There was no moving from that position. Coco was stuck on her back, beaming up at the slowly hardening lengths, their scent thickening into a near-palpable mist as she inhaled it. So much cum stuffed her once compact belly that she wasn’t sure she’d need to eat for another week, however the temptation offered by Lucy’s cum barrels was too much to be ignored. Even if it burst her open, or forced her to expel all that semen from both ends, she’d make it fit. Her stomach growled in agreement.

“We need a better position,” Lucy said and squatted down.

A thought-numbing orgasm knocked Coco out for a second as both cocks squished against her face. She took one breath and that was it. When she remembered breathing out was also important, she was atop her gigantic belly. While not an orgasm, she trembled in pleasure at discovering it put her almost directly level with Lucy’s balls. Her semi-flaccid cocks hung over the oblong spheres for the moment, but they kept twitching and lifting a little higher. Eventually, they’d be out of her lips reach.

Coco leapt at the fleeting opportunity and grabbed at them. Goosebumps ran up her arms when she touched them, their heat like a stove top through oven mitts, and tried lifting, only to find herself straining. How much did they weigh? She glanced up, seeing Lucy’s cocky smirk leering over those sublime tits.

“Last time I weighed them, they came in about 5 kilos each. Soft.”

Tremors rippled in Coco’s cunt at the information. That meant they were equivalent to two and a half bottles of soda, and only getting heavier. She almost didn’t register herself making out with the tip of one, tongue flicking out and into its wide urethra, where she tasted delirium inducing pre. After sampling five other futanari, she had a good measure of how virile they each were just from flavour, and Lucy trampled on all the others. Given enough time, she’d cum again just licking it up.

An outcome she worked towards with gusto. Coco licked all around the head of one, while she stroked the other with her spare hand, useless as it was against such a monster. Her fingers barely covered one vein from side to side. As Lucy’s glans shone with her saliva, and more pre-cum dribbled out, Coco finally pulled it in to make out. Moans vibrated in her chest constantly as she saturated her mouth in its flavour.

Stronger pulsations filled out the shaft. It jerked free of her grip, but Coco just used both hands to keep it down. The other dick just lurched up, drooping slightly, but bending further up by the second. She had to keep this one down, but her arms were only so strong. Her only option seemed like shoving it into her mouth and down her throat.

But that was impossible. She’d thought that time and again, however this truly seemed hopeless. Still only semi-erect, so huge and heavy, Lucy’s tip could literally smother her face. The others were dire situations, true, but none compared to her. Then she noticed the words leading to Lucy’s crotch.

It started simple with ‘you can do it’, gradually getting lewder as she went down. Being half-hard, some of the words were unreadable, but none were anything but encouragement. She looked to Lucy again, finding a kindness in those eyes. Unlike the few that let her adjust, she had no intention of stealing control on impulse.

“Just take it easy and let your body get what it wants.”

“Okay,” Coco said against the cock and fixed her lips to the delicacy-spewing hole, while she milked its length with her hands. As she stroked, she pushed and pulled herself against it, flattening her tongue into the head as more pre-cum leaked out. Designed for lubricant, it was expected to just slip and slide about, instead it stuck to her lips and gums, oozing down her chin at its own pace, unworried by physical law. The only thing that hastened it was the sudden deluge as she tried cramming the head inside.

Fuck, it made her feel so small. The others had too, but not to such an extent, and never just while their mostly limp dicks stared her in the face. All the porn she watched would’ve seen her with the cock down her throat by then, yet it was impossible to do that quickly. Not without Lucy brutalising her.

Massive hands cupped her face. She returned her gaze to the Amazonian-bovine mix and saw the promise that she would take control if desired. Coco froze in place, caught between the masochistic desire awakened by Abi and the others, and a new need. Not one for self-preservation, that concept had been abandoned, but of pleasuring this monument of a breeder. Getting her off with her own ability wasn’t a means to an end, for her pussy to be spared - if anything she wanted it inside her more by the microsecond - but to prove she could. She wanted Lucy to praise her.

To want her. To experience the teaser for her cavernous cunt drenched in wanton need. And, above all, she wanted to see just how huge Lucy’s sperm were. No imprints appeared through her scrotum, but they could just be dormant, waiting to see if Coco was worthy of their awakening. She wouldn’t disappoint.

Shaking her head, Coco gathered pre in her mouth and let it drool all over the flat crown. Once it shone with the slimy, sticky resin, she took what felt like her first real breath since Kumano fucked her, and opened wide. The top hooked past her teeth, but her jaw wouldn’t stretch wider. Her chin didn’t even reach its middle. She brought her hands into the fray and hooked them into her mouth and pulled.

Excruciating discomfort tested her resolve for a moment, then washed away on a tide of exquisite pleasure. Her jaw had dislocated under her own power. No longer encumbered by stifling concepts of self-care or the separation of pain and pleasure, Coco forced her lips around the thickest glans on Earth. Even flatter than the rest, Lucy’s tip was easily a fist in depth at its thinnest, which soon filled out the cat-girl’s once resistant throat. Now it was just another sleeve, another part of the living condom she’d become, as it enveloped the greatest dick she knew. And subsequently choked her of air, but that wasn’t important.

Lucy hummed a moan at the achievement, then tightened her grip on Coco. It wasn’t to take over, no, but to hold her in place as, like a surge of cum, blood filled out the monumental length. She looked to the other dick, finding it exploding in size too. Was Lucy holding back the entire time? Her question was answered as what she’d perceived as the biggest dick alive shattered its own record. A long, phallic shadow subsumed her own shape.

At the same time, she experienced the blissful pleasure of her throat stretching further and further. The sensation spread deeper as Lucy hardened. Her cock, with nowhere else to go, extended into Coco’s body, down her gullet, her oesophagus and settled in her chest, despite Lucy standing entire feet away. It was impossible to take in its entirety from that position, so she used its sibling to judge just how impossibly fucked her body was.

And came from it. 

She thanked herself for having the others fuck her ass. Lucy would test it at some point, though she doubted it’d be an easy fit regardless. The cocks had surpassed her body in width two futanari ago. Part of her expected it to be an easy jump in girth, like Kumano to Yoko, just enough to make her feel the stretch. Not this.

It looked thick enough for two of her to be stacked up and still not equal its sheer girth. Even if that worked, the length was far greater. This was something designed to breed giants, not five-foot-four cat-girl, yet she craved it all the same. Oh fuck, she was gonna cum again just looking at it. Or was that because of the constant throbbing in her chest, each palpitation so strong it echoed throughout her bones and rattled her brain. Yes and yes. Both made her pussy clench in futile efforts at closing.

With all the skin stretched, she could just make out the next marker for her; ‘you can do better, keep going’. The one beyond it read ‘must go this…’ then it cut off. What did that mean? Her mind caught up, putting it together when she crossed her eyes to see the finished sentence ‘… deep for breeding.’

She looked up and received a nod. If she couldn’t take that much, then Lucy would leave her wanting, fuck her face and ass, but never her cunt. It had to be both dicks in her once virtuous throat. If not, then she’d never get so much as a drop of cum for her mind-bogglingly full womb that still felt so empty.

That could not happen.

