“I can’t believe this,” Jess said, standing naked in the shower. Yuki stood in front of her, similarly nude, fiddling with something she couldn’t see.

“It’s an important step. Makes sure you’re nice and clean inside. It’s also quite the experience when it all comes out. I swear, I never feel so light as when I finish an enema.”

Jess sighed. This is what she’d technically asked for. Even if it had come out in the heat of the moment, when she was compromised by her body’s apparent lack of inhibitions. When Yuki finished, she presented her with a hose with a thin nozzle attached. Jess flushed deeply, knowing where it was about to go.

“Now, this is important so listen close,” Yuki said, gripping her waist in both hands, “The instant it feels bad, you tell me. I’m not talking about pain, just anything off. I love to push you, Jess, but we don’t fuck around with this.”

“Okay,” Jess nodded, gulping solemnly as Yuki smiled, then turned her around. Her fingers appeared first, covered in a cool gel. The blonde jerked at the intimate touch against her pucker, but she held firm, hands braced on the walls. Once Yuki was satisfied, she replaced her fingers with the nozzle. It pushed in just a bit at first, then suddenly Jess’s ass was penetrated for the first time in her life.

She grunted at the strange sensation. It didn’t hurt, but it felt weird. Definitely wrong. Despite that, she nodded for Yuki to go ahead. A trickle of water entered her, eliciting a sharp gasp.

“You good?”

“Y-yeah. Just surprised. You can keep going.”

What was she saying? She shouldn’t be doing this. Sodomy definitely went against the bible. Unless that was just something put in to blind people to the possible pleasure it could bring? Her doubts were washed away by the increasing flow. She felt it running through her guts, filling her up. It wasn’t dissimilar to how she felt after blowing everyone in a row, only deeper.

“There we go.” The flow shut off.

“That’s it?” Jess asked, then yelped as the nozzle slid out, “N-now what?”

“Now you release,” Yuki said as she replaced the nozzle, pushing it up her own behind.

“Release? Here?”

“Or in the toilet. Whatever is more comfortable for you.”

Jess made for the toilet, but stopped at the alien feeling of water swirling in her bowels. She took slow, cautious steps, cradling her gut as she fought the urge to let go. There was no pain, only a mild discomfort that came from feeling so full.

If she liked it and she did what Yuki did with Monica, would cum feel the same way?

“Felt good, right?”

Jess flushed deeply, not wanting to relive the experience, “What’s next?”

“Now, you lay back and let me work.”

That much she could do without problem. Jess laid on the futa’s bed, enjoying the satin sheets against her skin, then spread her legs. Doing so still made her heart thump anxiously, however she’d done it so often at that point, she barely thought about the fact her womanhood was on full display for a futa. Whose cock was rock hard.

Yuki ignored it though, instead she shook her head and gestured for Jess to flip over. She did so, assuming the familiar ‘doggy-style’ pose. Strong hands pushed her chest down, mashing her pierced nipples into the soft sheets, while her hips were raised higher. Once there, Yuki’s fingers reappeared, again covered in a cool substance that she ran all around her rim.

“Good girl. Nice and relaxed. I’m pushing in now.”

Jess nodded against a pillow, then breathed deep as the first digit pushed past her sphincter. It didn’t hurt either. There was maybe a slight burn, yet nothing she couldn’t ignore. If anything, it was oddly pleasant. Yuki kept it there for a moment, then slid it back. Jess exhaled at the same time, breathing in tandem as it slid in, all the way to the knuckle.

“You’re doing so good. Okay, I’m adding a second. Ready?”

“Uh huh.”

Jess groaned at the second digit. It stretched her walls, making her keenly aware of its presence. The burn was stronger now, but still tolerable. So Yuki started moving, slow and steady, timed to Jess’s breathing. Before long, she felt a trickle of warmth in her loins. Not long after, she gave her first moan.

“Very good,” Yuki whispered soothingly, her breath against Jess’s lower cheek. Then she kissed it, still sliding her fingers to and fro. It felt wonderful, so Jess shook her hips, asking silently for another. Which the futa provided. She peppered her round buns in kisses, slowly escalating the pace of her fingers, “You feel so warm in here, Jess. I really hope I get to feel it around my cock.”

“Hmm,” Jess hummed, now moving her hips against the fingers, then gasped loudly as Yuki extending her other fingers, sliding them against her womanhood. The mix of unknown and familiar pleasures swirled together, bringing Jess to moan more.

“Okay, let’s try a toy next.”

Jess lifted her head, frowning, then groaned when the digits pulled out. She somehow felt emptier than when someone’s cock left her pussy. Yuki had grabbed a bag at some point, probably when Jess was lost in the sensations, from which she produced a bulbous shape. It shone as she pumped the same gel over it.

“This is a butt plug. It’s a perfect tool for training good girls tight behinds. And what do I have here, hmm?”

“A...a good girl’s tight behind?” Jess whispered.

