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Tracy Dixon had a condition. A teleportation accident early in her military career had thrown her through the time stream, forcing her to pop in and out of real-space without control or respite. Her salvation came when an experimental device, a chrono-anchor, was affixed to her chest and provided her with a solid grounding to the present. The futuristic device allowed her a measure of control over her position in time and had great uses on the battlefield. 

That aside, she was a spunky young woman - a brunette with short, spiky hair, a huge set of goggles and a battle costume that combined an old, leather flight jacket with a skin-tight bodysuit and a few pieces of high-tech armor. She was always quick to smile and to share her infectious laughter. 

Teleportation was only a side note in Tracy's life, though. Her real condition was much more significant. Namely, she had a cock. A big, fat cock that bounced and slapped between her thighs, and made squeezing into her tight, yellow leggings an eternal battle, no less so because of her choice to make a fashion statement in picking a skintight fit for her commandingly large ass. Tracy was fit as could be, and yet she had produced a huge, eye-catching butt with a sway alluring enough to distract bad guys even in the middle of a firefight. The glowing device on her chest helped bring attention to her large, shapely breasts, which jiggled enticingly with her frequent acrobatic flips and jumps. 

The story began with Tracy coming home from her daily exercise, as she had so many times before. She barged through the front door of her small cottage house and left a trail of hastily discarded clothes on her way through her living room. 

Her heart was beating fast - not because of the training regimen that left her bathed in sweat, but because of her all-encompassing libido. Above all else, her lust ruled her life. 

 Almost there, she told herself as the bedroom door shut behind her. Her breasts bounced free as she peeled off her top and one hand instantly zoomed in on her plump, pink nipple while the other dove between her legs. To the naked eye, she was all woman, but a flick across the chrono-anchor's controls released the

 temporal pocket that hid her cock: The massive tool reasserted itself jumped out into her hand with a messy smear of pre, tearing through the crotch of her pants in the process. 

Tracy let out a soft gasp and clenched her jaw as her heart thundered in her chest. Steady, now... Her cock throbbed in her hand, angry veins pulsating against her grip like a snake fighting to get free. Tracy did not really do the whole 'slow and steady' thing, least of all her cock. She should at least grab a shower, first. 

The door leading from bedroom to bathroom stood ajar, and easily yielded to a swift kick. The white-tiled chamber inside was spacious, with a big shower cubicle and a few rolls of plastic to let her clean up without frying her ever-present chrono-anchor. 

She went in, hands never leaving her cock or tits, and angled herself halfway inside her shower to slide the door open with her back. Her cock bounced up and down with the motion and sprayed a splatter of hot precum onto the shower tiles below, white blending into white. 

Tracy looked anywhere but down, too preoccupied with getting her cold shower to notice that she planted her foot right atop the puddle of goo and slipped. 

Suddenly, everything happened very fast. Gravity yanked her head back as she lost her footing and the hard-white tiles rushed upwards to meet her naked skin. 

Her heart skipped a beat, but years of experience with split-second acrobatics sent her reflexes into action before her she knew what was happening. Her hand found the controls to the device on her chest and squeezed a button. 

The chrono-anchor on Tracy's chest flashed with blue light and stole her away from the passage of time. Tracy fell upwards as her time stream reversed and rewound the last couple of seconds. The inertia pushed her all the way back into her bedroom, before releasing her back into the normal time. She phased back into real-space with a measure of backwards momentum, enough to make her stumble as she collided with somebody behind her; both fell upon the bed, Tracy on the other's lap. 

"What the fuck?" Tracy cried out and spun around to face her bedroom burglar. 

The chrono-anchor's cooldown did not permit her to jump again so soon, but

even unarmed she could put up a fight (and with a cock like that, was she ever truly without a weapon?). 

As it turned out, her unseen assailant was just as ill-prepared as Tracy herself, because the other person tumbling with her in the bed was Tracy. The two identical brunettes, ejected from the time-stream mere milliseconds after each other, came to a halt as they recognized their faces, and more pertinently, the private features on display in their mutual nudity. 

Tracy's eyes went wide. She jerked upright and became intimately aware of her copy's raging erection against her ass, her own thick dick throbbing hard in a lewd form of resonance. "Hey!" she said, almost accusingly, "you're me!" 

