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Samantha Carter stepped through the frosted glass door of Dr. Emily Parker's office, a concoction of anxiety and excitement bubbling within her like a wicked potion. Her heart thrummed against her ribcage, not from the faux pains she claimed to suffer but from the anticipation of the hunt. Dr. Emily Parker, unaware of her dormant futa nature, was about to be awakened.

Samantha was a futa hunter and she was good at this.

"Good afternoon, you must be Samantha," Emily greeted, her voice as soothing as the warm hues of her office. The walls were adorned with diplomas that spoke of hard-won knowledge, and bookshelves brimming with medical texts cast an intellectual aura over the room.

"Nice to meet you, Doctor," Samantha began, her tone laced with feigned distress, "I've been experiencing these terrible aches right here." She gestured toward her lower abdomen, her fingers brushing against the fabric of her blouse in a subtle tease.

"Let's take a look then," Emily replied, her pulse quickening at the sight of Samantha's deliberate touch.

"Oh, I should undress, shouldn't I?" Samantha suggested, her words dripping with a honeyed seductiveness that seemed out of place for the sterile environment.

"That won't be necessary for this type of examination," Emily countered, though her eyes betrayed her, lingering just a moment too long on the contour of Samantha's hips before she could catch herself.

"Of course, Doctor. But I want to make sure you can examine me thoroughly," Samantha insisted, her fingers deftly unbuttoning her blouse to reveal a hint of cleavage.

Emily swallowed hard. "Alright, if you think it'll help with the diagnosis," she conceded, turning away to give Samantha some semblance of privacy. Yet, the rustle of clothing behind her filled her mind with unprofessional thoughts.

"Is this better, Doctor?" Samantha asked, now stripped down to her bra and panties, standing vulnerable yet strangely powerful before Emily.

"Uh, yes, let's proceed," Emily said, forcing her gaze back to Samantha's face. She palpated Samantha's abdomen with clinical precision, searching for any sign of ailment, but found nothing amiss. "I can't seem to find anything wrong," she admitted, her brows knitting together in concentration.

"Maybe you're not looking in the right place," Samantha hinted, her blue eyes locked onto Emily's with an intensity that made the doctor's breath hitch.

"Where exactly do you feel the pain?" Emily asked, blushing.

"Right here," Samantha murmured, guiding Emily's hand lower, dangerously close to the elastic edge of her panties.

"Samantha, please," Emily stammered, attempting to retract her hand, but the heat emanating from Samantha's skin had already seared itself into her memory.

"Sorry, Doctor," Samantha teased with a coy smile, "But I thought you might want to investigate... thoroughly."

Emily's thoughts were a whirlwind of professional ethics clashing with raw desire. "I... We should..."

"Relax, Doctor," Samantha whispered, leaning in close enough for Emily to feel the warmth of her breath. "It's all part of the examination, isn't it?"

"I'm sorry, but I won't be able to help you here, you need ultrasound." Emily blushed, turning away.

"Ok,Dr. Parker, there's something I need to confess," Samantha said, shifting her position on the examination table, the paper crinkling beneath her. The vulnerability in her tone was meticulously crafted, a feigned nakedness that was as much a part of her arsenal as her physical allure.

Samantha was an experienced hunter and knew when to pull back a little.

"What is it, Samantha?" Emily stood by the examination table, her hands now safely tucked into the pockets of her white coat.

Samantha inhaled deeply, her chest rising and falling dramatically. "I lied about the pain. It's not... physical, not really." She paused, gauging Emily's reaction before continuing. "The truth is, I've never reached orgasm. Every time I get close, there's this overwhelming sensation that makes me pull back. It's like something is growing inside of me. Sorry for lying, I was too embarrassed."

Emily's eyes widened, both at the revelation and the unexpected connection she felt to it. The exactly same issue had haunted her own intimate moments, a barrier she'd never been able to overcome. "You're not alone in that," she admitted. Confessing such a personal struggle to a patient was uncharted territory for her.

"Really?" Samantha feigned surprise, though inwardly she rejoiced at the progress of her hunt. Emily's stepped right into Samantha's trap.

"Yes," Emily confirmed, her cheeks flushed with a mixture of embarrassment and relief. "It's actually why I became a doctor, to find a solution to... my issues. But I haven't found one yet. There were no cases like mine in literature until now."

"Perhaps we can find the solution together," Samantha suggested, her lips curling into an encouraging smile.

"Maybe," Emily replied.

"Thank you for trusting me with this," Samantha said softly, reaching out to gently touch Emily's arm. "Dr. Parker," Samantha continued, her voice a velvet caress that seemed to reach out and stroke Emily's professional resolve, "what if we looked at my... condition under medical observation? You could stimulate me and monitor my reactions, see what happens when I'm on the brink."

