Six days had passed since she signed the trial contract.

In that time, Jessica had healed from losing her virginity. Pepper and Monica wasted no time in ‘training’ her hole. The former really wrecked her during their first couple encounters, yet now the recently deflowered girl only needed a moment to adjust to her overwhelming girth. Easily the fattest of the group that she’d seen.

Yuki and Asher were nice though. They were happy to let her stick to just using her mouth. But she felt guilty about it. She could tell they wanted to go further, it was obvious in how much they talked about her womanhood, how often they touched it, the looks of longing even after she swallowed several of their loads. So...Jessica invited them to use her fully.

In the span of a week, Jessica had gone from an objectively chaste young woman, to an experienced lover of four futanari. Just four though. Megan hadn’t even shown her cock. The only thing the hulking mass of futa did was occasionally grab her, usually to kiss her so hard it felt like she would suck the soul right from Jessica’s body. Despite that, she affected her the most. Every time it happened, Jessica went back to her room and indulged in her sinful desires, or barely batted an eye when one of her house-mates requested her aid.

It wasn’t all sex though. They stayed true to their word. All the cooking and cleaning was handled, they even bought her groceries for her unless she insisted otherwise, and most of them were a bit older. More experienced or further along in their studies. Yuki especially helped out during more difficult assignments, offering a stern, but caring critique. Monica was surprisingly useful too, being more straight to the point and willing. She also gave Jessica free workouts.

Of the non-sexual variety.

They were helping a lot. All the stress weight she’d gained before had largely dissipated. Despite that, Jessica felt like her behind was still getting larger. It definitely filled out her dresses and pants more than before. Still, she felt good about herself in that regard.

It did nothing to diminish her shame whenever she thought of her home and what they’d say about her. During such a moment, Asher appeared and surprised her with an invitation to go out. After a blowjob. Jessica had only sighed, before standing and giving Asher her chair, then taking every inch of her increasingly less shocking member down her throat. Constant action had turned her into a flawless oral practitioner, much to her deep shame.

She didn’t even spill a drop anymore. Though most still liked to pull out and squeeze the last drops onto her face. Jessica didn’t even complain anymore. She’d become so used to it.

“So, how are you finding everything?” Asher asked. They’d gone shopping, though Jessica hadn’t bought anything, save for the ice cream she gently licked at. It was just vanilla, the way her life should’ve been. Even that, though, became a source of shame for her as she lapped up the thick, white treat. Far too similar in texture and colour to something already sitting in her belly.

“I hate to say it, really I do, but I’m getting used to it.”

“That’s great!” Asher pulled her into a one-armed hug, “And I know you’ve been having a good time with us. At least with me. I always make sure my partners cum. Especially the beautiful ones.”

Jessica smiled a little at the compliment. They were constant in the house of futanari, even if some came in underhanded ways. Pepper was the main offender in that regard. Always ending what seemed like sincere praise with ‘slut’ or ‘whore’ or ‘cum-bucket’. They’d become so normal, Jessica just accepted the slander.

“It’s not great.”

“Ah!” Asher gasped, clutching her chest in shock.

“Not like that,” Jessica laughed. The purple-haired futa was always so expressive, so free with her thoughts that it was hard to dislike her. Even when she got a little too pent up and utterly ruined Jessica’s body, she was endearingly cavalier about it. The fact they came from similar upbringings helped a lot. Jessica felt like she could confide in her more than the others, or at least be understood better. Though the idea that she could someday end up like Asher made her stomach turn in knots.

“It’s just that this goes against everything I was raised on. I get what you and Yuki say and everything. I appreciate it. Still, I always feel like I’m doing something terribly wrong whenever I go to bed.”

“It passes,” Asher said, “The shame and guilt. After a while, the conditioning just ebbs away, and you realise what matters is you and your partners. I’m not saying you should hurry up and get over it, everyone goes at their own pace, but just saying it won’t always be that way.”

“Yeah, I get that.” It was already happening. The mere fact Jessica talked about sex openly around the house and didn’t feel the need to confess was evidence enough. Much less the things that came out her mouth when things got too heated. If she didn’t go to church and confess to some of those, she truly believed the gates of Hell would open and swallow her whole.

“Come on. I’m not letting this end without you getting at least one new outfit.”

“But I...okay.”

She browsed around her usual taste in clothes, yet Asher coaxed her over to a different section. It felt weirdly good to blush so deeply at some of the skimpier articles on display. That side of her faith hadn’t wavered. Only enough that she let Asher buy a couple for her.

