“It was here! She was right here when they...it came and...I ran...I didn’t even try to help,” Penny sobbed, her flashlight shaking hard.

“It’s okay, Penny. Sit down for a bit. We’ll look around,” Clare said, guiding her down and handing her a bottle of water. Delilah squeezed her shoulder, smiling warmly, straining her lips to do so.

Everyone was stressed. Terrified. Losing Sian was one thing, but now they were missing Pat too. Even if Clare didn’t believe the idea of a monster in the woods, something was definitely happening. They’d joked about how much of a horror scenario this all was only a couple days prior, now it was actually happening. What the hell were they supposed to do?

Calling 911 was out of the question, since no one had cell service and the cabin phone was fucked too. A major safety hazard really. How was it even allowed to advertise in that state? Unless it was sabotaged. Clare glanced around, heart pounding against her ribs. Five girls, alone in the woods, were easy pickings for the right maniac. Or a monster.

“Come on,” Delilah said, her warmth bringing Clare back.

Her friend’s presence steeled her nerves and allowed her to continue. Flashlights cast long, spindly shadows as they turned around, looking every direction. They didn’t go far, keeping Penny in sight. Chances were they’d be going home, scared and exhausted, just to repeat it tomorrow.

“We should just keep going,” Clare said, “Walk until we get a signal and call someone.”

“Do you have any idea how many miles that is? Because I don’t. And what if they’re fine, just lost. It’s dark, maybe Penny just saw some shadows and got spooked.”

“But then where’s Pat?”

“Ran off to try and find Penny?”

“But she has a flashlight on her. Kind of hard to miss when it’s this dark out.”

“I don’t know, Clare,” Delilah sighed, “I just...I’m trying.” Her voice trembled. The persona she put out was cheery, outgoing, a hopeless air-head affected by nothing. It simply wasn’t true.

Clare wrapped a hand around her waist, giving her a gentle squeeze. They kept going in circles, double-checking just in case, and found nothing. No tracks, no broken twigs or branches. Everything looked deathly still. Exactly as it should’ve been. They shared a look, the same thought passing between them.

“Penny! Come on, we’re going back. We’re no good like this,” Clare said. Her legs ached, she couldn’t imagine what Delilah’s felt like, and everyone was on edge. Grass and twigs cracked underfoot as they approached, but the sounds didn’t stop when they did.

Penny looked up, pupils dilated in terror, and turned her light around. Clare and Delilah took the other directions, all backing up so there was no gap in their sight. Quivering hands went to their pepper sprays, breath shallow and quick. As the sound approached, Clare’s eyes vibrated. She was light-headed. All her strength had gone. Could she even lift her only means of self-defence?

The time to find out came way too soon. Her light caught a set of bare legs. She squeaked, alerting the others, who turned their own lights and fully illuminated the figure.

Everyone let out a collective sigh and rushed forward, catching Sian before she could slump forward onto the ground. She was in a state, seemingly catatonic, her eyes staring light-years ahead. She didn’t look hurt, though there was a weird amber goo clinging to her. It stuck to their hands whether they touched. Clare ignored it and lifted her up, doing her best not to ogle her chest.

What was wrong with her that she had to actively think about not staring? This was the absolute worst possible time for her to want to look. It had to be something else. There was a weird smell hanging around Sian. Familiar, though she couldn’t say from where at all.

“Sian? You okay?” Delilah asked.

“...think so...”

She could speak. Thank god for that.

“Can you walk?” Clare asked.

“...yeah...” Sian stood on her own, swaying for a moment before she found her balance.

“Did you see Pat out there?” Penny whimpered.

“I don’t know,” Sian frowned, “I just...want to go home.”

“Alright. This is fine. Uh, Penny, can you help Sian get back? We’ll look around a little longer just in case,” Delilah said. The short trans-girl looked up, lip shaking, but nodded. They weren’t that far from the cabin. She wasn’t built for this, “We won’t be long. Just another five minutes at most.”

“I, uh,” Sian gulped and wetted her lips, “I think I saw someone there.” She pointed away. Clare frowned, she had a feeling something was that way. Not Patricia. Something else.

“See? We’re going to be fine. If it’s Pat, then we’re all good. If it’s someone else, maybe they can help?”

“And if they’re the one that kidnapped Sian?” Clare asked.

“Wasn’t...a person...”

“Huh?”

“I told you!”

“Alright, alright. Clare, let’s just check. We have pepper spray and we’re young and fit. Five minutes. Nothing more.”

“Yeah, okay. You got this?” Clare looked to Penny, who braced Sian against her, resolute in her duty, “Great. We’ll see you soon.”

