“Still nothing,” Chloe sighed, sagging in her chair. The hourly ritual of searching YouTube for a scandalous video of a wannbe idol getting off in public had returned nothing. So either she wasn’t searching properly, or there was no video like that. Or the shitty algorithm had buried it, which was just as good really.

Terror assuaged for the moment, she gripped her arm rests once more as the bots took their cue. Sleek, yet powerful cords webbed across her tits, squeezing them in strange patterns she couldn’t hope to replicate herself. Individual strands shot out to her nipples, strangling them in the perfect way to make her moan like a proper slut. She tightened her grip, the tension signalling them to attack her pussy next.

Under their power, she helplessly spread her thighs. It didn’t carry the same thrill as if she were in front of others, however they still took full advantage and stretched her pussy wide. They weren’t simply copying her dildos either, cherry picking the aspects that made her cum the hardest. Then withholding them until she was right at the edge from all the other touching and fucking.

That didn’t take long those days. Chloe hadn’t left her apartment since the performance last week, using all her sick days just to sit in bed or her chair, checking for the ruination of her career before it ever began. In that time, she hadn’t removed the bots even once. Endless pleasure was damned slight better than crushing fear.

But there’d been nothing. Not a whisper about it. Even Reddit turned up zero gossip. But she’d seen the video Megan took, she was blatantly getting off pretty much the entire time. Chloe could easily point out the times she came.

Unless that was all in her head? They looked obvious to her because that’s what she was looking for, and she’d experienced it live. Others probably thought nothing of it. They saw kinky shit way worse than all the time online. But surely the authorities would have noticed?

She was being stupid. Well, not stupid. Getting off in public was definitely a criminal offence, yet nothing had come of it. So why was she letting her fester in terror of something that would happen regardless of if she stayed home. Chloe couldn’t even remember the last time she went out just to have fun. Or sneak some drinks.

“You know what?! Fuck it!” Chloe decided and stood up, only to be yanked back by several tendrils, “A-after one more orgasm, of course.” She laughed nervously, letting the bots fulfil their mission. Then a quick nap to recharge.

It wasn’t a good idea to go out. She knew that. None of her clothes were exactly ‘hers’ anymore, so the bots could do any number of things to her out there. However she needed another outlet. She would go crazy if she stayed holed up for much longer and there was a club just down the street. Plus it’d be an excuse to get a little extra turned on for later.

At work or in dance practice, she had to dress appropriately. At a club, Chloe had free reign to really test what her bots could do. As far as fashion was concerned anyway. She didn’t exactly want to test the limits of their depravity. Maybe if she ended up getting arrested, she’d want them to go all out. What would that even look like? Would they turn into some kind of symbiote and take over while she just came along for the ride. Chloe snickered at herself.

Getting changed was so much easier with the bots. They shifted between every article she ever owned, taking mere seconds to transform while she considered her many options.

“Go back one,” Chloe said, “Yeah. This will work.”

Perhaps the greatest function, aside from the quick change and constant sex stuff, was resizing. Years ago, Chloe was gifted something pretty risque by some of her work friends. A gag gift really. That being a pair of leather shorts that were far too small and stiff for her to ever use. She just never found the time to get rid of them. By which she meant she put them away and never thought of them again.

But now, the bots reformed them at a size she could actually use. They looked fucking good on her too. She didn’t have much of an ass, yet she wouldn’t think that looking at it now. The shorts really lifted the cheeks. They also pressed against her pussy nicely, just enough not to give it all away.

“Ugh, but none of my tops go with it,” Chloe groaned. All her clothes were comfort and function based, since most of her extra finances went toward paying Megan a fraction of what she was worth.

A vibration went through her body, or rather the bots, making her stiffen in shock. When it passed, her shirt shimmered and moved. Chloe stared at herself, transfixed, as a tight, leather corset wrapped around her chest and waist. It pushed her bosom up, giving the illusion of nearly a whole extra cup size. To complete it, a thick jacket manifested around her shoulders. It was big on her, designed to contrast the tight garments.

“Shoes?” Chloe asked, lifting her feet to see her well-loved canvas. Warmth slithered down her legs, then her shoes were gone, replaced by tasteful, leather heels. Not too tall that she’d struggle to walk in.

Turning around in front of her mirror, Chloe was satsified. She looked sexy, tastefully so in that she didn’t look like she was trying too hard. Perfect for a night out. Maybe even find a partner.

Yeah right. Like she’d risk someone learning about her fucked up bots just to get laid. Besides, it wasn’t like anyone could actually measure up to actual tentacle hentai. Unless the bots worked in tandem, but that’d freak most people out. Oh well. She just wanted to go out, let loose a little, maybe get a little turned on so she could come home and enjoy her perverted nanobots in peace.

All that remained was to pick out a face mask. Chloe usually wore one when she went out. Made it easier to get served despite her age, but today it was extra important. She couldn’t risk anyone recognising her from the video. Even if the chances were slim.