“Exclusively for the house,” she’d said. Like Jessica would definitely renew the contract tomorrow. The blonde did find something for herself though, an elegant gown that squeezed her torso and hips, before bellowing out at the sleeves and skirt. Even Asher thought it looked good. After that, they got some actual lunch.

“So you’re going to leave?” Asher asked.

Jessica nodded, “I’ve already strayed from God’s path, but if I get out now, I think They’ll forgive me.”

“Got a place figured out?”

“I think so. It’s a room share down the street. It...won’t be as nice, I admit, but I don’t see them asking for sex.”

“Hmm,” Asher sighed, leaning on one hand while she idly picked at some fries, “We’re gonna miss you, you know?”

“Thanks. Guess it’s good to know I made an impression. Considering what you all, um, get up to.”

“And it’s not gonna be easy finding someone to take your place.”

“You’re trying to guilt-trip me, aren’t you?” Jessica smirked, “Yuki warned me about that.”

“Ugh, damn that woman. Love her, don’t get me wrong, but can’t a futa just have a bit of fun,” Asher chuckled, then her eyes widened, “Hey, since you’re going away, how about getting something to remember us by?”

“Like matching shirts?” Jessica asked. The idea seemed cute, though she doubted anyone would really care once she left. They only lived together for a week. Once they found someone else, they’d forget about her.

“Pfft, nah, that’s lame. I was thinking something like that,” she pointed behind Jessica at a piercing parlour.

Her eyes bugged out, mouth falling open and closing, staggered sounds of shock slipping out as she tried finding the right words to shut Asher’s idea down.

“Don’t tell me you haven’t thought about getting some nice earrings. I’ve seen you admiring Yuki and Megan’s.”

“Well, yes, they look nice, but it’s not right to alter your body in unnatural ways.”

“You say that like ninety-nine-percent of churchgoers don’t have piercings.”

“They might be clip-ons,” Jessica weakly protested.

“Hmm, and I’m just using a strap-on to make you scream everyday. Come on, it’ll be fun. And trust me, Jess, you’ll look fucking stunning in them.”

“Asher.”

“Sorry. You’ll look absolutely fucking stunning in them.”

Jessica rolled her eyes. Cursing was still something she didn’t care for, however she’d long since realised people had their habits. She wasn’t exactly clean of them anymore either. A blush still crept in whenever she was reminded of her vocabulary during sex.

“And it’s my treat. Come on, I want to make sure you remember us.”

“I don’t think I could forget any of you.”

“Fair point,” Asher said, slouching in her chair with an all too obvious pout. It was another attempt at a guilt-trip. Jessica would have to thank Yuki for teaching her how to spot them.

“Fine. If I don’t like them, they’ll just close up.”

“Yup. Come on. It’s going to be so awesome.”

Jessica let herself be swept up in the futa’s enthusiasm. Ear piercings were something she’d considered for a long time, however her mum never approved of them. Claimed it was a cheap way to try and cover one’s flaws. Or that it was covetous. Something to that effect.

Those arguments didn’t really hold weight though. Asher was a prime example. The futa didn’t wear her piercings all the time, but she had them all in for their little outing, along with a cropped top over distressed jeans. It was very different to the ensemble she wore when they met at church. And she looked incredible.

One might call it excessive, the sheer number she had. They seemed perfect for her though. The rings were almost elegant, even running through her lip and brow, and the assortment in her ears sparkled enticingly under the shop’s light.

“Hey, Liz. Diana in today?”

“She’s in the back. Who’s this cutie?”

Jessica blushed her typical bright red and introduced herself, struggling to find somewhere but the floor to stare at. The shop wasn’t just for piercings it seemed. They offered tattoos and...other services. And were those dog collars? Why would they be in a people store? Surely they didn’t...but they did look quite nice.

She was so busy with avoiding her surroundings, Jessica gasped in shock when Asher pushed her toward a back door.

“Everything’s taken care. Let’s get you pierced, babe!”

Jessica laughed nervously. She’d hoped it’d take longer to pay, then perhaps she could’ve backed out. Now it would just look rude. In the back, she gasped at the sight of a woman in nothing more than what looked like a bra and a mini-skirt. She had as many piercings as Asher, but she also had a whole gallery of tattoos. How could she mar her skin like that? How could she think she knew better than what the Creator had given? And yet...they did look beautiful. Especially around her thighs. The way the wall of roses undulated with her muscles was hypnotic.

“Jessica, right? Nice to meet you, I’m Diana. If you just sit down, we can get you sorted.”

