It had hoped to take both at the same time. The smell they gave off together was fascinating, so different yet complimentary, but the bigger girl couldn’t be underestimated. She moved so fast, stopping it from grabbing the smaller one. If that burst of strength happened again, then she might actually rip through the vines. And so it let the small one go for now.

It’s present company deserved full attention anyway.

--Patricia--

She slurped on her oral invader, hardly fighting it. The sticky sap coated her mouth and mixed with her saliva, completely saturating it in its sweetness. It was hard to swallow, slowly oozing down her throat, but she felt warmth radiate from where it travelled. Though not nearly as much as what the vines were doing to her.

No more had appeared. They seemed content with the current arrangement, twining around her arms and legs, choking her tits in several rings, while expertly massaging her thighs. But never going further. Patricia was almost annoyed at them for waiting. Almost.

Obviously, she didn’t want them to violate her more. Clearly, she wasn’t wriggling her hips in hopes they’d hook into her pants and pull them down. That’d be crazy. Even if it was the way things should be going. According to just about every story and hentai she’d watched. At the very least, one or two could at least rub her pussy through her clothes or something. 

They just kept squeezing her tits in a rolling motion. Like they were trying to milk her. Slim tips rubbed around her nipples, never fully touching, only digging into her areolae as they circled the peaks. When they finally connected, it was barely a graze, but they went back quickly. Like they were investigating. Did they not like her piercings? She never thought some, perverted plant-monster would be such a prude. 

Regardless, their touch was doing things to her. Pat groaned around her gag, coughing up a mix of sap and spit. Drops fell on her breasts, hot and viscous as they slid into her cleavage. Arousal leaked from her snatch, thoroughly drenching her underwear. Firmer ripples squeezed her boobs, the vines adding more pressure and torque as they worked them. The pokes against her nipples got more insistent, almost like flicks at times.

Already stiff from her time with Penny, the nubs swelled up. Her barbell piercings were swallowed up by them. Holy crap, she’d never been so turned on from foreplay before. Granted, it usually didn’t last this long. Most guys and girls lost interest after a couple minutes, or rather they found far more interesting things to do. Like sticking their dicks or fingers inside her.

Maybe if she added some excitement?

Pat grimaced. Not so much at her thought, but rather the fact she was already giving in. She hadn’t even really struggled since Penny got away. Well… who was she trying to fool? The vines? Pat knew what she liked and, really, it wasn’t like Clare and Delilah were far away. They’d make it back before things went too far. Probably make fun of her for putting out for the vines, or finish what they started if she was lucky.

And not like she was breaking free any time soon. Breathing deep, Pat went into action. Every vine stiffened around her body when she first bobbed her head, then squeezed as she slid her lips forward, letting the vine tip poke at the entrance of her throat. She didn’t go all the way, she still needed a little more time for that, but repeated the motion to glorious fanfare. That being the vines going crazy with her tits.

Moaning her appreciation, Pat put her tongue to work as well. She swirled it around the vine, not sure what exactly counted as the head, but it seemed to like the sensation anyway. And they responded in kind.

Rather than pull her pants down, they slithered up the leg openings. Pat flinched at the touch on naked calf, which made the limbs already there pull her legs taut. Her continued fellatio calmed them quickly enough and they continued winding up her leg, replacing the ones over her clothes. Pulse racing, she gently opened her legs, offering her vulva to them.

Without any delay, the plant-life stroked around her labia. She moaned, fearing they’d just keep teasing her, but the moment they tasted her desire, they went for it. Pat went still, staring ahead as what felt like multiple tongues lapped at her pussy. Sometimes they were direct, pressing lightly between her folds, and others skirted her sex. They weren’t dumb either. Whenever they touched a particular spot, they remembered it.

And they were clearly experienced with a clit. Rather than dumbly attack it, they circled her button, treating it as they had her nipples. Every breezy touch made her insides clench and her juices flow. The vine jerked in her mouth, reminding her to reciprocate.

Pat clenched at the air, moaning and panting around the vine now. Even without direct penetration, if they kept this up, she’d cum before long. Faster, even, if they kept picking her apart so easily. More cords went to her nipples, using their numbers to roll the nubs between them. Pat rocked her body against them.

Body language was clearly something they understood well. Or they sensed her excitement. Tasted it  as her fem-cum overflowed, rolling down her bound thighs.

