The sun was getting low. Its warmth fading, though the air remained thick with a sticky heat, clinging to their bodies as they headed away. Several strands followed them from above and below, blending into the environment. The new source of nourishment was doing wonders for the vines, allowing them to grow smoothly. It wasn’t just the small platoon it sent off before either, but hundreds of the green ropes encroached on the group.

It wouldn’t go after anymore of them just yet. They were already panicked, their breathing erratic and voices frayed. While a more discombobulated mind was ideal for its plans, this state just wouldn’t be very fun. Like the first night, when it took the first girl. Her sudden fear and panic was far from pleasant.

First, they needed to relax a little. It could help with that. As the door of their quaint home closed, the vines drooped and rose respectively, creeping up the sides and framing the ajar windows. Tiny buds bloomed across them, releasing its finest concoction yet. Without a doubt, they’d feel calm and subdued by nightfall.

Then it would make a move. But on who?

--Patricia--

Patricia had joked about this obvious Evil Dead scenario when they first arrived. Now she feared it might be more real than expected. The things Clare told them, about how Sian just wandered away from her without a word, as if entranced by something, it all screamed supernatural horror. Stop thinking about that. She needed to keep a firm grip on reality.

Everyone was exhausted as they flopped wherever there was room. Clare looked defeated, her normally bright eyes dulled by the loss of their friend. She already assumed Sian was lost to them.

“Hey,” Patricia said as she passed out water, “Which of us has the most experience hiking?”

Penny raised a hand, “Sian?”

“Exactly. And who here is the toughest, baddest bitch?”

“Sian,” Clare smiled.

“She’s going to be fine,” Pat said, crouching to look Clare in the eyes, “And if she needs us, we’re no good if we don’t rest up a bit first, alright?”

Everyone nodded, visibly relaxing at her words. That left only Patricia to know the weight of the scenario. Sian was experienced, that was true, and she’d gotten in her fair share of fights - and won them at that - however that barely translated to this situation. Unfamiliar territory, an apparently hypnotising something on the loose, and barely any supplies meant Sian could be in real danger. Pat excused herself to use the toilet, hugging herself tight as she wrangled her thoughts.

Part of her dreaded going out to look again. They’d find Sian, only mutilated and barely recognisable. Or badly hurt. Or completely addicted to some kind of drug. That was just the more plausible outcomes. What if they really had stepped into a horror movie? Sian could be possessed by a demon, or acting as a host to some parasite that would lay claim to them all and the rest of humanity. They were just a bunch of teenagers, what were they supposed to actually do against such a thing?

Gentle knocks on the door broke her free, “Patty?”

“Oh, uh, hey, Penny. Sorry, I’ll be right out.” She flushed to make sure her cover was tight, then opened the door, finding the much smaller girl peering worriedly from under Pat’s bust.

“What’s wrong?” Pat asked, ready to ignore any of her own concerns to comfort the petite woman. Though her chest was anything but thanks to her graduation gift. Penny hugged her tight before she had a chance to mother her.

“Are you okay?” Pat asked, returning the embrace.

Penny nodded, “Just worried about you is all.”

“About me? That’s nice, Penny, but I’m fine. I promise.”

“You’re lying,” Penny said and hugged her tighter, squishing herself right against Pat, “I can tell when we’re not playing poker. You always do so much for us, and I know I’m not exactly super reliable, but I just… I’m here for you, Pat. Always am.”

Patricia’s hands shook. She considered pushing Penny away, putting a mask and making it clear she was fine, but she couldn’t. That wasn’t what Penny needed. Instead, the towering noirette held her close, focusing on the girl rather than the crippling fear. It worked wonders to her amazement. Possibly because of Penny’s boobs.

They’d been around for weeks by then, yet Patricia still had to look twice at her petite friend. Which, if she was being honest, she was always worth the second look. Her cute cheeks and big eyes, which she often accentuated with makeup techniques, had worked perfectly with her once puny bust. Now they juxtaposed her salacious chest in a brilliant contrast. As if that wasn’t enough, she always looked so adorable when next to Pat.

A whole foot shorter, Penny’s normally brighter clothes clashed against Pat’s edgier, mostly black attire. It really brought out the differences in their figures as well, such as how Pat’s hips flared out from her plush waist and the distinct absence of a thigh gap below them. There was also her chest, completely natural yet unnaturally large, swelling from her torso in resplendent teardrops. The exact opposite to Penny’s spheres.

Oh, they were so much fun to smoosh together while Penny humped her with all her little might. 

