[bookmark: _GoBack]Zoey grunted, releasing the last of her mornings loads into her mom and sister. It was trying, thinking of how long she spent being opposed to this. The pleasure she got, the thrill of knowing it was definitely taboo, was second to none. Well, maybe she could think of a couple things better. Mostly Carmen. And Carmen’s cocks.

There was just something about that futa. It didn’t matter how much Zoey loved ramming her dicks into people, how good it felt knowing they were helpless to her raw power, and that she was most likely knocking them up, she still went weak in the knees thinking of Carmen. Even buried balls-deep in her family, she couldn’t stop imagining her first real crush getting in on the action.

She brushed her mane back as she pulled free. Lovely, thick ball-goop stretched away from her famiy, linking them together. More oozed from their gaped pussies as they turned around, clearly ragged and half-brain-dead. That didn’t stop them from doing their usual duty in cleaning Zoey’s magnificent horse cocks. She honestly thought it’d be harder to adjust to being an anthropomorphic horse, but Carmen made sure it was easy. And that it felt right.

A mirror reflected the trio back at them. Zoey never got tired of seeing herself like this. The slightly elongated face, thick mane of hair, incredible muscles. Above all else, she adored the look of her cocks, the skin a deep black with dark pink splotches toward the head, withdrawing into a fat ring that was their sheath. It somehow blended seamlessly and obtusely back into her tanned complexion. A rotund sack of the same pitch-black colour hung past her knees, packed tight with a quartet of balls.

The best part wasn’t herself, though it was a close second, but the sight of her sister and mom worshipping at the shrine of her cocks. Their eyes were glazed over in lust, tongues lapping along the multiple feet of Zoey’s phalli, following veins or any errant stream of cum. Zoey gently massaged their scalps, pleased to once again have left them a sticky, sweaty mess.

But she couldn’t stay there forever. She could, it wasn’t like school was anything mandatory now, however there was simply much more pleasure to be found there. It also got her breeding sows all rialled up for when she got back, the pair nearly insensate when she walked in the door. Too many times, she’d come in and found them in various compromising positions. Most of the time without even closing the blinds.

That didn’t mean she had to part ways just yet. Zoey lifted their heads, so their cheeks were nuzzled up against her cocks.

“Time to shower, pets.”

“Does that mean we get to wash you all over?” Mom asked, excitedly.

“Of course.”

“In all your ‘crevices’?” Her sister bit her lip, releasing it with a moan as Zoey nodded.

She led the way, broodmares on their knees right behind her. Few things were so intoxicating for the towering futa, her cocks not softening in the slightest. Along the way, she caught the scent of breakfast cooking downstairs. It was her aunt’s turn, no doubt leaving her a mess between the legs. Zoey looked to her mares. The look in their eye made it clear they weren’t going to finish this shower without making a mess too. Didn’t look like her aunt would get a real ‘breakfast’.

The shower was cramped. Unlike Carmen, Zoey didn’t have the luxury of renovations, made to duck under every door in her own home, while also filling out walk-in shower to near capacity. She could just barely fit in there with the others, but they made it work. Though she had to leave her cocks outside. Even then, Zoey had her sister and mom pressed flush against her ass and the wall. They didn’t complain, all too happy to pour soapy water over themselves and using their bodies as sponges against Zoey’s backside.

A hand reached between her thighs, lathering her balls, while brushing against her plump pussy. It didn’t see as much action as it might like, but it wasn’t without attention. Zoey hummed her approval, rocking her hips and raking her snatch along the arm. She didn’t know whose it was, not that it mattered.

It didn’t take long for another hand to reach between her ass cheeks and grab onto her doughnut. That was one of the stranger changes Carmen gave her, though it became a favourite fast enough. So thick, squishy and, above all, sensitive. With an endless flow of sudsy water, fingers slipped all over the fat ring, then inside of it. Zoey arched her hips into them, knocking the breath from their lungs. But that only made them more eager.

“Good girls,” Zoey said, pressing back harder, “So thorough. I like that. But we really don’t have time to waste. So…”

She leaned forward and raised her ass, affording them some movement. Mom took advantage of that, crawling between Zoey’s legs, so they were squatted on either side of her. When she settled back, they were both smothered by her lower body, in perfect position to lick her ass and thighs clean. Zoey dug her fingers into her tits, groping and lathering herself as she savoured the tongues and hands of her family.

“Ooh, Mom. I can’t believe you ever wasted this tongue on a guy. You were made to eat pussy, you know that?” Zoey cooed, “I mean, I know that’s how we were conceived and everything, but this is really the best!”

