[bookmark: _GoBack]Amy stretched and winced as she struck the ceiling again, forgetting about her incredible height. The roof was built high, to her gratitude, and offered about a foot of freedom between it and her head. Which could change if she grew again, highly probable given her love for the shrink/growth formula Eliza had made for her. Her cock twitched in remembrance, also eager for another round of shrunken fun. It would have to wait.

On the bed, Amanda roused from her deep, satiated slumber. She slept naked most nights, convenient for both her and the Amazon when either woke up with a raging erection. Neither minded the pre-cum stains on their sheets, nor the smell.

“Oh god, my balls ache!” Amanda giggled as she sat up, feeling at her testes as if to massage some sperm back into them. Her face was splattered in dried cum, as was the pillow on her side of the bed. More crusted the insides of her thighs, while a slight dribble oozed from her well-used pussy, kept fresh within her lusty tunnel. Amy smirked down at her and strode over on her long legs to kiss the satisfied girl.

“That’s how you know it was a good night.”

“Do yours ache?” Amanda asked.

“No.”

“Great,” Amanda said.

“We’ll work on it when I get back. It’s the weekend,” Amy said, crouching to nuzzle into her lover’s neck, inhaling the intoxicating aroma of their night, “So I plan on abusing my body and yours until Monday.”

“Sounds fair,” Amanda leaned into the affection. She reached up to return the favour and groped at Amy’s tits, each as big as the Amazon’s head and more than a match for the average futa’s hungry hands. Amanda’s fingers sank into the globes of flesh and became lost within them, playing amidst the marshmallow mountains, while her palms crushed the plump cherry. Soft moans vibrated against her neck.

Amy pulled up and away, “Sorry, any more and I won’t be able to leave. Eliza’s expecting me.”

“Yeah,” Amanda pouted but lowered her hands, fingers still hooked to keep groping the giant futa’s chest.

“I promise a good pounding when I’m back.”

“Take your time. I need to fill the girls back up,” Amanda said, eying her empty sack. Normally full and stretched thin, her scrotum hung loose over its contents, looking forlorn in its laxness.

“I could’ve sworn futa cum is the best cure for some deflated testes,” Amy said and stood to her full height, a near perfect level for her crotch to come within her lover’s lips. Her semi-flaccid length throbbed in desire and filled with blood, as if stretching out to reach Amanda, “They said so back in Sex Ed.

“You know, I think they did,” Amanda beamed, then shook her head, “But we’ve got plenty of time. Do your little errand. I’ll be waiting.”

It was Amy’s turn to pout, “Really?”

“If you leave now, I might still be in the mood for a prostate massage,” Amanda teased. She flung her legs off the bed, revealing the white, crusty mess their lurid efforts had yielded, stood and walked away from the Amazon. The futa paused and twisted her body around. Clapping one hand on each of her lower cheeks, she pulled them apart to reveal her cute, wrinkled star. She shook her hips with a slight grin as Amy followed the movement.

“Fucking tease,” the giant muttered.

“Please,” Amanda said, righting her posture, though she kept her hole on display, “You love it.”

Amy sighed, “Yeah. I’ve gotta get dressed.”

“Not gonna shower?” Amanda asked, concealing her asshole within her delectable cheeks.

“Are you?”

“Good point,” Amanda chuckled, running a hand through her matted hair. It was riddled with a mixture of her own copious orgasms and Amy’s incredible releases. Globs of seed had dried into the locks, a perfect match for the sensual filth that covered her from head to toe, and onto her plush lips. She didn’t try to moisten them, happy to savour the reminder while she could.

Amy sifted through her clothes, searching for something decent to wear. Liberal or not, the college wouldn’t appreciate her strutting around half-naked, regardless of her unusual circumstances. Not that it made much difference. Her curves and cock stood out against any outfit she wore now. Most of her clothes were custom made for her old height, now they were either too skimpy or didn’t fit at all. 

She grabbed at the loosest shirt she could find and tugged it on. Any hope of wearing a bra had been squashed days ago, when she’d managed to squeeze into one and felt a python’s grip would be kinder to her chest. Her nipples poked out against the material, desperate for attention, the perfect cap for her mountains, each greater than her head if her judgement was right. About on par with a basketball, she thought. Perhaps bigger.

Amy grabbed at her clothed chest and rolled the mounds in her hands. Whether seven or eight feet all, her breasts had always been oversized and magnificent on her luscious body, and sensitive too. She’d come to close orgasm from nipple-play alone, usually by Clary’s lips when the top-heavy songstress would zen out while sucking on Amy’s tits. Amy never expected meditation to be so delightful.

A mirror dominated the inside of her closet door, which stood almost seven feet. Even so, she was forced to squat down to get a proper view of herself. Amy grinned to herself at how the muscles in her legs rippled. Her tone had improved with her height. Where before she sported soft, feminine skin, unblemished except for the occasional mole, now she could clearly make out the lines of muscle across her limbs and stomach. Subtle pec definition hid behind the mountain of her bust.

