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“Okay, deep breaths. It’s just for a few minutes, no big deal. No big deal. No bid geal… fuck…” Kylie did her breathing exercises, looking at the pharmacy from her dad’s old car. She was waiting, hoping, for the amount of customers to decrease, but no such luck. Each time one left, another waltzed in before she could work up the courage. The thought of being around so many at once perspired down her forehead and chest.

She didn’t have much time. Daylight already dwindled to a burning sky, and her mom would have dinner ready soon. There was no way she could go to school tomorrow without taking her tablets. Much as the pharmacy made her sweat and shiver, school would be debilitating. The last time still haunted her.

“We’ve got this,” Kylie said to her chest, “I’ve got you girls. If you’re gonna be here, then you better give me some oomph.” With a deep, bras-straining breath, she stepped out and staggered her way into the clinic.

“Oh hey, don’t I know you?” The girl ahead of her asked, turning around.

Who? Her? No, she didn’t know Kylie. They barely even passed each other between classes, let alone exchanged names, although it only took one look down at Kylie to recognise her from rumours.

“We, uh, go to school together.”

“Thought so. Hard to forget, right?”

Was she talking herself up? If so, then she had incredible confidence, albeit rightly so. The girl was Janice, a socialite and Kylie’s flawless opposite. Tan skin, blonde hair and the whole school on her side, not because of her stellar figure strangely. She had personality, the addictive sort that pulled people in and her let her talk to someone like her opposite without hesitation. Or any damage to her social life.

She probably meant Kylie’s breasts. They made a big splash everywhere she went, no matter how often she changed schools, they all had the same shocked reaction, which turned to curiosity, which stressed Kylie out and she wouldn’t answer, which then turned it into dislike and, eventually, contempt for no reason other than she didn’t talk much. And maybe jealousy. She did have big tits after all, and twice the number others had.

“What’re you getting?” Janice asked, unperturbed by Kylie’s silence.

“Um, tablets. For anxiety.”

“Oh, I’m so sorry. Is this stressing you out? I can stop talking. I probably should, right?”

Now she felt guilty, “No. No, it’s fine.”

“You sure?”

Silence was preferred, but small talk was something she could just about handle without a tablet. And it was better than a total stranger chatting to her, ogling her breasts the whole time. Janice really was too nice, as she kept her eyes level with Kylie’s, despite standing several inches over her.

“Yeah.”

“Okay, um, how’d you do on the Spanish test? I probably flunked it.”

Yeah, right. Sure she did. Janice was called ‘Queen Bee’ for her grades that never went below a ‘B+’. A ‘C’ was probably a fail in her eyes.

“It was fine. Probably.”

“That’s good. Hopefully. So, uh, can I ask a question about, um, you know?”

At least she asked. Even most of the teachers just blurted stuff out when meeting her, like ‘how heavy are they?’ or ‘do you use two bras?’.

“Yeah.”

“What’s your diet? You’ve got an awesome figure.”

“Awesome?” Kylie blanked. That was a first. 

“Yeah, I’m feel like I’m too skinny. I mean, look at this,” she sucked in her stomach, naked for all to see, so her ribs stuck out, “See?”

“I guess. I don’t do anything special though.”

“Really? Some people are just lucky I guess. Oh, my turn. See you, Kylie.”

“Yeah,” Kylie said, then frowned. She hadn’t given her name, and nothing she wore gave it away. How could any one person be so fantastic as to have a great body and memory that they recalled some random goth from school? Janice even waved on her way out. It wasn’t anything special, just a nice girl being nice. But what if…?

Kylie retrieved her prescription and rushed out, downing a tablet once in the car. Her heart raced, spreading a numbness throughout her chest, while her breaths felt thick and shallow, like each molecule of oxygen waded through mud to reach her. A minute later and it passed, though her hands were still clammy.

Please never let that happen again, Kylie prayed and drove home. Once inside, she removed her bra with a greater sigh than ever. It was special made for her, two rows of cups made to blend her obtuse mounds into a single row, though the illusion didn’t hold under scrutiny. Better than nothing, she thought.

Dinner went by without issue and the bedroom beckoned once more. What made her anxiety maddening, more so when triggered by someone like Janice, it kept her arousal at bay, only to release it later after it festered. Her body knew its routines as she closed the door and hitched the lock, a request of hers. Overshadowed by her busts, her cock made its presence known as it pushed against her distressed jeans.

Almost the second she stripped and laid in bed, Janice came to mind. Her member appreciated the stimulus, twitching as fantasies took hold. Flat on her back, it rose above her flattened mammaries, which pooled off her sides and squished against her arm as she reached down for it. Pre-cum surged in response, smearing across her shaft and fingers, and lubricated her movements. More rushed out as Kylie’s mind wandered to Janice’s incredible body.

She always walked around with her belly out. School allowed it, since she wasn’t doing anything perverted and chastising her for it would be another level of prudish, though Janice never explained why. It wasn’t her whole belly either, just the area around her navel. Like she was framing her womb.

Kylie licked her lips and tightened her grip as her strokes hastened. The squelch and slurp of her hand fuelled the imagery in her head, picturing a half-dressed Janice bouncing on her crotch, their flesh wetly slapping together, before it was too much and the goth came. But that was just fantasy, she kept jerking as the real pay-off filled out before her mind’s eye. It wasn’t anything like fucking her in more creative positions, but just going to school each day and seeing her svelte belly fill out more and more.

And why should she be the only one? Kylie whimpered and bit her lip, trembling in the build up to a long awaited orgasm, despite only beginning minutes ago. It wasn’t just Janice filling out with pregnancy, her fantasy summoned all the other girls, regardless of status or ‘attractiveness’ and had their tummies rounding out into baby bumps, then baby mountains. This was her greatest desire, to be responsible for all her schoolmates waddling around. It’d never happen, but she could dream.

And get off to said dream. Kylie jerked her hips in time with her strokes, cock palpitating as her balls clenched up. Her load filled out her girth, separating her fingers, and sprayed high. Globs of white landed on and around her, while Kylie’s pussy quivered in envy. Unfortunately, with her fetish, her own feminine wants went unheeded most days. Maybe someday she’d meet another futa that wanted to knock her up.

Until then, she would imagine and masturbate and clean her messes. Someday was a long time off, years or even decades. No reason to fret over it until then.

“Hmph, oh god,” Kylie groaned as she stretched, joints popping in satisfaction after her deep slumber. Black hair was strewn about her face, frazzled from her nightly movements, like a sheered veil over her face. She blew it out her mouth and stood, but her balance deserted her, “Fuck’s sake.” She tried again and waved her arms to keep her footing.

