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Futa Ranch: Krystal




Prologue






By most astrological accounts the arrival of
Johnson-Dalton 6 was a non-event. By the time it neared Earth it
was a comet that was predicted to finish breaking up in the
atmosphere over a mostly deserted area in Siberia. Beyond providing
new materials to be studied, it didn’t receive much attention.

The day of the event, the comet managed to
hold together longer than predicted, before hitting the troposphere
and breaking into a number of small fragments over Siberia.

The first futanari appeared two weeks later.
A young woman in South Korea discovered a swelling just above the
split of her vaginal lips. Within a week her swelling developed
into an average sized cock. A week later, it was large enough to
make any porn star proud. The additional hormones kicked her sex
drive into overdrive.

By two months, futanari were appearing
across the world. There was no rhyme or reason to the pattern;
scientists theorized that a dormant gene had been activated, but
they were long from knowing which gene it could have been.

Most people quickly accepted and became
indifferent to the appearance of the futas, in particular since
they could typically blend into the crowd with the clever use of
dress. There were those that became obsessed with the young futas,
lusting for them and craving for the chance to serve their sexual
needs. And there were those that hated and despised the young ones,
claiming it was a strike from God for their wanton ways, even if
the women chosen may have been virgins prior to their change.

Futa Ranch was started by Miss Anna, a futa
herself, who converted her home nestled in the Ruby mountains into
a home for fellow futa. In order to fund the home, she turned to a
futa’s favorite pastime, sex.

This is the story of one of the ranch’s
occupants.






**********











Krystal looked up at the glitzy sign,
reminiscent of the neon lights of Las Vegas, now a bus ride and
short taxi trip behind her. She let her eyes glance back towards
the road only to catch the dust kicked up from the taxi speeding
away. Her eyes blinked several times till a tear could shed away
the dust.

“Asshole,” she muttered under her breath
before turning back towards the building. With a sigh, she shrugged
the tattered duffle bag further onto her slender shoulder and took
the first tentative steps up the polished, deep red stained, wooden
steps and across the porch towards the door. Her teeth gently
tugged her lower lip between them, gently gnawing on it as she let
herself have the feeling of choice. Not that she had many other
options, at least not anymore. Her ebony hand reached up to gently
rap knuckles upon the door before she stepped back and quietly
hoped that no one would answer her knock.

A few moments later she heard the smooth
sound of the deadbolt being unlocked. A redhead stuck her head out
the door, her eyes screwing shut for a moment while she adjusted to
the morning sunlight.

“We’re closed until noon. There is a lovely
diner just down the road if you’d like to have a brunch while you
wait. The sausage gravy is quite lovely.” The redhead began to shut
the door.

Krystal’s hands balled up, tight enough that
she could feel her nails begin to dig into the palms of her hands.
“I..I’m here about the job,” she stammered, “Miss Anna is expecting
me.”

The redhead paused and slowly opened one
blue eye, then the second. She glanced over Krystal, then slowly,
more deliberately looked her over, her eyes ending with staring
just below Krystal’s belt. The stare drew a pang of anxiety through
Krystal’s body, but she kept her mouth shut having long ago gotten
used to the stares/ With a little sigh, the redhead straightened up
and pushed the door further open. “You’re a bit earlier then I’d
expected.”

“The cab driver was a lead foot,” Krystal
replied in an apologetic tone. When the door was open just enough,
she pulled the duffle bag further onto her shoulder and slipped
into the building.

While the woman closed the door behind her,
Krystal let her dark eyes look about the building. The ceiling to
the foyer rose the three stories of the building, with a large,
glass chandelier hanging down the middle of the room. The building
was styled as a large log cabin, that seemed to try to build on the
Ruby mountain range, and yet still felt gaudy and out of place.
What did she know though, it was Krystal coming in to beg for a job
after all. That and the building smelled of sex, reeked of it as if
it was soaked into the fibers of the log beams themselves.

“The rest of the house is most likely
asleep, getting ready for breakfast, or…otherwise occupied,” the
woman said as she locked the front door, “Business hours aren’t
until noon, unless a guest stayed overnight.”