The Wonderland wasn’t anything like its samesake, or not far from it depending on the interpretation. While not dilapitated, it had seen better days, with a crooked dancefloor and speakers that liked to add a wobbling sound to anything with the slightest bass. Multicoloured lights flickered all around, but at least the important ones were in working order.

It wasn’t particularly large either, which was perfect. Chloe knew almost everyone that frequented the club, that meant she had no trouble smiling at the bouncer and slipping inside. Nor would it prevent her from getting a few drinks with what little extra funds she had left. Best of all, no one knew her. They just knew of a girl that was maybe not allowed to drink came in with a mask on. One that was friendly enough and didn’t cause trouble.

“Something strong please, Dave. This has been a week,” Chloe said once she brushed her way past the other patrons.

“Yeesh, yeah. Looks like you need it,” he smiled and gave her a White Russian, though with a heavier dose of vodka. And a nice, big straw to slip under her mask.

Chloe had a decent tolerance. Nothing spectacular and that was how she preferred it be. A few sips in and she was feeling the alcohol, the weight of her troubles getting pushed aside in favour of bubbly thoughts about how good it’d feel to dance for fun. Then get home and let her bots totally wreck her holes.

They weren’t acting up for the time being. She got to just sit there in her leather and drink in peace, at least until the floor called her name. Chloe downed the last of her drink and sashayed to the centre. People were taking notice now.

She didn’t have much of a figure, even a slightly drunk Chloe wasn’t deluded about that. But she knew how to move and that drew eyes. Even more than usual with her skin-hugging ensemble. There were definitely more than a few eyeing her crotch, trying to see camel toe. She didn’t shy from them. This was her outlet, her time to relax and enjoy the public attention unabatedly.

People moved around her as she danced. Her moves weren’t nearly so sharp, yet she clearly had them beat. Plenty of dancers joined her too, using the chance to cop a feel. She tutted at the men, but the women, she let their hands and fingers linger. Especially the ones that were eye-fucking her while doing it. More adventurous pervs even felt up her petite chest, making her corset rub deliciously around her nipples.

“Don’t be shy,” Chloe said to a cute girl gyrating against her, “Babes like you can touch as much as you like.”

The dancer voiced her intention to do just that, slipping finely manicured hands along Chloe’s front, then behind and squeezing deep into her fat. Onlookers cheered at that, enjoying the show. Their voices went straight to Chloe’s loins. Her movements became looser, more erotic as she rolled her ass against this strangers crotch. They had no qualms about mimicking her either, taking her hips and holding her flush against theirs.

Which revealed something a little extra.

“Someone’s packing extra!” Chloe giggled and bounced her pert little ass against the swelling bulge, “Quite a lot too. Didn’t think a girl could get that big.”

“It gets bigger,” her eager admirer grunted in her ear. Her voice was incredible, light and bubbly, yet darkened by the same lust throbbing against Chloe’s back, “For the right person of course.”

“And am I the right one?”

“I don’t know. Turn around and lets see.”

Without even seeing their face or body, Chloe decided she liked this woman. Forward, good movements, and packed. She was almost tempted to risk exposing her bots just to see if they could finish strong. Maybe if the view was good too.

“You’ll have to try harder,” Chloe said. She was teasing now.

“Like this!” The stranger giggled  and, in one smooth motion, impressively so for what Chloe assumed was an amateur, spun her around only to be caught in strong, possessive hands. The sudden spin disorented her at first, but she was given plenty of time to recover. Once she did, Chloe’s fate was sealed.

“It’s you!” She exclaimed, jabbing a finger up at the woman.

“And it’s... You?”

Good to know the mask was working. Chloe hadn’t meant to blurt it out like that, she was just so taken aback by running into this incredible blonde here of all places. That random encounter in the hall of her apartment building still popped up in her head every so often. Mostly because of those awesome boobs.

And now she was staring right at them. Maybe it was the booze, the proximity, the atmosphere or just Chloe being a hopelessly horny minx, but she very nearly motorboated them on the spot. It was only her decency that kept her from doing so.

“Oh, uh, yeah. We haven’t met. I’ve just seen you around a few times.”

“Oh yeah? It’s my first time here so that’s odd. And I think I’d remember a cutie like you,” the stranger said, titling Chloe’s chin back with a finger. It was hard to forget much about this woman, yet also easy given how incredible so much of her was. Still, Chloe hadn’t realised just how intense her eyes were. They weren’t any of the more unique colour some people liked to go with those days, just blue, though what an amazing blue they were!

She’d call them oceans, but that was an injustice. More like an artist’s rendition of the sky and sea under a dawning sun, then condensed into twin pools that Chloe could swim in for hours. Her pupils were slightly dilated, however Chloe couldn’t smell any alcohol or drugs around her. Either she took pills or she was just that hopped up on the atmosphere.

Either way, Chloe was eager to keep the conversation going. As were her loins.

“I get missed a lot. But I could never forget you. Or your friend,” Chloe pressed closer, feeling a torrid heat against her belly. This girl really hit every one of her buttons. Awesome, proudly fake boobs, killer hips, what felt like a thick cock, all of it packaged into a tall beauty. One that Chloe was sure could pick her up without trying.