Another curse snarled past her lips as she looked down at herself. Her pyjama shirt was draped over her top row, its hem barely grazing the lower set, and her shorts were supposed to be loose, not like torn up leggings around her thighs. Another growth spurt, exactly what she needed. She quickly got some water and took her tablet for the day, breathing deep as she tried crushing the anxiety of how the school would react.

This happened at least twice a year. No matter how she tried, people noticed her grow a full cup size, sometimes two on the bottom row, and struggle with her pants. Once, at P.E, she was forced to change and couldn’t get the stupid jeans down past her hips. Most futanari dealt with similar things, but they didn’t have another set of tits to attract unwanted attention.

“It happened again,” Kylie said when she joined her parents for breakfast. They were and weren’t like her, each dressed in bright, primary colours, while Kylie let her pale complexion shine with the midnight black of her outfits. She had their features of course. Mom was a buxom woman by all means, with the definitive, natural MILF figure, and Dad was responsible for her face and eyes. She also inherited her hair, which was a nightmare if unmanaged; tangles and knots galore.

“So soon?” Dad asked, sipping her coffee with a critical glance at her daughter, “Looks like a big one too.”

“Want me to take you to the mall after school?”

“Yes please,” Kylie said. Clothes shopping was the worst on her own, she’d look at what she liked and hear unintelligible whispers. They probably weren’t talking about her, but she always felt like it, then she’d sweat and hyperventilate, then she try on the clothes and not like them and force the employee to deal with the now sweaty items and apologise as they grimaced at her. At least with her mom she could find comfort.

Even if that meant trying on things far from her style.

Of course, that was for after school. She got dressed with a nervous frown, the cups of her double-bra, made for her just three months ago, overflowed with flesh like erotic muffin tops. If she raised her arms, the bottoms spilled out too. Annoyingly, her bottom row was larger than the others, causing a pronounced step in her torso. Padding her upper cups chaffed her nipples too, so that was out.

“Just please let them have something else to talk about,” Kylie begged her reflection as she clipped her hair into place, shielding one eye and leaving the other half-shrouded. Her boots were tight on her feet as well. They weren’t cheap, she mentally groaned, but trudged her way downstairs. Her mom was happy to drop her off, anything to delay the inevitable teasing.

Which never occurred. She arrived on time as students filed in, but none were looking at her, instead their topic was entirely on Janice, which wasn’t hard to understand as Kylie finally caught sight of her. Like the goth, she’d grown overnight in all the right places. People fawned all over her and let Kylie slip by for the morning.

By lunchtime, Janice’s novelty wore off and it was her turn. Of course, people weren’t so kind and made all kinds of rumours, such as her eating a KFC’s entire chicken supply. Her only defence was to ignore them, which worked, while she hid amidst her peers, similarly introverted students dressed much like her. Except Susan, she was the rainbow sheep amongst them, despite having possibly the blackest humour of the group.

They knew about Kylie’s growth spurts and left it alone, though she caught more than a few eyes leering at her chest. Even friends could be jealous. She didn’t help matters as she constantly adjusted her bra, the straps bit deeper every hour it seemed, though her breasts would jiggle at the slightest movement. The things were like jelly.

She made it through the day and met her mother. They drove in silence, but for the radio, which discussed a new, revolutionary fertility treatment being deployed soon. Kylie clenched her thighs. It was too similar a setup as many stories she read, usually resulting in someone getting knocked up with more babies than seemed humanly possible. Those were her favourites.

Her mom stuck close by as Kylie dragged her to the darkest clothes she could find. Black was a slimming colour, hence she prioritised it and blanched at anything with tones made to accentuate curves. Violet and cobalt were okay too, but only in little bits, a splash of colour to help the black stand out. It wasn’t long before her mom wandered off to the brighter outfits.

“Hey, fancy running into you here.”

What the fuck was she doing there?

“Uh, hi,” Kylie said, meekly raising a hand to Janice, who sauntered over.

“You too, huh?” Janice tilted her head at the goth’s curvier body. 

“Yeah.”

“Not a big talker, are you?”

“Not really.”

“That’s alright. Just figured I’d say ‘hi’ and grab this,” Janice leaned over to pick a chic black shirt, “Needs a little modification, but it’s cute, right?”

“Yeah,” Kylie said, not looking closely. As usual, her opposite exposed her sleek midriff, which in Kylie’s mind was a shame, after all the girl had gorgeous hips. Perfect to carry a huge pregnant belly. Her twitched at the thought. Stealthy as possible, she pinched herself to distract, but it was impossible as Janice grinned and walked away.

“How about this, sweetheart?”

“Yeah, sure. Let’s go,” Kylie said and rushed into a changing room. She wasn’t having an anxiety attack yet, but the signs were there, the sweat being a start. It was hard enough just going outside, however nearly popping a boner in public was a nightmare made real, the kind that woke her in a cold sweat and a confusion hard-on. Distractions, she thought and turned to the clothes her mother picked out. Most were in line with her actual aesthetic, others were much too bright. She still tried them on to placate her.

This can’t be right, Kylie thought as she studied her reflection. The current jeans she tested were designed for plus-sized women, meant to be baggy enough that her prick wouldn’t show through, but now the crotch was pulled taut around her crotch. Similar stories played out with her tops and the skirts, all undersized. Most shirts just hung off her upper breasts and fluttered at the slightest breeze.

In the end, nothing the store offered fit much better. She settled for the tight garments, in the meantime her parents put in a custom order for her, armed with measurements they took. With any luck she’d be dressed properly within the week.

Well, almost any luck. By the day of her new wardrobe’s arrival, half of it was rendered useless. Her parents had ordered a few sizes up, just in case, however even those were snug. In just a week, she’d grown exponentially.

“Well… they look nice,” Mom said after the third outfit made the cut. Six more were discarded, either too small or just barely considerable as clothes. The jeans she got were entire inches too short for her legs, shoes didn’t fit at all without hurting, and Kylie didn’t even entertain half the shirts thrown away. One could barely be considered an halter top. Hell would freeze over before she went outside in that.

“You’ve always been curvy, but this might be getting a little serious,” Dad said, her brow furrowed as she between her family.

“It’s just growing up, that’s all,” Mom brushed her concern off, despite the fact her own luscious figure was now overshadowed, by a wide margin, by her teenage daughter. Even Dad’s usually conspicuous bulge lost all its impact with Kylie around.