Clare and Delilah watched them go for a minute first, making sure nothing happened, then turned in the direction Sian pointed. Both pulled their sprays out, at the ready, and walked on. The first few minutes had nothing but false scares and eerie calm. Far too much for a thick woodland in the middle of Summer. Where was the wildlife? Even the smells were off.

The earthy tones were muted, bogged down by something much too sweet. A honey-like scent. No, fresh baked cookies. Or was it kind of heady? A bit musky? Kind of...sexual.

She noticed Delilah breathing heavier as they walked, but didn’t think anything of it at first. They were moving quick, trying to cover as much ground as possible. But Clare wasn’t straining much at all. Her legs ached, sure, however she wasn’t breathing nearly as hard. Delilah wasn’t that out of shape. Actually, she had way better stamina for this stuff than people gave her credit for.

So it had to be something else.

“We should turn back,” Clare said, “Make sure Sian’s alright. Penny too.”

“Still got one more minute” Delilah breathed. Now that they weren’t moving, Clare could easily make out how flushed she’d become, cheeks rosy and even her eyes were wild. Distinctly focused on Clare too. Specifically her boobs. She seemed to realise that and pushed up from the tree she was resting on, “Now come on.”

Clare followed, but she watched closely. The further they went in the direction Sian pointed, the thicker, more cloying the scents became. And the more pronounced the musky notes were. Delilah swayed a little, but caught herself quickly.

A short time later and their alarm beeped, “That’s five, Delilah. Come on.”

“Clare! You should see this.”

Coming up behind her, Clare’s eyes widened and her head pulsed. Quite some distance away, barely in range of their lights, stood what looked like a flower. Only on a monstrous scale. Unnatural colours glistened, the petals appearing to shift and churn with sinew. It stood out all the more clearly thanks to the barren clearing. Not a blade of grass in sight. Even the trees still standing looked haggard, frail, ready to crumble to dust.

“It’s beautiful.”

“Delilah?” Clare looked at her friend. Not because she didn’t agree. The ‘flower’ was an entrancing sight, its shape, colours and sheer scale a botanists dream. She was concerned because Delilah had her can of pepper spray between her legs, unconsciously grinding into it.

“What a smell...”

“Delilah!” Clare snapped, finally breaking her out of it.

“Huh? Oh...sorry, just feel so horny for some reason.”

“You’re serious?” Clare stared at her blankly.

“I know! It’s crazy and stupid and all that, but I can’t...god, Clare, I really want to fuck you right now. You don’t feel anything?”

“No!” Clare immediately said, then frowned and squeezed her legs together, “Well, I’m a little wet. But that’s...this is fucked. Come on. Let’s go.” It had to be the flower. The smell. Something like that. Or else the two of them had a fucked up kink neither knew of before.

Delilah nodded and they turned away. Clare took a few steps when she stopped, head pulsing. Something felt weird. Like deja vu. She knew this place didn’t she? And that flower. Something about it was so familiar. She looked back, just in time to see the petals unfold and a set of spindly limbs crawl out. They formed something like a hand that waved to her. Clare whipped around and sped up.

— Penny —

It didn’t seem like Sian was all that out of it. Once Delilah and Clare were gone, she started walking easier, hardly needing Penny’s aid to balance, but she didn’t move far. Was she drugged? It wasn’t out of the question, but then she was acting too normal. Or...too abnormal? Something definitely didn’t seem right, but Penny was more focused on doing her job.

She was useless. She knew that. Everyone just kept her around because she was cute and had a big dick. Sometimes she made them laugh and helped ease tensions, sure, however that was it. When the situation called for help, she was just dead weight. Always leaving the hard work for Pat or someone else to deal with. Now Pat was gone.

She had to do something useful. Even if that was just getting out of the way.

The cabin came into view. They left a light on just in case. Couldn’t do too many, since the generator and panels only had so much juice, but enough for it to be a beacon in the distance. Sian sped up, all but pulling Penny with her. Instead of the other way around like it should’ve been. As they approached the door, the trans-girl stopped, glaring at the ivy around it.

She swore it hadn’t been that close to the door yesterday. The vegetation was clearly kept under control, left for aesthetic and maybe some insulation, but the door was always clear. Sian wasn’t perturbed in the slightest, walking up and opening it, then waving to Penny. Stop being silly, she thought and walked in. What happened to Pat couldn’t be real. Just some rope traps or something. It was dark. She imagined the vines coming alive and stringing her best friend up and molesting her.

“Never thought I’d miss a couch so much,” Sian sighed as she plopped onto it, covering it in that strange, amber residue on her skin.

“Shouldn’t you take a shower first? Or eat something?”

“Nah, I’m good for now. Besides, this stuff’s good. Feels nice. Smells great too. Here, sniff!” Sian stuck her arm out, inviting Penny over. She was taken aback at first, but figured she should be accommodating given what Sian might’ve gone through.