Her mom took that praise and dug her tongue in further, hands massaging the voluptuous thighs that gripped her. Zoey wasn’t even tensing, she was just that thickly built. Flawless fat and muscle ration, designed to squeeze, choke and breed. Her sister’s tongue writhed angrily, while she grabbed two handfuls of Zoey’s ass, the flesh all but pouring between the digits.

“You too, Sis. Don’t worry,” Zoey laughed, pinching her nipples. This was far from the kind of encounters she expected to have; maybe sixty-nining with Rachel, or a little bit of rope-play. With anyone, let alone her direct family. That just made it hotter though.

“Room for one more?” She peered down, smirking at how height difference between her and her aunt. Zoey still remembered a time when she had to look up at her. Hard to believe when Zoey had nearly seven-feet on the older woman. And especially so when said woman had to stand in the doorway, because Zoey’s cocks blocked her path.

“Always.”

Her aunt was undeterred by such size differences. Her eyes were hungry, hands clapsed tight as all manner of thoughts crossed her mind. Most likely a debate between ‘breakfast’ or stuff herself elsewhere. A loud rumble seemed to make her choice.

All sorts of magic was at play. Nothing else could possibly explain how her aunt could kneel down, grab a cock bigger than she was, then shove it into her mouth. Her jaw distended, cheeks going flush around it, and her throat followed soon enough. Zoey moaned low in her chest, rocking her hips to feed more into her aunt’s oesphagus. 

The woman’s neck turned into a fleshy condom for Zoey’s cock. She tried swallowing around it, throat rippling and squeezing Zoey even tighter. As pre-cum poured freely, the hunger in her eyes turned feral, hands coming to try and pull herself down on the gigantic shaft. Taking just the head was an achievement all its own, but she craved more. Much more.

Where her mom was a fantastic carpet-muncher, her aunt definitely had real experience with cock. Even if none of them were quite a match for Zoey, few of them even a tenth of her length and girth, she’d been with some bigger than average partners. It showed in how little she gagged, how carefully she paced her progress, and how wet she got just from sucking dick.

Zoey panted as she settled into what had become a frequent rhythm for her; thrusting her hips into one throat, while she bucked her ass and pussy onto a pair of tongues. Her ass cheeks clapped with every thrust, clenching up as she sped toward another climax. Perhaps if she wanted to impress someone, she’d try holding back. But there was no one there to impress. Her sister, mom and aunt were all little more than broodmares.

All they cared about was making her feel good. It could be fun to mess with them and hold off, though she didn’t really have time for that now. Zoey’s stomach growled. While whatever conservation of mass bullshit kept her cumming enough to fill bathtubs, she still needed to eat.

“Gotta wrap this up,” she groaned, feeling the rumbling and tightness of a climax building, “Brace yourselves.”

Much as she would’ve liked to let loose all of a sudden, she didn’t want to risk hurting anyone. Broodmares or not, they were still her family. And mothers to her unborn children. All three got a better grip on her body, then nodded. Zoey breaced herself against the shower walls, then thrust. Her balls shoved her mom down, but the woman just moaned and angled herself to fist Zoey’s pussy. The walls slurped on the hand, squeezing down with every brutal thrust.

Her aunt merely took the abuse. The bulge pressed past her sternum and into her chest, then down into her stomach. With well over half of Zoey’s length remaining. But that just meant she had more than three feet buried in her aunt’s sublime, slimy gullet. That, itself, was wonderful. Mixed with the fist opening and closing inside her cunt, while a mouth slurped all over her asshole, Zoey didn’t last much longer. 

She bit her lip, balls pulling up against her snatch, and ass cheeks clamping down around her sister. Throaty moans streamed from her, backed up by the sounds of her family’s own delight in her coming climax. Her aunt shuffled further forward, meeting the thrusts to take another foot of dick inside her. It bulged out from her abdomen, hanging between her legs. It throbbed, swelling multiple inches in girth, veins standing out like dozens of roots. Her aunt gagged, unable to subdue it anymore.

The pressure that came from her choking brought Zoey to her peak. Both holes clamped shut around their respective partners, while her cock warmed up with her molten, viscous load. She pressed back into her sister’s face, all but crushing her, and let the release flood her senses. The best part of cumming as a futa, was the raw intensity of it.