She wouldn’t let it. Coco reached out for the towering futa’s legs, only to find them beyond her reach. But not her balls. She latched onto them instead, finding the skin perfectly flush against its cargo, such that she barely found a grip. It was to steady herself, aware she didn’t have the strength to pull herself any deeper, much less cram another inside. She nodded around Lucy’s cock and followed the other cock as it was levelled toward her lips. It wasn’t fully hard!

The realisation struck another orgasm from her ruined body. Only a semi could bend the way it did as Lucy pressed the giant head against her stuffed face. A thumb hooked into her cheek and pulled. Stretching like that should be impossible, then again so was everything about the last few weeks. Coco mewled in the agony of her body distorting to a whole new extreme, then squirted as the cock hooked inside.

Oh fuck… this was it! Two giant dicks in her throat at the same time! She’d be lucky to talk after this, or even breathe, but it’d worth it. Not only would all that jizz bloat her belly further, but it’d secure her next breeding. Two blazing pinpricks against the enormity of her womb told her this was right. That she made the right choice even if it meant a normal life would forever elude her.

Well, fuck normalcy. Who the fuck could possibly refuse the harrowing ecstasy Coco had experienced? Fools, that’s who. Those people Kumano said were watching them probably thought ‘poor girl’ or ‘glad it’s not me’, but they were morons of the highest calibre. Coco knew better.

Her sisters who thought they were better than her because they had jobs and were older? Idiots. Her mother that settled for just birthing the three of them? Wasteful. Her extended family were no better. Especially aunt Klara. If she just got to feel a giant dick with this incredible musk go down her throat, spewing pre-cum all the while, then she’d understand.

Despite all that, Coco was glad they didn’t know better. It meant she got to keep this knowledge, and Lucy, to herself. She’d be her current breeder’s perfect cocksleeve, the kind that sheathed both her dicks and ballooned like a bouncy castle with her cum. Then her babies. So many babies.

A huge mass pushed against her hands. Coco snapped back to reality in time for Lucy to shove the second head past her lips. Thanks to copious amounts of spittle and pre, she slid into her throat with relative ease. Not an atom of o2 could sneak past them. Her throat may as well have been painted around the twin shafts.

Still, she hadn’t reached the barrier to breeding. It almost made her giggle, and would have if her face and sternum weren’t stretched like a photoshop model around two dicks bigger than her whole body. Unable to breathe, move or stop cumming, her greatest concern was proving she deserved Lucy’s seed. Every last drop.

Pre-cum poured into her already full belly while the shafts throbbed toward full erections. It fuelled her lusts, the warmth permeated everything and guided her muscles, caressing them into abductions as she yanked on Lucy’s immovable balls. Coco didn’t think herself weak, more than capable of opening the proverbial pickle jar, however no matter the struggle, Lucy wouldn’t budge. Perfect for her needs as the monument to breeders everywhere held her ground as Coco inched down the shafts.

She imagined that she resembled a snake trying to devour a rhino or something equally massive. Part of her wished she’d been born one a snake-girl, like Melissa from middle-school - she could swallow a watermelon whole by seventh grade - but then she doubted she’d have met Lucy or the others. Since reptiles didn’t breed the same way.

Regardless of DNA or physiological limits, Coco persisted. Drowning in pre-cum and spit, suffocated by phalli unlike anything before, left her lungs in agony that somehow only augmented the pleasure of her ruination. She had no illusions that when Lucy finished with her, there’d be no return to normalcy for her. Not when she was certain her pussy and ass would gape forever. The heads butted against the entrance to her stomach.

At the same time, Lucy patted her between the ears, “Good girl, you’ve earned your breeding.”

Something about her voice made Coco’s stomach turn. It wasn’t a switch from sickly sweet to venomous bite like with Kumano, her overall sound remained the same, however there was a hint of… reluctance. Was she disappointed?

Yes. But not in the cat-girl specifically. Coco focused her eyes, ignoring the black spots creeping, and noticed just how far she had to go. She hadn’t even grazed the halfway mark. It took her that long just to earn her breeding, but that didn’t mean Lucy would perform her best. For that, Coco had to reach the base, devour the sheaths and all.

There was no chance she’d do that on her own, not without falling comatose. Coco tapped the powerful thigh for attention, then gestured for her to be pulled down.

“Oh, honey, that…”

Coco cut her off with a viscous gag, so strong it nearly succeeded in spilling pre-cum past her lips. The cat made the gesture again, harder and faster, pouring all her will into conveying that Lucy should grab her head and slam it down. Maybe it’d break her, maybe it’d leave her a limp doll no better than a fleshlight, but she needed help. Her strength wasn’t enough to beat the ticking clock of her lungs.

“I suppose it has been a while since I face fucked someone. I usually reserve the energy for the cunt, but then again, no one begged me for it like that. Before I start,” Lucy’s fingers dug into Coco’s head, just a fraction of her power, enough to make clear how easily she could control the inflated girl’s fate, “You should know I won’t be gentle like Kumano was.”

Gentle like Kumano?

Of all the feelings Coco should’ve experienced in that moment - fear, terror, anxiety, all synonyms of the three - she only experienced one; excitement. It would hurt, which meant pleasure. It would likely ruin her oesophagus, throat and jaw for her lifetime, which made her pussy quiver in envy. Lucy wouldn’t stop until she was comatose and leaking cum by the bucket, which pushed her over the edge and plummeted into a brutal climax.

Waves of pleasure crashed into her. Each so powerful she felt them echo throughout her entire body, contracting every muscle and even tugging herself another inch down. Maybe two or three breedings ago she might’ve been conflicted, still abhorred by the very prospect of enjoying herself as Coconut, but now her thoughts were pure and simple; she wanted it. 

Lucy’s shafts flexed and expelled a great weight into her belly, “Good girl. Here I come!”

A single, mighty pull sounded the first of many cracks. Coco didn’t know if it was the speed of her impalement, a bone breaking, or simply her own brain shattering as three whole feet razed her poor gullet and bottomed out in her stomach, stretching it down against her womb. Sperm gushed from her ruined pussy as she came amidst the agony of being fucked so deep and opened so wide. Still, Coco wanted more. Her nose had yet to smash into Lucy’s gleaming, ebony crotch.

At least another foot separated them. She didn’t need to look for Lucy’s eyes to know it was just a matter of time. Even so, Coco still pulled on her motherly hips, cramming only a centimetre more, but enough to get Lucy pulling again. Was she taking her time, the cat wondered as she gradually sank deeper. No, it was her own body.

Nothing that huge had defiled her. Yoko and Kumano weren’t even close, not really. Between spurts of cum from her cunt, she listened to the deep creaking of her body. Cartilage, bones, organs and everything else strained against Lucy in foolish resistance. Or perhaps it was by her own design? The slightest bit of progress had her clenching harder around the massive sperm being jettisoned from her womb. The tighter she became, the better everything else was.

Several minutes passed in that exhausting battle for total impalement. Six inches was all that divided her lips from Lucy’s sweaty flesh. While she wanted nothing more than to taste and smell her, the closeness did offer another avenue of closeness. Coco wrapped her quivering arms around the Amazon-bovine’s testicles and mewled.