Krystal nodded, her eyes still looking
around until she realized the woman had stopped alongside her. She
slowly turned her head and took in the woman, noting she was
dressed just in a fluffy, white robe and a pair of fuzzy, bunny
slippers.

“Oh,” Krystal said softly, “Did I wake
you?”

“I didn’t have any customers last night, so
Anna asked me to take the morning shift. Care for a cup of coffee?
And put your bag next to the couch, Anna won’t be up for a couple
of hours so you may as well make yourself comfortable,” she paused,
“And that does mean comfortable in clothes, too.”

Krystal paused a moment, then shook her head
before stepping over to the couch and gently lowering the duffle
bag alongside the side. “Coffee would be great. Thank you. Umm, I
haven’t caught your name?”

“It’s Melissa, and the coffee is in the room
behind the receptionist desk. I already have one.” She nodded
towards the mug sitting next to a tablet on an end table next to a
recliner.

By the time that Krystal came back,
clutching the steaming mug of caffeine between her hands, Melissa
was by the recliner. Krystal paused as she watched the woman
unfasten the tie of her robe and let the material fall open.
Freckled shoulders soon came into view as the robe fell about
Melissa’s waist, then was whisked away to be hung upon a coat
hook.

“Didn’t want to give a future guest a free
show,” Melissa commented when she saw the look on Krystal’s face at
her nude form. She turned about and settled into the recliner,
quickly pulling the lever to bring up the foot rest.

Krystal just nodded as she drank in the
woman, the freckling down her collarbone and dipping into her ample
cleavage. The pink capped, full breasts. Her soft cock, draped over
her right thigh and the puffy, pussy lips peeking out from between
toned thighs. She could feel a twitch within her pants, reminding
her that it had been a few hours since she’d allowed herself the
relief in the restroom at the bus stop. She swallowed down the
anticipation in her throat and chased it with a sip of coffee, then
quickly rushed herself over to the couch, leaning over her waist in
hopes of hiding the growing bulge of her jeans.

Melissa’s lips curled into a devilish smile.
“There is nothing to be ashamed of here hun. Not a single resident
here wouldn’t be able to sympathize with your needs.” Her fingers
wrapped around her mug and brought it up to her lips for a sip, her
eyes gazing over at Krystal just above the rim. “For many, the need
is why they are here.”

Krystal took another sip of the coffee,
nodding her head just slightly as she did her best to suppress the
stirring. “I uh,” she sighed, “No, I’m not here because of
that.”

The red hair bobbed slightly as Melissa
nodded and took one more sip of her coffee. “And yet, I doubt you’d
mind the benefits of being a resident.”

Krystal could feel the warmth fill her
cheeks, tinging them a shade darker. Her eyes closed as she sought
to hide her embarrassment with her mug. She couldn’t help the
squirm as her thighs gently rubbed against each other and the
swelling against her jeans began to ache.

Pink lips curled into a grin as Melissa
watched the young woman squirm. “You’re a newbie to all of this,
aren’t you hunny? Have you even been with another like us? Or
another person since you took this form?”

“No…” was all Krystal managed to squeak
out.

“A newbie.” Her grin spread a little wider.
“Don’t be embarrassed, it’s natural. Some are just too embarrassed
about their blessings.”

“Natural!? Blessings!!?” Krystal paused as
she realized she was about to snap. Her body shook as the emotions
of the last couple of months came to a head. Tears began to well
within her eyes as she recalled the names her ex-boyfriend had
called her and the shunning her Baptist parents had given her after
chasing her from her birth home.

“Hunny,” Melissa purred softly, “Did you
have surgery for this? Take medication for it?”

“No…”

“Then it’s natural as far as I’m concerned.”
She gave a little smile. “Now, come on, you’ve been getting a good
eyeful of me, would you mind returning the favor?”

Krystal could feel her cheeks burn hotter at
the request. Anger abated as a rush of hormones and a twitch of her
cock brought to the realization that someone actually wanted her to
enjoy her body. Her fingers brought the mug down to rest and came
to the hem of her t-shirt before pausing.