Yet her curves suffered not. Every inch of her hips remained as broad and enticing as ever, wide enough to outdo even Dana’s. She gripped her sides and cooed as her fingers delved into the expanse of flesh, stopping when she found solid muscle deep within. Strength simmered within her form, ready to be unbound at a moments notice, as it always had. Her power came with the territory.

People called her an Amazon, and rightly so. Amy towered over most others since she was in grade school, dominated them in sports, and outshone any cheerleader she’d met. Having such ability, however, grew tiresome faster than she would have liked. By high school, she could pummel any senior into the ground, whether through a fistfight or a contest. People feared her for that. Until she made a simple decision.

She wouldn’t do anything. Amy dropped all sports, save for volleyball, and ignored any competition, a choice that became a blessing in disguise. Her free time led to better grades and allowed her to enter college. Not long after and she lost her virginity. It was awkward but incredible. And she had wanted more right away.

After that, she found purpose. People called her a slut for a while, reasonable given her penchant for taking a new lover almost every night. She dated a few people, but they couldn’t keep up, so she moved on until she found someone who could. That person was Amanda, though even she had her limits, which is where their friends joined in. Jade, Dana and Clary all shared in Amy’s boundless lust when Amanda couldn’t handle anymore. Or when she, or Amy, wanted added fun.

Amy blinked and returned her mind to the present. In her reflection, she saw Amanda strolling about the room, gathering her hairbrush and other toiletries. The Amazon stood and strode to her. She pulled the smaller futa into a tight hug and kissed her, endowing the act with every drop of love and passion she possessed. Amanda giggled and reciprocated, moaning into the giant’s lips.

“I love you,” Amy said against her girlfriend’s mouth, savouring her closeness.

“I love you too. Now hurry up so you can come back, pin me down, and fuck everything else out of my head.”

“I’d rather not,” Amy said, “Having you as my brainless sex doll sounds hot, but I’d miss the talking.”

“I’d still talk,” Amanda defended, “It’d just be limited to I and love and you.”

“No thanks. I’d feel like I’m fucking Groot or something.”

“You think he can make dildos and stuff?” Amanda asked, gaze pensive as she pondered the question.

“And I’m done,” Amy laughed and set her down. She returned to her closet and pulled on the largest set of panties she owned, even so they became no better no than a thong on her new frame. A furnace of pride sparked to life at how she had grown, and in such a short timeframe as well. Her underwear was designed for her cock, meant to support and hug it to her body. It did its job, though she feared the garment wouldn’t hold up against an erection. Few things could before.

After that, she wrenched a skirt on. The hem once stopped two inches above her knee, suitably conservative but easily turned sexy in the right situation, now it failed to even reach the halfway mark. And it constrained her movements.

“Sorry,” Amy said and winced as she carefully tore along the side. She stopped just shy of revealing her panties, “Ah, that’s better.”

“Not gonna put on tights or anything? It’s not that warm out,” Amanda said.

“It’ll be fine,” Amy shrugged and tugged on a pair of socks, praising whoever made elastic material all the while, “I won’t be outside longer than a few minutes anyway.”

“If you say so.”

Describing the weather as unseasonal grazed the surface of the chill outside. It was mid-autumn, a time where someone could dust off their thin coats and snuggle without sticking together, however none would think that with one step outside. The wind howled and mauled at Amy’s skin, sinking its icy fangs through her taut and revealing attire into the flesh below.

“Why didn’t you insist harder?” Amy grumbled, creating a silent promise with herself to punish Amanda properly later. For now, however, her single goal was the science block where Eliza waited. Her destination sat half a mile from the sorority, through an interweaving mix of paths and buildings. Others braved the cold, though Amy suspected she was overblowing the temperature, since no one else seemed bothered by it, albeit they all had suitable clothes on. She hugged her arms in an effort to keep warm.

At long last, she stepped into the warm embrace of the science building. The doors slid shut, cutting off the perverted cold from groping her delicate body. Cold temperatures were her worst enemy. Her natural body heat was impressive enough to entice many lovers during Winter, yet she dreaded those months as well. For reasons unknown to her, the cold seemed to target her above all others. It snaked into every gap in her clothes. She couldn’t wear anything less than four layers in the icy season.

Blissful heat floated around her, ethereal, as if it might drift away from her. She cupped her hands around her mouth, exhaling into her cool palms and clutching onto the warmth. It chased out the cold and curled up within her. Amy sighed as her crotch relaxed.

“What can I do you for?” Eliza asked, stepping up behind the Amazon.

“Shit! Don’t sneak up on me like that,” Amy said. She turned to face her friend and straightened herself, coming to stand at her full, daunting height. Eliza’s head tilted back and her mouth fell open.

“I think you’d best explain this to me,” she said.