They were so hot. Like a quartet of giant water balloons filled with boiling water, yet so dense and thick-skinned that she wasn’t burned. Her hands wouldn’t meet around them of course, just one would be enough to trap her forever, but that wasn’t her goal. She just needed to reach a bit further, strain her limb to the point it felt like it’d pop out her shoulder, then it was on her fingers. Or a teaser anyway. Just a drop from the only honeypot she’d gladly drown in. 

For now, however, it was but a means to an end.

Lucy panted from overhead in tortuous restraint. Slamming the adorably depraved cat-girl down on her crotch would be simple if she let loose even a bit more, however she didn’t want to break her, only leave her holes so used that no other cocks could hope to pleasure her. Pulses ran up and down her lengths at the thought of Abi gliding in without touching the sides of Coco’s pussy. Although, Lucy thought as she squeezed another inch down, even her half-ass effort might not be enough.

There were plenty of reasons she’d chosen to join the others in breeding Coco. Not least because her body was just Lucy’s type. It was the naive sense of sexuality the cat possessed. Even the employee I.d. where she was dressed in a professional suit oozed with charm, though that likely came from her breasts opening her buttons into a diamond-shaped cleavage window. But as the breeding continued, she found more to like.

Her resilience for one. So many girls were chosen for them, Futa Care’s top six breeders, only to break when Abi finished, and others rarely made it to Kumano. Maybe a dozen had gotten past Yoko and even fewer interested Lucy in the past several years. Becoming a mother herself changed things, not just in her body and libido, but in how she chose partners. It wasn’t enough for their body to be deliciously hot or to have a personality she liked. They had to be… more. She couldn’t necessarily explain it in words.

Something drew her to Coco and that was enough. Only time would tell if that was simply her sublime fertility, the scent of which permeated the penthouse even after thousands of gallons of cum had been spilled, or the fact she…

“Oooh, it’s been a while,” Lucy said as doll-like fingers toyed with her meaty folds, then pushed inside, “I knew there was a reason I wanted you.” No one, not a single breeder slut in all her time with Futa Care - fifteen years in just a few months - had ever tried it. Granted, none of them had the strength of body or mind to do something like reciprocate, but Coco was just full of surprises.

“But you’ll have to do more to make me really feel it.” As underappreciated as her pussy was, Lucy was a giant futa with everything to scale. It made birthing her children a breeze, but almost meant a few fingers were nothing more than a tickle. Coco groaned, further astounding the bovine, and crammed her right hand inside, “That’s the stuff.”

Anyone else, perhaps even Lucy herself, would’ve passed out from lack of air. Such dedication, she silently cooed and flexed her powerful muscles, dragging her new favourite girl, second only to family, down the last few inches of cock. A laugh escaped her; she had sheathed her sheath inside her. Upon relaying the amusing fact, Coco fanned her hand out to stretch the walls in a modicum of her own expansion.

“Now you’ve done it,” Lucy chuckled and gripped her tighter. Her cock had pushed out several gallons of semen, now piling on the floor, the more resilient sperm flopping about like fish. It should’ve lowered the cat a good few inches, however she was completely trapped. No matter how slick, how lubed her throat was, the only escape for Coco was by Lucy’s own almost power, “I hope you’re prepared, because I’m going to destroy your tight little throat. You’ll be lucky to speak after wards, because you’ll be vomiting my cum for the next decade.”

“MHHM!” Coco squealed in a sudden climax.

What a fucking slut. Lucy saw no reason to hesitate any longer and wrenched the poor girl away. At arms length, with only a few feet of her cocks out, she slammed Coco back down. What followed was a beat of rapturous throat-fucking. Shoving back, Coco slurped on the every inch that appeared from her insanely stretched lips, and led into the sound of spittle flying everywhere when her nose was mashed into Lucy’s crotch. Droplets of sweat flew off the bovine and into Coco’s nostrils, dooming her to forever smell the futa.

Cum poured from her snatch in a constant dripping, but spurted in time with the face fuck. Even as her womb emptied of everything but the most congealed lumps of jizz, her belly remained full, fed a perpetual stream of pre-cum. All the while, perhaps on auto-pilot as her eyes rolled further and further back, Coco kept fisting the futa’s pussy until it was gushing in tandem with her pussy.

“Can’t believe I’m saying this already,” Lucy groaned as she slammed her new favourite cat down for the umpteenth time, “But I’m gonna cum.”

Like a trigger, Coco roused back to life. No longer was her arm alone in moving, her throat and tongue joined the action too, doing everything in their power to bring Lucy’s peak higher. Pre-cum gushed faster, thicker, bloating her gut and forcing still more semen from her uterus. Rivers of the gunk ran from Coco’s nose.

“Oh fuck, you really are a breeder slut. I’m not even cumming in your womb and you want so bad. Well, fine. I’ll try knocking up your whore mouth-pussy. It’ll make good practice.”

For the briefest second, their eyes reconnected. Coco’s were bloodshot, watering so bad one might fear she’d become dehydrated, but a single desire made her yellow and blue eyes shine; ‘breed me’. With so much practice under her belt, Lucy all but heard the request shrieked in her ears.

Balls clenching, writhing with enormous shapes unseen by Coco, the futa held her down. Twitches echoed from Lucy into the cat-girl, before the loudest spurt of the month filled the room. It wasn’t the pungent noise of a cumshot elevated several times over, but the ripe sound of two holes ejecting an endless log of jizz with the same force of a broken pipe. At the same time, Coco’s belly erupted into a yoga ball that descended low and pushed on the floor. In mere moments, it supported her body and even pushed her past Lucy’s hips.

That didn’t mean she lost even a millimetre of dick. Her face was held firm, nose and mouth completely smothered in Lucy’s flesh. Each lurch of the futa’s cocks echoed in Coco, her throat contorting around the shafts as they filled her stomach. In some corner of her mind, she felt the writhing inside and out and tried comparing it to the others, but more just kept pouring in. Pressure built until she was fit to burst.

With the top plugged so tight, relief only came from one path; her ass. Through the winding path of her innards, cum raced to spare her. Just as her womb lost all it was willing to give, her asshole opened wide for the fattest sperm she’d ever know. Coco’s stomach never changed size, ingesting and expelling cum in equal measures. Lucy’s fresh jizz replaced the pool around her feet in no time, and still she kept cumming.

“Such a good slut. You deserve a taste,” Lucy said as her flow dwindled. She stepped away, holding Coco in place, then stopped when the tips were in her mouth. The cat-girl came when the final two sperm squelched their way past her lips.

They were enormous! Their presence kept her from unconsciousness, mind hungry to etch her first real encounter with such things in her mind. Her cheeks were puffed out with their sheer mass and made her feel like a chipmunk, though curiosity only lasted so long when her lungs craved air. Covered in slick, gooey semen, they slid down her ruined throat with ease. Then she took her first real breath in what felt like years.

She looked to Lucy’s still throbbing erections and smiled, jaw popping back into place, “More?”

For a second, the bovine stared at her in silence, breaking it with a snort, then chortling, “Oh, you are amazing, I’ll give you that. But maybe hold off a second, okay, kitten? Your cheeks are still purple.”

“Fine,” Coco pouted, at least she still had the taste of those ginormous sperm in her mouth. Her face lit up; they were still snaking out her ass, “Can I hold one? Of your sperm.” Lucy didn’t respond, not even a laugh. She simply bent down and grabbed something beyond Coco’s vision, eyes still blurred from the tears of suffocation, then held it up for her. A micro orgasm shocked the cat when she took it all in.