“I hope so,” Kylie said. It was getting harder and harder to cover up. She resorted to a long sleeve, double extra large just to manage her torso, and that didn’t begin to help her crotch situation. While never small, not even close, she could at least hide it with a baggy pair of pants. Now she couldn’t even manage that, in no small part due to her hips and ass, which warred against the couch cushions for what was softer as she plopped down. The only option was to tuck it between her legs.

A prospect that became increasingly uncomfortable everyday at school. Hers wasn’t the only body bellowing out; Janice kept pace. While Kylie struggled with her now basketball-sized tits, the socialite sauntered around, buttons on her shirt stretched out into a diamond pattern around her similarly massive chest. Not only that, but her ass jiggled, each cheek rose and fell in hypnotic brilliance, and her belly was still naked. Even it had grown a little, into a soft bump that poked out from her tops.

And it was the most provocative part of her. Of any girl. Janice’s fashion quirk had caught on with others, and the warmer climate had them adopting it even more, now half the girls in school had their navels on display. Why couldn’t they cover up more? Kylie liked girls, sure, but not the prospect of getting hard in front of them all, or anyone for that matter. That became harder and harder as the days crept by.

“Nooo,” Kylie groaned when she woke Saturday morning. It was two weeks since her spurt began with no sign of stopping. Her erection greeted her as it most mornings, a pillar of masculinity that rose from her crotch, seemingly endless for the first minute of consciousness. But it had an end, it just took forever to find.

Two feet from her crotch to its peak and fat like a two-litre coke bottle. Her feet looked so small in the distance, draped over the end of her bed that used to be more than big enough, what little of them she could see anyway. Just the toes were visible over her chests, so huge each row stood almost half a foot over her chest when laid down. None of the custom clothes fit anymore.

At least she didn’t have to go out that day. Or tomorrow. No, wait, tomorrow was shopping day. Custom stuff cost way more than anything in a store, which meant her parents couldn’t afford to get more until her growth spurt ended. Whenever that was.

Kylie gulped down her water and tablet. Sometimes she wondered if it was just a placebo, but it did the trick nonetheless as her heart settled. Her cock remained an obelisk. Nothing else for it, she thought and wrapped both hands around the pillar, sucking in a sharp breath at the sensation, then moved up to squeeze around the head. Pre-cum gushed out and collected on her hands, which glided across her member. Her growth spurt gave her headaches galore, however the pleasure was second to none.

As her orgasm encroached, so much faster than before, she released her cock and fondled its balls. Huge, slightly oblong things, heavier than bowling balls, swished and gurgled with semen, and overflowed her palms. Despite her anxiety passing, they were drenched in sweat, hot and sticky on her hands. Greater rushes of pre erupted at her meddling and pooled in the wrinkles between cock and testes. She was just savouring the inevitable.

One hand floundered over her bedside for a bin. It was heavy. Oh right, she came in it last night, no way it would handle a second load. Could she risk the bathroom? If her mom and dad saw her like that then... but it was better than messing up her room. Biting her lip as sweat beaded across her skin, Kylie headed out, one hand still on her cock to keep pre-cum from spilling on the carpet. Sounds from downstairs gave her respite; her parents were in the kitchen.

Inside the bathroom, her dick throbbed angrily. The head was a deeper purple than minutes ago and her pre-cum was even stickier, pouring out like custard from a shampoo bottle, like it was chastising her for the delay.

“Sorry, sorry,” Kylie moaned and restarted her strokes with greater vigour. Her whole body moved, tits bouncing and slapping against her one another, nipples hot and swollen, while her ass cheeks clapped in lurid applause, “Ooh, Janice.” It was that fantasy again, of Janice waddling around after getting knocked up by the goth. Not just knocked up, but bred. Repeatedly. Baby after baby fucked into her womb until it was bigger than her body.

The imagery changed to the blonde on her back, baby mountain entire feet above her, while Kylie pounded her with her giant cock. She didn’t know what a pussy felt like, but the constant slip and slide of her hands was good enough. Deeper, faster breaths jiggled her tits more. She hunched over, staring at the results of her growth spurt, and moaned as her panting breezed across her nipples. Was there any other reason to have a dick that huge?

It was meant to break a bitch. To gape their cunts and leave them filled with virile cream until they’re too big to move and too pregnant to care. Janice, Nancy, Karen, Gabrielle… all the girls in school deserved. Not just the popular ones, but her friends too. Mina would look so good with her pale belly stretched out taut by a dozen babies.

But Janice was the one that deserved it and more. So much more.

“Take it, fucking take my sperm,” Kylie grunted and clenched her ass tighter. She aimed down at the toilet bowl, legs bowed to handle the weight of her testicles, and let loose. It didn’t last long, each spurt was like a pressurised fire hose, so strong they almost hurt to release, “Oh no, please just flush.” It wouldn’t. She’d clogged the toilet.

“Mom!”

That was yesterday, however Sunday proved no better. Between the leftover mortification of clogging the toilet - with her cum! - and the terror of going out in public when she was barely presentable, Kylie was drinking litres of water to keep hydrated.

“Honey, trust me, it’s okay. We fixed the toilet. And you’re no less dressed than any other girl or futa your age,” Mom said, trying her best to encourage her daughter to leave the car with her.

That was part of the problem!

“Yeah, I know,” Kylie said, looking at the people filing in. Warmer weather meant less clothes on most people, like that brunette that only wore a bikini, or the one in a pair of booty shorts and what looked like a strip of cloth around her chest. She was more dressed than any of them, her shirt at least reached her navel, albeit it was several sizes too big overall, and covered her cleavage. She also had what was meant to be a knee-length skirt fluttering around her pale thighs. Her cock was clenched between her thick legs to keep it from swinging into view.

“Don’t worry, we’ll be quick and I’ll be there the whole time. You can even wait in a changing room if it’s too much for you.”

“Thanks, Mom. Let’s get this over with.”

Something Kylie had noticed in the past week was the lack of attacks against her. Without a custom bra on, it was obvious she had a second pair of breasts, as the shirt hooked underneath them to keep her nipples from showing, yet she didn’t catch any sneers as she expected. A group of girls gawked as she jiggled by, but she didn’t get the impression they were put off by it. Then there was the conversion she overheard inside the changing rooms.

“Did you see her?”

“That goth with the massive tits, no shit I saw her.”

“There’s four of ‘em.”

“I noticed.”

“And?”

“And what?”

“Isn’t it totally hot?!”

