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		“ALRIGHT, AN ICED latte and a brownie. Will that be all? Or did you want anything extra?” Sophie leaned forward, an innocuous smile on her face, emphasizing her amazing rack and the teasing hint of her deep cleavage above the Coffee Corner logo on her apron. “Some milk, perhaps?”

		The brunette on the other side of the counter went red in the face, caught ogling the pink-haired barista. “Uh. Maybe?” 

		Sophie smiled knowingly. She let her customer feast her eyes for another moment, framing her massive boobs with a subtle squeeze of her arms that made them seem to bulge even larger. “I think you’d like it. Our milk is as fresh as can be; practically squeezed out in the back of the shop.”

		“I-I guess so. Sure, let me try.”

		“From the tap?” Sophie’s fat nipples tented even through her apron, a few droplets of liquid seeping into the fabric. “I’m kidding!” She grabbed a pot from behind the counter and started pouring it into the plastic cup. “Just tell me when to stop.”

		There was a soft gasp from the brunette as she noticed Sophie’s black top stretching thinner at the edge of her apron.

		Sophie continued regardless, her tits growing as she poured, their expansion too obvious to ignore: the perfectly shaped curves bulged from all sides of her apron, her tightly wrapped cleavage forming an obscene valley between her head-dwarfing bust. Her midriff showed as the size of her breasts pulled her top upwards and made her apron look like the increasingly inadequate wrapper of one hell of a present.

		“Uh, miss?” The brunette stammered. “Your boobs…?”

		“I didn’t hear a stop,” Sophie said in a sing-song voice, still pouring, still growing. As her awesome tits reached the size of beach balls, hanging to her waist on her slender frame, she looked over her customer’s shoulder and smiled at the lens of her pink-cased phone, surreptitiously recording the scene from a high shelf and streaming it live to her transformation-hungry audience. She gave them a playful wink and instantly felt the impact of their donations to her stream: a strong boost to the already dizzying sensations that made her pussy throb and her underwear wet and sticky. 

		As usual, her audience was insatiable. And as the conduit for their fantasies, Sophie had to deal with it. She gripped the pot of cold milk tighter, but did not let her expression betray the loss of control rocking her boat. 

		Her customer was entranced, anyway. And for good reason; Sophie’s tits would have made any boob-lover drool even before she started growing them, and now, with her underbust practically resting on the countertop, there was enough boob in view to get lost in.

		“Looks like you wanted a cup of iced milk, after all.” She remarked, setting the pot aside. “Unless you want to upgrade to a large?”

		Before the brunette could answer, a surge of arousal sent a tremor through Sophie. It was all she could do to not cry out, lips parting with the moan she wanted so badly to share with the world. She gripped the countertop, her nails digging into the polish, and became hyper-aware of herself, of her huge, erect nipples slowly dragging themselves closer to the sides of her apron, of how every second of slow expansion sent sparks of dopamine into her brain. Her clit pulsed so hard she thought it might burst. But now came the familiar shift, the feeling of something pushing out, stretching her underwear, elongating past the elastic band to send her rapidly growing cock inching up her belly. Her audience did so enjoy her futanari escapades, and Sophie was determined to hold on to her claim to fame, to give them what they wanted: the most hung woman in the whole wide world.

		“I could go for a large.” the brunette said quietly.

		Sophie bit her lip, almost hissing her reply. “So could I.” She felt her 12-incher work its way up under her top, smearing her skin with an ungodly volume of lubrication dripping from the bulging tip. The pinkette squirmed from side to side to let her massive balls drop down one side of her underwear, where they proceeded to fill out the crotch of her leggings to an outrageous degree, clearly outlined in the stretchy fabric. She reached for a larger cup and filled it with ice to begin the latte order anew. 

		The brunette leaned in, gathering her courage. “Extra milk, please.” She said, eyes glued to Sophie’s show.

		“Extra milk it is,” Sophie repeated, concealing her groan when a surge of breast growth made her top come apart, tears forming across her front and back. Which only intensified as a powerful flare of hot, erotic heat flashed on her front and a second set of boobs sprouted below her first, nipples forming rapidly and pushing her first set upwards as they formed. “Goddamnit.” she thought, rolling her eyes. “Someone in the stream chat took the cow jokes a little too far.”

		“Oh my! Yes, that’s good.” The brunette said, channeling Sophie’s digital audience. “More milk!”

		“We’ll both end up drenched if you keep saying that word.” The wet patches of fabric over her nipples ran over with fresh milk, dripping openly down the saturated cloth. Her apron covered little more than her cleavage, as her top gave in and her four massive breasts stacked on the countertop, swiftly drowning three stacks of napkins and receipts in milk before spilling onto the floor.