“How big is it?” Coco asked, voice raising several octaves like a child on Christmas morning.

“Well,” Lucy eyed her in awe, “Um, they’ve never really been measured in length. Only weight.”

“They must be so heavy,” Coco said and slapped a hand on her squirming gut, several swimmers pushed out against her hand and tits.

“About 25lbs on average. More on a good day.”

“And is today a good day?” Coco licked her lips, despite her stomach being large enough to fit her several times over.

“Oh yes,” Lucy said and walked over, handing her the sperm, “I think it might be the best yet.”

“It’s gorgeous. It looks longer than Abi’s cock. Oooh, no wonder they feel so good sliding through me. Can’t wait for you to fuck my womb so fucking full of them. I can feel it, so many eggs just waiting for your seed, Lucy. When you start, please don’t stop. Keep fucking me until I’m so huge and pregnant that you can’t even move around me.”

“Don’t worry about that, just catch your breath. I want you conscious for long as possible.”

“What about drowning me in your pussy?”

“That comes later. Even I’ll need a break from time to time.”

“Can’t wait.”

“Tell me, Coco, what did you honestly see yourself doing with your life? You wanted to work at Futa Care, I get that, but what was your dream?” Lucy asked, sitting on the bed, now ill-equipped for the hugely engorged cat.

Coco paused and contemplated the sperm in her hands. It was easily the size of a Great Dane, thankfully lighter than one. What was her end goal at Futa Care before all this? The job she’d been offered was in management, but she had no skill in that area. Maybe counselling, but what could she counsel a futa in as a female? In all likelihood, she’d have failed and moved back home without accomplishing anything.

“I don’t think I had one. Maybe meeting a futa and spending my life with them, but…” Coco blushed, “I have no real skills. I barely graduated high school, didn’t want to go to college and this was the first job I’d been offered. There wasn’t really anything for me.”

“So, in a weird twist of fate, this whole thing showed me what my only skill is; being bred. Sure, it freaked me out, who wouldn’t be, but I can’t deny that it all feels so good. And it’ll mean I get to keep working with futanari, getting knocked up with more, and mothering some. I assume, anyway.”

“You can raise as many as you want. One girl even chose to raise her twenty-offspring litter by herself,” Lucy said, “So, you were really just hoping to meet a futa?”

“More or less,” Coco shrugged.

“What then? Move in with them, date, get engaged, married and then motherhood?”

“Probably. Maybe not in that order if it was the right one, but yeah. Not that it’ll happen now. After you all, I’ll never meet someone big enough for me.”

“Well…” Lucy fiddled with her horn, “Um, if you’d like, my place is huge. Even with my kids, it’s a bit, you know? Vacant. You could stay with me.”

“Futa Care already gave me an apartment.”

“Yeah, good luck with fitting in that.”

Coco giggled, “Good point. I’ll be trapped in a month.”

“Hmm, maybe two if I’m lenient.”

“But you won’t be, will you?”

“Of course not. I’m gonna make sure you’re so fucking swollen with my young, you’ll be classified as a planet by your second trimester.”

“Then I guess I’ll need a big, strong, beautiful futa to look after me. And keep me fed with all her huge, chunky sperm. And fuck me when my hormones are going haywire,” Coco said.

“Or, just thinking aloud, a futa that could take you out on the town, show you the sights, treat you to a nice dinner, then take you home and fuck your pregnant, hormonal brains out.”

“Are you asking me out?” Coco asked, briefly forgetting the sperm in her hand as she stared, slack-jawed, at Lucy. This goddess of a breeder was asking her out?

Lucy lowered her face, bangs hiding the world from view. She wasn’t used to people seeing her being vulnerable in any capacity, nor accustomed to asking someone out. The last ‘date’ she went on was only a prefix for an all-night fuck session with womb wrecking consequences.

“Only if you want it. I’ll breed you either way, so it’s just… Maybe forget it? I dunno what I’m even saying, anymore. Like, I felt drawn to you, but I was kinda thinking it was just because I’ve been out of the breeding game a while. Only fucked a few friends. Sure they got pregnant, but that was just a by-product. I wasn’t in it for the impregnation. That’s off topic though.”

Lucy continued, still looking down at herself and hiding behind her hair,“Now that I’ve talked to you a bit, I just think, I dunno, it’d be nice to get to you know… fuck! Get to know you more. Without work in the way. Just us, a nice dinner, karaoke if you’d like, or maybe a spa day. I know this great place a few blocks away, they really know how to take care a of hyper-pregnant lady.”

“But I… what’s your answer?”

Coco hadn’t interjected not because she had nothing to say. She had plenty, mostly rejoicing, the essence of which still came through despite her gags and slurps and gargled moans, all thanks to the sperm that darted into her mouth. Its massive shape was easy compared to any cock before, however the squishy, prehensile nature of it made for a harder time. She grabbed at the tail in hopes of talking, but kept slipping off.

“Oh my god,” Lucy chuckled, “Guess they’re just as eager as me. In fact…” her eyes turned to Coco’s rump, where she noticed a dissenter amongst the cum still pouring from her ass. A team of fat sperm hooked themselves into the cat-girl’s gaped cunt. Before they could wriggle any deeper, she grabbed them all in a massive hand, shaking the other at them like a disapproving parent. She looked over her partner’s belly.

“Hmm, maybe I should empty you out first,” Lucy said. Her prior embarrassment shrank to the background, replaced by her far more pressing instincts as a breeder, though she tempered herself with concern for Coco’s well being. Couldn’t date someone if they literally blew up from too much cum.

“How you gonna do that?” Coco asked, having swallowed the oral invader. She caressed her belly, following its journey to join the others, all writhing hysterically at the late arrival. Fuck, she really was enormous. If Lucy bred her then, even after everything else she’d survived, she might not be so lucky. Plus she wanted to see just how big her belly was without all the extra weight.

“Simple.”

‘Simple’ was accurate and equated to putting Coco on the bed, belly-side up, while Lucy stood over her face. The angle presented her with an all consuming view of the breeders stunning balls, all four of them crowded in a tight sack with thin veins throbbing all over. However, while she adored the view, she was intrigued by the glimmering lips peeking out behind them. Lucy moved her balls aside and squatted down.

Staggering beauty bombarded Coco from all directions. The muscles of her breeder’s legs broke through layers of fat and led her eyes to the crotch, where beads of sweat or pussy juice rolled down her scrotum, which she tracked to fully take in the ever-looming cunt. Lucy was a breeder through and through.

Her pussy lips were meaty folds that set Coco’s mouth watering. The vulva was a deep brown like the rest of her body, framing a protruding hole, lightly gaped and moving like a breathing creature. She could almost believe it was a separate being to Lucy, descending down to swallow her whole and rebirth her. While that wasn’t true, she was no less satisfied as her face was smothered.

She’d only gotten a rough idea of its size earlier. Two very large, very heavy distractions made sure of it, however now she truly understood just how huge Lucy was to every capacity. Boobs that covered her whole torso, nipples to match, an ass that stretched out several inches past Coco’s head, and now a cunt that went from her forehead to her chin. She couldn’t breathe anything but Lucy’s feminine musk, a distinctly sweet tartness. Not mind-addling like the cocks, more a subtle addictiveness.