“Oh, uh. Okay,” Jessica sat down and sighed when Asher took her hand, “Does it hurt?”

“Well, think about how you lost your virginity,” Jessica shuddered, “It’s way less than that.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, basically it’ll be a pinch and that’s it. Plus Diana here is the best in Heathen. Did all of mine and I only cried like a bitch once.”

“And that was because you kicked the table for some reason,” Diana said, wiping Jessica’s ears with disinfectant.

“You startled me.”

Jessica smiled hearing this. It was so easy to think Asher, and really all the futanari, were just born with this strange, cool energy about them. Like everything just came naturally. Knowing that Asher cried a little was an odd comfort.

“Alright, ready?”

“No?” The blonde said, gripping Asher’s hand tight.

Diana smiled, her lip piercings glimmering in the light. She had really nice lips. Actually, Jessica was noticing that most people, women and futanari in particular, had really pretty mouths. All the kissing had corrupted her perception of others clearly. And it was that same corruption that made her wonder what kissing Diana would be like.

“Ow!” Jessica yelped, more from instinct than anything as her ear was pierced. It didn’t really hurt, “That...wasn’t that bad, actually.”

“See? And it looks great by the way. Time to get them matching.” Asher and Diana swapped places. As the needle-wielding woman moved, Jessica’s gaze shifted to her barely contained bust. She’d been too taken by her face and the tattoos to pay it any mind at first, but they looked much too round. The bra clearly wasn’t providing support, only wrapping around the front. Had she really changed her breasts as well?

But, again, they looked good on her.

“You know, if it weren’t for how great her tits are, I’d be a little offended you were staring at another pair of boobs when I’m right here,” Asher teased.

“I-I wasn’t staring! Honest!”

“It’s okay, babe,” Diana chuckled, “Wouldn’t dress this way if I didn’t want to show off a little.”

“Sorry,” Jessica still apologised.

“Got any questions about them?”

“No! Why would I?”

“You just looked interested. Or maybe confused is the right word?” Diana said, “Breathe in and boom. Ears pierced.”

“I guess I just don’t know why you’d do that to yourself,” Jessica said, reaching up to touch her lobe. A tiny ball of metal was now present in both, the skin tender, but not too painful.

“Because I wanted to feel better about myself. Didn’t really vibe with just having DDs. Hmm, might even get these a little bigger, to tell you the truth.”

“Bigger?” Jessica glanced down. They were easily a match for her own, though the way they projected made them seem larger. She supposed she could understand where Diana came from. Was it much different from people who dyed their hair or dressed differently? Just a lot more invasive.

She glanced at her own bosom. Her bra helped push them up a bit, creating a bit more fullness, though she pictured them being just as round and obtusely fake as Diana’s. It...didn’t perturb her nearly as much as it should.

“I need you to take your top off, Jess,” Asher said, squeezing her hand softly.

“Huh? Oh, okay.”

It’d become a fairly common request in the house that she thought nothing of it. Despite being told to do it in front of a stranger.

“Bra too.”

That made her pause.

“Why?”

“Can’t do your nipples through it,” Diana said.

“Nipples? Why would..?” Jessica’s eyes bulged, “I thought we were just doing my ears?”

“Yeah, but Diana offered me a deal. And ears are so whatever, you know? These will be way more memorable.”

“I can’t, Asher. That’s going too far. What’ll my parents think?”

“They won’t know,” Asher said, “Actually, if that’s what you’re worried about, we should’ve only done them.” She lifted her shirt when Jessica just looked at her in confusion, then pulled a cup down to flash her nipple. And the silver bar passing through it. She never noticed.

“But...my nipples? That’s a bit...a lot, right?”

“It’ll definitely hurt a bit more,” Diana said, “But they’re totally worth it, believe me. Playing with them never gets old.”

“I...who’d...but...”

“Please, Jess? I already paid and I really think you’ll look hot with them. And it’s like you said. Don’t like them, they’ll heal up. And if you do, then you can enjoy them.”

“But God...They gave me this body.”

“And it’s your body,” Diana interjected, “Sorry for barging in like that, but I put up with a lot of asshole telling me fucking bullshit like that. Made me miserable. You know what’s great about life? Trying shit. Food, clothes, piercings and sex. All of it makes things way more interesting.”

Jessica chewed on her bottom lip, then sighed and unhooked her bra.

“Guess who got her nipples pierced!” Asher announced upon their return. Jessica went to cover her chest right away, which only reminded her of the bars now stretching her tender flesh. All the doors opened and everyone filed out, everyone eager to see.