		Team Futa was not to be outdone, however. She felt the euphoria of her growing cock, shivering from top to curling toes as the fattening shaft slid into her cleavage, as thick and long as her forearm—as just as messy as her two sets of tits combined. “Oh god,” she gasped, freezing in place in the middle of preparing the iced coffee, the torturously pleasurable friction of her hard, slick shaft between her firm breasts drawing a mini-orgasm from cunt—squirting hard against the back of her balls—and almost set her madly throbbing girlcock off.

		She doubled over, shivering uncontrollably as her viewers urged her on, transforming her through the obedient nanobots in her bloodstream. The tip of her cock appeared at the top of her cleavage, bulbous head pulsing in a pond of precum.

		“Don’t cum in the customer’s face. Don’t cum in the customer’s face.” she repeated to herself. All pretense of delivering the order was lost; she stood completely still, taut as a bowstring. All she could truly sense was herself, the feeling of her massive racks spreading over the wet countertop, the mad throb of her clit—and its second mini-orgasm, making her knees buckle—, the heft of her heavy, audibly churning balls. “Don’t cum. Don’t cum. Don’t cum.”

		There was no hiding the fat cockhead peeking through her cleavage from the gobsmacked brunette, nor the river of thick, viscous goo that poured down what remained of her apron, the abused fabric inundated with the obnoxiously potent scent of Sophie’s sex. The woman was enthralled, just as much a prisoner to Sophie’s impossible enhancements as the pinkette herself. She opened her mouth sluggishly, moving as if underwater, and expressed her desires with a hunger that seemed to take even herself by surprise. “More! I want the extra. I want it all!”

		Sophie groaned. “Don’t encourage them!” she hissed under her breath, hoping that her audience didn’t hear the plea. But there was no mistaking the flare of heat, the angry throbbing of her cock. She looked down—or rather, started to, but her cock was already growing so long that it thrust in front of her face by its own accord—and watched with a mix of dread and senseless lust as her shaft bulged obscenely along one side, as if pulled in two directions at once. Then the transformation became obvious and her cock duplicated, splitting into two that were equally as enormous as the first had been. Her mind exploded with the sensation of her virgin skin, her delicate balanced control upset in an instant as the power of the storm of erotic pleasures doubled.

		Her first shot of cum coated her customer’s face completely, the load of her eager double-barrels dripping down her top, inch-thick. The second shot followed immediately after, and the next, and the next, and the next. Sophie threw her head back, gasping herself hoarse with wild moans, drowning in lust; her arms found the sides of her doubled tits, squeezing them around her twin cannons, fucking herself as if her life depended on it. Milk and girlcum gushed madly around her, but it was the doubled set of lady-balls between her thighs that accounted for the majority of the damage: she came and came and came, squirting onto the ceiling, the windows, the three unoccupied tables by the wall. Futa cum dripped down the display case, flooded the floor, matted her own hair and that of the brunette. The air was thick with her scent and the wet sounds of her gushing, going on for what seemed an eternity.

		Then, finally, Sophie became aware of the chiming of the doorbell. She raised her head from the counter, wiping her face of hot, molten cum, and caught a glimpse of the brunette leaving. Sophie raised her hand. “No, wait—”

		The door slammed shut with a chime of its bell.

		Sophie cast a glance around the flooded Coffee Corner.  She sighed. “I am so fired.”

		***

		“Thanks for coming over so quickly,” Sophie said, toweling off her head. “You’re a star.” She had shrunk back to her regular proportions, although her clothes remained a mess.

		“Don’t mention it.” Carla said, raising an eyebrow at the scenery. “You could have warned me to show up in rain boots, though.” She was short and sweet, geek chic with thick-rimmed glasses, her auburn curls tied behind her head.

		Sophie had been hard at work cleaning up, but even she could not work miracles—though the three extra sets of arms that she had grown certainly helped! She had managed to clean up the worst of the damage, but the small coffee house still looked as if a slimy tsunami had washed through. The pinkette offered a shrug. “I was hoping to be done with the floor before you showed up. But this stuff is really goopy, hard to wash; I’m lucky to have found a mop in the back, but it’s not exactly new.”

		“Is this all really… You?” Carla asked, gesturing around. “I mean, this is a lot of goo.”

		“Yep. All natural. Well, as natural as nanobots really get.” Sophie laughed. “You don’t sound convinced. Yes, I did just coat this whole place in cum. I have it on video, you know. But let me at least try to clean up this mess before I make another just to prove it to you.”

		“Oh yeah, your show, how’s that going?” Carla cast her gaze at the dessert display, a handful of brownies mercifully spared the onslaught that still dripped down their glass bubble. “Very upstanding of you to record evidence for your boss’ insurance claim.”