"No, you're me!" The doppelganger said. She held up her arms as if to shove her time-shifted double away. She thought better of it, however, and instead wrapped her arms around Tracy to rest them on her ample chest. She hardly had a chance to fondle Tracy's thick nipples before her own perked up and drew a soft gasp out from her lips. "Fuck, I felt that!" 

Tracy bit her lip as her copy felt her up and looked down at her hands. "You did?" She placed one hand atop Tracy-2's, pressing the other woman's palm onto her engorging nipple, while the other dropped to squeeze her powerfully pulsing erection. "You feel this, too?" 

There was a gasp behind Tracy's ear and a telltale throb as Tracy-2's cock jerked below her ass, the swollen shaft grinding between her big, firm rump cheeks of its own accord. "Mh-hm," came the delayed response, as Tracy-2 sank her fingers into Tracy's breast and pushed her other hand down between Tracy's thighs. "I feel... You, but slightly delayed. Like I'm-" 

"- my immediate future. I think I get it." Tracy smiled and twisted around to face herself. "So tell me, how does this feel?" She gave a playful grind and pulled the brunette into a kiss, suckling eagerly at her warm, wet tongue as their velvet lips joined together. Her eyes lit up with mischief as she pulled back a moment later and placed her cheek against her copy's. "Because I'm seeing a lot of possibilities, here." 

Tracy-2 quivered as she sucked in a breath of air and settled into a lusty smile. 

"Feels fantastic, love." She squeezed Tracy's ass in a slow, indulgent manner before kissing her again. "So how do you want to do this?" 

Her loins were aflame, and the blaze only roared higher. Tracy gave her copy's cock a slow grind beneath her voluptuous ass and swung around to sit face to face on the Tracy-2's lap. She recognized something in Tracy-2's face, an orgasmic helplessness that intensified as their cocks slapped together like dueling swordsmen. "Don't cum already," she chided, and pushed in close. Their breasts touched, thick nipples kissing sensually before burying each other in pink, puffy areolas. "I want you. I want to bury my cock in your fat, lovely ass and fuck you until you can't walk." 

Tracy-2 trembled and threw her head back with a cute moan of surrender. Her cock erupted, pulsing powerfully as she blew her load all over Tracy's front, thick cum dripping off the high-tech device strapped to the brunette's chest and running down her equally massive balls. "T-too much," she said in a wavering voice. "I'm getting everything double, I can't..." 

Tracy smirked. "You're not getting off the hook that easily, sweetheart." She seized her copy's cock and gave her a tug, milking out another voluminous glop of cum before settling into a slow rhythm. "I've played enough with this dick to know that it'll never be satisfied with just one go." 

Sure enough, the messy shaft twitched beneath her slender fingers and rose up to meet Tracy's rock-hard erection. Tracy-2 moaned again and shifted her seating, leaning back on her arms, a pose that easily accentuated her amazing rack. 

Tracy felt hot cum moving down her skin in slow-moving drops, painting every curve and cranny with potent girl-sperm. She lifted herself off the other woman and shot her a crooked grin. "Now be a dear and show me that ass." 

"How could I say no?" Tracy-2 said with an easy smile and flipped around on the bed, coming up on her arms and knees with her thick ass strutting out behind her and her fat manhood hanging heavily below. Cum still dripped from the tip and her sheer sexual scent all but dripped off her huge balls. 

Tracy settled right behind her copy and took a deep breath. The musky air made a shiver run down her spine and almost set her cock off. "Bloody hell, this is like crack. I never realized how damn sexy I smell." She said with a wry smile and leaned forward to plant a kiss between her copy's overflowing ass-cheeks. "God. 

Look at this ass. It's fucking perfect." 

"Getting a little narcissistic back there?" Tracy-2 asked with a wiggle of her

toned backside. 

"What can I say? Squats are paying off, big time." Tracy laughed. She sank her hands into the crevice between thigh and hip and kneaded the alluring curves to her heart's content. "Besides, you're making me hard as fucking steel, here." 

Tracy-2 eased herself backwards to push her naked butt against the original and trap her face in her ass-crack. "Why don't you put it to use, then? What're you waiting for?" 

"A formal invitation." Tracy grinned like a cat. She straightened up and ran the pre-slick head of her cock through her copy's thick thighs. "Just like that." She tightened her grip on Tracy-2's hips and placed her bulbous cockhead against the tight, waiting asshole and carefully pushed inside. 