There was no denying them, obviously. So Jessica lifted her top and showed everyone. Pepper didn’t say anything, though she had a smug look, like this proved her slanderous words correct. Monica licked her lips and made a very clear promise she’d suck on them a lot next time. Yuki smiled and hugged her, saying she was proud of her for trying something new. Then there was Megan, a futa of few words, yet she spoke volumes with just a narrow look. Somehow her look was the one that made Jessica cover up in shame.

It was all anyone talked about at dinner too. Jessica could barely eat with how intense her blush was, listening to them plan out exactly how they would tease her going forward. They were really so sure she’d be staying on. To be fair, she hadn’t exactly prepared much. She hadn’t packed up her stuff yet, nor had she said anything about moving out. Probably to avoid the same incident with her last room-mates.

After everyone ate, the futanari retired to the living room to digest. Jessica took to the stairs, wanting to get started on packing up. It had to be done. She couldn’t stay here any longer than absolutely necessary.

One week in and she was already this far gone. Another month and who knew what she’d be like. Probably one of those harlots she saw around campus, barely dressed, always eyeing others like they were hunting. Actually, Jessica was certain she’d be among the pregnant students, waddling through the walls, bellies full and round with life they were scarcely prepared to look after. Except she’d be larger than them all. There was no way she conceived anything less than twins or triplets with futanari so prolific as these.

Everyone had been good about that though. Always puling out to finish on her, or using condoms if they didn’t plan to. Jessica’s hand cupped her lower abdomen, remembering last night when Pepper had inflated the latex inside her, creating a balloon in her stomach. She’d seemed proud of it too, tying it up and leaving it with Jessica. Admittedly, a pumpkin sized ball of semen was an impressive sight.

One that made her think about just how much ejaculate she’d swallowed and digested this last week alone. Her stomach growled. Jessica wrote it off as indigestion, though part of her knew better.

“Got a minute.”

Jessica jumped at the voice in her door, whipping around to see Megan’s towering frame.

“Uh, yeah? Just packing for tomorrow.”

“Hmm,” the futa said and strode forward, shutting the door behind her. Jessica stood frozen in place, mid-fold with one of her long-sleeved shirts. Her heart raced when Megan stopped right in front of her, those calamitous mammaries all but swallowing her face. She was always aware just how tall the futa was, yet it bore repeating in her head when they were this close together.

One mighty hand moved up her back, then wrapped around her neck. Megan didn’t squeeze, yet the power she exuded was almost choking on its own.

“Do you..?”

Her shirt fell as her knees gave out under a single, effortless push from Megan. The recently pierced blonde looked up, having to crane her neck to see past Megan’s belly and breasts, only to have her face turned forward to see a behemoth bulge. This was it. Megan had waited until the end to have her.

Jessica gulped and buried the sense of anticipation bubbling within her. She knew the procedure by that point, so she reached up, hooking her fingers into Megan’s pants and slid them down. Every inch revealed more of the futa’s sable skin, its colour so rich and dark, yet glossy under the room’s lights. It looked almost majestic, like art in a way. She had to get closer to admire it fully, so she did. At the worst possible time.

Megan’s hips were what kept her pants up, but once they were mostly cleared, the garment fell and Jessica found herself staring into a pair of damp boxes. Her nose flared on impulse. She’d gotten used to smelling everyone’s things that it was habit at that point. What a mistake.

“It stinks,” Jessica hissed, yet didn’t pull away. She wasn’t lying. Her nose burned just inhaling Megan’s musk, yet she wanted more of it. Everyone had reeked of masculinity in their own ways, some of them with whiffs of sweat and semen, but Megan was the worst of all. As she stared, the bulge flexed and something seeped through. 

“Lick.”

Jessica didn’t even pull the underwear down, she just pushed her tongue out and pressed it against the burning protrusion of cock. She whimpered and recoiled, but a mighty hand pushed her back, making sure she did as she was told. Megan’s taste was exactly as potent as her smell, so strong and ripe that Jessica wondered if she’d ever taste anything else again. And the more she licked, the less appalled by it she was.

Until the hand was just there as decoration. She kept herself plastered to the muggy boxers, sniffing and licking all over the bulge until she felt it swelling up to meet her. Only then did Megan allow her to free it.

Jessica fell back, knocked onto her butt by the sharp smack on her chin. For a moment, she was dazed, unsure what happened. Did Megan punch her or something? She rubbed at her jaw, then looked up, whole body going rigid, save for a deep tremor through her loins. Her legs widened on their own, already surrendering.