“Exactly so. And what a behind it is too. Far too stunning to be called a ‘behind’ though. This,” Yuki pressed her lips to each cheek, breathing heavily against them, “Is a big, beautiful ass. One that’s just begging to be broken in. Right, Jess?”

The blonde wasn’t sure how to respond beyond a soft moan. That seemed enough for Yuki, who pressed the tip of her toy against Jess’s still very tight pucker.

“Remember, if it hurts or feels bad in any way, tell me.”

“I will,” Jess said, breathless with anticipation. The first inch pushed in with little problem, then it widened and she had to focus on relaxing. Yuki didn’t force it though, instead she pulled back, then pushed again, slowly adding a little more pressure each time. Jess groaned deep when her rim slid over and closed around the widest part. 

“It’s in. You did such a good job swallowing it with your ass, Jess. I think you might be a natural at this.”

“Th-thanks.” She didn’t have any idea how else to respond to such strange praise. Even if it did make her pussy moisten.

“Now we’ll let that sit for a moment, while I make sure you’re feeling good.” Her only warning was Yuki’s breath on her wet lips, then the futa’s tongue was upon her, lapping up her juices and pushing louder moans from her mouth.

It wasn’t her first time getting eaten out. Yuki had taught her about sixty-nining weeks ago, however the sensations were made so strange by the presence of something big and firm in her ass. She...Lord help her, she liked it. Jess showed that much by rocking her hips into the futa’s mouth, gasping desperately as her lips and tongue unravelled her with frightening precision.

Only to stop shy of her climax.

“Yuki!” Jess whined, “I was so close.”

“Patience, dear. We want you to have a good anal experience. That means, we’re going to make sure you cum from your ass being stretched nice and wide.”

No sooner had she finished, Yuki pulled the plug out. It took some effort, tugging at Jess’s insides and made her grunt in shock. Then it pushed in again. Just like the fingers. The blonde shook as every repetition made it easier, until the broad toy was loudly sliding in and out. Her orgasm, dulled by denial, began to flicker once again.

“You really are a natural,” Yuki breathed, then tugged it out one last time, “I need a taste.”

“What do you mean by th-AT!” Jess mewled, clawing at the sheets as she felt Yuki’s tongue of all things against her anus. Her partly gaped hole offered no resistance, welcoming the slick, devilishly skilled muscle, “Yuki...that’s...so dirty.”

And how did the futa respond? She pushed deeper, swirling her tongue around Jess’s insides just as she had for her pussy moments ago.

“I can’t take it. Feels so weird. But I don’t want it to stop. Yuki! E-eat my ass more, please? I’m getting so close. Oh Lord. I-I’m gonna cum from my ass! So good! Can’t take it! Can’t...” Jess buried her voice in pillows, unable to bear hearing her play-by-play any longer and screamed, pussy clenching hard as Yuki shoved two fingers up her butt and slid the rest along her folds.

Jess quivered from her addled head to her curled toes. Her legs had locked in place, otherwise, she’d have fallen right away. Yuki pulled away with a husky moan, then licked around the rim.

“You did amazing, Jess. We’ll stop there today.”

“N-no. I didn’t...help you...”

“I only meant stopping anal, dear. But that’s sweet of you. No, I’m going to fuck you so hard right now. Sound good?”

“Yes please,” Jess said, then wailed as Yuki rammed into her sopping pussy. Every thrust slammed their bodies together, the clash ringing in Jess’s ears. Most important, her tender ass felt it too. Every slide of Yuki’s cock, its girth stretching her wonderfully wide, also reached her anal walls.

The head slammed her cervix, then pushed onward. Jess had no idea about this before, but there was a little pocket just beyond. Something that could be stretched to take even a fifteen inch cock. Which meant she got to feel Yuki’s sweaty skin against her ass with every deep lunge of her hips.

Though it only got better when the futa leaned over her body, pressing flush against her back. It shortened her thrusts, but also made them curl in a different way, such that it stretched the bottom of Jess’s snatch so it bulged out her anal walls too. Feeling the sweat-slicked nipples slide across her skin was just the perfect icing.

Yuki huffed into her ear, pulling Jess’s head up enough so her moans were unfettered.

“Someday, very soon, I’ll be doing this to your tight ass, Jess. And when I do, everyone will know. They’ll all want a taste of it. But I’ll be the one to take your last virginity. Got it? You’re not to give it to anyone else.”

“I won’t!”

“Again.”

“I won’t!”

“One more time!” Yuki growled, slamming into her so hard the bed creaked.

“I won’t let anyone but Mummy fuck my little ass!” Jess wailed, arching hard into the next thrust as her body reignited in bliss.

“Mummy?” Yuki giggled, reached around to hook a finger in Jess’s mouth, pulling her head up so she could nick at her neck, “From now on, my lovely Jess, you only call me Mummy Yuki when we’re together like this. Understood.”

“Yes,” the blonde slurred.

“Yes, what?”

“Yes, Mummy Yuki.”