Juices flowed right as her tongue leapt out for a better taste. Coco groaned at the surge of flavour and guzzled it down, the leftover semen in her mouth mixing with it and creating something extraordinary, which kept her slurping for more. She wrapped her arms around as much of Lucy’s thighs, then slid up to squeeze her cheeks. In her breed lust, she’d been too wrapped up in the bovine’s cocks. Truly, everything about Lucy was… perfect.

Powerful thighs closed around her face to shut out the rest of the world. Darkness filled her life, yet she’d already committed the delicious vulva to memory, doing her best to engrave it upon her mind. She never wanted to forget this moment. If she only remembered a few things when she was old and grey, then it would be her first time with Lucy. Every second of it.

Then it only got better. As she devoted herself to yet another sexual addiction, the futa planted both hands on her enormous belly. Even flattened by gravity, spilling a couple feet to either side of the bed, it still stood tall. In place, Lucy clamped down on Coco’s exploring tongue, then pushed with her arms. 

All at once, jizz rose up her oesophagus and raced through her innards. The only problem was her mouth wasn’t an option, Lucy’s snatch firmly surrounded it like a muzzle, keeping everything but the fluid from escaping. All the sperm realised this and turned south. After Kumano had fucked her from ass to mouth multiple times, she was more aware of her body than ever and followed the sperm on their journey. Her asshole widened in anticipation, but nothing quite prepared it for the resulting explosion.

Sperm by the dozens erupted all at once. Side by side and stacked upon one another, they barely compressed despite her resistant muscles, splatting against the wall and rebounding all over the penthouse. Coco had no clue where they ended up or just how many there were, her attention mostly devoted to eating the divine bovine’s cunt. It fluttered around her tongue with increasing fervour. Was she about to cum?

Coco renewed her assault. She moaned louder, willing the same pleasure she felt into the breeder’s pussy, and made sure she kept the sound in her chest, passing the vibrations through her tits and into Lucy’s balls. Juices poured across her face, washed away residual cum and streamed up her nose, while the walls gripped tighter on her limber muscle. When she couldn’t move it anymore, Coco pressed her face in deeper and squirmed her hardest.

“Fuck!” Lucy shouted, voice vibrating through her whole body and into Coco’s ears. Quakes rocked the Amazonian-bovine, ripples raced up and down her canal as her ass pressed harder into the bed, her thighs squeezed hard enough to choke off all air. Coco kept up her efforts until a splash of fem-cum doused her face and persisted for more. Her belly emptied of semen, but she replaced it with pussy juice just as quickly. 

“You…” Lucy gasped when she dismounted the cat-girl, who gasped for air between licking up every drop of fem-cum in tongue’s reach, “I am going to fucking excavate your holes, you know that? You’ll have bears trying to hibernate in them when I’m through.”

Coco froze in place, then burst into laughter with Lucy, “Good thing you’ll be there to fend them off.” The deflated girl moved to her knees, smirking at the weight of her belly on them. Even with Lucy’s strength emptying her of enough cum to flood the balcony pool, her gut still extended multiple feet from her body. She couldn’t even see her knees, only feel them digging into her fecund tummy. 

“Shall we begin?” Coco asked and fell back, abdomen jiggling against her tits and opened her legs wide.

“We will, but I want to try something.” Lucy climbed aboard. The mattress squelched beneath her weight, having absorbed a small fraction of all the jizz Coco expunged from her womb and ass, as she came to loom over the diminutive feline. Massive cocks blocked their views of each other, though Coco enjoyed it just as much, even after they were pushed aside. Lucy took the opening and leaned down. Her dicks pulled away as the bovine lifted her hips high.

Even then, they were still touching Coco. It took no small amount of trials and errors, but they eventually nestled between her thighs, leaking pre-cum into the moist cave. For once, that wasn’t what captivated her. Lucy’s face was half a foot from hers, breath on her tongue, along with the faintest hint of a perfume. Oddly floral.

“This is… different,” Coco whispered, unsure how to feel in that position. The others were passionate, but still business oriented, jumping at the chance to penetrate and impregnate. Even with her cocks poised to destroy, Lucy remained in place.

The futa bit her full lip. Why did everything about her look so stunning?

“I thought I made it clear. I want you.”

“You have me.”

“No, I want you all for myself. Heart, mind, soul, womb, ass, mouth, tits… everything,” Lucy sank lower, though didn’t kiss her yet, instead moving past the collarbone, displaying impressive flexibility as she snatched a nipple between her lips. Coco gasped at the unexpectedly gentle sensation. Balancing on one hand, the other stroked along the cat’s bloated middle. Tight and round, like she was already pregnant, yet it was all just cum jelled together inside her.

“Let’s, hmm, let’s do this,” Coco said and coaxed the all encompassing futa back to her face, “Then, if I’m not immobile, you can take me out. I want to know you better too.”

“What if you are?” Lucy asked, then clarified, “Immobile, I mean.”

“Then that’ll be your responsibility,” Coco pulled her closer, noses touching, “At least you’ll get a new bed.”

A sharp exhale made her grin, “Are you implying you’ll be my new bed?”

“No, I’m just saying I want to sleep with you more and I don’t think any furniture could handle me after you’re done breeding me.”

Lucy sucked in a sharp breath through her teeth. Her chest pushed against Coco’s, so huge it covered the feline from chest to hips, with trickles of milk escaping the gaps. Despite all that padding, their hearts beat in echoes of one another, ramping up to match tempos. Breaths collided as Coco rolled her hips, reciprocated by her behemoth partner.

“No, nothing will,” Lucy confirmed and kissed her. Not Coco’s first by a wide margin, but certainly the most impactful. Full lips eclipsed hers, a broad tongue barged in uninvited, and Lucy’s hips sank just an inch. A force unlike any partner before - or ever would, she’d wager - propelled her lusts to new heights.

Coco clawed at Lucy’s back to pull her closer. She’d tasted almost everything the bovine had to offer, however she hungered for more. More, more, more... Their sexes slipped across each other, both leaking excessive lubricant. They’d already been balls-deep inside her, yet she wanted Lucy closer. Until they were indistinguishable from the other, just a writhing mass of breeding depravity.

“Put them in,” Coco gasped, palming at her breeder’s tits now, “Please, oh god, fuck me. I need you so fucking bad.”

“You’ll be ruined,” Lucy said into her ear, “You won’t even feel our babies when they’re born. No cock, no matter how many, will ever be enough. I’ll leave you gaping so wide your legs will never close.”

“Do it!” Coco wailed and tried pulling her down with her legs, but Lucy’s hips were beyond their reach, “I need to be so fucking wrecked! Knock me up! I wanna be helpless and so fucking pregnant. Make me yours! Yours… yours… ooh fuck!”

It was finally happening. Those cocks she’d eyed from the second everyone turned up, the only futa she’d constantly looked at throughout all other breedings, and who had shown her any shred of real kindness, was now pushing into her undersized cunt. Both heads hooked in and pulled her into shape. Coco grunted with the strain of being stretched so wide, the same enormity moving deeper and deeper through her canal. The folds closed shut around both heads with a swift snap.