Amy did. She explained, in gratuitous detail, what led to her gaining an extra foot in height. By the end, Amy’s underwear strained to keep her erection contained. They managed to keep it to a simple bulge in her skirt. Eliza, though level-headed and analytical, also struggled to keep her arousal in check.

The science student composed herself, “That’s uh… that’s pretty shocking. Even for me. Though I suppose causing growth should’ve been something I considered. Regardless, I’ll try to see if I can make a weaker, permanent shrink formula.”

“Why? I love being this huge!” Amy giggled, glancing to the table they sat at. It was made from metal and cast a dull reflection of her visage.

“You do?”

“What’s not to love?” Amy asked. She ran a hand across her figure, lingering on how her breasts bellowed from her chest, the pinch of her waist, the subtle bumps of her abs and her mighty hips. Her crotch went untouched. For the moment. “Sure I need a new wardrobe, but I’ve got plenty saved up, but look at me. I’ve never been sexier.”

“Agreed,” Eliza said and cleared her throat. She glanced around, though they were the only people present, everyone else taking advantage of the weekend, “You’d better invite me over soon.”

“Sure. Just not this weekend. Amanda and I are putting me to the test.”

“I’m amazed you came to see me already,” Eliza said, casting an eye over the stains on Amy’s skin and hair.

“It’s kind of important. To me, that is,” Amy said.

“Bragging about having lots of sex is important?”

“Not that. It’s the formula. I, uh, didn’t mention that it’s not working as well as before. Like, the bigger I get, the less it shrinks.”

“Makes sense,” Eliza said and stared at Amy’s eyes, reading the hope in them, “You want me to make a stronger one, don’t you?”

“Yes, please.”

Eliza sighed, “Always up for a challenge. Any other requests?”

“Maybe a growth one?”

“You wanna get bigger?”

“Uh, yes?”

“Fine. Whatever,” Eliza stood and strolled over to a side table, on which sat her tablet, “You’re lucky I get funded for this crazy shit.”

“I can pay,” Amy said.

“It’s fine. I don’t need your money. Right now anyway. But, and I’m not being funny here, you’d better fuck me.”

“Sure.”

Eliza fixed her with a hard stare, threat clear through her sleek glasses, “Soon.”

“I’m free most of the week,” Amy said, “You’re more than welcome in the house.”

“Good,” Eliza smirked and scrolled through her tablet, “Right, you’re done here. Now fuck off so I can get busy.”

“I can imagine,” Amy winked with a nod to her friend’s blatant erection.

Eliza’s pallid face flushed a deep red and her bulge dwindled, the blood rushing from one end to another, “Just go.”

“Gotcha.”

Another brisk walk later and Amy returned to the three story house she, and her sorority sisters called home. A balcony jutted out from the top floor, support beams leading down into a porch over the front door. Twin rows of windows lead up into the single, attic window. It was there that Amy and Amanda slept. Out of necessity, as the ceiling was higher than other rooms.

She smiled up at the slanted, shingled rooftop. Some nights, she would carry Amanda out the window and climb onto the peak. They straddled the building or laid against it, feet planted against the drainpipes, and enjoyed the night air. Though rare, they could sometimes see the stars as clear as daylight. Amy shook her head. She’d used some of her cheesiest lines up there, calling Amanda more beautiful than the stars, staring at her like she was the northern lights realised right before her eyes. They worked, but not without several jabs later on.

Amy strode back into the house. She greeted her friends, though without so much as a glance in their direction, and took the stairs three or four at a time. Moments passed and she stood in her room once more.

“I could hear you from up here,” Amanda snickered from the bed, on which she laid, wrists and ankles bound, naked with her cock steadily rising from its slumber. Her body was still stained in cum. The beginning of stubble had formed on her groin, but it was obscured by the fresh dollops of pre-cum.

“I love you,” Amy said and tore at her clothes. Her already frayed skirt split in two and her shirt spawned several holes, releasing her powerful, curvaceous figure and cock to the world.

“Then come and prove it,” Amanda shook her hips, prick swaying alluringly. She tugged on her bonds. They held strong, leaving her trapped.

Amy leapt onto the bed and slid her cock under Amanda’s balls, lifting the hot, sweaty orbs to reveal her sweetest treasure, “Gladly.”

Monday morning rolled around in a sexual haze. Amy nuzzled against her lover’s head. It laid against her chest, buried among two rotund mounds. Deep, soft breaths tickled her skin. Amanda’s cock pressed into the Amazon’s belly, hard as stone and pulsating with pre-cum. Beneath it, Amy’s own shaft cuddled with its counterpart, both slathered in the other’s copious juices. The giant reached up and rubbed the sand from her eyes.

“Hmm,” Amy pulled Amanda tighter, savouring her heat and the aromatic stench of their sexes mixed together. The bed was crusted in their cum, now soaked through into the sheets and likely the mattress. Anyone could step inside and know, without a shadow of doubt, what they were doing. Not that any member of the sorority expected anything less of the two.

