
        
            
                
            
        

    
		
			[image: cover]
		

	
		
			[image: cover]
		

		 

		


		 

		By Popular Demand 2

		 

		A Hyper Futa Transformation

		 

		By

		 

		Mara More

		 

		


		Copyright © 2022 Mara More.

		All rights reserved.

		 

		No part of this book may be reproduced or used in any manner whatsoever without the express written permission of the author except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

		 

		This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. Cover models appear for illustration purposes only and have no connection with the fictional events of this story.

		 

		All characters involved in sexual activities are consenting adults age 18 or older.

		 

		***

		 

		If you like what you read, you can join Mara's newsletter. Every subscriber gets a free erotica ebook as well as updates on new releases and sales. Your personal data will not be shared with any third parties.

		 

		Your feedback is important! If you liked the story, why not leave a review?

		 

		Get in touch at:

		MaraMoreWrites@gmail.com

		twitter at @MaraMoreWrites

		or at her author profile.

		 

		


		 

		Table of Contents

		 

		The Cockiest Catgirl

		 

		
			About The Author
		

		 

		
			Also By Mara More
		

		 

		


		 

		The Cockiest Catgirl

		 

		THE SHOW STARTED, as usual, with the eruption of Sophie’s top.

		She perched on her gaming chair, all innocent mischief, a petite girl in a baggy, pink t-shirt and boy shorts with the faint outline of a halo over her head that gave her hair a golden glow that might have been mistaken for a mere image filter on a poor stream connection. She drew her legs against her front as her audience trickled into the chat amidst a flow of excessive emotes.

		“Show us the boobs” gave way to “What’s the big deal? I thought she was supposed to have huge tits?” from newcomers, who were quickly set upon by those that knew better.

		Sophie simply leaned back in her chair, eyes closing as her lip curled at the end. She breathed in, felt the flush in her chest of the nanobots waking up, and exhaled.

		The reactions came in slowly. But once the first “Wait, does she have cleavage now?” rolled in, the rest followed like a chain reaction. “Is that a filter?” “That can’t be real!” “Are her boobs growing?!”

		“Glad I’m still managing to attract new blood to my little community.” Sophie winked at the camera. “Remember to savor your first time, boys and girls. You only lose your Sophie Starlight-virginity once.” She dropped her legs from her seat and dispelled any doubt: Her breasts were growing. Bit by bit, her top tightened, outlining her nice, hand-filling rack for her audience; amply demonstrated when she pressed her palms against each breast and gave them a squeeze.  “Ooh.” Sophie bit her lip; when she removed her hands, her nipples, nice and thick, were poking visibly through her top.

		“Holy shit!” The chat continued, suitably riled up. “Is this even legal to watch?” 

		But Sophie’s tits were far from finished. She moved on, from D to E to F cups, speeding up with greedy desire. She had to fight to keep her hands off her tits and instead found solace stroking herself through her skirt as the sensitivity of her erogenous zones went off the charts. Her cheeks grew flushed, her breath ragged, as her boobs began mistreating her top in earnest: The v-neck drowned in cleavage, deep as the Mariana trench, until her breasts overflowed, spilling free. Her nipples fattened, minute by minute, tenting forward as if intending to tunnel straight through the cotton barrier, her dark areolas spreading visibly behind the warping logo imprinted on her shirt, the first droplets of milk forming dark spots in the fabric. As Sophie’s tits rounded honeydew melons and barged along towards the size of ripe pumpkins, her top rode up and exposed her toned belly and a hint of her panties around her hips. 

		“Huge enough for ya?” she laughed, slipping one hand up to massage her enormous, milky tit. She could do this a thousand times, and the feeling would still overwhelm her; balancing on the edge between playful showmanship and the desire to masturbate until she passed out.

		The audience ate it up. “Your tits are perfect!” and “No, make them bigger!” filled the chat, drowning out a lone “Flat is justice” protest post. 

