Why did so many people know about sex, yet she was blind to it? Danielle wondered the same thing again and again, more so now as she sat in the shadowed corner of a restaurant, a random woman atop her just as Holly and Bethany had been. A week had passed since her friend did this for the first time, but only a couple of days since she last did it. Yet, despite the frequency, she was no closer to understanding it.

The game felt great. A cacophony of sensation that she couldn’t pass up whenever the chance arose, yet she hadn’t found the time to research it. None of the women who played with her told her anything new, nothing that Holly hadn’t already divulged. To her detriment, Danielle hadn’t pressed for answers, preoccupied by the game itself. And the reason she was at the mall.

Her bras were a cloth dungeon torturing her poor breasts. The band wasn’t an issue, a little snug, but the cups were monsters. Her panties were all too happy to follow such an example, cutting into her skin and leaving stark indents. Once she was done playing, her wallet would once again be emptied.

So much for getting Shadow’s Redemption next month. She’d been looking forward to that game since the demo last year. It had promised everything she looked for in horror; an atmosphere of dread, suspense as she walked around a corner, jumping at shadows. That was why she didn’t care for sex. It was fun, but little else played into it. Also she wasn’t one for two-player games; the other players usually got in the way.

That said, there was little to mess up with sex. So long as her partner - currently a middle-aged woman with a strict uniform – continued to bounce or grind against her, it was great. Even without that factor, she found herself basking in the natural soundtrack of wet squelches around her penis, the slurping of the woman’s vagina, her moans, the clap of flesh, and the white noise of restaurant patrons unaware of what was happening within just a few feet of them. All of it made Danielle’s pulse quicken, and her hips jerk to the rhythm of her partner.

The woman’s moans rose higher and higher. Her insides convulsed, each undulation gripping Danielle tighter, wringing the slime from her member. Danielle pulled her down and buried her face in her breasts, muffling the burgeoning cries as this stranger – Danielle thought her name might be Michelle. The introduction had been quick and mumbled – had an orgasm.

Moisture trickled down Danielle’s testicles. Michelle ground into her crotch, shuddering with the ricochet of pleasure as what seemed like multiple tiny orgasms echoed the initial one. Such a strange thing, Danielle thought as she took the woman by the hips and aided her, thrusting in short jerks. To think that having something inside you could give so much joy. It was a marvellous, if unusual concept. Who even thought about putting their penis in a woman?

But the answer was obvious. Holly had told her time and again that most people were just like that. They wanted to have sex all the time, sometimes even when they’re asleep. Danielle was the odd one out, not a novel idea by itself. She was a foreigner after all, being the ‘black sheep’ had been her identity for years as she adjusted to America.

“Oh god, I think… y-yeah, gonna cum again,” Michelle rasped and hugged Danielle tight with her arms and insides, lower lips suckling with a desperate thirst.

“I think I am too,” Danielle said, recognising it as her stomach clenched and her balls grumbled, eager to release their burden, and the constant flow of pleasure now. It tingled on her skin, desynced her thoughts, and made her moan as well. Every touch became a massage, her nerves exploding as she worked toward her own climax.

“Inside. P-please? Oh, fuck, please cum in me,” Michelle said through gritted teeth, struggling to contain her moans without Danielle’s boobs to quell them. She, instead, grabbed a handful of her own shirt and stuffed it into her mouth as her body quivered, her hips rolled in extravagant waves and her snatch slurped louder. Out the corner of her eye, Danielle caught someone staring at them. They didn’t seem perturbed by the disturbance, so she carried on.

“Yeah, sure,” Danielle said. She’d long since given up on asking why they always wanted that. The answer was always the same, to some degree, ‘it feels amazing’. Really? Having all that thick, white gunk inside, and pouring out of you feels good? She couldn’t imagine, but she wasn’t one to argue. Besides, she’d be a liar if she claimed not to enjoy the sensations of her penis swimming in it.

Michelle’s hands found the futa’s breasts and groped them, pinching the nipple. Sharp shocks of energy leapt throughout Danielle, surging to her hips, which snapped up and forward with a slap, sinking every inch inside. Michelle squeaked then moaned hoarsely as her womb was forced to conform to Danielle’s phallus, before it was flooded in cum.

In random intervals, her penis swelled and thinned with each tide. An extra inch of girth slimmed to the normal shaft, which pulsed, then expanded again. What looked like balls passed through Michelle’s vagina, up her canal, past her cervix before gushing into her womb. Again, and again. Splurge after dense, jellylike splurge erupted until the woman’s flat gut slowly filled out into a round semi-sphere.

With every spurt, Danielle moaned and held her current partner tighter. Another oddity from sex was the sense of completion she felt when a woman’s gut swelled like this, turning from a soft but smooth surface into a ball of nothing but her fluid. It pulsed in growth, pushing into her body, lifting her breasts. She’d seen pregnant women walk around with smaller bellies than what Michelle now sported.

