see how when you're about to die.”

Ally whimpered, her emotions reaching out to Helen, her eyes focused on the shaking barrel of the futa-agent's 9mm handgun.

“I will miss your cum,” Dr. Zhao said, her cock thrusting hard from her thick, black bush. Her left hand reached across her torso to stroke along Agent Felicity's side, following the diving V of her hip towards her brown bush and soft girl-dick. “But there are other sources for me to enjoy. Isn't that right, whore?”

“Yes, Dr. Zhao,” Agent Felicity said, her face lighting up with bliss. Her trembles slowed. Her cock hardened beneath the futa-scientist's strokes. 

Ally tensed, Dr. Zhao and Agent Felicity both distracted for a moment. She shifted onto her feet, studying that gap between Agent Felicity and the console. She had only one chance. Her thighs flexed. She threw herself forward, her heart hammering in her chest.

“Kill her!” Dr. Zhao hissed as Ally sprang past Agent Felicity.

The gun barked. The bullet hissed over the low-crouched redhead. She darted past the futa-agent, racing for the door that Ariz'ana had fled out of, gun held in hand. She would still end this. She would kill that alien before Agent Felicity killed her.

Another bullet crashed over her head, slamming into the wall above her.

“Focus and kill her!” screamed Dr. Zhao.

“But... but...” spluttered Agent Felicity. “I serve... I serve...”

“Me!” Dr. Zhao snarled.

“Yes,” Agent Felicity said, her voice hardening.

Ally darted out the door and down the corridor, straightening and running at her full speed as a bullet crashed into the wall behind her, fired through the open doorway. She didn't look back, her red hair streaming behind her as she raced into the bowels of the building, gunfire echoing through the halls.

“Ariz'ana!” Ally snarled. All that anger she once felt for the humans who caged her for nineteen years she focused at the futa-alien trying to ruin everything.

Ally ran as fast as she could.


Chapter Twenty-Four: Choice

Helen led her team down the hallway. A door lurked before them. Gunfire echoed inside. Hope surged through her. Ally and her team must be on the other side. She felt the fear melting off of Ally, turning into anger. Submachine gun in hand, Helen charged down the hallway, the Double D Girls and Deputy Svetlana racing with her.

Vicki threw the door open. Helen led the way. She streamed into the chaos of the control room. Agent Felicity fired at an open doorway, Dr. Zhao standing nearby. A console smoked. The naked, cum-splattered President of the United States cowered on the floor; a Black futa lay bleeding to death nearby.

Almost no one else was in the room.

Agent Felicity pivoted, her gun pointed right at Helen. The blonde froze in the doorway, feeling the death just moments from crashing into her. Then she saw Agent Felicity's expressions, the trembling emotions flicking across her face. To Helen, it was obvious a war raged in the futa-agent.

Helen didn't understand what was going on, but Agent Felicity was struggling with it.

“Kill her!” Dr. Zhao snarled, her normally frigid face twisted with terrifying passions, her eyes wild.

“Helen!” Deputy Svetlana said. “Move!”

“No, no, hold!” Helen shouted, stepping forward, lowering her gun. She didn't want to kill any more people. She understood Felicity now. The poor woman was just used. By the president to infiltrate the futas, then by Ariz'ana, and now... it appeared, by Dr. Zhao. Helen didn't understand what was going on, why Ariz'ana wasn't here, but she didn't need to.

Not when she saw the pain in Agent Felicity's face.

“Agent Felicity, I can see you don't want to do this,” Helen said, a smile crossing her lips.

“I... I...” Agent Felicity's hand shook. “They're pulling me, Helen. In every direction.”

“I know,” Helen said, nodding her head. She took a step forward. Behind her, Deputy Svetlana and the Double D girls swept into the room.

“You have to kill her,” Dr. Zhao snarled. “All of you! Kill her!”

A huddling figure rose and lunged at Helen. Carlita grabbed the charging futanari and pivoted her hip, slamming the woman down onto her back. She pinned her in place. The Hispanic Double D girl glanced up at Helen.

“I know what I'm doing,” Helen said, advancing. I hope so. She fixed her blue eyes on the trembling Agent Felicity, seeing a soul desperate for freedom. In her periphery, she noticed Deputy Svetlana taking down the lunging president, pinning Fierro's cum-stained body to the concrete floor.  

“You have to kill her, Agent Felicity!” the president shouted. “For Dr. Zhao!”

“Kill her!” Dr. Zhao hissed. “I own you.” 

“No one owns you, Agent Felicity,” Helen said, moving closer. She let go of her submachine gun, letting it swing from the strap about her neck. She lifted her hand out before her, trembling. The handgun aimed right at her chest. “You are a person. I'm here to liberate you. To give you back your sovereignty. You don't have to follow their orders. You can make your own decisions again. You are a loyal person. A good person.”

“I... I... set off that... bomb...” Agent Felicity said. “I... killed them... For... president...”

“I know,” Helen said, nodding. “You didn't have a choice.”

“I did... I was supposed to... kill you with them...”

Helen blinked.

“But... I... I felt your love. Your compassion.”

“Why aren't you firing?” growled Dr. Zhao. “If you won't do it, then give me your damned gun! I'll kill her!”

~   ~~   ~

Agent Felicity trembled as impulses battered her. She wanted to kill Ally for Ariz'ana. She had to kill Helen for Dr. Zhao and her President. But Helen... This blonde, beautiful creature stood before her, shining with that same innocence that infected the futa-agent.

That drove her to break a command from her President, to spare Helen from assassination. At the time, Agent Felicity had rationalized her decision by pretending that Helen would make peace with the President. The futa-agent had convinced herself that she was serving Fierro's will by sparing Helen.

But it was all an excuse, she realized. 

And right now she was desperate for another excuse. For another way to get out of following all the wills that beset her. Her finger pressed on the trigger, one more pound of force and the action would break. The gun would fire.

She had to shoot. Dr. Zhao demanded it. The President demanded it. Ariz'ana demanded it.

They all pressed in on her confused soul as she stared at Helen's face. She wanted to listen to those words. To choose to obey them. It would be so wonderful. She ached for her liberty from all these chains pulling at her. 

But... she was a slave. Freedom was a dream beyond her. All these voices screamed at her. Her body shook. Helen's smile only grew, her sapphire eyes brimming with such love and support.

She believes in me, the futa-agent thought. Helen... 

Agent Felicity cried out in wild rage, her eyes squeezed shut, and she pulled the trigger.

~   ~~   ~

Ariz'ana fled through the hallways, her tendrils twisting and throbbing. Her leg throbbed. The pain of whatever Dr. Zhao injected in her attacking her immune system. But her body fought back. She wasn't a human. She had her race's technology in her. It would keep her alive. Diseases were a thing of the past. No one died of accidental poisonings. Only old age and tragic accident. If she could get the immortality serum, then even those weren't an issue. She just had to escape from the bunker. The nukes were about to be fired. She would have her own army out in the world. She would gather them and whip away that traitorous Dr. Zhao.

“Mongrel race!” she spat in her own superior tongue, tired of speaking the primitive gibberish of the humans. “I'll see you all lobotomized. I'll stick Helen, Ally, and Dr. Zhao personally into the milking machines. Every day, I'll witness them supplying my immortality!” 

She rounded a corner and...

Dr. Maura gasped. The redheaded futa-slut stood before Ariz'ana in a black jumpsuit, the human almost unrecognizable with the gray dust caked to her sweaty face, her hair dulled to almost black by the grime. She stood trembling before a collapsed corridor. Beyond her, a dead woman with brown hair lay half-buried in the rubble.

A smile crossed Ariz'ana's lips as the last of the poison faded from her leg. “Well, well, well, my disgusting, little futa-whore.” Ariz'ana sent out her pheromones at their strongest, assaulting the woman. “Mmm, I missed you. I won't let them milk you. You're going to be my pet. I'm going to punish you every day for the crimes of your miserable race.”

Boots thudded to her right. A black figure appeared, brown hair swirling about an angry face. Leann, Dr. Maura's futa-wife. Ariz'ana pivoted, spilling more of her pheromones into the air to seize control of Leann, too.

It didn't work.

“Fucking bitch!” snarled Leann moments before they collided.

Leann's shoulder slammed into Ariz'ana's torso right beneath her heavy tits. The futa-alien gasped as her tendrils streaked through the air. She hit the ground, back smacking into cold concrete. A human might have the wind knocked out of them, but Ariz'ana's lungs worked differently. They didn't require a diaphragm's compression to draw in breaths. Nor did the back of her head smacking into the ground cause her a moment of dazed shock, her brain insulated by a thicker layer of cerebral fluid.

Ariz'ana hissed, her hair tendrils snaking out and grabbing Leann's face. Her pheromones didn't work, but Ariz'ana wasn't about to lie here and die. Her race had long given up violence, but once, thousands and thousands of years ago, they were primitive like humans.

A flicker of instinct remained.

Leann shouted. Tendrils jammed into her mouth, choking her off. In the last few weeks, Ariz'ana had delved into BDSM, abusing her slaves, learning what caused humans pain and discomfort. As Leann struggled to breathe, she applied those lessons.

Ariz'ana's knee slammed up and crushed Leann's girl-dick. The futa moaned about the choking hair tendrils. She bit down on the rubbery appendages, but they were too thick and stringy for her teeth to cut through. Ariz'ana heaved up, pressing Leann up from her.

Then punched the human in the throat.

Coughing, choking, Ariz'ana heaved Leann off of her. Both the futa-alien's dicks were hard. She was eager to discipline Dr. Maura again. She rose to her feet with grace. A smile grew as Dr. Maura scrambled upright, her face a mask of fear.

“Yes, you're going to be my slut again,” Ariz'ana cooed.

Then she saw what Dr. Maura raised in her hand.

~   ~~   ~

Dr. Maura Roy aimed her handgun at the futa-alien. The futa-doctor quivered, her guts turning to jelly. Ariz'ana looked so regal, the purple-skinned queen whom Maura had worshiped. She had sucked on both the alien's girl-dicks, taken them in all her holes. She had been spanked and cock-whipped by Ariz'ana.

Maura had utterly surrendered to the alien's strength because she was a disgusting, filthy, futa-slut. Even though she aimed her gun, a part of her quivered, knowing she wasn't good enough to beat the alien. That in moments, she would be that pathetic creature again kissing Ariz'ana's feet and begging to be used like a whore.

Ariz'ana's regal bearing broke. The futa-alien's hair tendrils spasmed about her face. Her hands raised up before her in a warding gesture. Her knees bent, her shoulders hunching. Cowering terror stretched Ariz'ana's rubbery face.

Not a mask of emotion like when the futa-alien faked her grief or love, but her true passions revealed.

Maura witnessed the futa-alien break and sink to her knees. Just like Maura once had. Ariz'ana shuddered beside the coughing and groaning Leann. The alien's slitted eyes grew liquid. She licked plump lips while large breasts jiggled and shook.

“Please, please, don't kill me!” Ariz'ana begged, her voice disgusting, pathetic.

Just like I used to sound, Maura thought, her stomach twisting. 

“I'm sorry!” Ariz'ana moaned. “I... I had to do it. Please, please, be merciful. I was just sent here. I don't want to die. I want to live.” She folded her body in half, her hands reaching in supplication for Maura.

A vicious bloodlust rose through Maura. The urge to pull the trigger and kill this foul, weak, whorish thing burst inside of her. She thrust her arm forward. She pressed the gun against the top of Ariz'ana's head.

Maura remembered the imprint of Ariz'ana's gun pushing on her own temple. How Maura had begged then. She had pleaded with Ariz'ana to spare her, acting for the camera. But the same words she said spilled now from Ariz'ana's lips.

“No, no, please, don't kill me!” sobbed the alien.

A nauseated twisted rippled through Maura's stomach. Executing Ariz'ana was something the futa-alien would do. And Maura... didn't have to be her. Didn't have to be what the alien wanted her to be. She had a choice. She could be a better person. She didn't have to have the weight of Ariz'ana's pathetic soul pressing down on her.