“Wanna meet her?”

Chloe’s eyes bulged at that, “I don’t even know your name.”

“Don’t need to. We’re just two totally horny gals in a club. But, if you impress me, I’ll tell you my name. And maybe my address too.”

The budding idol opened her mouth to respond, but it was stolen by a wicked moan. She was way too enarmoured by the blonde to notice her bots going into action. Nothing so brazen as her performance, however she clearly felt their endless numbers of tendrils sliding along her thighs, inching closer to her moist heat. The shorts were there already though, squeezing flush against her labia.The people looking for it were sorely missing out thanks to the stranger’s body blocking them.

Chloe took a deep breath, legs shaking slightly as thin wires teased the outskirts of her pussy.

“But I like to know whose name I might be moaning,” she said, voice low and husky. Barely audible over the music. The stranger squeezed closer, their lack of movements allowing the other dances to move back in. Hot, horny bodies brushed Chloe from all angles, each one sending flashes of worry and lust through her. Worry that they would notice her clothes moving on their own. Lust that they’d see her obviously getting hornier by the second.

“You can just call me ‘god’ or ‘holy fuck’, cutie,” the bombshell groaned in her ear, hands unashamedly cupping Chloe’s ass now. The bots were smart, keeping their actions subtle under the leather, but still very prevalent as they worked with the stranger to turn her on more and more.

“Oh shit,” she whispered.

“Or that. It doesn’t matter. Long as I can pull those hot little shorts down and fuck you.”

“Are you always this direct?” Chloe gasped, the bots capitalising on the moment to lick between her lips.

“Only with the right person.”

“So I am the right one?”

“Fuck yeah you are.”

Chloe leaned back for a moment, staring up at this giddy bombshell. It was meant to give her a chance to think a little, really evaluate if she was prepared to risk exposure for a one-night stand, but her stupid bots were smarter than that. The second her chest peeled away, they attacked her nipples. Not lightly either. A full on assualt. Lube manifested around her breast, allowing them to slide all over and really fuck with her nipples.

Like that wasn’t enough, they were in the mask as well. When did they take over that? She hadn’t found any signs of tampering with it. They must’ve done it while she was dancing. That was beside the point. Delicate, prehensile fingers slid along her cheeks and lips, gently pulling them open to tease at her tongue. They weren’t pulling hard. She could’ve easily clamped shut.

But it just felt so lewd to be looking right at someone while her tongue was jerked by perverted feelers.

“Come on,” the stranger said, taking her hand. She waited before pulling though, at least until Chloe gave her a firm nod. The instant she had consent, they were moving. Chloe gasped and moaned as she wove between the crowd, led by the horny blonde. People must’ve felt something amiss, since a bunch turned to look at her as she brushed past. Hardly a surprise. Without obvious threat of discovery, the bots were acting more brazen than usual. If she didn’t know better, she’d think they’d also gotten drunk.

Especially as the leather bulged with winding tendrils now slithering between cheeks to slather her pucker in lube. Worrying as it was that they learned to make that stuff, it was a godsend for what they liked to do. With minimal prep, they were pushing up her rear and pressing into her pussy through the membrane between them. They didn’t go into her snatch though, like they recognised the stranger’s claim to it.

Or at least wanted to wait until she thought they wouldn’t touch it, then ruin her with the surprise. It didn’t mean they shied away from her clit though. The stranger stopped sharply, letting someone pass by, which made Chloe bump into her. That brief touch was when they struck, coiling a tiny limb around her bud and squeezing ever so slightly. Even that was enough to make her whine loudly.

The stranger heard of course and turned to look. Chloe expected concern, perhaps a mocking smile, instead she just looked even fucking hornier. Like she was feeling it just as hard. Glancing down, the idol saw that it wasn’t exactly untrue. That fat dick was visibly throbbing against the blonde’s shirt, trying to break free.

“You have no idea how bad I want this right now.”

“I haa-have some idea,” Chloe said as they barged through a door.

The Wonderland did one thing right. It kept a room free for any couple horny enough to bang in public. Unfortunately, it wasn’t big enough to give all of them privacy, though that was the furthest thing their lustful minds at that point. It was perfect for Chloe and, so it seemed, her very forward suitor. Eyes looking at them as the blonde barged in, idol in tow.

Neon pink lights illuminated the space and the half dozen pairings using it. A few looked up in shock, clearly not used to spectators, however others just smiled and winked as they went right back to fucking. Chloe could appreciate that, at least until her attention was called back to the stunning babe that had corralled her in there.

Like Chloe, she was dressed like she had a fetish, only hers were in the form of pvc and latex. Not the cheap kind either. These looked custom fitted, flowing across her outrageous form like glossy paint. The cheap neon reflected off it in perfect patterns, highlighting the stiffness of her nipples and, more importantly, the fat log pulsing up from from her skirt’s waistband, which swished above a pair of equally tight, glossy stockings. It wasn’t just the bots playing with her tongue that had her drooling in her mask.

