“Holy fuck, you got another fill already?” Monica said when Jess walked in, a long day of college capped perfectly by a visit to her favourite clinic.

“Yeah. Might be an addiction,” Jess mused, dropping her bag so she could feel up her giant beach balls, each packing over four-thousand CCs of saline. With their current weight, she was almost more plastic than flesh by then. A few more appointments, and maybe she would be, “If only there was something else that could take the edge off.”

The heavy-duty futa stood up from the kitchen table, workout shorts straining already. Jess licked her lips, still tight from last week’s filling, and hopped into Monica’s arms when she came charging forth. They took the stairs three at a time, steps echoing throughout the building.

It’d been a month since she and Heather talked. The older woman had been conspicuously absent from church the last couple weeks, though Jess had an easy guess why. In that time, she just couldn’t help herself. Every chance she got, she went in for another filling. It burned a pretty hole in her account, but she wasn’t too worried. Being a free-use housemate had far more perks than just brutal sex a dozen times a day.

Still, she felt guilty whenever the others pitched in to cater to what might actually be an addiction of hers. Jess did everything in her power to show just how much she appreciated them. Which usually involved flaunting her always expanding bust for all to see.

Her jacket fell to the floor, leaving only an old shirt that had turned into little more than a halter top. Very few of her clothes covered much anymore. This was actually among her more modest selection, since it went most of the way to covering her cleavage. Before her latest fill anyway. Now, she had a new party trick.

“Ready?” Jess said, then arched her back and breathed in deep. The shirt snapped up over her nipples, baring the fishnet top she’d decided on. Cords ran across her belly and chest, biting just enough to mark her.

“That’s so fucking hot,” Monica snarled, and lifted her up, catching a nipple between her teeth. Jess grabbed at her hair, moaning deep when her long tongue came out to swipe against her piercing.

Down below, Monica had squirmed her way out of her shorts, cock rising up to bulge out Jess’s skirt. Its thick shift brushed her naked lips, stealing a breathy moan from the blonde. They’d only just gotten into her room, the door wide open for all to see their sordid tryst in action. A perfectly placed mirror provided an extra angle for their viewing pleasure.

“Did you go commando again?”

“No,” Jess gasped, sliding back until her folds touched the crown, “Took them off on the walk back though. They were soaked anyway.”

“Oh really? What got them so wet?”

“Well...I might’ve talked one of my old room mates into experimenting.”

“You?” Monica stared at her, then laughed, “I keep forgetting you’re not some closeted slut anymore.”

“Dang right, I’m not. I’m out and proud.”

“But still use words like ‘dang’.”

“A slut doesn’t have to swear.”

“I guess not. But let’s see if we can’t make you curse up a storm.”

“Yes,” Jess wriggled her hips, grinding side to side on Monica’s tip, before letting out a slurred cry as it pushed in, “Ahhh, so thick.”

“How the hell do you stay so tight?”

“Yuki...she’s been...doing...kegels with me,” Jess panted out between thrusts, each one driving that monster shaft a little deeper. Her muscles gripped it tight, making sure she felt every inch like a hammer to her nerves. Then all the more when Monica pushed against her cervix.

Monica grunted her understanding, then decided words were unnecessary as she bounced Jess on her lap. They were still standing, making the futa’s whole body tense from Jess’s weight. She clawed at Monica’s back, gravity pulling her down hard to make her ass ripple against her thighs, and feeling the powerful muscles flex under the futa’s softness.

Best of all though was every drop making her tits jump and smack against Monica’s natural pair. Hers were far bigger now, utterly swallowing the squishy set, but that only made it better. Jess was so huge, so obscenely plastic, that she could never forget. Even when her pussy squelched to the base, she was reminded of her saline globes right after. She couldn’t even fully hug Monica with them in the way.

“Fuck!”

That wasn’t either of their voices. Jess leaned over when Monica lifted her, peering around the banister to see Asher in the door, red in the face and very hard.

“Hey AH-sher! What’s up?” Jess asked as nonchalantly as she could, though it was impossible as Monica began thrusting up to meet her falls.

“Some stupid bitch at lunch was sucking me off, then she got all shy when people sat at the table and blue balled me. And then, fucking get this, she comes back after classes, all mopey and demure and shit and invites me to her place to properly finish. So I go. Starts off smoothly, we get naked, she blows me a bit more, I get my dick in her...then her roommates come back and she yells at me to get out! Like, BITCH! Who cares if they hear you getting the best lay of your life.”

