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Book two in the Futa Ranch series. Each book
tells a new character’s story, though they may interact with
characters from previous stories. Enjoy!


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.






**********











Meghan couldn’t help but squeeze her thighs
together and rub them against each other as she felt the
anticipation for the upcoming week grow with each passing minute.
The darling teenage idol was finally getting away to allow herself
the time to satiate more womanly needs. As much as she enjoyed the
spotlight, the throngs of adoring fans, and of course, the
paycheck, it all came at a price. To keep the executives of her
company happy, she had maintained a squeaky-clean image. She
spouted virginal ideas, had the company approved boyfriend who
really wasn’t her boyfriend save for in front of the camera, and
dressed modestly. All the while, she craved the feeling of sex.
Late at night in her room, she would do her best to satisfy herself
with every toy she could purchase. Afterwards she’d surf her
favorite adult websites, watching videos, envious the women whose
job it was to get fucked. Every night, she went to sleep feeling
empty, wanting the warmth of another body or two besides her. In
short, she needed to be fucked thoroughly and often.

One day her best friend, Jen, pulled her
aside in a meeting with Meghan’s manager. Her manager had a
reputation as a stern prude, intent only on ensuring that her
client stayed within line, marketable, and at all costs, a virgin.
Yet, over the years she had warmed to Meghan, even allowing her to
call her by her first name, Alice instead of Miss Strada. Never one
to mince words, Alice got right to the point, making comments about
young women and the imagine that Meghan needed to maintain. It was
a discussion she’d heard all too often, and flopped herself onto
the couch, pulling Jen with her as she settled in for a long
lecture.

“Anyways, it’s time we bring you into the
fold for a solution for your needs.” Alice cleared her throat.
“Your more carnal needs, that is.”

Meghan blinked, then sighed and looked over
at Jen with as pitiful a face as she could muster while she braced
herself for being told the old prude had a wooden dildo or
something of that nature for her to use.

“There is a place where a certain group of
individuals reside. It’s a place of depravity, full of those poor
futanari, but it is a place that caters quite nicely to the needs
of people like you. For one, being futas, they well know the need
to be discrete in public…”

The woman’s words fell on deaf ears as
Meghan’s mind raced with all the stories of futanari that she’d
heard of. Mostly they were full of women endowed with large cocks
and the ability to nearly drown a person in the amount of cum they
could produce. A legendary insatiable appetite for sex. At least,
that was what her late night research had shown her whenever she
traveled down that rabbit hole. Not that she’d really considered a
relationship with a woman, but at this point she was game for it.
Besides, she did enjoy the taste of her own cum, so maybe. And if
not, well, at the least it would be a warm cock instead of a latex
dildo.

“Okay!” she said, interrupting the list of
things that Alice considered to be a bonus to this place.

“Excellent. Miss Jennifer has been kind
enough to offer to be a traveling partner with you and keep an eye
on you. I will make the necessary arrangements. Would next Thursday
be too soon to start your travels?”

She restrained herself from complaining that
it would be too late. Instead she gave Alice a little smile. “It
would be an excellent day to travel, I think.”






**********






Meghan had spent the rest of the week
researching about futas as much as she could. There wasn’t
necessarily a ton about of factual information out there, mostly it
seemed to be a bunch of fan websites. Still, she crammed herself
with as much as she could, and spent her evenings locked away
within her room, using her largest toys that she dared in order to
prepare herself. Meghan even allowed herself to finger her tight
rear, wondering if she dared allowed one of them, and wondering
what it would feel to have a cock in her mouth, pussy, and ass at
the same time. Each dream ended with a shake of her head in disgust
at her own curiosity, yet the fantasies prevailed.

Once, after a furious fingering of her pussy,
she found herself suckling her fingers clean of the cum and
wondering if Jen tasted similar. It was a thought that refused to
leave her mind, always wandering in the back, springing forth
whenever she saw her beloved friend. One that she didn’t
necessarily want to part with, knowing full well that her friend
was most likely going to be drawn into the festivities of the
week.

But first, the plane had to land. As usual,
Alice had booked her first class. There had been, according to the
manager, a temptation to send her via a private plane but those had
a nasty tendency of drawing attention from the paparazzi. Even
first class wasn’t necessarily safe from those hungry cameras, but
coach would have been too tightly packed and too full of phone
cameras. Meghan had flown sans her normal makeup routine, leaving
her already feeling a bit nude, but it was the easiest way to throw
off potential risks of being recognized. Anything, so long as she
had the chance to quench the needs between her legs. Jennifer, poor
Jennifer, however was stuck in coach on another flight, due to
arrive earlier than Meghan to split the duo up. While Jennifer
herself wasn’t necessarily famous, she was known in some circles as
part of Meghan’s entourage. It was to be her job to be on the
lookout for potential paparazzi and prep for departure from the
airport.

By the time she debarked, got past security,
and picked up her luggage, Meghan was beginning to feel a bit of
panic. She hadn’t yet seen Jennifer and while she wasn’t exactly
expecting a big flashing sign declaring a futanari to be around,
she would have been the first to admit it would have been
helpful.

“You know, you’re kind of cute when you’re
panicked,” came a whisper in her ear.

Meghan whipped around to find the smiling
face of her blond headed friend. Before she could speak, Jennifer
leaned in and pressed her lips hard against Meghan’s, forcing her
mouth open to allow Jennifer’s tongue to slip in and feel about.
Panic soon turned to a moan, and a feeling of embarrassment as she
realized she was lip-locked with her best friend in the middle of a
public airport. As soon as the kiss ended, Jennifer leaned in,
“Best to be the loving lesbian couple in public. We’re going to
catch a cab to a hotel room, then this evening we’ll meet up with
Melissa. She prefers to meet clients at a hotel room, more
discreet.”

Meghan just nodded slowly as she let Jennifer
take her hand and lead her out to the cab area. The blonde quickly
chose a cab and loaded their bags into the back before guiding
Meghan into the backseat and snuggling up close to her. She found
herself in a daze as Jennifer handled everything, got the hotel
room, and had their bags taken upstairs. The moment the door
clicked solidly behind her, she slowly turned her gaze to Jennifer
and whispered, “Was that just an act or can I have another?”

“Another what?” Jennifer asked, a little
teasingly.

Meghan raised an eyebrow and stalked right up
to Jennifer. Her hands fell upon the girl’s hips and pushed her
onto the bed. “Another moment where I wonder if my best friend
could have been my lover or if she was having too much fun teasing
me.”

Jennifer stroked her chin for a moment.
“Let’s just say this is a good trial week for that.”

It earned her another raised eyebrow and a
lower lip being chewed on before Meghan nodded a little. “I can
live with that.” She put a knee down on the bed and lowered herself
to where Jennifer was, her hand sliding behind her friend’s head
and gently holding it in place as she pressed her lips to
Jennifer’s. Meghan’s tongue gently pressed its way into her
friends’ mouth, taking her time to explore and savor the feeling,
the warmth around her tongue, and the soft caress of Jennifer’s
tongue against hers. Only when her chest began to crave air did she
allow the kiss to end, with a loud gasp for breath. “Oh fuck, how
did I live without that?”
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