“What’cha reading?” Dana asked, peering over the couch at Amanda’s book.

“Just the novel for the play we’re doing in a few months. I like to be as familiar as possible.” She explained, though it was largely pointless. Dana wasn’t the sort to take on information that wasn’t prevalent to her immediate wants. That didn’t make her necessarily rude, more… focused. Amanda slid her bookmark in and looked at her housemate.

“Uh huh, cool, cool. Hey, wanna hit the gym with me?”

That wasn’t something she expected.

“Why me? What about Kiley or Gen?” They were the biggest fitness nuts in Futa Era, possibly the entire college, and were usually Dana’s gym partners.

“They’ve got classes.”

“Still, why me?”

“Well, you know…” Dana looked around, as if seeking an answer, “Okay, no one else would go with me. They’re either busy or don’t wanna.”

“And you think I do?”

“Come on, it couldn’t hurt to get a little extra muscle, could it? Amy’s boobs must be super heavy.”

Amanda mulled it over for a moment, then sighed and put her book down, “Alright, fine. My day’s free anyway.”

“Awesome, thanks, Maddy! You got gym gear? I’ll lend you some of mine. Might be a little tight around the crotch, but when has that ever bothered a futa, haha.” Dana scampered off, while Amanda pulled a couple of familiar vials from her pocket.

Even if the gym wasn’t particularly interesting to her, she could have a bit of fun still. Better just take the one though. Their supply was running low and Eliza was working overtime on her own projects. She would’ve preferred giving one to Amy and bringing her along, see if all that muscle was just for show, but the Amazon was off with Jade for errands. And to give everyone else a chance to reorganise.

Amy was an immense futa in the truest sense. She could barely fit inside the house anymore. When she did, she was forced to hunch deeply, or sit on the floor with her legs splayed out to avoid cramps. Furniture made that difficult, so they were remodelling the place a little bit to make it more Amazon friendly. It wasn’t much of a remodel, they just moved most of the furniture into another room so Amy had somewhere to relax a bit more, other than the bedroom.

A couple minutes later and Dana was dragging her out. The gym wasn’t far, so they walked and chatted a bit, though Dana was mostly focused on her workout. And the theoretical rewards it’d bring.

“Amy doesn’t exercise much anymore,” Dana explained, “Sure, she’s pretty fucking ripped now, but that’s because of Eliza’s potions, right? So, I figure if I get them legitimately, then I can make up some of the gap now.”

“Uh huh,” Amanda played along. The fact Amy could lift her own dick was testament enough to her strength. Her breasts alone had to weigh a hundred pounds each, to say nothing of her balls and the abundance of fat on her butt. It was unlikely the six-foot-nothing Dana would ever really catch up. Maybe someday she’d lift Amy’s cock.

That could be fun. A new college game all the sororities could join in on. It could even become a national sport. Competitive dick lifting. Amanda giggled at the concept, and at the fact that, as society became more sex positive, it could maybe become a reality. Late night Olympics.

“You’re laughing, but I’m serious. You don’t workout, you get weak. Doesn’t matter how big you are. You see those guys who use steroids. Absolute units, but weak as a kitten.”

“Yeah, but kittens are adorable and got razor sharp claws,” Amanda said.

“Weak as a wet blanket then.”

“That’s better.”

They put their belongings away in the lockers, where they encountered a familiar face. Not necessarily a friendly one.

“Oh,” Corey blinked when she closed her locker and saw them, “You’re here too.” She didn’t say it maliciously, but there was a snide tone.

“Didn’t peg you for a gym rat,” Dana said.

“Well, duh. I’m not a rat.”

“No, it’s an expression.”

“I don’t look like a rat either,” Corey scoffed, “Now if you’re finished, I’ve got some reps to do.”

Amanda was going to just leave her be, but then she spotted the vial in her belongings, “Hey, wait!”

“What?” Corey groaned.

She wasn’t a bad looking futa by any means. She was a member of Futa Alpha, being hot was basically a requisite. Even for them, she had a crazy hourglass figure and packed a fair bit more meat in her pants than Amanda. More than enough reason for her to be cocky as she was.

“How about a little competition?”

Corey cast her eyes up and down, a crude smirk lifting her plump lips, “Don’t think it’d be much of a competition.”

“Not between us. You and Dana. You both look about as toned as the other. How about it?”

Corey cast her eyes to Dana, who had changed into a fairly tight sports bra and shorts. It didn’t leave much of anything to imagination, though she didn’t care much. Even about the rather obvious camel toe going on down there. With the way she dressed, as if to show off a thick bulge, Amanda often wondered if Dana would’ve been happier as a futa. Alas, there were no gender treatments for such a thing. Yet.

Maybe she’d bring it up someday, but her attention was on getting Corey to cooperate.

“Sure, whatever. She’s not even a futa. This’ll be easy.”

“I’ve been competing with Amy for like, two years. You’re not even an Amazon.”

Corey’s eye twitched. No way she was backing out now. They walked out into the gym proper, finding it largely unoccupied. It was later in the year, so most people had given up on their New Year resolutions. Which meant no one would be around to see her questionable move. The two muscle-heads moved to their first challenge, setting their bottles aside as they stared each other down.

Dana took the spotting position, talking smack as she loaded the weights on. Amanda stayed to the side. They’d pump some iron or whatever, get all sweaty and musky, while she’d get her workout a bit later. Once the contest began in earnest, she snuck their bottles away. Neither even glanced at her, too focused on psyching out the other. That made it easy for her to pour half the vial in each. Now she just needed them to get nice and thirsty.

It didn’t take long. All she had to do was drink from her own bottle to remind them about hydration. Dana paused mid-sip of hers. The flavour might’ve been familiar to her, though she was quickly dragged from it by Corey’s impatience. Their last contest was a decisive victory for her, so she was eager to continue. Amanda wasn’t too concerned with the results of these exchanges, she had a plan in mind.

She sat at benches and watched them, biting her lip at the subtle changes. Dana clothes were tighter, taking longer to start slanting off her shoulder. Corey dressed more casually, with a loose tee and sweats, which didn’t take long to start slipping dangerously far. Either as a testament to her focus, or her lack of awareness, she just kept pulling them as they headed from station to station. Both gleamed with sweat by then, a few beads rolling down their arms.

“There! I told you it would be easy,” Corey said.

“I beat you in like half the others,” Dana scoffed, though she seemed to only be half-paying attention, more concerned with the constant slip of her shoulders.

“Because I was taking it easy.”

“Now, now,” Amanda said, perhaps with a bit too much mirth as Dana eyed her suspiciously, “How about one final contest? This time with some actual stakes.”

“I’m listening,” Corey said. She looked Amanda up and down, lingering on some choice areas that bobbed and wobbled as she approached. A twitch of arousal lifted her drooping pants.

“What’s this about, Amanda?” Dana asked, then her eyes widened once the fair-futa stepped up, their eyes now level to her waist and falling.

“I propose the winner gets to do whatever they want with the losers. Be that giving them housework, a lame haircut,” Amanda looked at Corey, “Or fucking them. And the contest will be… whoever can lift me the highest.”

“Oh, you bitch,” Dana guffawed, “Are futanari always this horny?”

“I’m in!” Corey answered excitedly, “Come here!” She snapped both arms around Amanda’s hips, digging them right into her butt, and heaved.

Even barely half her height, Corey was strong and succeeded in lifting her a good few inches off the ground. Dana was less successful, though her heart wasn’t really in it. She knew this whole thing was rigged. When her effort ended in barely moving Amanda, Corey burst out laughing.

“Haha! I’m so gonna do things to you two.”

“Really?” Amanda asked, then grabbed onto a pull-up and yanked herself up. She couldn’t actually do one, but she didn’t need to. She got herself about a foot off the ground and that was enough, “Because I think I just won.”

“What? But… that’s…” It was honestly tragically hilarious how Corey’s brain worked overtime to figure out she’d been tricked. To her credit, it did click after just a couple minutes, “You bitch!”

“Call me what you want, but I still won.”

“You weren’t even part of the game.”

“I did say ‘losers’. Plural. Wouldn’t really work if it was just between the pair of you.”

“Fucking… smartass… whatever.”

“So,” Dana hopped onto a bench. She wasn’t nearly as small as Amanda expected, though she did only give them half a vial, and it was diluted. Them getting to about three feet was probably better than she could’ve hoped for, “What’s next?”

“We’re heading back to Futa Era. Time for me to break a sweat.”

“We’re in a gym! Just do that here,” Corey said, rolling her eyes like this was the most obvious thing. Amanda and Dana gave her a moment, then her eyes widened, “Ooooh, yeah, okay. I get it.” They couldn’t help but chuckle. She said it like she’d just broke into the Matrix or something.

No one bothered changing. They had nothing to hide. Though Corey complained about her clothes always slipping. That and her cock being super hard. Amazingly, she hadn’t realised she was almost three feet shorter than an hour ago. The fact Amanda stood well above her somehow didn’t clue her in either.

Much as she looked forward to getting home, Amanda really enjoyed the walk. Having to shorten her steps and looking down at the two of them was a thrill, made her feel like an Amazon herself. Though she was nothing compared to Amy. And speak of the devil. Amanda couldn’t stop the smile on her face even if she tried as she looked down the street, easily spotting her humongous partner. Holy hell, that was really something.

She saw Amy everyday. Woke up next her just about every morning too. She’d even been completely inside her at multiple points. Yet none of that really compared to seeing the Amazon just walking in public, boobs bouncing over people’s heads as they turned and gawked at her beautiful enormity. Most prominent of all was her bulge, since it started eye-level for even the tallest average person, and ended at their crotch. That was with it tucked up nice and tight.

Amanda stiffened a little at the feeling of her pants stretching a little more. They were an older pair, already snug against her recently enlarged member, and getting tighter as she stared. Luckily, she was a professional and pushed it from her mind. Being a futa and an actress had its fair share of challenges - mostly when she was working with attractive co-stars - so she had plenty of experience.

“Oh, hey! There’s Maddy,” Amy said, her excitement bringing her voice up several decibels as she waved. She only stopped when Jade swatted her thigh.