“You are such a loathsome, foul thing, Ariz'ana,” Maura spat. “Just grovel on your belly. I'm nothing like you.” 

Maura stood tall as she lowered her gun. Ariz'ana squirmed. A new figure stepped around the corner.

~   ~~   ~

Ally clutched her gun as she rounded the corner. Dr. Maura stood over Ariz'ana. The alien cowered on the ground, her hair tendrils twitching in violent slashes of turquoise about the futa-alien's head. Maura's face twisted in disgust as she shook her head.

“I am pathetic,” Ariz'ana hissed.

Leann coughed and gurgled. Dr. Maura's gaze snapped to her wife. The futa-alien twitched, her body tensing. Dr. Maura aimed her gun at the futa-alien. Ariz'ana froze her attempt to tackle the futa-doctor.

Ally stalked up, gun aimed.

Dr. Maura's eyes flicked up. “Ally?”

Ally nodded, staring at the futa-alien. Ariz'ana's head turned around. The face Ally once worshiped appeared surrounded by twitching tendrils. The boiling hatred surged through Ally. It was a low and foul emotion. Something dark.

Something Helen didn't ever feel. At the moment, hope and mercy twisted around Helen's fear, trying to strangle, to keep the negative emotions at bay. But Ally... She didn't care. She stared at the face and saw all those aliens who sent them to this world. Who caused all this pain. All those deaths.

Agent Felicity set off the bomb, but she never would have without the aliens' interfering. Without Ariz'ana.

Jewel, Dr. Sara, Georgia, Jamie, Liliana, Tere, Lina, Elizaveta, Ani, and more. The faces of her harem flashed through Ally's vision for a moment. A calm descended upon the redhead.

“Ally,” Ariz'ana croaked. “I'm sorry. I... I was wrong. I just... didn't want to be on your planet too long. It's dangerous. I didn't want to die. I didn't mean for you and Helen to hate me. I was sent to help you. To love you.”

“Maybe you should have tried,” Ally said. “But you despised us. We were nothing but insects to you. Things to be used.”

Flashes of her cell. Of being taken to Dr. Zhao's lab. The experiments. Kept in a box. A bug. All that pain, that frustration at being imprisoned, the sorrow of those she loved dying in the last weeks. It all bubbled through the redhead.

Ally pulled the trigger.

She didn't miss.


Chapter Twenty-Five: Broken Shackles

The gunfire outside the bunker died. Isabel shuddered. She lifted her head from where she bandaged Henrietta. The MPs peered out the windows, those that were still alive. Sergeant Brittany lay covered by a sheet on a bed nearby. Isabel rose.

“What is it?” she said. She shivered. Something in the world... felt different. A tiny, little bit of her felt... a voice scream out one final time before being snuffed out. A voice... the old her would have followed. Would have loved.

“Something has disoriented the soldiers,” said the officer. Isabel never got the futa's name. “They look confused.”

Hope surged through Isabel. “They did it. They killed Ariz'ana. They're free.”

~   ~~   ~

Helen flinched as Agent Felicity screamed. The bullet hissed past her face. She felt the heat kiss her cheek. The tormented futa-agent spun, her eyes still shut. She squeezed the trigger again, her bullet slamming up into the ceiling as she pivoted around.

“What are you doing?” Dr. Zhao demanded. “You have to—”

Agent Felicity's third shot took the Chinese scientist in the head. Dr. Zhao crumpled to the ground in a spray of blood and bone. Helen trembled as Agent Felicity collapsed a moment later. She fell to her knees, hugging herself, sobbing. Tears fell down her cheeks as her ragged grief shuddered out of her.

A scream roared through Helen's mind. Ariz'ana died.

President Fierro gasped. Agent Felicity moaned. She collapsed even lower. Her entire body shook. Her shoulders trembled. Helen wanted to go to her, to comfort her, but her gaze shot over to the president. The woman rose, her eyes wide in horror.

“No, no, no, what did I do!” the president shouted. Her gaze shot over to the console.

“Is it too late?” Helen gasped, her heart clenching. “To stop the nukes?”

“I don't know!”

Helen's entire body trembled as the president scrambled for the controls. She never felt the weight of so much pressure, never felt as helpless—not even when Agent Felicity first aimed that gun at her—as she did right now witnessing the president fumbling to put on her headphones, her fingers punching a button, rapid words bursting from her mouth. Helen could do nothing else. She and Ally had done all they could for the world.

The next moments would tell if they saved it in time.

Helen could hardly follow the words. The tension gripped her as the president almost screamed into the microphone. She picked up a card, spouting off a string of numbers and letters. Her stomach roiled. She quivered on the chair.

“Operation World Change halted,” a female voice responded. “Standing down, Madam President.”

President Fierro let out a sigh. She slumped back into her chair. Her breasts rose and fell. Her eyes squeezed shut. Emotion rippled through her for a moment as the tension burst from her. Helen found herself shuddering, hugging herself. She whimpered, tears stinging her eyes.

“We did it!” Helen said. Her knees went weak.

“Helen!” Agent Felicity gasped. The brunette caught the blonde before she collapsed, steadying her. “Are you...?”

“I'm fine,” Helen said, her heart thundering so fast in her chest. She had never felt such a weight melting off of her. It was over. Ariz'ana was dead. The attack halted. The nuclear holocaust wouldn't come. The survivors wouldn't be hooked up into milking machines. 

President Fierro stood up. The emotion trembling through her melted away. She ran hands down her hips like she smoothed a skirt she wasn't wearing. Her eyes flashed hard towards Helen. The Latina futanari strode across the control room.

“Helen Hawthorn,” the president said, her eyes flicking up and down Helen's body. “You're a lot younger looking in person.”

“I don't feel it,” Helen said. “The last few months...”

The president nodded. Her gaze slid over to Agent Felicity for a moment. Adoration flared across the president's features. Then the woman shook her head. She looked down at herself. Her fingers flexed, her girl-cock twitched. 

“That is strange,” she muttered. “I'm my own...”

Helen frowned, confused.

“She loves me,” Agent Felicity said, “because I turned her, but all those I showered in my love are under the control serum's effect, Helen, so... she also loves herself. Sees herself as the ultimate authority while... wanting to love me.”

The president's face hardened again. “Doesn't matter. We need to talk, Helen. About what you and your futanari want. How you've destroyed this country.” 

“You're a futanari, too,” Helen said, eyes flicking down. “And all I want is peace. What we did... what the aliens sent Ally and me here to do... was wrong. We can't undo that, but we can make it better. We can put a stop to the violence. To the fear. We can come together. We're still human. But the love is over. We'll free you from Agent Felicity, her from you, everyone from everyone. People won't be manipulated any longer.

“But the fighting has to stop.” Helen held out her hand. “You're the leader of America. But you're also a futanari. You can be that bridge. You can help us heal the world, make things better. That's all I want.”

“Well, I...” President Fierro's words trailed off as Ally stumbled into the control room, her face ashen, her hand trembling. She held a handgun. “You're not the only leader of the futanari. I know that much. Dr. Winthrop briefed me on her.” She pointed at the redheaded futanari. “On STARFALL.”

“Ally,” Helen muttered. “Her name's Ally.”

“I...” Ally swallowed. She looked down at her hand holding the handgun. Her eyes widened like she just realized she held it. She flinched, dropping it. A metallic clatter echoed through the room. “It's over. Ariz'ana's dead.”

“I know,” Helen said, holding out her hand, beckoning to her futa-lover. “President Fierro, this is Ally. She wants what I want. Peace.”

“Yeah,” Ally croaked. She stumbled forward. “No more death. I can't... It's been too much. I don't want any longer.”

She sounded so brittle. Helen took her futa-lover's hand, pulling her close. She embraced Ally to her, rocking her while staring over her shoulder at the futa-president. Fierro swallowed, her jaw twitching.

“We can... work towards that... peace,” she said.

Helen smiled. “It's a beginning. A foundation.”


Chapter Twenty-Six: Contact

“This doesn't feel like home at all,” Ally said as she entered the Las Vegas hotel room with her lover. Ally felt lost, confused, dazed. She had executed Ariz'ana. The image seared her thoughts. She wanted to forget it. She shouldn't feel any guilt at all.

It shouldn't haunt her.

“I need to go home, Helen,” Ally said, the words cracking. Ally could feel it, the hysteria nibbling at the edges of her.

“Home is wherever we are together,” Helen said, hugging Ally from behind. The blonde kissed at her neck, nibbling on it. “You need a shower. We both do. It was a long night.”

Ally's eyes flicked to the window. Daylight spilled over Las Vegas. Hours had passed since they saved the world. Endless talking and grieving. Learning who lived and died. Colonel Bee crushed by the cave-in, Lilac slain in the firefight after Ally was separated from the group. Is her death my fault? Ally asked herself. If I hadn't used us as bait... 

But if I didn't, Helen wouldn't be here. Or Deputy Svetlana, Carlita, and Vicky. Four saved at the price of one. Did that math make sense?

Ally didn't resist, letting Helen strip off her clothing. Naked, Ally stumbled after her blonde lover into the shower. Together, they let the hot water spill over them. They didn't say anything. Ally just stared into Helen's blue eyes as the steam wafted around them. She saw the love in those eyes. Everything Ally did today, she did for those eyes.

For this futanari before her.

She had killed Ariz'ana. She had sacrificed Lilac. She had fought and bled and suffered so that Helen could save the world. So that their actions didn't lead to the enslavement of their entire race. Because she was human. Yes, modified, engineered in an alien lab, but still human. They both were. And though the humans imprisoned her, experimented on her, other groups of humans risked themselves to save her. They fought against the tyranny of Project STARFALL. 

Then we fought against the tyranny of our own creators, Ally thought. 

“You're looking alive,” Helen said, breaking the silence.

“Yeah,” Ally said, nodding her head. “Just... trying to understand it all.” Through Helen, Ally had learned the truth about humanity. The good and the bad. The vices and virtues. No one was perfect, but that didn't mean they couldn't try. They could work towards that brighter future. The aliens thought they had it, but they never extended their compassion beyond their own species.

Helen pressed her head against Ally's. Without her glasses, Helen's eyes were even bluer, a vivid, azure hue that swallowed the universe. “I'm just trying to understand it, too, Ally.”

The tips of their noses touched. Brushed. They stroked each other, rubbing against each other. A heat kindled inside of Ally. A throb swelled up her girl-dick as her lips found Helen's. Their heads cocked, Ally's eyes closing as she melted into the kiss, hot water spraying on her back.

Their bodies came together, hardening futa-cock brushing hardening futa-cock. Ally loved the feel of Helen's smaller, firmer tits pressing into her pillowy mounds. Their nipples kissed, sparks shooting down to the redhead's pussy. The wet heat growing between her thighs had nothing to do with the shower's spray.

Their tongues dueled. The two futanari loved each other. Their hands slid down each other's back to grasp the other's naked rump. Fingers kneaded, Ally loving Helen's digits digging into her butt-cheeks. The pleasure throbbed up the redhead's futa-dick.

“Ally!” Helen whimpered, breaking their kiss. “I... I...”

“Uh-huh,” Ally panted. Her hand flew from Helen's perfect ass to throw open the sliding door of the shower. 

They spilled out with the steam, naked and not caring about the water dripping from their flesh. Helen led them, pulling Ally towards the large, soft bed. The blonde spun around, her wet braid whipping behind her. Their futa-dicks nudged together as Helen pulled them tight. Their bodies pressed together. Kissing, Ally pressed Helen down onto the bed.

Ally shuddered atop her futa-lover. She felt rejuvenated now. Reborn. The old Ally had died in the bunker when she pulled the trigger. She had changed the world, freed humanity. Now she and Helen could move past their purpose, no longer driven to spread the futa-love.

To stop Ariz'ana.

Ally was free to start over her new life with the futanari she loved.

“Helen!” Ally groaned, trembling atop the wet and squirming blonde. “I love you so much.”

Helen's face burst with joy. “Ally!” Her hands slid through the redhead's wet hair. “I love you so much, too. I just... I'm just so glad you're alive. We lost such good friends today, but... I have you. I shouldn't feel such joy in that, but I do.”