Jess listened as best she could, trying not to moan too loudly, but it was impossible. Monica had reached her tempo, holding the blonde down and hammering her pussy so hard it almost drowned out Asher’s story.

“That sucks,” Jess warbled, barely coherent over the rapid pounding, “H-hey! I’ve got, hmm, space!”

“Monica won’t share with me.”

“Yeah, she will,” Jess groaned and clamped down hard. All her lessons with Yuki had really paid off, her kegels choking Monica’s dick so hard it actually made her pause, “Because if she doesn’t, she won’t get to enjoy these giant plastic titties.”

“You wouldn’t,” Monica snarled.

“You wanna risk it, babe?” Jess grinned back.

“Ugh, fine. Be quick about it.”

“Holy shit, you’re amazing.”

“I have my moments. Now come on, pick a hole.”

“Any hole?” Asher’s look was incredulous, though her cock throbbed in her pants.

Jess nodded, shaking her hips against Monica, who growled deep in her chest, “I’ve been practising for DP. So go ahead. Rail my ass while Monica does my pussy. Or maybe you want to join her? That’s cool too.”

“Where’d this come from?” Asher asked, stripping down and coming around to slide her shaft between Jess’s cheeks. A dollop of lube spilled over her length. Jess rolled her hips, sliding her crevice along the fat shaft.

“Well, I realised I was so caught up on Megan that I was sort of neglecting you guys,” Jess explained through her moans, feeling her pucker catch a little each time she reached Asher’s tip, “So I wanted to be better for you guys. Really, I should’ve done it sooner. Feels fu-freaking amazing.”

“You almost swore,” Monica said.

“But I didn’t. Just means you aren’t, oooh fuck!” Jess groaned, leaning her full weight into Monica as her ass was split open.

She’d taken dildos up both before, in preparation of this eventuality, however nothing compared to having two, throbbing hunks of girl-dick inside her at the same time. Especially as one kept pushing deeper, its urethra pulsing against Monica’s own through a thin barrier. She felt their heat building off each other, burning her with sin from the inside. Sweat trickled down between her breasts, a sheen forming across her skin.

“There it is,” Monica chuckled and licked along her neck.

“So full,” Jess sighed, digging her fingers into Monica’s head while Asher slid as deep as she could. The height difference between the futanari made it difficult, but most of her length was sheathed in Jess’s bowels.

“Free for all?” Monica asked.

“Free for all,” Asher said and wrapped her arms around Jess’s bust, just barely reaching her nipples. Once she had a grip, the fucking started in earnest.

Screams tore from the double-stuffed blonde. Her pussy squeezed like a vice when Asher bottomed out inside her, then vice versa as Monica slammed all thirteen inches against her womb. Both of their lengths bulged out her skin, heads bumping into her plastic titties with every thrust.

There was no rhythm between them. The two futanari pounded her at their own tempos, filling her twice-over at some points, then one at a time the next, before leaving her tragically empty at others. A small agreement passed between them though, as Monica held Jess aloft, leaving only their heads inside her.

She didn’t register it for a moment, too busy fondling her firm plastic orbs, then whined as the void became too much to bear. Both futanari chuckled, then skewered her at the same time.

“Fucking fuck! Fuck my ass and pussy!” Jess cried, her filter thoroughly broken.

“Well isn’t this a wonderful sight?”

Gentle hands wove into the mess of bodies to stroke across Jess’s sweat-glazed rack.

“Heeeeeeeyyy, YuuuuukiiiiIIII!” Jess mumbled, body rocking faster as the excitement increased.

“Make some room,” the newest arrival said, not leaving a single inch for argument.

“Come on, is everyone gonna interrupt?” Monica groaned.

“You can have her after,” Asher agreed, but reluctantly pulled out. Jess’s ass flexed around thin air, missing the heated mast rearranging her insides.

“I never said you had to stop. I just want her too.”

“And you can’t wait because?”

Yuki must’ve used one of her sternest looks because Asher clammed up immediately. She usually was fine letting the others have their turns if they needed it. For her to be so insistent, she must’ve been awfully pent up.

Jess’s assumption proved true as they relocated to her bed. Monica pulled her down, bearing the full weight of her freshly inflated tits, ass arching so Asher could slide in. Once that was done, Yuki grabbed her blonde mane, tugging her head up so Jess had to focus on the elegant cock dangling just past her lips. It wasn’t hard yet, though looking at the balls, she could tell Yuki was ready to burst.