“Not getting shy now, are we? You’re going
to have to strip for Anna anyways, so what’s a little earlier?”

She let a sigh slip from her dark lips and
ran her pink tongue against them, moistening them just
slightly.

“Besides, tight jeans are not a futa girl’s
best friend, ya know?”

Another soft sigh and nod. “No, they
aren’t.”

“Which is why the standard wear around here
is robes, if you’re not into just being nude.”

An eyebrow slowly raised up. “So, you’re
just asking me to get into uniform?” Teeth played a little with her
bottom lip.

Melissa’s cheeks dimpled. “That’s exactly
what I’m suggesting.”

“Well, far be it for me to not comply.”
Krystal’s hands slipped down to the bottom of her shirt.

Two red eyebrows raised just slightly; it
never ceased to amaze Melissa to see what motivated people and how
best to break down their walls. Almost as much fun as stretching
them. Almost.

Krystal gently pulled off her shirt, showing
off her deep purple bra, before turning and folding the shirt
neatly and placing it upon the duffle bag. Moments later her jeans
joined the shirt, putting her white panties on display, the front
stretched at the max to hold in her cock. She drew in as deep a
breath as she could, before letting the clasp of her bra come apart
and her shoulders to shrug the material forwards. Her thumbs hooked
her panties and quickly tugged them down, letting her semi-hard
cock bounce a little in the open air.

Operating on hormones and desire, she didn’t
say a word, but instead let her body do a quick pirouette for
Melissa’s eyes, then take her over to the recliner in several short
steps. Her knees buckled, dropping her down close enough to let her
nose fill with the musky scent of pussy and cock awaiting her.

Krystal’s tongue slowly slid over her lips
as she looked at Melissa’s cock. Her hand tremored as she reached
over and gently grasped the warm skin and lifted the woman’s member
off of her thigh to let the tip enter her mouth. Her tongue softly
traced over the head of the cock, taking in Melissa’s flavor while
bathing her in the vibrations of her soft moans.

She’d only held a cock in her mouth a few
times, when her boyfriend had coerced her into giving him head.
This time was different though, the sweet, feminine smell of
Melissa’s arousal sharply contrasting with her ex-boyfriends’ musky
scent. As Melissa swelled within her grip and mouth, she began to
realize that much like herself, Melissa was much better endowed
than her boyfriend had been. The head of her cock began to fill
Krystal’s mouth, pushing her jaw open as far as it would go. With a
pop, she let it slip from her mouth.

“Oh…God,” she moaned, “It’s just as big as
mine.”

“Something like that.” Melissa grinned and
slid forwards till she was sitting on the edge of the recliner.
“How about you and I trade places? Then I can give you a lesson in
sucking cock.”

Krystal just nodded slowly and stood up,
waiting till she could scooch back onto the recliner. Her teeth
nervously chewed on her bottom lip as she watched the woman kneel
before her. Her cock stood swollen and proud and when Melissa’s
hand wrapped around it, appeared to dwarf the woman. She could only
look on in awe as lust filled Melissa’s gaze seconds before a pink
tongue slipped out to run from the base of Krystal’s cock to the
tip and back down again.

Melissa took her time, slowly licking over
Krystal’s cock, bathing her in a shiny layer of spit. Only when she
was satiated with her task did she let a hand take a firm grip of
the girl’s thick cock and begin to slowly pump the shaft while her
attentions turned towards the soft, spongey head. She let her
tongue loll about the head, taking her time, letting the tip tickle
the underside and tease the little slit at the tip.

Her lips pressed softly against the tip,
giving it a gentle kiss, before parting to grant the head of
Krystal’s cock entrance to her mouth. For a few moments she gently
suckled, her tongue swirling lightly on the underside of the head
as she just listened to the moans pouring from the girl’s full,
pouty, lips. With a gentle pop she let the cock slip free from her
mouth.

“First time getting blown, honey?”

Krystal nodded slowly, bringing a little
smile to Melissa’s lips.