		“Thanks. Yeah, it’s going well, but not well enough to cover this.” Her fifth and eighth hands gestured vaguely, while the seventh put down the towel. “Plus, still got bills to pay. I kinda liked this place.”

		“So it goes.” Carla shrugged. “I thought you were raking the bucks, the new streaming sensation. Not that I know much about that kind of show. I prefer something more real, but… I don’t know, if you’re faking those arms, you’re doing a pretty good job.”

		Sophie laughed. “They’re not fake, I told you! Jeez, it’s not like I got implants or something. It’s a nanobot thing, I thought you’d be all over that!”

		“Nanobots are a fantasy, Soph. We’ve simply not come that far yet.” She pushed her glasses up the bridge of her nose. “And even if you did find a box of magic little robots, they wouldn’t be able to violate the conservation of mass all willy-nilly.”

		Sophie smiled wryly and closed her eyes, briefly letting go of the reigns of her imagination, just an inch into the untamed potential of her sexual fantasies. A fifth set of arms appeared by her sides, sprouting from nothing. “I don’t know, doesn’t seem that difficult to me.” She grinned, enjoying the tingle and the sensation of wetness dripping between her legs that it provoked. “Besides, where else do you think all this came from? A horny ghost?”

		Carla creased her forehead, staring at them. “It can’t really be that easy… Can it?” She frowned at her friend. “Sophie, this is some powerful shit! It has to—Where is it coming from? Who gave it to you?”

		“Forbidden voodoo magic, obviously, and I’m the high priestess.” Sophie flexed her arms in with a Hindu goddess routine. “Or a weird-ass mail-order. I don’t know, I just followed the instructions! Mostly, I mean. I have to make it look easy for my viewers, but it’s not really that simple to control. I didn’t mean to blow my load all over the lady buying a latte off me earlier today. The little control unit for the ‘bots seem to like following my viewer’s commands more than mine, half of the time. But when it works, it really works. I wouldn’t want to give it up for the world.” She laughed. “Which is good, because I’m not sure how to turn them off!”

		“Forced to transform at the whim of horny strangers…” Carla’s voice trailed off. “As long as you’re happy, I suppose.”

		“Hey, don’t be a downer. It’s great! Come on, don’t tell me you wouldn’t enjoy being able to change any part of yourself at will.”

		“Somehow, I manage to get through the day without it. And streaming for so many people…”

		“It’s pretty fun. You get a lot of weirdos, obviously, but you learn to let it wash over you. Find your zen.” She posed her arms again, in her best imitation of mystical gestures and at least one movie kung fu stance. “Carla, Carla, Carla. I can teach you, but you must bring your willingness to be taught. And a fresh set of clothes. You did bring some, right?”

		“Here. For the goddess who ruined her own. Don’t you stretch out the armholes with all those extras, though.”

		Sophie collapsed her multiplied limbs into one set with an audible snap and took the proffered plastic bag. “You’re a saint. Let me find a dry spot to change, then we can go. I’ve never needed a shower more in my life. Or at least since my last live-stream!”

		“Sure. And you’ll want to borrow mine as well, instead of dripping across half across the city.” Carla crossed her arms, taking out her phone while Sophie stripped down, catching just a glimpse of her naked backside amidst the sounds of wet clothes falling onto the tiled floor. “You said that your nanobots are controlled by some device… Maybe I could have a look at it? It might not be that mysterious inside. Might even have some sort of explanation for your ‘stunts’.” She typed on her phone. “What was the name of your stream again? Nevermind. Damn, how big is—”

		“Ugh, this is too tight!” Sophie groaned from the other side of the room, struggling with Carla’s old t-shirt.

		“So what?” Carla said, without looking up. “Can’t you just shrink to fit it?”

		“It has to be a sexy transformation, or it gets really hard. I’m a size queen, sue me.”

		“Sucks to be you, then. I fit it fine.”

		Sophie ceased her struggling, still only halfway into the shirt. “You do, don’t you.” She said deliberately, eyes resting on her friend. “And you make it look good, with those pretty curls, that cute ass.” 

		Carla looked up, a confused frown on her face. “Soph? What are you on about?”

		“No, what are you on about?” Sophie said, flashing Carla’s own grin back at her and leaving the brunette to watch in shock as Sophie slipped into her skin. Her face became rounder, her straight hair coiling as it turned a rich brown and her limbs reshaped. Her expression, in fact, became that annoying, knowing grin that Carla always used when she got to correct someone—Sophie, more often than not. “Remember to breathe, darling. I can’t borrow your shower if you’re in the emergency room.”

		“Sophie, what the hell!”

		“Voodoo, magic, etc. We went over this, remember?” Sophie resumed putting on Carla’s spare clothes.

		“I didn’t give you permission for that! I don’t need an imposter to go around smearing my good name.”