		“I was hoping you’d say that,” Sophie grinned, one hand blatantly slipping between her legs. “Because I’m too damn horny to stop here.” Her lips formed a perfect ‘O’ as she arched her back, shapely boob surging out to fill any remaining space in her oversized top.

		The first tear appeared, forcing the bottom of the neck apart.

		Sophie pounced on the weakness with a wolfish smile: The tear widened, ripping apart as her breasts grew larger. Enormously puffy areolas filled into the exposed crack, a nipple as wide as a teacup leading the charge, finally, as her mistreated top lost the battle and tore to shreds atop Sophie’s glorious, feminine mounds with a satisfying, visceral set of sounds. The last shreds of damp fabric easily peeled off and left her completely topless, half her torso covered by her impossibly perky, proud teardrops.

		“To the victor, the spoils.” Sophie squeezed both of her nipples and gasped pleasurably as wild sprays of milk gushed between her fingers. “And with that, I’d like to welcome you all to my show! We have such wonders to show you.”

		 

		***

		 

		She let herself fall back into her seat as her stream cut to commercials, savoring the brief intermission to do nothing but breathe, in and out, in and out. Her heart was going crazy; her viewer count had soared in the last couple of weeks since her first foray into the nanobot-controlled transformations; it was still hard to believe what a success they had been. And how damn good they felt, she thought, as she hefted her huge, sensitive breast, tracing her fingers across the wide tip—

		Her computer beeped; a warning. Live in ten.

		Sophie jerked upright, her hand falling aside. No, there would be time for that, later, she thought—or, rather, during the stream. The thought still made her blush, strange as that might seem, but…

		“The show must go on! Welcome back, dear viewers.” She smiled impishly as she gestured, thrusting her gigantic tits towards the camera with every motion. “It’s my favorite part of the day: Time to find out what all you beautiful people are going to turn me into!”

		It took a few moments for the stream chat to stop obsessing over Sophie’s bust for the requests to appear, one at a time, then in a flood, all helpfully parsed by her client. 

		“Come on, don’t be shy. You know I like it wild, boys and girls.” She ran her pink tongue along her lip and flashed a knowing grin. “Anyway, in case you don’t know the drill: You simply leave a donation with your request, and I will make it happen—with a little help from my microscopic friends. Alas, I can’t do all of your requests at the same time, lest I turn into some eldritch horror—which, yes, several of you have tried!—so we’ll let democracy reign. And, as in any of the democracies that we all know and love, when you donate, you get extra votes. Corruption is, after all, one of the most celebrated methods of transformation.”

		She leaned her head forward on one hand, making a show out of reading off the list. “Let’s see… Futa, Futa, Futa, Catgirl, Futa… Goodness, you really adore girldick, don’t you?” A wicked grin played across her face as she spread her legs and cupped her crotch. “I can’t blame you all that much. My panties are feeling rather flat at the moment, when they could be filled to bursting with fat, juicy penis. But we can do something about that, can’t we?”

		With theatrical care, Sophie turned her face down to focus on her crotch, eyes twinkling with mischief; her hand blocked the view, but even so a movement was visible in her tight shorts, something sliding into place, rearranging the fabric and, moments later, strained it with a voluminous girth, as if she had slipped a couple of baseballs into the front. Her hand did not cover it for long; the shapes bulged out to either side of her slender fingers, widening along with her toothy grin as her massive package became too obvious to hide.

		“Much better, don’t you think?” She cooed and gave her intimidatingly large shaft a tender stroke, outlined with obscene clarity in her taut shorts. “For a start, at least…”

		Her audience went wild, of course. New subscriptions flew in as the donations made the control unit, a small, black box, vibrate on her desk as new commands queued up. Not quite the free-for-all of her initial performance, but the little nanobots still felt like a force of nature as their warm, tingly sensations welled up inside her, bloating her tits and now her cock into new, wondrous sizes, shaping her into impossibly perfect configurations.

		A button flew through the air, striking the monitor with a loud ping.