Helen pulled Ally down for another kiss.

Ally savored the heat of her lover's lips. Their tongues dueled. They squirmed atop each other, futa-dicks throbbing and pulsing together. Ally wanted to do such naughty things to her lover. She wanted to fuck her and be fucked. Her hands slid up Helen's body to cup her tits, squeezing those firm mounds.

Their nipples rubbed together. Helen whimpered while delight tingled down to Ally's pussy. She squirmed atop her futa-lover, their girl-dicks sliding past each other. Helen's hands found Ally's rump, fingernails biting into both butt-cheeks, pulling Ally close.

“Helen!” Ally groaned after breaking their kiss. “I want to be in you. I want you in me.”

A naughty grin crossed Helen's face. “Well, there's only one thing to do about that.”

“Just like we did the first time we were together in the flesh?” Ally asked, her pussy clenching.

Helen nodded her head. “Yes! Yes! We need it. There's one more thing we have to do.”

Ally pushed that thought aside, just focusing on her aching need to love her Helen. “Then what are we waiting for? I'm dripping wet.”

“Mmm, of course you are. You're a futanari.”

“I am!” Ally said with pride.

She rolled off of Helen and shifted her body. The redhead spread her legs wide, her futa-cock thrusting up between her thighs, her pussy eager to be penetrated. Helen moved, too, her small titties jiggling. That big, thick shaft Ally loved so much bobbed as it thrust from Helen's blonde bush. The lithe and slender futanari slid into position, their legs scissoring together.

Helen scooted closer and closer. Her swaying girl-dick smacked into Ally's. A tingle raced down her cock to her pussy. Ally groaned, loving the sensation. She let out a purring moan of delight. A hot shudder ran through her body while a big grin crossed her lips.

“We are going to get so naughty together,” she purred. “Aren't we?”

“Oh, yes!” Helen said, a huge grin on her lips. “Mmm, I'm going to fuck you so hard.”

“Likewise!”

Helen grabbed Ally's throbbing futa-dick and the redhead seized her lover's thick shaft. Together, they aimed the other's dick at their own pussy. Ally groaned as she pressed Helen's tip against her vulva, sliding it up and down through her hot folds. A moment later, her own dick's crown nuzzled into Helen's soft bush and sopping petals.

Grinning, the two futanari penetrated each other. Ally shuddered, experiencing the delight of her futa-cock sliding into Helen's pussy while Helen's thick clit-dick penetrated Ally's cunt. The dual frictions rippled through her, two different, yet wonderful, silky delights. Ally threw back her head, her pussy clenching down on her lover's shaft.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Helen said as they bottomed out in each other. The blonde's tight snatch squeezed down on Ally's futa-dick. “Mmm, now for the best part.” 

“The fucking and the cumming?” Ally asked, arching a thin, fiery eyebrow, her green eyes twinkling.

“Uh-huh!” Helen moaned, her firm titties jiggling.

“Then let's fuck!” Ally groaned and drew back her hips.

Pleasure flooded through her body. It tingled down the shaft of her cock sliding out of Helen's cunt and rippled out of her pussy squeezing down on Helen's futa-dick. Ally groaned and whimpered, then gasped as Helen thrust her hips forward, slamming her dick deep into Ally's pussy, Helen's pussy engulfing more of Ally's cock.

The dual sensations swirled through Ally. Her big, soft breasts heaved as she and Helen humped their hips together, almost tribbing like a pair of lesbians as they fucked the other's girl-dick. Their shafts slid past each other, coated in the other's juices, as they slammed their pussies up and down each other's cock.

The pleasure drowned Ally's mind. Her ovaries grew tighter. The two frictions fed her growing orgasm. Ally gasped as she slammed her pussy down and thrust her cock forward. She reveled in the different delights. Fucking and being fucked. By the same person. By the futanari she loved.

As her orgasm built in her, she felt the pleasure spilling out of Helen's mind. The blonde felt the same wonderful mix of slamming her cock into pussy while a hard dick pumped in and out of her cunt. The different silky frictions mixing and swirling inside of her, driving her towards the same ecstasy Ally built towards.

“Yes, yes, yes!” Ally gasped, seizing Helen's hand. She gripped her tight, fingers intertwined together.

Helen grinned. “Ooh, you're going to flood me with your cum, aren't you, Ally?”

“Just so long as you return the favor!” Ally howled, the pleasure spilling through her body as she worked her cunt up and down Helen's dick, her cock slamming into Helen's twat. “Let's explode together.”

“Mmm, yes, yes, you know just what I crave!” groaned Helen, her small tits jiggling. Her blue eyes sparkled. She looked somehow cuter with her glasses off. “Let's spurt in each other, Ally!”

Helen wanted it bad. Her emotions mirrored Ally's. As their climaxes approached, Ally found herself merging with Helen. They were feeling the same delight, almost becoming the same person as they fucked each other. They worked their dicks in and out of the other's pussy.

They both slammed their hips together. Their cocks buried deep into the other's cunt. The silky caress of hot pussy on hard dick rippled through them both. Ally drank in those two different sensations. They slammed into her ovaries.

“Ally!” Helen screamed as Ally gasped out, “Helen!”

Their bodies came in the same moment.

As their cum pumped into the other's convulsing pussy, their minds merged together into one. Their thoughts united in single purpose, welded together by the ecstasy racing through their bodies. Rapture melted their thoughts and cast them out into space.

Towards the million-million voices focusing all their will upon a tiny, blue spec. The planet Earth.

~   ~~   ~

Isabel shivered as her plane landed at JBLM back in Washington State. She didn't stick around to talk to the president, to work out the new-found peace with Helen and Ally. She just wanted to return home. To try and find the pieces of her life, to track down her family changed by the futa-explosion. She didn't know if any of them were alive.

She just... needed to find her new path. She had destroyed her place in the harem. Now that they had stopped Ariz'ana, she didn't have to afflict her presence upon them. They could all heal without her being around them. Ally won't have to look at me and see all the faces of those she loved I murdered with Agent Felicity. 

She stood up as Combat Talon taxied across the runway. The plane was returning her with the surviving deputies and Double D girls, and the bodies of Sergeant Frita, Lilac, Colonel Bee, Deputy Deidre, others. Poor Ashley would be devastated. The woman loved Frita so much, but she was a soldier's wife. She had to know this was a possibility.

Isabel let the others deboard first, to be reunited with their families. Nikki hugged her wife Asuka, holding her tight, and Deputy Svetlana embraced her gender-swapped spouse, India. Isabel watched as the airmen carried off the bodies, heard Ashley's grief. Isabel sat in her jump seat, struggling to come to grips with the events of the last month.

What am I going to do with my life now? She had to make sure it counted. Everyone who died because of her deserved for her to do something important. To be better. To not squander what she had and they'd lost. So much healing needed to be done. She would throw herself into that. Find a way to bandage the wounds the conflict between futanari and normal humans had wrought. 

“Isabel,” a choked voice said.

Isabel blinked. She looked up to see Lindsey and Carly standing before her. They held each other, their faces both ashen. They were both alive, looking so innocent and vulnerable. Their wide eyes reminded her of the wounded MPs she bandaged up during those fifteen minutes of terror that felt like an eternity.

“You're alive,” Lindsey said.

“Sorry,” Isabel whispered. Is that why I tagged along? Why I acted so reckless last night? Did I want to... She pushed that thought down. 

“No, no, you're alive,” Lindsey said. “We were... we were so worried for you.”

“What?” Isabel croaked. To her shock she was yanked to her feet by Lindsey and Carly.

“It all faded away,” Carly groaned, pulling the stunned Isabel into a tight embrace with the pair. “Our anger. The fear... worrying about you, knowing you were down there with Helen and Ally... It consumed us.”

“Without you... we wouldn't be back together,” Lindsey said. “Carly... Carly was able to forgive me because you chose him as the guy to gender-swap to make yourself a futanari.” 

The events of September, only a few months ago, felt like another life to Isabel. She had changed so much, no longer that playful college student just looking to hook up with a cute guy on Tindr. She had swiped right on Carl, as Carly was known then. The last guy she fucked before Helen transformed her life.

She missed those times.

“I hurt Carly so much,” Lindsey whispered, “and she forgave me. And you... You risked so much after your mistake. You fought to save us all and... How could I hate you after that? When I... When I care for you so much.”

“We're here for you, Isabel,” Carly groaned, her embrace tightening, crushing Isabel to them.

The Hispanic futanari's emotions overwhelmed her. She couldn't answer them with words, only with grateful tears. She clung to them, the first members of her harem. They didn't have to love her. They weren't manipulated into it. They chose to care. To forgive. 

Isabel's new life began in their sobbing embrace. She could never undo what she did, but she could—would—build something better in this world to redeem herself. She felt the foundations laid right here. 

~   ~~   ~

A million-million voices engulfed Helen and Ally. The disembodied, blonde futanari clung to the awareness of her futa-lover as she felt the intensity of the immortal aliens who sent them here. These were the same beings who dispatched Ariz'ana, the ones who plotted the enslavement of Helen's planet. Her race.  

An anger raged through her soul, fed by Ally's loathing.

...Where is Ariz'ana?...  

The million-million voices spoke as one. They pressed in at Helen's consciousness, almost overwhelming her tiny psyche in a sea of collectivism. They pressed on her. She quivered and quailed, struggling to hold on to who she was. That anger, that loathing, fed her sense of self.

“Dead!” Helen cried out. 

“I killed her!” Ally added, her consciousness pressing against Helen. The buttressed each other against the shock rippling around them. 

...Impossible...

...How could you kill one of us?...

...You were engineered...

“We're stubborn!” Helen shouted. “We're vicious and violent.” 

“Dangerous,” Ally added. “That's why you sent us to earth. We were your agents to convert our race through peace. You are afraid of human's capacity for violence.” 

Helen felt the truth of those words as she felt the horror quivering through the million-million thoughts. “We are a petty and cruel race. We have done such terrible things. Killing one alien hardly even comes close to all the crimes of our species.” 

“You've evolved past it,” Ally continued, almost feeding on Helen. For a moment, the pair felt like one being, a mini-collective united by their love, buttressing them against the unity of the million-million thoughts. “You don't know how to hurt each other. How to fight. You don't have weapons any longer. Ariz'ana had no idea about military tactics. She was naïve when she arrived.” 

“We corrupted her. We poisoned her.” Helen shivered, remembering the evidence of Ariz'ana's abuse on Dr. Maura's body. “We twisted her. You don't want that happening to yourselves. That's why you sent only Ariz'ana. Someone expendable. Just in case.  

“And it's why you created us. You wanted Ally and me to subvert our planet for you. You can't invade us. You know we would resist. We would fight. You couldn't come to Earth unless we were your slaves.

“But we're not going to be your slaves. We're free. We figured out how to break the bondage in our DNA. We ended the futa-love. You won't find a planet eager to worship you, but to fight you!”

“You will never turn us into your milking cows!” snarled Ally. “Try us! See how far we will go to resist you! Just think about the cruelties we inflict on our own kind, how we hurt each other. Do you think we'd show you any mercy?” 

...Animals...

...Barbarism...

...You will destroy yourselves without our love...

...Your planet will be reduced to ash...

...No species as violent as yours will survive...

“We will!” Helen snarled, meaning it. She would see her race grow beyond the pettiness that mired them. The futanari were a step in that direction. Their free love would help unite her species in a way humans never would have in the past. In a few generations, there would only be futanari. “We will rise into the stars. And we will remember what you tried to do to us!” 

“It won't be us, but one day humans will liberate the other worlds you have enslaved!” Ally declared, her fury pulsing into Helen's soul. “One day, all that you have wrought will come to ruin. You call us barbarians, but what you do is disgusting. Horrific. It won't stand forever.” 

“Wise up and change your ways!” Helen said. 

...You think to lecture us?... 

...Presumptive...

...Already the seeds for your race's end have been sown...

...You have escaped the harvest, but extinction will still come...

...When the last human dies out, we shall return...

...We shall bring useful life to your planet... 