“Like, enjoying the view, baby?” The blonde asked, knocking her hips seductively. And making her cock move.

“Yesssh,” Chloe slurred, jerking slightly as the tendrils fiddled with her clit again.

“Well, you’ll totes love this!” With a flourish that was definitely practiced, the stranger hooked her fingers under her latex top and, with a wet sliding noise, her cock slipped free. Lube dripped off it along with more than a little pre-cum.

Chloe hoped she never learned how much this woman spent on looking like this. Having boobs that big, an ass so tight and fat, along with a cock that fucking juicy couldn’t be cheap. But she was there to reap all the benefits.

Just, god, what a dick. Chloe had been a couple guys in her sexual tenure, and a few other trans-girls too, yet this stranger soundly beat them. Thick, heated veins pulsed from top to bottom, its head pointed straight at Chloe like it was challenging her. She folded. Easily. Even without the bots, she just had no other course of action in her mind but to submit to it.

“How big?” Chloe slurred, already stepping forward to wrap a hand around it. Her fingers were tiny by comparison! Falling pitifully short of meeting. Even if she used both hands they might not.

“A numbers girl, huh?”

“Uh huh,” Chloe nodded in time with her slowly escalating strokes. The lube made it so easy, she could’ve gone straight to milking the blonde’s meaty log and painted herself in cum, but she wanted to know. Besides, she got the impression her current partner wanted to tell her.

“Ten whole fucking inches.”

Chloe moaned. Sure, by fatnasy standards it wasn’t much, but then the fact it was human also didn’t measure up. Except those were fantasies for a reason. Her bigger toys were only a tiny bit bigger.

“And six around,” the blonde said smugly.

“Fuck me,” Chloe groaned and lifted her arms to rest them on her shoulders, pulling the blonde down just enough to feel her breath on her face, “Haaa-hard!”

“That’s the idea, cutie.”

The bots were in overdrive. The blonde’s hands slid up Chloe’s thighs, teasing the bottom of her shorts, while the nanotech did its job in facilitating her pleasure. They opened around her pussy in the shape of a heart. She knew because they made sure to squeeze it against her flushed, sensitive flesh, biting hard enough she knew it’d leave a mark.

“But we’ve got viewers,” the stranger said and tilted Chloe’s head to face the other couplings. All eyes were on her now, from those comfortable fucking to the ones that were still nervous, “They want a show, don’t they, slut?”

Chloe whined. Performing was at her core, so of course she wanted to give them something fun and exciting. She just couldn’t think of a way in that moment that didn’t involve that fat dick splitting her tight cunt open.

“Aww, you too horny to think, sweetie?”

“Uh huh.”

“It’s okay. I know what I want!”

With a grunt, the blonde shoved Chloe down onto her knees. The sudden squat made her tense up, muscles and fat squeezing around the tentacles mercilessly taunting her. What little protest she might’ve made was stifled immediately as the stranger shoved her cock against Chloe’s face. 

Two things became immediately apparent to the idol. One: this girl-dick reeked of musk, the scent so strong it all but seared her nasel passages. And two: there was no lube. Or it wasn’t what was dripping down between Chloe’s quivering legs. The head pushed against her mask, making the bots pause for just a moment, before they peeled away from her mouth.

“Whoa, cool trick. You got, like, a zip or something there? Just make sure it doesn’t cut me, alright babe?”

Chloe moaned a promise, too musk drunk and turned on to worry much about possibly being identified. She didn’t need to open her lips herself; the bots did that. Tendrils hooked into her lips and pried them open, leaving her gaping before a heavy, twitching girl-cock. But she stuck out her tongue all on her own and that was the final invitation needed.

Gorgeously manicured hands wrapped around her head. They held her firm, secure, leaving just enough room for her to maybe take a breath if she needed, but not enough to escape. Best of all, they kept her turned just slightly so she could see all her new fans. She lifted her hands in a peace sign, then gagged as the stranger pushed inside.

Heady, salty notes struck her tongue like lightning. She almost recoiled at just how potent the flavours were, however Chloe was a performance first and foremost. Her audience expected a good show. So she swallowed the beads of sweat, tongue swatting the cock to sample more. It didn’t go any deeper, letting her adjust to the feeling of something stuffing her depraved maw. For a couple seconds.

Once she’d swallowed and relaxed, the stranger pushed deeper. Chloe opened her throat as best she could, though it was futile against something that thick, the girth still rubbing her uvula and making her convulse. It didn’t pull back though. Not an inch. Just held its position until she choked again, then pushed deeper.

Her hands remained suspended in the air, like she was helpless against this assault. This stranger’s fat prick was just too much as it curved down her gullet, bulging out her neck. Fuck, she should’ve worn a choker, something easily snappable. The instant she finished the thought, something tight coiled around her throat and squeezed. Her blonde partner moaned, voice low and husky. Rough like untreated leather.