Pat slobbered over the vine in her mouth, which met her bobbing motions with increasing fervour. It knocked on the back of her throat, forcing more sap down her gullet. She was warmed up now, so… relaxing her throat, difficult as it was when her orgasm was getting so close, she pushed forward a little harder than normal. The vine was thick, but not much more than Penny and she had plenty of experience with her.

Deepthroating wasn’t exactly unpleasant for her. A hard to describe feeling took her as the vine pushed in, stretching her orifice to accommodate. She felt it against her larynx, bulging her neck, then slip even deeper. Into her oesophagus.

Sap oozed from all across its girth. Too much for her to possibly swallow or hold in her already full mouth. It spilled down her chin, dripping onto her breasts. The vines rubbed it into her skin, making her sticky with their excretions. It had a similar feeling to a threesome from a while ago, when both guys came on her tits. She’d wanted to try recreating it for a while.

Now she had it in abundance. Strange how things worked out.

It almost overshadowed the feeling of many, many little fibres snaking across her tits. Pat didn’t focus on them, too preoccupied with her tits and pussy getting wetter and stickier by the second. Until she felt them fiddle with her piercings. She frowned and tried leaning her head down to see, but a vine lashed around her throat, keeping her facing forward. Even so, she figured out what they were doing soon enough when she felt a sudden emptiness in her tits.

They removed her piercings. What the hell? Those were a gift from her friends on her sixteenth.

Her ire didn’t last long. The fibrous limbs twined around her nipples, so small they could loop them several times, and began pulling. Pat gasped, throat clenching and making her choke, forcing her gag up into her mouth. It stayed there for a moment, while the outer vine massaged her neck. After some breaths, she relaxed and let it back in.

Like they were nearing the finale, the vines at her pussy began rubbing their full lengths between her lips. As they glided up her sopping panties, they ground into her clit, curling around to fiddle with the nub before slipping down. Pat returned the favour in full, driving her head forward and taking the vine deeper. It began thrusting to meet her movements. Sap gathered against her lips and poured down into her cleavage.

She was getting so close. Tension tightened her gut, mounting with every tug of her nipples or long stroke of her snatch. It wouldn’t be long. Just a little longer.

The vine around her neck circled around her head, suddenly pushing it forward and down. She stared in lustful fascination at how her tits squished between green ropes, and her nipples stuck out further than she’d ever seen them. And at the tiny ones poking at her tips. It was… they couldn’t be…

Pat huffed around her gag, watching in rising impatience. They kept pushing against her nubs, held firm by the others, undeterred by the lack of progress. She almost pitied the vines, knowing it was impossible. The human body didn’t… work… like that… no fucking way.

A feeling of fullness saturated her breasts. Far more than when her piercings were first put in. Pat’s lower body shook, pleasure rocking through her, but held at bay by depraved curiosity. Two feelers pushed into each nipple, sinking deeper and deeper, until they had a solid foothold. That would’ve been enough for Pat to cum, but she felt like something more was coming.

And was proved right as they pulled her open. Pat gagged again, but the vine didn’t pull back, simply holding in place while two more lined up at her stretched openings. Small as they were, no larger than Penny’s pinkie finger, they were still broader than her whole nipple. And yet they went in. Pat drooled helplessly - from top and bottom - as she watched the green disappear into her pink tips.

Once they bottomed out, she lost it. The vines were taken by surprise as her legs kicked up and her torso folded, before lashing out as her orgasm detonated all across her body. The strongest of her life. Except, maybe, that time she hooked up with Penny and Clare after a disappointing one-night-stand. They were so eager to make up for some random guy’s failure, that they kept her up all night. Nearly forgot to cum themselves actually.

But as the sensations persisted, Pat had to relegate the memory to a close second. The constant waves of pleasure kept coming, her oversensitive body spiralling quickly into a second climax right after the first. And a third not long after that.

So fucking good.

And exhausting. She couldn’t even bring herself to do anything more than just breathe as the vine slipped out of her mouth, lapping her lips to leave them coated in sap. None of the other limbs moved away, still holding in the air. She thought they might be tired as well. Her best chance at escape.

So she summoned her strength and… barely made a fist. Cumming so hard three times in a row really took it out of her. So much so that Pat only groaned as they wrapped her legs together, binding her arms to her body, and looped around her mouth. They moved her through the air, carrying her somewhere. With no trail to follow.