...Enjoy your victory...

...It will not last...

The connection severed. Helen gasped, shuddering beside Ally. Her mind reeled from the contact with the alien council. She fell back, her cock twisting inside of Ally's pussy, her cunt clenching down on Ally's girl-dick. Helen panted, her small breasts rising and falling. She stared up at the ceiling, fuzzy without her glasses.

“We'll succeed!” shouted Ally. “We won't destroy ourselves! You'll see.”

“Yeah,” Helen said, her stomach twisting, feeling uneasy. “What did they mean? What was that about the seeds of our destruction?” She shifted back, her pussy sliding off of Ally's dick while her cock pulled out of Ally's cunt. In moments, she was free. Hot futa-cum dribbled out of her.

Ally waved a dismissive hand. “They just think we'll nuke ourselves or something. And, we came close, but we had outside interference. We're going to make a better world, Helen. A world based on love and passion. You'll see. Futanari won't be perfect, but we're going to be closer to each other. That has to make the difference.”

Helen nodded her head. Her eyes fell on Ally's bush, cum dribbling out of her lover's pussy. The futa-seed's pearly sheen contrasted with the fiery curls of Ally's pubic hair.

“And our kids or our grandkids, or their grandkids, are totally going to figure out how to get into space,” Ally added. “Then we'll free all the other futa-aliens out there. We'll put an end to their sick milking. You'll see.”

Helen glanced down at her own pussy, Ally's futa-seed leaking out of her. “I... I haven't used birth control since September.”

“And?” Ally asked.

“That's nearly four months of having cum fired into me multiple times a day. I'm not pregnant. You're not pregnant. No one in the harem is pregnant.” I swallowed. “Can futanari even have children? Are we... planting barren seeds in each other and... destroying the fertility of our race?”

Ally's eyes widened. “Holy shit, you're right.” She shook her head. “I'm almost sad Dr. Zhao is dead. She could figure out what to do about it.”

“We have Dr. Catherine and Dr. Gabby,” Helen said.

Ally grinned. “You're right. Those dumb aliens didn't think we'd break free of their control, either. Humans are survivors. That's what evolution gave us. The ability to adapt, to change better than any other species.

“It's time to prove it.” She tapped her head. “Let's put our big brains to some good use!”


Chapter Twenty-Seven: Fading Scars

The scars Ariz'ana left on Dr. Maura Roy's psyche faded over the next few months. She had a new cause to devote herself to. She didn't understand all the genetic engineering stuff Dr. Catherine and Dr. Gabby babbled about, but the futa-doctor did know how to run a clinical trial. How to monitor her patients' health and to oversee the administration of the treatment the two brilliant futa-scientists developed. 

“It's clear that this gene was implanted in us to suppress our fertility,” Dr. Catherine said as she gave her presentation for the president's representative. She wore only her lab coat, not uncommon dress for futanari. Everyone at the University of Puget Sound, the center of the futanari's quest for fertility, had a similar dress code.

Maura herself had taken off her lab coat, her large breasts resting on the table as she leaned over to look at the paperwork before her. She flipped through the pages, getting used to reading the breakdown of genes and DNA strands.

“It is a switch to keep us from breeding too fast,” Dr. Catherine said. “It works with these three genes to give triple redundancy.”

“The aliens did not want us breeding,” Maura said, shaking her head as she read the lab results.

“Well, they were undoubtedly concerned about an exploding population given how much futanari fuck.”

Dr. Gabby giggled. “Well, you do have cum leaking down your thighs, Dr. Maura.”

Maura smiled. “You and the secretary were running late, so we had to find some way to pass the time.”

“Can't leave a pair of futanari alone,” Dr. Gabby said, shaking her head, a smile on her lips. She glanced at the fourth member in the room, a quiet woman who was the Secretary of Health and Human Services, not one of the more important members of President Fierro's cabinet.

“So, I had the last round of test subjects—”

“Volunteers,” corrected Maura, giving her a look. “This isn't the STARFALL labs.”

Dr. Catherine flushed. She adjusted her glasses. “Just a scientific term. A, um, descriptive label, not a word that implies they aren't volunteers.”

“Sounds bad before the public, though,” Secretary Victoria said.

“Yeah,” Maura agreed. That was another thing she was learning about. PR. The world was leery of futanari, especially after months of their existence and none of them breeding babies. Not with other futanari nor with regular women.

“When you are giving your speech at the White House, remember that,” Secretary Victoria added.

Dr. Catherine's color paled. “What?”

Maura smiled, loving the discomfort playing across her friend's face.

Secretary Victoria nodded. “If you find the cure, President Fierro will want you front and center.”

The futa-scientist swallowed. “Well... uh... I think I have. If my treatment works, it will shut off this inhibitor. It should give futanari a fertility rate lower than normal humans, but... given our proclivity for sex, it should balance out. This is how the aliens would control our population once the harvest began.”

Maura shuddered. She only felt contempt for the aliens now. Hardly any shame at all remained for the things she did with Ariz'ana.

A knock rapped on the door. Everyone turned as Maura's futa-wife entered. Leann wore a sexy parody of a nurse's outfit. She enjoyed her new role as Maura's assistant. Leann's lithe legs flashed in her white thigh-high stockings, and her flirty skirt swirled before her, her futa-cock thrusting out hard from beneath it.  

“The test results, Doctor,” Leann said, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. Gender-swapping had given her a playful face, far more pixyish then her older, rugged look. Maura had to look at pictures from before the change to even remember what Leann used to look like.

I can't even remember what her real name was...

“Well?” Secretary Victoria asked as Maura took the clipboard. “Are these from the latest trials?”

“A hundred futa volunteers,” Maura said. “Fifty given the serum, fifty given the placebo and...” Her eyes stopped at the hCG (human Chorionic Gonadotropin) levels for Bev Henderson. The hormone was only found in pregnant women, and its level could tell how long a woman was pregnant. It was what a home pregnancy test looked for.

A smile crossed Maura's lips. “She's pregnant...”

“What?” asked Secretary Victoria.

“Nelly Henderson impregnated her wife, Bev,” Maura said. “And... there's another one. India Taylor is also pregnant. And she used to be a woman.”

“It worked,” Secretary Victoria said, her eyes glancing down to her own lap. “Oh, thank god, it worked.”

“It did,” Dr. Catherine said, almost sounding in awe. “We can breed.”

Leann plopped herself down on Maura's lap. “Well, finally ready to have that daughter we always talked about?”

Maura grinned and kissed her wife.

~ ~~ ~

The sight of Cassandra Morgensten made Isabel ache. The woman wore an expensive, lilac dress that clung to the ample curves of her body, her bleached-blonde hair spilling down in stylized curls to frame a gorgeous face. The nose was small and sculpted, chin round, cheekbones delicate. She had plump lips and smooth skin for a woman in her forties.

“They say futas can cum and cum and cum,” Cassandra purred, staring up at Isabel.

“Yes, we can,” Isabel said, her girl-dick tenting the front of her pencil skirt. She didn't bother wearing underwear beneath her silk blouse and tight skirt. She stood proud before the trophy wife of one of the richest men in the world, one of the new tech barons that burst out of Silicon Valley in the last two decades. When the futanari descended on California, he and his wife had escaped on his private yacht and bought safe harbor in Hong Kong.

It was hard getting into China as a futanari. Isabel had to go through a lot of hoops and whistles to get her charity approved as a UN nongovernmental organization so she could get a foothold in one of the largest Asian countries. She ached to expose more people to the reality of futanari.

She couldn't have sex with any Chinese nationals, though. But Cassandra...

“You have no idea how much of a thrill it is just exploding with a futa-dick,” Isabel continued, a big grin on her face. “I know you want this.” Isabel groped herself through her skirt, squeezing it. “It's why I am here, to expose you to futanari culture.”

“After I make a sizable donation to your charity,” she said, her voice tight. 

“It's for a good cause,” the Hispanic futanari purred, drawing her skirt up her thighs, exposing her dark, thigh-high stockings. Her futa-cock ached and throbbed, caressed by the fabric. It tingled pleasure down to her pussy, making her sway and groan, her pussy on fire. “After all, the Trish and Eden Memoriam raises money to help futanari and humans to cohabitate in peace.” Isabel's girl-dick sprang out before her.

Cassandra gasped, her large tits rising in her dress.

“And since you'll shortly be a futanari, well, isn't it in your best interest to be as charitable as possible?” Isabel advanced while the woman licked her lips. “Don't tell me you're not eager to enjoy this cock.” 

“You're bigger than I thought.” A shiver ran through the woman. “I thought it was a myth that futa-dicks were that big.” 

“Helen and Ally's are even bigger,” Isabel said. She stroked her hand up her cock, squeezing out a drop of precum. “But they're special.”

The trophy wife's head lunged forward, mouth open. Isabel stepped back, pulling her cock out of the reach of the woman's mouth. Isabel shook her head and wagged a finger in a warning before her while a smile played on her lips.

“You're not the only millionaire's wife in Hong Kong that wants one of these,” Isabel said. “I came to you, first. But...”

“Fine!” the woman moaned. She grabbed her phone and typed on it. “There, my accountant will wire you the funds. A half million dollars. I can't do more without my husband's permission.”

“Well, once you gender-swap him to gain your futa-cock, I think you'll have her wrapped about your fingers.”

“Or my clit-dick!” she moaned, squeezing her tits.

“Exactly,” Isabel moaned and stepped forward.

The Hispanic woman seized Cassandra's bleached-blonde hair and hauled her to her feet. She spun the pliant woman around and pressed her against the couch. She knelt on it, arms resting on the top, ass thrusting out at Isabel's big dick.

Cock throbbing, the Hispanic futanari ripped up Cassandra's skirt, exposing a black thong vanishing between two perfect butt-cheeks. The Hispanic futanari's dick throbbed so hard at the sight of those lush mounds. Kneeling, Isabel hooked her hands in the waistband and drew down the cloth.

The thin strip peeled out of the rich woman's butt-crack. Isabel shuddered, revealing a pinkish sphincter. A moment later, she pulled the thong away from Cassandra's pussy. She had a plump, shaved vulva. No inner labia peeked out of her slit. It was a virginal tight cunt, not something Isabel expected to see on a woman in her late thirties or early forties.

Is there any part of you that's not... natural? wondered Isabel as she leaned her head down, inhaling a spicy musk. Mmm, but she smells good. 

Isabel's tongue licked up that trophy wife's slit.

And tastes even better.

“Ooh, Isabel, yes,” Casandra moaned. “What a naughty tongue. I thought you were going to fuck me.”

“I can just fuck you,” Isabel purred. She took another lick, a quick flick of her tongue up that tight slit to gather more spicy cream. “Or I can make you explode first. Your choice.”

“Oh, I enjoy a lover who can take his time,” she purred. “Or her time.”

Isabel's hands grasped the married woman's toned rump, squeezing those butt-cheeks as she took a much longer lick. She started at the clit, making Cassandra gasp, then flicked higher. Isabel's tongue dug into the crevasse, caressing the inner delights before flicking past the pussy and crossing the woman's taint to her asshole.

The trophy wife gasped as Isabel's tongue swirled around the puckered asshole, gathering up Cassandra's sour musk. It sent such a heady thrill through the Hispanic futanari. She fluttered her tongue against the woman's sphincter before diving back down to her pussy.

“You naughty futanari!” whimpered the trophy wife. “Ooh, that's hot. Lick my ass again!”

“You like a little anal rimming?” Isabel purred before lapping her tongue up Cassandra's taint to her asshole.

“Oh, yes!” the hot wife moaned, Isabel's tongue dancing about that puckered, sour sphincter. “Just such a wicked treat.”

Isabel was more than happy to give it to the trophy wife. Her tongue swirled in circles across the woman's asshole while her fingers stroked Cassandra's married pussy. The futanari's dick throbbed hard, her pussy juices dribbling down her thighs to the tops of her stockings, soaking the nylons. More cream ran down her swaying clit-dick, joining the precum beading at the tip.

I am going to enjoy fucking you hard, Isabel thought as she pressed her tongue against the married woman's asshole. 