“You’re amazing, babe! You can keep going, can’t you? I’ve only got a few more inches to go, then you’ll totally stuffed with my dick.”

Her voice lapped over Chloe’s skin. Or maybe it was the tentacles. Both. She decided it was both. One teased her from a spirtual point, while the others brought the feeling to life. Chloe took another inch down her throat, certain it was breaching her oesophagus by then. At the same time, deft tendrils groped at her bosom and nipples, dousing them in that custom-made lube. She didn’t know how they got it to the perfect viscosity for her tastes, or why it felt so fucking good wherever it touched, she just didn’t want it to ever stop. Especially as they applied it around her pussy and ass.

“Fuck, I love a good slut for this stuff. Moaning on my dick and I haven’t even touched you properly. And the fact you’re getting off on being watched is so much better.”

Chloe couldn’t argue. She was all too aware of the people fucking and watching around them, their gaze judging but welcoming. Like they accepted that she was a huge pervert for liking this, but still thought less of her for it. Things couldn’t get much better.

Maybe someday she’d remember not to tempt fate with her thoughts.

The bots read her burgeoning arousal and responded in kind. More tendrils roamed around her face, massaging her cheeks around the shaft bulging them out, while more teased her lips, making her even more aware of just how fucking wide they were spread. They weren’t erogenous zones, yet it turned her on her all the same. Even the ones making her new choker constrict in time with the blonde’s throbbing mast elevated her lust.

And all of them worked in unity across her body. Her boobies were slippery and sensitive from their ministrations, while her thighs and ass were massaged, with tentacles dipping in and out. Her pussy went mostly untouched, save for a few teasing strokes along her folds. It was all she needed as the blonde’s pussy-breaker slid back and forth in her throat, slowly sinking deeper. When her nose brushed the matching pubes, she’d swear it was in her stomach.

“Little more! Come on, come on, we’ve got this! Don’t let them down now.”

Chloe glanced around. People were staring with baited breath, waiting to see her lips pressed flush against the blonde’s crotch, her chin buried in searing hot nuts, and her throat bulging even more obscenely. Finally, the idol put her hands to use and wrapped them around the stranger’s thighs. She squeezed and gagged, looking up at the stunning swells of the blonde’s chest.

“I got you, cutie. Let’s do it!” The blonde said, leaning over to wink. Fuck, just the way her eyelashes fluttered when she did that made Chloe’s pussy twitch in greater longing. Tightening her grip, the lewdly endowed blonde took a breath, wriggled her hips to make Chloe gag again, then shoved the final inch down her throat.

Ever theatrical, her bots decided to tear her choker apart at the same time. The tattered remains clung to her neck, following the pulsing cock. Neither of them moved for a long second, until Chloe retched. Her air had run dry a while ago, however she wasn’t a quitter.

Even then, Chloe’s mouth didn’t close. She just stared up at the blonde, whose cock stood sentry just past her lips, while she panted and drooled uncontrollably. Part of it was the bots holding her open, but really she was just so fucking horny for more dick. If this beautiful bitch didn’t finish inside her mouth at least once... Chloe would just have to make up for it another time.

And to do that, she needed to impress the blonde. No better way to do that and to show what a go-getter cock-sucker she was.

Chloe inhaled sharply, then lunged forward and gobbled the gooey mast. It didn’t matter that her throat resisted, she pushed past and took the whole thing. Spit ran down her chin, messing up the insides of her mask, then overflowed and ran down her chest. Idol training involved never wasting an opportunity. So she took her hands and rubbed the sticky, cock-scented drool into her skin. All while looking up through watering eyes at the blonde.

“Oh yeah, you’re gonna be fun. Ready, cute slut?”

Oh, she was a cute slut now? Not just cutie or slut. She only needed a bit more. Chloe widened her legs, shifting her gravity down and angled her head up, making as straight a path as she could. Then swallowed, hard as she could, really working her throat around the shaft.

The blonde giggled, however it was completely void of her usual airy bubbliness. All that remained a pure desire to utterly ruin Chloe’s face hole. The idol tried saying she was ready, but it only came out as a gurgle. It was enough.

“Alrighty, let’s give them a show!”

Chloe thought she was ready, but holy fuck this bombshell was brutal! The second she had full consent, that Chloe could handle something more, she dropped every measure of geniality. Her wide, breeder hips snapped forward and Chloe’s nose was back in her crotch. Those balls, appropriately thick and heavy, swung against the idols chin, smearing it and her neck in more of the blonde’s delicious, funky cock stink.

“You’re good at this,” the blonde groaned, “Throat’s tight, squeezing me all over, haaa... And moist too. I love girls like you.”

Chloe gargled and drooled some more, proving the point. That wouldn’t be enough though. She was just giving what the cocky blonde expected. She had to go above that. So, when the cock retreated back into her mouth, Chloe struck first. She thrust her body into it and pushed her tongue out too, tasting the stranger’s ball musk now.

The moan she got from that was stunning. Love was one of the furthest things from Chloe’s mind those days, but dear god she’d be thinking about this for days... Weeks... Years even. Especially if the blonde fucked her pussy this good.