“Duh, why do you think we’re in here?”

“Trying on clothes?”

“God, you’re dense. Now get between my legs and eat me out.”

“Wow, she really got you horny, didn’t she?” Then the rest was muffled moans and slurps, which made things worse for Kylie as her cock stretched toward the sounds, practically growing as if it could reach them with an inch or two more. She rolled her eyes at the idea; it’d take at least two or three more feet to do that. Of course, that didn’t stop it from standing erect.

“Doesn’t look they have anything, sweetie. Want to try another store?”

“Um, give me a few minutes, Mom. I, uh, need to calm down first.”

“Okay. I’ll take another look around. Take your time.”

“Thanks.”

It took almost ten minutes for her to drown out the sounds and calm down. Kylie exhaled, careful with her breaths to avoid the scent of sex. Like everything about her, that sense had only grown, although specifically toward anything sexual. Even with the thin wall between them, she could smell the two girls next door. No, no, don’t smell them, she thought and held her breath as she stepped out. Hopefully that wouldn’t happen again.

“We’ve really gotta stop meeting like this,” Janice said, appearing from a rack. Or rather, her breasts did. Her face and body followed a second after.

Don’t you fucking dare! Kylie internally screamed at her cock, which twitched at the sight of her opposite.

“Uh, yeah. You’re, um, not stalking me. Are you?”

Please say yes. Wait, she meant no!

“Nah, just outgrowing all my clothes is all. Looks like you’re having similar troubles, right, Kylie?” Janice asked, drawing out the name with a subtle flick of her tongue.

“Y-yeah. Pretty much. W-well, I should go look at more.”

“I can help if you’d like?”

“No, no! I’m fine. Really, it’s good. All good. D-definitely fine,” Kylie said, feeling the tightness and sweat building all across her body, and backed away. Much as she should look away, she couldn’t find the willpower, not when Janice’s even larger gut stood out so much. It didn’t look very soft now that she was closer, like something from within was pushing against it.

Stop! Kylie finally turned tail and rushed away.

“Oh, hey honey, I found the…”

“Let’s go. Please?” Kylie glanced back to where Janice still stood, browsing clothes. Mom followed the look and sighed with a smile.

“Sure. Let’s try the one upstairs.”

They did manage to find some more XXL shirts that covered her torso, but the hips were a losing battle. Even compared to her already large tits, her bottom half was growing even faster. Pants that fit one day were snug the next and useless the one after. In the week since getting her new clothes, Kylie outgrew most until she was naked and looking over the few remaining articles. Her cock rested between her knees with balls halfway down her thighs just from their size.

She wished it was as manageable as it sounded. Her height wasn’t unaffected, not by a long shot, already a full foot taller than a month ago. It only made the sheer enormity of her endowments stand out. Breasts the size of her torso three weeks back couldn’t compare to the same comparison now. Same for her dick. Between her knees now meant it was a foot long. Soft! She used to be that size when hard.

Erections were cataclysmic events all their own. That morning’s boner stretched well past her head, most of it rested between her boobs, a gentle throbbing against the warm pillows, which roused her from another dream of breeding the school. If this kept up, then any hope of hiding it might as well be dust. Kylie took a deep breath and performed her usual task of getting ready.

Except her wandering mind made it impossible. Her cock hardened to halfway, doubling in size, and refused to be imprisoned between her thighs, not that she tried to. As it grew, tucking it in only made erections more likely. None of her skirts were long enough to go around her waist and still cover her balls, much less any pants. What options were left?

“This isn’t going to work,” Kylie said as her dad drove her to school.

“It’s just a little cleavage.”

A little?! Kylie had nearly a foot of her upper breasts showing, the chasm built between like only possible because her shirt was tight around the sides. No matter how she behaved, she looked like a prostitute, but it was necessary. Her skirt wouldn’t hide her cock, as it refused to fully soften, and this was the only option she could conceive. 

“It’s huge.”

“Well, maybe now you’ll find a nice ladyfriend to bring home.”

“Dad!”

“I’m kidding… kinda.”

Kylie scoffed and slouched, then straightened as her cock shifted within her cleavage. Today would be an arduous journey in self-discipline, and more. There was no chance that no one wouldn’t notice her like this. And now her dad put the idea of finding a girlfriend in her head too. She wanted one, sure, but it went beyond that; she wanted to breed.

There was no other way to put it. Every passing day her thoughts increasingly turned to fucking and cumming inside every girl in sight, just the other day, she was staring out the classroom window to avoid the stares she could feel on her, and she saw the gardener working the grounds. She bent down and, like a switch, Kylie’s cock throbbed life. It wasn’t just her fault! The gardener was practically presenting like a bitch in heat.

Like she expected, everywhere she looked were girls barely dressed and many looking her way with that strange lack of malice. In fact, no one had called her freak in ages. Was it like those girls last week in the changing room? Did she turn them on?

That couldn’t be. It was all curiosity, nothing more, nothing less. They just weren’t used to looking up at a six-foot-four girl with massive tits and ass. No one knew she was a futa, did they?

She entered science class, head whirling from all the possibilities and fighting against its own desires. Her own worries drowned out everything else, including the teacher calling for everyone to partner up.

“Hey there.”

“Fuck!” Kylie yelped, almost falling off her stool. There, right beside her, was Janice.

“I switched classes,” Janice said, explaining a question Kylie hadn’t even considered yet, “Need a partner? Me too. May I?”

“Uh, yeah. Sure,” Kylie said and lowered her head. Her opposite had kept up her own development; tits larger than watermelons, hips the overflowed any seat like a landslide, and a belly that was too firm to be fat, yet too large to be pregnancy. Unless she was knocked up with a lot of babies.

Class stretched into infinity and yet condensed itself into mere minutes of awareness. Janice talked the whole time, not in a grating way, she was making easy conversation, allowing Kylie to speak as little as she liked. That spared her any humiliating slips of the tongue while she ogled the blonde bombshell. It couldn’t be helped; the girl’s body was a giant magnet and Kylie’s mind was ruled by a stiffening pillar of iron.

The bell rang and snapped her from the hardening dread.

“Hey, want to get lunch together?”

Yes! But she’d end up fucking her if she did. Kylie didn’t reply and rushed out. She didn’t see Janice the rest of the day, or for next week. That wasn’t a coincidence, Kylie feigned illness to avoid going to school. It was getting so much worse now. Just yesterday she spotted her neighbour sunbathing in the garden and got hard from it. That alone was a disaster, however the worst came as she masturbated to the sight. Her bin overflowed with cum.