“Oh god,” Amanda sighed from between Amy’s monumental breasts, “Did you ever take a break?” She leaned back to look at the Amazon, who tilted her own head in for a peck on the lips.

“Not that I remember,” Amy said.

“Good thing I’m on the pill,” Amanda chuckled. She squirmed to place one hand on her stomach, once it was smooth and pudgy, now her fingers spread out across the round surface. Semen swirled inside and squished under her touch. Each moment that passed was accompanied by the constant flow of seed from her well-fucked pussy.

“For now,” Amy added.

Amanda started at the statement, then relaxed and hugged her giant lover closer, “For now.”

They laid together without moving. Silent, but for the soft wisp of their breaths and occasional squelch of Amy’s leaking cum.

“What got you so… vigorous on Saturday?” Amanda asked.

“Nothing much. Just remembered how much I love you,” Amy said. She rolled onto her back and pulled Amanda atop her breast, “I didn’t think I’d find this kind of thing.”

“What ‘thing’?”

“Something like you. Sports and studying bore me. Sex is always exciting, so I thought ‘hey, maybe this is something that’ll never get old?’ Then I met you.”

“Sex got old for you?” Amanda asked, dubious.

“Hell no!” Amy snorted, “But you make it better. I love fucking someone half into a coma, but I adore doing it to you.”

“Careful, you’ll make me blush,” Amanda said, her cheeks already flushed.

Amy kissed the top of her head, “Too late for that.”

“So, what’s the plan for today?” Amanda later asked. It had been an hour since they woke up. Both were showered and dressed, appearing presentable, though Amanda’s legs quivered if she stood longer than a few seconds.

“I definitely need new clothes,” Amy said, yanking a shirt over her bosom. It stopped half an inch past the lower swell of her tits. Her thighs were bared, covered by what should have been a half-length pair of jeans. Instead, they came to an end above the midway mark and dug into her skin. The muscle definition was clear through the dense fabric.

“Mall and movie?” Amanda offered. She wore a black t-shirt with a Chinese dragon across the chest, its claws positioned atop her breasts, and a pair of navy blue, denim shorts. The weather had warmed up since Amy last ventured out, with the sunlight dulled but not excluded.

“Eh, I don’t think there’s anything good on.” Amy said.

“Mall and… lunch date?”

“Sounds nice. Maybe that new place on Mag Street?”

“The pizza joint? Sure.”

“Think we could get away with a public blowjob?” Amy smirked. They moved through the house and into the kitchen, made a few slices of toast, ate, then left for their date. The weather had cleared up. Dull clouds floated overhead, shrouding the world from the blazing sunlight, while a gentle wind toyed with their hair.

One bus ride later, they stepped off and walked into the local mall, named the Cringle Hall. Fitting, given how shoppers rushed it during the holiday season. With Halloween around the corner, bright Christmas decorations were naturally at war with the spooky ones. The pair weaved in and out of clothes stores, searching for somewhere that might stock something Amy could wear.

“Think they’ll have anything?” Amanda asked as they entered the fourth shop.

“One way to find out,” Amy shrugged. They made a beeline for the larger section. Finding any underwear was naught but a dream for her, but shirts and pants were still possible. If not, then she would have to get them custom made. Expenses weren’t an issue, she had another modelling gig scheduled for next week – her manager was eager to picture her before she had another ‘random’ growth spurt – but the wait posed a problem.

College worked as a pastime for her. She enjoyed the atmosphere and learning, but her path in life was already decided. Model for long as she could, save what she earned and retire to her lavish mansion with Amanda and a small harem of maids. The last part was more a fantasy than a plan, though. Even so, she didn’t intend to miss classes when possible. Getting kicked out would remove her from Amanda’s immediate life.

“What about this?” Amanda pulled out a massive t-shirt, plain white with navy blue trimmings.

“It should reach the hips at least,” Amy said and took it, adding the garment to her meagre pile of potential purchases. Two, now three shirts, a pair of jeans and a couple of skirts, “This looks nice.” She took a long, flowing dress from a top hook, one which would require a pole to reach for any other person.

“Looks a bit small,” Amanda noted.

“Still worth a shot,” Amy added it to her pile and moved on. Before long, they’d exhausted their options and headed to the changing rooms. Amanda took a seat outside and pulled out her phone, while Amy hunched over in the cramped space afforded to her. She gasped in relief as her breasts flopped into the open. The Amazon sat down, legs splayed out let her groin breathe. Her toes reached the opposite wall with ease.

In the end, two shirts and one skirt fit. The dress was a lost cause, it lifted her breasts into a spectacular cleavage but bit into her flesh. A shame. Her wardrobe consisted of casual clothes, nothing suitable for formal wear. She would speak with her manager about getting something made for her.

In the meantime, she wanted to play.

“Amanda? Could you help me out, please?” Amy asked as she stroked her shaft to life. She swallowed back her moans. Blood flooded her cock and raised it higher, until it stood tall and proud, its broad, purple head level with her ripe, cherry pink nipples.