“Alright, stop!” The blonde said and yanked away, strings of spit linking her cock to Chloe’s lips and outstretched tongue, “I’m not about bust my nut this early.”

If Chloe could speak, she’d be teasing her right away. As it was, she just decided to continue the attack on a smaller front. Before the stranger could react, Chloe ducked under her slimy dick and went for the balls. They looked like they needed a good polish.

“Hooo, shit, you’re a real slut, huh?”

Chloe moaned her agreement. Without fear of ruining her career, she was free to embrace her lusts. Especially if they involved debasing herself in front of a dozen strangers. She lapped around the blonde’s sack, clearing every inch of sweat and swallowing her nut-flavoured spit, then going back for more. If she turned around, Chloe would gladly lick her ass too if that was an option.

“I bet you’d like to swallow a load, yeah?” The blonde whispered, massaging Chloe’s scalp, “But I’ve been fucking all day. Don’t got much left in the tank.”

The news soured Chloe’s mood and she made sure her whine of displeasure was heard.

“I know, I know. But look, you put your cute little hands against that wall there, stick your sexy ass up and out, and if your pussy is as good as your mouth, we’re totally doing this again.”

“You better,” Chloe slurred and detached with a final slurp. She looked to where the blonde pointed and saw it was right in between all the others, many of whom had finished and were just enjoying the show. Or using it to get ready for another.

Chloe stood proud as she moved through them. Or proud as could be with her pussy out, upper chest covered in her drool that stank of the stranger’s cock, all while her lower-body thrummed with arousal. Her mask sealed back up as she moved, concealing her identity. And making it easy for the bots to keep messing with her face. Completely under everyone’s noses, she was still slurping on something. Just not nearly as satisfying.

Bracing her hands on the wall, she saw her face reflected back at her. There’d been too many people for her to see them before. As if she needed more reasons to be turned on, the blonde sauntered up behind her, cock bobbing with every sexy step. Chloe bend forward and stuck her ass out as requested. The leather clung tighter to her skin, while the bots took it as a cue to really dive into her anus, little tendrils circling her cavity as they went deep.

Those strong, manicured hands gripped her by the waist, adjusted her position just slightly, then that throbbing mast was brushing along her lips. Chloe gasped at just that touch, then she felt the head slip between her folds. It didn’t penetrate. Merely teased. Even then she couldn’t help arching her hips against it. The blonde didn’t let her go any further though.

“O.M.G you’re dripping!”

She hooked her shaft under Chloe as she leaned over, putting her lips right up to the idol’s ears, “I’m going to fucking destroy you, cutie.”

What could Chloe say about that?

She just moaned and pushed her ass out even further. Chuckling, the blonde pulled back, grabbed her cock and pressed against her opening. There was no hesitation she was so fucking ready. Their eyes met in the mirror, then the blonde grunted and Chloe howled into her mask.

Every inch of emptiness within her was filled in one smooth thrust. The head bumped her cervix. Most girls would yell or at least wince at that, but Chloe adored it. Nothing beat that feeling of fullness, though it could be improved. This blonde really was her perfect match sexually. The feeling of her pert little ass being compressed by a pair of dominating hips, the impact of which rippled throughout her whole body, all topped off by veins throbbing against her walls as she squeezed with all her muscles.

That was just the first thrust. Chloe sucked in a rasping breath as it pulled back, the head dragging on her insides like it wanted to turn her inside out, until it was pulsing at her entrance. Then the blonde rammed back to the hilt, balls clapping wetly against Chloe’s clit.

“I’ve had a lot of pussy today,” the stranger bragged through grit teeth as she sawed to and fro, steadily building a rhythm, “And yours is way up there, cutie.”

That implied she wasn’t first. Chloe clenched up as it pulled back, then relaxed as the blonde lunged, making a truly obscene squelching noise that filled the room. A few moans went out through the crowd, many of them getting touchy with each other as they fed on the intoxicating atmosphere. A few of them were sneering at her, like they got off feeling superior to the slut getting railed in a club backroom.

Like they weren’t doing the same thing just moments ago. That said, Chloe loved it.

“They’re all watching. How about we skip the build-up?”

Chloe nodded exhuberently, then threw her head back in bliss. Her tits bounced in her leather corset, the lube letting them slide all over the place. With all formality done, the blonde went right to work making Chloe cum. Her thrusts came hard and fast, but varied. Angles, speed, strength, where her hands gripped, the way they squeezed her. All of it was topped off by the nanobots drinking in all the signals her body was giving.

And then some.

“You’re squeezing tight. Gonna cum already?”

Chloe moaned her assent, though it wasn’t entirely the blonde’s work. The bots took some of the credit. In that they decided it was best to replicate what was fucking her pussy. While her hookup went wild, hammering her cunt like it insulted her ability, the bots filled out her ass more and more until it was just as stretched, plunging into her with the same vitriol as what pounded her pussy. All of it was exasperated by a sordid abundance of lube that sloshed and splashed inside her pants, isolated from her pussy.