“We’re headed out, sweetheart. Anything you need?”

An invisibility cloak would be nice. 

“No, I’ll manage.”

“Okay.” The front door shut and Kylie was alone. If it could be called that when her body was like multiple people merged into one. Her cock alone was longer than her Dad was tall and, though she hoped it was a trick of her mind, it seemed to be constantly growing and growing. Just like the rest of her. 

Doors were difficult now. If she went front on, then her hips caught in the frame, but her ass met the same fate if she went sideways. Not to mention how her tits covered her from chest to crotch, easily visible from behind even with her arms at her sides, and she kept hitting her head on door frames. At least now she wasn’t a freak for just her breasts. 

She couldn’t leave the house. People stopped and stared, even in the middle of the road, and she couldn’t help but stare back half the time, all because her cock wanted to breed them. No matter how much she jerked off, her balls ached like she hadn’t cum in weeks. Kylie sighed as she palmed them, no wrinkles remained, they were perfectly smoothed out from the size of their cargo. Her body was an insane creation.

One that got hungry. Kylie groaned and moved diagonally out the door, the only way, then stomped her way downstairs. Her steps weren’t heavy by choice. Last time she weighed herself, the scales couldn’t calculate it all, despite going up to three-hundred pounds. How much of that were her curves and cock responsible for?

A PB&J sandwich turned to crumbs on her plate as she sat on the living room floor. She didn’t dare try the couch or loveseat after the feet of her bed snapped two days ago, the latter more because her ass was too big. At this rate, she’d be too big for anything remotely ‘normal’.

Two knocks on the front door startled her. Kylie answered, expecting the post or an Amazon delivery, but quickly regretted her lack of paranoia as, like so many times before, Janice appeared before her. For once, the girl didn’t speak straight away, lost in the discovery of a veritable set of giant tits and a cock to match. Kylie slammed the door shut before either could breathe.

“Um, here’s the homework from school. I’ll leave it here. Feel better soon, ‘kay?” With that, Janice was gone, but her effects remained, hovering over the floor several feet away. Kylie slumped to the ground, cradling her head as she stared at the behemoth her cock had become. Her nostrils flared, distracted by an odd scent, in that it was foreign, yet strong and familiar. When she was sure Janice had left, she opened the door and the smell grew. A patch of moisture darkened the welcome mat and some of the papers left on it.

That was Janice’s pussy. But that was ridiculous, impossible, or at least improbable. It had to be something else. Had to be. Despite her self arguments, Kylie stroked her member, huffing the air, and even raised her feet to reach the head over six feet away. Just one sniff was enough to get her hard.

Only a few minutes with that ripe aroma and her hand working tirelessly, she was on the edge. Did Janice want to fuck her too? Like an eruption, the fantasies returned, more vivid than ever as the blonde was turned into a living blimp covered in bumps from her unborn young. Oh no…

“I tried, really I did,” Kylie said once her parents walked in on her furiously scrubbing at the carpets, but there were still gallons of jizz all around. Frazzled locks of black hair stuck out at random angles, glued in place by the cum she’d gotten in it earlier. The sun was at its apex when she came, now it set, casting an fiery hue over the mess.

“That’s… okay. We’ll sort it out, but… even the kitchen?” Mom groaned, “Guess we’re having take out.”

“Go change, then we’ll get started,” Dad said, rolling up her sleeves. Like any patriarch, she was ready to tackle a disaster, even one her daughter caused.

Upstairs, Kylie fretted over the inevitable snapping point. Her parents could only handle so much and, until then, she’d kept her issues mostly simple. Now it was ruining the house. If they weren’t careful, it’d cost a fortune. Oh god, now she was stressing more and more. The tablets said not to have more than one a day, but her stomach was rolling after the relentless anxiety since her orgasm.

“Please don’t turn me into a frog or something,” Kylie said and swallowed her second tablet that day.

They cleaned until the early morning, only stopping to eat pizza, though Kylie only picked at it. She knew from experience that her appetite wouldn’t return until her stress was resolved. Once over, the house reeked of bleach and cum, but at least the carpets didn’t squelch when they walked on them. She snuck out before they woke up to avoid more trouble and wandered to a nearby park.

It was early enough that the sun was behind the trees. No families would come by until much later. In the meantime, she had nothing but her thoughts and the sounds of nature, and the effervescent sensation in her crotch. Kylie sat on a bench, the swings unsuitable for her new stature, and sighed. What was happening to her? Everything started a month ago and just got worse.

“I’m such a freak,” Kylie said, squeezing each hand together to keep from quivering. Her parents must’ve been furious, they just didn’t show it. After this, she’d be taken to doctors, poked and prodded to discover what caused these changes. If things didn’t go well, or she didn’t stop growing, then what? 

Then what? She was eighteen, too old for foster care, but too big for normal living. No one else had a six-foot cock and equally giant curves to match their seven-foot frame. Clothes alone were a nightmare. And what of her anxiety? The mere thought of being thrust into adulthood alone was enough to chill her rapid heartbeat. 

“Please don’t let me be alone,” Kylie begged. People scared her, yet she depended on them for support. Maybe she could go on a speed dating site and find someone there? Yeah, right.

“I can help you there.”

Was she actually stalking her? Kylie thought, or she hoped she did as Janice, answered.

“Only since yesterday,” Janice said and sat down beside her, ass flattening out beneath her in a near match of Kylie’s own.

Great, now she had a stalker. A hotter than porn stalker, but one nonetheless.

“I don’t know about that. Porn is a pretty general term.”

Was she actually talking out loud?

“Yes, you are.”

“Oh… shit.”

“So, wanna tell me why you’re out here so early?” Janice asked.

“What about you?”

“Stalking you, remember?”

“Oh, right. Uh… here. Right, yeah, um… Clearing my head.”

“Nothing to do with the big, sexy mess you made yesterday?”

“Kind of. Wait, ‘sexy’?”

Janice beamed, “Can I confess something?” Kylie nodded.

“I’ve got a weird fetish, well fetish/dream. You’re basically part of it now by the way. You see my belly now, looks kinda pregnant, right? It’s not, for the record, but that’s what I want. Kylie, I have the biggest pregnancy fetish this side of hemisphere. I’m pretty confident about that, after all, how many fetishists want to carry around a belly bigger than they are?”

“Well, uh, maybe not carry it,” Kylie said, “But, uh, help make it, sure.”

Janice’s eyes bulged and she leapt to her feet, curves jiggling, almost ripping her clothes, “You want to make it happen?”