The way Zoey understood it, a girl’s orgasm was stronger, but harder to reach. A guy’s was the opposite. She got to feel both of those, cumming fast and feeling the ripples of her release across her entire body. In her loins, up her stomach, and along her very skin, right down to the cuticles on her head. And it only felt better when her pussy was full of her mom’s fist, both sexes getting their ultimate release.

Her first upheaval of cum plunged into her aunt’s belly. It bellowed out from her body, stretching out to resemble a full-term pregnancy, and bouncing with the raw pressure of her ejaculation. At the same time, Zoey’s pussy yanked her mom’s fist up into her, all the way to the elbow, before hosing down the arm and coating in fem-cum. It wasn’t much better than jizz, but at least it wasn’t nearly as thick and noticeable. 

Her sister got the short end in that regard. Though she didn’t seem bothered, having her face smothered in Zoey’s fat ass and its voluptuous doughnut. Across the room, their aunt’s belly finished closing the gap between her and the futa, who was far from done. That said, the woman had no more room. Nor was she resillient enough to hold all of Zoey’s hyper-dense ball-cream.

The carpet squelched underfoot as Zoey made her way downstairs. The others were busy actually cleaning up, or making each other messier. One or the other. She suspected her mom and sister were probably ‘helping’ her aunt, funnelling the outpour of cum from her ass into their mouths.

Zoey turned back to ‘normal’. She wasn’t going to stay that way when going to school. It tended to attract far more attention than was worthwhile, especially when her musk made any female - the few that were left - or futa a total slut for her. Plus the height made it difficult getting around her house. She sighed as she ducked into the kitchen and piled her plate high with eggs, toast and bacon. It was enough to feed her entire family on its own.

Having a reprieve from the stench of sex and cum and sweat was nice every now and then. If a little dull. Even before her futanari transformation, she was fond of the smell after working up a good sweat. Still, the smell of a freshly made breakfast was nice too. Zoey ate in silence, save for the occasional rumbling in her balls as they replenished the long day of smut that awaited them.

What had her life become? Zoey had two sets of memories, though she much preferred one over the other. Living her life as a timid girl that was really good at track just didn’t sit as well with her. Being a futa, growing up as a boy for a little while, then being outed weren’t the easiet thing, but it brought her family closer much sooner. And she distinctly remembered the first time she transformed into her larger - truer - self. The way things changed after that.

Then there was meeting Carmen. It went much the same as before, though Zoey was less threatened by Gretchen. It was more about being attracted to Carmen, lusting after her, even more than she did for Rachel. Though the two of them were an item by that point in this timeline. Thinking about it too long became confusing, so she moved on from that. The most important thing was how she complete she felt compared to that other version.

Maybe she wasn’t trans? Maybe she only felt that way because of that magic book Carmen used on all of them? She never asked much about any of that. So long as she knew what was done to her, and that Carmen wouldn’t do anything more without her permission, she wasn’t concerned.

Zoey sighed as she finished her meal. There was still plenty left over for her mares, though she doubted that they’d bother. Her aunt was a fount of nutrition for the meantime. Not that she had any idea how nourishing her cum was, but it didn’t seem to have any adverse effects either. She left it for them anyway, heading off to an institution of unfiltered debauchery.

Well, that was what she expected to find. Most students came early, in both senses of the word, filling out the school’s courtyard with their naked bodies and adding to the glaze of cum all over the grass. Yet there was no one around.

She headed for the library. If the weather wasn’t great, or if some prudes were standing by the gates in protest - they were really just perverts - but none of those were a factor today. It was empty. Zoey supposed people could be late. The temptation to just stay home and fuck or masturbate was always present for futanari.

That theory quickly went out the window as she walked out and saw a group heading to the main building. Most of the time, if they walked straight in, then there was something going on. Either a ‘special assembly’ or an orgy. Zoey chuckled and caught up to them, changing back to her equine form, shredding her clothes in the process. Her cock slapped up between two of the futanari. An orgy was always fun, but no one liked to embarrass themselves by being a quickshot. Couldn’t hurt to pump out a couple loads first.

“Hey, Zoey.”

“Hey. You wanna bend over?” Zoey asked. She distinctly remembered the first time she took advantage of her musk, how nervous she felt about whether it’d work on soemone other than her family. Now, however, she was fully certain of her power.

“Hmm? Oh, maybe later.”

Maybe… later?

That was a first.

“Um, okay. How about you?”

“Sorry, Zo. We’re gonna be late.”

Late for what? Zoey didn’t press the issue. While it was crazy to even think of someone refusing her, she wasn’t about to force them. It did pique her curiosity, however. For someone to so casually brush her off, there had to be something important going on. Or someone important to do. Did Carmen come back already?