Amanda blushed. Even on the other side of the street, a good hundred yards away, Amy picked her out amongst all the other pedestrians. What a way to make a futa feel special.

She couldn’t quite project her voice that far, so Amanda just gave an exuberant wave, then gestured to her sides and the much shorter pair there. Amy arched a brow, then smirked and gave a thumbs up. They blew a kiss to each other as they passed, then Amanda stepped up the pace, all but dragging Dana and Corey by the arms. Amy just had that kind of effect on her. And others. It was clear her current partners were similarly aroused by her.

Getting in the door, she barely greeted the others as she pulled the two upstairs and into the attic that was her and Amy’s bedroom. Once up, she wasted no time in pulling her clothes off. Dana just stopped holding hers up, allowing them to fall at her feet, while Corey got tangled in hers.

“Damn, you’re still pretty big like this,” Dana said after helping the futa break free, looking squarely at her erection.

“Like what? Just because it’s a different lighting doesn’t mean I’m any smaller, dumbass,” Corey said, proudly arching her hips so her cock looked even bigger. Amanda looked over and gave a low whistle of appreciation. Dana was right, even shrunk, the futa was impressive. She came over to stand beside the other futa, comparing their sizes.

“Yeah, that’s pretty big alright. Almost as big as mine.”

“Huh? The only one bigger than me is Megan. And I guess that Amazon chick, but she doesn’t count!” Corey sounded absolutely indignant as she turned, eyes taking in the fourteen-inch mast. Despite Amanda’s being larger, Corey definitely had the more eye-catching shaft, with fat, thumping veins and a gorgeous dark complexion. But that hardly mattered to a Futa Alpha member. Size was everything to them.

“How the hell did you get so big?!”

“Hey, you’re still technically bigger. You’re just shrunken right now,” Dana said, staring at the pair of dicks, gaze flitting to her own crotch every so often.

“Pfft, yeah right. She’s just standing on her tip-toes or something,” Corey scoffed, “How come you’re with this bunch, then? People your size shouldn’t be around… them.”

Amanda sucked in a deep breath, sampling the budding scents of arousal, and clapped a hand on Corey’s small shoulder, “I’m going to enjoy this way more than I thought.”

Her original plan was to play as an overbearing coach. The kind that thought abuse got the best from people. But now, she just wanted to fuck some manners into this dumb bitch. Corey probably wasn’t a bad person really, she just bought into Matilda’s bullshit more deeply than others. And with how dense she seemed, Amanda figured her best way of making her understand something was to just fuck her.

That was her ultimate intention after all. Amanda had no trouble lifting the futa up and onto the bed, plopping her on her back, spreading her legs and lining up in a single breath. Corey seemed absolutely stunned by the sudden development, looking down over her stomach and cock to see Amanda looming. She moved her hips, glans sliding over Corey’s pussy and pushing her balls around. It was damp, but not quite wet enough yet. So Amanda gave a slight push, just enough to give her a taste.

“Oh,” Corey gasped, spreading her legs a little further.

“Dana, why don’t you put this new recruit to work? She’s far too haughty for her own good.”

“Um…”

Amanda looked to her, finding her friend spaced out. Until she called her name again.

“Huh, what?”

“You good?”

“Yeah, fine. Um, so, you’re the boss, right?” Dana asked, then nodded to herself, “Okay. Yeah. I’ll get right to it, Ma’am!” She even gave a mock salute.

Amanda withheld a snicker. Good enough, she supposed. With a nod of her head, Dana climbed atop the bed. It was a steep climb for Amanda, since the legs were redone to better accommodate Amy’s growth, so the dark girl practically leapt just to get on. She straddled Corey, seating herself firmly on the futa’s shaft and began grinding into it. From a certain angle, it almost looked it was hers.

“Good work,” Amanda grunted, feeling the extra wetness on her tip. She continued rubbing it along the folds, gathering what moisture she could, then pushed a little harder. Corey groaned, but her hole gave just a little more.

“Why’s it feel so big? I’m not a stupid virgin,” Corey said.

“Because you’re like three-feet tall,” Dana rolled her eyes and hips, “Get it through your thick head.”

“Nah, I’ll get it through her pussy though.”

Dana snorted and dug her crotch in harder, groaning softly at the way Corey’s urethral-vein dug into her. Moving in long, firm strokes, she stoked the Futa Alpha member’s arousal higher, coaxing more moisture onto Amanda’s prick. Once thoroughly coated, her teasing came to an end and she began pushing in earnest. The first inch stretched Corey’s insides, causing the futa to thrust her hips high off the bed and hold that pose as Amanda kept going. A fat bulge arched through her lower abdomen, pushing her cock up and into Dana even more.

All too soon, Amanda came to the end. Not even half her cock was inside, but was banned from going any further. For now. She let it out a long sigh and palmed at Corey’s thighs, leaning over to press into Dana’s back and kiss at her neck, watching the now diminutive girl taunt their recruit’s cock with pussy. It was quite the view really.

Their dark skin contrasted brilliantly against each other. Dana was darker, like the deepest cocoa, while Corey had a mocha tone, a bit lighter except in her cock. Amanda could just imagine how it must look gliding between Dana’s sweet pink folds, her own member throbbing.

“She’s tight,” Amanda said against Dana’s neck, “Think we gotta loosen her up, don’t you, Private Dana?”

“I’m already working on it,” Dana said, staring down over her plump chest. Big as she was up there, Corey’s cock was still very visible where it lanced up and over her belly. The way she looked at it wasn’t like when she gawked at Amy’s or Amanda’s dicks, even when they were the biggest things in her world. She was in love with this view.

“Do you like it?” Amanda asked, reaching around to stroke Corey’s cock, though she treated it as Dana’s, “Having a big, powerful dick between your legs?”

“It feels good against my pussy.”

“I’m not talking about that. I’m talking about your dick,” Amanda enthused, leaning a little closer. Her cock pressed against Corey’s cervix, eliciting a moan and a twitch from her, “Ignore her for now. Tell me what it’s like having a cock, Dana.”

“It... I wouldn’t know, but… it’s good.”

“Good, huh? Come now, Private Dana. I’m your superior officer, lying to me is a punishable offence.” Amanda brought a hand to Dana’s tit, pinching her nipple as proof.

“Fine! God, you always go so far…” Dana groaned, “It’s… perfect. All that weight swinging around. Pants barely fitting. Getting to shove it in someone.”

She continued listing what she longed for as Amanda groped and rubbed at her body. Every so often, she pushed further, trying her best to coax open the way into Corey’s womb. The smaller futa’s cock jerked each time, breaking Dana’s words up with breathless little moans of her own.

“I’ve got an idea,” Amanda said and pulled out.

“Hey! I was enjoying that!” Corey said.

“Shut it, Recruit. Consider yourself lucky I’m taking it slow,” Amanda snapped, then picked up Dana.

“What’s the big idea? What’re you oh!” Dana inhaled as Amanda’s shaft slid between her thighs, thrusting up to stand against her belly. It was a completely wrong colour, but the complexion didn’t mean much next to it simply being there. Dana touched it, Corey’s juices hardly a deterrent, and Amanda moved her hips in step with her, stimulating the girl as if she actually had a cock.

“It’s… my own…”

Amanda grinned, making a small note to herself to bring this up with Eliza later. If anyone could turn someone into a futa, it was her. For now, though, Dana would have to settle for borrowing Amanda’s.

“What do you want to do with it?”

“I want,” Dana gasped and looked at Corey, still splayed out on the bed, glaring at them with her dick standing upright. A thick bead of pre-cum overflowed from the tip, flowing down its cum-vein and pooling in her balls. Luckily, Corey had enough sense to lift them out the way, revealing her deliciously pink lips, “I wanna fuck her so bad.”

“Then guide it in. Your cock that is.” Maybe it was cruel to talk like this, but she at least wanted Dana to get a taste of what it was like to have one.

“Yes!” Dana eagerly grabbed hold of it with both hands, urging Amanda to move the shaft against her impressive clit. Even with both hands, the cock was comparatively massive, its length easily a third of Dana’s height at that moment. It took some effort to wrangle the rigid length, pushing it down and under Corey’s scrotum.

Having already penetrated, it didn’t take much to push the first inches inside. Dana cooed as if it really were her dick spreading Corey’s tight walls apart, the rocking of her hips telling Amanda to go all the way. She paused at Corey’s cervix once again, though it was distinctly softer than before. A little more and it’d give way.

She whispered as much to Dana, who nodded, panting in excitement as she reared back. Amanda moved with her, ramming home with the pseudo-futa’s action, their cock breaking through and slamming into the back of Corey’s womb. The tiny futa cried out in shock and pleasure, prick arching high, while her hands all but choked her balls. Her raised hips gave them a perfect view of her folds stretched deliciously tight.

“Again!” Dana gasped and Amanda happily obliged. Maybe they weren’t the best of friends, but in that moment, they were one. Every thrust sent Amanda’s prick gliding across Dana’s pussy and clit, giving her a taste of what they were doing to Corey. For her part, the proud futa was lost in pleasure.

Amanda knew full well how good it felt to be so small, wrapped around a dick as big as hers. Bigger, even. She maximised it for them all too, tilting her thrusts in search of what made Corey cry out the loudest. When she found it, she didn’t let up. She was the commanding officer here after all, she couldn’t be seen showing any leniency to her new recruit.

Eventually though, she couldn’t keep up the full illusion for Dana. The girl slumped forward, braced against the bed, ass cushioning Amanda’s thrusts. She seemed fine with it, growling about Corey taking her every inch. Her pussy gushed with fem-cum, lubricating Amanda plenty, even if Corey wasn’t a fount of the stuff herself.

Amanda groped at Dana’s ass, spreading the cheeks with her thrusts. Each flash of her wrinkled pucker and juicy stirred her arousal even more, until she was hammering into the pair, balls loudly churning. What she wouldn’t give for a second cock in this situation. One shrunken snatch felt amazing, but two of them must be heavenly. Amanda let the fantasy take her as she raced to the finish.

“Getting close,” she grunted in Dana’s ear.