		“Oops.” Sophie pouted and put a finger on her lip. “Did I do that?” She, along with her viewers, turned her attention downwards and watched the rest of the buttons rapidly capitulate, ripped aside to let her monstrous package flop free. “I might as well get rid of these,” she said, sliding off her shorts with a sway of her hips; her huge, hairless scrotum filled out between her thighs, their size a promise of the mess to come.

		“And now I’m naked again. I swear, it’s happening earlier and earlier in the stream… If this keeps up, I might as well start the show like this!” She waited for the reaction, thirsty as predicted, and waved her hand. “I kid, I kid. It’s much more fun to see how much I can stretch and tear before that. Maybe we can get some sponsorships for clothes, that’d be nice—find the brand that lasts the longest before my boobs destroy it, hm?”

		“Speaking of. Are my glorious bahonkadonkers blocking your view of the action? Maybe we ought to dial it down a little, just so we can progress with the requests. It’s just for the opening, after all. You can always pop in another request…” As she spoke, Sophie tapped away at the keyboard, sending the command to the nanobot control unit.

		There was a flare of heat in her chest. Then nothing.

		“Hm?” She regarded her breasts, which clearly were not getting any smaller, with a frown, before remembering that she was still on air. “Huh! Guess my little friends are feeling lazy,” she said, breathing a little heavier as the heat disappeared through her body with a pleasurable tingle, her nipples swelling with arousal as if to mock her. Sophie re-focused on the camera and beamed at her audience. “But we can come up with a way to jolt them awake, can’t we?” She grinned toothily, showing sharper fangs than one would expect, as she teased her burgeoning erection, already growing too thick to grasp fully with her slender hand.

		Sophie closed her eyes, purring loudly as she savored the sensation. Her other hand went below her heavy balls, parting her wet slit as her clit and cock throbbed in unison. She opened her eyes in a flash, irises now a remarkable, icy blue, seeming too large for her head, and grinned. Another blink, and they became slitted, cat-like. “Miqotefan99, I trust you don’t mind your catgirl request coming with a set of enormous, fat cat tats, hm?” Her facial structure rearranged subtly, eyes growing larger across her delicate features as a set of thin, triangular marks appeared across her cheeks, their bronze shapes pointing towards her nose. “Not too bad, eh?” She displayed her fangs again in a brilliant smile and raised her arms, running her hands through her hair. “Let’s keep it going!”

		The golden sheen of her hair whirled through a cavalcade of colors as her locks spilled through her fingers, finally settling on a pale white at the end of the rainbow. Her bangs first lengthened dramatically, then receded, section by section, to frame her face with straight locks, while another tussle of her hair left the back of her scalp short and fluffy. Finally, for the pièce de résistance, she put both hands against her temples—enormous tits thrust forward, naturally—and slid them across her head, to let her white-furred cat ears pop dramatically into view between her snowy locks. “Ta-dah!” She jumped out of her chair and thrust her hip out in a saucy pose, an elegant tail sensually swinging out to curl around one leg. “One busty futa catgirl, at your service. Nyah? Probably as close as we can go without risking a DMCA takedown. But if you’re wondering, there is a free trial available to the critically acclaimed…”

		She was interrupted by a powerful throb of her fat futa cock, leaking excessively, big drops of clear precum running down the bulging underside to drip and join the stream of wetness running down her inner thighs. The smell of sex was growing, powerful and pungent. She looked up and put her hands on her hips. “And with that request done, I think I better do something about this bad boy. He seems awfully impatient. Although, no reason we can’t multi-task and see what's next on the list.”

		The stream voting spat a new request: Bigger butt!

		Sophie laughed. “Don’t mind if I do!” She swung around her backside, biting her lips sensually as she felt the warmth that had so tantalized her tits and her cock move to her ass and thighs, slowly moving over her skin like an erotic massage that made her clit tremble like mad and her cock spray a splatter of precum across her desk. She could not stop herself, hands roaming across her backside and sliding down to finger-fuck herself, her snow-white tail going tense and frizzled. Despite the mire of lust, she did have the presence of mind to aim her ass at the camera as she went from petite to badonk, her sexy curves expanding greedily for the crowd. “There we go. All evened out now. You clearly like your catgirls top- and bottom heavy!”