“What is that?” Penny asked, brow furrowed as she tried deciphering what the aroma was.

“No idea. Think it’s sap or something. Want a lick?”

“No. I’m good,” Penny said and walked to the kitchen, getting a glass of water. That elusive scent lingered on her mind and with her body. She felt strangely flushed thinking about it. Her pants were a little tighter than they ought to be. She couldn’t be getting turned on.

“Sian, do you remember anything that happened?”

“Hmm? Yeah. I got horny on the hike, saw something like that looked like a dick, fucked it, then got a little side-tracked.”

“What?” Penny almost laughed, “This isn’t funny, Sian. Pat’s missing.”

“She’s fine.”

“How do you know?”

“Just a feeling I get. Come on, relax a little,” Sian said, patting a cushion next to her. Penny clenched her jaw, but sat down. She ignored the way her member shifted as she did.

“Amazing that you’re still getting horny.”

“What?” Penny balked at the abrupt statement.

“I just figured given what happened, you’d still be soft.”

“It just has a mind of its own,” Penny pouted and drank her water. It didn’t slake her thirst like she’d hoped, so she kept sipping while Sian watched, a coy smile teasing at her lips.

“Especially when Pat’s involved. Ever wonder what she’d look like with bigger boobs?”

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“I mean it. Like, imagine she was so big, she made Delilah look flat,” Sian cackled, licking her lips, “With big fat, juicy nipples you just want to suck on all day.”

Penny crossed her leg, trying to choke off her womanhood, but it still pulsed against her leg, “Pat’s missing! Why are we talking about her like she’s getting a boob job?”

Sian moved closer, the strange scent coming in thick, “Because she’s fine. I told you. There’s nothing to worry about. Pretty soon, she’ll be back and you guys can pick up where you left off.”

“Left off? You...how do you know about that?”

“Don’t worry about it. In fact, just sit back and breathe, nice and slow. Freaking out won’t help anyone.”

“But...she could in trouble.”

“Being so on edge will make it worse. Come on, let’s take the edge off, yeah? I know you want to.”

“No...”

“What if I do everything? Would that make you happy,” Sian leaned in close, lips brushing Penny’s ear as she whispered, “Princess?”

The smell was so strong now. Even without licking it, Penny could taste it clearly on her tongue. It finally clicked for her though, as she felt a rush of arousal flood her genitalia. This weird smell was doing something to her. Turning her on. It was probably doing the same thing to Sian. Then...she needed to get it off her.

“Hahaha, good girl,” Sian said, brushing her hair softly as Penny ran her tongue over a sticky shoulder, “Tastes good, right?”

“Hmm,” Penny hummed and went for more. If she couldn’t get Sian to take a shower, then she just needed to lick it all up herself. Like a dog. Like an overeager puppy. Sian laid down, pulling her on top, offering a bountiful feast for her tongue. Penny licked all over her shoulders, her neck, her face, up and down her belly, before swirling around a nipple. The resin was thickest there for some reason. She had to latch on and suck to get it off.

It tasted so much like it smelled, only she was more acquainted with the flavour. She struggled to piece it together, mind constantly reeling from the fresh nectar tingling on her taste buds, until Sian spread her legs and gently pushed her lower.

Pussy! The amber tasted like pussy. Not just that. It was the sweetest, most fragrant cunt Penny had ever had the pleasure of tasting. There was just enough tartness to make it decadently complex, to keep her lusting for more. 

“Hmm, you’re so hard. But, she’s not for me. Not yet,” Sian cooed, curling a leg around to grind along Penny’s tight crotch, member swelling up in response, “Get a good taste, Penny, baby. If you thought my pussy tasted amazing before, get ready for it now.”

Whining, helpless against her body, Penny dove in. She didn’t tease or even hesitate, just jammed her little tongue as deep as it would go. Sian definitely liked that, arching into her face and clenching around her muscle. It was just as she said. She tasted infinitely better than Penny remembered. So strong too. Like sex condensed into fluid.

It went straight to Penny’s crotch, her cock leaking now.

“Someone’s getting excited,” Sian cooed, “I can feel it on my leg. Keep going, Penny. Princess. Puppy. Ooh, like that do you? Okay, be a good puppy and lick my cunt clean. Get every inch.”

Penny was really at a loss. What was she doing? Why couldn’t she bring herself to stop? Her cock was achingly hard, desperate for her to pull it out and fuck Sian’s delicious pussy. But that meant stopping this. She couldn’t just do that. Not when Sian told her to lick it clean. So she pushed further, nose buried in folds, clit rubbing softly against her skin, while she lapped up every drop of Sian’s juices. Laced with more of that amber sap.