"F-fucking finally," Tracy-2 said, with a ragged breath. "Come on, ravage my fat ass. Fuck me!" 

Tracy's cock was in heaven, squeezed harder and more delicately than any of her toys had ever done. "Yeah," she agreed with a slight quaver. She savored the sensation of stretching Tracy-2's ass and the feeling of the other woman gripping her cock like a vice in return. Their hips met as she hilted herself in Tracy-2, their smooth balls slapping together with a meaty *whap* and jostled as they egged each other on. "You trying to make me bust my nut already?" Tracy moaned and pulled back to start fucking the girl's ass in earnest. 

The bed creaked as Tracy-2 moved her hips as well, slamming her thick backside against Tracy's cock and moaning lustily. They filled the bedroom with noise and the sweet scent of sweaty sex while the windows fogged with heat. "Why not? I want to cum again." Tracy-2 said. "The night is young... And with you being that sexy, I don't think our cocks are going to go soft any time soon!" 

"Quit being cute, you're making me throb harder!" Tracy snapped for breath as her hips moved like a piston, ejaculating globs of pre that eased her passage while the sensations drove her wild. "Fuck me. H-here we go!" 

Both women climaxed within seconds of each other, one fat cock exploding messily inside Tracy-2's ass before the other bucked and erupted with cum. 

Tracy-2's tool bulged obscenely as she fired shot after shot across the bedsheets, cumming like a goddess while Tracy filled her asshole so vigorously that an

excess of sperm sprayed back down across her heavy balls and onto her thighs below. 

The world spun around Tracy, who let herself fall sideways onto the bed to enjoy the buzzing sensation in her head. "Oh, baby." She murmured and pulling out her thick cock from her copy's ass. She tugged Tracy-2 into her arms to spoon her, while letting her slick, glistening shaft trace a path of spunk across her skin. 

"Man, my ass is too good." She whispered and nipped affectionately at Tracy-2's earlobe. 

"Tell me about it." the other Tracy cooed and wiggled her backside firmly back into Tracy's lap. "I just..." She licked her lips. "It's like I just fucked myself, and got fucked, at the same time. My memories are getting all muddy, flowing together. But fuck, it's giving me a buzz like you wouldn't believe." 

Tracy's cock twitched against her copy's thick backside and left a white smear across her lower back. Her body almost felt numb from the sensory feast between her legs, and the afterglow left her with a pleasant tingle - even as her erection refused to die down completely. "You'll have to tell me about it. Or maybe give me ride on that delicious dick of yours." 

"Mh. I wish I could make you feel like I did, though." Tracy-2 arched her back in a luxurious stretch, but stopped halfway through as her face lit up. "Wait a minute. I can make you feel like that." She turned around and placed a wet kiss on the original's cheek. "Tracy, you're a genius! Be right back!" 

"Wha? Where're you going?" Tracy asked. 

Her copy was gone before the words had left her mouth. Tracy was left lying alone on her bed with only the faint hum of the chrono-anchor that had pulled Tracy-2 out of the time stream. 

"Huh. Well, it better be good." She clicked her tongue and glanced down over herself and the mess that they had made. The absence of Tracy-2's expertly sculpted ass displeased her cock. 

Less than a minute later, a crackle of blue lightning lit the bedroom and Tracy-2

reappeared. She had lost her torn leggings on the way, but had gained a friend. 

Tracy-2 held hands with a third copy as they materialized on the floor. Tracy-2

split her lips in a triumphant grin. "Look who I found!" 

Tracy couldn't help but laugh. "I'll be damned." 

"No, you'll be fucked!" Tracy-3 said and shared a look and a toothy smile with Tracy-2. They took a synchronous step forward, which made their big, fat cocks wobble and point at the brunette on the bed. They looked harder and bigger than ever, precum drooling freely down the veiny shafts. "Come here, sexy." 

They did not have to tell her twice. Tracy eased herself off to bed and stood up between her two copies. She slung her arms around their waists and peppered their faces with hot, eager kisses, alternating between Tracy-2 and -3 with every other kiss. 

The two temporal copies pulled in close, cooing huskily all the while, and roamed across Tracy's curvaceous body with adventurous hands, while a messy sword fight broke out below from lack of space between their overloaded loins. 