What really tipped the scales was her mouth. She was sucking on the same dick slamming her cunt, right down to the taste. And like it wasn’t enough, the tentacles recreated the blonde’s fingers on her tits as well. It was like this perfect bimbo dickgirl was everywhere.

“Oh crap, do you have a plug up your ass too? That’s so kinky! I love it!” The blonde moaned and leaned back to thrust her cock up, making sure it really ground against the other dick through the thin membrane separating them.

Chloe’s nerves were all alight in that moment. She was slobbering on a cock, its taste and scent saturating her mask, while her lower holes were pounded so fucking hard she didn’t how she hadn’t cum already.

“You close, cutie? Because my balls are throbbing.”

Chloe whimpered and gagged. A flicker of confusion twisted the blonde’s expression, then it was overwritten as the idol clamped down, so close to the peak. She bucked into the thrusts, even the ones without a body attached. Through bleary eyes, Chloe looked around to see all the eyes watching, waiting for her to cum.

The blonde escalated things. She released one hand, raising it with a flourish, the kind that drew Chloe’s eye, then it whipped across her ass. The bots were briefly stunned by the sharp impact, then they sensed how Chloe nearly came from it. Just like that, they were pinching her ass, thrusting hard and amplifying the sting from Ashley’s repeated spanking. She couldn’t hold out any longer.

One thrust struck her cervix just right and Chloe was finished. She clawed at the mirror, gargling loudly around a sillicone dick bulging her throat, and came. Her juices splashed all across the still thrusting cock, exasperating the lurid noises. The blonde didn’t slow even a little. She just went harder, delivering an even harder slap to make Chloe shake from head to toe.

“Keep cumming babe! I’m almost there with you,” the bombshell growled and hunched over, fucking Chloe with complete abandon.

“Not inside! On me! My face!” Chloe howled, though it was impossible to tell with the cock down her throat. Though the blonde seemed experienced. After several more, full length thrusts that ended with ear-ringing slaps of flesh on leather, she pulled out and whipped Chloe around. The idol was on her knees in seconds, hair pulled up by the blonde and mask split open to reveal her cum-hungry mouth. 

The blonde jerked herself rapidly, using her pre and Chloe’s fem-cum for lube. Her face was a gorgeous, twisted mess of ecstasy, lips open with panting breaths, and eyes filled with a single want; to cover Chloe in her jizz. The idol lifted her hands, cupping them as if she were in an Oliver Twist porn parody. It did the trick though and the blonde bucked hips, balls pulling tight and releasing all over her face.

A rope went straight, splattering against her forehead and down her nose, while the next splashed against her cheek, then another went down her neck. More and more erupted, with plenty of it gluing Chloe’s eye shut. But she had one that still got to see more streaks of white erupt and paint her. Mark her.

At the same exact time, her ass and pussy were stuffed with the same dicks that both went off. Hot cum coated her inside and out.

“Hoooo fuck! That was a good one,” the bombshell gasped, then jerked as Chloe wrapped her lilps around the flagging erection, slurping up the last drops of semen. When she pulled back, the mask sealed back up just as people whipped out their phones.

“Same here,” Chloe gargled dreamily, smiling with her eyes as she shot peace signs around, “Do I get your name?”

“You get that and a drink on me,” the blonde said, lifting her up and out. The other perverts cheered as they left, with more than a few making offers to join in next time. Chloe waved and politely, but that was it. She didn’t think she cared about anyone else but this mysterious big-titted stranger whose cum drooled into the mask. She’d be smelling it for days to come.

They made it back to the bar. It was dark enough that Chloe’s cum stains weren’t immediately obvious, but even then The Wonderland didn’t particulary care so long as it didn’t result in trouble. Though that didn’t stop more than a few people shooting looks at her when she brushed past, or they got a whiff. Even among sweaty club goers, sex had a distinct aroma. Chloe just beamed at those that wrinkled their noses in silent disgust.

Drinks ordered, Chloe finally got a chance to just breathe. Between the dancing, then the flirting, face-fucking and actual fucking, she felt like she hadn’t taken a breath in hours. It also meant she got to take in the blonde a little more carefully, like how her hair glistened in the lights. She wondered if there was glitter in it, or if her hair was just that shiny.

“Call me Ashley.”

Chloe chuckled, “Would’ve been nice to know that earlier.”

“Yeah, but I like my one-night-stands anonymous.”

“So we’re doing this again?”

“Oh hell yeah. I want to show you what I can do for real.”

“You sure you’re empty?” Chloe asked, leaning over to bat her lashes at her.

“Well, maybe I can go one more time, but that’s just excessive,” Ashley laughed, “Trust me, babe, you’re totally my type and all. I just had a lot of meetups today. Super successful ones mind.”

“You’re an escort?”

“Eh,” Ashley waved her hand around, “Yes and no? Kinda just got some fans that pay for a good time, you know? Nothing profesh or whatever. What do I call you anyway? Like, ‘cutie’ works fine, but I wanna know the name of the slut wearing my cum.”