Amanda stepped into the room, “Sure. What’s up?” She paused at the sight of Amy, legs spread wide and cock hard as stone, one hand on it and her breast. A portrait of oversized lust. The smaller futa locked the door, “Really?”

“Yep,” Amy grinned.

“We just fucked for two days straight. My pussy can’t handle another round,” Amanda groaned, “Although, I could do with something to drink.”

“I’ve got plenty of ‘milk’, you just have to work for it.”

“Well, now I’m not so sure,” Amanda chuckled as she pulled Amy’s legs together and straddled them. She pulled off her shirt and unclasped her bra, sighing as her shapely breasts were released. Though caught on the brink of too large, each mound sat pert on her chest. They overflowed into her trim waist, framed her navel and expanded to match her hips. Dark pink nubs protruded from their peaks, excited and hungry for attention.

“You’re so hot,” Amy said. Her hands left her own body to cup Amanda’s, sliding across her splendour and savouring it, as a designer might enjoy fine silk.

“You’re hotter,” Amanda blushed and returned the favour. Her fingers traced reverent patterns in Amy’s skin, taking bolder strokes as she approached the tits, before she sank her hands into the soft vastness of her lover. Amy’s cock palpitated at her touch.

“I won’t argue with you,” Amy smirked and kissed her. She pulled Amanda in close, pressing their bodies together against her prick, “You’d better get drinking, unless you want to spill it all.”

“I kind of do,” Amanda said. Her hands kept moving, groping at the overabundance of tit-flesh mashed against her own adequate bust, while her hips took on a mind of their own, rolling and grinding into Amy, “But I am pretty thirsty.” She pulled back and relinquished her grip on her lover’s heavy tits, instead moving to the Amazonian cock.

Amanda’s fingers tried and failed to meet around its girth. Each throbbing vein strengthened the iron erection and kept its broad crown swollen and lustful. She gazed down upon it, observing as a slit opened and unleashed a deluge of slick pre upon her fingers, and leaned in until her lips captured the tip. Pleasure urged Amy’s hips skyward, driving her egregious length deeper.

The Amazon moaned and leaned back. She tangled a hand in Amanda’s hair and gently urged her to and fro, cooing as her tongue fluttered and cheeks caved in. Saliva surrounded and leaked down her prick. Amanda worked her hands in tandem with Amy’s lavish pulls, they slid across the astounding length with ease, lathered in cock-slime, as the giant futa’s spare hand pinched and tweaked her smaller nipple.

Few people matched Amanda in Amy’s mind. Her full, inviting lips caressed her dick as it fucked her mouth, while her tongue swirled and spasmed in delight, whipping against it to spark bursts of pleasure. Amy moaned and pulled harder, sliding Amanda down inch upon inch of Amazon cock. Its size bulged from her gorgeous throat as her uvula was tormented.

“So tight,” Amy praised and tugged on her girlfriend’s teat until she whimpered in pain. The vibrations bounced through Amy’s cock and ricocheted off her nerve-endings, leaping to her brain, which signalled her balls to release extra pre. The clear goo poured down Amanda’s oesophagus and spurred her to cough, sending a mixture of spit and slime onto Amy’s crotch. She yanked back and rasped for breath.

“Jesus, how am I still thirsty? You must’ve shot a few ounces into me,” Amanda said and brought her covered hands to Amy’s balls, massaging the twin orbs to encourage more, “You’d better give me a big load.”

“Always,” Amy said. Her cock throbbed between them, its peak level with Amanda’s plush lips. Saliva glistened on her prick under the florescent lights above, while a fresh dollop of pre-cum oozed out and down her length. Amanda’s eyes followed it. She pushed herself to the floor, pressed her tongue to the base and caught the drop, then pressed her muscle flat as she licked up to the head and reclaimed her throne atop Amy’s thighs. Splatters of spit and pre decorated her torso.

“You’re too big,” Amanda groaned and pulled the herculean dick to her as if it were a separate lover. It slid between her tits, the head a close match for their size, “I feel tiny. This, hmm, this thing is half as tall as I am. What am I supposed to do with it?” She pressed her forearms into her boobs and sank. She couldn’t cover it all, not at her size. Even Clary’s mammoth tits would struggle.

“That feels nice,” Amy sighed. Her cock jettisoned extra pre in its own approval, lubricating the makeshift hole. Amanda’s breasts were doused in the stuff and shone in the electric light, a perfect view for a delicious sensation. The Amazon toyed with her lover’s peaks, pulling and grinding them until they were red and puffy, at which point she moved lower and massaged Amanda’s clothed ass. Her hands encompassed each cheek with room to spare.

Amanda hunched over and angled her hips into Amy’s grasp. She lowered her head to her chest, where the mammoth cock head rose and fell, each rise smeared pre across her lips. Her tongue fell free and lapped across the tip as it came to meet her, offering another taste of Amy’s thick, slimy pre.