“Good girl. Here’s your reward!” Yuki bit into her neck, sucking hard to leave a deep bruise, then she reared back and slam-fucked Jess until she’d melted into the bed. When she reached her own peak, she pulled out sharply, blowing it all over Jess’s bouncy behind.

When it was over, Jess was mortified. More than normal. It took Yuki half an hour of consoling her, cradling the blonde in her arms, before she could even look at the futa for a second. She couldn’t even focus on how nice it felt to cuddle against her, the embers of her orgasms lingering like the meal from earlier.

“I won’t pry into your home life,” Yuki said, “No judgement, remember. And ‘mummy’ kinks are very common. You’re hardly the first girl to call me that. Most end up blurting it out even before sex too.”

That was a bit of a relief then. It didn’t assuage Jess’s horror at herself, though her cheeks stopped burning like hot coals.

“Still, I meant what I said before. You only call me Mummy Yuki when we’re together. I quite the like the sound of it.”

“If...if that’s what you want.”

“Say it. Please?”

Jess buried her head into the futa’s soft, musky chest, “Mummy Yuki.”

“Properly. Look at me, Jess.”

The blonde whimpered, but didn’t resist when a hand lifted her chin. She also didn’t close eyes, both embarrassed to look and yet in dire need of comfort from Yuki’s warm gaze.

“Mummy Yuki,” she said, then moaned into an abrupt kiss.

“Such a cute girl I have,” Yuki said, brushing her lips along her jaw to end at her ear, “But, alas, I have to give you homework.”

“Homework?”

“You think your ass will get better on its own? No, it needs training. For that, I want you to wear this for at least an hour every day.” Yuki held up a toy of a similar shape as earlier. Only a little bigger.

“Um...”

“Don’t worry, I’ll help you put it in the first few times. Then it’s your responsibility.”

“But I don’t...”

“And if you wear it outside, then I’ll reward you. Trust me, you’ll want it.”

Jess took the heavy mass of silicone, staring at it warily, then looked to Yuki, “So...”

“Hm?”

“Are you going to put it in for me?”

“Oh? Oh!” Yuki chortled and kissed her forehead, “I meant for you to start tomorrow, but if you’re that eager, then turn around.”

Jess said nothing, she just presented her reddened rump and let Yuki work it into her. The leftover arousal helped, her body so relaxed that it popped in easier than either expected. The base was sculpted to be inconspicuous. So long as she didn’t just wear panties, most people wouldn’t be any wiser. Which made the temptation to find out this ‘reward’ all the stronger.

“Oh my g-gosh,” Jess gasped when she took her first steps. It was so weird. Not bad. Just she felt so full. And it moved a little with every step. Even adjusting her weight made it shift inside her, never letting her forget its existence.

“It’s a nice feeling, right?” Yuki asked, following her just in case. She had been a bit rougher than normal, screwing the strength right from Jess’s legs.

“Maybe? I don’t know yet.”

“Well, let’s see if that changes. One hour starts now.”

“Okay. I can do that. Um, see you in an hour?”

“We would, but,” Yuki grinned mischievously, “Since I told everyone to leave you alone, they’re all out. So I have no helper for dinner. Would you mind?”

“Uh...I don’t...” Jess began, then Yuki palmed her ass, massaging the cheek against the plug’s base. The look in her eyes wasn’t of a request. It was a demand, “I guess so. I’ve been meaning to learn how to cook.”

“Perfect. Let’s wash up and get to work.”

Jess had planned on going back to her room and sitting down. That way the plug wouldn’t be so noticeable, but there was no chance of that now. Yuki had her moving around the kitchen constantly, fetching ingredients, checking pots, even going into the living room to see if the game show they put on in the background had any interesting developments. The last one was clearly just a ploy to keep her walking.

She could barely stand when the others started returning. Each of them had the look she was familiar with now, that of satisfaction. They greeted her plainly enough, none seeming any wiser as to what was between her cheeks. Yet she couldn’t help thinking they knew, that they were silently calling her every slur they knew. Pepper especially. Probably calling her something like the dirtiest Christian whore she ever knew.

And she’d be right. Jess had whored herself to these futanari, even going so far as offering her ass to one. Now look at her! She didn’t even think anything of saying ‘ass’, albeit it was in her mind, but still.

“No one knows. Far as they’re concerned, I got extremely pent up during work and needed some intense relief,” Yuki whispered to her.

“It feels like they do.”

“That’s part of the fun, isn’t it?”

“Has it been an hour yet?” Jess squirmed, the feeling growing more prevalent with everyone back. Megan especially. She had this look like she knew everything that went on under her roof. Perhaps she did. Perhaps she saw Jess’s mortifying display with Yuki.

“Oh, that ended ten minutes ago.”

“What?!”

“But it’s time for dinner, so you’ll just have to leave it in for a bit longer, won’t you?”

Nothing happened there. It was just a regular dinner far as the others were concerned. They did their usual thing, talking about their respective trysts with embarrassing detail. Only embarrassing for Jess, of course, something they delighted in. Even a month in, she was still so easily teased.