"God, you're so cute." Tracy-2 breathed and threw herself at Tracy, catching her teasing tongue and forcing their lips together. For a moment, Tracy-3 was all that kept the two others standing, before she stepped back and let them fall upon the bed once more. 

In that moment, the kiss was all that Tracy cared about, and the impact of the cum-stained bed sheets on her back barely registered in her mind. She hefted Tracy-2's killer ass, her fingers sinking in deep, and pushed her flush as her hips to grind their dicks together. 

Meanwhile, Tracy-3 masturbated furiously; one hand kneading her tit, the other stroking her cock as if trying to throttle the life out of it. Her high-pitched moans caught the attention of the two lovebirds as the device on her chest began to crackle with temporal energy. "It feels too good!" She gasped raggedly, "the kissing, the touches... I have to share it!" There was a foreboding blue flash, and then she was gone. 

Tracy paused her knee-quivering make-out session and craned her neck to scout after the vanished woman. Her embrace took on a slightly protective character as she looked back to Tracy-2 and stroked her shoulder. "That looked like a mechanical failure. You think she's alright?" 

"I don't know, it could just be a brief overload." Tracy-2 said. "You know how it gets. I think she-" 

Azure light flared through the bedroom and knocked out the ceiling light for a few moments. Tracy-3 was back. So was Tracy-4, 5 and 6. She broke into a grin. 

"Cheers, love. The cavalry is here." 

Tracy's throat felt dry. "Fuck me." She whispered in a hoarse voice. "You crazy bitch." 

"Oh, you better believe it." The group told her in unison, their individual words blending into an almost perfectly synchronous voice that would be eerie if it did not sound so damn arousing. Strong, nimble hands grabbed Tracy's ankles and pulled her out of her embrace and up on her knees. Just the right height to service the crowd of fat, throbbing cocks that stood at attention in front of her. 

Tracy-3 stuck out her hips and fixed her with a smug smile. "Get sucking, lass." 

Heart hammering in her chest, Tracy sat up straight and looked over her suitors. 

She could peep on any locker room in the country and she would never find a line-up of cocks as big and juicy as this. She reached for the closest two and filled her hands, running her fingers across the hot, delicate skin. 

Tracy got a messy splatter of cream for her trouble, two thick streams of cum that ran down along the bulging undersides and drenched her fingers with the pungent spunk. The Tracys around her sighed contently as the reaction spread like rings in the water and every other woman in the room sprang a leak as well. 

Of course, none of their cocks softened as much as an inch - on the contrary, Tracy's erotic ministrations only made them bigger and harder still! 

"You liked that, didn't you?" Tracy asked as she put on a small, teasing smile. 

She shared a look with each of the Tracys in turn, before she released her grip on their cocks. Thick globs of ball-batter still dripped down her wrists and forearms as Tracy centered all of her attention on the manhood in front of her. "You'll like this even more..." 

There was a murmur of agreement around her, the four Tracys in front of her standing hip to hip as they scooted closer, while the singular copy behind her, Tracy-2, sat up and fondled her backside and her balls. "Please," she whispered, voice husky from the sensation of two simultaneous hand jobs reverberating inside her skull. 

Tracy plunged ahead. She graciously took the cock that was offered to her, opening wide to draw in the huge shaft between velvet lips and swallowed it

greedily. Her hands rested on the bedside to angle herself down right, which had the fortunate side effect of letting her curvaceous ass strut in the air behind her. 

"Oh, fuck." Five voices joined once more in a chorus of wanton moans. Idle hands reached down to Tracy, caressing and lifting her body, while they rubbed hips and breasts together in unfocused lust. "Yes, there - just like that." 

With her copies holding her in place, Tracy was free to raise her arms and milk their cocks once more. Her movements were faster, now, greedier to see the crowd cum, and the heated gasps that reached her ears was just the melody that she wanted to hear. Her lips ran across the veiny shaft in her mouth, drawing it deeper into her mouth as her tongue swirled across the slick shaft. 

Her efforts were rewarded with another round of lustful cries and significantly more cum. "Tracy..." her voices called out as Tracy-2 - behind her - slid her dick up between Tracy's ass cheeks and hot-dogged them, tearing more holes in her tight leggings as she went. "I'm... We're so close. Make us cum, Tracy." 

