
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 


 


 


 


Futa on Male
Bundle

 


3 More Futa
Stories (Volume 3)

 


by

 


Mara
More


 



Copyright © 2025 Mara More.

All rights
reserved.

 


No part of this book may
be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever, including for the
training of artificial intelligence technologies, without the
express written permission of the author except for the use of
brief quotations in a book review

 


This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual
persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
Cover models appear for illustration purposes only and have no connection with the
fictional events of this story.

 


All characters involved
in sexual activities are consenting adults age 18 or
older.

 


* * *

 


Find the links to all of Mara’s writings, art, and community to keep up with her new releases and work in progress.
You can also join Mara's mailing list.

 


Check out her catalogue of sexy erotica on her website or her author profile.

 


Get in touch at: MaraMoreWrites@gmail.com

 


Your feedback is
important! If you liked the story, why not leave a
review?

 


 



 


 


 


 


Contents




 Futa Pilled
1

Futa Pilled 2

Futa Pilled 3

About the
Author

Also By
Mara More

Sample: Dominant and Divine


 


 


 


 


Futa Pilled 1



Be your best and
biggest self at Fertile Valley U.

Any
ambiguity in the slogan was dispelled by the promotional materials
that invariably accompanied the university’s advertising, featuring men and women far taller,
fitter, and—the
biggest selling point—more visibly
endowed than any other student population on the planet, all
displayed in a variety of revealing tights and tops in the shots of
life on campus.

It was
amazing what a partnership with the world’s leading manufacturer of body-modification drugs
could do for your enrollment numbers. Everything was
big in Fertile Valley. If it wasn’t, the Lacto Corporation’s experimental treatments would
make it so. Any fantasy at your fingertips, with the right
pill.

And,
occasionally, the wrong one.

 


* * *

 



“GianteX, height
booster. TitanBulk, for extra muscle mass. Bust-Up, two cup sizes
guaranteed.” Ben read the labels off the foil-wrapped tablets one
by one and dropped
them back into the Lacto-branded box, groping through it with
increasing urgency as his options ran out. “Goddamnit. Did we get
everything in the catalog but my shipment?
Where’s the fucking
CockGro?”

He upended the pill sheets on the
kitchen table, scattering the highly potent drugs across the ret of
the mail and the remains of breakfast left by the overachievers of
the house, who had already left for their early classes.

It was
not as if Ben needed
the drug. He was a fine young man,
healthy and, if not cut out for the football team, passably
athletic. Even talking to girls was not much of a problem, which
put him above average for a nerdy teen. But there was no possible
world in which he would turn down the opportunity to grow his cock
and experience just a fraction of the wild, hedonistic pleasures
that fueled the university’s
infamy. The stories were rife on campus, tales of men and women
cumming until they went unconscious, fucking for hours hours, days,
and transforming themselves into demi-gods. Nothing official, of
course; while Lacto’s treatments were revolutionary, the approved
changes were mainly cosmetic. The interesting stuff was
kept behind closed doors, everyone agreed, and for the low, low
price of regular tests and a biopsy or two, you too could join the
clinical trials and have a taste of their medicine.

Ben
lived with three other freshmen, all new to the town and eager to
explore its options; though evidently with varying degrees of
enthusiasm for the rigors of academic life. Ellen and
Paul had left early, but the noise
from upstairs told him that Cassie was still in the house. She
might know if Paul had swiped his CockGro. Ben scraped the rest of
the Lacto pills off the edge of the kitchen table back into the box
(with an acceptable minimum of added crumbles), and went upstairs
to quiz Cassie.

Cassie
was a rebel, and an extremely cute one at that. She was sassy,
well-shaped, and sharp as a whip. Today, her hair was blue. Ben
found her in the bathroom, applying her eyeliner with the
door left open behind her.
She wore a black Tool shirt and a pair of yoga pants with a galaxy
imprint that flaunted her ass.

Ben
knocked on the side of the door. “Hey Cassie, have you seen my—”

“Dick pills?” she said, looking
at him briefly through the mirror before resuming her makeup
routine. “Yeah. Pretty sure I have.”

“Great! Thought they might not
have come through. Know where they’re at?”

“Someone took ‘em.” Cassie
said.

Ben
shook his head. “Fucking knew
it. I saw Paul debating real hard between the options on the Lacto
page, bet he thought he could double dip by grabbing
mine.”

“Wasn’t Paul.”

“No? Huh. So Ellen? But why would
she…” Ben snapped his fingers. “Right, she’s got a new boyfriend.
Maybe they—”

Cassie
gave a slight toss of her head. “Wasn’t Ellen, either.”

“No? You
saw it happen, right?” He said, squinting at her. “You sound
very sure. And with the two of them out, that leaves
only… you.”

“You got me.” Cassie said,
deadpan, as she pretended to clap with one hand. “Great work,
Sherlock.”

“But…
Why would you take them?
You’re not seeing anyone, are you?” Ben continued, leaning in.
“C’mon, don’t play games with me. What good are they to
you?”

Cassie
raised an eyebrow at him. Then she turned around.
“What do you think?”

The
sight spoke for itself. There, nestled between her alluring thighs
sat a prominent bulge, perfectly outlined in her leggings. A cock,
fully formed, which definitely had not
been present the day before. Cassie presented it without comment, a
hand on her hip as she waited for Ben to process the
information.