“Thanks, Penny,” Patricia said, extracting herself from the hug after a minute, “I really needed that.”

“Any time.”

“You’re such a thoughtful girl,” Patricia chuckled and pat her head. While Penny pouted, she did nothing to pull away.

The two returned to the living room, finding Clare and Delilah pouring over a paper map. They’d turned the lights on, the day fading fast. It’d be night before long and still no sign of Sian.

“Alright,” Patricia clapped her hands together, “Here’s what we’re gonna do; we’re gonna spend the next half hour gearing up. That means flashlights, backup flashlights, lots of water and pepper spray.”

“I don’t think anyone brought pepper spray,” Delilah said.

“I did!” Penny announced, waving one of the four cans, “Just in case, you know.”

“In case what? Clare got too horny and tried sticking her fist up your ass?” Delilah snickered.

“Well, uh, kind of? Sorry Clare, it’s just you can get super, uh… you.”

“No, I get it. I mean, I like to think you’d be so seduced by me that you’d be begging it rather than trying to blind me, but I get it.”

“If we’re all in agreement, then let’s move!”

The sky was a brilliant mix of reds and purples when they ventured out. Sian had packed everything they needed, like she anticipated someone getting lost, so they were armed with flashlights strapped to their foreheads, backpacks slung over their shoulders with reflective strips all across it, and even illuminated compasses. Penny’s bear spray jostled at their hips, ready to be used at a moment’s notice.

Much as staying in a group was ideal, the forest was vast and they didn’t know if Sian was safe or not. Clare and Delilah waved their goodbyes as they headed north, while Pat and Penny took the east. While going in opposite directions might’ve covered more overall ground, they figured it was better to be closer than not. Just in case.

The forest took on an entirely different tone at night. The faint glow of the moon barely broke through the overgrowth, casting ghostly rays where it could. Every step was pronounced by the crunch of dirt or the snap of a twig, each sound reverberating in the dark. Even the rustle of leaves in the wind sounded more like the chatter of demons than anything.

It was no surprise that Penny held Pat’s hand like it was the only thing anchoring her to this life. It wasn’t just a comfort for her, Patricia appreciated the firm grip too. Much as she wanted to act her age and freak out, maybe make a run for it so she could call the authorities, she had to keep her cool. Penny was counting on her.

They moved slowly. Acting rash would just get them hurt. Patricia stayed ahead, always cautioning Penny about an upcoming root or dip in the ground. When the small girl stumbled on one, she was right there to catch her, offering her bosom to cushion the fall. They called out Sian’s name every so often, careful not to draw too much attention. In the distance, they heard Clare and Delilah doing the same. Their flashlights were just visible through the thick array of trees and foliage.

Nearly an hour in and Penny was struggling. Unsurprising given her size and her preference for staying in with a video game, rather than going outside. Patricia wasn’t much better really. While her long legs gave her an advantage, she was hardly the fittest of their group.

Still, she kept it up. Penny was acting strong too, trying to keep her huffing to a minimum. It was adorable really. Whenever Pat offered a rest, the small girl insisted they keep going, even taking the lead for a moment. Then she would get scared by a shifting of bush and immediately run back to behind Patricia. And each time, Patricia checked on her, making sure she was really okay to go on.

She thought about stopping after the third time. Surely it was awful to be babied so much, but Penny would just smile and nod to her questions. The deeper they ventured, and the further the other pair’s lights and voices got, Penny became more attached. It started small, with her walking just behind Pat, then she was practically latching onto her arm. Like they would get separated if she was even a few inches apart.

Adorable. But she was clearly pushing herself too far.

“Okay, we’re stopping,” Patricia said, slightly breathless.

“I can keep going,” Penny huffed. Sweat glistened on her face as Patricia turned the light on her, giving a look that offered no room for debate, “But I could go for a rest.”

They came to a fallen tree and sat down. Penny was definitely worse off than she let on. Sweat didn’t just bead on her forehead, it was soaking into her clothes, a musky aroma drifting off her body. Not that Pat was much better. She was bigger and softer overall, more than aware of the mugginess under her boobs and between her legs. Her anti-chaffing undergarments were working overtime at that point.

She popped open her water and took several big gulps, letting out a satisfied gasp when she pulled it back. Penny stared up at her, unopened bottle in hand. Without thinking, Patricia just offered her half-drunk water. To her surprise, Penny didn’t take it, but rather opened her mouth.