They were inside her! At first, Coco wondered if it was worth the wait, feeling only the fullness, then Lucy pushed and she came buckets. The cat arched her back, mouth open in a silent wail, eyes rolled back and her body deformed by a huge belly and two titanic shafts pushing in. Tendons stood out all over, veins rising up her neck from the attempt at vocalising her sensations. Sound finally returned when the behemoths invaded her womb.

“So fucking big! Oh god, oh fuck, Lucy! I love you! Knock me up! Please, please, please!”

The bovine paused, but pushed the proclamation aside as she held Coco by the hips. As with her throat and stomach, Coco’s pussy and womb protested being stretched into a living cocksleeve, yet neither had the power to resist. Lucy was inevitable, a force of nature that would fulfil Coco’s deepest instincts, those she had ignored for so much of her life. Pre-cum spilled into her uterus and swelled it with more than just dick. 

Inch by inch, Lucy progressed to the deepest region and beyond. Past Coco’s tits, scraping along her cheeks, and past their heads, it still required several more minutes of constant pressure before their skin wetly clapped together in rejoice. Coco screamed on par with any horror character, yet hers was a sound of bliss.

Lucy moved her quartet of testicles under the cat, then released her hips to rest her upon them. In reaction to the comparatively meagre weight, Lucy’s balls roiled, huge lumps rising all over as the sperm roused back to life. Several headed for the exits, only to stop. Lucy had spent years honing her self-awareness and control, all to keep from exploding too soon. Now more than ever, she wanted to savour this breeding of a girl almost two-feet shorter than her cocks.

She kissed the half-comatose cat-girl. The smack of lips was the perfect gunshot for her to start thrusting. Slowly, Lucy retracted inch after inch, hips rising high once more and Coco’s belly assuming its rounded shape. The heads caught on her folds, though the futa kept pulling until the tension was at its finest, then lunged forward. A cacophony of sounds greeted her return and subsequent exit.

Screams of jubilation. Squelching on par with marshlands. Splashing like heavy rainfall. Above all, however, was the echo of the smack of her crotch on Coco’s.

The face-fuck from earlier was just a teaser. She knew to hold back with someone’s face, lest she threaten their life, but had no such restraint with a cunt. Even as the slap reverberated throughout the apartment, Lucy reared back and took another plunge. Not just brutally powerful or huge, she was quick too. Years of experience shone through as she slid to and fro and shifted angles to find just what made the best impact.

Her exploration discovered something that very nearly pushed her over the edge so soon. Lucy even paused mid-thrust. The tips of her cocks were grinding into a bump, soft and forgiving, reminiscent of a pussy. As she tested it, shuffling around with her cocks, she noticed where they were on Coco’s body; her ovaries! The fucking cat-girl’s fallopian tubes were prolapsing from all the earlier sperm that reamed them!

How many eggs were spilling into the slurry of lesser jizz? She had to fix it. Surely Coco wouldn’t be pleased if all this breeding amounted to was just a couple dozen of Lucy’s young. Her balls churned again, this time she relaxed just a bit, allowing a sperm to crawl through her urethra and out into the womb. They had their orders; plug up the openings.

“What’s… FUCK!” Coco shrieked, then went deathly still as Lucy resumed her thrusts, but they weren’t the source of her abrupt loss of cognition. Sperm over half her size had squirmed their way into her ruined tubes, perfectly sealing the exit for her eggs, at the same time stretching them such that, when released, there’d be nothing to slow the tide. No amount of time would lessen the sensations, only fold them into the unbridled ecstasy of Lucy breeding her.

Wet kisses dotted her face between thrusts. Coco’s ego was nowhere to be found, still processing everything, though her id more than made up for it. Muscles contracted, tightened her pussy for Lucy’s pleasure, while she returned every kiss with just as much sloppy vigour. Before long, their faces were damp with one another’s spit.

It was so easy to lose concentration with as sublime a pussy as Coco’s. Lucy almost let slip more sperm countless times, her cocks twitching through the cat-girl’s body in desperation, begging for the release. But it needed to wait. She’d hold on until her cum was at its literal boiling point, stoked by the silky tightness.

Coco clamped down on her.

“Shit,” Lucy groaned, “You’re making this way harder than it has to be.” No response beyond the ever-present moans of a fuck-addled brain, even so, the futa noticed a hint of focus in those eyes. They always moved to her tits, jiggling with every thrust, threatening to slide up and smack their faces any moment. The milk didn’t help either.

“Oh, I’m so silly. You must be thirsty,” Lucy cooed and pulled the cat upright, belly squished against her abs. It took a few thrusts to find the proper angles for her cocks, but she succeeded in keeping Coco’s face clear and directly opposite her generous bosom, “Come, little slut, drink your fill.”

No further invitation was needed. Coco’s mindless self lunged forward and snatched a nipple, then the other when Lucy offered it. Though not the first time Lucy’s teats pleasured her during a session, it was rare for her not to suck them herself. Most sluts were too far gone by her turn to do anything more than cum and breathe. Sometimes not even the latter.

Coco suckling added a new joy to the already lurid event. While she knew the sensations well, having breastfed all her kids, and herself on occasion, this was in the middle a breeding. Not only that, but with someone she quite possibly adored over all other partners. Fuck, she wanted to knock her up so bad. Not even for the sake of her job or fetish for doing so - one didn’t become number one at Futa Care without loving every second of breeding, before and after the fact - but just to keep her.

“Fuck!” Lucy grunted and yanked Coco away, then spun her around. So much pussy juice and pre-cum gushed from the cat-girl’s snatch that doing so lacked almost any friction, just enough for them to feel it. With her fecund middle facing away, Lucy grabbed an arm in each hand, “I’m done holding back.”

What little Coco registered in her state of being was pure bliss. Her legs bounced off Lucy’s thighs and balls as she was used like an undersized fleshlight designed purely to stretch and conform to whatever cock was inside. Though that would only apply to Lucy from then on. No other dick would even touch the sides of her cunt anymore.

SLAP! SLURP! SQUELCH! SLAP! SLURP! SQUELCH! Lucy’s tireless thrusts ramped up the power as her balls swelled, covering more of her legs and closing in on the floor. Their weight did nothing to slow her, if anything, the weight and inertia they offered was enough to turn the ‘slaps’ into thunderous booms.

BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!

“TAKE IT!” Lucy roared, her deep bovine voice and Amazonian lungs working to make the whole floor shake.

“GIVE IT, GIVE IT, GIVEITGIVEITGIVEIT!” Coco babbled then cried the most beautiful sound drowned out by the volatile explosion of jizz into her stuffed womb. The bed groaned as her belly flattened against it, the sound worsening as more and more weight was piled upon it. Lucy’s sperm rioted on their way out, distending her cocks in grotesque shapes that only made the orgasm even better.

Once mostly smooth, Coco’s belly erupted into a writhing mass of bulbous forms the size of huskies. No matter how reinforced the bed, it could only handle so much when each swimmer weighed as much as a prize-winning watermelon. Thousands of pounds, no, kilos poured into her by the second as Lucy’s floor-resting balls contracted to deliver an unrivalled load.