“You… You’ve grown a
penis!”

“Did I say Sherlock? Scratch
that, you’re clearly an Einstein. Yes, a penis. A dick, a cock, a
fat, throbbing girl-boner.” Cassie winked at him. “Those drugs of
yours? Pretty damn potent. You can thank me for taking the bullet
for you and finding that, yes, they’re safe to use out of the
box.”

“So
generous. Surely
you could just have gotten a batch
for yourself, if this was your plan.”

Cassie
rolled her eyes. “I
planned to grow some fat fucking titties, but apparently I
can’t read that small print
on the labels for shit without my lenses so here we are.” She
retrieved the plastic rectangle with the remaining pills. “Here.
Don’t worry, there’s still some left for you.”

“Great,” Ben said. “Thanks.” He
looked at it as if it had been tainted, like a sandwich with a
toothy bite mark.

Cassie
laughed. “I didn’t lick them,
dude, they’re fine. And look at what it did to me! I got, what,
five, six inches? Five shots of that will be plenty,
unless you desperately want to become a tripod—in which case I
apologize for destroying your dreams.” 

“Burnt
and broken.” Ben dared another downwards look. Cassie’ cock was
thick and hard, flaunting her
arousal without the slightest hint of shame or apology.
“You don’t seem too unhappy with
your mixup, huh?”

“Why would I be? I like new
toys.” She cracked a grin. “Wanna give it a go?”

Ben felt
his cheeks burn. “Maybe.
Might as well check what I’m getting into. Quality Control, you
know.”

“Oh,
absolutely. Can’t be too thorough.” She took a step closer, her luscious lips hovering
tantalizingly close to his. “I’d love to quality control the shit
out of you.”

He
flinched, dumbstruck by the power of Cassie’ brazen sexuality. “You’re the guinea pig, remember?
I didn’t take my pill yet.”

 


“Oh
yeah.” Cassie said, still grinning like some kind of primordial
trickster. “But if we’re gonna be scientific about this, I gotta
know how much you’re packing before you take it. The control group
and all, yeah?” She grabbed his junk, fondling him openly
through his jeans. “Goodness
gracious, Ben. You really like girls
with fat cocks, huh?”

“Only the cute ones,” Ben said,
stiffening in her hand. He grabbed her ass in return; it was only
fair, and he had wanted to do that since he first laid eyes on her.
Given how often Cassie flaunted her figure at him in the house—and
by how she smiled as she wiggled her butt against his palm—she had
had similar ideas for a while.

“Don’t
know what you’re doing with me then, but I’ll make it worth your
while.” She placed a quick
kiss on Ben’s cheek, her breath hot in his ear.  “Get your
dick out for me.”

Ben
grinned, drunk on anticipation. “Why don’t you unwrap it?” he said, while working his
fingers under the edge of her yoga pants, relishing the sensation
of her naked skin as he cupped her ass.

Cassie
laughed. “Because I need to
find a ruler for you!” She gave his tenting cock a firm squeeze,
then slipped away towards her room to rummage around just beside
the doorway—leaving a great view of her backside strutting back and
forth as she bent over.

“What,
you’re actually
gonna measure me?” Ben said. “That’s what it’s about?”

“Well,
duh! We’re gonna be thorough, right? And
I want to see how you compare to a girlcock. Aha! Here we
are.”

Ben
shrugged. “Not the strangest
thing this morning, I guess.” He stripped off his pants and turned
to see Cassie stalking back towards him with a clear plastic ruler
and a wicked smile on her face.

“12
inches ought to do it, right?” Cassie thwacked his
bare hip with the ruler and ran it across Ben’s cock. “Mh, there we go.” She wrapped her hand
around his length, coaxing his burgeoning erection to get as stiff
as could be with eager strokes.

“Maybe for the first dose.” Ben
took the opportunity to pull down Cassie’ leggings. Her cock sprang
up, sticking out one leg of her panties. “Hate to tell you this,”
Ben said, as he resumed playing with her ass, “but you’re kinda
showing.”

“Really?
Thanks for the heads-up, dude.” She paused jerking him off only to
kick off her leggings and go completely
bottomless. “Such a
gentleman, letting me know my cock’s on display. I’ll be more
mindful in the future.”

“I sure
hope not,” he quipped. Just being so close to Cassie, rubbing,
kneading, would have gotten him rock-hard. Now, he could barely
contain himself. Her face glowed with naked arousal, her eyes
intent and hungry, and he wanted nothing better than to cum
with—and on—her. Naturally, his hands wandered, relishing
everything from the perfect curves of her backside to the exciting
new territory between her legs, risky and unexplored. Cassie was even harder than he was,
her smaller, newly-formed cock bucking vigorously in his hand and
smearing him with the plentiful font of precum pouring from her
tip. Now glistening and wet, his fingers probed lower. He found her
balls, full and hairless, and cupped them gently. Beyond, behind,
the heat of her cunt beckoned, welcoming his fingertips into her
sopping folds.

“Mh, Ben…” Cassie
murmured. “Better be quick
and measure before anything untoward happens, hm?” She pulled his
cock flush with her own, giggling as she jerked them off together.
“Oh look, I’m almost as big as you already.”

“Almost? I
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