Chloe bit her lip. Giving her name probably wouldn’t be a bad thing right? But maybe she should be careful? Yeah, better safe than sorry. Megan would approve.

“...Ashley.”

“That’s my name!” Ashley giggled.

“Oh right, um...” How the fuck did she fix that?

“You can be Ash. That’ll make it easier.”

“Sure,” Chloe took a long sip of her drink, using the alcohol to burn away her embarrassment. She really jsut said that didn’t she? Well, Ashley seemed fine with it so no harm, right? It wasn’t like this would turn into anything more than casual sex. Although if she kept seeing Ashley, there was a real danger there.

She felt the flicker of it earlier, but as they drank and talked and laughed together, it was pretty obvious that Ashley was fucking hot in more ways than physical. She was funny, cheerful, and a shameless flirt. And naturally very open about her body.

“Go on, give them a feel,” Ashley said when the topic came to her boobs.

“You sure? What if you get turned on?”

“Then we’ll fuck some more,” she giggled and took a deep breath, pushing her already round tits out further.

Chloe took her offer, sliding her hands around the latex casing. At least until Ashley realised that and wriggled loose. There was a hefty amount of lube at play, so it wasn’t too hard, but it still flushed her skin with heat that Chloe adored when she went in for a proper feel.

“Holy shit, these are amazing. So well done,” she marvelled.

“Hell yeah they are. Friend of mine runs a surgery, they’re the best.”

“And so round,” Chloe ran her hands around the extremely overt spheres. They were unapologetic in their size and shape, sticking out without a single care for who saw. Only concerned with how fucking majestic they looked. 

“Yeah. Most peopel want the natural look, but,” Ashley shrugged, boucning her saline balloons in Chloe’s hands, “I dunno, these just really spoke to me. I like knowing they aren’t mine but that they are, you know?”

“Yeah,” Chloe sighed, “I wish I could get some.”

“Don’t give up!” Ashley said, taking her hands and clasping them against her firm tits, “Procedures are getting cheaper all the time. You’ll totes be able to save up for a wicked hot pair some day. Hey, if we become fuck friends, maybe I’ll introduce you to who did mine. They’re super nice about money and stuff.”

“That’s so sweet,” Chloe nearly swooned, “But it’s my job. Can’t say anything, but let’s just say big fake boobies wouldn’t fly.”

“Awww, that sucks. Well, feel free to enjoy mine as much as you like. That’s part of why I got them.”

“You’re a saint,” the idol chuckled and leaned down, resting her head on them. She breathed in Ashley’s scent. It was a thick, cloying perfume mixed with the savoury notes of their sex. And the bunch more she claimed to have had, “I’d probably go bigger though.”

“Oh, you like them real big huh? Well listen up, cutie,” Ashley hugged her tight, making sure she was enveloped in titties, “I’m booked in for a filling next week.”

Chloe almost came on the spot. These things were the size of her head, but the idea of them being even bigger had her drooling in lust and envy. But she’d be fine. This was the life she chose for herself. And Ashley offered hers anytime she wanted to indulge. Well, not anytime, but whenever they met up.

“Whoa, getting excited? Hmm, fuck, me too. Wanna wring out one more round?”

“Uh huh!”

Once again, Chloe was brought to the backroom, now mostly vacant, and bent over to be fucked from behind. The bots were even more brazen this time, making even bigger versions of Ashley’s cock to fuck her other holes. Ashley didn’t blow on her face that time, instead spewing a lesser load all over her back. The other cocks shot just as much again, only this time one went straight down her gullet. She couldn’t swallow it all cleanly, not when she was cumming as well. She coughed up several ropes, tasting them.

The fact it tasted almost exactly like Ashley’s was almost worrying. They analysed and recreated it within an hour of the first sample. Though it was just cum. She just hoped it was safe to eat, given how much was sloshing about in her belly.

The rest of the night was blurry at best. She remembered having a good time, then letting Ashley walk her back to the building, despite it being only a couple minutes away, and getting a kiss on the cheek. She got into her apartment, drank some water, peed, then flopped onto the bed and passed out. Still covered in Ashley’s cum of course.

That meant she was completely unaware of the bots machinations.

Once her breathing and heartbeat were stable, they went into action. With all the internet at their disposal, it wasn’t hard to research breast augmentation and how to perform it. Then the materials were easy enough to replicate. Even improve them. Chloe whimpered in her sleep as they worked, pushing flat shells into her chest. That alone gave her a small boost, rounding out her shape and pushing them out half an inch. Then they affixed the ports, impossibly small, basically invisible to the eye and touch, and filled them.

Not much. Her body hadn’t fully adapted to the elasticising agent. Nor did they want to alarm her too much. The desire to match, then surpass Ashley was prevelant and they would ensure she reached those goals someday. In fact, why stop there? According to their research, and the terrabytes of Chloe’s personal collection, she wanted to go well beyond that.

They would ensure she did.