“Uh, guess we’re sharing, so I’ve… got a fetish too… it’s gotten way worse lately and I don’t really know if it’s possible or anything but it’s super weird and I should probably just stop talking and go.”

Kylie stood as well, but a hand on a key place stopped her. Looking down, she found a tanned arm reaching past her view, hidden by a massive breast, though she felt it soon after as it squeezed down her cock.

“Tell me,” Janice said, voice low and husky as she relaxed her grip, caressing the bulge.

“I want to breed you so fucking bad!” Kylie blurted.

“Breed me?”

“Uh huh,” Kylie lowered her head, nibbling her bottom lip, however the words came anyway, “I want to knock you up so much you can’t even move.”

“How many babies would that take you think? My legs are pretty strong.”

“Over a dozen.”

“Bit small.”

“Twenty.”

“Hmm, we’ll just have to see.”

Kylie couldn’t get another word out as her barely decent clothes were removed one by one until she was naked. Naked and staring down at the hottest person in her reality, who was also stripping down. One of her hands was grabbed and forced down to touch the warmth of Janice’s belly.

“I went in for a check up in case I was actually pregnant, got an ultrasound and everything. Turns out this bump, and these smaller ones, are my womb and ovaries. They did some tests and turns out I’m very, very fertile right now. Like, I could get pregnant just touching someone’s cum. I’ve wanted to so badly. But I held off. Know why?”

“Why?”

“Because I was waiting for someone like you. Someone to breed me like a mare in oestrus. You’re that person. Call it a hunch.”

She couldn’t be serious. They were gonna fuck. Now? In the middle of a park, where anyone could walk in on them, where other girls might see Kylie’s giant cock and lose themselves in the sight and join them? Fuck, now she was hard.

“Beautiful,” Janice said, though her eyes weren’t on the person-sized prick extended well past her, but on the goth and her four tits, “I’ve always been bi. Sometimes it’s a pain because boobs are so fun to play with, but cocks, well, you know what I want from those. But you’re perfect.”

“I’m a virgin,” Kylie said, some part of her prayed that it might turn Janice off and save her from the possible mortification this could incur. Last thing she wanted was to cum prematurely with someone that shared her fetish so deeply.

“Me too,” Janice purred and licked her lips, “Don’t worry, we’ll figure this out.” Her hand slipped into Kylie’s much larger grip and squeezed.

“Together?”

“Of course.” The blonde reached up with her spare hand, motioning Kylie to lean down until their faces were almost level, then leaned up into a kiss. Her first. Their lips didn’t separate, as if afraid once it ended that would be their last. Kylie weaved a hand into the blonde locks and held them closer, refusing to let go as tongues entered the mix.

She tasted so good. It was just a kiss, just saliva, yet everything about it was better than she hoped. Janice’s tongue tangled with her larger one, playful if underprepared for her sheer mass as it barrelled through and down her throat. That bubbly feeling boiled, however she welcomed it now. Kylie pushed closer, her tits consumed Janice’s set and most of her torso, while bringing her free hand down to feel at the second-widest hips she knew. So many firsts.

This was the first woman she’d gotten to first base with. This was the first pair of tits she’d felt mashed against her own. This was the first ass she felt, other than her own. Janice was her first.

“You mumble when you kiss,” Janice said, coming away for air. Both panted into the others face, Kylie’s breaths strong enough to blow the blonde locks, “It’s cute.”

The boiling moved to her face, “Sorry.”

“Don’t be. Come on, don’t stop,” Janice said and reignited the kiss, moaning as her throat was filled with tongue once more. Beside her, Kylie’s cock lurched in all directions, rubbing against the blonde’s leg like a cat wanting attention, or to mark her in its scent. Small hands roamed across pale skin, sought out the precipice of breasts, and latched on. Kylie trembled and moaned at the firm grip on her nipples.

“What’re you doing?” Kylie asked as something soft, warm and sopping wet touched her shaft.

“Just a taste,” Janice cooed, straddling the mammoth cock and pressing her virgin cunt into a vein. Sex Ed lessons abandoned Kylie, her mind whirled, trying to recall if wetness equated to fertility. If so, then this blonde really must be fertile as she claimed. Whether it did or didn’t, Kylie’s cock responded in kind and throbbed harder. Janice giggled, “I can’t touch the ground anymore.”

She was being held up entirely by the goth’s dick. Kylie slapped both hands down on her first-time’s ass, pulling it down to feel more of that moisture. Janice arched into the hands, sliding back until her face was level to the upper row of breasts, her own squished around the cock, but her focus was on the nipples staring her down. Without thinking, she took a huge pink shaft into her mouth. On Kylie’s frame it was almost natural, but to the more average girl the nipple was like another cock as it stretched out her throat. 

“Oh god,” Kylie moaned and massaged the blonde’s rear. Every second was better than before, Janice’s attentions burgeoned, her tongue swirled around the nipple, her hips undulated, pussy grinding on and off the rigid shaft below. Wet trails flowed down its girth, guided by a circuit of veins bigger than fingers. Her moans vibrated against Kylie’s breast, transferring the simmering heat into her chest. A chuckle replaced her moans.

“What’re…” Confusion was replaced by a new wave of sensation, brought on by Janice’s feet massaging flesh-covered boulders and moving the heat there now. Kylie froze, like a statue beset by a horny woman desperate for any form of connection and pleasure, but her insides were churning, every atom ground into each other, sparks flew and caught fire. The blaze spread, found fuel, evolved to an inferno and took on all whole new intensity.

“Oh god!” Kylie said, then repeated it louder, causing Janice to stop.

“What’s wrong?”

“Body feels like… on fire…” Kylie collapsed to her butt, tits cushioning Janice’s own fall, while she ripped huge gouts in the earth. Steam rose off her skin, which remained its noble shade, denser streams came from her curves and cock, “Fuck!” 

“Holy shit, I-I think you’re growing,” Janice said from her front-row view of the giant mammaries expanding around and against her. At her back, the cock she rode expanded until its girth shamed her body in size, while the length followed suit a moment later. She turned to look, mouth hanging open until a splash of drool landed on her chest. The tower jerked and she was drenched in slime.

“S-sorry,” Kylie grunted, still in the midst of a violent growth spurt.

“Don’t be!” Janice chortled, then slurped up the slime on her fingers, “Oh fuck, it tastes as strong as it smells. It’s everything I dreamed of.”

“Including me?” Kylie asked. It was a joke, an attempt to distract herself from the scalding developments throughout her frame.