As Isabel's tongue penetrated Cassandra's asshole, her digits probed into married cunt. Cassandra moaned, both her holes violated by the futanari. The trophy wife's passion echoed through her living room. Isabel pumped her fingers in and out of juicy snatch and swirled her tongue around inside sour bowels.

She loved the two delights. She reveled in the dirty flavor of Cassandra's asshole and the silky feel of the woman's cunt. Isabel's pussy grew hotter and hotter, her dick aching to fuck. She put her all into pleasing the woman.

“Oh, fuck, yes!” gasped Cassandra. “Wiggle that tongue deeper into my asshole! Ooh, you're such a filthy futa! And add another finger! Stretch my cunt out... Yes!”

Isabel plunged three fingers in and out of Cassandra's pussy, the woman's walls clenching down on the thrusting digits. She churned the woman up and made her groan. The sounds were such a sweet delight to Isabel's ears. Her hips wiggled from side to side, her dick swaying before her. She whimpered, cock so hard.

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Cassandra. “Keep licking my asshole and fingering my twat. Ooh, yes, I am going to donate so much money to your foundation!”

“Good!” Isabel purred. She curled her fingers inside of the trophy wife's cunt, hunting for that special spot. “Enjoy!”

Isabel wiggled her tongue back into the trophy wife's sour asshole. She swirled around while her digits found that right spot. She knew she hit it when Cassandra gasped, her cunt and asshole squeezing down about Isabel's fingers and tongue.

Isabel attacked the married woman's G-spot.

“Oh, god, yes!” the woman moaned, her voice so throaty. “Isabel... You wicked futanari! Oh, yes, I'm cumming!”

Hot juices squirted out around Isabel's thrusting fingers. Cassandra's pussy spasmed hard about the futanari's digits and her asshole writhed about Isabel's tongue. The Hispanic futanari loved it. She sucked on the married woman's asshole, giving her such pleasure, making her moan out in rapture.

Isabel loved making a woman cum, giving her this pleasure. Her three fingers massaged the trophy wife's G-spot. Cassandra's juices spurted out around Isabel's digits. They spilled down Isabel's wrist, running down to her elbow. Her tongue swirled through the married woman's writhing asshole, loving it.

“Oh, my fucking god, that's great!” the trophy wife moaned, her body shuddering. “You futanari are so passionate.”

“We are!” Isabel groaned. “We just want to love each other. We're trying to end all hate. Fucking instead of hating, cumming instead of hurting!”

“Love it!” groaned Cassandra. “I want to cum and cum! No hating, no hurting, just bliss! Fuck me!”

“Mmm, yes!” Isabel rose, pulling her fingers out of the trophy wife's snatch. Isabel shifted, her futa-cock bobbing before her, aimed at the married woman. She licked her fingers, gathering the spicy cream, mixing it with the lingering traces of the woman's sour asshole. “But which hole?”

“Oh, you know which hole I want!” Cassandra moaned. She threw a look behind her. She looked over her shoulder at Isabel, her bleached-blonde hair spilling around her body. “Ram that big cock into me!”

“Mmm, I do know,” Isabel said. Her hand, sticky with juices, grasped her futa-dick. She guided her cock. “Just a big, anal slut, aren't you?”

“Uh-huh!” the woman moaned, her hips wiggling from side to side, that firm, perky ass begging for Isabel's love.

The Hispanic futanari brought her girl-dick to the woman's asshole. She slipped it between Cassandra's butt-cheeks, reveling in the feel of the woman's silky rump. She found Cassandra's asshole, the married woman's sphincter wet with saliva. She pressed on it, feeling that anal ring expanding wider and wider.

She slipped into the woman's bowels. The trophy wife's sheath engulfed more and more of Isabel's cock. Her head leaned back. Her black hair swept about her shoulders. She groaned and whimpered, her breasts shaking as she drilled deeper and deeper into the woman's bowels. The pleasure surged through her body, racing down her shaft.

“Yes, yes, yes!” growled the trophy wife. Her bowels clenched down on Isabel's girl-dick. “Ooh, you're huge! I love it! You're going to fuck my ass so hard, aren't you?”

“So hard!” Isabel purred, her hands sliding around the woman's dress to grasp her big tits. She squeezed them, feeling their plump fakeness, the silicone implants firm beneath her hands. She yanked down on the dress, those tits popping out of her top.

Isabel gripped both of Cassandra's breasts. Isabel drew back her dick and then thrust back into the trophy wife's bowels, her velvety sheath massaging Isabel's dick. It felt incredible. It was such a wonderful delight. It surged through her body. Her pussy drank in the sensations, feeding it to her ovaries.

They brimmed with cum. She thrust faster and faster. Isabel's crotch smacked into the trophy wife's rump. The rhythmic smacking sound echoed through the room. It was a wonderful delight. Isabel moaned, her round breasts heaving before her.

“Ooh, yes, yes, yes, you're going to love being a futanari!” Isabel growled. “You're going to change that rich husband of yours into a sexy woman. You're going to fuck her so hard with a clit-dick!”

“So hard!” the trophy wife moaned, her bowels clenching down on Isabel's big dick.

The pleasure rippled through Isabel's body. Every thrust into Cassandra's bowels was heavenly. Isabel's eyes squeezed shut as she buried again and again into the married woman's anal sheath. The futanari's pussy came closer and closer to boiling over. Her pussy juices ran down her thighs as she came closer and closer to her orgasm.

Isabel threw back her head, her curly, black hair dancing about her shoulders. She licked her lips, loving fucking the woman's asshole. Her breasts heaved before her. Pleasure rippled across her mind. She whimpered.

“Make me cum in your ass, whore!” Isabel moaned. “Ooh, you're going to be such a futa-whore! You're going to be fucking all those sexy, Chinese girls!”

“Yes!” gasped Cassandra. Her back arched. “I am! I'll make you cum so effing hard! Isabel!”

Her asshole writhed around Isabel's thrusting cock. The rippling delight of plundering into Cassandra's convulsing bowels. The married woman's orgasmic screams echoed through her living room, driving Isabel towards her explosive orgasm.

Her pussy tightened. Her ovaries brimmed with futa-cum. She buried into the woman's bowels. The pleasure reached deep into her cunt. It was such a wicked delight. Her thrusts grew frantic, her hands kneading Cassandra's big breasts. The ache at the tip of her girl-dick built and built. She couldn't take any more of it.

She slammed into the trophy wife's asshole.

“Oh, fuck, take it, puta!” she howled and her cum erupted from her girl-dick. 

Jizz spurted over and over from Isabel's dick. Her cock spilled so much cum into the trophy wife's hungry ass. She filled that woman's bowels with every spurt of futa-jizz lurking in her ovaries while the ecstasy reached her brain. She squeezed the trophy wife's fake tits, squeezing those lush mounds.

Isabel loved it. She licked her lips, loving the taste of the woman's asshole. More and more cum flooded out of her dick. Her mind drank in every blast of rapture. She whimpered. Her body swayed. It was such a huge delight.

“¡Mierda!” howled Isabel. “Take it all!” 

“I am!” Cassandra moaned, her bowels massaging out the last of Isabel's jizz. “I'm going to be a futanari! I'm going to change the world.”

“Yeah, you are, puta,” Isabel purred, her body shivering. She thrust a final time, burying to the hilt in Cassandra, and enjoyed the trophy wife milking her dry.  

Isabel trembled as she pulled her girl-dick out of the woman's asshole. She stumbled back, breathing heavily. Her head buzzed with delight. The woman collapsed on the couch, her large tits rising and falling.

Buzzing on her high, Isabel dressed and left the trophy wife to recover from her delight. She crossed the penthouse and headed down the elevator. The Hispanic futanari was still brimming with that orgasmic high when she reached the lobby.

“Looks like it went well,” Carly said as she rose from a waiting seat.

“Mmm, I'd say so,” Lindsey said. “Got a call from our accountant. Money's transferring in.”

“And I'm sure there will be more once she's gender-swapped that rich husband of hers,” Isabel said. “Once he's a she and addicted to futa-cock...”

“Mmm, such a wonderful thing to be addicted to,” Carly said, patting her wife's cock.

Lindsey laughed as Isabel fell in beside the happy couple. The Hispanic futanari was glad that the two had helped her found the Trish and Eden Memoriam to raise money to help futanari spread and integrate with humans. There were so many lingering, bad feelings in the world. Many stubborn humans who hated them.

But futanari were spreading. Slowly. They had made great inroads into Europe, and Japan absolutely loved them. The Middle East would be a problem for years and years to come. The fundamentalist religions all objected to them. But Isabel knew that one day, futanari would overcome them all.

But only if we crack the fertility problem, Isabel thought.  

Lindsey's phone beeped. She pulled it out. “Ooh, President Fierro is about to make a speech. It's supposed to be a big announcement.”

Isabel leaned in to stare at the phone.

~ ~~ ~

“My fellow Americans,” President Emilana Fierro said as she stood before the podium, the press room full of faces, almost all futanari or women, a few guys hanging on here and there, “our world is changing fast. We are recovering after the unfortunate clash last year as the futanari exploded across our great nation.”

Agent Felicity, watching from the side, nodded her head. Her lips moved with the president. Fierro had worked on this speech for a month, getting ready for this day. Despite the futa-agent having heard the president rehearse this speech many times, witnessing Fierro deliver it to the nation sent a chill through the futa-agent.

The futa-agent drank in the sight of President Fierro, looking powerful and sexy in her gray pencil skirt and blazer, her sky-blue blouse clinging to round breasts. It was clear the president wore no bra, but futanari often didn't wear any underwear.

They would go naked if they could.

“But America is strong. We are resilient. The futanari, like myself, will only make our country stronger. We are coming together like never before. Love and pleasure is whipping away hate and division. More and more of our citizens are making the transition, embracing futa-passion, transforming into futa-women and finding new men to become futanari. The aliens thought to enslave us, but instead they have only made us freer.” 

Agent Felicity nodded her head, her futa-dick so hard in her skirt. She had to be professional. She couldn't get distracted. She headed up the president's security detail now, transferred from the FBI to the Secret Service. Her eyes swept over the crowd, but didn't anticipate any threats here. They were still out there, fundamentalist groups isolating themselves in pocket communities to avoid “contamination” from the “futa-demons.”

“With the help of Helen and Ally Hawthorn, we are rebuilding faster and faster. Futanari spread, and peace follows them. Which is why I am so proud to be one.” Fierro paused, staring into the camera. “Proud, my fellow Americans. For those who are holding out, I respect that. I understand that. You have every right to that choice. We just ask that you be our friends. Our allies. That you help us build a better future.

“And that better future is here!”

A tremble raced through Agent Felicity.

“I am proud to have Dr. Catherine Woods from the University of Puget Sound to talk about her breakthrough.” President Fierro glanced to her right where the nervous futa-scientist waited, dressed in a blouse and skirt. Seeing Dr. Catherine clothed was a new experience for Agent Felicity. Normally, Dr. Catherine wore only a white lab coat. The brunette looked nervous, Dr. Gabby at her side whispering encouragements. “Dr. Woods has worked with futanari for years, part of the original team who researched Ally and broke down her DNA. She was instrumental in ending the futa-love and foiling the aliens' plans to enslave us. America, please welcome, Dr. Woods.”

The president stepped back from the podium. The nervous Dr. Catherine almost stumbled with her first step. Her face was pale. She reached the podium, her breasts rising and falling as President Fierro joined Agent Felicity. The futa-agent smiled as her lover gave her a kiss on the mouth. It still stunned Agent Felicity what had developed between them in the wake of being free from the various controlling serums.

Those fantasies the old Felicity dreamed about had come true in some ways.

“Yesterday, we had a breakthrough,” Dr. Woods said, her glasses glinting beneath the lights of the White House press room. “Two futanari, one of whom was gender-swapped from a man, were impregnated by their futa-spouses.”

“The world just changed,” President Fierro said, her hand sliding down her chief bodyguard's torso.

