The Slumber Party

()()()

The young day gecko was still doubtful about this whole affair. Of course she didn’t have many friends at school; she was only six (seven in a few weeks), rarely spoke, and everybody else in her class was either a mammal or an avian or something. Even while out on the playground, nobody from any of the other classes ever approached her, and she responded in kind, keeping entirely to herself and drawing things in the sand or whatever else took her fancy.

“Do I have to go to the slumber party?” she whined, looking up at her cheerful parents.

“Gracie, I know you’re scared, but Mr. Dubois is very nice,” her father said, kneeling down to her. “And all of the other girls are very nice, too! Yuni’s mother told me she was the same way at first, but she warmed up really quickly! Besides, your seventh birthday is coming up in a few weeks, and wouldn’t it be nice to have some friends there with you.”

She looked down. “Well, okay…”

Her mother knelt down as well. “If you want to leave, just call and we’ll come and pick you up. You know where it is, right?” 

“341, at the end of the street,” she repeated.

“Good!” her father said. “Do you think you can get there on your own?”

“I’m not a baby, dad, I can walk down the street.”

“Well, okay, then, big girl!” her father leaned in and kissed her once on the forehead. “Please try to have fun, okay, sweetie?”

She nodded. “Okay, dad.”

“Do you have all your things?”

She looked down at the large bag of amenities beside her. “Pajamas, toothbrush, toothpaste, my favorite blanket, an extra pillow…it’s all there.”

“Well, then, you better get going before it’s dark out.” He glanced at the clock, almost five. She’d be a bit early, but there was nothing wrong with that, was there?

“Okay, bye!” she said, grabbing her bag, at first struggling to hold it up as her father held open the door for her. As soon as she was out the door, she figured out the right way to hold it, up against her shoulder, and began her walk. Remembering to turn right once she reached the end of the sidewalk, she carried on, several nearly-identical two-story houses passing by as she neared the end of the street. If not for it’s convenient location, she might never have remembered which of the carbon-copy houses belonged to Mr. Dubois.

In fact, she nearly skipped past it, putting one foot into the street before catching herself and turning back, looking 341 right in the face.

“Well, here it is,” she mumbled, walking up the sidewalk to the front door. She hesitated for a moment, but reached up for the doorbell, barely managing to press it since it was so high up.

A few moments passed, and the door opened, revealing a massively tall and rather chubby looking alligator, wearing some sort of burgundy bed robe and a typically massive alligator smile.

“Hey, sport!” he said, kneeling down to her and yet still taller. He spoke with a deep voice, though refined, perhaps with a touch of English. “You’re Gracie, right? Here for the party?”

Gracie nodded. 

“This one your first?”

She nodded once more.

“Well, come on in, get comfortable! You’re the first one here, but the other girls should be here soon.” He stood up and stepped aside, gesturing for her to enter.

The living room was fairly nice, she supposed. A big wooden cabinet full of fancy plates that were never actually used for anything was set against the far wall, leading the dining room and then, she guessed, the kitchen. A few generic pictures of tropical plants were set on the walls, but her eye was immediately drawn to the large entertainment center just inside the door. 

“Like it?” he asked, walking to it and opening it up, revealing the massive television inside. “We can all watch a movie later, if you like. I basically have everything you’ve ever heard of.” He chuckled to himself. “Probably a few things you haven’t, too.”

“Neat,” she said, rather flatly. “Who else is coming?”

“Well, let me see…” he sat down, shaking the entire floor with his massive frame. “There’s Yuni, Nadia, the twins…I think that’s all, actually. Usually we have a few more, but the others were busy. Vacations or something, I suppose.”

“It is the middle of summer,” Gracie noted. “I’m surprised anybody’s still around here.”

“Well, some people just don’t like moving around too much, you know. Sometimes it’s nice to just stay at home and relax with your kids.”

“I guess.”

“Well, nobody else is here, so you might as well just get comfy. I’ll go ahead and get the sleeping bags.”

He turned and walked away to elsewhere in the house, leaving Gracie quite alone. She took the opportunity to get all her things out; her pajamas, the pillow, the toothpaste…in mere minutes, it was all neatly laid out on the floor, ready for use.

“Well, aren’t you organized!” Dubois yelled as he came back in with the sleeping bags, dumping them on the floor. She almost jumped out of her skin, and her next shed was coming up, so it was nearly literal. “Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.”