“You’re better than a dream,” Janice said and coerced a breast into showing her its nipple, nuzzling it as she looked up at the giant, “Can I tell you a secret?”

“Sure.”

“I was planning for you to breed me anyway.”

“What?!”

Janice planted her feet on the goth’s stomach, arching her hips to press her pussy back against the cock, “I might’ve noticed you had a big cock. Plus I totally dig the goth look.”

“W-what about my boobs?”

“I’m a big proponent of ‘bigger is better’ and ‘the more the merrier’. You fit both those bills. Actually, you pretty much are those bills now, huh?” Janice slid back down the shaft, leaving a glossy trail where her pussy drooled over it, “How’re you feeling? Done growing?”

“Y-yeah, think so,” Kylie said, then grunted, “Wait, no, my balls!”

Janice looked back at the hilltops and shuddered with a loopy smirk stretching her lips. They were huge just a moment, now they eclipsed that description. Even with a literal tower of a cock, they were disproportionately massive, similarly covered in fat veins, and wobbling as sloshing noises emanated from within. 

“So big,” Janice said, not concerned with the lines of drool, “Kylie, fuck me! Please, you gotta knock me up with that thing!”

“O-okay?”

“Take me and breed me like your little bitch,” Janice pleaded and turned around so her ass faced the giant, then spread her couch-sized ass apart to reveal the fattest pussy in life or the internet. With wide eyes and a crazed grin, she said those words Kylie wanted to hear more than anything, “Breed me.”

It was a dream. Everything was too perfect; they were secluded, the birds chirped in sweet, musical accompaniment, trees shaded them from the rising sun and Janice was saying everything she wanted. That being the case, Kylie had no reason to be afraid of anything. She was living out a month-long dream, after all people, even those with four breasts, didn’t just grow two feet taller and several times that in other areas. Even the fact Janice was smaller than her cock wouldn’t matter in this space.

Kylie laughed and stood up, using one hand to keep Janice aloft. She placed the blonde back on her cock, its head far beyond her reach, and gestured for her to go there. Without a word, she sauntered across the shaft, wider than a catwalk, until she reached the jewel of her desires; a purple crown. Embedded at its centre was a slit, from which the broth of new life flowed, its intoxicating aroma assaulted her nose and lured her down.

She sat upon it, pussy throbbing against Kylie’s stronger palpitations, and slid to the edge. Given the size difference, it seemed impossible that either of their fetishes could be fulfilled, however this was a dream. Nonsense was the mind’s forte.

Janice behaved with that knowledge, being conjured by the dream after all, and simply pushed herself against the behemoth. As expected of Kylie’s dreams, the pussy opened like a snake’s jaw and engulfed the very tip. Startling heat enveloped her, forcing a rich gush of pre, which flowed straight into Janice’s ripe womb, bloating it further. She hooked her feet under the glans and pulled. The folds of her beautifully swollen cunt flattened into a taut seal as they inched further before the head fully broke her in.

Like a jolt of electricity, Kylie lurched forward for her blonde bitch’s leg but missed. Even with the head inside, multiple feet separated them.

“Hold on,” Janice grunted, “Just gotta, oooh fuuuck... stop… cumming!” Her belly no longer bulged from the shape of her womb, instead it was a phallic monument poking up toward her chest. Juices sprayed from her taut lips, gushing down the remaining length and pooling at Kylie’s groin, taunting her. She looked around and focused on the swing set that was too small for her, however she had a different purpose in mind for it now and turned on it. Her prick closed the gap.

“Grab on,” Kylie said and cooed at the tightening sensations as Janice tensed up. Properly situated, the goth stepped toward her co-fetishist and moaned her jubilation, so loud it even drowned out the creaking of the swing set as it strained against her pressure. It’s integrity didn’t matter as Kylie pressed on, more and more of her cock sliding inside, savouring the pleasures of her first pussy. No, this was a dream and she’d fucked plenty. But this felt different, so much wetter, the tunnel decorated in little ridges that moved inward with her member, and, above all, inviting. Like a cosy fire or bath.

A bath made more sense. Janice was so wet that her excess fluids dripped onto the ground below, as if from a shower. The bulge in her gut formed a shelf between her tits, then rose to nudge her chin and beyond even that as it pushed on the swing set, slowing Kylie’s progress. With a grunt of frustration, unwilling to be refused any longer, the goth lunged forward. Her cock shoved against the metal, neither giving in, until the set couldn’t handle anymore and toppled over. That was fine.

She had Janice where she wanted her. Kylie reached out and grabbed onto the blonde’s legs, yanked her back, then switched to her waist, holding the breed-slut tight. There was no way she’d let go until this bitch was immobile with her seed. 

“We broke the swings,” Janice said, pointing weakly at the equipment they uprooted.

“Who cares? I’m here to breed you,” Kylie grunted and tugged the blonde closer, watching and feeling more of her cock vanish inside. Finally, after several feet, their hips met. Kylie’s crotch squished against Janice’s gorgeous ass, so soft and warm, yet overshadowed by almost a dozen feet of cock wreathed in pussy. Nothing she’d seen in her eighteen years of life compared to seeing the blonde stretched so much.

But the morning was still young as Kylie dragged her cocksleeve up until her arm couldn’t go any further. Then, flexing ever muscle, she pulled and thrust and jerked her cock in a single motion. Janice collided against her crotch with a brutal slap, loud enough to echo through the trees and silence any birds. With nature’s sound silenced, all that was left was their moans and the sounds of carnal bliss. Janice’s pussy slurped as it was pushed back up, then splashed as it squirted against the goth.

“This is, oof, your first, ahhh hmm, time?” Janice asked between thrusts, doing her best to hold onto her constantly shifting belly, its bulge shrinking and bellowing with Kylie’s thrusts.

“Far as I know.”

“Me too,” Janice giggled, “Ooh, right there. Yeah, squeeze me tighter, fuck me harder, faster, harder, HARDER!” 

Kylie didn’t workout a day in her life. High metabolism kept her mostly limber, and the weight of her curves helped workout her legs anyway, yet she never felt so powerful as slammed Janice down on her crotch like a horny boy with a fleshlight. Only this sextoy begged for more, squeezed her back, used its arms and legs to stimulate wherever it could. And, to top it all off, this one could get pregnant. Would get pregnant.

That thought subsumed all others. Even the most random idea somehow transformed into more impregnation, goading her on as she fucked the hottest girl from school who, by grace of her depraved mind, shared her fetish. Fuck, she couldn’t wait to see what Janice looked like pregnant. She’d envisioned it day after day, but nothing could match actually seeing. Not that this would be any different.