Agent Felicity shuddered as the futa-president's hand reached the agent's bulge. Pleasure rippled through Agent Felicity. She let out a moan, her hands clenching and relaxing. Pleasure throbbed through her, her pussy drinking in the delight.

“We identified three genes,” Dr. Catherine was saying as the futa-president slid to her knees.

“Futas are going to breed,” President Fierro said, her hands sliding up the futa-agent's skirt. “I hope the secret service has good maternity leave.”

“You'll just have to petition congress to give it to us if we don't,” Agent Felicity purred, her tight skirt rubbing against her futa-cock's sensitive tip. Then her shaft popped out, almost smacking the Hispanic president in the face.

“...and by activating this gene, L3-501,” said Dr. Catherine Woods as the president engulfed Agent Felicity's cock, “it will allow futanari to have a fertility rate of...”

Pleasure shot up Agent Felicity's shaft. It rippled through her pussy, her flesh clenching. She fought releasing a moan, not wanting the press corps to know the leader of the free world was sucking on her futa-dick. Her hands swept through the president's black hair, ivory fingers digging into the dark strands.

President Fierro bobbed her head, sucking with such hunger. The pleasure rippled through Agent Felicity. Her toes curled in her shoes. She whimpered, breasts rising and falling. Her light-brown hair swept about her shoulders. Her eyes fluttered.

“Madam President,” she husked, keeping her voice low. “Ooh, yes, yes, you're just so hungry for my futa-cum.”

The president answered with a moan and dark eyes. She bobbed faster and faster as Dr. Catherine kept talking about the technical aspects of the cure, growing more and more relaxed. She glanced at them, a naughty smile playing on her lips.

“...every futanari and woman exposed to their cum will need to take a one time injection and will then pass it on to any person who comes in contact with their seed...

Agent Felicity groaned, the words fading away as she gripped the president's silky hair. The secret service agent swayed, her pussy clenching every time Fierro sucked. The president's tongue danced around the futa-agent's tip, pleasure shooting down her shaft.

President Fierro twisted and bobbed her head, working her hot lips up and down Agent Felicity's shaft. She loved it. Such delight burned through her body. Her head leaned back, a whimper rising in the back of her throat.

Pussy juices leaked down her thighs. Her snatch grew hotter and hotter, drinking in the sensations of the president's hungry mouth. The futa-agent's ovaries grew tighter. They throbbed and ached, brimming with cum.

“Ooh, Madam President, I'm going to flood your mouth with so much jizz!” Her body shuddered, breasts jiggling in her blouse, nipples poking at the cloth. “Just keep working that mouth. Oh, yes, Madam President.”

“Um, once a futanari has the treatment, any person she transforms will not need it,” Dr. Catherine answered. “Um, yes, you.”

Agent Felicity closed her eyes, not caring about anything but that hungry mouth sliding up and down her shaft. She whimpered and groaned. The rapture surged through her body. Her pussy clenched, her ovaries brimming and boiling with cum.

The president deep-throated her cock. It happened so fast. Agent Felicity couldn't believe it. The leader of the free world took her girl-dick with the same ease as a porn star. She whimpered, her shaft throbbing in the president's tight throat. Pleasure spilled through her body as Fierro hummed.

“Going to cum!” whimpered Agent Felicity. “If you want to... to taste it and...”

The president slid her mouth up the futa-agent's shaft as fast as she swallowed it. Her lips sealed tight just beneath the crown. Agent Felicity shuddered. The pressure peaked at the tip of her girl-dick. Then exploded out of her.

Her jizz pumped into the president's mouth. She flooded her with blast after blast of futa-cum. It pumped out of her. The jizz spurted and rushed out of her. It was such a bliss. The press room danced before her tossing face. She grit her teeth to keep from screaming out her bliss.

It was so wonderful to cum in her lover's mouth. The President of the United States gulped down her jizz like a slutty whore. It was such a wonderful delight. Juices flooded down her thighs. It was such a naughty thrill. It filled her with such naughty passion.

“President Fierro!” she whimpered.

“...we'll need volunteers, of course, to produce the treatment and spread it to all the futanari we can...” Dr. Catherine was saying as the bliss melted Agent Felicity's mind.

The final spurt of girl-cum fired into the president's mouth. Fierro rose with grace, lips popping off Agent Felicity's futa-cock. Still dizzy from her lust, the secret service agent swayed. The president's arms went around her neck, holding her tight, and kissed her.

The president snowballed cum into Agent Felicity's mouth. She groaned, tasting her own salty jizz. Their tongues danced, passing the futa-spunk back and forth. The secret service agent's dick pressed into the bulge tenting the president's skirt, feeling her own girl-passion aching.

President Fierro broke the kiss. “Mmm, that excited you. I'm going to breed you. Every day, pumping my jizz into your pussy.”

“Yes, Madam President,” Agent Felicity moaned.

“I love when you call me that, linda,” the president said. 

Agent Felicity liked being called linda. It meant pretty girl and made her feel so sexy.  

“But, since I'm going to be fucking your pussy so much after I get the treatment,” the president said, turning Agent Felicity, “your poor asshole might get lonely.”

“We can't have that, Madam President,” groaned the secret service agent, wiggling her hips and rubbing her rump back into the president's bulge while her futa-dick bobbed and swayed in front of her.

The rustle of fabric sliding against skin made the futa-agent shiver. Then the bare press of hard cock into her naked rump made Agent Felicity shiver. Her girl-dick throbbed as the president rubbed the tip of her own cock lower. It probed between the futa-agent's butt-cheeks, precum leaking from the tip. It slid down through the crack until finding Agent Felicity's asshole.

The president reached around to grasp Agent Felicity's cock while pressing on her asshole. The futa-agent groaned at the dual delights. She braced her arms against the wall before her as her president's girl-cock penetrated her bowels.

“Madam President!” she whimpered, back arching, her girl-dick twitching in Fierro's stroking hand. “Yes!”

“Mmm, your asshole is so grateful for my dick, linda,” purred the president, hugging Agent Felicity tight from behind, breasts soft through their clothing. Fierro's cock buried to the hilt in the secret service agent's bowels. “Gonna fuck you hard. I know you want that.” 

“So much, Madam President!”

Agent Felicity groaned louder, her passion partly drowned out by the excited press corps asking Dr. Catherine questions. President Fierro rammed back into the futa-agent's bowels, sending a wave of velvety heat sweeping through her nethers, passing through her cunt, and up the shaft of her futa-dick.

The pressure built at the tip of her wet cock, aided by the stimulating strokes of the president's soft hand. Their clothing rustled as Fierro fucked Agent Felicity faster and faster. The shaft plunged hard and deep into Felicity's bowels, the friction incredible.

Agent Felicity surrendered to the pleasure the president gave her. Such joy billowed through her along with the hot bliss. It suffused her body, filling her up to the brink. Her gasps and moans burst out of her. It made her shudder to be so used.

“Your asshole is so eager for my cum, you naughty futanari,” purred the president. “Just a wicked hermafordita, aren't you?” 

“So wicked!” groaned the agent, her futa-cock throbbing in the president's grip. It filled her with such pleasure. It shot through her.

“Yes, yes, yes!” hissed the futa-president. “Your asshole is going to milk my dick dry. I'm going to spurt so much jizz into you, linda.” 

“Good!”

Agent Felicity clenched her bowels about the thrusting dick, increasing the friction flooding through her body. It sent such rapture through her body. Her cock's tip grew tighter and tighter, the pressure needing to explode out of her. She only needed a little more. A few more strokes of the president's thick dick, a few more pumps of the president's soft hands.

President Fierro's hand stroked up to the tip of the futa-agent's cock at the same time that she plunged to the hilt in Agent Felicity's bowels. The stimulation was too much for the secret service agent. Her president—her lover—gave her such bliss. Such rapture. 

Her futa-cock erupted.

Her bowels spasmed about President Fierro's girl-dick. Pussy juices gushed out of Agent Felicity's convulsing pussy. Her futa-cum painted the wall as the president drew back her cock through the futa-agent's bowels. The stimulation only increased the ecstasy firing through her body.

“Yes, yes, yes!” she hissed, trying not to disturb the press conference.

“My naughty secret service slut!” groaned the futa-president, plunging her cock back into the depths of Agent Felicity's quivering asshole. 

“I am!” she panted, her futa-dick spurting over and over, drenching the wall while her juices flooded down her thighs. She turned her head, peering over her shoulder at her lover. “Always, Madam President!”

Their lips met in a kiss. The president groaned, her dick erupting. Agent Felicity shuddered as her asshole welcomed the president's futa-cum. Such delight surged through the futa-agent. She whimpered into the kiss, loving the president so much.

I am so glad I found you, Agent Felicity thought. She would never say the pain she suffered was worth enduring, but she was glad she survived and found President Fierro's waiting arms at the end of it. 

Agent Felicity would support her president, her lover, with all her soul, as they rebuilt the world and made it into a better place. The futa-aliens thought to enslave mankind, but they didn't count on the passion of two humans.

They may have been created in a lab, Agent Felicity thought as she came down from her orgasmic high, but they are as human as me and Emilana.  


Epilogue: Passion

“What a beautiful speech,” Ally said as she cuddled with her wife, Helen, on their couch in their new home on the slope of Mount St. Helens. The same mountain where Helen was found as a baby. It may have influenced Ally's desire to live here. 

Just a bit.

“It worked,” Ally continued, shaking her head as Dr. Catherine started taking questions about the procedure. “Why didn't she or Dr. Maura tell us?”

Helen shifted.

Ally shot her futa-wife a hard look. She felt the twinge of amusement and guilt dancing in her thoughts. “You knew.”

“They called me a few days ago,” Helen said. “I wanted to hold off telling you until I could believe it myself and for our anniversary next week.”

“Tell me...” Ally's eyes widened. Her eyes flicked down to her lover's naked, flat stomach. For a moment, she could see Helen swollen with a pregnancy, her belly round and ripened, her breasts full and plump with her impending breast milk. “You're not...?”

Helen nodded her head.

“That was that surge of joy I felt from you two days ago!” Ally glared at her. “Helen! Keeping this a secret is something I would do. You're supposed to run and tell me right away.” 

“I wanted to surprise you,” Helen said. “After we had dinner and made love, I was going to whip out a pregnancy test and really floor you.”

“Ooh, that would have been...” Ally's words faltered. “Yeah, that would have been special but...” Her hand shot to Helen's belly, stroking it. “You're really pregnant? With my daughter?”

“Have I been having sex with anyone else?”

“Our toys,” Ally pointed out.

“They're not futas,” Helen said. She glanced over at Shannon and Cassie cuddled up on the other couch, who were watching the pair of futas with joy. “So they don't count. It's really yours, Ally! We're going to have a baby.”

Ally's eyes widened. A wild tremble ran through her. She threw her arms around Helen's neck. She pulled her lover in tight, kissing her hard on the mouth. She pulled her blonde lover onto her lap, her futa-dick swelling into Helen's rump.

It was so exciting. Such joy burst through Ally. A year ago, she was still trapped in her cell, a prisoner of Project STARFALL. And now I'm going to be a mother! The thought swept through her with giddy warmth. Me! I made a baby with Helen! 

She couldn't help the tears that spilled hot down her cheeks as she kissed Helen. It all overwhelmed her. And she could feel that same surge of emotions from her futa-wife. Their minds fuzzed together for a moment, almost uniting into their shared consciousness.

But they avoided it. They didn't ever sink into that any longer. They feared the aliens spying on them. And this is our moment. 

Helen's girl-dick poked into Ally's stomach, precum smearing against her flesh. Ally shuddered, her girl-dick aching and throbbing. She kneaded her wife's rump, squeezing Helen's delicious booty as they kissed, the pleasure swelling and swelling through the redhead.

I have to make love to her! Ally realized. She's the mother of my child. I have to pamper her so much. 

Clutching Helen, their lips still working together, Ally turned them and pressed her futa-wife down onto her back. Ally's futa-dick popped out from beneath Helen and thrust over the blonde futanari. Their dicks came together as Ally settled her weight on her slender spouse, her heavy tits pressing into Helen's firm breasts.