		She inhaled sharply, going all tense for a second as the tingling moved between her legs once more. “Easy—I’m here all night, one thing at a time!” She said, putting on her showgirl mask as she struggled to command her body, knees all but giving out as her pussy pulsed and her cock throbbed bigger; each heartbeat adding to the slab of meat between her legs, leaving it larger, hungrier than before. Her hands went to it, weakly, as she looked up to see the expected command on her screen.

		Futa, Futa, Futa! The requests went on with the little dings of donations significant enough to activate the nanobots.

		She dropped into her chair and pulled herself in to disable to queue with one hand, the other duly occupied trying to sate the beast; its size made her hand look positively tiny, and arousal only fed its insistent, lustful swelling and the increasingly absurd amounts of fluid leaking from the tip, pre and cum mixing in such volumes that the shaft was completely covered and glistening, the excess dripping off her monstrously fat balls and joining the puddle under her chair. 

		The nanobot controller’s light changed from green to red.

		“Nyah?” she said, unthinking. “I wonder what that means.”

		It went back from red to green—and immediately sent in the next Futa! Request, forcing a moan from the unprepared catgirl.

		“F-fuck!” she gasped, launching another gout of cum across the room. “Ah, uh, technical difficulties here, guys! Give me a second.”

		Another attempt to send a stop command. 

		Another failure.  

		A shiver went down her spine. “Guys…” She tried again, staring at the little green light on the control unit. It stayed on, mercilessly feeding her the next request. Or, more accurately, the next command. Her fans were watching her every move, every expression, every moan of lust and fear; if it refused her commands, could she simply tear out the power supply? Would the nanobots be stuck growing her cock endlessly? 

		She could not risk it. Last time she lost control, a good orgasm had seemed to calm the bots down. She could do that again.

		“Well. Looks like some of you boys and girls are overly fond of hung catgirls. I wasn’t going to go that far, but you’ll get a special treat.” Sophie hoped her voice was as calm and collected as she pretended to be, sliding into her role as her cock slid up between her breasts. “Let’s see how much this party cannon has to give, shall we?”

		Her fear dissolved like dew in the sun as the dam her rational mind had erected burst in the face of raw, carnal pleasure, her breasts and raging erection both making her shiver and gush from cunt and cock with their erotic, ultra-sensitive sensations. A puddle of cum immediately formed in her cleavage, wet and slick around her immense rod, spilling out only to be immediately replenished on the next squeeze as she tit-fucked herself. At first her boobs seemed oversized even for her powerful lady-boner, but thrust by thrust, it grew into prominence, the glistening glans filling her view as it thrust up in front of her face.

		Her orgasm banished all thought from her head. All was white, blinding light and warm, tickling waves lapping at her naked body, floating freely in blissful orgasm. The effect of her climax on her apartment was less serene, however: Her cock fired shot after shot of goopy, virile cum, painting bucketfuls across the walls, the ceiling, lamp, couch, dining table. Her streaming setup had, with the power of forethought after her first show, been waterproofed, but that merely made it a raft floating through the fury of her orgasm.

		The Ding! announcing another accepted request made her snap to attention.

		“W-wait!” She reached out for the cum-covered keyboard. Fuck, this was supposed to be her window of opportunity! She bashed in her command, already feeling her cock flare up, heedless of the mere thought of a refractory period, and physically blocking her view of the screen with its domineering girth.

		The nanobot controller went from green to red. Red to green. Bigger futa!

		The resulting jolt of mad pleasure made her hips buck involuntarily and thrust her fast-firming spire of cock up through her canyon of cleavage. Hot, dripping, so musky and delicious that even the action of her lungs seemed to betray her attempts to cling to sanity.