She took a deep breath and turned to face him. “S-sorry, I…scare easily.”

“Oh, you don’t have to apologize, Gracie, I was the same way when I was your age. Really, it’s my fault more than—“

He was interrupted by a loud series of rapid knocks upon the door. He turned away, grinning loudly.

“Oh, good, Bridget and Janet are here!”

He dashed over and opened the door, revealing two young-looking ferret girls, practically identical, down to their purple pajamas. As soon as the door was opened, they started grinning loudly as well, showing that they had both recently lost the exact same tooth (the first one on the top right, specifically.) 

“Hi, Mr. Dubois!” they said, in near-perfect unison.

“Hey, how’s my favorite ferrets?” He knelt down to them, quickly rubbing both of their heads. They giggled, stepping inside when he moved away.

“Oh!” he said, remembering the day gecko inside the living room. “Of course, I’m sorry, you need to be introduced. This is Gracie. Gracie, this is Bridget, and this is Janet.” He gestured to each ferret in turn, though Gracie, for all her effort, couldn’t actually tell any difference. They both had the same brown mask around their eyes, caramel-colored fur around that, and white fur around everything else. “Now, Gracie’s a bit shy, so please try to—“

“Hi!” said…the one on the left? She had already forgotten which one was which! “I’m Janet!”

Oh.

“And I’m Bridget!” said the other. “Wanna know how you can tell the difference?”

“Uh…how?” Gracie asked, shrinking back slightly from their sheer exuberance. 

Bridget reached up at her ear, pulling it slightly, revealing it had been cut and notched at some point. “Fell of my bike when I was still learning, and then this happened.”

“She ran right into my mailbox,” Mr. Dubois explained. “That was actually how I first met these two. I was certainly worried about that, you hit it pretty hard.”

“Yeah, you were bawling your eyes out,” Janet claimed.

“So? You would, too, if you smashed your head open on somebody’s mailbox and split your ear in half. I had to get, like, twenty stitches! Wanna see?”

Gracie recoiled. Twenty? What happened?

“Uh, Bridget, I really don’t think that’s appropriate!” Dubois shouted, quickly stepping between them. “Now, I know you two think the stitches are really cool, but…you really can’t just go around showing them off to everybody, Bridget. Now, I’d like you to apologize to Gracie.”

He stepped away, revealing the now-remorseful ferrets.

“Sorry, Gracie,” said Bridget.

“Sorry,” added Janet.

“Th-that’s okay,” she said, flicking her tail around a bit. “I mean, you were the one who got hurt and all…”

“Well, now that we’re all friends again, how about you get to know each other?”

“Okay!” On a dime, the ferrets’ expressions changed back to joyous, and Janet stepped forward. “What do you like to do?”

“Wh-uh…I…started taking piano lessons a couple weeks ago…”

“Really? Piano?” Janet continued. “Did your parents make you? Did you do something baaad~?”

“No!” Gracie yelled. “I…just wanted to learn how to play piano. I listen to a lot of piano stuff, and I wanted to know how to play it…you know, Schambert, Brohnes, Chontin…”

“How worldly!” Dubois said, clasping his hands. “And at such a young age, too! Would you like to tell us about them?”

Gracie smiled. “Well, Chontin is interesting, because he was born in Baland, but a revolution forced him out of his original home into Mance, where he changed his name to the Mench spelling so he’d fit in better, and he finally started writing…”

She trailed off when she saw that both twins were gaping at her, clearly not listening much at all.

“…music in…1858…I, uh, know a lot about Chontin…”

“Well, there certainly isn’t anything wrong with that!” Dubois said. “It’s good to know about history! We can learn plenty from it, after a—“

There came another knock at the door, this one much louder, enough to shake the entire house. Gracie clenched her teeth, hands over her earholes to drown it out. 

“Ah, that’ll be Nadia and Yuni!”

“More people?” Gracie moaned.

“Oh, don’t worry, they’re very nice. Certainly a bit less hyperactive than these ferrets, here!”

Janet only rolled her eyes as Dubois opened the door. It was a rather more exotic pair, this time; on the left was some sort of green nagette, a python maybe, judging by the complex arrangement of heat pits in front of and down her snout. On the right was a rather chubby-looking elephant, her tusks apparently just coming in, barely anything more than tiny nubs. Despite their rather blatant differences, both were wearing identical purple pajamas, just like Janet and Bridget.