“Then tell me what else you’ve done while I
continue to give this cock an introduction to the world of oral
sex.” Melissa worked her jaw lightly as she stroked Krystal’s cock,
watching the foreskin slide over the head, then pull back slowly.
Once she felt adequately loosened up, she leaned forwards and let
the head again enter her mouth.

“Uh, oh, fuck me that feels damned good.
Well, uh, I had one boyfriend and two one-night stands. Sucked my
boyfriend off a few times, but he really preferred to fuck. He
never ate my pussy.” Her hands clenched into the arms of the
recliner as Melissa began to work her way down her shaft. “Uh,
where was I? Oh right. Um, sucked both one-night stands, but
neither to completion. One did finger my ass a little, but we
didn’t have enough lube for anal. Nothing. Nothing since this
happened.” She indicated her cock, currently half way down
Melissa’s throat.

“Mmm,” was all Melissa could respond while
she focused on the task at hand. She had a feeling that Krystal
wouldn’t last much longer, else she would seriously consider
letting the cock go all the way down, but for now she figured half
way was more than enough. Already she could feel the little
twitches of the girl’s hips as they threatened to try to thrust, to
bury that cock as deep as they could. Her hands wrapped around the
base of Krystal’s cock, then started to pump her shaft, slowly at
first till she found the girl’s threshold, then rapidly as she
worked to pull the first orgasm free.

As Melissa felt Krystal’s cock swell as she
reached her boiling point, the redhead pulled her head back till
her mouth was empty, aimed Krystal’s cock at her voluptuous chest,
and began to pump the dark shaft for all she was worth. Her thumbs,
pressed against the underside of the shaft, felt the force of the
cum push up through the shaft. Moments later, Melissa felt that cum
splash upon her chest and throat. She pumped the cock hard, milking
it till the spurts became little dribbles out the tip. Without a
second thought, she leaned in to lick the dribbles of cum, her
tongue wiggling in the little slit.

“Mm, good to the last drop,” Melissa said
with a giggle.

Krystal just sat in the chair, her chest
heaving with excitement, her eyes wide with awe at the display that
the redhead had just put on.

“And I’m going to learn to do that?” she
asked, eagerly.

“Among other things.” Melissa rolled her
tongue over her lips. “How to effectively use that lovely cock of
yours. Anal, as I’ll assume you’re a virgin there.”

Krystal gave her a slow nod as her eyes went
wide. “Anal? As in your cock in my ass?”

“Mhm. I think you’ll find it goes much
easier than it looks.”

She just nodded slowly as her eyes locked
onto Melissa’s swollen cock. “Perhaps, pussy first?”

“Offering?”

“Begging.”

“That’s more like it,” Melissa purred as she
rose up from the floor, her right hand falling to wrap around the
base of the shaft.

“I thought I smelled sex in the air,” came a
voice.

Melissa giggled as she stroked the bottom
half of her cock. “Hun, you know as well as I do that this place
always smells like sex.”

“True, a well-deserved smell I would think.”
The figure stepped into the foyer and leaned against the reception
desk, her eyes glancing about the scene before her, then at the
tattered duffle with the clothes laid upon it. Her gaze returned to
look over Krystal. “I’ll take it that you’re the new girl.”

Krystal felt her cheeks begin to burn again
as she slowly nodded. “Yes, ma’am.”

“Good, good. Better to get here during the
off hours. It can get rather busy in here. Keeps the janitors busy,
that’s for sure. Anyways, we hammered out most of the details over
e-mail, you can fill out the paperwork that requires signatures
later, say tomorrow. We’ll put you on a one-week trial with Melissa
as your mentor, since you’ve already taken a shine to her. Any
questions?”

“Um,” she paused to take it all in, “Where
should I put my belongings?”

“Melissa’s room for now. If you work out
fine, then you’ll have your own room.” Anna leaned her arms
backwards, stretching them out. The robe she was dressed in raised
up, putting the head of her cock on display. “Now, if there’s
nothing else pressing at the moment, I believe you were in the
midst of begging?”