The food was great though. Even with her amateur assistance. Something that Yuki highlighted to the others, which prompted them to compliment her a ton. She wanted to refuse their praise, it was all Yuki’s doing really, but she let it come this time. Doing all that work with such a thick presence in her behind was an achievement. She deserved a little recognition.

Once finished, the others were left to do the dishes, while Yuki and Jess went upstairs. The toy slid out from her tired anus, wrenching a lurid gasp with it. Once she cleaned it, the futa set it on Jess’s bedside table, reminding her to put it in tomorrow. She just nodded, distracted by the weird feeling of her butt being empty after so long.

She stuffed the toy in a drawer, not wanting to look at her assignment and went to study. On cue, however, Megan knocked on her door.

“Everything alright?” She asked, stepping in and peering at Jess’s work.

“I think so. Just a little stuck.”

“Move this sentence here. Makes it sound more human. Professionalism is good, but you need a little personal touch too.”

“Hmm, yeah. You’re right. Thanks. Um, shall I...?” Jess glanced down to the floor, which earned a small nod.

This was a fairly common ritual for her now. Megan didn’t like to use her services in the day, she waited until late, when everyone had been emptied. Like she wanted to ensure Jess went to bed tasting her decadently potent cock. It worked. Even brushing her teeth after only dulled the brutal flavour.

Tonight was no different. Jess took the abuse, rubbing at herself through her pyjamas nearly the whole time. When she wasn’t, she cradled the greasy cum tanks, at least until Megan built up her usual rhythm. Shortly after, her load inflated Jess’s belly and leaked out the sides of her mouth. It didn’t matter how good she got, she could never swallow Megan’s entire load.

Much less the second or third.

When the towering, sable futa was done and left her, Jess did her own part of the ritual. With chunky semen clinging to her teeth and skin, she shoved a hand between her legs and sated her depraved urges. Three, then four fingers squelched in and out of her hole, palm mashed against her clit. Her pants became dark with her juices when she finished.

That same hand then pushed Megan’s leftover semen into her mouth. It was better than using half a dozen tissues just to look clean. Besides, Jess had gained an appreciation for it. For everyone’s really.

“Look at you,” she said to her compact reflection, watching herself slurp up the final drops, “God must be so disappointed. Or proud. I’m doing a good job helping them, aren’t I? And I’m learning a lot too.”

She didn’t entirely believe it, however the words didn’t ring as hollow anymore. These feelings were part of her body, which God gave her, she reminded herself. She was doing good things here. Who knew how many people would’ve fallen to sin if Megan or the others had to keep finding relief? Or what’d happen if they failed to do so for too long.

Even playing with her butt was part of that responsibility. If Yuki liked taking it up that hole, then surely some of the others preferred going into it. She had a duty to provide that, didn’t she?

“Sounds like lazy justification for being slut to me,” Jess muttered at herself, just as a missed dollop of cum fell off her chin landed on her shirt.

She finished her work for the evening, though her eyes kept flitting back to her bedside table and the plug it contained. Sleep eventually coaxed her to bed and when she woke up, she promptly repressed the torrid dreams she had.

After using the bathroom, she came back to find Pepper waiting. With no more than a ‘good morning’, Jess bent herself over her desk, and let the muscular futa yank her pants down. After a couple minutes of foreplay, Jess was shockingly wet. Even Pepper was surprised, though she didn’t let it stop her, immediately driving every inch of her fat dick to the hilt.

Jess gasped and moaned, then wailed and cried through the pleasure of being railed so hard. The usual tirade of insults flowed from Pepper, each one heating her up more than she cared to know. As she approached the finish, she scooped Jess into her arms and bounced her on her rubber-sheathed cock. When cum exploded, she roughly grabbed the blonde’s bedhead and turned her around into a deep, sordid kiss, swallowing her own cries of pleasure.

“I’ve got classes till late today, so I’m going again. You don’t mind, do you, Slut?”

“N-no, Ma’am. Use me until you’re empty,” Jess said.

“Good answer.” Pepper pulled out, then tossed her on the bed. She did so easily too. All of the futanari were crazy strong it seemed, but Pepper was the one that liked to flaunt it most. She mounted Jess, sans condom this time, and hammered her until the blonde’s voice was hoarse. Merciless fingers toyed with her pierced nipples, adding pain to the mix and making Jess cry out all the more.

Cum flowed across her body as Pepper wrung out the final drops, “Fuck me, that was a good one. You’re doing better, Slut. No joke, your cunt might be in my top three. Keep it up and maybe it’ll be number one.”

“Yeah,” Jess sighed, idly running her fingers through the sludge that coated her face and torso, “Anyone else got an early start?!” She called out as Pepper left.

“Yup,” Monica said, striding in with her cock already out, “Client called last minute. Really need to empty myself before this session so I don’t fuck her brains out.”