Tracy savored the heat of every drop of molten cum as they ran down her throat, her face, her hands. She was all too happy to comply. With a firm tug of her hands and a gentle caress of her tongue, she set the five copies of herself tumbling off the edge and into a climactic abyss. 

The result was glorious. Five deliciously hung girldicks erupted across the room in a messy display of sperm-laden fireworks, shooting their cum with without a care for what they hit - except when it came to covering Tracy, painting the original woman in cum until her short, brown hair clumped together and goo pooled around the ridge of her spine. Tracy-2 was responsible for the majority of the latter, as she thrust her dick through Tracy's ass-cheeks before unloading across her back. Another Tracy spewed so much nut-butter down Tracy's throat that she almost clogged her airways. 

Above all, it was hot. Both in terms of sex and temperature, Tracy's senses were overwhelmed with her selves and her boundless libido. The powerful smell of dick filled her nostrils, just like the taste of hot, salty cum flooded her tongue and throat. Her skin shone in the light under so many layers of slick, dripping cum, and the combined caresses from five lovers all at once soaked her brain in dopamine. She could not tell when she let go and fell upon the bed once more, curling up as her copies finished cumming and settled down around her with

belabored breaths. 

"That was amazing." Tracy-2 said, and pulled Tracy's head into her lap to stroke her cum-drenched hair. "Oh, god..." 

Tracy smiled with half-lidded eyes. "I'd call it a smashing success." She flexed her leg as a copy at the far end began to massage her feet. "Where'd you find all of, uh, 'these' girls, anyhow?" 

"Jumped a little ahead on the timeline. A few seconds here and there - I reckon' 

that a brief separation like that is safe enough, like when we split the first time." 

Tracy-2 put on a thoughtful expression. "It feels like we're blending more together, though. Already think the same way, of course, but... We're thinking it at the same time, too." 

"And feeling it, judging by your reaction back there. You're just after me on the time-line, right? You shouldn't have experienced my lips at all - though I'm pretty sure you did." Tracy looked up at Tracy-2. "Should I be worried?" 

Tracy-2 smiled impishly. "Only..." she started to say, only for Tracys 3 to 6 to join their voices to hers, a single, harmonious sentence. "... If the thought of a hive-minded harem scares you." 

Tracy's cock throbbed. She bit her lip. "Not enough to win over my erection." 

She took Tracy-2's hand and intertwined their fingers. "Temporal paradoxes do scare me, though. I don't want to lose you to some twist of fate. None of you." 

Tracy-2 gave her a gentle squeeze. "We won't leave. I promise." A small, playful smile appeared on her lips, and she leaned forward to trace her finger over the curve of Tracy's perky breast. "As long as we all feel what you do, I doubt even a time paradox could stop us from coming to you. And over you." She added with a laugh. 

"It'll have to last." Tracy said as she ran over thumb over Tracy-2's palm. "You still havn't fucked my ass yet, and I want to take my time." 

Tracy-3 and 4 joined in, inching up beside Tracy's middle to slide their hands up her thighs. "Oh yeah, that's why we went to look for more of us in the first place. 

And we just made you wait." Their smiles were playful and warm. "Well, maybe the problem is just that there's not enough of us yet, hm?" 

Tracy's heart skipped a beat. She tried to play it cool, but she could not fool herself. "Maybe. Maybe that just makes you more distracted." 

Tracy-5 and 6 jumped off the bed and gave her a wicked grin. "We'll just have to see, right?" They gave a thumbs-up each and jumped into the time-stream with a flicker of blue lightning that left a fading afterimage on Tracy's retina. 

A tremble shot up through her chest. Tracy clenched her fist. "It's too crazy. 

Something's bound to go wrong." 

"No, love. It's going to very, very right." Tracy-2 whispered in her ear and leaned down to kiss her. 

There was a flash. There was Tracy. Tracy, Tracy, Tracy. She had been a group, now she was a crowd: A dozen new copied appeared before the bed with triumphant smiles and fat cocks standing at attention, looking to the original Tracy with equal parts love and lust. 

"Fucking hell." Tracy muttered to herself in a voice so quiet that she barely heard it herself. 

Then the second Tracy returned, riding her temporal portal into the bedroom with a similar entourage in tow. She brought the Tracy total to almost thirty; 28

sexy, naked women ready to smother Tracy in unmitigated affection. 