“Gonna cum soon, slut!” Dana echoed to Corey, bucking her hips as she really were fucking the futa, “Better get ready, because I’m gonna fill you with my seed.”

Corey just panted and moaned along with the whole ride. Her voice rose and broke, cock shaking while her fingers worked tirelessly to squeeze an orgasm from her fat nuts. Her walls clenched around Amanda, juices pouring fast and heavy.

“Cumming!” Amanda announced, delivering her last thrusts.

“Gonna dump my load in this tight cunt!” Dana howled.

“Fuuuuuuuuck!” Corey wailed as the first molten spurts inundated her womb. At the same time, her shaft erupted all over her chest and face. A double shower of fem-cum doused Amanda’s crotch as they both squirted on her.

Amanda hunched over Dana, sucking and biting her shoulder as they all rode the waves of climax. Half a minute later and the fairer futa was spent, aftershocks pumping the last drops of her seed into the rich pool. Lifting herself and Dana, she found a wonderfully plump gut formed by her cum.

“I’ll admit…” Corey panted after a couple minutes, “That was pretty good. How’d you make it feel that tight?”

“I used Shrinkage,” Amanda said, distracted by her afterglow.

“Weird name for an aphrodisiac,” Corey said.

“It’s not a… forget it,” Dana sighed, then turned to Amanda, “What was all that about anyway?”

“What? Oh, that stuff. Just, uh, felt like it suited the moment.” Amanda hadn’t met many trans people, though she believed the consensus was to let their egg crack on its own. Granted, if this didn’t give Dana the nudge she needed, then she might need to be blunter about it.

“Hmm.” Dana obviously didn’t believe her, but after an orgasm like that, she wasn’t about to press the matter. Not when there were still two rock hard futanari before and behind her.

“What’s next?” Corey asked.

Amanda gave her balls a strong squeeze, “That’s ‘what’s next, Ma’am’ to you, recruit. You’re still in training, ya hear?”

“Yes Ma’am!” Corey instantly complied. Maybe there was a submissive streak under all that cockiness.

As for what came next, Amanda’s pussy needed some attention. She pushed Dana onto her back and straddled her face, fingering her pussy and stroking Corey’s dick as the girl’s tongue went to work. Amanda’s balls sat on Dana’s throat, feeling it as she gulped her juices, while the full-sized futa’s cock slid between her tits. Even shrunk, they were impressive handfuls, soft and warm against Amanda’s shaft. That position didn’t last long. It was simply a means to an end.

“Alright,” Amanda said as she moved to sit her pussy on Corey’s dick, “We trained your cunt, recruit. Now show what your pecker is capable of.”

“Yes Ma’am!” Corey said with much too gleeful a smirk for Sargent Amanda’s liking. Was she a Sargent? She wasn’t really concerned with that anymore. The role play was a means to an end at this point, the ‘end’ being Corey’s dick inside her.

She was plenty wet enough, so Amanda didn’t waste time and sank onto the shaft. A long sigh left her, the air seemingly pushed out by the cock itself as inch after inch sank inside. It stammered for a moment when hitting her cervix, but Amanda had ample experience getting her womb fucked. She applied more pressure, grinding into the head, until it popped beyond and her crotch slapped against Corey’s. Her cock also clapped against Corey’s face, leaving a hefty dollop of pre on her forehead.

“Hey! What’re you hmph?!” The rest of her complaint was drowned into Dana’s pussy.

“No talking. You need more training,” the dark girl moaned, sliding her sopping lips and fat clit across the recruit’s face, “And you need some love.” She said to Amanda’s cock. At their current sizes, she only had to pull it up and slouch to press her lips into the oozing glans, tongue looping around and tasting Corey’s juices.

“You’re amazing,” Amanda said and rolled her hips, simultaneously stirring Corey’s dick around her depths and thrusting her cock into Dana’s mouth proper. She got a moan in response, though that was just as likely from Corey’s tongue. Actions spoke louder, so no one bothered with words. Just raw sounds of their bodies moving together.

Slick, wet, sucking sounds emanated from Amanda’s pussy as she lifted her hips, hands braced behind her. Then came a heavy slap when she dropped, both from her snatch hitting Corey’s groin and from her balls slapping the smaller futa’s stomach. Her moans punctuated every action. While she’d grown accustomed to larger sizes, Corey still filled her pussy nicely, grinding against her more sensitive areas. The head was especially nice, the bell shape catching on her womb each time she lifted herself.

Yet, not only was she filled with sensation, but she had a beautiful view of Dana’s sloppy work on her cock. Thick swathes of drool overflowed her mouth, pouring over Amanda’s shaft and dripping onto Corey’s heaving chest. As if that wasn’t enough, Corey herself was a sight to behold. Her face was largely obscured, but her lush lips remained visible as they made out with Dana’s pussy, tongue occasionally peeking out to flick her clit. All the while, Dana leaned into her chest, groping the plush shapes at her leisure.

She wouldn’t forget this view any time soon. Amanda sped up, fucking herself on Corey’s dick harder. Lifting herself to the very peak, the head just teetering on exiting, she plunged down. That had the extra benefit of thrusting her prick deeper into Dana’s mouth, who slurped greedily, throat bobbing as she gulped pre-cum.

Their respective pleasure raced to completion. Amanda panted heavily, her composure the first to go as both her sexes throbbed and twitched. Something that Corey noticed. The three-foot futa’s hips went into overdrive, meeting Amanda’s thrusts with increasing ferocity. Little minx was trying to make her cum first. Maybe if Amanda were more devoted to the role-play this time around, she’d have resisted, however she was just plain horny and wanted to get off a bunch while Amy was out. Still, her kegels clenching made it impossible for Corey to resist much as well.

Especially when Amanda slipped a hand behind them to shove a pair of fingers in the futa’s hole. It was still tight and gooey with her seed, eliciting obscene squelching noises as they moved in tandem. Dana helped too, pinching and pulling on Corey’s nipples as her pussy reached climax as well. All three were gasping for air before long, moaning louder until the whole house could hear them.

Then came the big release. Amanda shouted as the tightness in her abdomen snapped and unfiltered pleasure flooded her senses. She engaged her core as she brought her spare hand to Dana’s head, shoving it down her length. Almost half her dick invaded the girl’s throat before a deluge of cum shot out. It proved more than Dana could handle, choking and coughing up viscous ropes. She still tried swallowing, but in vain. Dana yanked her head back when streaks of white oozed from her nostrils.

Her choking also had the benefit of squeezing Corey’s nipples even tighter. Tight enough to force her over the edge as well. Amanda’s orgasm was still in full swing when the wave of cum fattened the cock inside, its rise pushing all her buttons. She clenched up hard, unprepared for the sensation, only to explode when the first jet bombarded her uterus. Fem-cum sprayed all over, dousing the black girl in her ecstasy.

Dana was last to fall, bucking into Corey’s wailing mouth and crying out. It wasn’t nearly as powerful a climax as before, though still enough to drain her. The exhausted shrunken girl teetered onto her side, legs splayed open and her pink lips shiny with a mix of spit and pussy juice. Amanda groaned as she stood on shaking legs. Two orgasms in such short notice was a bit much, even for a futa.

Corey, on the other hand…

“Are we done already? Come on, that stuff you gave me is still working, so I’m crazy hard still.”

Amanda glanced at Dana and chuckled. Vain and dumb as most of Futa Alpha seemed, they were definitely impressive, “Lieutenant Dana, I believe this is the chance for you to show your prowess.”

“Understood,” Dana groaned and took Amanda’s position. It was quite different for her though, being the same height as Corey, whose cock stood at attention the moment it felt her presence. Amanda’s juices still shone brilliantly on it, some even streaming down the staggering length. Twelve inches of hardness pressed against Dana, the head firmly past her boobs.

“Don’t worry about taking the whole thing,” Corey said, with more than a little smarminess, “You’re not a futa after all.”

Dana’s lip twitched, “There’s other ways to take things deep beside up the snatch you know?” Not even a second’s pause and Amanda handed her a bottle of lube. Even before Amy’s growth spurt, it came in handy for impromptu fuckings. Now, even when Amy was shrunk, it was no less useful.

Dana winked by way of thanks and squirted out a hefty dollop, before slathering it not on Corey’s shaft - that was already drenched in natural lube - but on her asshole. Few girls could take a futa’s full length vaginally. Even futanari struggled until they got the hang of womb penetration. Anal, however, while still difficult, was certainly possible.

Not to mention the fact Amy wasn’t known for doing much butt stuff, so of course Dana decided to train herself in that regard. Anything to get one-up on the Amazon.

“Here, let me help,” Amanda said. While her sexes were still much too sensitive, her fingers and mouth were more than willing. She ducked behind the girl, who lifted her ass for access, while Dana mashed her pussy into the pulsing crown just below.

Sour notes tingled on her tongue as she dipped it past the tight knot of muscle. It wasn’t nearly as potent as some might expect, Dana did take care of herself excellently. More noticeable than anything was the heady musk of sweat that still clung to her from earlier. Amanda didn’t dislike it though and even added her fingers to the mix, making sure the lube was well and truly applied. When she pulled away, sticky strings pulled on her skin.

“Ready.”

Dana nodded and changed her angle, digging the head between her cheeks. Amanda watched up close as the wrinkled hole gave in almost too easily, swallowing Corey’s tip and a few inches more. The dark futa gasped in delight, hips unconsciously lifting and forcing another inch in. Trained as she was, Dana still needed to adjust. This was a big dick, and felt bigger on the inside as Amanda could attest to.

“Let’s go,” Dana panted and began riding her, sawing half a foot to and fro, making sure her insides were well and truly stretched. Then she leaned forward, arching her hips a bit more. For a moment, nothing happened, the two of them simply breathing heavily at one another, and then Dana sank down. She breathed slow and evenly, measured.

Amanda couldn’t help fondling a tit as she watched, or getting a feel of Corey’s juicy nuts either. It was a crazy sight, all twelve inches vanishing into her friend’s hole. When Dana’s ass met thigh, Amanda moved in, running her tongue from Corey’s scrotum and up Dana’s crack. She focused on the balls when Dana lifted, then completed the full circuit as she sank back down. It seemed to do the trick of easing the penetration, though she still added more lube after a few minutes.