Ally broke the kiss. “Your tits will finally get bigger,” she said. In the background, two sets of feet retreated from the living room. “Just nice and plump.”

“Mmm, but they won't be as big as yours!” Helen said, her blue eyes twinkling behind her glasses.

“Nope,” Ally said. “But I need to enjoy your itty-bitty titties while I can.”

“Definitely.”

Ally's hands cupped her futa-wife's breasts. She squeezed and kneaded the firm mounds before she wiggled herself down her lover's body. Her tits pillowed against Helen's smooth—for now, thought Ally—belly. Her nipples tingled against Helen's flesh, sending delight rippling down to Ally's hot cunt and throbbing futa-dick. 

Licking her lips, the redheaded futanari leaned her head down to capture a pink nipple in her mouth. Helen groaned, her body trembling. Her futa-dick twitched against Ally's stomach. The redhead loved that. Her tongue danced around her lover's nipple, making Helen moan and gasp.

“Yes, yes, you need to love every inch of my breasts,” Helen moaned.

“Uh-huh,” Ally moaned around the pink nub.

She nibbled on it with her lips. She nipped it with her teeth. Then she sucked on it hard. Helen squealed in delight, her body twisting, the tip of her girl-dick sliding up and down Ally's stomach, leaving cooling precum behind. Ally's nipples drank in the movement, inspiring the redhead to suck harder on the blonde's nubs.

Then Ally switched nipples. She engulfed Helen's right one, swallowing the small nub and all of the blonde's areola in a single go. Ally sucked with gusto, her cheeks hollowing. Helen groaned, her face twisting with pleasure.

“Yes, yes, yes, Ally!” Helen moaned. “Oh, that's so wonderful. I love you so much!”

Ally felt the love brimming from her wife, Helen's emotions spilling out of her. The redhead savored the nub throbbing in her mouth. She nibbled and licked it. She batted it with her tongue, watching Helen's face twist and contort.

As Ally's futa-wife squirmed beneath her, smooth stomach caressing Ally's nipples, her excitement mounted. She had to feast on pussy. She had to make her pregnant wife explode. The idea consumed Ally.

I will pamper you so much!

Helen let out a purring moan of delight as Ally slid lower. Her pillowy breasts dragged down Helen's stomach, one nipple popping into Helen's bellybutton. The blonde giggled in delight. Ally smiled, pausing to stir her nub around, her entire upper body moving.

“You spoil me!” Helen moaned.

“I have to take care of my poor, frail, pregnant wife,” Ally said.

“Frail?” Helen asked, arching an eyebrow. “If I'm frail, then you can't fuck me. And I know you want to fuck me, Ally.”

“If I don't make love to you, you'll get frail,” Ally said, winking a green eye at her futa-wife. “Trust me. This will make you erupt. You'll be gasping and moaning. Your body will heave.”

“Yes!” Helen squealed in utter delight. “I want that so badly!”

Ally moved lower, her heavy breasts momentarily engulfing Helen's dick before the redhead settled down for her goal: the blonde's furred muff. Ally stared at the golden curls glistening with Helen's juices. The spicy musk filled Ally's nose.

Groaning, she buried her face into her lover's cunt. She fluttered her tongue up and down through Helen's snatch, gathering up the spicy cream. The flavor melted on Ally's tongue. She groaned, squeezing her eyes shut as she loved this delight.

Her hand stroked up and down Helen's futa-dick, pumping hard and fast. Her tongue fluttered deep into Helen's pussy, stirring around in her. It made her groan and gasp. Her back arched. Her moans echoed through their living room. 

“Yes, yes, yes, Ally!” Helen moaned. “Lick my pussy! You bred that pussy! You put a baby in me!”

Ally groaned, overwhelmed by that idea as she thrust her tongue deep into Helen's spicy depths.

“Yes, yes, yes! It was so much fun making a baby with you!” Helen moaned, her futa-dick throbbing and twitching. “We'll have one of the first new futa-daughters born to humanity! The future, Ally! We made the future!”

The redhead groaned. She grasped Helen's thick girl-dick, pumping up and down the shaft as she feasted with such eagerness. She fluttered her tongue through her futa-wife's hot depths. She savored the flavor of the cream, loved how it spilled down her chin to her throat. So much excitement brimmed in her wife.

Ally could feel it, that building, swelling rapture. The ball of ecstasy growing in Helen.

The redhead fueled it. She jerked Helen's cock faster and nibbled on Helen's labia. The redhead feasted on Helen's pussy with as much passion as possible. Her hand flew up and down Helen's girl-dick, making her squirm and gasp. It was so hot. She would explode.

Ally couldn't wait.

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Helen. “Oh, Ally! That's so good. My cock! My pussy! Ooh, I can feel how much you love me.”

So much! I'm so glad we didn't destroy each other! But came together!

Helen's futa-dick pulsed in Ally's stroking hand, throbbing to the beat of the blonde's heart. Ally reveled in that as her tongue lapped up and down Helen's snatch. The redhead feasted on spicy cream, her own cunt on fire.

She ignored her snatch. Her girl-dick. She concentrated her all on pleasing Helen. On making the blonde futanari cum. Ally squeezed her eyes shut for a moment, her entire body trembling with need while her arm burned from the strain of fisting her lover's girl-dick.

“Ally!” squealed Helen. “Oh, Ally! I'm... I'm going to... Yes!”

Spicy juices bathed Ally's mouth. Hot cum fired from Helen's dick. Ally watched as the jizz splattered her lover's small tits, bathing those little cones with pearly spunk. Some landed on Helen's face, the blonde's tongue flying out to sweep her own pearly jizz off her lips.

Ally shuddered, her hand fisting up and down Helen's girl-dick, squeezing out every drop of cum brimming in the blonde's ovaries. The redhead's tongue lapped up the spicy cream, reveling in the flavor. In pleasing her futa-wife.

She felt the joy bursting through her wife. The rapture surging into Helen's mind. The redhead reveled in it even as her own girl-dick begged to explode. Her own pussy ached for stimulation. She wanted to bury into Helen so badly.

“Then do it!” Helen moaned. “Just fuck my pussy! My pregnant pussy!”

Ally shuddered, knowing Helen felt her aching need. “I will! So hard!”

“I know!” Helen said. “You do everything with your entire heart! Your entire being, Ally! Never hold back!”

Smiling, Ally rose up her lover. Her heavy tits swayed as she crawled up her lover's body. Her large boobs pressed into Helen's jizz-coated breasts. The cum felt so naughty between them as Ally lined up her girl-dick at Helen's snatch.

Ally buried into her wife.

Such joy rushed through the redhead as she buried into the hot, silky hole. Her eyes widened. A big smile crossed her face. She had bred this pussy. She had impregnated the trembling futanari beneath her. It sent such a heady thrill through Ally, electrifying her entire body.

“I know!” Helen said, her blue eyes brimming with emotion. “I know! We made a baby!”

“Yes!” Ally gasped, her clit-dick sinking to the hilt in Helen's hot depths. “And we'll make one in me, too.”

Helen grinned. “Yes, we will.”

Ally kissed her lover, seasoned by spicy pussy and salty cum. Ally shuddered, her hips moving, working her girl-dick in and out of Helen's pussy while the blonde's futa-cock throbbed between them. Ally shuddered, every movement teasing the tip of her girl-dick.

It brought her closer and closer to her eruption. She drank it in. Her hips thrust away, plunging her shaft in and of that wonderful hole again and again. It sent such a heady thrill through her. A rush of passion that would see her drown in an eternity of rapture. It would make her explode. And she couldn't wait for that dizzying delight to sweep through her body.

It would be so wonderful. Ally kissed her futa-wife harder, faster. Her tongue danced as her girl-cock slid in and out of that bred, silky pussy. Helen's flesh clenched around the redhead's thrusting dick, the friction driving her to thrust with more and more force.

“Oh, Ally, yes!” Helen groaned, breaking the kiss. “Ooh, you're going to make me explode again! You're so good at it!”

“It's a skill I want to master,” Ally moaned, her ass clenching as she drove her girl-dick harder and deeper into Helen.

“I'll make sure you get lots of chances to practice,” Helen said, her hips bucking, meeting Ally's thrusts.

Helen's girl-dick shifted between their bellies. Ally loved that firmness pressing into her as much as Helen's perky tits and hard nipples. Everywhere Ally touched Helen felt incredible. Their skin caressed. Their nipples brushed. Helen's hands stroked up and down the redhead's back, fueling her passion.

Ally's pussy grew hotter and hotter. She clenched every time she thrust into her wife's pregnant twat. The silky delight rippled bliss down Ally's girl-dick. She groaned, stars dancing before her eyes as the pressure swelled at the tip of her girl-dick.

“I need it,” Helen groaned. “I need your cum spilling into me! And you need it, too!”

“I do,” Ally said, a big grin on her face. “Just keep working those hips and... yes, yes, do that! I like that!”

Helen giggled and squeezed her pussy about Ally's dick as the redhead thrust in hard. Pleasure rippled down Ally's dick to her hot cunt. To her ovaries. They bubbled with futa-jizz aching to erupt into Helen's silky depths.

Every thrust. Every moment. Every whimper Helen made. It all built Ally's pleasure faster and faster. Her hips thrust with an almost frantic rhythm as the ache became an explosive need. She couldn't control herself any longer. She plunged her girl-dick into Helen's depths.

Erupted.

“Helen!” gasped Ally as the pleasure exploded inside of her.

A mighty detonation of rapture went off in the depths of Ally's cunt. Her pussy convulsed, flesh writhing. Juices gushed out of her. Her futa-seed spurted into Helen's bred pussy, flooding the blonde with so much cum.

“Yes, yes, yes!” gasped Ally.

“Ooh, my Ally!” groaned Helen, her body trembling beneath Ally. “That's... Yes!”

Helen joined Ally in rapture.

As Ally's futa-cum pumped into Helen's spasming pussy, the blonde's girl-dick erupted. Cum spurted between the two futanari, their bodies pressed tight. Ally shuddered, reveling in the heat spilling up to her breasts, the salty scent of girl-spunk filling the air. Stars burst across her vision as her orgasm intensified.

She kissed Helen, her mind melting beneath the rapture. It was incredible. It drowned her in so many sensations. She was buffeted from side to side by the sensations flowing through her body. She whimpered and groaned, drifting on a sea of passion. It spilled through her. Over her.

It consumed her. And it consumed her futa-wife.

They whimpered and moaned together. They held each other. Such joy burst inside of Ally as her orgasm peaked. She clung to her pregnant futa-wife, united with her as fully as two people could be. They had saved the world.

And they had saved each other.

Ally trembled atop Helen, so glad that the blonde beneath her had so much love in her that she broke free of Ariz'ana's love. That she escaped the programming lying hidden in her very DNA. While Helen was influenced by her genes, she wasn't a slave to them. She had made a choice that went against her instinct.

She's amazing, Ally thought. I'm so lucky she never stopped loving me. 

~ ~~ ~

Helen shivered beneath her futa-wife, staring up at her, their bodies melted together. She reveled in the hard girl-dick buried in her pregnant pussy. I'm pregnant with Ally's daughter, danced through her mind along with a giddy thrill. 

Helen broke the kiss. “Mmm, this was nice, too. The anniversary would have been nicer but...”

Ally grinned. “This was perfect. Besides, we made love in our dreams long before you saved me from Project STARFALL.”

Helen smiled. “You took my dream cherry.”

“You took my real cherry,” Ally said, nuzzling her nose against Helen.

The blonde futanari shuddered. “I did.” She sighed. “A year... I can't believe it. Where does the time go?”

“Orgies,” Ally said. “How many hours did you lose in orgies the last year?”

Helen smiled. “True.” Then she sighed. “But I haven't done an orgy in two months. Unlike you.”

“You volunteered for the drug.” Ally rubbed her nose against Helen's, making the blonde smile. “You wanted to get preggers.” 

“Preggers? You are learning so many weird words.”

“I have to make up for all those years I lost in my cell,” Ally said.

Helen sighed. The military made her think of other unpleasant thoughts. “Do you think... the aliens will really stay away?”