Tracy-2 looked down at Tracy. "You think that'll do it?" 

Her throat felt too dry to speak. She found Tracy-2's face and gestured helplessly up at her. 

"Uh, uh. That sounds like a no." Tracy-2 said and turned her gaze at the group of grinning copies. "Tracy doesn't think she has enough fuck-buddies yet. Well, it's a good thing that we can do something about that... " 

Tracy seized Tracy-2's arm. "Don't tempt fate!" she said, eyes wide. 

The group had already begun leaving with the tell-tale crackle of temporal lightning. Tracy-2 placed a kiss on Tracy's hand. "Don't worry, love. We'll be back before you know it. Just imagine the lovemaking that we have to look forward to." She put on a wry smile. "We'll need a bigger bed." 

"But what if you don't return? How long do I wait?" 

"It's time travel, love. It'll be over in a flash." Tracy-2 released her hand and blew her a kiss. "See you in five seconds!" 

The crackles subsided and left Tracy lying alone in her bed. 

Five seconds went by. Nothing changed. The warmth of her bodies and the smell of sex still lingered. The mist covering her windows slowly vanished and let the afternoon sun penetrate the glass once more. 

Tracy sat up. "Hello?" she called out tentatively and looked around the room. 

"Tracy?" It felt weird calling out her own name like that, but she cared little about seeming crazy compared to the importance of wrapping her arms around her copies. 

The house remained silent. Compared to her crowded bedroom, the place felt very, very empty all of sudden. 

"I knew it. I knew something would go wrong!" Tracy balled up her fists as she leapt off the bed and paced through the house. "How could I be so stupid to let them go? Why didn't I stop them?" 

Her boots still laid where she left them in the middle of the living room. 

She kicked one across the room and snatched up the other in a fit of fury that would result in a broken window - at least - when an idea struck her. "They're not the only ones with time travel. I could... Find them. Skip forwards and find them." She nodded solemnly, speaking out loud to convince herself of the idea. 

The chrono-anchor sat strapped her chest like always, and though the mechanism was covered in layers of goopy cum, it still hummed with a low level of activity. 

The sound was comfortingly familiar. Tracy hooked one thumb around her shoulder strap and placed the other on the side of the device. Normally, she'd use the controls in her gloves, or even the panel located directly on the front, but she did not dare to let the molten semen leak inside. She did not need it. Her connection to her distorted place on the timeline meant that it could be activated by concentrating hard enough on it, though she'd never have the time in the heat of battle. Now, though... 

Tracy took a deep breath and disappeared from real-space. She dropped into a twisting wormhole of a blue colors so clear that it hurt the eyes, while the endless webs of possibility arched out to either side. She had never done this in the nude, never done it with such a passionate focus in mind. 

She had to find herself. 

Tracy curled up into a ball in the weightless space and threw herself forward, down the tunnel and down the time-line. She had no way of knowing where she would appear - exactly the reason that she only ever used her power for extremely short jumps. With a razor-sharp focus, she reached out to touch the wormhole wall and was instantly thrown back out into real-space. 

Physically, it was very close. Tracy appeared in a familiar, tiled chamber - her bathroom. She knocked over a small box of assorted make-up and knickknacks as she materialized and saw the figure that she had been chasing. Another Tracy. 

Her heart jumped. "I found you!" Tracy called as she pounced ahead to hug the naked woman and cover her face with kisses. "Oh, I really found you! You made me so worried!" 

"Hey!" the other Tracy-2 responded and giggled at the warm welcome. "Easy there, lass, I was only gone for 10 minutes or so. I promised to return, right?" 

"You did. But you should've been back sooner!" Tracy refused to let go, standing herself close enough to feel the warmth of the other's breath and the heat of their beautiful bodies pushed close. "It's time travel, right? What took you so long?" 

Tracy-2 planted a quick kiss on Tracy's lips and squeezed her back. "I'm not sure. I think it gets more complicated to do the more I try to bring along. It's not like I would slow down on purpose - I tried to get back you as quick as I could." 

She leaned forward, pushing cheek to cheek, and whispered into Tracy's ear. "I think that you'll agree that it was worth the wait, though..." 

The door behind Tracy opened up and another Tracy-copy stepped in from the adjoining bedroom. She hugged Tracy from behind, firm nipples and heated loins poking into her back. Sounds drifted in through the door as well, a murmur of voices and grunts of lovemaking. 