That was the only person Zoey could think of that’d be so enticing as to completely outmatch her. She thought Carmen would’ve told them first, but the surprise wasn’t an unwelcome one. Zoey hadn’t gotten properly stuffed in a while, and those crazy, horse-dog-deity hybrid dicks sounded so fucking good right then. She followed the girls, her cocks bobbing between them. Yet they acted like it wasn’t even there.

Yeah, it was definitely Carmen then. No one could compell the masses like her. The others were probably already there too. Zoey stroked the base of her shafts, pushing her balls along with her thighs. Anticipation moisted her pussy, while turning her mind to the fat ring between her butt cheeks. Her nostrils flared, catching the reek of a full-scale orgy. Though it could’ve also have been a few particularly prolific futanari. Or just Carmen herself.

She seemed to get more impressive every day. And it’d already been about a week since Zoey last saw her. There could be all manner of changes in that time. She was already a goddess among mortals, but everyone knew there was still more to come. They couldn’t explain it. It was just a feeling, like a constant bubbling anticipation whenever they looked at her. But she seemed unaware of that herself.

The futanari stopped at a classroom. It didn’t have any significance to Zoey, but her heart started pounding nonetheless. Just one week without Carmen and she was reduced to this? It’d be pathetic if it was for anyone else. With Carmen, it was inevitable really. The door opened and out poured an impressive musk, a worthy match for Zoey’s own. Her cocks hardened and her pussy moistened.

“Come on, you fucking freaks. I’ve only cum ten times, so don’t you think of slowing down now.”

That… wasn’t Carmen. Zoey grimaced as she looked in and saw Gretchen at the centre of a couple dozen futanari, their cocks pressed into her body from every angle, with several others pounding away at her holes. Except her mouth, which Zoey knew for a fact was probably the best one. If not because she was skilled there, then to at least keep her voice down. Zoey frowned as her disappointed faded; why was everyone there for Gretchen?

She wasn’t much of a novelty anymore. Those who had vendettas against her had acted on them, grown bored and moved on. Sure, Gretchen had a daily flow of futanari lined up to get their dicks sucked, but that was as much because they were just horny as anything else. So then why would everyone ignore each other just to try and fuck her? Just a cursory look and Zoey spotted at least three people she’d prefer over the blonde cunt.

Then again, it had been a while she let herself get aggressive during sex. She wasn’t gentle, however she was all too aware of how powerful her body was, the damage she could do. Even people Carmen made to be durable weren’t entirely safe. But with Gretchen, she didn’t care one way or another if that bitch ended up in hospital.

She saw Gretchen’s eyes go wide when they finally caught her. Zoey smirked. The last time they interacted, Zoey had thoroughly abused the blonde’s face. She fully planned on this time being far more brutal.

“Hello, bitch,” Zoey strode in, standing at full height so the top of her head grazed the ceiling. It was lucky that Saint Puella had such high ceilings. She brandished her cocks, pressing them into the backs of Gretchen’s current partners, who seemed unaware of Zoey’s presence, “Think you can handle these?”

Gretchen’s breathing hitched. She was scared. Zoey chuckled under her breath, glad that even the knowledge she’d probably be fine wasn’t enough to keep Gretchen’s confidence raised. Not in the face of Zoey’s majestic horse-cocks.

Then the blonde shook and moaned, her own member releasing a decent load all over her mostly flat belly. It bounced and wobbled with her climax, filled with semen rather than babies. As her orgasm faded, Gretchen took a moment to catch her breath, unfazed that a half-dozen cocks were rubbing against her face, then focused back on Zoey.

“Sorry, was too busy cumming. I think I can fit your pin-dicks in somewhere.”

Zoey’s eye twitched. She didn’t care about the insult, it was typical Gretchen fare, but the fact the blonde seemed unaffected by her presence was annoying. Since when did she get that attitude back? Just a few days ago, Gretchen was falling over herself with embarrassment as she begged for people’s cum. Now she acted like she was back on top. Like this was exactly what she wanted.

“Pin-dicks, huh? I’m gonna make you regret those words,” Zoey pushed her way past the people still fucking Gretchen, then slapped her cocks down on the wicked bitch’s belly. Just their weight was enough to knock the air from her lungs, but Zoey put some strength behind it too, causing every drop of cum to be expulsed through the nearest hole, “Actually, I’ll just fuck you brainless.”

Gretchen grinned, “Bring it.”