		“So far, I’ve only been smearing coffee shops today, so I think you’re safe. Relax! It’s only until I can go grab my own clothes. Unless you want to set up a really confusing double date. Hey, that’d be a fun prank, actually…”

		Carla huffed. “That’s not funny. But fine. Let’s get going, then.” She started towards the door, but paused with her hand on the handle. “How did you do that, though? You said it was really difficult to do on command.”

		“Unless it’s something sexy, silly.” Sophie laughed, walking up behind Carla. “And you’re a straight-up hottie. Isn’t that obvious?”

		“Is it? I…” Carla hesitated, half-turning to steal a glance at her less fashionably dressed doppelgänger. 

		Sophie’s smile widened. “Oh, you’re blushing. That’s adorable. Finally starting to warm up to me, huh?” She placed a hand on Carla’s shoulder, leaning in closer. “Wanna experience just how sexy you are up close?”

		“What do you mean?” Carla said, her matter-of-fact demeanor replaced by something uncertain, probing; curious, but cautious. Her cheeks were practically aflame, though, and she leaned back into Sophie’s touch, heart beating audibly.

		“I mean,” Sophie started, maddeningly deliberate, “that you’ve got a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity on your hands, cutie.” She placed a kiss on Carla’s neck. “How would you like to you go fuck yourself?”

		***

		Carla lived in a cozy apartment nearby, sharing her kitchen and bathroom kitchen with two roommates. Fortunately, neither was in, so the way was clear for Sophie to slip in and have a nice shower to wash off the residue of her explosive orgasm. She waited in the doorway and turned a grin on Carla, who kept taking out her phone and putting it away, mind clearly twisting in knots on itself. “Well? You coming? Or am I too filthy to share a shower with, you think?”

		“Oh, I thought you… Well, I could…”

		Sophie let the poor girl stew in her own juices for another moment, face bright red as a tomato, before she grabbed her by the wrist and pulled her into the spacious bathroom. “Just relax. We’re here to have fun, right? A private little session with your own double.” She gave Carla’s ass a squeeze and turned towards the mirror, gesturing at the two of them. “And unlike that copy, I can get as freaky as you like. You must have some ideas that you want to see in the flesh. But no rush. I’ll just get cleaned up, and you can join in when you like.”

		Carla stayed frozen in place, though the intensity in her eyes—glued to Sophie disrobing—and the fidgeting of her fingers betrayed the intense activity going on inside her brainpan. Her mouth opened, but it took another few heartbeats for her to find the words. “I do… have a few ideas.” She stepped forward, as if meaning to step into the shower cabin fully clothed, before a look from Sophie made her realize the mistake and halt in mortified shame.

		“I’m glad.” Sophie laughed gently, throwing her shirt to the floor. “No hurry, like I said. But I do have a question for you, something you might know better than I.”

		“Yes?” Carla looked up. Questions she could do; facts were much easier than handling her feelings.

		Sophie’s smile widened. “Yes, it’s about you, actually. If, say, you had a cock… How hung would you be?” As she posed the question, one of her hands drifted innocently in front of her crotch, leading Carla’s attention to an unmistakably growing bulge that was not there a second ago.

		“Oh. Uh. I hadn’t thought of that.”

		“Really? Well, you are now.” Sophie’s expression turned impish, obviously enjoying the effect she had on Carla—who clearly enjoyed it too, though not as openly. Her cock continued to swell, inch by inch, filling out between her legs. “Come on, give it a feel. Get a hold of yourself.” She led Carla’s hand, pressing her palm against her thickening shaft.

		“Fuck…” the brunette murmured, biting down hard on her lip in an attempt at regaining some control. But not enough to stop herself from giving a light squeeze and feeling up her twin’s mammoth slab of dick.

		“Gods, Carla, you’re full of surprises. I thought your face couldn’t get any redder, and you keep showing me up. And now you’re actually getting into it! Feels nice, doesn’t it?” Sophie slid a finger below her waistband. “Feels even better in the nude. Here, try it.”

		Carla needed no more encouragement to feel up Sophie’s fat lady-cock, using both hands to explore the veiny shaft and her heavy balls. It looked so odd, attached to her own crotch, but so right, in some twisted, kinky way. Carla held one arm against it, comparing the heavy girth to her forearm. There was no clear winner. “That thing is massive.” She whispered, almost reverently.

		“I know. You’re a fucking stud, Carla! Who would have thought you had it in you?” Sophie laughed. “And I’ve noticed that you didn’t tell me to stop yet.”

		Carla’s eyes widened. “Stop? You mean, it’ll just keep getting bigger until I—”

		“Tell me to, yes. How else do you think I managed to wreck my entire workplace?” She placed a kiss on Carla’s cheek and ruffled her hair. “Don’t think I’ve ever seen you this out of it, girlie. I must have really struck a chord.”