Tracy was torn between the dual embrace, the very thing she thought lost, and

the curiosity that welled up inside her. As always, her libido tipped the balance. 

She twisted sideways out of her copies' arms and turned towards the door. "Did you get bored waiting?" she asked gingerly as she stepped through. 

Her bedroom turned out to be crammed full of Tracys. The bed sagged below the weight of a dozen deliciously hung dickgirls screwing like rabbits, and the rest of the room was not much better off. The air was thick with their combined musk and sweat, the heat fogging up the windows once more while both walls and floor was stained with a hundred separate splotches of sperm. At Tracy's entrance, everybody turned to look at her, although their hips kept on moving. 

"We're just getting in the mood." The throng of Tracys said said in a playful tone. 

"Getting ready for your cute butt to get here." 

The two copies from the bathroom followed her out, one wrapping her arm around Tracy's shoulder and leading her on. "You're not comprehending the gravity of the situation." She explained with deliberate care, though a hint of giddy enthusiasm still slipped into her voice. 

"Yeah? How many did you manage to bring back?" Tracy asked and followed her copy through the door to the living room. 

The sounds of sex and passion multiplied beyond the bedroom. Naked Tracys were everywhere, kissing, groping and making a terrible mess. The dining table had been taken over by three pairs of women on each side, one bent over the polished wood and another fucking her ass like a piston. They looked akin to an engine with six extremely lewd cylinders who moaned and came over the flat surface between them. The Tracys being fucked jacked each other off as well as they could, just as they in turn were felt up by the Tracys behind them. No hands were left idle, no breasts or butts unsqueezed. 

"I brought a lot back." Tracy-2 said and smiled proudly. She had to raise her voice to be heard over the din of lovemaking, especially as the reappearance of the original Tracy made the mob a whole lot more excited. "So I'm sure you'll excuse me for being a little tardy, right?" 

Tracy leaned on her copy for support and looked around with wide eyes. "Yes, okay. Just this once." She held the woman close against her, fingers absentmindedly drawing circles over her skin, and continued to follow the noise forwards. "You got bored waiting, I see." 

The kitchen was just as crowded and, by the looks of the asses planted on the tables and the unbelievable amount of cum dripping off every surface, would need a harsh, chemical cleaning to become hygienic to cook in once more. Even the hallway was full of moving bodies, and a glance through the open front door revealed an orgy going on in the garden. 

Tracy-2 giggled. "A little bit. Call it a practice run for the real deal." She pulled Tracy in closer and kissed her cheek, before leaning up to whisper into her ear. 

"But now that you're here..." Still a whisper, every copy in the room - and the room beyond - slowed their furious rutting and added their voices to hers. "You have our undivided attention." 

It was almost too much. Though her imagination had teased her with the idea of being at the centre of so many lovers, she hardly knew what to do or say now that it actually happened. She blushed, and hugged Tracy-2 tightly against herself, speechless but for the tell-tale signs of her arousal; her nipples hard and her cock harder. 

The mass of naked bodies moved like waves in the sea. One by one, Tracy's copies ceased fucking each other senseless and turned towards her with an assortment of lewd, wet sounds cum-slathered cocks pulling back and slapping skin. There was a giggle. "Cat got your tongue?" Tracy-2 asked with a devious look and put her hands around Tracy's shoulders. Another two pairs of arms wrapped themselves around Tracy from behind, identical faces mirroring the other copy's playful expression. 

Tracy's whole body tensed up, flushed and practically glowing with arousal. She wanted to speak, but the words did not come easy. "Shut up," she stammered and reached back to pull the two others in, grabbing at their waists. She pushed her lips against the mouth in front of her. "Shut up and kiss me." 

Tracy's copy did. So did the others as they stepped closer, pushing warm lips as soft as silk upon her cheeks. A wet tongue drew a line to her earlobe, letting Tracy feel hot breath and teasing whispers, while the other moved down over her neck, planting a chain of kisses all the way down to her heaving breast and her thick, pink nipple that positively quivered with anticipation. Yet the Tracys did not let her dwell on these heavenly kisses: Tracy-2 eagerly thrust her tongue forward to entice and toy with Tracy's own, while her hands dropping down to slide across her luscious figure. 