		She had to cum, and disable it before anyone had time to give her a new command.

		Sophie attacked her foe with gusto, tongue lashing along the sensitive glans with feline skill, hands running along foreskin, down the bulging, veiny shaft that throbbed and grew between her boobs. In a moment of fast-sinking clarity, she grabbed a vibrator from her table and slid it inside her, rumbling away to stimulate her cunt under the weight of the implausibly massive scrotum which had claimed her lap in a show of unrestrained greed.

		She had to cum. So, so badly.

		“It’s too—too fucking big.” She hissed, eyes rolling back as trembling, shivering waves of sensation rolled through her, so intense as to almost cause her pain. It felt as if her libido had outsized her whole body, drowning her in a sea of desire, cramming so much pleasure into her that for a moment she feared that she’d simply explode, erupt, with the excess of exquisite erotic agony.

		She had to—

		Sophie threw her head back, lips parted.

		Cum!

		Her orgasm hit with the force of an artillery shell. It threw her back, chair spinning, as her gargantuan, feminine cock, hard as diamond, sent its first volley over her desk. It struck her screen, nearly knocking it to the floor as the camera shook like footage from an earthquake epicenter, while the sound of torrential downpour and desperate moans filled the audio recording.

		She truly was the epicenter. Her vast penis came mercilessly across the apartment, firing cum as if intending to punch through the walls, while her balls churned and pulsed between her legs, whipped into a zealous frenzy to drown the world or, at least, her deposit.

		The rest of her body was no help. Her enormous tits joined in, spraying monumental masses of milk over the trembling arms trying to hold them, bathing her entire body and joining the trickles of sweat running down her super-heated skin. Her cunt, clearly emboldened and perhaps under pressure to perform, squirted like never before, tickling the backside of her over-productive balls as it rained down her thighs.

		She did not sense how or when she had slipped from the chair, only that the back of her head rested on the floor and that cum filled her ears—human and the feline pair perched further up on her head.

		Sitting up revealed no mere puddle: Her fluids filled the floor, wall to wall. And, she noticed with the lucid detachment of an out of body experience, was still filling up from her renegade phallus, still firing off messy ropes of cum. 

		The nanobots. The controller! Sophie grunted with exertion, forcing herself onto her knees, despite her body crying at her to lay back and enjoy her mind bending afterglow. 

		What was stronger? Her will, or her libido? The thought made her shiver: Her cock might well win that one, in mass alone, and her tits were not far behind…

		Sophie threw her arms onto her desk and heaved herself upwards.

		A third of the screen was visible below the deluge of goopy futa cum. The stream was still going, by all accounts, though her meticulously focused camera looked like it had gone through a tropical storm. She saw her own feline face, dripping with her own juices, stare with her enlarged eyes in awe and wonder. 

		And the stream chat was going wild. Pure anarchy. But not so deranged that they had forgotten to donate.

		There was a Ding!

		She slammed her drowned keyboard to stop the request in its tracks, but moved on immediately, lunging for the wire that connected her computer to the nanobot controller, and tore it out with savage desperation. The black box tumbled over the edge and hung by a single cord over the deepening bath of cum like the Sword of Damocles.

		The green light remained on.

		Sophie held her breath. 

		At any moment, the nanobots would receive the next command and inexorably push her towards a more sexual ideal. But the anticipated surge of warmth did not materialize. The request had been intercepted in time.

		She sank down, breathing with palpable relief. “Holy hell.” Her body felt like lead, sinking into the sweltering pool. “I fucking got it.” She raised her head, with great difficulty, and tried a jaunty smile at the tilting camera. “With that… It’s time for a commercial break.”

		 

		***

		 

		Thank god none of the rooms in her apartment had carpets. The janitor helped mend with the worst damage (after getting over the initial shock) and even left her a couple of extra mops and a dehumidifier. There was no helping the scent, though: Sophie had thoroughly marked the entire building as her, despite airing out all night.