“I’ve, uh… gotta go,” Danielle said and pulled free.

“Hold, ooh, hold on. Can’t let you go out there covered in filth,” Michelle said with a soft chuckle and sank down, one hand at her privates to stem the flow, to lick every inch of Danielle clean. A trial by itself, as her penis had grown even larger. Holly had made a big deal of measuring it a few days ago, declaring her to be two-feet long, a fact that quickly led to another game of sex.

“Thanks,” Danielle said and pulled her pants up, though they did little to obscure her phallus from public view, especially while her erection had yet to fully reduce. The one who had spotted them earlier gave her a wink and made a strange gesture with her hands, one was a circle and the other had two fingers pushed into it. Danielle frowned and shrugged, then left the restaurant.

Minutes later and she was back in the clothing store where she’d met Bethany. She recognised the employee checking a set of bras and approached.

“Hi, um, Joan, right?”

“Yes, how may I...? Oh my, you were here a while back, right?” Joan asked, recognition sparking within her eyes as she took in Danielle’s figure once more, only glancing to her face as if to confirm it was her. Understandable, as her figure had changed since they last met. Her breasts, for one, had made their way down her torso as if in a bid to smother her waist, which remained unaffected, though her hips weren’t so kind. The sweatpants she wore, once loose and comfortable, were now taut around the sides, behind and crotch.

“Yeah, I went through a growth spurt,” Danielle said. She turned away and glanced outside, catching other people staring at her. They’d done so for most of her life, either enamoured by her clothes or her near-white hair, but it didn’t feel that way anymore. Their eyes made her skin prickle, as if they were trying to drill into her. She pushed it aside, certain she was imagining it.

“I’ll say,” Joan murmured, then shook her head and resumed her semi-professional manner, “Another measurement, then?”

“Yes, please. And I think my hips need to be measured,” Danielle said, already headed for the changing rooms.

“Of course. I’ll be right there,” Joan said and left to get her tape.

A few minutes later and they were done. Joan had improved since last time, making fewer mistakes and only rubbing Danielle’s nipples once, though she seemed adamant that getting an estimate of her breasts weight was integral to bra selection. Most of the time there was spent with Joan weighing Danielle’s chest in her hands, before she rushed off to find some items. In the end, Danielle left with two pairs of S-cup bras, several shirts and pants that still didn’t fit that well, and an empty wallet.

She tried everything on again when she got home, making sure she hadn’t made any mistakes, modelling in the mirror. What was it that made everyone want to play with her? The fact her penis was rarely concealed anymore might be a factor, though perhaps it was her overall appearance. It could just be that her breasts and phallus were a ridiculous size that attracted people. People didn’t look in the eye as often anymore.

Investigations were necessary. But said investigations were impossible with her current resources, and she wasn’t about to make Holly take the time to tutor her on it. Her friend, now girlfriend, needed all the time she had to practice. With their regular sessions together, a good chunk of any day was spent recovering. Holly didn’t need another distraction, nor did Danielle want to rely on her for something like this.

For now, though, she was stuck with her parents. The internet was carefully monitored, her phone plan didn’t allow for any data, and they refused to let her stay over at Holly’s place. School was no help. Any lesson pertaining to sex was handled by her parents, who took time away from their jobs to teach her, as if desperate to protect her from it. Like the idea of sex would turn her into some kind of deviant. 

Which was ridiculous! She hadn’t turned into one of those crude punk girls from school, the ones that never attended class or respected the teachers. And yet her parents were adamant. Sex, as Holly had explained it, seemed something shared between people who at least liked and cared for each other to some extent. Did her parents not love each other anymore?

She banished the thoughts and booted up her computer, intent on finishing a recent purchase. Along the recommendations of her Steam account, she saw several titles that intrigued her, but were prohibited by her parents. Everyone raved about Outlast – now so cheap it was practically free – and yet, for reasons she couldn’t fathom, she was forbidden from playing it. Danielle didn’t get angry. Frustrated, yes, but never to the point of anger. Yet each little injustice she now recognised was piling up.

The next day, she once again walked to school with Holly. Her albino friend stood closer now, hand entwined with Danielle’s. It was an overcast day, ideal for the pale girl, who could leave her umbrella and sunscreen at home with such weather. Danielle enjoyed the closeness, silently basking in how soft her friend was and the smell of her shampoo. Was this how girlfriends felt around each other?

“So, how did the clothes shopping go?” Holly asked.

“Awful,” Danielle grumbled and pulled at her shirt, gaining half an inch of material before it became taut and snapped back into place, “They only had a couple of bras in my new size, and the pants don’t really fit. And my poor wallet…”

“I wouldn’t mind buying you some,” Holly said with a sly grin, “So long as I could pick them out, that is.” Danielle cast an eye over her girlfriend, noting the inches of snowy cleavage on display and the lack of length to her skirt. If she wore anything so revealing, her parents would likely keel over.