The words 'too much' had come and gone through Tracy's mind. Her chest moved up and down with ragged breaths, and she felt all but paralyzed; caught in a waking dream. The sheer amount of sensations upon her skin overpowered her ability to move. She kissed back and twitched under the careful caresses. 

A hand ran down Tracy's back, gentle and slow. Another joined it, slender fingers tracing over the curve of her hip and swept upwards across her navel, inching up to the lower curve of her breast. Yet more hands found Tracy's skin, roaming across her with all the passion and warmth of an infatuated lover. Hands slid across her well-formed backside, slipping into every little crevice as they squeezed and groped. Palms brushed across her shoulders and back, her legs were enveloped in longing caresses and a million little touches teased her breasts until her legs gave out. 

"F-fuck!" Tracy snapped for breath and fumbled for support amidst the sea of bodies around her. She found something solid to hold her up as her knees failed, though the amount of caresses upon her arms, numerous as raindrops in a storm, made her hands shiver and shake. She saw smiling, demure faces all around her and resolved to kiss each of them in turn. "I won't last long like t-this." 

The heat of the crowded copies was incredible, and their combined, cooing voices were like dripping honey down her ear. "You'll have to," they whispered, and squeezed her hands encouragingly. "Because we're only just getting to the main course." 

Tracy felt hot breaths on her cock, hard like a bar of iron, and creamed herself right then and there. Arcs of jizz struck naked skin as her cum splattered across her copies, but her libido refused to relent. Her cock remained hard and throbbing, balls practically churning as they readied another salvo. "God have mercy," she whispered. 

Eager tongues lapped up Tracy's cum and left glistening sheens of saliva in their wake. It bought her a brief moment of respite before the coming storm, but nothing could have prepared her for the sensual onslaught of a dozen soft lips descending upon her manhood at once. They rained kisses upon the head, the shaft, her balls, moaning and slurping noisily as they settled in to make room for more eager tongues. 

Tracy went numb. She came again, messily, while violent tremors wracked her

body. She could hardly feel anything below her waist - until the crowd of copies spread their oral attention from her crotch, sultry mouths pressing to her thighs, her back and every inch of her delectable ass. The barrage of sensations overpowered her numbness and forced Tracy to a new level of pleasure. She arched her back in response, piercing the lewd din with her maddened cry, and thrust her almost painfully throbbing cock forward. "I c-can't take it!" 

The copies' lips were everywhere. Tracy felt their dexterous tongues graze her in places she did not even know could arouse her, but they did, and they did it well. 

Her rump cheeks were parted so that another Tracy could bury her face in her ass and worship it, while her rosy nipples were encircled by more tongues that slipped in to drench her breasts in love. "Then cum," a voice whispered into Tracy's ear as its owner nibbled upon her earlobe. "Cum for all of us. Make us feel as you do." 

She was hardly conscious at that point. "Y-yes." She jerked her head in a nod and moved her hips. Her thick cock pumped cum into the air like she could not believe, and as her orgasms rode her ragged, her pleasure trickled down the time stream. 

One by one, her copies began to erupt around her, forming a cacophony of desperate arousal. The sea of flesh that was Tracy clung to each other as their synchronous order was shattered and left every woman to fend for herself as they received Tracy's incredible climaxes in turn. 

The last thing that she felt was a lingering kiss upon her cheek as the world faded into blissful nothingness. 




***

Tracy felt like her body was made of lead. She opened a heavy eyelid and glanced across the naked bodies that lay sprawled besides her. 

There was a noise behind her. 

Tracy craned her neck to see a copy emerge from the kitchen with two cups of tea. 

"Need a refreshment, love?" The woman offered one of the cups. "Before we have another go?" 

"I can't feel my legs. I'm in no state to fuck." 

"All the more reason to get some tea in you." The other Tracy said with a widening smile. "After all, the others should be coming back any moment, now." 

"Others?" Tracy sat up, despite the protests of her aching muscles. 

"Well, yes. There was a bunch of us who left to rope in more copies from the time-stream, remember? This was all on me." She set down her cup and flashed a grin. "Given how long they have taken, they must be bringing a big haul. And the chrono-anchor is telling me that something is coming..." 

Tracy heard the tell-tale crackling of time-hopping behind her and took a deep breath. "Alright. I'll have that tea." 




###
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