“That’s it. Good girl!” Sian groaned, voice raising as Penny worked hungrily. Her throat was constantly bobbing, carting this unbelievable mix right to her stomach, where it warmed her up all over. Mostly in her loins though. She thrust her hips, hungry for stimulation, and gladly humped against Sian’s leg as she ate her out. Hands wove into her hair, pushing further, until she couldn’t see, taste, or smell anything but Sian’s womanhood. It covered her face, like it wanted to swallow her whole.

Was Sian always so loose?

The thought crept in with suspicion, then was quickly struck down by Sian’s leg pressing harder into her erection. Pre-cum leaked incessantly. Her panties were soaked in the stuff. She never leaked this much, even at her most aroused. Something about Sian’s taste just made so fucking horny.

“Yes, there! Good girl, good puppy! Keep going! Clean up, then we’ll start the real fun!”

‘Real fun’? Sex? Penny groaned and redoubled her efforts, adding what little finesse she could in her current state. It was enough though. Sian’s juices flowed faster, thicker, walls closing in as her breath picked up. She clawed at Penny’s head, grinding into her now, until she came with a guttural cry.

Her juices flooded Penny’s mouth, forcing her to swallow fast or drown in it. Spilling wasn’t even an option in her mind. She needed this stuff inside her.

It didn’t last long. Less than a minute, but when it was over, Penny felt...light. Heavy. Floating. Drowning. Happy. Scared.

But Sian was there to hug her, to pet her and lightly stroke her erection. The amber was present too. Its scent very much sexual now. Every inhale through her nose was ripe with sex. What was once sweet, almost like fresh made cookies or honey, was just raw, unbridled sex to her. Like when she and Pat and Clare had that threesome all night. The bed reeked of their passion.

Oh, Clare. Pat. Penny whined into Sian’s breast.

“I know,” the deliciously scented blonde cooed, “Don’t worry. There’ll be plenty of time for them later. For now, you need to get up and act normal. They’re almost back.”

Penny pouted and got a stern look. She sighed and did as told, adopting natural position, legs bunched up against her shirt to hide the amber that had rubbed on it and her erection. Her desperately throbbing erection. Sian just laid down and breathed deep, like she was sleeping.

Just as she’d said, the door opened a moment later and Clare walked in, followed closely by Delilah. They looked frazzled too. Delilah most of all. Her cheeks were red and she looked uncomfortable in her clothes. In short, she looked horny too.

Penny gulped and was about to make a move, but Sian’s foot kicked her. A reminder of her role. She just had to sit there and act normal. In that situation, she supposed that meant staring into space, acting like she was worried for Pat – she wasn’t anymore, Sian told her not to – when really she was just trying not to jerk herself off.

“How is she?” Clare asked.

“Um...she...she just passed out when we got in,” Penny said, nervous. She hoped it came off like she wasn’t hiding something.

“That’s probably good. She might’ve been wandering around for ages trying to find us,” Delilah said, then her stomach growled, “We better eat.”

The kitchen was stocked well for them. Though most of the ingredients were useless to them, seeing how Pat was the cook, but there were instant ramen packs. Clare offered one to Penny, but she refused. Her belly was full. She glanced at Sian, noticing a sly grin. They left one out for Sian when she woke up, then retired to their room. The way Delilah was slurping her food, making eyes at Clare, Penny had some idea of what was going to happen between them.

Once their door clicked shut, Sian got up. She took Penny’s hand, dragging her up as well.

“Time for things to get interesting,” she said and led the way to her room. 

Penny gasped when they stepped inside. Her immediate impulse was to turn and run, heart slamming in her chest and head, but something kept her there. It wasn’t Sian. She’d stepped in without fear. Like she didn’t see the dozens of creepers lazily crawling through the open window.

They were everywhere. Up the walls, over the bed, on the bedside tables. As Sian sat down, several curled around her arms and legs, welcoming her. The blonde grinned and beckoned to Penny, the vines mimicking her fingers. She stepped forward and the door shut behind her, locking her in with her friend and these things.

“Don’t worry,” Sian said, standing up to pull her in. The vines underfoot shifted to fit her feet, moulding to them like memory foam, “They won’t go too far today. We want Pat to be here for that.”

“They...what are...”

“Hell if I know,” Sian shrugged, “Some kind of alien flower monster? Who cares?”

“It took Pat.”

“And now she’s having the best orgasms of her life.”

“It’ll take me too?”

“Later. For now, it seems like it just wants to explore. You’ve got different equipment than us after all. Don’t think it’s seen a cock before.”

Penny sucked on her lip, staring at them all. It was hard to make out just how many there were in the dull light drifting in from outside. She didn’t really want to know either. It’d only freak her out. Sian seemed fine though. More than fine given how she was pressing into Penny, palming her butt and slowly pulling her to the bed.