“Hi!” the elephant said, stepping inside with near-literally thunderous aplomb. “I’m Nadia, and this is my sister, Yuni. You’re Gracie, right?”

“Wait, sister?” the day gecko asked.

“Oh, I should say step-sister, you know, my mom married her dad, we moved in together, and…here we are!”

“Hi!” Yuni shouted, slithering inside. It wasn’t quite like a regular shout, though; it was like if somebody had recorded her speaking at a regular volume, and then increased the volume significantly.

“Hi?” Gracie said, receiving nothing but a look of confusion upon the snake’s face.

“Uh, Gracie, right?” Nadia asked. “Yuni…can’t hear very well, so you might need to speak up a little.”

“Oh…I’m not very good at that…”

“That’s fine!” Yuni “said”, again in that same loud tone. “I’m getting most of it!”

“O-okay.”

“Well, now that we’re all here and we’ve gotten to know each other, should we get changed?”

Get changed? Gracie thought, They’re already in their pajamas…well, I’m not.

“I’ll, uh…where’s the bathroom?” she said.

“Just down the hall there, last door on the left.”

“”Kay.” Gracie gathered her pajamas, not in a crude bundle, but rather, careful and precise folds, and set down the hallway, leaving the others alone.

The bathroom’s details largely escaped her attention as she changed out of her regular clothes into her pajamas, a process she could do quite quickly; even if she had paid it any attention, she wouldn’t have noticed anything especially different from the bathroom in her own house. 

And so it was that, dressed for bed, she walked back into the living room to find everybody, including Mr. Dubois, completely naked and apparently not ashamed at all. The girls had apparently already selected their sleeping bags and had laid them out, sitting upon them quite comfortably, while Dubois had taken the couch. 

As they chatted away about something, she couldn’t help but steal a glance at the impressive…thing hanging down between Dubois’ legs. Well, things was perhaps a better word: two massive scaled orbs, set below what appeared to be a very large slit of some kind. She recalled the time she accidentally burst in on her dad while he was getting out of the shower, and had seen something similar, but Dubois was obviously much larger.

“Um,” she began, immediately calling all attention to her.

“You didn’t change out?” Janet asked.

“W…okay, seriously, why are you all naked?”

“It’s comfy!” Yuni said. “Clothes always rub up against my scales wrong!”

She has a point, Gracie admitted, though only to herself. Every time she took off her clothes to take a bath, it felt a lot better…

“You don’t have to take your clothes off if you don’t want to, Gracie,” Dubois added. “It’s fine either way, really, we just like to because…well, as Yuni said, it’s comfy!” he chuckled. “Anyway, what do we want to do? Watch a movie, play a game…”

“It’s too early for a movie,” Bridget said, rubbing her tail. “Ooh! Let’s play Oranges to Oranges! That’s a good…uh, what’s the word…”

“Icebreaker?” Nadia offered.

“Yeah, yeah!” Bridget turned to Gracie. “Whaddya say, wanna play?”

Gracie’s eyes widened. “Oh! That’s, like, my favorite game! I play it all the time with my parents!” 

Nadia chuckled. “You must have half of those cards memorized her something.”

“More than half,” the gecko corrected. “Unless you have one of the newer expansions I haven’t played with yet.”

“You’re a very smart young girl, aren’t you?” Dubois said, nodding his head slightly. “Well, if you like it so much, I’ll go and get it.”

He stepped away, those large things between his legs swinging freely back and forth. She now saw they reached down almost halfway to his knees, and each one in the pair were well bigger than her own head, yet he didn’t seem uncomfortable with their presence.

“Dang, I almost forgot how big he was,” Janet whispered to her sister. Gracie glanced at them, but thought nothing more of it, as she noticed the twin ferrets had suddenly gotten a lot more comfortable with each other. They had moved their sleeping bags right next to each other, and more noticeably, had their arms wrapped tightly around each other’s torso, nimble fingers gently rubbing their sides. When they noticed Gracie staring at their nude, tightly held forms, they giggled, and the day gecko snapped her head away, choosing instead to focus on Yuni’s rather fascinating heat pits in an effort to pretend that she wasn’t gawking. Of course, then she noticed that Yuni and Nadia had gotten a lot closer to each other; Yuni had outright coiled her snake body around Nadia’s prominent belly, and again, their arms were wrapped tightly around each other. 

She suddenly felt very lonely.