A tower of darkness rose at a quarter-angle from Megan’s crotch, its skin somehow deeper than the rest of her. Despite that, Jessica could make out every throbbing vein across its length, each one wider than her thumb. They had to be to supply enough blood for such a monster. None of the others were even close. Pepper’s girth might’ve almost been a contender, but she lacked the length. Even Yuki’s looked short by comparison.

Capping it off was a broad crown, the bell-shape flaring out terrifyingly wide. Her mind shouldn’t have turned to sex, but it did, conjuring a phantom feeling of it scraping through her walls on the way out, leaving her so brutally hollow that the only thing that could fill her again was Megan’s cock.

“I like that look,” Megan said, suddenly crouched before her.

Jessica had no response. She just gaped at the futa, who smiled and kissed her again. It was the same as before, completely dominating her lips and tongue, only this time Megan put her weight into it. She leaned into Jessica, whose arms strained to hold her torso up, enveloping her in tit-flesh. She was hot. Boiling even. That was just through her shirt.

Unlike their previous kisses, this continued. Jessica tried reciprocating, as she figured she should, yet Megan left little room for it. All the woman could do was take it. Same with having her top lifted over her chest, or her bra undone in striking efficiency. She gasped when Megan cupped her breasts.

Jessica never felt small in her life. Her chest developed quickly, much to the chagrin of her parents, and she’d endured plenty of teasing and envy for how big she got. And yet Megan’s hands made her feel that way. Like her G-cups were completely outclassed. Diana might’ve had a point.

Disgrace pulled at her heart for daring to think that way. This was the body her creator saw fit to give her. Sure, she’d accepted Asher’s offer to accent it a little, however she couldn’t think that way. Not about this.

Even if Megan’s own boobs had her thinking how nice they must feel to cuddle while alone.

“A good pair,” Megan said against her lips, giving her a second to breathe, “And these are adorable.”

Jessica panted hard, barely registering what was said and implied, until Megan pinched her nipples. Her freshly pierced, extremely tender teats. Pain stabbed through her, making her whine and yell, only to have her voice stolen by another kiss. It became confused almost instantly when she felt that slab of girl-dick brush her sex through her pants. Just that faint touch had her craving it.

Megan was the Devil. No other explanation made sense. She was torturing Jessica for giving in.

Though the torture itself wasn’t really that bad. Even the sharp pain of her nipples being pinched and pulled was dimming, replaced by sinful want as Megan’s iron member throbbed against her body. It was fitting that Satan herself would be her final ruin.

Then so be it. Jessica would fall. There was simply no competing with the Devil in the flesh. God would understand.

She spread her legs, trembling hands reaching down to undo her belt, yet Megan stopped her.

“No,” was all she said and pulled away, bringing Jessica with her. That same movement pressed her cheek flush into the cock, its stink burning into her skin, then Megan dragged it along her face, over her nose, across the lips, to the other cheek.

“If you’re planning to leave, then I’m going to make sure you remember this dick,” the futa said, taking one hand to rub her crown into Jessica’s face. Pre-cum oozed out, sticking to her skin and burning her. She was marked now. Claimed without any penetration by this unholy dick that would be her undoing.

“Okay,” Jessica whispered, too bewildered by this thing to really think at all.

“Good. Now open wide and relax that throat for me. I’m not stopping until you swallow everything.”

“Yesss...” Jessica slurred, opening wide as possible. Even so, the head still pressed against her lips. She stretched more, but it was useless. Then Megan reached down, hooking a thumb into her cheek and pulling it open. With that extra gap, and unerring persistence, her cock slid inside.

Jessica whimpered. The strain on her jaw was immense, almost too much for her to handle, yet it was the taste that made her wish she had anywhere else to go. Megan tasted of cum. Not fresh either. Like she’d exclusively bathed her cock in it, ensuring her flavour was so intense, so abjectly terrible, that Jessica could only want for more. Because, despite how it made her gag, it also made her womanhood ache in the best way.

The others excited her too. She never outright admitted it, only to herself in private – and always followed by a deep shame – but Megan did something more. As her cock shoved its way deeper, forced her throat to open wider than ever, it felt like she was fucking Jessica’s entire being from that one hole.

“Hands,” Megan growled and Jessica offered them without hesitation. Her body was no longer hers. The futa had complete control. She was brainwashed by this deliciously rancid cock.

