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Book one 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.






**********











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.”
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