“I’ve got this,” Dana said and proved it up by lifting high, then dropping sharply. They cried out at that.

“Fuck, she’s so tight,” Corey grunted, clearly unprepared for what a good asshole was like.

“No talking during training,” Amanda snapped.

“Fuck off,” Corey said, sinking both hands into Dana’s hips, “I wanna fuck properly.”

Amanda grinned. She already had an idea for how to shut up this little upstart. Coming from behind Dana, she swung a leg over Corey and aimed her cock at her lips. When the futa tried protesting, she shoved the head in. She couldn’t bury every inch, but that just put her at the perfect level to get at Dana’s tits. With ravenous hunger, she slurped up a nipple, lashing at it with her tongue. Dana fixed her weight on her thighs, bouncing on them as her hands cupped Amanda’s head and a tit of her own.

Surprisingly, Corey proved an exemplary cocksucker. It only took a few minutes of gagging before she got the idea, throat relaxing and opening, taking over half the length. Amanda began thrusting her hips in time with Dana’s bouncing, managing to cram even more down Corey’s gullet.

“Oh fuck, she’s… so big,” Dana rasped, clenching her teeth, though the pleasure in her eyes and voice were obvious, “Getting bigger.”

“Huh?” Amanda popped her nipple free and looked down. Unfortunately, the constant movement made it impossible to tell if Corey had grown any larger. That is, until a sudden spurt went through her. Dana moaned deeply, slowing her riding to roll her hips decadently.

“Her cock’s growing back first,” she said, lifting high enough for Amanda to see. Corey had indeed regained much of her former size, especially in girth. She could even see it pulling on Dana’s ass as the girl rose and fell. Strange that Dana hadn’t grown at all.

Maybe this new batch was less effective on futanari?

“Feels so fucking good,” Dana groaned and sped up, ass slurping noisily with all the lube inside her.

Amanda balanced on one hand, bringing the other to Dana’s snatch. Pushing a couple fingers in, she was shocked by how clearly she felt Corey’s dick pumping away. Doing this did make it harder for Amanda to control her thrusts, though Corey didn’t seem bothered as eight, then nine inches hollowed out her oesophagus. Still plenty to go, but Amanda was still sensitive and her orgasm was nigh.

“Listen up, Recruit!” Amanda barked, lifting and slamming her hips now, “You better drink it all, or I’ll be shoving it up your ass next!”

Truthfully, she’d probably be too spent afterwards, but the threat did the trick. Corey curled her arms around Amanda’s hips, helping pull her in. Her choked panting got harsher as her own climax neared. Dana was close too, clamping down on Amanda’s fingers. She could just imagine what was happening in the other hole.

The fair-skinned futa pulled off the nipple again. Her sucking had left it much more engorged than the other, and looking hot as fuck. She looked up, finding Dana’s gaze, then kissed her deep. Their tongues entwined, moans reverberating together, as everyone crested that peak once more. Semen flooded Dana’s depths, while Amanda fed every drop to Corey. It was like a complete circuit, cum flowing from one into another.

When Amanda broke the kiss, she found Dana’s gut nicely rounded. Downright pregnant even, despite the rivers of jizz escaping her asshole. They helped each other climb off Corey, who hacked up heavy globs of jizz. Amanda opened her mouth to admonish her, but decided she couldn’t be bothered. Even Corey needed a breather.

Though not for nearly long enough.

“I’m still horny!” Corey whined and sat up on her knees, hovering over the Futa Era members. It appeared the Shrinkage had worn off on her, bringing the futa back to her full majesty.

“How big did you say you were again?” Amanda asked.

“Hmm? Uh, like twenty inches at the last physical.”

That thing definitely wasn’t twenty-inches. Amanda had an eye for sizes, which had only improved with how often she and Amy shrank and grew, and she was sure Corey was a fair bit closer to two full feet than just twenty inches. She groaned at herself and rolled over, lifting her ass. Why did she have to get so horny for huge things?

“Not thinking of being stingy are you?” Dana asked, shuffling over to put her pussy before her.

“Nah, come here,” Amanda pulled her in, burying her moans in Dana’s labia as Corey began pushing in. If it weren’t for all her time spent working on taking Amy’s bigger and bigger cock, she wasn’t sure it’d have even fit. Speaking of Amy, she wondered if anything interesting was going on with her.

--Earlier that day--

“U-unfortunately our store isn’t suitable for someone of your… height…”

Amy sighed and crawled back through the automatic door of the supermarket. It couldn’t be helped. The building was large, ceilings well beyond what anyone would reach on their own, but she had completely eclipsed that. Being a nearly sixteen-foot Amazon definitely had its problems. 

The benefits outweighed them, mostly sexual, but the issues were still there. Like fitting in Futa Era was a trial more often than not. She could barely even fit in her and Amanda’s bedroom anymore. Not that the challenge wasn’t fun, and Amanda certainly always enjoyed watching her squish through the attic door, but she was teetering on seeing if they could just take the ground floor reception room. Though, for now, Amy didn’t mind it.

“Unbelievable. Amazons are becoming more and more common, they should be changing with the times,” Jade said, shooting a glare at the store manager. Amy was the giant there, but Jade could put the fear of God in anyone with that look.

“Yeah, but most of them aren’t fifteen-feet,” Amy laughed, “Can’t really change a whole building for one person.”

“If Eliza has her way, I suspect there’ll be far more than you think.”

“Yeah. Yuri is definitely hungry for it,” Amy said, thinking of the last time she met her ‘rival’ and the envy in her eyes. There were a few others like that too, even regular people.

“Perhaps I’ll propose a new legislation for Amazons like yourselves? Get the standard height of buildings changed so you can actually fit.” Jade sounded almost wistful.

“Bigger cars would be cool too.” At this point, if Amy wanted to take a bus or Uber, she needed to take Shrinkage, but the time limit on that was hard to place. Futa Era had some funds, but nothing like Alpha, and destroying a vehicle would definitely drain them.

“You’re already a model, so I think plenty of companies would line up to design you something.”

“That’d be cool.”

It would also take a lot of work. Sitting down, Amy still towered over pretty much everyone else. She also weighed far more than the average family. Thinking that did bring a grimace to her face, though she knew ninety-percent of her several hundred kilo body came from her curves and genitals. Just had balls probably weighed more than a car.

“Where to now?” Amy asked.

“There’s an open market a few blocks down,” Jade pointed the direction, “No ceilings to get in the way. Plus you should be enough of a distraction for me to negotiate a good deal.”

“That’s me,” Amy lifted her arms in a Hercules-style pose, shirt riding up to flash some of her abs and the bottoms of her bosom, “A huge distraction.” Several people ended up stumbling into her legs, too caught up in staring up her tented top. Bras weren’t an option. At best, she could try wrapping a sheet around them, but that wouldn’t provide much support. Nor did they need it. Be it a by-product of Eliza’s serums, good genes or youth, but Amy’s mammoth mammaries kept their sublime shape. Huge, sloping teardrops with her nipples at their precipice.

Pointing the way as it were. Even Jade wasn’t immune to the display.

“Save it for later,” Jade said, tugging her onward. Not even close to six-feet, she led the Amazon without hesitation or so much as glancing at Amy’s crotch. That was genuinely impressive. Amy did her best to bind and diminish her endowment, to little effect.

It arched out and down to just above her knees. That was with her using it to help pull her balls up so they didn’t sit between her shins. If she let it hang normally, she’d be much too close to scraping the ground for comfort. As it was, if people weren’t careful, then they could bump into her cock. More than a few definitely thought about accidentally ‘bumping’ into her, but decided against it. Whether for fear of angering the towering Amazon, or simply getting knocked on their asses.

The market was bustling. Vendors called for attention, trying to make deals with random passersby, then moving on right away when they failed. Amy’s appearance stalled them, nearly all eyes turning to take her in. Many eyes widened, jaws dropped, pants tightened and several others tried valiantly not to stare. They still stole frequent glances.

Just as Jade expected, Amy proved an immense help in putting sellers off their game. She was quick to take advantage, pressing them into giving her obscene sales, sealing it before they could get their bearings. Amy carried everything, of course. Ordinarily five or six people would go on these trips.

That was her main purpose for being there really. That and to get her out of the house. Classes were all remote now, she couldn’t really play volleyball since it was completely unfair to everyone else, and just going out was severely limited when she couldn’t fit in pretty much every building without being on all fours. Amy all but leapt at the chance to do something other than hang out by the pool or mess around with Shrinkage.

She still didn’t have much to do but carry things. That didn’t stop her from having some fun being Jade’s ‘distraction’.

“Think these melons are big enough?” Amy asked, holding some honeydews up to her bust, which absolutely dwarfed them. They weren’t even that small, easily on par with Jade’s head. Against Amy, however, they were more like large grapes. Something that the vendor couldn’t ignore, allowing for an easy negotiation with them taking a large bag full for the price of a couple.

She repeated it with others. Comparing cucumbers, pumpkins, anything that was usually used to measure a futa’s size. All were made miniscule by Amy.

“It’s pretty hot out, huh?” Amy said, dabbing at her face with her shirt. It wasn’t even intentionally, but she ended up nearly flashing another seller, who just blindly agreed to Jade’s price. The Amazon wasn’t simply making conversation either. The sun was out in mid-Autumn, barely a cloud in sight, and with so many people gathered around the market, more than a few beads of sweat breaking on her arms.

“We’ll be done soon,” Jade said.

‘Soon’ turned into another fifteen minutes, as Jade fought for the best deals possible. Amy did her best not to fidget too much, though she still ended up fanning herself with her shirt. It wasn’t too bad for her top, Amanda had managed to make her a shirt that was actually baggy on her. Unfortunately, pants were nearly impossible. Hers just about managed to fit, basically attached to her skin like paint. They were also stifling. She felt it every time she moved, the sweat building and soaking in.

They came to the final stall of their trip, wherein an older woman resided, fanning herself while casting a disinterested eye at the approaching pair. Amy would’ve been offended if she were actually interested. She was out of things to compare against herself, and the flapping of her shirt did little to cool her down. At that point, she was just waiting for Jade to finish so they could find somewhere shaded so she could down a few bottles of water.