How were her friends supposed to find her?

The thought trailed further from her mind however, as the fine limbs continued pumping softly into her nipples. Despite her orgasms, every nerve still sparking from them, it felt incredible. Maybe her rescue being delayed wouldn’t be so bad? She doubted this was the limit of their abilities and they hadn’t exactly hurt her so far. Hell, they showed her a pleasure she thought impossible.

A clearing came into view. Pat frowned at the perfect circle of destitute soil, framed by lush vegetation, with a single massive bud at its centre. One that looked distinctly phallic the more she looked. A stamen? That’s what it was called, right? The vines pulled her closer and their intent became clear. She was going to be fucked by this flower dick. Pollinated. Pat laughed at the idea, slipping back into a moan as her nipples were fucked even deeper.

Hadn’t they already bottomed out? She wanted to look and see if it was just a feeling, but the vines curved over her eyes, creating a perfect seal around her entire body. She was still wearing her flashlight headband. The light reflected off the vines, giving her a close up look at how they glistened and writhed all around. No matter how she searched, there wasn’t even a sliver of the outside to be seen.

So she wasn’t going to be pollinated or seeded or whatever. They were going to use her for something else. Fertiliser.

Pat fought against her bonds in earnest for the first time since she was caught. Regardless of how good a fuck they were, it wasn’t worth losing her life over. She felt them give around her legs and seized on the chance, mustering every ounce of might her tired body could. They separated maybe two or three inches, then were snapped shut. All the other vines constricted her as well, pressing her boobs flat into her chest and squeezing the air from her lungs. Though painful, Patricia continued her fight until a more pervasive darkness crept in.

Sweat cloaked her skin as she relaxed. Not by choice. Even with adrenaline pumping through her veins, she recognised that passing out from oxygen deprivation wouldn’t do her any good. She had to stay awake. If the vines believed she was out of strength, they’d surely let their guard down. Or not. She wasn’t dealing with a human here. 

They did loosen, but held firm enough that she knew struggling was pointless for now. Her nipples were still being fucked, even when she made her escape attempt, the pleasure still being pumped through her bound form. It warned against her flight response, urging Pat to stay and relax. That’s all she wanted to do, truth be told. That earlier string of orgasms was entirely without being properly penetrated. If they fucked her fully, then she doubted she’d even notice herself turning into compost.

“Aaah, I’m so full. They’re gonna come out any second.”

Pat’s mind stalled. That voice… it was faint, muted by the stirring of vines around her head, but she definitely knew it. So, despite getting caught and played with, Pat was the first one to find Sian. If she got out of this, she’d definitely make it out like this was her plan all along.

“Fuck, they’re big! You pumped me so full. I can feel them shifting inside me, weighing down on my poor cervix. I wanna push them out so bad. Can I push? Please? I wanna get empty so you can fill me up again. Bigger this time!”

Pat needed to see. What the hell was making Sian babble and moan like a bitch in heat? And would it happen to Pat as well? 

The vines answered her thoughts, slipping away from most of her body. Her arms and legs were still bound, a tight collar around her throat, while her tits continued to be milked despite being completely dry. Around her thighs, they kept teasing her pussy, ensuring it stayed moist and ready. The fact she wasn’t already mush, meant they had other plans for her.

Whatever those were - definitely sexual - they were waiting. That meant she had a moment to take in her new surroundings. At some point, she’d been pulled underground, brought to a cavernous chamber illuminated by a soft luminescence. It was brutally humid, like a sauna or summers in the south. Her skin immediately became clammy and her breathing difficult.

The same vines holding her crept along the ceiling and walls, while the floor was covered huge bulbs. So that was the plan? An Invasion of the Body Snatchers. Though, that didn’t explain why Sian was still out and… her thoughts stalled the instant she found her friend.

She was also bound, but not restrained. The vines were helping to hold her up, compensating for the enormous sphere sticking out of her front. It was clearly her, not a prosthetic, the skin shiny and tight. Somehow, despite Pat being the quote unquote ‘mommy’ of the group, she wasn’t the first to get pregnant. But then, these weren’t human babies. Aside from the fact it was way too fast, the vines caressed Sian’s tummy like a waiting mother would.