		“Maybe.” Carla glanced away; fortunately, Sophie’s cock provided a great opportunity not to look into her eyes. She gave the slowly hardening rod squeeze, up and down, a tremble running through her arm at the realization that its swelling literally pushed her fingers apart, too great to encircle.

		“Enough?” Sophie asked, checking on Carla with a more serious note. No use going too far and freaking out her friend.

		Carla did not respond immediately; she kept on stroking Sophie’s cock, watching the massive specimen breathlessly. Then she raised her head and caught her twin’s stare. “Just… a little bit more.”

		“Fine.” Sophie laughed. “As much as you think you can handle. But let's actually get into the shower so I can get less sticky.” She turned on the water and stepped inside. “And remember to take off your clothes!”

		***

		Carla’s shower fit two people comfortably, which was fortunate, since that was what she currently was. The warm water splashing down Sophie’s transformed body was like the touch of heaven itself; a hot, relaxing embrace that washed her troubles away and loosened the tension that had embedded herself in her shoulders with the guilt and worry of the damage her earlier eruption may have done to her economy. She’d get through it. And no better way than to pad her premium video portfolio with a recording of some hot shower sex.

		She half-turned to Carla, the shift of her hips emphasizing the fat rod dangling past her knees. “Coming?”

		“Soon, I hope.” Carla stepped inside, the hint of mischief on her face the first step outside of her timid shell.

		“That’s the spirit!” Sophie embraced her, stealing a quick kiss from her mirror image. “It’s time for some healing self-love.”

		“Yes…” Carla’s hands slid down Sophie’s front, feeling her up with tender and curious movements. “Could you—get a bit bustier? I kind of want to see…”

		“Thought you’d never ask.” Sophie pinned Carla against the tiled wall, breast to breast, as hers willfully started swelling with a tingle that sent a shiver down her spine and made the monster between her legs lurch forwards with a powerful throb. “There we go…” she murmured, grinding her growing tits against Carla’s smaller, perky pair, one of her hands sliding down around Carla’s leg to tease her cunt.

		The original brunette stared transfixed, hardly even breathing as her torso was slowly overwhelmed with soft, soapy boob. She sank her hands into them, kneading roughly in lustful fascination, until Sophie’s skillful hand made her tense and gasp, head jerking back. “Your cock, I wanna play with your cock again…” Her voice was dreamy, but intense, that of a woman stuck in a dream that she is convinced might vanish any second.

		“Look at you, all bossy—oh, I guess you technically are.” Sophie giggled, leaning in to envelop Carla’s chest in her huge, head-dwarfing breasts, slowly approaching their former ‘cowgirl’ size. Her nipples were enormous, pressing into Carla’s skin; they made Sophie shudder with every little movement. “Tits, cock, you got it all. But you can hardly get at it with my boobs in the way. Unless…”

		Carla continued to nonverbally worship Sophie’s chest, letting her empty hand fumble blindly for the futa’s cock. She was so enthralled that she hardly noticed what Sophie had done before her enormous rack rose to swallow her face whole, pinning her between the hard wall and a soft place. Carla squirmed, her blind fumbling turning more serious as she lost her balance, feeling herself slowly slip on the wet floor in the dark, wet world between Sophie’s breasts.

		“Calm your tits.” Sophie said, in a noticeably bassier voice, dripping with desire; she rose above Carla, releasing her from her chesty prison as her upwards growth continued, becoming a towering Amazon of a woman. Her whole body was tingling now, touched by the allure of her transformation, urging her to ever greater heights. She wanted nothing more than to rub her twin sexes, to fuck Carla and lose herself anew in mind-bending orgasm. But no, she held back; Carla deserved to set the pace: this was her show.

		As it turned out, Sophie had no need to worry. As soon as Carla was clear of her massive tits and she faced Sophie’s equally impressive cock, hanging in a 45 degree arc from its perch between her legs almost at the level of Carla’s eyes, she threw herself at it; fondling, kissing, squeezing, completely enraptured by her towering futa twin.

		“Oh, damn. Where did that come from?” Sophie moaned, herself taken aback by her friend’s sudden fervor. Her growing bits were ever sensitive, and never more so than the moment immediately following the transformation, as the newly grown skin and nerves mingled with the rest of her nervous system, the better to overload her with addictive pleasure. She steadied herself against the surrounding walls, almost dislodging the ceramic tiles with her unexpected strength, as her cock and clit throbbed like mad, both swelling—but only one briefly lifting Carla off her feet. “Have we created a new size queen? Or were you keeping all that bottled up before?” Sophie gasped, the throb of her third leg sending a tremor through the bathroom when it struck the wall; though not managing to dislodge Carla, who had wedged herself beneath the massive shaft, the better to play with her round, heavy balls.