Megan took them and slapped both against her greasy testicles. Jessica groaned, hips arching on instinct when she felt their size. They’d been completely overshadowed by the cock itself, yet she found each nut completely unbelievable in scale. Asher’s were huge, so were Pepper’s, but these were on an entirely different level. Basketballs didn’t describe them at all and their weight put medicine balls to shame.

Jessica massaged them as her neck bulged grotesquely. All her practice had paid off it seemed, as even this hellish monster of a cock only made her choke a little. Megan petted her head, tapping her forward a little further each time. It felt wonderful though. A hint of affection amidst her ruin.

“I think that’s enough warm up,” Megan declared, both hands taking Jessica’s head. She felt like a doll in that moment, cradled by a giant. There was nothing she could do but relax her throat, take in what little air she could, and take it. Which Megan knew all too surely as she slammed into her gullet.

Jessica retched hard, the force breaking every bit of training she’d had. Spittle splashed from her lips, more coming up as Megan dragged what felt like entire feet of dick. When the blonde took one breath, she lunged back in.

Her testicles swung like wrecking balls, striking Jessica in the chest. Not just that, but they were at the worst possible level, hitting her newly pierced nipples and added that painful pleasure to the terrible mix. She couldn’t hold them anymore, their weight completely leaving her behind. She thought about shielding her breasts, then she looked up through tears and saw Megan’s staggering tits bouncing so heavily.

Her hands acted before she thought. They reached up and latched on, fingers sinking to the knuckle. They were sinfully soft, yet firm, keeping a lovely shape with two fat nipples at the helm. Megan groaned in pleasure, the noise worth more than a thousand words of praise, and upped her pace several fold. What little air Jessica could get before was gone now. She could only inhale and hope for the best under such an assault.

“Backed up for a week. Hope you enjoy!” Megan snarled and rammed home one more time, cock lurching as it ballooned with cum.

Jessica had swallowed everyone’s load without fail at that point. She even let herself feel some measure of pride in preventing such a mess. There was no chance with Megan. The pressure that she erupted with hit her like a boxer’s best punch, immediately flooding her tummy and sending it rising up. It didn’t help that the futa kept thrusting after the first wave, wrenching a brutal gag from her that came with a surge of jizz.

It coated the cock and Jessica’s mouth. The texture was more like tar, gluing itself to every facet that it touched. She could all but feel it sealing her airways, ensuring she drowned in Megan’s cum. In that torrid moment though, she couldn’t think that would be such a bad thing.

“Disappointing. Everyone was talking about how good you’d gotten. Can’t even handle half my load,” Megan said, still spewing cum down Jessica’s gullet, “But there’s time. And I’m still backed up. So dig in, Jessica. I’m only getting started.”

The way she said her name was so much worse than anything Pepper could say. Megan made it seem like her very essence was a sin, an act of debauchery none should know of. Much less be subjected to.

And it soaked Jessica’s panties.

She had no idea how much time passed. Only that Megan abused her throat at least two more times after the first. Jessica slumped on her haunches, drooling cum down her body, and staring with blank eyes at the futa’s equally messed up crotch. She was still hard though. So Jessica opened her mouth wide, offering it.

“No. That’s all for now.”

Jessica didn’t argue. She was exhausted. She felt sick. She felt gross. She felt alive. She felt...horny.

As Megan left her there, kneeling in a pool of cock-slime and drool, Jessica did something she never expected. She made herself cum. All the other times, even when she was touching herself, it was someone else that brought her to that zenith. But there was no one else. Just her. She couldn’t blame anyone else for the pleasure she felt as her fingers squelched in and out of her loose hole, three of them curling against her ceiling to drag gargled moans from her lips.

“Megan,” she groaned and grabbed a breast, mindlessly squeezing her pierced nipple as well. The pain was the final trigger as she fell back and arched her hips high, slapping her clit until her muscles clenched tight. The angle forced more cum out from her overstuffed belly, drowning her in it.

When she found the strength to get back in bed, she glanced at the mirror on her bedside table. She needed it so often for cleaning up her face after everyone used it, that she just left it open, often seeing herself reflected when they used her. And now it revealed a horrid sight. Her eyes were bloodshot, one glued shut with semen, more of it oozing down her face, and curly pubic hair clung to the mess around her lips. She glanced at her ears, seeing the stubs sparkle softly, and smiled.

She promptly passed out without cleaning herself. Throughout the night, she belched up more cum, soaking her pillows and sheets in it. Jessica never woke though, far too exhausted for it. Even so, she nuzzled into the defiling mess.

It was the best night sleep she’d had since she was a child.