“I don’t think so,” Danielle said.

Holly pouted, “Aww, fine. Someday I’ll dress you up. Maybe when your folks finally let you come over?”

“Like that’ll happen.”

“Something wrong?”

“No.”

“Did your parents do something?”

“No.”

“Then what?” Holly pressed, brow creased and lips set in a firm line.

“Just the usual,” Danielle said, “I can’t even bring up ‘sex’ without them cracking down on me.”

“What about the library?”

“Nope. Whenever I want to go there, ‘something’ always comes up and the computers are in use. Or the books are checked out.”

“School?”

“Hah!”

“Why not just ask me about all this stuff?”

“Because…” Danielle didn’t have a logical reason. Whatever she said, Holly would try and insert herself into it, insisting that nothing took precedence over her.

“Hey, I get it. You wanna figure this out for yourself, is that it?” Holly chuckled as Danielle’s look confirmed her query, “We’ve been friends for a while Dani. I know you. But if you ever need a helping hand, let me know.”

“Thanks.”

“That said, what the hell do your parents do that they can just ‘make the computers unavailable’? In a library of all places?!”

“I have no idea,” Danielle said, “Maybe my dad’s in the CIA or something? Or my mom has dominion over all libraries?”

“Would explain how they always know when you’re going there,” Holly said. They walked in silence for a few blocks, enjoying one another’s company while they marched toward the school.

“So, hey…” Holly started, ghostly cheeks doused in a lively red.

“Yeah?”

“Well, I know you’re new to this, and stuff, but, um… do you have sex with other people?” Holly asked.

“Hmm? Yeah. I mean, they always approach me. Some of them don’t seem eager until it actually starts though. Is it embarrassing?”

Holly giggled and hugged her sideways, “It’s showing off your privates to someone else, of course it’s embarrassing. Unless you’re really horny.”

“What do horns have to do with sex?”

“You’re adorable,” Holly said and leaned up to kiss her lips, parting with a flick of her tongue, “Mm, I don’t know what it is, but you smell and taste better every day. I’ve got practice this afternoon, but I’m free tomorrow. Is that okay?”

“Yeah,” Danielle said, frowning, “Why wouldn’t it be?”

“Geez, Dani,” Holly laughed and moved to her ear, then enunciated, “We are going to have sex.”

“Oh. Okay, I get it now.”

“Another thing for you to research is ‘how to recognise when a girl wants to fuck’.”

“Which also means sex, right?”

“I’ve been saying it for the past week. How haven’t you gotten used to it yet?”

“Hey, English is my second language.”

“Yeah, and it’s my first, but you still score better than me on tests. Speaking of, I could use a bit of tutoring in that department. Is it cool if I come over tomorrow? I’ll wear something nice.”

Danielle sighed. ‘No’ wasn’t an answer for this moment, or any other when Holly seemed ‘horny’. Was that the right context? Perhaps it meant something else and Holly was teasing her, which fit with her usual demeanour.

“I think my parents won’t mind,” Danielle said.

“Awesome. I can’t wait.”

“But you have to. Unless you can speed up time,” Danielle said, smirking.

“That was on purpose,” Holly said.

“Yep,” Danielle pulled her close, “See? I can tease you too.”

“Oh, you have no idea,” Holly mumbled and separated as they reached the school, “Right, I’ll see you at lunch. And, uh, before I go… it’s okay if you have sex with others. Just, you know, tell me afterwards or something. In detail. And if you have any questions, tell me.”

“Okay,” Danielle said, frowning as the albino retreated to the building. They only shared a few classes throughout the week, and Mathematics wasn’t one of them, leaving Danielle to ponder Holly’s words. Everyone became flustered when discussing sex to some degree. She had mentioned the word during a book report the other day, and saw several of the students jerk to attention. Such power within a single word. She had to wonder who elevated it to such a pedestal of awkward reverence.

Classes drifted by her on a conveyor belt. She paid enough attention to keep track, and to respond if the teachers ever called on her, which was naturally often. Of course they would ask a top student to answer, though they rarely seemed to hear her answer as they often repeated it back. No one else seemed upset by the blatant favouritism though.

“Gosh, these are annoying,” Danielle later said at lunch. She was sat opposite Holly, tray pushed several inches away so she could rest her bosom on the table. The bra helped, and her natural musculature kept their pull from getting painful, but the weight was always there. Just standing became a chore, more so when her classes involved her standing and sitting two or three times. They jiggled when she walked and when she sat, and the bra already constrained them.

“Don’t complain,” Holly said, looking to her own chest.

“You’re fine,” Danielle said. While her bust wasn’t mind-boggling like Danielle’s, they were perky and the size of honeydew melons. No reason for her to complain. Average was better than freakish.