		Sophie’s head struck the ceiling, the flash of pain prompting a moment of clarity: she had grown taller still, and not even noticed. No good; she filled out the shower as it was! And yet, she heard the devil on her shoulder, moaning into her ear: Bigger, Bigger, Bigger!

		Wait, no, that was Carla!—her voice muffled by her kisses along Sophie’s cock.

		Sophie shrugged inwardly. “Oh well, it’s your deposit.” She leaned forwards, taking up the shower almost entirely; the splash of water was all but forgotten next to the volume of precum leaking from her mammoth shaft and her milky nipples—still primed from earlier that day, it would seem. She let the nanobots concentrate between her legs, obeying Carla’s command as her dick grew, longer and thicker with every dizzying throb.

		Forced to step backwards, out onto the bath mat, Carla hugged the cock, clearly larger than the rest of her, and climbed on top of it, grinding her clit against the gargantuan, veiny shaft in a state of trance bordering on religious passion. “Yes! God, yes, more, it’s so big and perfect, bigger, thicker!”

		“Looks like you’d enjoy my streams after all, Carla, you sound just like one of my viewers!” Sophie grit her teeth, mauling one of her own gigantic tits to try to reach a climax of her own, like the whole-body orgasm that Carla was clearly working herself into. She could see only a sliver of her friend, her oversexed body blocking most of the way into the shower stall, but she could feel her just fine. Her feverish humping sent shivers through her sensitive skin, which made her cannon of a cock throb all the more dangerously.

		“Fuck, I’m so big and sexy! I… I—”

		The sounds of Carla’s orgasms were entirely drowned out by Sophie’s eruption, the dam of her desires bursting along with the tense control of her cock: A river burst from inside her, raging around the bathroom and filling it entirely with her endless cumshots. Sophie threw her head back, moaning, as her world turned white.

		***

		“Great. Now I need a shower again.”

		Carla threw a pillow at her. “You don’t get to complain after what you did.”

		Sophie laughed, raising her hands. “Hey, you asked me to. It’s not like you weren’t warned in advance.”

		“Hmf.” Carla crossed her arms and turned away. They were in her bedroom, extra towels heaped onto her bed and floor. Sophie lounged on the bed, while Carla sat in a chair. “Marcy and Erica will be livid about the bathroom…”

		“Hey, at least the damage is contained. Who knows, most of it might even drain overnight.” Sophie was back to her usual size, though she still stuck around as Carla’s twin. “And if they get too mad, you can always offer them a ride on your rocket.” She grinned, grabbing her clit as it instantly soared to the size of a cock, wiggling it in Carla’s direction.

		“That’s not funny.” Carla said, although she failed to look away from the little show. 

		“Ah, don’t be so glum. It’ll work out.” Her clit-cock continued to grow in her hand, sliding past her palm with a slow, but powerful tingle between her legs. Below, her labia swelled, leaking excessively on the already wet towel below her. “Speaking of, I never quite delivered on my promise to let you fuck yourself. Not technically, anyhow. Seeing as we’ll have to wait for the shower to drain for quite a while, why don’t we spend the time productively? We could record a little video, see how much of your beloved monster-cock that you can actually take.”

		“No fucking way. I’m not letting you ruin my bedroom.”

		Sophie smirked. “There are ways around that, you know. You just have to swallow. And maybe if you don’t beg me to grow a cock the size of a redwood this time…”

		“I did nothing of the sort!” A hint of Carla’s adorable crimson flush returned to her cheeks. 

		A second phallic clit emerged from Sophie’s cunt, wrapping itself around the first like a lewd Caduceus, the fleshy tentacles throbbing as she ran her fingers along their length. “Sure. Let’s pretend that’s true.” She said, grinning easily at Carla despite the powerful, distracting sensations from her growing pussy. “So, since you clearly didn’t ask me to grow a fat cock for you earlier, let’s rectify that mistake. Or would you rather get pounded by someone else?” Her face became thin and regal, her hair a mess of purple. 

		Carla averted her eyes. “No, it’s fine.”

		“What’s fine? This?”

		“No, like me.” Carla stood up, blushing profusely. “You don’t have to make me say it! I know it’s weird.”

		Sophie could not help but giggle. “Darling, we’re far past weird. Been for miles. There’s nothing wrong with a bit of clone-fucking, is there?” She got off the bed, her massive clits retracting and her face changing back until she stood before Carla like her twin once more, the two of them utterly identical. She placed a hand on Carla’s shoulder. “Accept that you’re weird and enjoy the ride.” Then she threw her down onto the bed and gave her a knowing grin. “I certainly will.”