Still fucked in both holes, Jess steeled her discipline and took the slowly hardening shaft in hand. She moaned around it, both in pleasure as her lower-body was filled, and at the raunchy taste of Yuki’s sex. There was another flavour to it though. Something Jess vaguely knew. It seemed she’d also been cucked that day.

Don’t worry, Jess thought and bobbed her head in time with the quickening thrusts into her lower holes, she’d take it all and then some. Monica and Asher held onto her ass and hips respectively, pulling her back and forth across their members, while Yuki had unfettered access to her tits and face. Which she quickly put to proper use as all fifteen inches stiffened inside Jess’s throat.

It slid out, compelling a rush of drool onto the blonde’s bosom. Then her hands appeared, rubbing the slime into her tight flesh. The massage was nice honestly, the pleasure distinct from the harsh ecstasy radiating from her twice-filled core.

“You’re getting so big,” Yuki said, voice a fount of pride, “How much bigger will you go, my dear?” She pinched a nipple as she asked.

Jess moaned hard around her cock, choking softly when it glided back down her gullet.

“Really? As big as we want?”

The others chuckled at her response.

“Flattering as that is, I want to know how big you’d want to go? They already dominate so much of your little body, sweetheart. What if you get so huge they cover your whole torso? What if they end up filling your lap no matter how straight you sit? Can you imagine such a future?”

Jess whined and slurped on her length, twisting her head eagerly as pre-cum dribbled into her famished gut.

“Sounds like you can. And feels,” Yuki groaned, voice darkening as her grip moved to Jess’s head and throat, “Like you want it.”

“I DO! I really fucking do!” Jess tried saying, the words completely lost – but their meaning clear – as the matronly futa began reaming her face in earnest. The others took it as their cue to speed up as well.

Jess’s bed creaked in agony as they tested its springs, the mattress bouncing in time with Monica and Asher. Their thrusts forced her up, then Yuki dragged her head down to the very base, holding her there until she was choking for even a wisp of oxygen. She was set free, hacking up spit and pre. Jess had her priorities though, pushing her face into Yuki’s taut balls and huffing their musk with fervent need.

When it was sloppy with her spit, Yuki pulled her away, then speared her again. Jess rubbed the excess slime into her tits, rejoicing in how they bounced. No jiggling anymore. They were packed full with plastic, holding their shape even as she groped them harder.

“Someone get the fuck out of my way!”

Jess jumped at the sudden yell. Everyone else did too, so consumed by her body that even they failed to notice Pepper stomping in. Yuki released her head so she could get a look. Pepper was naked, her cock fully erect and face a twisted mess of malicious lust.

“Oh boy,” Asher sighed.

“Well, it was bound to happen,” Monica said and shoved Jess up, slipping free of her sloppy depths.

“Hey! What’s going on?” The blonde asked.

“Pepper and Megan have this bi-annual contest to see who’s gonna be the big boss around here,” Yuki explained, rubbing her slimy cock around Jess’s tits as if she were folding laundry.

“And every time it happens, Pepper loses and throws a big fit,” Asher said.

The incensed futa snarled at her, but didn’t deny it.

“Aww, Pepper,” Jess grinned and leaned back onto Asher. They turned around so her pussy faced the door, her gaping hole in clear view. She reached down to pull the lips apart, forcing her tits together as well. Monica and Yuki stood on either side, their cocks throbbing by her lips, “Go ahead. Let loose. My gaping hole can take it.”

Pepper growled and stepped forward, readying her fat mast. It easily found Jess’s orifice, throbbing against her. Then her hand snapped forward, grabbing her by the throat. It didn’t stop Jess from beaming ear to ear, choking out a moan as the broad crown separated her walls. Pepper leaned in close, scowling in direct contrast to her joy.

“Fucking slut,” she spat, a glob landing near Jess’s lips.

“Correct,” Jess rasped and licked it up, “But I’m only a slut for you.”

“Good answer.”

Pepper didn’t hold anything back. She never did, but the ferocity of her pace took even Jess by surprise. There was no build-up, not even an instant for her to get used to the thicker dick, before she was hammering her hard enough to send aftershocks all through Jess’s body. Still choked, the blonde opened her mouth and glanced to the futanari on each side.

They got the idea, sliding their dicks down her gullet in turn. Until their patience ran out and crammed both past her lips at the same time. Jess swiped her tongue over the heads, moaning like a true whore as her pussy got destroyed. Asher eventually found a chance to thrust into her as well, yet she was slow compared to Pepper. The muscular futa was insatiable.

“Fuck, too tight. I’m not gonna last much longer,” Asher grunted. To which Jess tightened her grip, rolling against her thrusts. She didn’t bother trying to time them to Pepper’s rhythm, she was on another level at that point.

