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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
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