		Carla protested performatively, but did nothing to impede Sophie climbing on top of her. In fact, for someone so aghast, she was suspiciously quick to slide her hands around the other woman, moaning softly as their naked bodies met and Sophie caught her in a kiss.

		“That’s better.” Sophie smirked, unable to resist the temptation to make her breasts grow against Carla’s once more, spreading across her chest inch by inch. She stroked her cheek with a tender touch, suppressing her own urge to relinquish the appearance of control: she transformed with more care than before, only slowly willing her arms to thicken and split into a second pair, the better to appease her greedily throbbing clit with some light stimulation. Her other hand parted Carla’s thighs, finding the woman even wetter than she was—which was no mean feat.

		“Ah…” Carla gasped, moving to rise and shift. But before she could move far, Sophie’s third set of hands found her shoulders and gently pinned her to the bed.

		“Ssh. Just lie back and let me take care of you. You deserve a treat.” She winked, a twitch of her face betraying the toe-curling sensations of her cock growing out, pressed against Carla’s pelvis. “I’d let you choose what that treat should be, but I already know what you want. I’m you, right?” She let Carla squirm, feeling her heavy cock take form and harden, more than a foot of throbbing lady-boner.

		“It won’t fit…” Carla said, making no move to stop her.

		“And you want it, still.” She eased her hips backwards, sliding her hefty glans over Carla’s cunt, slowly parting her lips. “Trust in the nanobots. You’ve seen what they can do.”

		Both women gasped at Sophie’s slow entry, her cunt rippling eagerly around the dickgirl’s huge, growing shaft. “Oh, fuck…” Sophie hissed, biting her lip to bring her mind back from the brink; a massive gush of molten cum—pre or not made little difference to such a virile futa—flooding into Carla, who squirmed around her, hands roaming over the six-armed woman’s backside, settling on her ass and pulling her closer.

		“Yes, yes, I want that—keep going, I can—take it!”

		“You’ll have to.” Sophie said, her voice nearing a growl as she pulled back to thrust in earnest, slamming her enormous cock inside her with a heavy slap of her fat balls against Carla’s ass. She felt the brunette moan and squirm beneath her, but it was hard to keep up the facade of teasing ease—her desire burned too hot to keep it contained, growing on par with her expanding shaft, which spread Carla wider with every thrust, the force of which shook the entire room around them.

		“Oh, fuck, Sophie, fuck, you’re so goddamn big!” Carla gasped, raking her nails over Sophie’s thighs. 

		“Yes, I am.” She breathed harder, perspiration beading her many-armed body. Every thrust sent the bed smashing against the wall, bedposts trembling like they might break off at any moment. “And I’m getting even bigger.”

		“How—how am I…?” One of Carla’s hands went to her pelvis, blindly feeling for the bulge of the two feet of cock that she so keenly felt slide in and out of her. And it was there, plain as day, distending her in an almost comical fashion, as it ravaged her cunt with impossible bliss.

		Sophie spared a smile. “My little helpers. Is becoming stretchier really that hard to believe after what you’ve seen them do to me?” She grinned, hilting herself with a powerful thrust that made Carla damn near convulse, her eyes rolling back in her head with one of many orgasms to come. “But if you need extra convincing, I’m happy to top you up.” Her outrageously fat cock detonated with cum, gushing into Carla with such force that her belly bulged, swollen and sloshing. Even as she did, Sophie’s balls were still bloating bigger between her legs, eager to fill the woman to truly obscene levels.

		Sophie groaned, shifting in place; her hips started moving again, even before her orgasm abated. Her cock refused to soften even an inch, hard as granite to resume fucking her blissed out friend. She needed more, obeying the primal need that arose in her potent sex, sliding in and out of a warm, wet pussy. A growl escaped her, her grip on Carla tightening as minutes passed and the throbbing between her legs grew so powerful that it bordered on the audible.

		“Oh, Sophie,” Carla giggled, slipping back and forth on the tangled sheets with the force of the rhythm. “What’s gotten into you? You’re like—”

		 Ecstasy welled up from deep inside Sophie, flooding her from the inside with wild sensation, as she—more literally—flooded Carla’s womb, her third leg of a cock gushing a chaotic torrent of virile dickgirl jizz inside her. She slammed her hips in close, the impact of her immense scrotum hard enough to leave a red mark across Carla’s naked skin, and held her there, still as a statue aside from the throb of her erupting shaft.

		Carla’s belly inflated visibly with seed, giving her the look of a third trimester pregnancy. “Soph,” she mumbled, voice hoarse and used. “You’re such a stud. I look… Ridiculous.” She giggled, rubbing her huge belly.

		Without a word or even an acknowledgement of her orgasm, Sophie slid back and stood at the edge of the bed; half of her preposterous cock remained inside Carla, keeping her plugged aside from the smear dragged out onto the towels. 