“I know,” the albino leaned forward, hunching over to squash her breasts as Danielle’s were, “Fuck me, your tits are seriously huge.” She straightened up and dug into her cheeseburger, eyes lost in the hike of cleavage Danielle displayed, regardless of intent.

“Has Casey told you anything?” Danielle asked, ignoring the strange sentence. Holly was shocked, clearly, so she wanted to have sex? And what did birds have to do with this?

“Nothing since Sunday. Think she’s okay?”

[bookmark: _GoBack]“I think she’s just recovering,” Danielle said, “I hope she comes back soon.” Casey was a fun presence to be around, given the difference of her body to those Danielle was accustomed to.

“Who’ve you got next?” Holly asked as lunch came to an end.

“Mrs. Rider.”

“Science,” Holly winced. While she succeeded academically, for reasons they could only theorise, Danielle fell short in the subject. How certain elements reacted, or how they were created in the first place didn’t add up in her mind. Though Holly believed it could be the fault of the teacher.

“I’ll live,” Danielle said and headed to the science hall; three classrooms side by side used for chemistry, biology and other assortments of science, the names of which escaped her. Of the numerous variations, biology was the only one that clicked for her. To her fortune, today was one such day.

“Afternoon,” Mrs. Rider said as she became situated behind her desk. Unlike most preconceptions, she was a stunning woman, no older than Danielle’s mother, and dressed to impress, despite her profession. Science was rarely a glamorous subject, though she added a certain charm to it. Even Danielle wasn’t blind to the effect of her smile.

“Afternoon,” the class replied. Danielle sat at the front, wriggling on the stool to try and accommodate her broadened hips. She glanced around to make sure no one was watching when she tugged on her panties, which were biting into her privates. No one’s eyes were on her for the moment. However, as she gave a final, cursory glance around, several gazes were stuck to her seat. She checked in case there was some gum or paper there and saw nothing.

“Right, today we’re going to be looking into a bit of history,” a collective groan rolled through the class, except from Danielle. History was fascinating to her, that of human’s biology in particular, “Alright, cram it. We’re going to be doing paired projects here, and there’s some info you’re gonna need for it. Your partner is the person to your left. Say hi, don’t be rude, and let’s get to work.”

Danielle looked to her left and recognised Gretchen Fink, the top science student. They sidled closer together, each smiling gladly to the other, though why Gretchen would look happy to have Danielle, who barely reached an average grade in the class, was a mystery.

“I’ll try to help as best I can,” Danielle said.

“Don’t worry. I’m used to doing all the work,” Gretchen said, then shook her head, “Err, sorry. Most people just tell me to ‘do it all’.”

“That’s awful.”

“Yeah.”

Mrs. Rider silenced the chatter, “Alright, let’s get started. We’re going to be looking at how the human body has evolved in recent history. As I’m sure Mr. Rickman has taught you, human women used to be skinny little things. They were lucky to have B-cups…”

The bell rang forty minutes later, “Okay, we’ll continue with this tomorrow. In the meantime, I want your teams to start working on a presentation. Try and give credible sources. If you link me to Wikipedia, I’ll be harsher on you.”

Danielle sat with Gretchen in the library, amazed by the size of her chest given the history of humankind. She couldn’t remember a time when her bust wasn’t so oversized, brief flashes maybe of when she didn’t have two mountains attached to her. Strangely, her stomach plummeted at the idea of being without them. They caused her problems, sure, but they were part of her. They belonged with her.

“Hmm, I think we should cover this,” Gretchen said, gesturing to a paragraph they were looking through. The computers, as Danielle had expected, were all in use, and Gretchen didn’t care to use a phone for research. ‘It’s too cramped’, she had claimed with an adjustments of her thick glasses. Danielle looked at her now, wondering why she heard so many people demean the girl.

Smart and helpful, two traits that she would think were the most desirable. It wasn’t something physical, as Gretchen, despite her glasses, possessed an average figure; melon-sized breasts, a sleek waist and hips that tipped over the line of normalcy. Her face was soft and sleek, her bottom lip was fuller than the top, and her nose had a slight hook to it. No one was without imperfection, though. Bullies never made sense to Danielle, less so when they targeted good people.

“Sure,” Danielle said and leaned forward on her breasts. She couldn’t sit close to a table without resting them atop it, and had to prop up a book before her to read it in comfort. The problem with reading, at least in the library, were the assorted distractions around her. First, the chair was too small for her, meaning the fat of her hips sank over the edges. And second, a less ignorable factor, was the frequent approach of people.

They would pass her by and strike up a conversation, though she dismissed them quick as she could without being rude. Some wouldn’t take a hint and sat beside her, prying into her private life, or asking inane questions that they must know the answers to. She tried to ignore them as Gretchen seemed to, but they were incessant.

“Sorry,” Danielle said after what might’ve been the twelfth person left.