Just as her head started to droop and a frown started forming, Dubois returned, carrying the game’s box and sitting down right next to Gracie with a great thump, shaking her to the core. She looked up at him with a questioning glance, and soon had her answer.

“You looked lonely, so I decided to join you. Is that okay?”

“Y-yeah.”

“Well, alright then!” He wrapped an arm around her, absolutely surrounding her with ease. She shifted slightly to get more comfortable as Bridget took out the large decks of cards, separating them out as necessary. 

“Okay, who wants to deal first?”
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“Okay,” Dubois said, some time later. “That’s three each for Bridget and Yuni, two for Janet, Nadia, and me, and…twelve for Gracie. Congratulations!”

The day gecko smiled, looking at the impressive pile of cards she had collected over the game’s course.

“You are good at this,” Nadia said. “I mean…how did you do that?”

“Are you gonna give her the treat now?” Yuni asked, glancing at the things between Dubois’ legs.

“Treat?” Gracie asked, looking up at him.

“Ah, yes, well, usually when we play a game, I give the winner a…special treat later on. For now, though, who wants to watch a movie?”

All the other girls raised their hands, except for Yuni.

“A movie?” he repeated, louder, but the snake only shook her head. 

“I wanna make popcorn!” she answered.

“O…kay, you can help me make some popcorn, and the rest of you can pick out a movie.”

He stood up and left for the kitchen with Yuni, once again leaving Gracie all alone.

“All right, movie!” Janet and Bridget shouted together, getting up from their seat and running for the cabinet below the impressive TV. Opening it up revealed an impressive array of DVD cases and even a few old VHS tapes, though Gracie couldn’t see anywhere to play those relics.

“Who wants to watch Eliminator?” Bridget asked, pulling out the DVD with the frightening robotic skeleton on the front. Gracie flinched as soon as she saw it, and spoke up.

“Isn’t that rated R?”

“Ah, who cares,” Bridget said, “I’ve already seen it, like, twenty times.”

“I’ve seen it twenty-one times,” Janet bragged, earning her a stuck-out tongue from her sister.

“Well…shouldn’t you watch something you’re not as familiar with, then?” Gracie suggested.

The ferrets rolled their eyes in tandem, but seemed to agree when Bridget put the case back and pulled out a second one. “The Crimson Cougar? Looks like a detective thing.” Gracie’s eyes widened; she loved that movie!

“That movie’s, like, a hundred years old!” Nadia complained. 

“It’s closer to fifty,” Gracie corrected, “I mean, it came out in the sixties. It’s not that old. And it’s hilarious, really!”

The others stared for a moment, but then Bridget smiled. “Well, if you like it so much, let’s go for it!”

Nadia rolled her eyes. “Oh, fine. But Gracie still has her clothes on.”

She hesitated, grabbing at the end of her shirt and doing no more. After waiting a moment, she pulled it over, revealing her upper body, at least. After some more hesitation, she did the same with her pant, removing both those and her underwear in one single movement. She instinctively covered herself up with her arms, at which Nadia giggled. 

“We’re all naked, Gracie, you don’t need to be embarrassed.”

“Well…I’ve only ever been naked in front of my parents, and only when I’m taking a bath.”

Bridget whispered something to Janet, but Gracie couldn’t make it out.

“Eh, you’ll get over it,” Nadia said, waving her hand and moving up to the couch. “Ooh, that’s soft.”

“Isn’t that where Dubois was sitting?” Gracie asked. 

“Yeah, now it’s nice and warm,” Nadia answered, patting the seat. “Wanna join? I think there’s enough warm spot for both of us.”

Gracie grimaced, but then thought of something. “Wait…I don’t smell popcorn.”

“And?” Bridget asked.

“Yuni and Dubois went to make popcorn. And I don’t hear a microwave, either.”

“What are you, Sherlock Holmes?” asked Janet.

“Hold on,” Gracie said, running off for the kitchen, still with her hands covering up the naughty bits.

“This should be interesting,” Bridget said.

“Oh, totally,” Janet agreed.
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As Gracie neared the kitchen, having first managed to find the bathroom again, she didn’t smell popcorn, but rather heard something; a sort of…wet slapping noise she couldn’t recognize. As far as she knew, making popcorn didn’t involve any sounds like that…

…But they weren’t making popcorn. The gecko gasped loudly and drew her arms away, revealing herself fully to both Yuni and Dubois, both now staring as something utterly baffling was occurring between them. 