“Do we fuck?” Penny asked, the words born from nothing more than pure horniness.

“We’ll see. For now, how about another taste?” Sian slipped a finger along her pussy, bringing it up to Penny’s face. Her nostrils flared, the scent even stronger than just moments ago. Were the vines doing it? She stuck her tongue out and licked it up all the same, eventually slurping Sian’s whole finger inside, letting it lead her down onto her back.

Sian praised her, slowly crawling up. She pulled her finger out, only to replace it with her pussy a second later. Penny moaned into it, the juices coming even faster. She was almost so consumed by it that she didn’t notice the cords winding up her legs and torso. She lifted her arms before they could get to them, fixing both hands to Sian’s plump ass and pulling it down so she could stick her tongue deeper.

Thin vines pulled Penny’s shirt up, all but peeling it over her implants. When they found those, they immediately went about exploring, coiling around them multiple times and squeezing. Despite her misgivings, Penny moaned. Her boob job had made her crazy sensitive, the flesh tight and eager for stimulation. Feeling soft, fleshy ropes gently roll across them made her member swell even greater.

“There’s a good puppy. Let them feel around. Once they know what you like, then the magic starts.”

Penny groaned, feeling them tugging at her pants now.

“Don’t fight. It’s not fair that I’m the only one naked here, right? Besides, your cock looks like it needs some help,” Sian said, finishing with a pop of her lips. She had a point.

Penny relaxed, driving her tongue deeper to focus on something other than her cock being exposed to these...whatever they were. It flipped up, earning an appreciative coo from Sian, who rolled her hips against Penny’s face. A mix of fem-cum and that sap covered her. It was so good.

Made even better when Sian wrapped a hand around her throbbing member. It leaked heavily, Penny’s balls contracting, spewing more. A slippery sound joined Penny’s moans as the hand moved up her length. Long, winding fingers curled around her thighs, digging into her flesh, then slithered over her crotch. Just as Sian said, they hadn’t seen a cock before. They were curious.

Did they take Pat because they were curious too? Sian didn’t seem hurt. So Pat was probably fine too. And so would Penny. Sian also said they’d make her feel good too. With how hard she was, she needed some release. Penny didn’t really care where it came from at that point.

“Ooh, listen to them,” Sian said.

Penny frowned and thought she meant the vines, then she picked up the two, distinctly feminine voices from next door. Were Delilah and Clare actually fucking right now? Her brief flash of anger was placated by Sian’s juices. That was fine. They could do that. Pat was fine after all. Not like Penny wasn’t doing anything different.

“Let’s pick up the pace a little, hmm? Can’t let them have all the fun,” Sian moaned and let go of her cock. Her grip was replaced an instant later by several cords, all warm and slimy and strong as they jerked her.

Penny groaned into her pussy, hands massaging Sian’s ass as she guzzled more of her salacious juices. More vines touched her boobs now, circling her little nipples, before the tiniest feelers coiled around them, jerking the nubs like her dick. The trans-girl thrust her hips in response, which startled them, all the vines squeezing tight. She moaned loudly at that, cock flexing hard.

More vines spiralled up her body. Penny kicked her legs out, muscles tightening when she felt the warm tendrils creeping up. She wasn’t scared though. It felt good. Her body felt warm, cradled in so many strong fingers. As she squirmed, they got stronger, until she could barely even fidget.

“Struggling makes them nervous. So they try and stop you. But you guessed that already, didn’t you? Puppy likes being punished it seems.”

Penny moaned, gasping against Sian’s pussy when a cord snapped around her neck, choking her lightly. The vines had caught on it seemed, no longer startled by her constant movement. Or did they understand Sian’s words? Penny whined, hoping to make Sian tell them something else.

“You want more? I think they do too. Let’s see what they do-OOOH! Looks like I get to join in too.”

Sian shifted forward, pussy still firmly planted against Penny’s lips, but it did give her a look at the blonde’s ass. Multiple vines had looped around her ass, hooking into her hole and pulling it apart. A rustling brought Penny’s attention further up and she saw a massive one approach. It was different to the others. Where they were smooth save for the occasional bumps or lines like veins, this was distinctly phallic. Bulbous head, veiny, bumpy shaft and oozing excitedly.

Penny bucked her hips into her restraints as it pushed into Sian’s ass. It didn’t struggle at all. Sian didn’t even grunt as the wrist thick dick spread her anus wide. It pushed in, deeper and deeper, seemingly endless.

“Ooh, yeah. Get nice and deep. Get your seeds right in my ass. Fuck, I can’t wait for you to feel this Penny. It’s so fucking amazing.”