“It’s no trouble. You’re popular. Gotta keep the masses happy,” Gretchen said, frank and monotone.

“Am I popular?” Danielle asked, sitting up and glancing around in contemplation. Even upright, her breasts were squashed onto the table, spreading out like two water balloons crushed under their own weight.

“Are you kidding?”

Danielle tilted her head at her.

“Wow,” Gretchen laughed under her breath, “What kind of a girl are you?”

“Well, I’m not really a girl,” Danielle said.

“I noticed,” Gretchen said, eyes leaping to Danielle’s crotch, then back to the book.

“You did?” Danielle frowned and checked herself, sighing, “Of course you did. Nothing fits right anymore.”

“Don’t you get custom clothes or something?”

“Too expensive,” Danielle groaned, “I wasted the last of my funds on what I’ve currently got.”

“Guess being stacked has its problems, huh?” Gretchen said and squeezed her own bosom, a look of relief on her face, though a shred of envy smouldered within.

“Stacked?” Danielle frowned and looked to the stacks of shelves, wondering how they factored into the conversation. In doing so, she noticed a group of girls heading towards her. She recognised them as a group of gossipers, the type who, once they had an ear to chatter into, wouldn’t let someone go until forced to, “Hey, wanna finish this at my house? It’ll be quieter.”

“Oh, uh… sure. That sounds great,” Gretchen said, her freckled cheeks flushed a brilliant red. They gathered their things and checked them out, heading to Danielle’s home.

It wasn’t anything impressive. A home in the midst of a typical suburban neighbourhood, each with its own picket fence, front and backyards, two floors and an attic, and most had a friendly housewife to greet Danielle as she came home. Ever since she moved there, Danielle had gotten along with the women of the neighbourhood since she arrived. They doted on her like she was their own. Really, given the amount of sweets and confectionaries they’d given her, she should’ve bloated up like a whale.

“Would you like a snack?” Danielle asked once they’d arrived.

“Um, no. Thank you,” Gretchen sat in Danielle’s room, while its owner sauntered around in comfortable obliviousness. The moment they set foot in the, admittedly, bland room, Danielle had removed her enormous bra and changed into what should be an oversized sweater. On Gretchen, it could’ve functioned as a dress, but for the vastly more-endowed Danielle it stretched and struggled just to meet the bottom of her stomach. Despite how it stretched, the garment did nothing to gird her breasts. They bounced with each step, jiggled when she turned, and her nipples dented the dense material. 

“So, where were we?” Danielle asked and sat on her bed. In further oblivion to proper conduct with a guest in the house, she opened her legs wide, allowing her genitals to sit on the mattress and breathe. She understood boundaries and kept her thighs from touching Gretchen’s.

“Um… I think we were, uh, here?” Gretchen frowned, struggling to focus on the history book.

“Is something wrong?” Danielle inquired, leaning back to rest on her elbows and study her guest from another angle, wondering if, perhaps, she had a fever. Her face was flushed after all, and she didn’t look focused either.

“N-nothing,” Gretchen shoved her face into the book, however Danielle pulled it away and placed a hand against the girl’s forehead, gaze concentrated on her. The top science student, who had given public presentations without issue, stammered unintelligibly until Danielle receded.

“You’re pretty warm. Are you sure you’re okay? It might be a cold,” Danielle said.

“I-I-I’m fine. Let’s get to work, okay?”

“Don’t push yourself. We’ve got a week,” Danielle said and massaged her guest’s shoulder, “If you need to rest, I don’t mind.” A shiver passed through Gretchen next, causing Danielle’s brow to sink and crease, “Are you cold?”

“No, I’m…”

Danielle ignored her and laid down on her bed, then pulled Gretchen down with her, hugging her close. The dickgirl’s fathomless curves were mashed into Gretchen, overflowing around her, engulfing her in their plushness, while a distinct bulge pressed into her crotch. A quick breath and she couldn’t help herself. She wrapped her arms around Danielle in return and inhaled deeply.

“That smell,” Gretchen murmured and sank her head into Danielle’s bosom, luxuriating in the pillow-like mounds. Her hands travelled across her host’s back, down to the trapped voluptuous cheeks, “So good.”

“Gretchen?”

“Hmm,” Gretchen hummed and tugged herself away from the plush mountains.

“Are you, um… horny? Is that the right word?”

‘Horny’ was an understatement, which, itself, was a paradox. Each breath flooded Gretchen’s pussy with desire, soaking through her panties and drooling down her thigh, and each wriggle brought to light how… immense Danielle truly was. In many ways. Cuddled against her like that, Gretchen was lodged between breasts the size of basketballs, while her hands sank into equivocal ass cheeks. Above them all was the crowning achievement of phalli.