“Charming,” Jess said dryly, then opened her legs, “Where do you want it?”

“Oh fuck, it’s so hard to choose. Eh, fuck it, I want your pussy.”

Luckily, Jess got a break after that. Enough for her to clean herself a bit before Asher stumbled in, clearly still half-asleep, but fully hard.

“Hmm, suck my cock, please? Almost came from a dream, but alarm cut it off. I’ll be quick.”

Jess went to work, slobbering on the fourteen inch dick with increasing fervour, until it erupted into her belly.

“Thanks, Jess. You’re a life saver. I mean that,” Asher said, the orgasm waking her up some, “See you at breakfast. If you’re not too full anyway.”

“Hey, Asher.”

“Yeah?”

“Um, your belly button. It didn’t hurt much did it?”

The purple-haired futa flashed her teeth, “Nah, no more than my ears. I’ll call Diana and set things up. Maybe you can ask what surgeon she used.”

“That won’t happen. But thanks.”

“Hey,” Asher said, dropping the teasing tone, “I’m glad you’re asking about this stuff. Makes me happy that you’re trying things. See ya.”

Yuki didn’t need her that morning. Megan was her typical aloof self, only stealing one mind-addling kiss before going to work. That meant Jess had plenty of time to mull over a dreadful decision; to wear the plug to class or not?

The promise of rewards enticed her, though she had a fair idea of what they’d be. That said, the prospect of being found out made her blood run cold. At the same time, she only had to wear it for an hour. Just one class. Then she could take it out and stuff right down in her bag. She was sure Yuki would be extra proud of her too. But...no, she couldn’t do it. Not around classmates. People who knew her. People who’d talk. Even if it tempted her so.

Yuki would be disappointed though. Unless Jess did something else to appease her. Like, say, show off the clothes from yesterday? She’d been too busy fretting over covering up to enjoy the attention, and they really did look quite good on her. Yuki had amazing, albeit lewd taste. The only difference Jess added was a skirt, but a short one. It barely reached past the shorts, so every step or a small breeze would reveal the plastic garments.

This time she left the jacket slung over her arm. Just in case.

What a difference it made. People were constantly looking at her, their hushed voices whispering her name, with more taking pictures. Jess breathed slow and deep, fighting the urge to cover up. They were admiring her. Nothing more. Well...she wasn’t so naive now to think the boys wouldn’t be thinking of this later. Probably while touching themselves.

Her face heated at the thought, but she pushed through it. Honestly, the fact she was acting so normal should earn her the reward on its own.

“Hey guys,” Jess said, smiling at her former roommates, and secretly delighting when they looked her up and down, “Get your work done?”

“Y-yeah. Hey Jess, are you alright? You haven’t been, like, body snatched or something?”

“Yeah, I’m alright. Yuki picked these out, so I thought I’d give them another try.”

“Looks good,” one said, whose gaze lingered much like the futanari’s would.

“Thanks.”

So Jess went through her day of classes, walking lecture to lecture, ate lunch in the cafeteria, all with her breasts clearly defined by glossy silicone, an inch of cleavage on display, and her navel out for all to see. Thinking of it that way did make her regret the choice, her jacket tempting her to conceal more, then she caught an appreciative eye and smiled. People liked seeing her like this. That couldn’t be such a bad thing.

When she came home, Yuki was already back, a note for her in the foyer. Jess went straight to her room, grabbed the toy, then beelined for the futa.

“Did you go out like that?” Yuki asked, calmly unbuttoning her work blouse. Jess heard she was in sales, though for what remained a mystery.

“Yeah,” she said, blushing scarlet.

“Marvellous,” the futa said, pulling her into a tight hug, “Are you finally seeing how beautiful you are?”

“I don’t know. Maybe? I didn’t do this though.”

“Don’t worry about it. I didn’t expect you to. It is a big ask. Now then, I need some relief, but first lets get your ass nice and clean, hmm?”

“Yes...Mummy Yuki.”

“Good girl.”

A piping hot, fresh from the source, load of cum dried against her back as Jess kept her hips raised high. She wanted to collapse and maybe cuddle, but then Mummy Yuki would be disappointed. That was the whole reason the once totally virgin girl, whose only experience with a penis was in diagrams, kept her butt raised while she awaited the plug. It didn’t take long, the lubed tip rubbing into her pucker.

“Hmm, you’re already getting nice and loose. I think you’ll be ready for my cock in a couple days.”

“Cock?” Jess murmured, briefly lost in the sensations, then gasped as the silicone toy stretched her inner walls. The apex of its girth pressed into her pussy through the skinny membrane. She blushed, thinking about how crazy it would be to have her pussy filled at the same time.

“Yes, sweetie,” Yuki swirled the toy around inside her a little, pulling back to make sure she was properly stretched, “It’s a little thicker than this. And way longer. Which means the enema before we do it properly, is going to be extra thorough.”

“More than the others?”