The plugs in her fallopian tubes slipped out to join their siblings. Coco, through the hell-fire that was her every nerve, vein, muscle, bone and synapse, felt the glorious ecstasy of her ovum falling prey to a literal ocean of depraved sperm. Visions of the scenery flooded her mind, of tiny versions of herself, invisible to the naked eye, drowning in all that cum as they were fucked from every possible angle. Impregnation guaranteed.

But those sensations were just the beginning. Lucy was an endless fount of cum and stamina. After the initial, toe-curling, full-bodied bliss of release, she picked up her thrusts without missing a beat. Her cocks were doused in tar-like semen, the fluid that allowed her sperm passage. Each boom of their bodies meeting signalled the next explosion of jizz and Coco’s subsequent swelling.

With the force of Lucy’s thrusts in play, the bed finally gave in. It fell to the ground, but Coco didn’t follow, only her belly, which flattened against and spread across the mattress. By then, the cat-girl was nothing more an accessory to her gigantic womb. The ratio of belly to person rapidly turned biased toward the former as it multiplied her overall mass several times over. All while Lucy kept pumping more and more.

“Of course you broke the bed.”

Coco blinked at the voice. That wasn’t Lucy. Oh, right, the other must still be around. How long was she out? Attempting to stretch, she was awed to feel nothing but her own skin, no matter where she reached. Her efforts brought her attention back to the fullness in her pussy. A content smirk played across her tired face.

“Well what did you expect?” That was Yoko’s voice, “She’s in a whole other league to us.”

“That I am,” Lucy said playfully, “What do you all want anyway?”

“I wanted to make sure the floor wasn’t going cave in,” Lydia said.

“Oh right, this is your first time seeing Lucy breed someone,” Yoko said, “Don’t worry. The furniture can’t handle her, but the floors here are strong enough to handle a carpet bombing.”

“Neat.”

“Why aren’t you still fucking her?” Abi asked.

“I’m waiting for her to wake up first. I want her to enjoy this just as much as me.”

No reason to worry, Coco thought and squeezed with her kegels, “I’m up.”

“Already?” Yoko said, surprised, “It’s only been an hour.”

“You know,” Abi said, rough hands running across the taut expanse of Coco’s excessively fecund middle, “If you want her to enjoy it, you should let us join in. We’ll get her asshole, nice and… ready.”

Lucy’s wordless response was to yank a cock out, then shove it in Coco’s ass. So placid after just waking to the soothing bliss of being so full with cum, there was no tension in her anus, allowing the jizz-slathered dick to glide right in. Either because her pussy had yet to be entirely destroyed, or it lusted to feel every square inch of Lucy’s cock, Coco’s cunt snapped down on the girth.

“Maybe later,” Yoko said, “Come on, we should use the pool while it’s still water.” Abi grumbled something under her breath, though still followed the others as they went onto the balcony. With them gone, Lucy folded over to embrace the cat-girl and slide deeper through her ass.

“You’ve no idea how hard it was not to keep going when you passed out.”

“Then what’s the hold up?” Coco asked. In return, she received a sharp thrust. Her bowels were violated, then her stomach from the wrong end, before it shoved up her gullet and out her mouth. She just moaned, basking the taste of cock and cum, along with her own pussy and ass.

Lucy wasted no time in ramping toward another orgasm. Gentleness and affection laid dead at her feet, pushed over the cliff by pure, unfettered breed-lust. The sounds of laboured sloshing filled the room as Coco’s overstuffed womb was churned up good and proper, the cum packed within more like putty and thickening the as Lucy pounded her. Whenever her mouth was freed, Coco made every sound possible to encourage the futa.

Maybe they worked, maybe not. All she knew was Lucy never slowed down in excavating her holes, slamming with the same force as earlier, each thrust louder than any demolition zone, matched only by their grunts and moans. Lucy remained folded over, solely using her hips for leverage, while her hands filled with the delicious softness of Coco’s tits. Her own spilled onto the cat’s expansive belly, feeling her sperm moving within.

Unlike a more average breeder, Lucy didn’t have the highest sperm count. It was a sacrifice for her enormous, virulent swimmers, although she did have the greatest volume of cum, more than capable of flooding the pool outside. Unfortunately, part of that stemmed from fluid displacement by her giant seed. That said, they’d impregnate without fail. Nearly every single one if the breeder-slut was fertile enough. 

She swivelled her hips with each thrust to feel out every corner of Coco’s womb. Thousands of sperm crowded the tight space, with many, many more already succeeding in their design. But they were just the beginning of a tireless breeding. Coco couldn’t be allowed to leave with mere double-digits. Even triple seemed insulting to such a fine female.

Lucy would ensure it. She had to. All her self-control vanished in favour of fulfilling that desire, fucking Coco into an abyss of impregnated bliss, only pulling her out to send her flying into the stratosphere, suspended in ecstasy as thousands more sperm rushed in and her belly expanded further still. Glimpses of the mattress remained visible beneath her, however it was completely devoured in the cat-girl’s increasingly pregnant gut.

Cum exploded through her innards and rocketed up through her stomach. She clenched her mouth shut, hands rising to hold it in, but that was impossible. Coco did everything in her power to keep it in, but Lucy was relentless in her thrusts and orgasm. Thick ooze leaked from her nose. She snorted and that was it. Giant sperm rode the waves of semen as they erupted and dislocated her jaw. 

Unfortunately, she passed out partway through again. Like the first time, though, she woke up just an hour later, the biggest difference was Lucy hadn’t stopped. Orgasms greeted Coco’s ego when she was roused, her eyes rolled back, barely aware of the far greater expanse of her belly. She turned her head to see Lucy.

So beautiful… truly a goddess. Every thrust just made her more stunning, another bead of sweat, another layer of pussy juice around her groin, combined with milky streams from her nipples as they let down, as if missing Coco’s lips. Drops of white flew off her tits to land on the cat-girl, one even landed on her cheek. She licked it clean with a moan.

“I’m impressed,” Lucy panted and spanked the girl’s ass cheeks, spread multiple feet apart by the giant cock ramming between them, “No one, not a single slut, even the most experienced bitch is dead to the world by now.”

“Then you’d better step up,” Coco said.

“Oh? Guess I should.”

Coco frowned when she pulled out, “Hmm, god… what… what’re you doing?”

“Stepping up.”

Lucy meant it literally. She planted both feet on the girl’s enormous belly and stood up, angled her cocks down, then she was back inside Coco. Even with her weight, Coco’s cervix held onto its treasure, though the pressure did its job and forced her to clench hard. Both dicks were back in her cunt, preventing even a drop from leaking. 

Despite that, she was more enamoured by the sheer enormity of her womb. How many tons must she weigh now? Coco ran her hands all over herself, almost upset she didn’t have some oils or cream to lather her tight skin with. Two massive shapes pushed out past her head as Lucy pressed flush against her.

“How about a little milk? It’s good for the skin.”

“Yes please,” Coco moaned, stroking the shafts, which lifted up to stand out against her perpetually writhing belly. The thrusts resumed as sprinklers of milk went off all over her back. She cupped her hands for it, then slapped it down on what little of her abdomen she could reach, after lapping some up of course. Each drop down her throat just energised her more. Perhaps that was why she wasn’t completely out of it.