Gretchen forced her eyes to meet her host’s. She forced them away from the playfully arched lips and incomparable skin. Where that should have required a modicum of effort, here it took everything not to stare as everyone did. For good reason. Where humanity had once been flat and unattractive, they had evolved. Now Danielle laid there, propped on an elbow, as the epitome of it. How else could Gretchen explain the presence of such ridiculous sensuality?

She remained fixed there. Desperately, she clenched her thighs together, hoping to contain the muggy heat burgeoning therein, but it was pointless; her bra chafed against her nipples, each hard as bullets, and holding her legs closed only made her soiled panties squelch and her pussy ache. Her fingers refused to keep still, kneading the spongy flesh of Danielle’s ass. 

Yes. She was horny. More so than she imagined possible.

“Is… is that why you invited me over?” Gretchen asked, uncertain of the answer she hoped for.

“No,” Danielle said without a pause, “But I’m curious, why are you horny?”

“Because of you,” Gretchen answered. Her thighs rubbed together as she pictured this blonde embodiment of sex naked. If she were a snake, she would have coiled around her and never let go, not for food, nor for procreation. Nothing. Such was the power Danielle had over her, “It’s terrifying.”

“What is?” Danielle asked, brow furrowed and head tilted like a puppy. Everything she did was by coincidence. The shake of her hips, the push of her cock, the embrace of her tits, all of it was done without sexual intent. Gretchen bit her lip and restrained a moan. Of course the apex would be blind to its own power. She spread her legs and pulled Danielle closer, gasping as the bulge of a still flaccid, yet massive prick pressed into her sopping cunt.

Any notion of sense left her mind. Danielle made logic pointless, both her psyche and physique defied all that Gretchen prided herself on. No woman should be so pure, or so lusciously endowed. Much less a shemale. And none of it, not one speck of Danielle’s captivating form could be the product of surgery.

Her tits were too soft. Her ass too malleable. Her smile too easy. Her cock too… it was simply too much.

“I can’t help myself,” Gretchen said and pushed herself down, whimpering at the loss of Danielle’s breasts, until she came to a stop at a far greater pleasure. She took one breath and the world receded into the background. Hot gasps left her mouth while her hands abandoned their post to pull down Danielle’s pants.

“So it’s like this again, huh?” Danielle noted, her voice as natural as ever, even as Gretchen unleashed her dick. Each inch revealed sent a pulse of perverted need through her body. Her pussy engorged on the desire, swallowing her soaked panties out of some inane need for pleasure. About half the cock was unveiled now, and Gretchen was made to wonder how she hadn’t cum yet.

Textbooks and porn documented some of the most incredible phalli known to man. Ones smooth as silk, others gnarled and warped creations designed for lurid delight, and some a deified mixture of the two. Some civilisations had idols carved of these members. But Gretchen held one in her hands, its length and girth too great for a single fist.

She forgot to swallow and wiped at a line of drool on her chin. All her senses were cranked to maximum, telling her brain and body of the glorious power before her. Everywhere her fingers touched, her senses were drowned in fire, searing away her old nerves so she might feel it clearer. She stroked and stroked, watching as, despite Danielle’s apparent apathy, it swelled to a daunting size. Several veins rose to the surface, each the size of a finger. She peeled back the foreskin and gawked at the head.

At its peak, the bulbous surface sank into a slight cleft and slit that led back to its cowl. As she stroked, her pussy pulsing in tandem, the head darkened to a lustful purple and the opening widened, spewing murky pre-cum. It leaked down the underbelly and met her hand.

Gretchen, despite her place in the school hierarchy, was far from a virgin. She’d indulged in all manner of cocks, yet none produced pre like this. Theirs, regardless of size and potency, expunged clear streams of the liquid. Yet Danielle’s slimy ejaculate was cloudy. If she studied it under a microscope, how much sperm would she find? It was rare, but average pre-cum could fertilise a woman’s egg. This, however, promised to guarantee it if the main event didn’t.

She had to taste it. The urge was so sudden, so volatile and lewd, she had no chance to refuse it. One moment she marvelled at the sheer majesty before her, the next her lips were against the drooling tip and her tongue was drowning in pre. She pulled away, gasping through her nose, as she processed the flavours, then swallowed. It was sweeter than any cock prior, like liquidated sugar, and just as intoxicating.

Another kiss, another taste. Then another. She ran her lips down the bottom, tracing the bulbous vein to the base, where she suckled on the massive sack. It was sweaty, wreathed in Danielle’s natural taste and musk. Gretchen moaned and opened wide, hoping to take those huge globes past her lips. A futile effort. Each testicle had to be larger than a grapefruit. She retreated and cupped them in her palms.

They overflowed her fingers and weighed heavily on her frail arms. Gretchen ran her tongue from the orbs back to the crown, where she returned to suckling on it. One hand turned traitor and went to her breast, assaulting it through her shirt and bra. She forced it out into the open and moaned as she tugged on an erect nipple. It was inevitable that her lips would spread as she stuffed the cock head into her maw.