“Way more than the others,” the futa assured, “And there!” She announced with a firm slap against Jess’s ass cheeks, knocking her down flat. Her insides clenched around the massive lump of plastic, propelling a deep moan from her lips. That, in turn, made Yuki stroke her hair until she caught her breath.

“Hey, Yuki? Jess in there?”

“She is.”

“Cool. Coming in.”

Jess immediately went to cover herself, but Yuki stopped her, smiling serenely. After a second of panic, watching the door open and reveal Asher, the blonde just sighed. What was the point of modesty in this house anyway? Everyone had seen her naked. Heck, all of them, bar one, had been over a foot deep inside her. Really, the skimpy outfits Yuki and Asher liked to dress her in were more than she probably needed. It just gave her a semblance of normalcy. Like she wasn’t their personal slut and that she didn’t enjoy being it.

A low whistle made her blush as she sat up, “Hell yeah, girl. You really look stunning with a layer of cum all over you.”

“Don’t tease, Asher,” Yuki warned, hugging Jess’s head against her bust.

“You need something?” Jess asked, though she had a good idea of what it was. Nine out of ten times, it was sex. The rest was strangely innocuous things. She supposed even sex-crazed futanari liked to hang out sometimes.

“We got that appointment with Diana.”

“Huh? Today? I thought you were just going to talk to her.”

“Yeah. I did. She’s got an opening just for you,” Asher smirked suggestively.

“Just for me? You didn’t bribe her or something?”

“Maybe ‘or something’. Now get cleaned up and let’s go.”

“Um,” Jess looked up at Yuki, still held firm against her breast, “The thing?”

“Oh, honey,” the anal expert chuckled, then lowered her voice for just them to hear, “Keep it in. You don’t know Diana very well. She won’t suspect anything amiss. And we said an hour. It’s barely been five minutes.”

“But...will I...get a reward?”

“A small one,” Yuki promised, then added when Jess pouted, “You get a big one for something riskier.”

Jess whimpered softly, but relented. She sat there while Yuki washed her back, the futa sneaking touches along her sides to make her twitch and clench, always reminding her of the toy’s presence. The outfit from earlier tempted her, but she couldn’t bare it. The shorts, even if she put on a skirt, would flash the handle of her plug way too clearly. Jess settled on a longer skirt and button-up shirt.

“That’s what you’re wearing?” Asher asked, waiting for her in the foyer.

“What’s wrong with it?”

“Nothing, just thought you’d finally loosened up a little. Given what you flaunted at college today.”

“You saw?”

“Babe, even if I didn’t see, the whole campus was talking up a storm about you. Lots of photos were being traded too. Think there’s gonna be more than a few loads spilled in your name tonight.”

“Oh my God. Please forgive me, I allowed the Devil to corrupt me and now I’ve spread it to those around me.”

“All is forgiven,” Asher said solemnly.

“You can’t copy the Almighty!” Jess hissed, glancing up like she’d see the smiting hand appear. Which would come for them both, seeing how Jess had just tried praying with a buttplug shoved all the way inside her.

“Or maybe that was them speaking through me? And I was exaggerating. It was mostly girls gossiping about you.”

Jess flushed even deeper, steps faltering at the thought. If that was true, then did that mean they would be masturbating to her tonight? Not just guys? Well, that was... “That’s even worse.”

“Sure it is.”

The rest of their trip was mostly quiet. Asher occasionally brought up a few topics, many of them teasing, but Jess was used to it by then. She only had to shut it down calmly and quickly, then it wouldn’t go far. Not that some of them didn’t still make her face burn.

They arrived at the parlour with five minutes to spare. So Asher, being her usual, incorrigible self, dragged her around. Unlike before, Jess didn’t shy away this time, more so because feeling her insides constantly being stirred around by a grossly oversized hunk of silicone put a lot into perspective.

It was mostly a tattoo place, with designs on display, some of which were completely inappropriate, but there were other things too. Earrings, various other piercings for different body parts, including one that looked strangely pretty. It was for the navel too. All of it was profoundly ordinary. Sinful, but almost plain. She supposed it had to be to work as a store.

“Ooh, these would look good on you,” Asher said, picking out pair of bars. They were thick, more than double what were already in Jess’s nipples.

“Wouldn’t those hurt?”

“Probably, but that’s what you said about those,” the futa nodded at Jess’s bosom, “Which, by the way, love that I can see them. Out and proud. That’s my girl.”

“Huh, hey, you can’t...oh shit!” Jess immediately covered her chest. She forgot her bra. HOW did she forget her bra?!

“Language,” Asher giggled, “No point covering up. You’d just draw more attention that way. Besides, I’m right there with you.” So Jess glanced down as well and gulped.

“I feel like I should be reprimanding you for that.”

“Authoritative figures have tried and failed several times over. And you have zero authority over me.”

“I...can’t argue there.”

“Good girl. Hey, what’s the chances I can get you in one of these?” Asher lifted a collar. Leather, glossy, thick and demeaning. That said, it was a stunning scarlet colour. Would look right home under Jess’s perpetually flaming cheeks.