Asher held on long as she could, but her balls clamped up all the same and fired a salvo of semen deep into Jess’s guts. It poured out around her, squelching decadently while she kept blowing more and more. The flow pushed its way further, percolating in Jess’s stomach from the wrong end, until she pulled out and blew the last ropes across her back.

“Time for a change,” Pepper said and slammed herself onto the bed, taking Jess with her. The blonde arched hard, pelvis hitting the futa’s hard enough to bruise them both. She must’ve calmed slightly, since she didn’t start thrusting right away, instead looking at the other two, “Well?”

Yuki and Monica exchanged looks.

“Go ahead. I want to fuck her tits,” Monica said. Yuki just kissed her cheek, then dropped to her knees and lined up. Asher’s cum and Jess’s spit were all the lube she needed. The blonde groaned long and low, feeling all fifteen inches glide up her anus, then her voice was stifled by Monica’s new position.

That being her pussy and ass against Jess’s face, while her cock slid between her massive fake spheres. With everyone situated, the fucking began anew, the tempo as brutal as ever. Yuki’s crotch smacked into her ass, stinging with every impact. Pepper slammed her down with enough force to rattle her brain. While Monica saturated every laboured breath in her more feminine musk, while stroking her cock in and out of Jess’s tit-pussy. The blonde held them up for her.

She never gave tit-fucks before getting implants. They just hadn’t appealed to her. But now, with her nerves exposed by the tight spheres of plastic inside her, she adored the sensation of a hard, pulsating cock sliding between. Pre-cum oozed out, dirtying her bosom in its slimy filth.

A small shock made her pause, moaning hard into Monica’s pussy, first one mouth latched onto her nipple, then a second on the other. She easily recognised them, even addled by the three cocks using her body. Pepper was aggressive, biting deep, like she wanted to make her implants pop. While Asher was all tongue, lashing her pierced teat and coating it in her lust.

When both sucked hard on her though, Jess finally lost it. Her holes clamped down hard, veins stood out from her neck, and she shrieked into Monica’s asshole, then her pussy, then her balls. She clung to the futa like a raft in the ocean, using her to stay afloat lest she be pulled under. Her sensitivity rose through the roof. Luckily, everyone was understanding.

And fucked her even harder.

Jess sucked in sharp gusts of air just to shout how good it felt, before her throat was taken by cock once again. They’d changed position it seemed, though her holes were still full with Pepper and Yuki. Monica had simply taken to standing over, squat-fucking her entire prick down Jess’s gullet and allowing Asher to take her tits. Every thrust between her saline spheres bumped her neck, bulging with Monica’s thickness.

“Your ass feels even tighter than when I first fucked it,” Yuki said, spanking her hard, but Jess knew it was praise in the form of pain, “You’re perfect! An absolutely fucking perfect little fuck-hole for us.”

Everyone grunted their agreement, heating Jess’s cheeks. She worked her hips harder, ignoring the ache in her depths from Pepper’s violent pounding, slurping all over Monica’s cock to earn more. They took the cue, lavishing whorish compliments upon her, mostly about her tits, each one amplifying her pleasure.

“Gonna blow,” Yuki grunted, “Ooh, take it nice and deep, baby. I want to make your belly swell with a cum baby.”

Jess howled into Monica’s crotch. She choked on her cock, shoving her ass back against Yuki to make her nut that much harder. It did everything she hoped. The futa bucked against her, nails digging deep, then her balls pulled tight, so hot that Jess felt them through even the mind-numbing sex from all directions. Fresh heat bloomed deep inside, shooting with such force it reached her stomach almost instantly. Pepper’s cock bulged out her abdomen, the definition of it fading as Yuki grunted and spewed rope after rope up her guts.

Always the ‘perfect fuck-hole’, Jess clamped down extra tight, trying to keep every drop locked in. It was impossible though, as Yuki pulled out to add her DNA to the mess already on her back.

“Fuck, I’m gonna blow too,” Monica groaned, twisting around so her balls sat heavily on Jess’s forehead. She reached up to cradle them, squeezing the climax out and into her belly. It swelled out into a tidy little ball, growing bit by bit, yet it was still completely overshadowed by her breasts. Which Monica decided she couldn’t leave bereft of her seed any longer, standing up to blow several ropes over them.