Unfortunately, this woman was as stubborn as Jade was determined. They bounced back and forth, escalating and lowering prices on just about everything, while Amy shifted her weight from foot to foot, grimacing at the feeling of her sweaty pants. It was hottest around her crotch, specifically her balls. She could practically feel a sea of perspiration blanching them.

Amy tugged on the fabric. When she released, she felt and heard it. Her pants had become a trap for her sweat, so tight around her legs that only drops could escape. Every move at that point made a gentle sloshing noise. Which, she noticed, caught the woman’s attention more than anything else. Enough for Jade to sneak a victory in their battle of bargains.

There was her chance to end this. Amy began rubbing at her balls, heating them further, which only made more sweat as it sloshed and pooled, pushing the crotch down lower. Just shifting her weight a little made an obvious ripple in the fabric. Plenty of others took notice, but this wasn’t exactly for them. Amy just wanted Jade to get her deal so they could be on their way. It was fortunate, then, that her rubbing also stirred her cock from its sleep.

As it swelled, the heat only grew until Amy was certain everyone could feel it wafting off her. Jade definitely noticed, but her focus was steeled. Her quarry, however, lacked such willpower, constantly glancing at Amy and her churning groin. Jade seized the opportunity like a general in war, signaling for Amy to follow as they quickly made their escape.
 
She wasn’t without understanding though and made a beeline for an alley. One with just enough room for Amy to stand and peel the top of her pants down, releasing a veritable ocean of sweat. People no doubt saw what she was doing, maybe drawn in by the musk too, then quickly moved on when they were met by Jade’s glare, or noticed that her head didn’t even reach Amy’s glorious buttocks.

“Gonna need a bathe when we get back,” Amy sighed, “Better let the others know.”

“I may have an idea for that,” Jade said, tapping away at her phone. She didn’t even look up to hand Amy her fifth water bottle. Once Amy was sufficiently cooled, they headed back into the sun, with the Brazilian leading the way, occasionally looking at her phone or up at the Amazon. Stern as she was, even Jade couldn’t be wholly immune to the strange circumstance she was in.

Even Amy struggled not to focus on just how tall she’d become of late. She’d been this tall for a couple weeks now, and still she got a little thrill looking down at people’s heads. They passed a few that actually reached her hips, towering over the rest of the masses, but even they looked downright petite with her there. Even a couple of Hypers they saw looked at her chest and crotch in bewilderment. And perhaps a hint of jealousy.

Her height came with one very wonderful advantage. She could spot and be spotted with ease. Hence why she saw Amanda and vice versa despite the relatively busy streets. Amanda mentioned she was going out with Dana, but it looked like she’d picked up another. Not only that, but they were definitely not at their right sizes. Well, Dana wasn’t. The other one looked familiar, but Amy couldn’t find a name. They waved and Amy made a not so subtle gesture of Amanda having fun, before continuing in opposite directions.

“So, what is this idea you mentioned?” Amy asked. They’d been walking for a good five minutes, and all Jade had said was the rare ‘right’ or ‘left’.

“I’m sure you’ll enjoy it,” was all Jade explained.

“Alright.” Amy just shrugged. She trusted Jade not to lead her into some trap. At least, not the deadly kind. Or sexual. It never ceased to amaze how a futa, least of all one as well endowed as Jade, could be so restrained.

A double decked bus passed them, gleaming in the sun from a fresh clean. Those at the top were treated to an incredible sight as Amy winked at them. Following its origin, the Amazon spotted a scantly clad woman waving a sign. A bikini carwash? In this day and age?

“We’re here,” Jade said, waving to the girl. 

“Huh?” Amy had, at best, expected for Jade to bring her to a pond or something that she could rinse off her sweat in. What was the point of this anyway? Did she intend for Amy to strip off as a way of cooling and help market this dated attraction?

“Oh wow, you weren’t kidding. She’s enormous!” The girl gawked at Amy, before remembering herself and extended a hand, “Hi, name’s Carol. You’re Amy, yeah?” She had a pretty strong accent, definitely from the UK like Eliza, though a different part. Amy had very little knowledge of geography, so she couldn’t even begin to assume where she was from.

“Yeah, I am.” She extended a couple fingers, which Carol shook eagerly. The moment they touched, an unsubtle twitch in her bikini caught Amy’s eye.

“How’s it going?” Jade asked, waving for Amy to follow them into the largely vacant car park.

“Not great,” Carol pouted, “We’ve only had like five cars so far. Morgan said she put the word out on her socials, but looks like that didn’t work.”

Amy looked at the others. About five others were present, all similarly dressed, skin shiny with soap and sunscreen. More surprising was that a couple were Amazons. Big ones at that. They were easily a foot taller than Amy was before she took her first dose of Shrinkage. On a fence, she finally noticed a sign; Amazon Accommodations! All donations welcome!

“Oh, I’ve heard of you guys,” Amy said.

“I’d be surprised if you of all people hadn’t,” Carol snickered, “Just as the name says, we’re collecting donations to give Amazons more appropriate accommodations. Bigger doors, higher ceilings, more clothes and so on.”

“It’s not a huge deal for most though, isn’t it?” Amy asked.

“No,” Jade answered, “But there’s a clear incline in height in the decades since Amazons were first classified. Many believe it won’t be long before they end up as tall as you, Amy. And with Eliza’s work, that future might be sooner than you think.”

“Exactly, that’s why we’ve gotta work harder than ever now.”

“Huh, that’s cool. So, uh, what am I doing here exactly?” Amy turned to Jade, arching a brow.

“You said you needed a bath, didn’t you?”

“Uh, yeah, but I don’t… ooh!” Amy honestly felt stupid for not assuming that first.

“I don’t know if we can do that without getting in trouble,” Carol said, nervously.

Jade cracked a wry smirk, “There’s a tragically little known detail regarding Amazons and the law; public indecency can be forgiven in the event of a wardrobe malfunction. Seeing as it’s so much more common for them.”

Amy’s jaw fell, “I didn’t know that!” Would’ve been nice to know when she and Amanda thought they’d get arrested in the park.

“Well, now you do,” Jade rolled her eyes, then jabbed a finger into Amy’s thigh, “Especially you. With how big you are, I’d wager you’ll have a fair few more ‘malfunctions’ in the future. You’ll probably only get bigger anyway.”

“Whoa,” Carol beamed at the Amazon, like the prospect of her getting even taller was a second Christmas, “I can’t wait to see that.”

Amy stared down at her considerable self. Growing more wasn’t exactly not on her mind. Shrinkage usually had the side effect and it was about the only way she could have a ‘normal’ sex life at the moment, but there was also her natural development. She was only nineteen, though the big two-zero wasn’t far off, and most Amazons were still growing into their mid-twenties. Even if she didn’t use Eliza’s concoctions anymore, she’d probably end up reaching seventeen feet. Maybe even eighteen if she hit a second spurt.

“Now then, Amy, if you’d be so kind as to strip, we can get you cleaned up and head home.”

“Uh, yeah. Sure,” Amy said and peeled her top off. She didn’t miss how Carol’s eyes widened, a prescient twitch stretching her bikini when the Amazon’s breasts lifted and fell with a satisfying smack, loud enough to draw the attention of the others.

“What’s going on?” One of the Amazons asked.

“Forget cars, ladies, we’re giving this giant a wash!” Carol announced, pulling her brunnette locks back into a cute ponytail.

“Oh shit, really? C’mon, you heard her!”

A couple of impressively endowed, average height blondes bounced over, arms out to accept Amy’s shirt. They let out a gasp when the sweaty garment nearly flattened them. For her it was just a regular, baggy top, but a blanket for them, and a dress for the other Amazons present. Amy winked when she caught a redhead staring at her breasts. If she thought those were impressive, she’d be floored by what came next.

She hooked her fingers into her pants and began peeling them off. Everyone gathered to watch, except Jade, who wandered a few feet away, avoiding the explosive musk hitting everyone’s senses. Amy offered an apologetic smile and shrug, though with the way some of their eyes dilated, they weren’t exactly unhappy with it. The blondes especially looked ready to give her a thorough washing… with their bodies most likely.

“And you’re sure we won’t get in trouble for this?” Carol looked to Jade, who just gave a thumbs up.

“Well, we are fenced in and as long as, uh…”

“Amy.”

“Amy doesn’t stand up, then we shouldn’t attract too much attention.”

“Fair point. Morgan, can you put up a closed sign or something out front?”

“Yeah sure,” one of the Amazon’s said. A punk by the look of her, with several rings in her ears, two in her nose, and some thick bars through her nipples that poked clear through her bikini top. She had rich, purple hair shaved on one side, clearly designed to show off at least one ear’s worth of piercings.

“Alright, we gotta divide and conquer for this one,” Carol said, clearly the leader of the operation.

“We’ll take her bottom half!” The blondes announced in unison. Given their similar voice and face, Amy had to assume they were twins. Her cock twinged at the fact it’d be serviced by them.

Carol just rolled her eyes, “Makes sense. Kate and Mary are the smallest after all. Hillary, you and Morgan can handle the top half. I’ll get into the nooks and crannies.”

“I’ll help too,” Jade said, suddenly appearing down at Amy’s thigh, clad in a bikini of her own. The triangles of the top looked much too large for her, and there was an abundance of cord dangling at her back. She must’ve taken one of the twin’s spare suits. 

“Thanks… you’re not getting a discount though.”

Jade sucked her teeth at that.

Amy chuckled and reclined back onto her arms, “Don’t mind her. She wouldn’t have offered if she was just after money. So, uh, how do we start?”

“Well, first, you need to get hard,” Morgan said, “It’ll be easier than trying to get into all your foreskin wrinkles and stuff.” Despite her punk visage, she had a patient voice. Almost motherly.

“Yeah, get hard!” One of the twin’s exclaimed, pumping her hands in a not so subtle gesture.

“It’s okay if she cums a little right? We’re cleaning up anyway,” the other asked.

“Doubt it’d stop you if I said no, so sure. Whatever.”