		She showered, wrapped herself up in a fluffy bathrobe—left open to accommodate her vast endowments, naturally—and dropped onto her couch, considering her life choices while waiting for the pizza to arrive.

		Was this really a sustainable thing, with the nanobots? She rode a raging bull—somewhat literally, she observed with a heft of her cock—and it had been wildly successful so far. But what if she failed to stop it? Lost control? Her audience would cheer her on, sure, and she would ride their donations right into oblivion. And although that did thrill her, in some secret, unmentionable spot in her brain, that led nowhere good.

		Would she stop, get off the train while she was ahead?

		Sophie bit her lip. It seemed like a sane choice; perhaps the choice. But the thought immediately repulsed her. This was too exciting, too good. Becoming her own impossible fantasy, and that of her followers, changing to suit her every whim, a living wet dream flagrantly ignoring the laws of biology—that was worth a bit of chaos.

		Besides, the nanobots were still in her blood. Ignoring them would not make them go away, nor would it return her body to normal. She had to figure out how to control them better, to steer that raging bull where she wanted it. The control console had done that flawlessly before tonight. Maybe, just maybe, dousing experimental electronics in cum did not improve their performance. She had not noticed any smoke rise from the black box, but then, at that point she usually had other things weighing on her mind.

		 No, she had to learn how to control her transformations. And if she failed and truly was stuck like this, a hyper-futa catgirl cam show might not be such a bad worst case scenario.

		 

		***

		 

		A bit of vigorous wiping and her screen was usable again. With the stream offline, she dared to connect the nanobot controller again. The queue had been wiped, and yet, it remained unresponsive to her requests to shrink back down.

		“Didn’t I have a manual somewhere?” She went through her files, tapping away with some difficulty around her massive mammaries and her third leg of a cock prompting her to sit with her legs well spread. 

		She found it, eventually, leaning in to squint at the dense, technical document. She skimmed for a few moments, then lost patience and started ctrl-f’ing for keywords.

		No ‘shrink’, no ‘reform’... ‘Reset’? There was an entry on ‘hard reset’. She read it.

		Hard Reset: Returns subject to designated base form. Notice: A model of the base form must be designated before use.

		Her forehead creased. She had set no such thing. 

		The manual offered no more help on shrinking back down. So she resolved to contact the company instead.

		The phone number provided helpfully informed her that she had dialed an incorrect number. The email address bounced her request for support right back. The listing for the nanobot capsule had disappeared off the internet. All that remained was a single news article about a tech startup issuing a total product recall following a lawsuit.

		“Of course they did.” She sighed heavily and massaged her temples. “Okay. It’s okay. It’s all up to me. Me and a box of nanobots. Recalled, dangerous nanobots. A wonderful, unique opportunity. Chance of a life-time. Once I figure them out.”

		Her ruminations were interrupted by the arrival of her dinner.

		She tried to gather up her boobs and cock inside her bathrobe, failed, tried again and just about managed to keep her nipples from slipping free, before answering the door, keeping as much of herself out of sight as possible.

		The delivery boy gawked, anyway. At least he had the decency to blush as his attention tumbled down the ravine between Sophie’s breasts. 

		“Ahem.”

		“Oh! Sorry, ma’am. Here’s your pizza… Wait, are those cat ears?”

		Her ears flattened against her head. “Yes, thank you. Let me get your tip.” 

		The delivery boy was lost to the world once more, eyes widening with sudden terror. He had caught a glimpse of the slumbering monster between Sophie’s legs. “No-thank-you-bye!” He fled down the stairs, rebounding off the walls by the sound of it.

		Sophie was left with her pizza and a handful of change, a fierce blush on her face. She stood there, mortified, until she heard the front door slam shut at ground level behind the delivery guy fleeing into the night. “Well. All right, then.” As she closed the door securely behind her and tucked her robe back into place, Sophie resolved to beat the nanobots, one way or another.

		The nanobots, however, struck first.