Mentally shrugging, Patricia just put the opening to her lips and tilted. Penny closed her eyes as she drank, taking the larger woman’s offering. She completely controlled the flow. Pat stopped pouring, getting a genuine whine from the girl, and a second when she waited too long to resume. The way Penny sighed was anything but simple relief at quenching her thirst.

Suspicious, Pat turned her gaze downward. Her flashlight easily caught the twitch of hardness in Penny’s shorts. It was a baggy pair, ideal for the muggy heat, yet the crotch was pushed taut. She chuckled under her breath, not wanting to make fun. As she inhaled, however, Patricia noticed something other than their sweaty scents. She breathed it in, trying to decipher it when a breeze hit her in the face. It was sex, the same aroma as earlier that day.

Not just any sex, though. It bore a stark reminder to when she and Penny were together. Distinctly feminine, yet tinted with a heady note. One that came from the one part of Penny that was neither little, nor cute. Which Patricia gladly stroked through her shorts.

Penny squeaked at her touch, but was silenced by the continued flow of water.

“Don’t spill any. You wouldn’t want to be a bad girl, would you?” Patricia warned, getting a soft shake of the head, “Good girl. Now let mommy look at you, okay? It’s important we take care of this. You’ll have trouble walking with how big and hard you’ve gotten.”

Penny just nodded and opened her legs, pulling her shorts tighter against her member. It twitched against Patricia’s hand, a slowly growing dampness forming at the tip. She’d only just started touching it and Penny was already leaking.

“Ooh, so eager,” Patricia whispered, getting bolder in her strokes and squeezes. Penny gargled softly, almost spilling some, but she got it under control, “Don’t worry. I love it when you’re so ready to please your mommy. But we can’t ruin these shorts, can we? That’s it, good girl.” She cooed as Penny lifted her hips and let Patricia slide her clothes, panties and all. 

The girl let out a little moan when her naked butt touched the bark, but was swiftly soothed by Patricia’s soft hand. Without any fabric in the way, the sensations were stronger and her output reflected that. In just a few strokes, Patricia’s hand was wet and sticky with pre-cum. She didn’t stop moving though, working it into all eight inches of Penny’s erection. They stayed like that until the water was all gone.

“You drank it all,” Patricia said and patted Penny’s head, “Well done. I know it was a lot for your little tummy, but it’s good for you.”

“Patricia…”

“Shh, let Mommy take care of you, okay?”

“Yes… Mommy,” Penny let out a little moan, her turgid length throbbing and spitting up even more.

“Now let’s get more comfortable, shall we?”

“Yes.”

For Patricia, that meant taking her shirt and bra off, setting them on top of Penny’s shorts, while she pulled the slim girl onto her lap. They were facing each other now. Penny’s smaller, yet much perkier boobs pressed against Patricia’s softer set, hard nipples poking into them. Patricia’s hung so low, she only had to squeeze them a little to brush the undersides across Penny’s leaking tip.

“Aren’t Mommy’s boobs fantastic?” Patricia asked, taking one to lift one up. They both let out a gasp as their nipples met. She glanced to Penny, who eagerly took the heavy breast from her, cock lurching into the other.

“They are. So big and soft. I wish mine were like that,” Penny sighed, massaging it. Big as they were, they appeared outright massive in her small hands. Her fingers fiddled with the thick bar spearing the nipple, keeping it at least partially erect at all times. 

“Oh hush,” Patricia said, “Yours are beautiful, Penny. And they suit you well. Big, heaving tits like these are for equally big mamas like me.”

“I know, but I just wish I could be bigger. The doctors said this was the biggest I could go,” Penny pouted, staring at the much larger boob in her hands.

“Oh honey, don’t worry,” Patricia pulled her head down into her breast, while giving longer, firmer strokes of her dick now, “Have you seen some girls on the internet? You can get so much bigger some day.”

“As big as you?”

“Bigger,” Patricia said, then laughed at the powerful spurt of pre against her other tit, “Someone likes that huh? There’s just one problem with getting that big.”

“What’s that?”

“You’re so small, Penny. They’d weigh so much, you’d fall over if you tried walking by yourself,” Patricia said, smiling when she saw her friend’s face fall, “But don’t you worry. Mommy will always be there for you. She’ll help you walk, get dressed, eat and drink, even help you get even bigger.”

“You… you promise?” Penny asked, breathing harder.

“Of course. I love you, Penny. I’ll gladly be your mommy for as long as you like.”