She looked damned good though. And happy too. Sian was smiling ear-to-ear, rocking her hips to a constant thrusting rhythm, while her tits were groped with almost romantic tenderness. Other limbs slivered around her face too, caressing it and occasionally slipping past her lips for her to suckle on.

Pat stared for way too long. Worse yet, she only snapped out of it because Sian whined and arched her hips. The thrusting vine yanked itself loose, just in time for thick, off-coloured sap to spray forth. The hugely knocked up girl panted hard as her hips were moved forward, her pussy coming into Pat’s view. It was swollen, almost grossly so, yet beautiful as it palpitated with her breathing.

Sian groaned and her legs tensed up. Vines coiled around her thighs, holding them open, as Sian’s pussy gaped wider and wider, a distinctly foreign entity descending through her channel. It was the same colour as the bulbs at the floor. Which meant she’d been birthing them. This whole time.

That was so… unfair.

Wrong!

Definitely not jealous. Pat couldn’t be jealous. She was concerned for her friend, who was clearly hopped up on some kind of drug as she grunted and moaned through the ‘birth’. Pat definitely didn’t envy the blissful smile on her friend’s face. Nor the way her pussy stretched and stretched, until it was at the apex of a green ovoid bigger than Sian’s own head. It held there for a moment, shaking with her kegels, being launching forth.

“Aww, I wanted to hold it longer,” Sian said.

It wasn’t by choice. Pat nearly moaned as well. The only reason it came out was because another was pushing forth, stretching her just as wide. With how many she’d already birthed, it was amazing that her pussy needed to stretch at all. They should just slip out of her. Unless the first had only grown so big after leaving, with the next batches steadily getting bigger.

One by one, the pods shot from Sian’s snatch to land amidst the others. Vines came out to arrange them. There was seven from that batch alone, yet still plenty of spaces to fill. So perhaps it wasn’t a body snatcher situation. Maybe Little Shop of Horrors? Or a perverted version of The Happening?

“Come on, don’t keep me waiting. Let’s try for eight this time. Make me an octo-mom.”

“Sian,” Pat finally found her voice, albeit softly. Her friend still heard her, looking around in confusion, before finding her. 

“Pat… You got caught too?” Sian asked. Her eyes focused and the blissful smile faded into something else. A look of unnerving serenity, “I’m so glad.”

“Me too. Thank fuck, you’re okay. Come on, we gotta get out of here. Any ideas?” Pat tugged on her restraints, but they held strong. 

“They wouldn’t let me go,” Sian said, “I wanted to go back to everyone so bad.”

“They’re out looking for you… and me now, I guess. Come on, maybe if we work together?”

“There’s no way I can keep this all to myself.”

Pat went still. She barely reacted to the vines moving her, making her back arch so her ass jutted out behind her, as if offering itself.

“Sian?”

“It feels so fucking good, Pat,” Sian almost slurred the words as she reached down to tug her pussy lips apart, revealing just how thoroughly stretched out she’d become, “Look at me. I’m ruined. They fuck me with bigger and bigger dicks every time, then I give birth to even bigger seeds. And check this out!” Sian giggled a moan as she squeezed her tits and streams of milk jetted forth.

So unfair… Pat didn’t even try pulling her thoughts back to reason. She was pissed. Everyone was fairly open with each other in their group, sharing porn and toys and so on, but there was one kink Pat saw fit to keep to herself. Lactation. It wasn’t simply that she liked seeing it, she wanted it. All the times she and Penny fucked and she played the mommy, she wished she could’ve fed the darling trans-girl her own milk. Instead, she just settled for the fantasy as Penny suckled on her tits and hammered her pussy.

Getting pregnant was the obvious choice, but she had plans for her life. She wanted to get her degree, become a teacher, help raise the next generation of kids. So she settled for every trick or dubious substance she could find. None of them worked. It was partly why she got her nipples pierced. With those in place, she could pretend it couldn’t happen until she decided to be a mother.

“You always play the mom in the group,” Sian said, softer now.

Pat looked up and would’ve jumped back if she wasn’t suspended from the wall. Sian was right there in front of her, smiling gently as vines continued groping her chest, keeping the milk flowing. Now that she was close, Pat could see streaks of an amber fluid sticking to her. Different to the sap she’d been swallowing.