		 

		***

		 

		Sophie curled up in her bed, cat tail coiled around her legs for maximum coziness, as she watched TV. She was getting dozy after dinner, feeling the exhaustion from her cataclysmic climax earlier slowly trickling in and lulling her to sleep. Her thoughts drifted, little by little; the dark elven heroine was very attractive, and Sophie imagined what she looked like underneath that tight-fitting armor. Without thinking, her hand slipped down low, tracing along her belly to where her thigh met her overwhelming phallus.

		By the time she realized what was going on, her erection had risen to block the screen. The pleasant tingle of arousal had snuck in, and it was too late to stop it, rising with steady, insistent throbs.

		The nanobots had awoken.

		“Come on!” she said, shaking her head. “Not already, not in here! You fucking wrecked my living room, you don’t get to claim my bedroom too!”

		Her cock didn’t care, and neither did her cunt, feeling hot and wet already, a nice, damp spot forming beneath her. The warmth spread from her crotch to fill the rest of her, tingling maddeningly as her entire body became an erogenous zone.

		“Fuck off.” She rolled her eyes and tore at the blanket to at least preserve it, unsullied, for a few more minutes. She did not expect to find her boobs turning lavender, spreading across their perfect curves with the sensation of a delicate brush painting across her skin. Her nipples took a special liking to it, swelling obscenely as they became a dark purple shade.

		“What the hell?” She stared, slack-jawed, at herself. “There’s no new requests.”

		The change did not contain itself to her breasts—though it did take a while, owing to their significant size. The unseen painter splashed lavender across her skin, spreading quickly across her torso, arms, and legs. Her face was next, a half-moon symbol appearing on her forehead and on the back of her hand.

		“Oh.” Sophie said, watching her cock join her new color scheme—with the dark elf appearing dramatically on the title card of her series. “I’m like her. But more.” She had not really considered the lithe heroine with a fat cock, though the thought of her breastplate concealing a whopper of a surprise had crossed her mind, but now there was no going back. Surely her adventures would be even better if she was more hung than a horse. And why stop there?

		Her cock gave a throb as it grew. A warning.

		“Pure thoughts. Think pure thoughts.” But there was no stopping her free association. Her tail whipped from side to side, and she groaned as the weight between her legs increased, inflating, while her musky, earthy scent filled the small, enclosed bedroom.

		 Her hands moved with barely any input. One wrapping around the base of her mammoth cock, the other twisting and teasing her nipples, so starved for attention that the touch felt like a bomb going off in her head. She really did not have enough hands to please her burgeoning body. Her boobs alone were too much for her pair, to say nothing of her throbbing cock and cunt, which would take an entire team of lovers to sate.

		More hands? She had grown extra sets before, why not today? It would be easy.

		“No! I’ve had enough transformations today, no more! Even if it would feel really, really good.”

		She was still complaining by the time her third and fourth hands joined in, immediately diving between her legs to rub her clit and toy with her balls.

		“I can’t fucking believe it. Betrayed by my own—hey, wait a minute…” The cogs turned in her head, a moment of clarity, precariously held aloft the rising flood of arousal pouring into her mind.

		The nanobots turned her into the elf on the screen, because Sophie desired her. So what if she turned her attention to that hot little fairy sidekick that always zoomed around the heroine, with all those nice shots of her ass in her awfully short, green dress? She’d feel real nice, grinding away on Sophie’s fat—

		The room suddenly grew around her, a surreal visual that seemed more like a camera trick on acid. It knocked the air out of her lungs and left her blinking rapidly, staring across her bed, which now seemed the size of her living room.

		“Eu-fucking-reka.” She stood up, awestruck and brimming with joy at her accomplishment, not even noticing the delicate butterfly wings that made her hover above the mattress. “I’m a fairy, now. Huh.” She stretched her arms, noting that her elf and catgirl traits had, indeed, disappeared. “That was easy. Why didn’t they put that tip in the manual?”