“Absolutely zero.”

“Fair enough.”

It looked like she might’ve pushed the idea, but Diana entered the scene, heels clicking toward them, “Don’t go teasing my customers. Especially when they could be regulars. How you doing, Jessica?”

“Not bad,” Jess said, relaxing at the chance to shift away from the mere concept of her wearing a collar of all things. Then she looked at Diana and all the tension came flooding back, “What, uh, happened?”

“Nothing. Decided I wasn’t happy at that size. We can talk more in the back.”

It took Asher bumping her butt to get Jess back into motion. She was shocked, frozen in place by what she saw walking ahead of them. Diana had big implants, she remembered that much, she even prepared herself on the ride over for seeing them again. But these were on another level. The spheres she remembered were over an inch smaller in all dimensions than these things.

“I know you’re obsessed with her boobs, but check out her ass too.”

Jess didn’t want to. She was still coming to grips with Diana’s bosom, but she had to look. It did not disappoint. Stuffed into shorts that might’ve once been halfway respectable, were two round cheeks that projected far too much. Not only had she further inflated her chest, she did the same to her rump. Jess never even knew such a thing existed.

“And that’s the gist. Really wasn’t a spur of the moment thing, but the final decision sort of was.”

“How big now?” Asher asked, voicing a question that Jess didn’t dare ask.

“Got ‘em to about twenty-four-hundred CCs. Doc says I might have another three-four hundred more I can fit, but that’s pushing it. I’m happy enough right now.”

“And the butt?”

Diana shrugged, the straps of her black tank struggling for dear life, “Same story basically. Looks fucking hot, right?”

“Definitely. Jess thinks so too.”

“Uh huh.”

Jess wasn’t really there. She didn’t exist in that space. Her essence was still out in the shop, chained there by shock. It only came back when Diana had the tool prepped against her belly button.

“Ready?”

“I guess,” Jess whimpered. The professional body tamperer was leaning over her, breasts barely touching Jess, yet she felt their weight so clearly. Not only that, but their tactility, the lack of squish, the thick studs in her comparatively petite nipples. It made it far too easy for her to picture them on herself.

“Deep breath,” Diana said, copying her at the same time, then the needle went in and just like that, Jess had willingly gotten her fourth piercing. That was old news though. She was far, far too busy with the horror she felt at how damp her loins felt. All from the how obscene Diana’s bosom felt against her tummy.

No, no! It had nothing to do with that! Uh...it was the toy inside her! Yeah. She was just getting horny from the feeling of being crazy full and all the squirming around and the pinch making her clench up.

Nothing to do with Diana’s boobs or the absolutely impossible idea that those things would ever be part of Jess.

“Wanna get those in too?” Diana asked, either ignoring or unaware of Jess’s discomfort.

“Hell yeah!” Asher answered for her, “I’m already looking forward to sucking on them.”

“Wait, what’s happening?”

“Those bars you were eyeing up,” Asher explained.

“But I wasn’t. That was you.”

“Fine. Then we won’t,” the futa said, “No big deal. Wasn’t getting hard thinking about seeing you with them or anything.”

Jess sighed, “You really think they’d look good?”

“I swear,” Asher said, making the sign of the cross.

“And the others would like them?”

“Definitely. But more importantly, I know you will love them.”

“Then, why not? It’ll heal all the same if I get them out, right?”

“Yep,” Diana said and got the needle prepped. Only to curse at the sound of something ripping. It wasn’t hard to see guess what was destroyed. Jess stared at her, transfixed by the dark cloth falling over the augmented woman’s bust, then sliding further to unveil her nipple. 

Solely in the privacy of her thoughts, in the deepest recesses, a place where she hoped neither God nor Satan could see, she admitted that they were perfect. And that she just might not hate it if she had a similar shape. What did they feel like? What would it be like on her back? How much would they get in the way of things? Her shirts would be hopeless against them. Even her most conservative sweaters would look lewd with such things.

“You don’t mind do you?” Diana asked, sliding the other side down.

“No,” Jess said and ripped her gaze away, then glared at Asher’s teasing smirk.

“Good. I still need to go shopping for these new puppies.”

“Do they even make bras in that size?” Jess asked, looking at her own bust as she unbuttoned.

“Of course. Costs a bit more, but they exist. Not super necessary if you’re not exercising though. Just look at them,” Diana chuckled, shimmying side to side for emphasis. Jess chided herself for doing exactly as she said, “Alright, let’s see...”

It took a bit longer to get back than Jess would’ve liked. Asher insisted on staying behind to talk with Diana in private, which left the blonde with nothing more to do than browse. The other girl that was there before seemed to be on break, leaving her completely alone with her thoughts. And curiosity.

Like for that collar Asher had presented. People actually wore these? With everything she’d done, and heard from the futanari, it wasn’t entirely ridiculous she decided. Butt stuff seemed completely crazy too. Jess glanced around as she picked it up, then looked again, and once more, before she wrapped it around her neck. She didn’t tighten it much at first, just let it sit there as she pulled her phone out.