The outside faded into the background. Its sights and sounds became muted as Amy indulged in her lover, fixated on how her tits jiggled with every full-bodied bounce and the sensation of their vast plushness as it collided with her bloated ball sack. Cum roiled within the orbs at every strike, each sperm eager to be released into this gorgeous woman. Despite the countless quadrillions that had already been inside her.

And she deserves every single one. Amy thought, enamoured by her girl’s exquisite motions and demeanour. Tongue out, face slurred with sloppy pre, and tits bouncing, Amanda commanded her attention. Her breasts weren’t massive like Clary’s, nor was her ass as robust as Dana’s, but she was stunning regardless. More so than ever now that she stood almost three feet below Amy.

Amy thrust her hips with Amanda’s bounces, ramping the pace toward her orgasm. She gasped and moaned as she slid her hands up the loose shorts and into Amanda’s panties. Ignoring her cock, Amy went through the short futa’s sopping wet pussy.

“You gonna cum with me, Maddy?” Amy asked, using the rare nickname to coax her into a swifter release.

“Uh huh!” Amanda nodded, rocking her hips into Amy’s fingers as they spread her nether lips and explored her depths. One curled against her g-spot, another delved deeper and deeper until it tickled her cervix, while the others danced against her lurid walls.

“You’re so fucking wet! It’s pouring past my fingers! You gonna cum soon?”

“Yes!” Amanda panted, then muffled herself as she abandoned the tit fuck and stuffed her gullet full of cock. The abrupt embrace set Amy off.

“Cumming! You cum too, Maddy! Cum as I stuff your stomach!”

Outside, a customer assistant knocked on the door in worry, yet went unheeded. She could have been miles away for all the effect she had. Amy clenched her jaw to quiet herself, while Amanda screamed in bliss around her staggering cock. Customers looked to the changing room at the sound of their futile efforts at disguising their pleasure. Everything melted as Amy gave Amanda the drink she claimed to need.

“Mwah!” Amanda pulled back with one final, slobbery kiss on Amy’s cock. Strings of spit and cum bridged the two, and quivered with each of Amanda’s laboured breaths. Her tongue gathered the leftover filth and brought it inside, where she savoured the lewd, delicious bitter flavour.

“Come here,” Amy said and pulled the gorgeous redhead close to devour her lips.

“Hmm, I can’t get enough of this feeling,” Amanda said once they parted. She cupped her belly as she waited for Amy to get dressed, it bulged from her sleek frame like a pregnant woman’s, though hers rippled with every slight move.

“I almost envy you,” Amy chuckled.

“Don’t lie, you wish I could fill you up like this.”

“Yeah,” Amy said, gazing at her now fecund lover then at her own, chiselled stomach, “But I’ll get a rough idea one day.”

“You wanna be a mom?”

“Of course! It’d be such a waste if I didn’t. Don’t you think so?”

“So,” Amanda contemplated her swollen gut, “If we’re still together by then, do you want to get each other pregnant?”

“I thought that went without saying,” Amy giggled and loomed over her, grinning in adoration for the small, but no less lovely futa.

“Hopefully you don’t grow too much before then. Too much bigger and I won’t be able to fit you in me,” Amanda said.

“If that happens, we’ll just get Eliza to make a stretching potion or something.”

“She’s a scientist, not a witch, Amy.”

“Might as well be,” Amy shrugged.

“Fair enough. So, did they fit?” Amanda asked with a nod to the discarded pile of clothes.

“Huh? Oh, yeah. A couple. Probably the best I can hope for right now. Just hope I don’t get bigger too fast.”

“Well, as long as you don’t use the formula again, you won’t grow,” Amanda reminded her.

“Yeah,” Amy nodded and gathered the clothes, “Imagine if I used too much and it made me, like, fifteen feet tall or something.”

“I wouldn’t complain,” Amanda said with a mischievous grin and left. She winked to a woman standing nearby, who quickly walked away as Amy stepped out. Other nearby customers followed suite and busied themselves, looking anywhere but at the awe-inspiring Amazon and her lover.

“Think anyone heard us?” Amy asked.

“Maybe a few,” Amanda giggled.

Clothes purchased, they left for the next clothes store. Amy’s problem could be fixed with a simple poncho or muumuu, but she refused the notion. Since entering college, and discovering the wonders of sex, Amy was resolute about wearing tight clothes. If they didn’t show off her stunning figure, they weren’t worth it.

They soon left with a disappointing haul. Amy regarded the contents with a disappointed grimace. Four shirts, two pairs of jeans, a lone skirt and a dress, none of which stood a chance if she grew any bigger. Custom-made was her only option it seemed. Not that she minded. She wasn’t fashionably inclined, happy to wear whatever so long as it conformed to her, but designing her own clothes was an interesting venture. Though the actual designers often disregarded her decisions in favour of better ones.

“How much is it gonna cost?” Amanda asked.

“Dunno,” Amy shrugged, “Doesn’t matter really. I’ve got a few gigs lined up for next week, plus they really want to keep me around. I think they’ll give me a discount.”