Maybe she should approach her in real life and befriend her, then she’d get to see Janice get pregnant years later. Maybe it was mean to the blonde, but Kylie just had to see it; her tummy leaving any semblance of slenderness behind and embracing the fecund rotundity of motherhood. Please let her have multiples, at least triplets, otherwise the belly just wasn’t worth it. Of course, she hoped for a new record. Ten babies, all packed inside her once trim abdomen, forcing her hips wider and making her waddle everywhere.

This was a dream. Why stop at ten? A dozen? Twenty? Fifty? A hundred? More! Kylie panted and leaned over, fully rutting the human broodmare wrapped around her cock like a condom, not even focused on the pleasure of sex anymore. Instead, all she cared for was the end result.

“Cum, cum, cum,” Janice chanted and, before she knew it, Kylie was with her, both praying for the goth to orgasm. Her balls forced her legs apart as they swelled, lowering to ground, rumbling and churning up an ever thicker load. Unfathomable legions of sperm writhed inside them, whole continents worth of populace ready to come forth and impregnate any egg in their path.

“Cumming!” Kylie screamed. Her balls clenched up tight, lifting off the ground despite their tremendous weight, and bloated her shaft, doubling the cum vein travelling along its underbelly. It bulged through Janice’s skin, making clear the tsunami of jizz racing through, before vanishing the second it erupted and Janice became a blimp of her former self. In just a single burst.

It pooled around her cervix and bloated her into a oblong sphere. Years of heavy eating wouldn’t even graze the gravity of her abdomen, capped by a cute belly button, which popped as the pressure built and a second spurt was unleashed. The force pushed out Janice’s belly, until the flesh bounced back and forced it to join the rest. Her belly sank lower and lower, grazing the grass tips, then crushing them.

The mess she made the living didn’t compare. Each eruption matched it and she just kept cumming, Janice’s belly growing into a monument of fertility, resembling every pregnant woman on the planet. Kylie burned the sight into her retinas, praying she’d remember it when she woke, the sight of a woman so fecund she could’ve carried hundreds of young.

“God, fuck, fuck, fuck, it’s happening! Yeeeeessss!” Janice shrieked in the middle of Kylie’s umpteenth shot, quivering madly and slapping her stomach as it rumbled, “I’m getting pregnant!”

True or not, it renewed Kylie’s still powerful climax and pushed Janice into the realm of thousands. Both their hands cradled the burgeoning shape, delighted in the skin, taut like a drum, and the feeling of quintillions of sperm swimming inside. The number was just a guess, she doubted there were that few. Both moaned as they enjoyed the dreamlike pseudo-pregnancy.

Like a dream, it had to end. As Kylie’s climax wound down, she closed her eyes, expecting to open them and be in her room, sheets dredged in her viscous jizz and ready for another day. Except that didn’t happen. A kiss on the lips snapped her eyes open to find Janice still there, and still the size of an elephant. It’s not a dream, she realised and stepped back, softening cock sliding out the juicy cavern. 

“Wanna go on a date sometime?” Janice asked, looking back with a wink, echoed by her pussy trying to close. It failed, yawning wide and showing off how tight her cervix had sealed. Despite the pressure within, it only leaked a tiny stream. Juicy stalactites formed and broke to pool on the bottom. It looked wide enough for a person to slide into. Or a cock bigger than said person.

“S-sure…”

That was twelve months ago. Janice was severely overdue, but stubbornly refused any inductions as she waddled onto campus with a giant aide at her side, though the giant was responsible for her predicament. And partly why she refused to be induced. Kylie stood behind the fecund woman, hunched over as if to hide, though it was impossible at her stature.

“It’s okay, babe. All eyes are on me,” Janice said with a reassuring pat on the arm.

“You sure?”

“I’m pretty sure, yeah.” Of course they were. Even next to an eight-foot Amazon with four breasts and a cock bigger than the woman in front, a girl struggling with dozens of unborn, overdue babies was unimaginable.

“Okay. How’re you feeling?”

“Horny.”

“I know, but the doctor said…”

“Your dick is too big so we can’t fuck, I know. Ugh, only thing I hate about pregnancy.”

“Not the cravings, the constant need to pee, the fact you can barely walk ten feet?”

“No, love all that. It’s the trials that make it better, but not being able to fuck the love of my life is just cruel.”

“Could always induce?”

“You really want me to stop growing? Every day I’m bigger and don’t tell me you aren’t enjoying it. I know you masturbate to pictures of me.”

“It’s hard not to. You used to be so small, now look how beautiful you are.”

“Oh, so I wasn’t beautiful before?”

“Nope, ugly as sin.”

“Agreed,” Janice giggled, “God, we’re hopeless perverts. Can’t wait until next time so we can watch me grow all over again.”

“Good thing that pharmaceutical company gave us compensation for life,” Kylie said. Without it, they’d never be able to afford all the medical equipment to monitor Janice, or the daily photographer that tracked her pregnancy.

“Really they should give us more. We’re walking, talking, baby-making proof that it works.”

“Hi! I’m Rebecca a-and welcome to campus!” A mousy girl with frazzled red hair said, staggering up to them with a nervous smile. Kylie sniffed the air on instinct.

“Babe, are you serious?” Janice asked at the twitch against her back.

“She’s really fertile,” Kylie said, “I can’t help it.”

“Uh,um… what’re… you… oh god…”

“Sorry,” Janice said and waddled to a nearby bench, “Mind giving her a hand. Or two. Maybe your feet too.”

“I can’t, it’s… it’s bigger than I am!”

“That’s the best part,” Kylie said and pushed her erection against Rebecca’s cheek. Ever since she bred Janice, she couldn’t help herself around anyone more fertile than average. She just had to breed them too. None turned out like her girlfriend, but they all wound up with sextuplets or more and stayed in contact, sending photos of their progression.  Just like them, Rebecca couldn’t look away even as she tore her clothes off.

“Oops, we’re in public,” Janice said and pulled out her phone, “Sure hope no one records it. Don’t worry, Kylie, your face isn’t on screen.”

“Thanks,” the giant goth moaned as her newest lover kissed the equally massive cock.

Who knew what the future held for them, but Kylie was glad to meet it so long as her fetish was involved. And it would be. She’d never get tired of inflating bellies and watching then swell with her young over the months. Even if they weren’t anywhere near Janice’s gorgeous size.