It was a familiar position for her. One hand on a breast, the other on her partner’s balls, and her mouth spread wide by a cock. Yet it was also new to her, like all the previous times had been muffled by something. Now her body was boiling over with lust.

Just brushing her nipple made her pussy spasm and her focus dilate further. Danielle’s taste coated every inch of her mouth, her gums, her tongue, her teeth, even her throat was soon sticky with pre-cum. At this rate, everything but Danielle would cease to be. And they hadn’t fucked yet. Gretchen’s body seized, she yanked on her tit and jerked forward, crying out as her cunt throbbed and released. She just came from the most basic stimulation possible.

As she recovered, Danielle still lodged deep in her mouth, she made another discovery; Danielle’s pussy. Was such a thing possible? She explored it, tracing her fingers along the familiar sex. Each digit came back coated in juices. Her nostrils flared as she flooded her lungs and receptors in the herm’s scent. Whether by arousal, or the fact she was aware of the other sex now, Danielle’s musk seemed stronger than ever. It was amazing that Gretchen couldn’t see vapours pouring off her skin.

Danielle remained quiet, yet she made no move to dislodge Gretchen. A sign she chose to take as consent for further indulgence. She kept her hand at Danielle’s pussy, eager to see what the dual stimulation would do to her, and slid her head to and fro. Slow at first, sliding her lips along the veins and coaxing pre-cum with her tongue, then hard and fast. She twisted on her descent, drooled excessively, and used her spare hand to rub every drop into the rest of the cock, until every inch glistened with pre-cum and spittle.

Each moan was involuntary now. She shifted about until she was on all fours, vertical over Danielle, arched her back so her tits were crushed against the futa’s leg, and ground her thighs together. A lewd slurp escaped her pussy each time she separated her legs. Her panties were useless now. Yet, despite the clear invitation, Danielle remained motionless. Save for the throbbing of her cock.

Gretchen reared back, popping the head from her lips, and licked along the shaft. Her gaze looked to Danielle, hoping to understand what worked and what didn’t, yet she gave away no such sign. Instead of lust, or disappointment at having her dick released, curiosity dictated every line of her face. It wasn’t the expression of someone getting their cock sucked, but closer to that of an intrigued onlooker. There were signs of lust, but little else. Was this not good enough?

“Tell me what you want, baby,” Gretchen moaned, muffled as she dragged her lips back to the head. She suckled the foreskin and stuck her tongue within, swirling it around the head, “Tell me what you like.”

“Is that normal for this?” Danielle asked, a frown now on her face, “Also, how do you think I’m a baby?”

Gretchen paused for a moment. How sheltered was she? That being the case, it was only natural for her to teach Danielle about these things.

“It’s a term of endearment,” Gretchen lectured as she returned both hands to Danielle’s cock, stroking it as she kissed and spoke to the tip, “Tell me, what do you know about sex?”

Danielle listed off the very finite knowledge she possessed, despite her impressive experience, and struggles to learn more. Throughout it all, Gretchen licked and sucked on her dick, slurping up pre-cum as if she might die otherwise.

“I can tutor you,” Gretchen said around a mouthful of cock, “Your parents wouldn’t know any better.”

“I don’t know,” Danielle murmured, slowly becoming caught up in the pleasure, “I want to figure this out for myself.”

“I won’t give you all the answers. Think of it as extra lessons,” Gretchen said, pausing to swallow a few inches of cock and savour it for a moment, before she pulled back.

“I’ll think about it,” Danielle gasped as Gretchen, finally, found a sweet spot inside her pussy.

“That’s okay. For now, let me really get to work,” Gretchen moaned and slammed her face down the cock. Taking it all was out of the question. Ten inches, she could handle with ease, twelve was pushing it, but what looked like two-feet of turgid cock was impossible. She gagged at the halfway mark, where a bundle of veins pulsed tauntingly at her lips, before she forced herself down another inch. Danielle sighed and relaxed, but she could feel a lot better.

Gretchen grabbed the futa’s hands one at a time and placed them on her enormous bosom. A few acts of charades and Danielle got the idea, as she started fondling her breasts, stroking her nipples and moaning properly. Her pussy gushed at the added stimulation, while Gretchen bounced her head on her cock, gagging and slurping and drooling like a starved woman.

She couldn’t get enough. For every inch that she took, she wanted another. Even when her throat ached and her stomach churned from all the pre-cum, she craved more. Her nostrils flared, huffing great gusts of Danielle whenever her airways were free, no matter how brief. Inhaling alone would get her off eventually, but having her mouth stretched around such a gorgeous cock only made it better. She undulated her hips, desperate to be filled.