“Mommy…” Penny groaned, hips rocking, “I’m gonna…” Her voice was stifled by Patricia’s boob. It was a flash of reason in their lust. She didn’t want Penny to moan so loud the others heard, otherwise they’d come and investigate. Which would ruin the fun.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Penny suckled and slurped on the nipple, struggling to fit more of it into her petite mouth. She was infatuated by the piercing too, tongue flicking at it constantly. Her moans vibrated into the sensitive flesh, coaxing more arousal into the nub. Patricia panted now, an endless tirade of pre flowing over her hand and stomach. Her strokes got faster, bouncing her breast at the same time. Penny looked up, breathing deep and hard. Ready to give in.

“Cum for mommy.”

That was all she needed to finish. Heavy spurts rocketed up her shaft, splattering the bottom of Patricia’s breast, until she moved it aside and let the others streak across her torso. One even reached her sternum. The hot ropes stuck fast to her skin, sluggishly flowing down as Penny moaned and whimpered through her release.

“So much cum. You’re such a prolific girl,” Patricia said, stroking her spent love’s hair. Penny still suckled on her breast, using it like a mantra to centre herself.

“But good girl’s aren’t selfish, are they?”

Penny shook her head, still latched on. Patricia smirked and stood up, finding it almost too easy to lift the smaller girl. She was about to lay out their clothes so she could ride the small girl and her not-so-small cock, when she heard the rustling. Oh no, did the others overhear something? 

“Penny, get your shorts back on, okay? I think the others are coming.”

“Huh? But… okay,” Penny said as she was set down, watching Patricia put her shirt back on, then walk away.

“What were we thinking?” Patricia hissed to herself, ignoring the terrible heat between her legs, and the spit and cum drying on her chest. Sian was in danger, how could they have gotten so distracted like that? Unless… Clare mentioned a scent when Sian went missing. Was it something similar?

She looked back to Penny, who was just pulling up her panties. Patricia’s blood went cold. In the glow of her flashlight, a dozen thick, green cords stood over Penny, poised to strike any second.

“Not her!” Patricia shouted and raced forward. It was the fastest she’d ever moved in her life, to the point that she feared she tore a muscle, as she tackled Penny out of the way. The smaller girl yelled in pain and shock, but the sound quickly died in her throat as she rolled onto her back. Her own light illuminated a sight Patricia never thought she’d be in.

Suspended from the trees by several coils of greenery, Patricia didn’t know how to feel. On one hand, her heart was beating a mile a minute as they spiralled up her arms and legs, with more circling her waist, on the other she was relieved that Penny was safe. In a third hand, however, her pussy was throbbing hotly as their touch reached up her thighs. An unintentionally lewd gasp escaped her as they darted under her shirt. With breasts like hers, they got nearly a dozen coils around her breasts before reaching her nipples.

They weren’t entirely smooth either. Tiny bumps lined the sleek cords, each one adding a texture to her bondage. They were most noticeable against her breasts, rubbing into them and milking more arousal. She felt them checking around her pants, finding her waistband. Before long, they’d be sliding around her hips between her legs.

She had to focus! Surely there was a way out. They were just plants after all. Patricia summoned her strength and pulled, but they overpowered her, seemingly with ease. Her eyes widened when they squeezed, both filling her with dread at their might and arousal at how they touched her.

“Patricia?”

She turned her gaze back to the girl who was still staring, dumbfounded.

“I’ll… I’ll be fine,” Patricia grunted, trying not to let on how screwed she was - or how turned she was feeling. As they began fondling her breasts even harder, she had a clear idea where it was going from there. She couldn’t let Penny see her like that. Or get caught up, “Go find Clare and Delilah! They’ll get me out.”

“O-okay! Penny said and scrambled to her feet, all but sprinting in the opposite direction. The vines tensed for a moment, as if contemplating going after her, but Patricia tugged once again, drawing their attention back to her.

“You don’t fucking touch her,” she growled, even as their ministrations sent flutters of lust through her lower body. An unwelcome moan slipped out as they brushed her damp crotch. Patricia was on the internet enough to understand where this was going, and hated how a little part of her anticipated it.

A new vine dropped into her view. It was thicker than the others, covered in far more bumps, from which a thick sap emerged. Patricia watched it wearily, then sucked in a sharp breath through her nose when the others squeezed. She almost gagged it was so strong. And… her nipples poked out against her shirt, suddenly hard as diamonds. It reeked of sex, as if she’d walked into an orgy that’d been going for weeks. Her head span, focus failing as her mouth fell open.

The vine pushed past her lips and then she was tasting the purest form of sex in her life. Like all the dicks and pussies she’d sampled were condensed into one.

Fuck… she loved it.