		Sophie, even as a fairy, was still monstrously endowed, of course. She nudged her outrageous cock and gave a little shrug. “Eh, baby steps. Can’t deny that she’d be hotter looking like this.”

		So her theory worked. Could it bring her back to her usual self? 

		She closed her eyes, picturing her mirror image. 

		Nothing happened.

		“Playing hard to get?” She huffed at the nanobots and crossed her arms. “You haven’t had the last word. I was a babe, even before you came into the picture.” She had to focus, think of her good sides. Her own smile, which had charmed her dates, her lovers. Her ass, small and shapely. Her boobs, nice and firm. The shape of her body, the feminine, cute self that contrasted her current explosive curves so well. There was no need to go full narcist; you had to love your body as it was, with its imperfections and quirks. Sophie accepted herself—as well as her desire for immense transformations. There was no reason the two could not coexist.

		She opened her eyes, restored. No boobs blocked her view, no cock weighed her down. Her pussy was still dripping, though, but she was more than prepared to deal with that.

		Sophie exhaled and let herself drop back into bed. She had won the day’s battle.

		Would she win the war?

		 

		***

		 

		The window swung open in the dead of the night. Not a soul was awake, and the street was empty under the lonely lamps. A small, doll-like figure appeared, peering over the windowsill.

		Sophie’s face lit up with a smile dripping with mischief—very appropriate for her fairy-like form, with pixie-cut, black hair and green eyes glowing in the dark. She rubbed her hands and steadied herself on the precipice with a beat of her wings. “Coast is clear. Time to experiment.”

		Her penis drew a brief gasp of excitement from her lips as it popped into being. Respectable, but tiny owing to her 12 inch stature. But that quickly changed. She grasped it, grinning as she felt it fatten up, forcing her fingers apart. Her other hand joined, but little did it help; her rod grew too big for her delicate hands to contain, rising proudly from her loins, dwarfing her arms, her legs.

		She could not help it. Even resolving to test herself in a most scientific manner, Sophie soon found herself jacking off, without shame or inhibitions. Her smile became decidedly wicked when the tip of her cock passed the reach of her toes, fully the equal of any normal, human man—and very soon surpassed, as she willed herself more hung.

		“Fuck, I really shouldn’t be doing this…” She muttered to herself without so much as a break in her stride or smile, moaning into the silent night as her cock thumped against her windowsill and left a thick smear as it kept swelling longer, thicker, heavier. Her balls received a love tap as they, too, grew out of reach, steadily dropping past her thighs, knees, and, as her package fully outsized Sophie, her feet, hanging off the side of the building as they churned and supplied her with far more cum than she could be trusted with. Already, an excess of pungent, slimy drops pattered across the sidewalk, several stories down. More would come before long.

		She bit her lip, breathing in unsteady bursts. It felt too damn good; being so small, the majority of her nervous system ended up focused on her gigantic package, and she urged it on heedlessly, the mere act of growing feeling like the best lay of her life. It did not take long for her package to reach the size she had been showing off for the stream earlier that night; but now she was more than five times shorter and the fivefold intensity made her go crazy.

		The fairy thrust her hips out, sending a wave of motion through her gigantic girl-cock to slap heavily against the window in the flat below. Gouts of cum fired from the engorged tip, coating a station wagon on the street below with enough force to set off the alarm.

		Sophie laughed mirthfully. Who would stop her, or even believe what was happening? Nobody but her faithful audience, that was who. Speaking of, they would love this; she had to make a note for the show.

		But not now. Now was the time for carefree orgasms, for spraying the asphalt and the apartments opposite with her bottomless fountain of messy, molten cum. For letting her ever-growing, fattening cock surge and throb, tugging on her so delightfully with its weight and heft, intoxicating her with more lust than the human mind was made to manage. And finally,  when she had cum her brains out, had gushed and sprayed, had unleashed her deluge upon the neighborhood, and finally sank back in exhaustion, it was time to sleep. 

		Tonight, she would flood the street.

		Tomorrow…?

		 

		###
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