Penny believed her. The way Sian’s pussy clenched around her tongue, juices pumping out so fast she had no choice but to spill them. It streaked over her cheeks, pooling beneath her head. Some of it trickled over her ears. She swore she heard a giggling sound as it passed, but it was pleasant, so she paid it no mind. Far more pressing was the slippery tendril circling her cock head.

Much more of this and she’d cum for sure. Penny couldn’t wait. This was going to be a big one. The best one. Her balls were so tight, ready to blow, but they were keeping her right on the edge. It was was only a matter of time though, between her nipples and cock. Sian wasn’t even doing much more than sitting on her, getting fucked and eaten out. But god she looked incredible.

The vine looked incredible. Sian’s pucker bulged as it pulled back, like it was trying to hollow her out, then it drove deep, pushing several inches more than what came out. She had to be stuffed with its girth already, yet she was still getting filled. Penny wouldn’t say she was jealous, but her ass suddenly felt so empty..

Cords wormed their way around her ass cheeks, sliding over her own pucker. She lifted her hips playfully, only to get them yanked back down. Penny moaned into Sian’s pussy, then gargled on juices when a series of thin vines prodded at her opening. They were coated in a thick slime unlike the others, slipping all over, until they found a foothold past her rim. Being pulled open triggered even more pre-cum to flow, gushing over her tentacle-bound cock and over her balls.

“They’re winding through my guts,” Sian groaned, thrusting back against the vine fucking her so deep. 

It also rubbed her snatch all across Penny’s face, making sure she was well and truly marked in her entrancing scent. She got to see the pull back, watch the glistening vine retreat countless inches, before it slammed back in with a satisfying, lurid squelching slurp. Every thrust took several seconds, making sure Sian felt its full length each time. Rivers of amber leaked from her stretched hole, adding to the addicting mess on Penny’s face.

“You’re twitching so much,” Sian said, “You want to cum, don’t you, Penny?” She nodded against the blonde’s sopping pussy. Chuckling, Sian planted herself even firmer against the trans-girl’s mouth, “They don’t want you to. Not yet. I think they have an idea.”

Penny whined and reached up to grab at Sian’s tits, clawing at them, begging wordlessly for orgasm. All she needed was a little more stimulation. Faster strokes, deeper exploration into her ass, a tug on her nipples. Any of it would send her over the edge.

Sian laughed through a moan, then grunted, “Fuck, that’s my stomach. You trying to go all the way through me?”

The answer seemed obvious as the thrusts took a turn. Its pull back was shorter, the charge longer, pushing until Sian grunted in discomfort, and did it all again. Penny witnessed her friend’s asshole flexing hard, clenching up as her limits were tested.

“Oh god...it’s really going...all the way...”

Penny bucked her hips, but she couldn’t move at all. Living ropes slipped all over her body now, winding between her toes, tracing ticklish – yet erotic – patterns over her feet. They rolled against her breasts, testing their firmness, from base all the way to her nipple. None of it was any faster than before though, keeping a steady pace that left her leaking and wanting. She groaned, cock stiffening even more when they coiled around her balls and squeezed.

There was still one vine swirling around her tip, lathering it in their slimy emissions and her own pre. It felt so small, even smaller than what were constricting her nipples. Something that tiny could go just about anywhere couldn’t it? Like into her cock.

“It’s coming,” Sian whispered, then made a horrid retching sound. With the scenario however, it strengthened Penny’s lust, tongue going wild inside her friend. A second later and Penny felt something soft, warm and deliciously wet slide over her cock. It felt so much like a mouth, yet foreign at the same time. It slipped over her head and she bucked hard, yet didn’t move an inch, held completely still. At the mercy of the coiling tube swallowing more and more of her cock, all the way to the base.

The other vines bunched up around her crotch as it descended, then slurped up her length as it pulled back. Penny wailed at the sudden explosion of pleasure across her cock, balls clenching up tight. She’d never felt this hard in her entire life. Even pre-transition she was never this fucking rigid. Every instinct in her body cried out for her to breed. It didn’t matter if she was bred or something else. She just wanted to make children so damn bad.

It wouldn’t be long. Her abdomen clenched up tight, asshole flexing as the tendrils wove across her inner walls and cradled her prostate. Sian’s whole body moved, dragged to and fro by the vine slurping all over Penny’s dick. Richly textured walls milked her length, ever shifting and improving, until they were hitting all her key spots with squelching bob. Penny squirmed in her bonds, making them squeeze her tighter, pinch her tits, choke her even as she continued guzzling Sian’s juices. She finally couldn’t take it anymore.

Sensing her release, the vine slammed against her and suctioned tight. Penny’s whole body convulsed within the living ropes, every muscle working in concert to blow her load. It came violently, almost painful as it surged through her member. She didn’t feel a drop of it though, everything being sucked away. It kept milking her even when she was reduced to mere drops, only leaving her once she had nothing more to give this orgasm.