Amy and Jade shared a look, knowing how that’d end up. Unfortunately, she could try holding it in, but with the way Mary and Kate were looking at her slowly rising dick, they wouldn’t let her leave without cumming at least once. Jade shrugged and joined the others at Amy’s cock. Mostly flaccid, only Morgan and Hillary, the Amazons, beat it in length. Though not for long.

Kate and Mary were first to touch her, both squealing when they did.

“It’s so hot! Literally.”

“Yeah, did you keep a furnace in there with it or something?”

“No, just my balls.”

“Her balls!” The twins gasped, staring at the huge, taut sack. Its skin was shiny under the unwavering sun, no doubt made slippery from the sweat they’d soaked in. Without another word, the pair gave up on her cock and rushed her scrotum, colliding with it with such force their faces were briefly buried in the wrinkles. They stayed like that for several seconds, waiting even longer, to the point Amy thought she needed to peel them off. But they wrenched themselves away with guttural moans.

“Holy shit, these things are sweaty.”

“Smells so fucking good…”

Amy was beginning to pick up on little differences in their voices. Kate, she assumed, had a slight rasp, which she could only think wasn’t entirely natural. Possibly caused by constant dick sucking. It seemed more likely with how expertly she put her tongue to work on Amy’s testes. Her sister seemed an expert with her arms and body as a whole though, as she began squeezing rhythmically.

That coaxed a few more inches into her cock, but what really got her engine going was the fact these two blondes, who didn’t look to be all that short - probably about average - yet they were barely any taller than her nuts. In terms of weight, they were definitely way lighter. The two couldn’t even move one of her testicles. That got her arousal going. Inches turned to feet as her cock lifted itself, veins pulsing into fat tree roots that even Amy’s arms couldn’t measure up to.

Astonished looks followed her erection. Jade was more immune, though even she couldn’t hide the proud grin at their reactions, or the hint of lust creeping into her expression. Carol turned to her, mouthing something Amy couldn’t discern, Jade nodded and the volunteer’s jaw dropped. What did she ask? If Amy’s cock was big enough to swallow someone whole? Oh, she looked interested if that was the case.

They were offering to wash her. It was only right they do a thorough job. Inside and out. Amy licked her lips, thoughts getting carried away now. Arousal pumped through her veins, heart pounding in her chest, nipples rising like dough while her cock reached its complete state. A goliath that couldn’t stick up fully because of its weight. It hovered over the charity workers, providing much appreciated shade.

Kate and Mary were less affected. They only separated from her sack to get water and soap.

“What’re you guys staring at? We got a job to do.”

Carol blinked and rubbed at her face, “Alright, we can do this. Professionally.” That seemed aimed at the twins, who didn’t respond and just returned to Amy’s nuts. She braced for the feeling of a sponge, or at least a sudden jet of water. When neither came, she leaned up to peer at them, seeing the two lathering one another instead. She was about to say something, when they turned a hose to her.

Amy jerked at the abrupt chill, then sighed at the relief. That sigh turned to a moan when their soapy bodies collided with her once more, slipping and sliding all across her nuts. A pulse ran through her shaft, nearly knocking a few people over.

“It’s big,” Morgan said.

“That she is,” Jade nodded.

“I hate to say it, but I think the twins have the right idea,” Carol said, “Sponges aren’t gonna cut it.”

“Oh hell yeah!” Hillary cheered and dumped a bucket over herself. Her and Morgan strode over, their assets jiggling enticingly, “Hey there, big fan of yours.”

“Hey. I’d offer an autograph, but no pens.”

“Don’t worry about it. I’m gonna slide between your tits, that’s way better than a signature.”

Morgan just rolled her eyes and helped part Amy’s boobs, allowing Hillary to sit herself between them. They were basically opposites, with Hillary appearing as more of a bubbly blonde than the twins now grinding their soaped up bodies against her nuts. Wet, platinum hair cascaded down to meet Amy as Hillary straddled her belly and laid back onto her, while Morgan pushed her heavy tits together. All three let out a soft moan.

They weren’t exactly big enough to consume an Amazon, but still huge even to Hillary. As she slid up, her ass glided over Amy’s abs, sudsy water flowing between the rocks. When she moved down, Hillary’s rear bumped the cock, which she couldn’t help rubbing against. Unusual as it was, their methods were working. Already, she felt fresher than she had in days. It really didn’t hurt that beautiful people were using their bodies to wash her.

“Any ideas, Jade?” Carol asked, hands on hips as she contemplated the monumental task ahead of her.

“If Amanda were here, she’d recommend some kind of game,” Jade mused, “I can’t really say where to begin. We’d need to get up there first.”

“You two work up here, I’ll take care of this,” Morgan said, nodding to Amy’s breasts which she held firmly against her fellow Amazon’s body, “Maybe should’ve planned for this, eh, Carol?”

“Yeah, that’s on me. I figured she was already so big, there was no way it could get that much bigger. But, lo and behold, she’s absolutely massive!” She laughed, head tilted back to look at the peak over fifteen feet away. A flush entered her cheeks, and her bikini got tight down below.

Amy hummed as Hillary continued sliding along her torso, turning over to use her breasts as sponges. Hands played with Amy’s chest, working the soap into the underside where it was sweatiest. The other two came and took Morgan’s position, both absolutely dwarfed by the pair. Fortunately, Amy was buoyant and malleable enough for them to manage without getting crushed. 

“Keep this up and I’ll have to hire you full time,” Amy said, relaxing more and more. Then her cock was enveloped in a strong hug, Morgan’s arms wrapped tight around its girth, struggling to contain close to six-feet in circumference, according to Amanda’s most recent measurements. Amy arched her hips in pleasure, a rush of pre surging to her tip.

“I wouldn’t mind that,” Hillary said, “I’ll even do it pro bono, if you can put in a good word with your manager for me.” She reached under the Amazon and pulled herself even closer, a bunch of soap pouring out between their bodies.

“I just might,” Amy sighed. Her breasts wobbled pleasantly from the two shorter volunteers. Neither were particularly visible from this angle, but she felt them clearly, especially Carol, who had put her mouth to work as well. Not sure how that sanitary that was, but Amy wasn’t going to say anything. It was just a shame no one was there to ‘clean’ her nipples.

“No way, she’s really here!”

“See, I told you I saw a sixteen-foot Amazon walking around.”

“Yeah, yeah, take your money. What’s going on anyway?”

It seemed they hadn’t done a great job of diverting people. A group of three, no four, women walked in. They were dressed for business it looked like, office ladies out for lunch perhaps, that spotted Amy and followed her. Carol wrenched herself from the breast and stared, stunned by the predicament.

“Let me handle this.” It was the redhead, the one that had apparently been completely shocked into silence by Amy’s body.

“Listen up, this ain’t a sideshow or anything like that!” She had a pleasant southern drawl to her, kind but commanding, “Not a free one anyway!”

“Yeah, yeah, whatever. How much?”

“Twenty bucks each. But! We’re running a special, just for today. One-hundred gets you full access.”

“Full access?”

“Full access! As in, you get to walk up and talk to the giant. Touch the giant. Wherever you might want.”

“Hey, don’t I get a say in this?” Amy raised her head.

The redhead arched a brow at her, giving a look that said ‘really? You’re going to refuse people paying to get you off?’

The Amazon sighed and waved a hand. This redhead was just as bad as Jade. She had a good point though. These women, pretty much of all of which had begun stripping off after wads of cash or cards over, were just that infatuated by her. Not a terrible feeling, if a bit weird given they were total strangers.

In moments, she was surrounded and touched on all sides. The twins had doubled in number, all fighting for as much of her testicle real estate as possible, while Morgan had a number of helpers rubbing their soaped up bodies against the base of her prick. A couple had even climbed on her crotch, laughing madly at how much taller Amy’s dick was than them. Some even joined Hillary at her chest.

“Fuck, her nipples are enormous.” A bob-cut brunette said.

“It’s bigger than Derrick’s… um, I mean… ah, fuck it, I paid good money, I’m using it.”

“Hey, Sherry, What're you doing? Oh my god, that’s crazy! Let’s do it together!”

Amy watched from her strange vantage point at the precipice of her body. About a dozen women had joined them, paying to put their bodies to use in cleaning her up. Everyone was covered in a slippery sheen, using themselves to sponge clean her. Or rather, just getting their fill of her body. These two, however, straddled a tit each and lined up their pussies. There was enough soapy water that they didn’t need lube or foreplay, instead they just bucked onto her.

Tight, wet, velvet tunnels swallowed Amy’s nipples. Nearly seven inches of sensitive pink flesh disappeared inside them, the two moaning and clenching around her. She let out a deep sigh, welcoming the pleasure.

Their decision served as a catalyst of sorts for the others. One after the other, everyone but the volunteers gave up any pretense of cleaning and began rubbing their hot loins against Amy’s body. Two climbed on her balls. A group had crowded her dick, doing their best to get a vein wedged between their lips. More than a few straddled her belly, grinding their loins into her abs.

Amy just shut her eyes and enjoyed the feeling of so many pussies on her skin. They were soft and moist, a perfect substitute for sponges. Boobs joined the mix, stiff peaks catching on veins or the divots between abs. A few tongues and lips massaged her too, warm breaths washing over her skin as excitement took hold.

“Fuck, her nipples feel so good.”

“Best ‘dick’ I’ve ever had.”

“Ahh, her cock is way too fucking big. It’s like a giant snake. Ooh, think it could swallow us?”

“Yes. Yes it can,” Jade answered.

“Huh, no way. I was just… you’re serious?”

“Might be a struggle, but I’ve seen it. I’ve felt it swallow someone whole. Seen their body bulging out right here,” Jade ran a hand over Amy’s cum-vein, feeling it throb as it belched more pre. The only thing sparing the ladies a slimy shower was Morgan, the Amazon getting a hefty coating of her. It didn’t stop the scent from spreading around.

“How much for that?!”

“A grand.”

“A grand?!”

“It’s a once in a lifetime experience, so of course it would be…”

“No, I just thought it’d be more. Take it! Just get me in there already.”

“Sure, um… just let me tell Amy.”