“Since when were you so devious?”

“I think it was around the time I met you.”

“Fair point.”

They walked through crowds without concern. People stopped and stared, others wolf-whistled, some shouted insults. Amanda went untargeted, her figure and cock inconspicuous beside Amy’s stature. Few people said anything up close, able to see the refined muscle that rippled under the Amazon’s skin, her every movement carried power behind it. Some, women mostly, stared at one part with rapt attention. Amanda giggled when they turned a corner onto a less crowded road.

“What’s so funny?” Amy asked.

“I’m beginning to think I’ll have to chain you up,” Amanda said.

“What for?”

“If I don’t, someone might steal you from me,” Amanda smirked, “There’s an idea for a roleplay. Someone takes me from you and you have to fuck my captors for my freedom. So romantic.”

“No one could take me from you,” Amy vowed and swept her small girlfriend off her feet to hold her high. She weighed nothing in Amy’s arms, yet her weight was crushing as well, as though if she dropped her, everything would crumble.

“I know,” Amanda breathed deep and rested her head on Amy’s shoulder, happy to be carried, “Hmm, you’re my loyal Amazon warrior.”

“If you say so,” Amy chuckled. They came to a stop at the newest pizza joint, obvious against the urban backdrop with its fresh coat of paint and, as of yet, unvandalized walls. It was a prime location, though, with plenty of lazy slums who would rather empty their wallets for an easy meal than cook it themselves.

It was remodelled from a seedy bar. Now it paid homage to kid-friendly pizza places, with textile floors and a pair of arcade machines in a corner. A makeshift bar functioned as the counter at the centre, behind it taps for lemonade, coke and other sodas lined the wall. Ornate glasses stacked the shelves, though they seemed more for decoration. Only eight tables occupied the floor and even fewer people sat at them.

“Hello, uh, ladies,” the ‘bartender’ welcomed, though he took a quick look at them and noticed their unfeminine bulges. He grumbled something under his breath, a slur against futanari Amy assumed, “What’ll it be?”

“An extra-large meat feast, extra bacon and cheese, with the biggest glass of coke I can get,” Amy said, taking a quick look at the chalkboard menu. A hungry Amazon was a focused Amazon. She’d heard Amanda say that before.

“I’ll just have a small, plain cheese and a medium Pepsi, please,” Amanda ordered. They sat at the bar, grinning to one another at his disdain as he placed the order. Under law, no establishment could refuse service to a futa, not without just reason. It was stricter in that town, given its proximity to the progressive college.

“Frank, I’m going on break!” The bartender yelled to the back as he stepped out a side door. Not long after and their pizzas were placed before the two by an apologetic waitress. 

“So, what’s the plain after this?” Amanda inquired around a mouthful of gooey pizza.

“Well,” Amy contemplated a faint rim on the wood beneath her, “I’m thinking I return the favour for earlier while we eat, then we go home and snuggle for a bit.”

“You can’t be serious?”

“What? I like to snuggle.”

“No, the other part. There’s no way you can get away with what you’re thinking.”

“Oh? And what am I thinking?”

“You’re going to give me a handjob,” Amanda said and glanced down. The top of the bar extended a few inches further than the rest, giving her an ideal spot where only someone with a good angle would see her cock. She checked behind her and saw that the few other patrons were facing away. None seemed in a hurry to finish and pay. And the bartender only poked his head in every few minutes, before ducking out again. He wouldn’t come back until they were gone.

“If you say so,” Amy snickered and reached over. The barstools were close together, allowing Amy’s long arm to reach around Amanda and grope at her crotch. The shorter futa sighed and adjusted herself at the touch, sliding further under the cover provided. Amy’s fingers worked at the crotch of her shorts, pressing at key points to arouse Amanda’s cock. It swelled against the Amazon’s hand, straining for release.

Amy took a large bite as she pinched her girlfriend’s zipper and slid it down. Each segment released the pressure, until the bulbous shape of her panties came into view. She pulled them to the side and unleashed the hand-filling mast. Amanda moaned softly as the air brushed against her sensitive tip, then at the warmth of Amy’s hand as it curled around her.

“I love your cock,” Amy said, earning a giggle, “I mean it.” Her own cock was a tower wreathed in angry veins, capped by a blunt head coloured a deep, lustful purple. Amanda’s, however, sported a single, bulbous vein along its underside that led to her own bulbous peak. She was prolific for her size, already spitting pre-cum.

“I know you do,” Amanda murmured. Amy dug her hand into the opening of her lover’s shorts to fondle her testes, heedless to any potential onlookers around her. The oblong shapes sloshed with cum, replenished after their fun in the changing room. Amy traced her fingernails across the sensitive flesh and up Amanda’s shaft, before she poked the slit at her peak. A slimy rope of pre clung to her as she pulled back.

“Get on my lap,” Amy said.