“That was awesome,” Sian said and climbed off her face, the vine popping free of her butt as well. Penny stared at it, taking in the four petalled opening that had sucked her off. A speck of cum stuck to its ‘lips’.

“Oh, we’re not done,” Sian sounded surprised by that. Penny couldn’t move a finger, so the vines did it for her, lifting her up until she was propped against the cushions, legs spread wide and still-turgid cock jutting freely. A couple more slithered up to wrap around each side of her head, before pushing into her lips. She moaned, tongue lapping up the amber they leaked.

Sian grinned and was about to crawl over, when she jerked upright. Down between her legs, Penny saw an even thicker tendril churning up her pussy. It bulged out her lower abdomen, the entire length protruding as it coiled around in her womb, then bumps appeared.

“Oooh, that was quick. Normally it fucks me for a bit before I get the seeds. Not complaining though, this is fucking heaven, Penny,” Sian said, patting her slowly ballooning tummy. Small bulbs stretched her out, far too many to count even if Penny wasn’t floating on her climax. Sian seemed disappointed at first, then she grabbed her tits, squeezing out great streams of what had to be milk. A fine spray hit Penny, adding a decadently sweet aroma to the heady stink of sex that saturating the room.

“So many. I think I know what it wants with these,” Sian said, swaying over to Penny and straddling her crotch. The tendril pressed into her cock, letting her feel the constant motion of seeds pumping through, “Ooh, you feel even bigger than normal, Penny. Are you just that horny? You want me to fuck your fat girl-cock until it blows inside me? You want to fertilise all these little seeds and make me swell up nice and big?”

Penny nodded, all but growling around the two vines plunging asynchronously into her throat. She didn’t bother trying to fight them anymore, well aware of her place. She was a puppy, helpless in the face of her owners, those being Sian and the vines. Her cock was the only part that didn’t understand, twitching up and brushing Sian’s stretched folds.

“You’ve been such a good girl. I’ll give you a reward,” Sian said as the vine pulled out slowly, still depositing dozens of seeds into her. Penny watched the bulge shrink down, leaving the blonde’s belly firmly stretched by hundreds of little bulbs, each no bigger than a grape. With a lewdly rich slurp, her pussy was vacated, then promptly slammed onto Penny’s crotch.

The trans-puppy-girl howled. Sian’s pussy was divine, a perfect sleeve of tight, wet and cloying flesh that slurped on Penny even better than the tube had. She was allowed to buck up, driving every inch into her friend. This was hardly the first time they fucked. Everyone in the group had done just about everything together at some point, but obviously things were different now. Sian’s pussy was so fucking soft, her tits gushing milk as they bounced with their thrusting, and Penny was massaged literally head to toe. Inside and out.

Sian leaned forward, breasts rippling against Penny’s face, as she bucked hard.

“Fuck! I thought, hmph! After all those births, ooh, you’d feel small! But you’re perfect, Penny! My perfect stud-pup!”

Penny fucked harder in celebration of her praise. She timed her hips to Sian’s movements, sliding out until just the head rested in the divine caress of her lips, then lunged up to meet her in a glorious clap of flesh. Other vines crawled in, spiralling up Sian’s tits to milk jets of milk right onto Penny’s face. It trickled down onto the tendrils reaming her throat, letting her taste it. They swung around Sian’s hips, bringing her down with even greater force.

“Don’t hold back, you hear? They’ll make sure we can keep going, so don’t you fucking dare keep your seed from me.”

That was never even a thought. Pussy felt far too good to possibly hold back. The only desire Penny had was to spill her seed. It didn’t matter that HRT had likely left it barren, she wanted to knock up her friend so bad. The second she felt the tremors, Penny bucked hard, right as the vines in her ass pressed her p-spot. Within less than ten minutes, she was cumming for the second time.

“Oooh god! That’s the stuff. So warm. The seeds are amazing, but feeling a good creampie is fucking fantastic,” Sian groaned, rolling her hips in languid milking motions until the final drops were spilled, “Let’s go again.”

Penny nodded numbly. She was still hard. How was she still so fucking hard? The vines, obviously, but even then it seemed impossible. It wasn’t that she couldn’t get it back up multiple times a day, however that normally came after a rest. Not back to back to back.

That didn’t matter to Sian, who rolled her hips. Her belly churned, seeds bumping audibly. There was a faint sloshing sound too, like Penny had flooded her with cum. That was impossible though. She didn’t cum anywhere that much. Logic quickly drifted out her mind as Sian’s glorious pussy stroked her whole length, coaxing her back to action. As they fucked though, she couldn’t help noticing Sian getting plumper. Or rather, her belly was.