Amy opened her eyes and watched Jade approach with a sheepish expression. It was a rare sight indeed. Few things flustered her to that degree.

“You do know I can’t really vore someone when they’re full size, right?”

“Yes,” Jade sighed, “I figured it’d be a good tease for her. You didn’t bring any Shrinkage, did you?”

“No. Shame we didn’t stop to talk to Amanda. She definitely had some.”

“Right, well, where do we go from here?”

“I dunno. I can try. How big is she?”

“Eh, I’d say average. Maybe a little smaller.”

“Yeah, that should be doable.”

“You’re sure?”

“Well, I did have Megan’s dick in mine once and hers was about as big as a person, I think. My cock’s also pretty flexible so who knows?”

“If nothing else, I suppose this will make you cum quickly.”

“Hell yeah, it will. You should go, looks like some people want personal attention,” Amy glanced to a small group of women, all staring at Amy’s lips. Jade left, exchanging words with the other ladies and Morgan, while Amy smiled at her admirers.

“So, what can I do for you?”

“It’s just, uh…” One girl couldn’t finish, until she got a sharp nudge from a friend, “I wanna kiss you!”

“Kiss me? That’s awfully tame. Have you seen what everyone else is doing?”

“Trust me, that’s all she really wants. Gina’s got a thing for big lips and all that.”

“Even when they’re big enough to cover her whole head!”

Gina didn’t refute them, rather her deepening blush confirmed it for Amy.

“Alright, come here!” Amy still had full use of her arms, though she had to be careful with so many people on and around her body, using one to pull the group in.

“Hey, we don’t need to up close for this!”

“Shut it. This might be kinda hot.”

Amy wasn’t so big that they couldn’t just climb over her arm if they wanted to leave, nor was she holding them especially close. They could leave whenever, but none did. The girl at the forefront couldn’t look away from the Amazon’s lips, a shudder coursing through her when Amy licked them. For someone to be practically hypnotised by her mouth of all things was one hell of a rush. Almost enough to distract from her cock being pulled down, like a great oak being felled.

She bit her lip, which made Gina gasp. With Amy’s cock now perpendicular, several more took to straddling it, all cooing and moaning as her veins throbbed harder. Amidst all the vaginas, she easily noticed a set of balls slap down against her glans. Morgan had perched at the head, her own member pulsing against purple flesh, being the only one with enough weight to keep it down. At the very forefront, Jade stood with the apparently vore-obsessed woman.

Amy steadied enough to focus on the ones right in front of her, “So? What’re you waiting for?” Gina gulped, eyes wide in lust and panic. Amy was a difficult sight to fully comprehend from a distance.

The world had long since adjusted to Amazons appearing more often. Women above seven feet were about as common as seeing a Rolls Royce; rare, but most people have at least seen them in person. Amy had some idea what it was like, having shrunk so often. Standing before someone more than twice her size, who could easily overpower her at any moment was an incredible, albeit terrifying feeling. And none of her friends had lips plump as hers. She could actually smother this girl with them if she wanted.

Amy puckered her lips, ready for a kiss. The girl gulped and looked at her friends, who were just as stunned, but one at least had the sense to nudge her forward. Several murmured encouragements flowed from the girl’s lips, until a friend gave her all she needed; a physical push. Amy moaned deeply as their lips met, though it was mostly because of the hand pushing into her cock.

Liking the feeling to anything was near impossible. Sounding was close, but that rarely involved something warm and living going inside, much less a whole fist. The woman eagerly opened and closed her hand, fingers curling around to scratch the walls with her well-manicured nails. All while Amy got a kiss from someone that might have been starved for affection with how eagerly she worked her lips. The Amazon reciprocated, opening just a little for Gina to get her tongue in.

Heavy breaths exited Gina’s nose, her excitement increasing. The wrist slipped into Amy’s urethra, followed by the entire forearm, causing her to gasp as well. Arms reached up to hold Amy’s cheeks, not worried in the least by her opening maw. She could easily lean forward and swallow Gina’s head if she wanted.

She didn’t. Of course. Though she was pretty sure the girl would just find it hot. Ever since coming to college, Amy had realised peoples kinks went much wider than she ever imagined. As proof, the woman at her cock had crammed a second arm in, now close enough to lick at the stretched slit. Amy slipped her tongue out and into Gina’s lips, the girl moaning wetly at how it filled her mouth. She even bobbed on it like a cock.

“Hey everyone! Sorry I’m late, Matilda was being a total… skank…”

Amy knew that voice. Without breaking the kiss, she peered around Gina and saw an impressively tall futa - made obvious by a very flattering one-piece swimsuit - and saw Heather. Was she a volunteer here too? So Futa Alpha wasn’t completely without morals. That or she just needed an extracurricular to look good for reports. 

Her reasons for being there aside, Amy took great interest in her reaction. Amazingly enough, she only had a little shock when she recognised Amy, the biggest response came when she saw the woman slowly pushing her head into Amy’s cock. Heather’s face was slack, eyes frozen on that sole point, but her cock was anything but. It flicked up in her swimsuit, rising along her abdomen and bulging to her breasts.

Even for a futa, getting that hard that fast was impressive.

Gina’s slurping and kissing intensified, coaxing Amy’s attention back to her. The other two flanking her were getting into it as well, their hands running across their friend’s body, while gawking at the massive difference between Gina and Amy’s lips. Not too surprisingly, they started kissing at her as well. There was more than enough to go around.

She was always one to share, so Amy started switching between them. Gina resisted, forcing Amy to yank her tongue out and flick it across her face. The girl was stunned by that, but her breathing remained deep and her gaze lustful as she watched one of her friend’s be all but smothered in Amazon lips.

They only had so many hands between them, so Amy introduced her own. She only had one at the moment, given the two women still bucking on her tits, but one was plenty. Fingers as big as hers were better than almost any typical dick, and the women proved her confidence true when they yelled at her penetration. One digit per person and they were practically howling. Amy swirled her finger inside them, pressing on their most sensitive spots.

Then it was her turn to yell in pleasure as a head and shoulders suddenly penetrated her cock. Her urethra stretched and stretched around them, the woman’s shape no doubt bulging clear through her shaft. Arms carved a path in a cone shape, while her head swivelled and licked at every inch she could reach. Breasts squished against her opening, before popping in as well. Amy grunted into the lips of Gina’s third friend, then swapped back to her. She stopped being gentle and simply shoved her lips against the girl’s face.

Judging by how she tightened around Amy’s finger, she loved it. As did the others. The fact their faces were slick with her spit didn’t hamper their enjoyment one bit, they even turned to and began licking one another. Like it was the sweetest delicacy on Earth. Amy dug her fingers in hard, pressing their g-spots with unrelenting pressure. Their hips bucked and rolled, basically fucking themselves on her now.

“Um, Carol? What’s going on here?” She heard Heather ask.

“Car wash wasn’t going well, so now we’re a… I’d say an Amazon wash, but I guess it’s like an interactive porno at this point. Already raised a few grand.”

“A few grand?! Holy shit… so, uh… anything I can do?” Heather’s eagerness overflowed, and Amy could guess where it was aimed.

“Doesn’t look like anyone’s actually working on her pussy at the moment. Could you handle that?”

“Yeah, sure.” It wasn’t what she hoped for, that was clear by her drop in excitement, however she quickly went to work.

Amy groaned deeply as her balls were shoved aside and she felt the first touch on her pussy since this whole thing started. Heather was good too, not hesitating to drench herself in soap and get to work. Unlike the others, she actually focused on her job. It just so happened to pleasure Amy in the process, her folds getting wet with more than just water. All that was left was her ass, but getting to that was impossible as she was.

The sheer number of people was more than enough to bring her closer and closer to the inevitable. Pre-cum surged up her shaft, lubricating the way for its latest meal to slide in deeper and deeper. After her chest, it was almost too easy for her waist and hips to go inside with a thick squelch, then her legs disappeared. Then she began kicking and squirming, working herself deeper and deeper. There was no guarantee she’d get out after, yet that thought either didn’t occur to her, or she didn’t care.

Through it all, she still felt Hillary moving between her tits. She was arching her body now, grinding her own prick into their softness, while bumping against the other women straddling Amy’s abdomen. They seemed to enjoy it, their wetness overflowing as their voices swelled.

After a good minute, she finally had to pull away from Gina to let her and the others breath. Or rather, let them cry out as their pussies clamped down on her fingers and their legs trembled. Amy guided them to the floor and pulled out, then made sure they saw her take a long, languid lick of her digits, cleaning each one of their juices. They each had a similar, but distinct note. Gina was the heaviest, probably because this was her kink, while the other two had more of a lighter, sweet tone. She relished them all.

“Hope you enjoyed,” Amy said with a bright smile and lick of her lips.

“Uh huh,” they all groaned, nodding and grinning dumbly.

Now free to properly look around, Amy once more took in the state of her body. More people had filed in while she was distracted, the redhead was flipping through dozens - perhaps hundreds - of notes and cards. While a fair few were content to just to cop a feel of her massive tits, or simply take a photo with her cock and balls as the backdrop, more than a couple were lined up at her cock. They couldn’t be…

“Alright, you’ve signed the waiver correct?” Jade asked, holding a stack of… napkins? Everyone in line nodded, “Excellent. Now, one at a time, you will enter Amy’s giant cock. Remember to go deep as possible. It’s gigantic, yes, but that doesn’t mean it’s endless. Understood?” More nodding, this time clearly excited.

There was only about four of them, but the fact this many women were willing to pay whatever Jade decided to charge was incredible. And that was to go in Amy’s cock. Really, she should be paying them for how good it felt. As Jade waved the first one forward, she looked to Amy and shrugged. The Amazon didn’t get a chance to try and talk, head going back as her slathering slit was pried open once more. This person didn’t ease into it with their arms, instead simply cramming their head in.

Amy decided she didn’t really care that Jade offered her cock-hole without asking first. It just felt good. Maybe she’d get Amanda to climb in at full size more often. Perhaps she’d be willing to sleep in it, like a big, snugly, slimy sleeping bag. The only problem with that might be the mess of pre-cum Amy would make.