Regardless, she basked in the effects as Lucy fucked her. The fact her belly was larger than almost any car she’d seen didn’t bother her, if anything, she wanted it bigger. They’d only been at it for a few hours, this wasn’t nearly Lucy’s full prolificacy. She only hoped to be conscious when she saw her complete prowess.

Similar patterns unfolded for the next several days. Coco’s time between waking extended further and further, keeping pace with her belly’s ginormous state, until she was out for a whole day, only to wake at the almost foreign sensation of other cocks teasing her cavernous orifices. Her head was pulled to the side and her lips captured.

“Welcome back,” Lucy said.

“Are we done?” Coco asked.

“Not yet. But I’ve had you for about a week and now I’m basically running on empty. Figured it was time to let the others try.”

“Why am I outside?” Coco asked, finally noticing the clear skies. She tried turning for a better view of the others, all standing behind her, but something stopped her, “Huh? Oh… Lucy, it’s…” She didn’t have the words, just kissing the gorgeous futa that had, undoubtedly, bred her beyond reason.

Her belly had long since passed a mattress in size. Trucks weren’t even a match anymore. The entire suite, bigger than most condos and even some houses, was filled with her. She could feel the granite counters from the kitchen digging into her flesh, crushed couches laid in pieces under her belly, and the TV was… outside with them. Someone must’ve rescued it.

Wind grazed across her naked ass and into the holes. Lucy had done it. No matter how strong her kegels or how much she tried, neither orifice closed even an inch. As the bovine promised, her legs didn’t close either. Bone structure meant nothing to her.

“So, what now?” Coco asked, licking her lips as she glanced to the others. All were rock hard, gushing pre-cum and aimed right for her caves.

“Now we fuck you,” Abi said, though her usually driven tone was diminished, like she understood the raw difference between her cock and the holes she wanted to put it in.

“What about you?” Coco asked the one responsible for trapping her.

“Like I said, running on empty. But, if you’re hungry,” Lucy slapped her dicks against the cat-girl’s lips. Even from such an angle, she could easily throat a couple feet. Maybe more if they were smart.

But that soon went well beyond her as Kumano, impatient, corralled the others into charging. On their own, none would be anything more than a finger inside her, together they actually stretched her further. She made sure they knew how she appreciated them, moaning and squeezing as best she could. That is, until Lucy’s cocks unlocked her jaw and choked off any noise that wasn’t her gagging.

Hours passed without her noticing. In that time, Lucy figured out her move and once more used the cat’s enormous belly to her advantage, climbing up it and squatted down. Her cocks sank into Coco’s stomach, once more choking off all air as her nose was crushed against Lucy’s crotch. Sweat dripped off her and onto the cat-girl’s face.

She only hoped that Lucy wasn’t too empty.

‘Empty’ for Lucy still meant an immense load. She was quick to cum, even while the others kept thrusting, grinding into one another and Coco’s walls, shooting out the last of her semen. Still enough to raise the belly several inches higher inside.

That didn’t mean her time with Coco’s mouth was done. Her cocks finally went flaccid and slipped out, flopping against the cat-girl’s reddened face, who greedily licked the cum and spittle clinging to them. Lucy pulled them away with a tut.

“Save room for desert.” She turned around and slammed her cunt down on Coco’s face, lifting her chin to bury her in it. Coco just moaned as the others kept fucking her and she ate Lucy’s delicious snatch once more. She reached up to massage the bovine’s ass, then stopped. One part of her breeder remained untasted and, while she’d never thought of it before, she wanted to know this futa all over. Inside and out.

She tapped at Lucy’s thigh, signalling a need for air, “I want your ass!”

“Sorry, what?”

“I want to eat your ass,” Coco moaned, the others never slowing. Being so crowded, thrusts were sometimes awkward, but they’d found a powerful rhythm. Lucy got over her surprise and acquiesced to the awesome feline, shifting down to clap her ass cheeks around Coco’s face.

Her tongue darted out and into the tight knot of muscle. Fortunately, Lucy maintained impressive hygiene, though it didn’t make her taste any less tart. An earthy sourness played across her taste buds. Initially, she scrunched up her face in response, sour foods weren’t her favourites, but that soon changed as she persisted. The pleasure of her cunt stretching, womb sloshing with so much cum, and the fact she was eating the ass of such a beautiful futa transformed the flavour. Maybe she wouldn’t do it on a whim, but in that moment, Lucy’s asshole tasted like bliss itself.

“Cumming!” Abi announced. Coco shouted when her own climax struck, fuelled by the smallest load of the group, yet still enough to raise her belly another inch. No sign of Abi’s sperm showed through, firmly lodged in the sludge of Lucy’s seed, though Coco still felt it and her ovaries responded in kind.

Others weren’t far behind. Each exploded in order, Aria leading into Lydia, who set off Kumano. Coco switched between the Amazonian-bovine’s ass and pussy, sometimes even suffocating herself in her testicles for minutes at a time, unaware of just how high her abdomen crept inside the penthouse. With Kumano’s orgasm, Yoko was next and no less spectacular than before.

Coco squirted hard when she felt the ceiling against her belly. It didn’t stop there. The glass that separated them from the inside shattered outward, specially designed in case of emergency, and her flesh squeezed out the window frames. Lucy pulled away from her just as Yoko wound down.

“Satisfied?” The bovine asked.

Coco floundered for a response. She was in utter awe at herself, struggling to process that anyone, much less her, could inflate to such a degree. How big was she now? How many babies could’ve fit inside her at that moment? How many were already gestating?

Not enough…

“No,” Coco said as her pussy was vacated. She struggled to clench her cervix shut, but the pressure was too great. Thick geysers escaped her, staggered by her new-found jizz-greed. Some of the breeders were doused from the waist down, but none moved away. They lined up in their original order.

These people had shown her exactly what she wanted from life. Futa Care had given her a job she should’ve dreamt of from the second puberty started. Kidnapping aside, she wouldn’t want anything to change in her history.

The future, on the other hand, was still lacking.

“I want more. Don’t tell me you’re all empty already? I can still stretch even bigger than this. My ovaries are ripe too, they’re just waiting for another load to claim their eggs. So, what’re you all waiting for?” Coco shook her ass at them, all eyes captivated by her excavated hole, its ring swollen from so much abuse. It was a wonderful of fate that they were eyeing her up as they had weeks ago, except now it was in trepidation.

Could they handle such an insatiable breeder-slut?

“Come on, Abi,” Coco said, getting the demon’s attention, “I can barely feel your little swimmers inside me. You’re not gonna take that, are you?”

“Like hell I will,” the demon snarled and leapt at her, cock gliding in without a sound except when their bodies collided and she penetrated Coco’s womb. 

“Guess we’re ordering out,” Aria said and walked away to relax and catch some sun. 

“Think Domino’s have drone delivery?” Lydia asked.

“Can a drone even get this high?” Yoko wondered.

Kumano stayed from the conversation as she shoved her way in alongside Abi, the two barely grazing Coco’s walls. Lucy remained with the cat, kissing her deep while waiting for her balls to recover enough to join in.

Coco reciprocated even as she enjoyed the pre-cum further stuffing her womb. She couldn’t wait to feel the next loads inside it.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Especially Lucy’s when the futa recovered. Just the thought made her cum.