“They’re growing so fast,” Sian groaned, holding her belly and arching her back so Penny saw it front and centre, “They really like your cum, Penny. So give us more. Make me swell even faster. Make me give birth!”

Penny wailed, the vines in her ass shifting strategy to thrust against her prostate hard and fast. She’d barely gotten to a rhythm before she was blowing once again, spewing seed right against Sian’s cervix. The blonde whimpered huskily, putting her full weight down on Penny to create as tight a seal as possible. Her belly gurgled, then inflated, completely misshapen from the burgeoning seeds.

It quickly reached across Penny’s torso and to her face, pressing into her. She had to turn away to avoid being suffocated, ear pressed right against it, allowing her to hear the seeds swimming within. Her seeds. She’d fertilised them. They were hers. Whatever babies came of them were hers. She was a mum!

Though not the way she wanted.

“That should do,” Sian panted, “Got to...sit down...birth babies...” she giggled drunkenly as she slipped off Penny, falling to the floor with a dull thud. The vines must’ve caught her.

That left Penny alone on the bed, bound and her cock slowly flagging at last. She thought that was it. She could go to sleep, but the vines weren’t done. Her ass was pried open even more, stretched more than she ever managed even after hours of anal play, then something bulbous pushed in. She jerked and grunted, cock twitching. It didn’t harden, completely spent, yet her body still thrummed with pleasure as the obscenely broad tendril lazily sawed to and fro, slowly driving deeper into her guts.

Every muscle convulsed when it jerked past her sigmoid colon. Like it was satisfied with the depth, it stopped thrusting. It wriggled around, pushing its body into her walls, stretching her out and grinding her prostate. Dribbles of cum oozed out her flagging member. Penny whined, mind overloading with sensations.

Then came the first balls. Just like with Sian, she thought and her eyes rolled, feeling firm, heavy seeds pop into place inside her bowels. It didn’t take long for them to take up all the room, forcing themselves deeper, winding around her innards and suffusing her with a deliciously rich, full sensation. Sian said she was giving birth to these things. Then...Penny would too.

Tears trailed down her cheeks. They gave her something she never thought she could have. Who cared if it wasn’t a human baby? She was going to be a mummy.

A familiar, terribly thin vine approached her cock. She was mostly soft by then, held at a quarter mast by all the sensations pervading her ass, but it didn’t seem bothered by that. It circled her sensitive head, then licked along her urethra. Penny just sighed, completely relaxed in the full-body restraints. She didn’t even gag when the vines plunged too deep into her throat anymore.

It was easily the best high of her life.

Not even the prodding against her cock-slit could break it. The sudden penetration, however, did. She screamed in a mix of pain, shock and pleasure. Her eyes bulged, staring at the tiny green limb as it snaked down her urethra. A tremor of worry stalled her heart when she saw the bulges approach. They were equally tiny, barely the size of a grain of rice, yet she felt them like baseball bats as they pumped down her cock.

She was held firm, unable to move an inch. Even her discomfort was silenced by the vines squirming down her gullet, making her watch in quiet agony as grain after grain was planted into her. It was matched by the ecstasy of her guts being continually seeded, the two extremes of sensations warring with – and complimenting – each other.

“Fuck, that was a good one,” Sian panted and pulled herself up to see over the bed, then giggled at what she saw, “Oh wow, you’re still going? It must really like you.”

Penny had no idea how long it had been. She still felt more seeds being pushed into her body, from both ends. It was just too much, yet she couldn’t pass out, much less ignore it. Every time she thought she got used to it, she felt herself stretching and had to adjust all over again.

“Holy shit, your balls look amazing,” Sian said and reached over to cup one. Penny cried out, cock jerking and her ass clenching, “And sensitive! Pat’s gonna love this.”

Penny looked over at the name.

“Don’t worry. We’re gonna go see her tomorrow. And whatever you got brewing in these,” Sian lightly ran her nails over them, making the seeded trans-girl moan, “Is going to fill her up. Then we’re gonna get Delilah. And Clare.”

Clare...

—Flower—

Sperm. That was what she’d been missing. This wasn’t enough though. She needed to make this extra endowed girl produce lots more.

She was so close. Only a little more and she’d be ready for the last step. Her home was filling fast, this newest seedbed being exceptionally talented. Or she had improved the process herself. Either way, the big-breasted female cried out in ecstasy as her womanhood ballooned, then released an impressive seed with a loud pop. They were easily twice the size of the woman’s head, much bigger than what the other one could birth.

Each one was integral to the final phase. Within was a mix of her and the human’s genetics, slowly mixing together, combining, creating the basis for her evolution. Then she’d be with Clare. Then she could do so much with Clare. She could make her perfect at long last.