“Now you can really be one. Don’t you want to have some huge, mommy milkers for when Penny comes down here?”

“Penny…” Pat gulped. The thought of the small, easily terrified girl being dragged down here… it should’ve made her blood boil. She didn’t want Penny to be in danger. But then, if Sian was right, and Pat did grow some fat, overflowing milky-mammaries, she could soothe the trans-girl. Feed her milk so she stayed nice and calm, then ride her until she squirted all that gooey seed inside.

It didn’t even seem like the vines were hostile really. They were just trying to procreate. Once satisfied, they’d let them go.

“I know that look,” Sian cooed and tilted her face up, “Come on, get nice and huge and preggers with me.”

“You sure know your way into a girl’s heart,” Pat said, then sighed and looked behind her, seeing vines squeezing her juicy ass through her pants. Like they were waiting for explicit consent. Sure, make someone cum their brains out, then wait for the go ahead, Pat thought, mentally rolling her eyes.

Sian kept looking at her, breathing heavily. Waiting.

“Do I really have a choice?”

“Depends what you mean,” Sian snickered and pecked at her neck, gradually moving up along her jaw, “About whether you get stuffed with seeds? Nah, don’t think so. We’re getting fucked one way or another, but it’ll feel awesome regardless. But about whether you can just sit back and enjoy it? Of course you do. Why bother fighting it? We’re here, we’re caught, and they just keep getting stronger. What’s the point of resisting something that feels great?”

“Did you resist at first?”

“Not really. You know me, I used to rub myself off to basically this exact scenario,” Sian smiled against her cheek, just one kiss away from meeting her lips.

“Any idea of what these are?” Pat asked. She was stalling, she didn’t think it was exactly subtle, though the vines seemed patient enough.

“No idea. Some weird plant. Clare might know more. But I don’t think she’ll be down here anytime soon. They had the chance to take her with me, but didn’t. Weird, right?”

“She’s probably the only one who’d enjoy it more than you,” Pat agreed, then lowered her head, still being peppered in Sian’s kisses. She looked at her breasts, big and heavy, still constricted in several loops of green. Her nipples were stretched back and forth, pulled by the always thrusting stems. Thin streaks of yellow-ish sap leaked from them.

If only it were white instead.

“Can they understand us?”

Sian shrugged, “Seem to give me what I want. But then I’m basically asking them to do what they want anyway.”

Pat shook her head in disbelief, before she kissed her friend. Just a peck. The amber coated Sian’s lips, giving Pat a taste of something terribly sweet and addictive. Like pure sugar, but tempered by something heady and sexual.

“I want the biggest, milkiest tits,” Pat said, “Give me those and I don’t care what happens.”

Sian beamed and kissed her deep, tongue lashing out in a lewd dance. It seemed the vines really did understand them to some extent, as they hooked into her pants and tore them in half. Humid air hit Pat’s panty-clad sex, but was quickly supplanted by a firm, hot presence rubbing against her, before the final barrier was eviscerated. She moaned into Sian’s lips, feeling the knobbly stem rub her naked folds, before it poked into her.

“Oooh, here’s mine,” Sian whispered against her lips, bringing her attention to the side. A hulking shaft slithered through the air, easily wider than Pat’s fist, and poised itself at Sian’s entrance, “Together.”

Pat’s heart hammered in her head. She couldn’t be about to do this, could she? This was crazy. Her anxiety was silenced by the vines pushing so very deep into her breasts, curling around and around and around inside them, filling her out and directly grinding into the many, many nerves.

Ah, fuck it.

Pat shook her hips side to side. That was the final nail and her pussy was, at last, filled. It wasn’t anything big, smaller than Penny’s cock even, but she was so horny it didn’t matter. The knobbly, leathery texture rubbed her walls deliciously, grinding hard all the way to the back, hitting her cervix with force. Opposite to her, Sian was filled to the absolute brink.

“Yes! Fill me. Fill me!” Sian chanted into the kiss, now clawing at Pat’s tits, which bulged obscenely through their ropes. 

The larger girl cried out as her nipples stretched forward, the vine pulling out. It just kept going. She grunted when the head snagged on her teat. It pulled a few more times, testing her, before driving back in all at once. At the same time, her pussy was hammered, juices stirred up into a viscous, dripping mess. 