Each second that passed made her that much more needy. Her moans turned high pitched, welling with pleasure and desire. She needed to get fucked. No, she wanted to mother Danielle’s children. Gretchen whimpered as a miniature orgasm rocked through her. As the definition in her throat gave way to Danielle’s cock, she imagined the same member thrusting deep into her womb, pummelling the walls until it found her ovaries. Then it would cum, dousing all her eggs in trillions of semen, and do the same to her other egg sac.

Gretchen ignored any discomfort now. Her mind was lost to her fantasies, leaving her lungs choking for air as she fucked her own face on almost a foot and a half of girl-dick. Its veins pulsed against her own, drowning out the beating of her heart. Each throb preceded a geyser of pre-cum, the amount increasing the more Danielle moaned. If she paid any attention, Gretchen would have noticed her belly had swollen.

In her mind, however, she was swelling to far greater dimensions. Her imagination skipped entire months at a time, turning her belly from flat and useless, to a hulking ball of life at just a month into her imagined pregnancy. She was the size of a beach ball, then a yoga ball, then she turned into a car, then a van, an RV, a house… it didn’t end. Nothing sated her lusts.

Throughout it all, she was cumming. When she had air, she moaned, when she didn’t, she rasped and retched in need. A mixture of filth flew from her lips. Her nose was covered in the stuff. She went too far sometimes and pulled off completely, then missed her re-entry, rubbing her face in Danielle’s scent. An odour of pure sex suffused all other scents. She was marked.

“I… ah, geez… darn it, I think… Ooh, I’m cumming!” Danielle announced, and, unbidden, yanked Gretchen to her crotch, while thrusting towards her. The fantasy died and Gretchen returned to reality, finding her vision engulfed in Danielle’s hairless crotch.

How deep was it, she wondered. Gretchen forced a hand to trace the outline along her sternum, and found the cock faded into the pudge of her once flat belly. She marvelled at the insanity of it, then the first gush of cum flowed. It gathered at first, building within her mouth, then pushed down her oesophagus to explode into her already full stomach. The organ swelled and pressed on her womb.

She’d never squirted before. So many had tried to make her, even going so far as to edge her for days on end, but she never did. Gretchen assumed some people were incapable of it. Now she found out otherwise. It was a matter of the right person and the right stimulation. Danielle was both.

Her cock swelled with bundles of cum, each on a direct line to inundate her stomach. It pushed against Gretchen’s hand, forcing the fingers to spread to cover it all, before making such an effort worthless. Tears welled in her eyes as her pussy squelched in maddened desire and squirted against the wall behind her, dousing it and anything else in the stream. The flow stemmed then resurged when she pushed on her stomach and felt a flood of semen rise up her throat.

It was too much. Danielle was too much. Cum roared from Gretchen’s mouth, escaping between her lips and the futa’s still cumming dick, and Danielle seemed oblivious. Her eyes were shut, her lips held tight, and her fingers deep into her tits. Gretchen wasn’t any better. Despite effectively drowning in seed, even her nostrils were leaking, she swallowed around Danielle’s shaft, milking her for more. Until the lack of air made her pass out.

Danielle stood over the mess before her, panting. Downstairs, she heard her parents milling around, home early. They were preoccupied with something to her fortune. But the question remained; how would she handle this? Gretchen was semi-conscious, blowing white bubbles from her nose while her mouth foamed. She was breathing, somehow, but that still left the splashes along Danielle’s walls. And the smell.

Was this what sex smelt like? All the other times she was in a public space or clutched for time, so she didn’t notice before. Now that she did, she found it was pleasant. Homely, in a way, like it belonged with her. Perhaps it did, hence why everyone approached her. Even someone like Gretchen, who seemed withdrawn at school and was top of the class, gave into it.

“Okay,” Danielle took a deep breath and rummaged around her wardrobe, found an old set of clothes and used them to wipe up some of the mess. If she wanted to be thorough, she would have made a break for the bathroom and the cleaning supplies within, but she didn’t. Her parents, while intrusive and controlling, at least respected the unspoken law of a teenager’s bedroom; don’t enter. She wasn’t ready to give up this smell, not yet. Even if that meant sleeping with a damp pillow.

With the worst of it done, she propped Gretchen up and made it seem like she’d fallen asleep while studying – just in case – then left the room. She was covered in perspiration and her thighs were doused in something just as sticky, though she wasn’t sure what it was exactly. It wasn’t urine, obviously. Regardless, she cleaned herself up as best she could and applied an exuberant amount of deodorant before facing her parents. They couldn’t be allowed to suspect anything. Not right now. Maybe in a few days, after she figured this stuff out.

Or was she just afraid to tell them she knew they were lying to her, that they’d been keeping what should be common knowledge secret from her, denying her the unexpected joys that sex provided? Probably. She had no precedent for what her parents might do. Apologise? Become infuriated? Until she was certain of what was happening, she couldn’t let them know what she did. She was being irrational, yet that knowledge did nothing to stop it.

The human mind is so frustrating.