Her cheeks were a similar shade as she took in her visage. The collar looked oddly fitting for how she often felt at home. It worked pretty well with the very obvious bars that made her nipples stick out, and the undone button around her waist. The new ring caught the light, calling attention to it. A weird smile teased at her lips as a hand crept to her rump, pushing a cheek against the plastic hilt.

Then the sound of heels approaching got her heart racing. Jess yanked at the collar in panic, accidentally squeezing it tight and choking herself, which made her legs clench together. And her insides. She got the lurid item off before anyone could see.

“Thinking naughty things again?” Asher asked, instantly honing on her cheeks.

“Let’s just go. Thanks, Diana.”

“Anytime, Jessica. And if you want to talk, just come by.”

“I...might. Thanks.”

When they got back, the hour had expired and Jess rushed to her room before any futanari could ask for her help. She climbed onto her bed, towel below, and hiked up her dress to start pushing on the plug. Gasps slipped out as she spread her cheeks, slowly feeling the stretch around her rim.

“So big,” Jess cooed and squeezed her hole, swallowing the toy back in, “Hmm, Mummy...you’re filling me so good.” She repeated that a few more times, until her hole couldn’t hold it any longer. A lewd, slurping noise signalled it slipping out, landing on the bed with a dull thud. Her hole flexed around nothing, like it missed the filling. She could empathise.

Luckily, she cleaned up just in time for Monica to knock. The emptiness was filled moments later, her whole body bouncing. Lips found her freshly stretched nipples, slurping all over the massive feeling bar. It felt incredible. Jess wrapped her arms around the futa’s head, holding it in place as their bodies rolled with building passion.

She even instigated the kiss as Monica reached her peak, joining her seconds later. Jess shook her hips, feeling the still very rigid member pulsing against her walls.

“You’re not done, are you?” Jess asked, peering up through hooded eyes.

“I am loving the changes,” Monica said and flipped her over, “Hey, was your ass always this loose looking?”

“Uh, yes? I never looked.”

“Hmm, might be time we deflowered this hole?” Her cock pressed against the Jess’s star, its heat pumping through her.

“N-not yet! I...Yuki called dibs.”

“She did? Didn’t put it in the chat. But whatever. Your pussy is top class.”

“Th-thanks?” Jess was never sure how to feel when they complimented her sexual ability, much less when her mind was already addled from an orgasm. All insecurities got squashed by Monica ramming into her sopping hole, forcing out a despicable wet sound accompanied by Jess’s voice.

She reached two climaxes before Monica pulled out. The futa pulled her up, Jess’s back against her tits, squishing them right into her, and hugged tight with that scalding dick spraying all over them both. It was hot, sticky, and grossly comfortable to be held by such a powerful futa.

Monica wasn’t completely finished with her either. The futa laid down, Jess on top, with her folded over to slurp all over Monica’s tits to clean up the ejaculate. Taste mixed with pleasure, creating a sublimely lurid experience.

It did end a while after that, one final load cooling on Jess’s torso and face. Pepper came home not long after, taking her before she had a chance to clean up. Then Asher decided she’d waited long enough, tasting her cum-soaked tits and enjoying the bars she played a hand in Jess getting.

“Have a good day?” Megan asked after dinner, standing with her legs spread and Jess’s mouth moving all over her balls. How did they get so soaked in sweat after just one day?

Jess hummed softly, digging her face in harder. The smell was already ingrained in her psyche, so she saw no point in not rubbing them all over her face. It made her feel completely filthy, yet she welcomed it. Megan wasn’t forcing her to do this, she’d be happy enough with Jess just sucking her behemoth cock.

“I noticed the piercings. Did Asher pressure you into them?”

“Umm, sort of? Not really. I...didn’t really put up a fight.”

“Such an easy bitch,” the futa chuckled darkly, voice reverberating through the room, “What’s next, I wonder? Will she convince you to get that tongue stud I hear everyone murmuring about? Or will she get you even further? Like taking these fleshy things,” she reached down, grabbing a fistful of Jess’s breast and making her whine, though she didn’t detach, “And filling them with saline.”

“No,” Jess said into the balls, then had her head yanked back, all the way to the tip. It pressed against her lips and she opened, completely under its power.

“Don’t be so sure. I think a pair of three-thousands would look divine on you.”

But Diana had only just gone to twenty-four-hundred hadn’t she? Those were massive. Jess couldn’t imagine another six hundred in them. Much less on her.

She didn’t have to linger on the words for long though, as Megan fell back into her brutal, but familiar rhythm. Like always, Jess ended with cum streaming down her front, pubes stuck to her lips and irrefutably horny. There was less semen spilled though. She was getting the hang of dealing with so much. On the opposite end though, she was even more turned on than normal. She couldn’t help groping herself too. Or from using the excessive fluids, hers and Megan’s, to finger her butt either.