“Cover my fake titties! I want a semen shower! Mark my sweater-puppies,” Jess groaned, licking Monica’s sack and jerking her length to milk the rest of her load. When it was reduced to a trickle, the work had been done on her upper shelf, jizz pouring over the sides and between. Asher took full advantage of the slippery ball-batter to speed up, panting toward her own release.

Pepper, meanwhile, simply dug her hands into Jess’s similarly drenched ass and rammed up with renewed ferocity.

There’d be no more ass-fucking until she finished it seemed. So Jess did what she could, offering her mouth and hands to the rest. Asher continued fucking her tits, while she danced between Monica and Yuki’s still rigid shafts, stroking her filth into the steely rods and swallowing them in turn. When she wasn’t taking it down her throat, however, they took their turns kissing her deep. Jess whimpered into each one, both from cumming as Pepper swelled inside, and at the lurid affection they showed.

A final position change happened as Pepper shot upright, forcing Jess on her back. The blonde arched high, meeting Asher’s balls as she sat on her sloshing belly, thrusting up between tits without missing a beat. She didn’t even have to do anything, as Pepper’s thrusts bounced Jess’s tits against her. Monica and Yuki took up sentry on either side of her head, bringing her hands to their cocks so she could keep jerking them. When she threw her head back, choking out a scream of bliss, one of them took the chance to slam down her gullet once more.

It only got better as Asher leaned back, setting more weight on Jess’s full gut, to rub her clit as Pepper railed her. The pleasure was simply too much. Her mind was fading. She forgot how to breathe, too busy focusing on the ecstasy of taking cock from both ends. Even when Yuki or Monica vacated her throat, she only inhaled to bathe her sinuses in their sordid musk.

“Get ready you fucking whore,” Pepper snarled, adjusting herself to lean over, gravity aiding the force of her thrusts. Her cock curved through Jess’s insides, pushing out her womb in a grotesque arch that made her stomach churn delightfully, “I’m going to fuck paint you in my cum. There’ll be so much you’ll think you got pregnant from it!”

Jess clenched with all her might. Her muscles were sore and tired, unable to fight the relentless girth anymore, but her instinct demanded she do so. Every snap of Pepper’s hips against hers echoed through her womb, shrieking at her to get pregnant. One drop and she’d be a baby-mama.

But it wasn’t to be. Pepper’s shaft flexed hard, almost lifting her off the bed, then she ripped it out before the first jet could even start. Asher climbed out of the way, jerking herself along the much taller futa, as they both came in unison. Not far behind though, Yuki and Monica erupted for the second time. Four streams of cum, each thick like tar and reeking of virility, painted Jess from top to bottom.

She cupped her hands around her face, catching what she could to shovel down her throat. The majority of her hair was matted in the stuff, her eyes glued shut by it. Her nose blew bubbles as it was coated. Her tits were glazed, her pierced belly button flooded, while her ass twitched in a growing pool.

And it wasn’t over.

Pepper had one of the largest average releases of the house, but she usually only went once or twice a day, and rarely in a row. That day however, her rage emboldened her libido. She flipped Jess over, the blonde propped up by her own tits and took her ass next. Monica reclaimed her pussy, while Yuki and Asher took turns fucking her face and tits, or making her eat them out. It was pure ecstasy. Plain and simple.

Alas, the intense orgy eventually faded. Jess laid back on her defiled sheets, leaking cum from just about every orifice, while the others cuddled her tight. Even Pepper laid behind her, offering her flaccid cock as a cushion. Yuki and Asher absent-mindedly kissed at her neck, slowly cleaning her of cum, while Monica rested on the mountainous belly they’d all worked to make. Jess could actually see it over her breasts when she looked down.

“How was your first gangbang, Jess?” Yuki asked, slipping her tongue along the blonde’s swollen lips.

“Incredible. You guys are the best,” she murmured, only half-conscious at that point. She couldn’t lift an arm. Even her eyelids were a struggle.

“Don’t worry about staying up. You earned a rest,” Monica said.

“Thanks,” Jess yawned, “Just let me check my phone. Think it vibrated earlier.”

Pepper reached over to get her device, even unlocked it for her. Jess didn’t question how she knew her password. It was probable that she’d told them while out of it at some point. A single text waited for her.

“Hey, honey. Dad and I are coming down this weekend! Looking forward to seeing you and meeting your roommates. Love, Mum.”

Surrounded by warmth, coated with it inside and out, a chill sliced down her spine. Like Satan itself was breathing down her neck. Even so, she was way too tired to fully comprehend what it meant. All she could do was lean back into Pepper’s crotch, breathe in the fragrant stink of sex and cum, and utter one word:

“Fuck.”