		“Hey. No cuddling?”

		Sophie’s cock gave a willful pulse, nearly lifting Carla bodily off the bed. “We’re not done yet.” She did not have to think; instinct was enough to make it happen. A new cockhead formed above the base of the first, slowly swelling out, developing into a second shaft that filled with life and blood, stretching out, inch by inch, towards Carla. A second scrotum formed below, jostling beside the first as they filled and churned with cum, potent enough to fill the room twice over.

		Carla gave them a worried look. “Hey, come on. That’s… Enough for now, right?”

		Sophie grasped Carla’s ankles, then her thighs, and pulled her to the edge of the bed, her first cock sliding back into place inside her. It was an appetizer, a red cape waving before Sophie’s monstrous libido. She was hungry for more.

		“Sophie!” Carla said, a bit more insistently. “I swear, do not ruin my bedroom!” She stared down the cannon of a cock that laid over her belly, rising to alarmingly full hardness. “I won’t forgive—” she squealed, cut off by a swift 180 degree rotation around Sophie’s fat shaft, aided by four hands and an eerie undulation of the dick inside her. She was left on all fours, butt raised by the bulging of her belly: a perfect invitation.

		Sophie took it. “The only thing I’m going to ruin is your ass.” She slapped her free cock against Carla’s back, heat radiating off the girthy length as her precum spread over the curve of her spine. Then she slid it back, the enormous shaft acting as a prehensile predator, soaking Carla’s ass with nanobot-laden ball-batter and finally, carefully, working its way inside her.

		Carla stiffened, feeling the enormous cockhead spread her cheeks. “You can’t be serious!” 

		Sophie had never been more serious in her life. Inch by inch, foot by foot, she filled the squirming brunette up, working her way in until, at last, she was balls deep. And then the main event truly began. A thin smiled crossed her face as she stretched Carla’s holes, fucking both her cunt and ass with a power and ferocity that neither woman had imagined possible. Wild moans and cries filled the room, amid the slapping of skin against sweat-soaked skin, of Sophie’s massive tits jiggling, her nuts swinging behind her knees, hands gripping Carla tightly around her hips and thighs as she pounded the smaller woman.

		Carla shouted in delirious pleasure, but Sophie could not make out the words. Her own world was saturated with desire, an animalistic heat that took her bodily autonomy away. She could do nothing but fuck. And fuck she did, blessed with such studly shafts that Carla would certainly have perished if not for the inhuman elasticity of her neithers provided by the nanobots.

		This was how it was supposed to be. Her hips pumped like pistons, her body a machine made for sex. The nanobots enhanced her muscles before she had a chance to feel a wisp of strain, making her strong, tireless, possessed with dangerous levels of stamina. 

		She had no idea how much time passed. Minutes or hours, all that mattered was the feeling: she chased a high, losing her voice from moaning in the process, ruining the bed, the walls and any hope of salvaging Carla’s relationship with her roommates and neighbours.

		But she caught it.

		The climax was unlike anything she had ever felt. Her eyes rolled back, all six of her arms shuddering with such force that she almost lost the grip on Carla. But not entirely; she needed that grip for what came next: the religious experience of orgasm, the tidal wave of hot, fresh futa cum that burst into Carla, bloating her belly past any semblance of normality. She came and came, not caring that it lifted Carla up into the air, her inflating belly pushing her away. More, it filled the bed, stretching over the wet towels and the soggy sheets below. And more still, bloating over the edges, leaving Carla on a rounded, sloshing waterbed of her own—firmly held by Sophie’s many hands, impaled on her throbbing rods.

		It was, in a word, spectacular.

		“There.” Sophie said, eyes unfocused as she came down. “That… should do it.” She allowed herself to breathe, finally, as the tension left her body and the world came rushing back to her, piece by piece. She looked over Carla, her cumflated twin, blinking rapidly as if seeing her for the first time. “Huh.”

		“S-Soph?” Carla said, awkwardly turning her head.

		“You look a little full, darling. You good?”

		She looked shellshocked from bliss, barely conscious. “I think…” She gave up on turning completely and relaxed her neck, lying spread-eagle on her enormous belly. “...I need a minute.”

		“Fine, fine.” Sophie turned her attention to her own upgraded body, merging her arms back into their usual pair. “I guess you’re plugged up nicely here, as long as I stay inside…” 

		She turned towards her phone, balanced for recording on a shelf at the back of the room, and smiled for the camera. “So that’ll be all for tonight, my friends. I hope you enjoyed this explosive climax of mine—I certainly did!—and I’ll see you in my next stream. This has been Sophie Starlight; tune in next time and let's find out how freaky I can really get!”

		 

		###
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