“Yeah. We scared them.” Ally grinned. “I bet they were pissing themselves.”

Helen squirmed, her stomach twisting. “What does it say about our species, Ally, that we survived because we're so violent?”

Ally bit her lip. Her green eyes grew distant for a moment. “Not violent, Helen. Passionate. It's in all of us. That drive that lets us survive, lets us fight for whom we love. It's what brought humans out of the stone age. Put us into space. But it's also what led us to hurt each other. To harm each other. To put me in a cell for most of my life.” 

“Ally,” Helen whispered, feeling the pain washing through her.

“But it was that same passion that led Dr. Catherine to fixing the futanari sterility problem and...” Now joy rippled out of Ally and flooded Helen's mind. Ally grinned and continued, “It was that same passion that let us create a baby. Me and you, Helen! Uniting in one body!

“This passion just has to be channeled into the right place. It has to be used in the proper way.”

Ally stared down into Helen's eyes. The blonde trembled, feeling an intense wave of emotion surging from her futa-wife.

“That passion let you break free of Ariz'ana, Helen. So it's a good thing the world has you,” Ally said. “You can help the rest of us channel our passion to where it belongs.”

Helen quivered. “I couldn't have done it without a reason. So... we'll do it together, Ally?”

“Together.”

The two futanari, sent to Earth to change it, embraced. They had unleashed their passion upon the human race. Neither knew where that boundless energy would take their species, but Helen knew that they would, together, help guide humanity towards something better.

The END
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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)! 


Other Works by Reed James

Check out Reed James's catalog of hot, sexy erotica on Amazon! If you like cheating wives, swinging couples, futanari, or sexy lesbians, the there is a steamy erotica for you! 

The Futanari Chronicles (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Gender Swap, SciFi) 

Futa's Passionate Awakening 

Futa's Passion Spreads 

Futa’s Passion Explodes 

Futa's Passionate Plans 

Futa's Passions Erupts 

Wicked Futa Succubus (Futa-on-Female, Futa-on-Futa, Succubus, College) 

Naughty Succubus Fun 

Devouring Innocent Passion 

Double Succubi Delight 

Futa Angel's Bride 

Futa Succubi Menage 

Futa Dominates the Lesbian 

Futa Succubus's Sinful Tryst 

Futa Angel's Coed Temptation 

Exorcising the Futa Succubus 

Futa Succubus's Nubile Harem 

Sorority's Cherry Delight 

Angelic Bride's Sinful Desires 

Futa and the Naughty Angel 

Futa's Throbbing Love 

Wicked Futa Succubi 

Haunted by the Futa Ghost (Futa-on-Futa, Ghost, Virgin, Coed) 

Ghostly Futa Passion 

Futa Desire Unleashed 

Futa Ghost Menage 

The Futa Shrine Maiden 

Gender-Swapped Voyeurism 

Futa's Gender-Swapped Lover 

Haunting the Futa Ghost 

Futa-Ghost's Lush Hungers 

Futanari Takes Her Rival 

Naughty Futa Contest 

Ghostly Inflamed Passions 

Pleasing the Futa Ghost 

Possessed by the Futa Ghost 

Futa Ghost's Naughty Memories 

Futa Ghost's Naughty Exorcism 

The Futa Fairy (Futa-on-Female, Wishes, Taboo) 

Deidre's Forbidden Wish (Futa's Taboo Wish 1) 

Deidre's Taboo Passion (Futa's Taboo Wish 2) 

Deidre's Naughty Spanking (Futa's Taboo Wish 3) 

Cassandra's MILF Desire (Futa's Hot MILF Wish 1) 

Cassandra's Futa Problem (Futa's Hot MILF Wish 2) 

Cassandra's Futa Party (Futa's Hot MILF Wish 3) 

Kimmie's Futa Surprise (Futa's Exhibitionist Wish 1) 

Kimmie's Futa Cheer (Futa's Exhibitionist Wish 2) 

Kimmie's Futa Show (Futa's Exhibitionist Wish 3) 

Ms. Marcie's Coed Desire (Futa Teacher's Naughty Wish 1) 

Ms. Marcie's Taboo Lesson (Futa Teacher's Naughty Wish 2) 

Ms. Marcie Shows Off (Futa Teacher's Naughty Wish 3) 

Officer Cindy's Naughty Speeder (Futa Cop's Wild Wish 1) 

Officer Cindy's Public Fun (Futa Cop's Wild Wish 2) 

Officer Cindy's Hot Suspect (Futa Cop's Wild Wish 3) 

Dr. Rita's Futa Desire (Futa Doctor's Hot Wish 1) 

Dr. Rita's Futa Medicine (Futa Doctor's Hot Wish 2) 

Dr. Rita's Naughty Healing (Futa Doctor's Hot Wish 3) 

Ms. Kim's Futa Solution (Futa's Hot Boss Wish 1) 

Ms. Kim's Futa Motivation (Futa's Hot Boss Wish 2) 

Ms. Kim's Futa Reward (Futa's Hot Boss Wish 3) 

Mrs. Fatima’s Forbidden Desire (Futa MILF’s Harem Wish 1) 

Mrs. Fatima’s Taboo Fun (Futa MILF’s Harem Wish 2) 

Mrs. Fatima’s Fertile Harem (Futa MILF’s Harem Wish 3) 

Keily's Futa Gift (Futa’s Forbidden Wish 1) 

Keily’s Futa Menage (Futa’s Forbidden Wish 2) 

Keily's Futa Surprise (Futa's Forbidden Wish 3) 

Becca's Hot Interview (Futa Reporter's Wicked Wish 1) 

Becca's Naughty Promos (Futa Reporter's Wicked Wish 2) 

Becca's Wild Talk Show (Futa Reporter's Wicked Wish 3) 

Deidre & Keily's Taboo Love (Futa Fairies' Naughty Game 1) 

Ms. Marcie & Kimmie's Naughty Lesson (Futa Fairies’ Naughty Game 2) 

Dr. Rita & Officer Cindy's Fairy Romps (Futa Fairies' Naughty Game 3) 

Becca & Kimmie's Bondage Fun (Futa Fairies' Naughty Game 4) 

Mrs. Fatima & Cassie's Surprising Delight (Futa Fairies' Naughty Game 5) 

Futa Magical Girl (Futa-on-Female, Tentacles, Monster) 

Futa Magical Powers Awaken 

Futa's Magical Passion 

Magical Girl Passion 

Magical Futa Transformation 

Futa Tentacle Delight 

Magical Girl's Naughty Memories 

Futa's Magical Delight 

Futa Queen’s Naughty Deal 

Magical Girl’s Hot Futa Menage 

Futa Magical Girl's Promise 

Futa Magical Girl's Passion 

Futa Magical Girl’s Heart 

The Naughty Space Adventures of the Futa Captain (Futa-on-Female, Alien, SciFi) 

Futa's Naughty Diplomacy 

Futa's Sultry Mission 

Futa's Hot Plan 

Amish Futas (Futa-on-Feamle, Futa-on-Futa, Succubus, Sinful) 

Amish Girl's Futa Delight 1: Beth's Futa Dream 

Amish Girl's Futa Delight 2: Beth's Futa Transformation 

Amish Girl's Futa Delight 3: Beth's Futa Discovery 

Amish Wife's Futa Passion 1: Iris's Futa Affair 

Amish Wife's Futa Passion 2: Iris's Futa Exploration 

Amish Wife's Futa Passion  3: Iris's Futa Menage 

Amish Wife's Futa Rapture 1: Penelope's Futa Temptation 

Amish Wife's Futa Rapture 2: Penelope's Futa Seduction 

Amish Wife's Futa Rapture 3: Penelope's Futa Marital Bliss 

Amish Girl's Futa Surprise 1: Ester's Futa Delight 

Amish Girl's Futa Surprise 2: Ester's Futa Discipline 

Amish Girl's Futa Surprise 3: Ester's Futa Spanking 

Amish Bride's Futa Ecstasy 1: Eleanor's Futa Desire 

Amish Bride's Futa Ecstasy 2: Eleanor's Gender-Swap Desire 

Amish Bride's Futa Ecstasy 3: Eleanor's Futa Discovery 

Amish MilF's Futa Domination 1: Catherine's Futa Freedom 

Amish MILF's Futa Domination 2: Catherine's Futa Fun 

Amish MILF's Futa Domination 3: Catherine's Futa Seduction 

Amish Girl's Futa Submission 1: Victoria's Futa Surrender 

Amish Girl's Futa Submission 2: Victoria's Futa Display 

Amish Girl's Futa Submission 3: Victoria's Futa Comfort 

Amish Bride's Futa Discovery 1: Amy's Futa Delights 

Amish Bride's Futa Discovery 2: Amy's Futa Discovery 

Amish Bride's Futa Discovery 3: Amy's Futa Future 

The World's First Futa (Futa-on-Female, Breeding, Exhibitionism) 

Transformed into a Futa 1: Futa's First Time 

Transformed into a Futa 2: Futa's First Taboo Menage 

Transformed into a Futa 3: Futa's First MILF 

Futa's Wild Day 1: Futa's First Teacher 

Futa's Wild Day 2: Futa's First Medical Exam 

Futa's Wild Day 3: Futa's First Wild Party 

Futa's Big Surprise 1: Futa's First Hot Surprise 

Futa's Big Surprise 2: Futa's First Fertile Hot Wife 

Futa's Big Surprise 3: Futa's First Naughty Sorority Party 

Futa's College Cheer 1: Futa's First Naughty Practice 

Futa's College Cheer 2: Futa's First Naughty Pep Talk 

Futa's College Cheer 3: Futa's First Wild Cheer 

Futa's Public Delight 1: Futa's First Wild Ride 

Futa's Public Delight 2: Futa's First Naughty Trick 

Futa's Public Delight 3: Futa's First Naughty Live Interview 

Futa's Beauty Pageant 1: Futa's First Naughty Pageant 

Futa's Beauty Pageant 2: Futa's First Sultry Decision 

Futa's Beauty Pageant 3: Futa's First Naughty Award 

Futa's Naughty Hitchhiking 1: Futa's First Innocent Deilght 

Futa's Naughty Hitchhiking 2: Futa's First Sinful Deilght 

Futa's Naughty Hitchhiking 3: Futa's First Passionate Ritual 

Futa's Wedding Delight 1: Futa's First Naughty Reunion 

Futa's Wedding Delight 2: Futa's First Naughty Wedding 

Futa's Wedding Delight 3: Futa's First Sultry Bride 

Futa's Naughty Job: Futa's First Hot Game Show 

Futa Makeup Transformation (Futa-On-Female, Gender-Swap, Taboo, Orgy) 

Futanari Lipstick Surprise 

Gender-Swap Cologne Surprise 

Reporter's Taboo Interview 
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“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”

Check out his Amazon Author Page, follow him on twitter @NLPublications, like him on Facebook, and visit his blog where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks. 


Table of Contents

Chapter One: Support Futa Style

Chapter Two: Lingering Scars

Chapter Three: Presidential Passion

Chapter Four: Love's End

Chapter Five: Ariz'ana's Shortcut

Chapter Six: Isabel's Passion

Chapter Seven: Collecting Jizz

Chapter Eight: Atomized Cum

Chapter Nine: Choice

Chapter Ten: Radical Medical Procedure

Chapter Eleven: Nervous Distractions

Chapter Twelve: Infiltration

Chapter Thirteen: Fallen Eagle

Chapter Fourteen: Going South

Chapter Fifteen: Flight

Chapter Sixteen: Plans for Tomorrow

Chapter Seventeen: Landing

Chapter Eighteen: Mistake

Chapter Nineteen: Thirty Minutes

Chapter Twenty: Losing the Initiative

Chapter Twenty-One: Contact

Chapter Twenty-Two: 13-L

Chapter Twenty-Three: Multiple Mistresses

Chapter Twenty-Four: Choice

Chapter Twenty-Five: Broken Shackles

Chapter Twenty-Six: Contact

Chapter Twenty-Seven: Fading Scars

OEBPS/image_8.jpg