“Huh?” Before Amanda could comprehend her words, Amy picked up and set the futa on her lap, ass flush against the striking bulge. The Amazon brought her other hand into the mix, using one to stroke and squeeze her lover’s prick, while the other rolled her balls. To anyone behind them, she looked to be hugging Amanda. At worst, she was tickling her.

“Feed me some pizza.”

“O-okay,” Amanda gasped and handfed some of Amy’s lunch to her, even as her cock was handled by huge, yet dexterous hands. Fingers squeezed at expert intervals, striking her erogenous zones at her most vulnerable moments, and knuckles brushed against her pussy, “I’m gonna ruin my shorts.”

“That’s fine,” Amy whispered into her ear, “If you’re embarrassed, I’ll carry you against my chest, like a baby.”

“Shut up,” Amanda said, though her muscles relaxed and her cock stiffened. Only insanity could deter someone from craving such close proximity to Amy’s tits, especially with cum running out her shorts, “Where’s am I gonna cum?”

“That’s a surprise,” Amy giggled and hastened her strokes. Amanda leaned back into the Amazon’s huge tits. Her weight forced the shirt to sink into the valley, framing her head with the fleshy mountains. Nowhere else but there would she find a better set of pillows.

Amy slowed her strokes to linger on the head. She rubbed along its tip, urging greater dollops of pre-cum to spew forth, turning her hand slippery. It glided along the length regardless of her tight grip. Amanda turned her head to the side and buried her mouth in Amy’s breast, stifling the crescendo of her moans. Her hips moved with Amy, grinding into the hardening bulge beneath her.

“I’m gonna cum soon,” Amanda breathed.

“Don’t hold back.”

“But…”

“Don’t. Hold. Back.” Amy punctuated with word with a terse squeeze on her lover’s shaft and scrotum.

“Okay,” Amanda nodded. Her hands gripped Amy’s thighs as her body tensed, pleasure rising and pouring through her.

“Your cock’s throbbing like mad. You’re grinding against me. If you’re gonna cum, just cum. Cum in front of the adoring public.”

“Fuck!” Amanda squeaked and bit into the Amazon’s breast. White exploded from her dark cock head. It would splash against the bar and onto them and the floor. Everyone would know. They’d see her jizz splattering everywhere.

But it didn’t. Her cock was angled down and, rather than the harsh splash she expected, she heard soft thuds and squelches. Amanda glanced down through glazed eyes and saw Amy’s pizza held under the bar, with the shooting cock trained on it. The shorter futa’s body spasmed as she released a thicker wave. When it was over, a few drops had landed on the bar. Everything else, every ounce of her prolific load, had drenched Amy’s pizza.

Amy zipped Amanda’s shorts back up, leaving her cock to drool into her panties. She licked her lips at the semen sauced confection before her. She picked up a slice and shovelled it into her mouth, moaning at the flavour, a trail of cum slid down her chin before she caught it on her thumb and licked it clean.

“Want a piece?” Amy offered.

“Just a bite,” Amanda said. She hadn’t tried cumming on food before, the prospect never crossed her mind, but she couldn’t deny how lewd it was to see Amy eating her cum like that.

“Here,” Amy tore off a bit, dunked it in the thick slop, and handed it Amanda, who opened her mouth, “Really?” Amy chuckled and fed her the piece.

“It’s good?” Amanda blinked in surprise.

“Of course it is. It’s pizza and your cum. Can’t beat that combo.”

“You’ve tried this before?”

“Nope, but I’m confident,” Amy smirked and resumed her lurid feast. She paused with the final slice in her hand and grabbed her soda, mostly untouched, and slid a large helping of cum into it, stirred the thick gunk around, then took a long drink. A grimace contorted her face, “That’s not a good combo.”

“I fucking love you, you know that?” Amanda said.

“I doubt you would’ve let anyone else jerk you off in public, so… yeah,” they shared in one another’s laughter, relaxed after getting away with their exhibitionist stunt. Amanda’s pocket vibrated.

“That’s yours,” Amanda handed Amy her phone. The Amazon couldn’t carry it around with her, since her clothes were too tight to use their pockets, and she didn’t own a bag.

“Hi, Joanne. What’s up?” Amy asked.

“I’ve got a new gig lined up for next week. It’s for ‘tall women’. They heard about how huge you are, babe, so they want you in. Big bucks up front too.”

“Great! But aren’t they freaked out that I’m a futa?”

“Nah. Not these guys. They used to thrive on the seedy side of the internet. Love futanari.”

“Okay. Anything I need to bring or prepare?”

“They’d like you to bring someone ‘normal’ sized. They have to be hot, though.”

“I’ve got just the person,” Amy said with a wink to her girlfriend.

“I’ll see you at the shoot, Amy. I hope you remember why I’m not charging you.”

“Yes. I’ll be ready, don’t worry. Bye, Joanne,” Amy hung up and handed her phone over.

“So, what was that about?” Amanda asked.

“Ever thought about being a model?”