Krystal blinked her eyes several times to
pull her gaze away from the flaccid cock and looked at Melissa, who
was currently slowly stroking her own cock. Her teeth gently tugged
at her bottom lip as she pondered the moment, then slowly a grin
crossed over her face.

“Oh, woe is me. Won’t anyone turn me into
the wanton slut I need to be?” Krystal paused at the silliness,
noted the grin on Melissa’s face, and turned to Anna. “To fill me
with two cocks at once and pump me full of their cum?”

“Daring one, aren’t we?” Anna asked with a
chuckle. “I suppose I could lend a hand this morning.” She undid
the sash to her robe and let the material fall to the floor.
Quickly she stepped out of it and towards Krystal, her hand
reaching down to lift her cock up and towards the girl’s mouth.
“Just hope you haven’t bitten off more than you can suck.”

“One way to find out.” Krystal parted her
lips, rolled her tongue over them to lube them with saliva, and
reached out to guide Anna’s cock to her mouth. As her tongue began
to roll over the head, she felt the tip of Melissa’s cock begin to
rub against her sopping wet folds, then easily part them as the
redhead began to fill her needy pussy with cock. She could feel
hands come to her thighs, holding them apart as the woman began to
work her cock within Krystal’s walls.

“Goddess, she’s tight,” Melissa moaned as
she pushed the head of her cock in, then felt Krystal’s pussy grasp
tightly upon her shaft. She was savoring her time with the new
futa, knowing full well that before the week was up the girl was
going to be a hot commodity.

Anna grinned a little. “I always do enjoy
getting the chance to teach. The question is, are you a willing
student Miss Krystal?”

Krystal eagerly nodded her head.

“Good then. First thing is first, in this
position it’s easier if you lay your head back so your mouth is
almost a straight line to your throat.” Anna cupped the girl’s head
in her hand, gently stroking the thick, black locks with her thumb
as Krystal lowered her head.

“I love your lips, so full, just made for
sucking futa cock,” Anna purred as she placed the head of her cock
to Krystal’s lips again and gently began to push into the girl’s
mouth. The girth of her shaft pushed the girl’s tongue flat against
the top of her cock. She paused as the tip of her mouth reached the
back of Krystal’s mouth; her index finger slid from the top of the
girl’s collarbone, along her throat, and up to the bottom of her
jaw. “Take a deep breath my dear.”

Krystal’s head was already reeling in
pleasure at the full length of Melissa’s cock having sheathed
itself within her pussy. The surprisingly sweet, smooth taste of
Anna’s precum was sending her into delirium. She’d never before
deep throated her boyfriend, he had been too content with hammering
the back of her throat with the head of his cock, but at this
moment she was more than willing to let Anna fuck her throat to her
futa heart’s content. Krystal swallowed a little spit, then opened
her mouth as far as it could go and filled her lungs with the warm
air.

“Obedient one,” Melissa said with a nod of
approval to Anna.

“Damn straight.” Anna let out a little sigh
as she felt the girl’s throat wrap around the head of her cock.

“Mm, I prefer pansexual myself.” Melissa was
watching as Anna’s cock stretched the girl’s throat. She’d worked
herself into a steady rhythm, one that she knew she could keep up
for at least a few more minutes. She had leaned over just enough to
allow Krystal’s now swollen cock to rub softly between her breasts,
coating them in a slick layer of precum.

Anna ignored the comment, her attention
focused on watching Krystal’s throat swell with the presence of her
cock. She watched as the head of her cock stretched the girl’s
throat, her fingers lightly caressing over the skin of Krystal’s
throat. So many girls tried to allow it, offered to try it, but
very few had been able to accommodate her desire to stretch their
throat. Before she knew it, she could feel Krystal’s lips near the
bottom of her shaft and her balls gently rest against the girl’s
face. For a few moments she held the position, savoring the feeling
of the throat squeezing down on her cock shaft. Anna then began to
give small, slow, thrusts to savor the feeling of Krystal’s throat
and watch her ebony skin draw tight with the movement of her cock.
She marveled for a moment at how calm and focused the girl was with
Melissa pounding her sweet pussy.
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