“Getting… close…” Amy moaned as the third person crawled in. That seemed to encourage everyone who heard it, their movements becoming almost frantic. The ones riding her nipples began slamming down on them, filling the air with the slap of their firm bodies against her buoyant tits. Her balls were squeezed from all sides, helped by Heather who was paying close attention to her clit at that moment.

“You heard her. You want in, get in!” Jade said to the final one in line, who raced forward, not waiting for the previous person to get any deeper. Their bodies stretched her wildly, forced to hug one another to make any headway. Her flow of pre lessened, blocked by so many bodies. Five in total plugged her dick, all of them moving excitedly. Amy’s toes curled, tingles running up her legs and spine. 

She tried holding it in. These people were paying good money after all, but they made that impossible, especially as others started cumming as well. It started at her nipples. Already tight pussies milked her tits for dear life, while Hillary seemed to reach her peak as well, coming up to claim Amy’s lips for her own. Barely contained, her cock let loose spurt after spurt against the larger Amazon’s tits, mixing sticky ropes with the slippery water. Amy’s moans joined hers as pulses ran through her sexes.

Despite everything, she still fought against it. Amy was nothing if not a good hostess. These people paid to be inside her, then they deserved to be in there for long as possible. Unfortunately, Heather was surprisingly damn good with her mouth and hands. Amy managed another minute. Her balls bellowed and swelled, then contracted to nearly half their size, ejecting gallons upon gallons of her seed. It flooded her shaft and took the people with it.

Her cum-slit bulged obscenely. The last two were tangled in each other, creating only slight gaps for her cum to escape. Amy growled and her balls contracted once again. The pressure mounted and pushed them out bit by bit, before it finally became too much and they were launched on a wave of girl-jizz on a whole other scale to the others. The first salvo was hampered by the pair, but the next people were barely an obstacle with her first, real rope arching all the way to the other side of the lot.

With her release, Amy couldn’t keep her hips down. She arched them high, forcing the women to slide down its length. It proved the final straw for them, pussies cumming as they gathered up. Morgan was quick to dismount so she didn’t accidentally hurt any of them, though that didn’t stop her from ejaculating all over them. It was impressive, though not when Amy was still shooting strong.

On and on it went. The car park wasn’t a huge space, designed more for the quick in and out shops in the area, and quickly flooded with Amy’s seed. Everyone probably expected a huge release given her person-sized testes, but none could’ve expected her to cum so much more than they implied. Entire bathtubs worth were launched with every spasm of her kegels.

That wasn’t to say it lasted forever, or even all that long in the grand scheme. No more than a couple minutes, most of which was the aftermath, her body shaking and pushing the final dozen ounces into a hot, steamy ocean of semen.

“Uh, Jade?” Carol asked.

“Yeah?” It might have been the afterglow, but Amy swore she heard a breathlessness to Jade’s voice. The kind that implied she was more than a little turned on.

“How do we clean this up?”

“Ah! Well, um… hoses?”

Amy snorted and turned over, her ass slurping from all the cum that had pooled under it, “Sorry, you’re just usually so on top of everything. It’s funny.”

Jade glared at her, though the subtle pink in her cheeks lessened it.

“Yeah, we don’t really have any better options. Alright… everyone that got doused, which, uh, I guess is everyone, come with me. There’s hoses over here.”

“Ah, crap. We can’t. We’ve got a big meeting that we can’t miss.”

“Yeah, we’ll just wipe off what we can in the bathroom.”

“There’s no way I’m washing this off before I show my friends. They’ll freak!”

An amazing number of people declined the offer. All for their own reasons, but Amy suspected they shared at least one thing; they found it hot. She couldn’t blame them. Excessive cum had a broad range by modern standards, futanari often having massive discrepancies between their production, but none held a candle to Amy. Even Hypers couldn’t measure up. It’d take a whole platoon of them to match her.

And, not to toot her own horn, but this was from a fairly tame orgasm.

“Let’s actually get you clean now, yeah?” Hillary said, wringing the last drops from her own member.

“Yeah, I’d like that.”

Heather was put in charge of cleaning her back, grinding her soft bosom into her while reaching up with a rather small sponge to get what her boobs couldn’t reach. It was nice on its own, but Amy honestly appreciated the chance to talk to her a little.

“So, did you like the show?” Amy asked. Her voice still carried a tint of lust, mostly from the people working over her erogenous zones.

“It was crazy,” Heather said, “I can’t believe you just… did all of that. Like it was nothing.”

“Bit annoying you couldn’t get in my dick, huh?”

“Yeah. I mean! Ugh… yeah.”

Amy chuckled, “Don’t worry, I’m not one to judge. Maybe next time, yeah?”

“I dunno. It’d make me feel small.”

“Hmm? And the fact you have to stretch to wash my back doesn’t?”

“That’s different. I think. I don’t know. Things are just a bit weird at the moment. What with Megan and… never mind.”

Amy didn’t press any further. Heather might not be the dense, haughty type she usually expected from Futa Alpha, but that didn’t mean she couldn’t be a bitch if pressured. A change in subject was probably best.

“So, you should be hitting a growth spurt soon, right?” Amy asked, “You’ve definitely got some Amazon in you, so can’t be long.”

“Maybe. I’m not sure how I feel about it really. Matilda’s always telling me to grow and grow and grow. I just… is that what I really want?”

Amy turned to look at her. Maybe it wasn’t clear to Heather, but there was a clear hunger in the way she looked up and down Amy’s body, and how she glanced at the other Amazons walking around. She wasn’t lusting after Amy the way most others did, she wanted to be her. To need a house to lean on if she was tired, or have to use a swimming pool for a bath, and to absolute dwarf those around her.

“I’m not gonna try and put any thoughts in your head,” Amy said, “But I think you want it. But not the way most Amazons do. They grow to eight or nine feet and that’s plenty big, sure, but if you want my input? I’d say you want to be taller than them. Taller than me.”

Heather laughed, “Yeah, maybe. I bet it’s a nightmare for you though.”

“Hmm,” Amy couldn’t argue with that, “But I enjoy it. And logic shouldn’t get in the way of doing something you really want. Not when the chance is right there.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, my friend Eliza…”

-- Later that evening, in the lab --

“So you really think you can do it?” Dana asked.

“I ended up making Amy double in height without destroying herself, I think I can make you grow a penis,” Eliza laughed.

“Thank you,” Dana said, possibly the most sincere she’d ever sounded to the futa scientist. They didn’t interact very often, though Eliza knew the ‘girl’ was almost entirely focused on besting Amy however she could. Little else impassioned her so. Except, it seemed, becoming a futa. 

“No need. I appreciate the challenge.” Eliza was about to gesture for her to leave, when she was pulled into a tight hug, “Um…”

“Oh, sorry. You don’t do hugs or whatever, right? It’s just… this means a lot. I honestly don’t think even I knew how much until recently. You, uh… you think it can be big? Like, really big?”

Eliza smoothed out her lab coat - and made sure her straps were still place - and looked incredulously at Dana.

“Um, you know, because futanari are usually pretty big and…”

“Miss Forrester, if it doesn’t look like a third leg, then I’ll have considered it a failure.”

Dana beamed and went for another hug, then thought better of it and instead extended a hand. Eliza shook it, already plotting out the possible components she’d need to pull this off. Really, growing a penis should be simple. Girls already had a basis of sorts. Yes, if she used the clit and simply guided it down the path it would have taken had Dana been a male, then she should be able to create it. The problem would be balls and hormone balance.

As she said, she liked a challenge.

Dana’s head popped back in, “Hey, uh, could you also keep this a secret from everyone? I don’t really know how or when I wanna tell them, so…”

“I won’t tell a soul. Unless they threaten my life.”

Eliza returned to her work. She almost had Yuri’s request ready, and the next version of Shrinkage, along with several others, was basically complete. Though it’d help if she could focus for more than a few minutes without someone coming in.

“Good evening, Eliza,” Jade said, even more tersely than usual. Eliza was fond of Jade’s attitude. She didn’t say more than was necessary, and she kept a good, professional distance at all times. However, her voice had a forced steadiness to it. She was nervous?

“Evening, Jade. What can I do for you?”

“I, um… It’s easier if she explains,” Jade pulled out her phone, put it on speaker and Clary’s voice came through.

“Yo, Eliza! You hear me okay?”

“Yes, Clary, I hear you.”

“Okay, sooo… Jade and I were talking earlier after she showed me some awesome pics of Amy cock-voring a bunch of people.” Eliza raised a brow at Jade, who tigthened her jaw and looked away.

“Yes? Continue.”

“Well,” Clary laughed shakily, “Think you could make Jade big enough for us to do that?”

“Hardly a problem.”

“Really?” Jade asked, an uncharacteristic amount of excitement raising her voice. She caught herself immediately after, coughing like it was an uncontrollable slip of the tongue.

“You do know who you’re talking to, don’t you?”

[bookmark: _GoBack]Clary laughed, “Thanks, Eliza. It’s gonna be so hot. I can’t wait to try and fit that thing in me. And then fit me in-” Jade hung up before she could finish and, blushing like a Catholic schoolgirl, she left. 

Eliza stared at the door for a moment longer, waiting for another interruption. None came for a minute straight, so she returned to work. And, of course, that’s when Heather stepped in. For someone so tall, she was downright mousy at that moment.

“Yes? What is it?”

“Amy told me you helped her grow so big,” Heather explained.

“I’m working on a growth formula as we speak,” Eliza said, “Once perfected, I would wager you’ll be able to reach Amy’s level. Is that satisfactory?”

“Um, yeah. I guess. When do you think it’ll be ready?”

Eliza glanced at her calender. Her meeting with Yuri was next week.

“Give it two weeks.”

“Two weeks?”

Eliza nodded, “After that, I’ll make you a proper Amazon.”

“And bigger?”

Eliza cracked a smile. Ever since Amy started growing, people seemed to be infatuated with the idea. She knew it wasn’t exactly an uncommon desire, especially in Amazon culture, but the number seemed to be escalating rapidly. Perhaps she was squandering a golden opportunity here? With the market rising, then she’d be a fool not to at least attempt monetisation. If only to fund future projects.

“For the right price.”