Emily hesitated, her mind warring between the tenets of medical professionalism and the undeniable pull of desire she felt toward this enigmatic woman before her. "I'm not sure that would be appropriate," she started, but was quickly interrupted.

"Emily," Samantha said with deliberate intimacy, "it's all in the name of science, isn't it? Observing natural responses for research purposes—there's nothing wrong with that. You said it yourself, up until now you were your only subject and it is impossible to be objective. Now you can look at the problem from the side and gain new insights that could help both of us."

The logic was sound, clinically detached and yet entirely seductive. Emily found herself nodding slowly, her heart pounding against her ribcage. She justified it as a necessary step, brushing aside the fact that the thought of bringing Samantha to climax stirred within her an arousal that was anything but scientific.

"Alright," Emily conceded, her voice betraying a hint of excitement she hadn't meant to show. "Purely for research, of course."

"Of course," Samantha echoed, a knowing gleam in her eye.

She couldn't wait to show Samantha her new cock.

As Emily's fingers began their careful stimulation, tracing the soft folds of Samantha's pussy with clinical precision, Samantha watched the doctor's face closely. The heat emanating from between Samantha's thighs was mirrored in the flush spreading across Emily's cheeks. It wasn't long before Samantha's subtle shifts and soft moans broke through Emily's professional facade.

"Emily..." Samantha breathed out, her voice husky with need as her hand reached up to pull Emily into a searing kiss.

The doctor's reservations melted away under the onslaught of passion. Their tongues danced together in a rhythm that echoed the growing intensity of their encounter. Emily's hand became bolder, more insistent, as she stroked Samantha's clit, eliciting gasps and whimpers that fueled her own burgeoning desire.

"Please," Samantha whispered against Emily's lips, her plea laced with unspoken promises.

Samantha's fingers dove under Emily's white coat and found her engorged clit.
Emily gasped, her body trembling as she pushed into Samantha's touch. Their actions were no longer professional, reasoned or detached. Unrestrained desire was weaving its intoxicating thread around them, pulling them both into a vortex of primal need and raw arousal.
Their bodies moved like well-oiled gears, seamlessly synchronizing with each other's rhythm as they polished each other's clits.

They were no longer doctor and patient; they were two women entwined in an intimate dance of pleasure and exploration. Samantha's fingers deftly found the sweet spot that made Emily shudder in delight.

"Doctor... Emily..." Samantha purred, her voice a symphony of desire that echoed Emily's own need. Her eyes sparkled with mischief and satisfaction as Emily whimpered under her skilled ministrations.

From there, their movements became more frantic, their breaths more labored. The sterile, clinical atmosphere of the examination room was replaced by an intoxicating mix of sweat and unbounded lust.

The moans that escaped their lips were not of pain but pleasure—a language so raw and primal it left no room for misunderstandings.

When the mounting pressure signaled Emily's impending release, Emily instinctively tried to withdraw, but Samantha's hands were swift, pinning Emily firmly, her grip a vice of determination.

"I have another confession to make," Samantha whispered, her eyes locking onto Emily's with fierce intensity. "I know the remedy for your condition. And I am about to show it to you."

Holding Emily firmly in place, Samantha stroked Emily's clit with religious zeal and Emily finally gave in to pleasure.

A tidal wave of sensation washed over Emily, making her gasp and buck against Samantha’s touch. Her vision exploded into a myriad of colors, each one more vibrant than the last as the force of her orgasm rippled through her body. Emily’s breath hitched in her throat, a strangled cry escaping her lips as she clung onto Samantha. It was a kind of ecstasy she had never experienced before – raw, unrestrained, and overwhelmingly intense.

As Emily tried to regain her sense of reality - her shaky fingers clutching onto Samantha's forearm like a lifeline - Samantha guided Emily's gaze downward.

Emily's breath hitched, her eyes widening in disbelief. There, burgeoning from her own body, was a sizable, throbbing cock—a manifestation both foreign and fucking huge and veiny and throbbing. Her shock was palpable, her mind racing to comprehend the physiological impossibility that now seemed an intrinsic part of her.

"What... How is this possible?" Emily stammered, her voice tinged with awe and confusion.

Samantha's face softened, her dominance giving way to triumph.

The hunt was a success.

Now was the time for the fun part.

"You're a futa, Emily. It's not just about having this," Samantha gestured at the impressive cock, "it's about discovering your true nature. You are a woman with a cock that is made for fucking."

Emily's emotions churned—a maelstrom of fear, excitement, and a dawning sense of liberation. She tentatively reached down, her fingers brushing against the velvety firmness of her new appendage. A jolt of pleasure surged through her, illuminating pathways of desire she had never imagined.

"But this is anatomically impossible! How do I have these new neural pathways, how the hell did this thing grew so quickly, there are no fucking stretch marks," Emily murmured, her scientific mind grappling with the implications. "I could win a Nobel Prize
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