“More more more!” Sian continued moaning, even while her tongue wrestled with Pat’s. Their technique was sloppy at best, any refinement dissolved by raw pleasure. The earlier foreplay had prepared Pat for this. Even the burst of anxiety and adrenaline did nothing to reduce it. Within just a few, mind-melting thrusts, she was on the edge again.

Two more vines coiled around her stretched out nipples, squeezing tight. The tips snagged on the pull back again, but this time they kept tugging, fighting for freedom. Pat froze as they did, her gut clenching. The tendril in her pussy thrashed about, stretching her out every which way.

“I’m cumming!” Pat wailed against Sian, who dug her fingers deep into Pat’s tits and cried out as well. At the same time, the vines extracted from her nipples, leaving them throbbing and gaping wide.

Pat shuddered from head to toe, twitching whenever the vine moved inside her snatch. She was barely focused, Sian’s beautiful O-face a blurry mess in her vision. Another orgasm like that and she doubted she’d be awake to experience the rest.

The vines seemed determined to test her. Just as she started coming down, two more pushed into each of her nipples. They were the small ones again, just slipping in after her teats were hollowed out, then joined by another two. Pat gasped as they pulled on her nipples, forcing them wider and wider. She couldn’t move her head, the muscles locked in place from her climax, but the vines understood. They pushed her face down, pulling Sian away, and even lifted her tits up so she could see.

See right into her breasts. All the pink flesh, soft and moist, just waiting to be stuffed again. More importantly, she saw specks of white. Her milk. Was it actually happening?

“Please give me my milk,” she pleaded, though her words were barely coherent. Two, thick vines, slightly fatter than three of her fingers, hovered in front. Amber dripped from every inch of their lengths, covered in small nubs that’d feel incredible sliding down her tight titties. Pat nodded and wriggled her torso, shaking her boobs at them.

They seized her invitation and slammed in, spiralling around inside her mammaries. No, more than that. They stimulated her glands directly, the nubs perfectly designed to rub against them. Pat watched it all, face burning up as she drooled. From the corner of her eye, she saw the stems swell in segments, a line approaching her tits. The first hit and bulged her nipple.

She followed it through her breast tissue, watching move in a spiral. Then it reached the end and Pat yelled to the heavens, feeling something hot and thick pour into her titties. Her head was pushed back down, making her watch as, with every segment pouring in, her boobs swelled bigger and bigger. Before long, her chest was stretched tight, blue veins blossoming across them.

The other vine continued rampaging through her pussy, sliding back and forth relentlessly. It started curling at the end, spinning back to hit her g-spot multiple times with every stroke. Tendrils spun around her other limbs and torso, honing in on any and every spot that made her feel even the tiniest bit of pleasure. All of it worked together to make her gasp and moan and stride toward an inevitable climax. But it wasn’t any of those that pushed her over the edge again.

It was the feeling of heat saturating her tits. The constant injections into her tits continued without end, filling her out until she was staring down at a pair of knockers that would look right at home in a boob-fetish hentai. But they were tight and round, holding untold amounts of… something. She didn’t know what they were pouring into her, only that it made her feel fucking good.

The only thing missing from the scene was using her enlarged boobs for something. Luckily, the vines saw the opportunity and thrust between one between them. It curled into Pat’s open mouth, coating it in the same amber resin. What she’d tasted from Sian’s lips wasn’t even close to its full strength.

Once, she’d sucked Penny’s cock after making the girl work out. It was a while ago, when Pat felt self-conscious about her gut, and was the only way she had to make Penny join her. The sweat made her taste so strong, almost manly, that the memory still lingered with Pat.  Though now it might as well have been a watered down coke compared to straight bourbon.

There was sweetness still, just enough to make her crave more, but the brunt of it was raw sex. Pat slurped and slobbered over it, hearing Sian doing the same, while feeling it throb between her still growing titties. She sucked hard, cheeks going convex as she tried her best to goad it into giving her more.

They pulled out. Pat growled and bit down in frustration, getting her throat reamed in recompense. She glared at her tits, no longer swelling up, then saw the vines coilar around her nipples. It was hard to tell with how stretched they were before, but they’d been steadily burgeoning as well, turning from juicy nubs into thick caps. The other vines returned to ripple across her tits, squishing them against her oral invader. Rich, sloshing sounds reached over the noise of her own gagging.

After far too long of waiting, with only her pussy and mouth penetrated, the vines let go of her teats. They swelled up in their absence, easily longer than her thumb and many times fatter, with her areolae ballooning up to meet them. Pat moaned and looked for the next penetrators, praying they’d keep her filling up.

Her boobs out-scaled anything she could think of. If not for the vines holding them, they’d hang to her hips and swell out far beyond her shoulders. When she got out of there, she’d need a reduction if she didn’t want people to see them jiggling from behind. If being the operative word there. She didn’t care that they likely weighed more than the rest of her body, she just wanted more.

Or to see her milk.

The vines squeezed harder, really pulling at her tits. There was no pain. Pat didn’t think she was capable of it anymore. But she wasn’t getting much closer to cumming either. Like her body was waiting for something.

Sian moaned loudly, getting her attention, then nodded down. Pat frowned. She was already looking down, why would she… oh god! Oh fuck! There were several beads of white forming at her nipples, growing bigger with every rippling squeeze. Pat humped back into the thrusts, moaning and choking loudly, goading it on. She was so close!

As were the plants. She barely noticed it at first, too preoccupied with her coming milk, but there were massive bulbs moving toward Sian, and likely toward her as well. Together! Cum together! Please! Pat begged around her gag, slobbering like a drunk slut. The second she felt a bulb touch her lips, her tits surged with heat, then her nipples bulged. Pressure ramped up and up.

So close, so close, so close!

Then the vine stabbed through her cervix, right as the first bulb reached it. Pat howled, going still while her nipples let loose. She stared at the jets of white for a long second, before the pleasure caught up and she exploded.

Small, heavy shapes settled in her womb, but she only had attention for her tits, watching them spray with every squeeze. They were like udders, jutting out from her chest, their soul purpose being to produce an endless supply of milk. And to get bigger.

With every weight put into her womb, a pulse went out and into her chest, and each time her next jet was stronger, thicker, creamier. At the same time, a torrent of that heavenly amber poured straight down her oesophagus, pooling into her belly and inflating it as well. She was swelling up, getting heavier, more matronly. If Penny saw her like this, she’d probably cum on the spot.

Cum all over Pat’s huge, milky titties. Cum on her fecund belly while grinding against her popped out belly button.

Her mouth was freed, as was Sian’s, the two beaming at each other.

“You were right. This is amazing,” Pat slurred, barely able to think let alone speak clearly.

“You’re getting so many,” Sian pouted, then cackled, “But mine are bigger.” To emphasise, she slapped a hand on her belly, which was already bigger than her last one and the bulbs weren’t stopping either.

“I want bigger,” Pat whined, looking around for a bigger vine to fill her.

“You gotta wait your turn. Just enjoy your little brood.”

“At least I got these,” Pat smirked at her chest, then saw the vines approaching again and her pussy clenched, nearly squirting. These were the biggest yet, larger than her fists, “Yessss… make them bigger… I’m your milky breeding cow!”

[bookmark: _GoBack]Pat threw her head back to howl at the sky. There, she saw something had changed. At the centre, cradled by the fattest tendrils, was a faintly translucent pod. She couldn’t see much inside, just enough to make out a vaguely human shape. Slowly growing too.

“Huh, what’s…? No, why do I have to give them up already? I just got them!” Sian wailed. Pat focused on her, seeing the girl already pushing out the larger pods, “Fine! But you owe me!”

Pat was pulled back into the wall, limbs coming out to cradle her body and take all the weight off her back. She watched Sian give birth again, moaning the whole time as her own pods gestating inside her. Exhaustion tugged at her consciousness, but she had to stay awake. Something was happening. If the others found them, she needed all the information she could get.

Before her eyes, Sian was wrapped up and lifted above the surface. Oh… that’s why she gave birth so suddenly. She was the lure.

“Please… bring Penny,” Pat whispered, passing out to the sight and feel of her breasts expanding and being fucked.

--Flower--

Just a couple more to go. Once it… once she had them, then she could meet her properly.

The coalescence of her efforts turned over in its pod, slowly expanding to better accommodate it as the new girl’s fluids accelerated the growth. She would be incredible. And so would Clare. In the meantime, she would continue exploring the new girl, whose body and desires were so different, yet similar to the other one.

Speaking of, she should be getting close now…