He was kneeling down against the granite-topped island, holding onto the snake around her chest, even just one hand almost enough to wrap around it completely. Some colossal rod of pink flesh the size of his forearm had grown from between Dubois’ legs, and that same rod was almost halfway inside of Yuni, first entering through a hole that looked very stretched out, and travelled up her belly, obscenely bulging it outwards in a way that Gracie thought should be impossible. Upon gasping, they both looked at her, Yuni giving a big dumb grin and Dubois giving her a more reserved smile.

“Hey, there, Gracie,” he said, “we were going to make popcorn, but we got…distracted.”

She only stared as Dubois forced Yuni down against the big pink thing, the bulge travelling further up her belly until it came to a point that lifted up away from her, the scaled skin wrapping around the thing tightly as it passed over her chest and came to rest just in front of her face, though she didn’t look at it as her bright yellow eyes had rolled back in their sockets as her mouth hung open loosely.

“H-how is that possible?” she asked, feeling a slight tingle between her legs.

“Oh, little girls like you and Yuni are very stretchy. Little boys are, too, but boys don’t like to go to slumber parties with girls. You know, cooties.”

Gracie might have grimaced, but she was still gaping in shock at the massive bulge that had practically overtaken Yuni’s form.

“Yes, Yuni here makes an excellent condom when I’m all pent-up. Snakes are good at that sort of thing.” Upon seeing her confusion, he continued. “Well, you wouldn’t know what a condom is. You won’t really need to for another few years, really. I heard of one case, but…oh, never mind, I’ve waited long enough. I’ve been saving up for this all week, which wasn’t easy with those pictures the twins keep sending me.”

He sighed as pulled Yuni back up, allowing her stomach to return to a (slightly) more reasonable state of distension, only to roughly slam her back down, all the way to the hilt. He stood up as he did so, allowing Yuni and the big thing to simply hang out stiffly in front of him as smaller bulges began traveling up through Yuni on the outside edge of the larger one, that big pole of flesh perhaps serving as the conduit. 

As soon as they reached the pointed tip of the bulge, they dissipated, but Gracie soon realized where they had gone: inside Yuni, as her belly began to balloon out, first a small round paunch about halfway between the opening and the tip, but soon increasing in size: a tennis ball, a beach ball, and yet still larger. The smaller bulges soon disappeared entirely as her entire torso started to inflate around the shaft, large enough to comfortably contain her step-sister by the time the flow seemed to abate. When it finally ceased, the huge gator was clearly struggling to hold her up with the sheer size of the paunch he had created for the snake.

“Wow, I really was pent up,” Dubois said, observing his impressive handiwork as he turned Yuni’s entire body around, so that her rounded-out belly could rest comfortably upon the linoleum. As Yuni weakly felt around the sheer size of herself with her arms, he started pulling himself out of her, and Gracie noticed thick jets of some sort of white fluid spurting out as he got more and and more out, though Yuni’s body still clung as tightly to him as possible. He actually had to take a step backwards to fully remove himself, and when he did, a massive flow of the white stuff started coming out of Yuni and onto the floor, the hole presumably stretched out too much to tighten any further. Her belly started to reduce in size rather noticeably as more and more came out, forming a massive puddle upon the ground. Gracie estimated that, by the time the goo stopped flowing out, she was only half her original size, the rest lying in a big, thick puddle around her belly and Dubois’ feet.

“Yeah, that’s some fine work,” he said, turning Yuni around to show the hole he was just in. Gracie wasn’t sure quite what it was, but she did know that it was gaping wide open, revealing the pinkish tunnel that was stained a thick white. “Wow, I certainly wrecked you tonight! It’ll take days before that’s back to normal!” He looked down at the floor. “Lucky this stuff cleans out of linoleum easy. I spend a fortune on steam cleaning in the living room.”

“Y-you could…” Yuni started, barely catching a breath, “put tiles there…”

“The living room is no place for tile!” he said in faux-horror, bringing his hands up to his cheeks. “It’s not comfortable to sit on at all!”

Gracie sputtered, finally speaking up again after the impressive spectacle. “What the hell was that?!”

“What, this?” Dubois chided, ignoring the swear and gesturing to the entire scene. “This is just something fun that the girls and I like to do.”

“F-fun?” Gracie asked, stepping forward, and allowing her feet to get inside the puddle of goo. It was astonishingly thick, almost like pudding; no wonder it had stopped coming out of her. 

“Yeah!” Yuni said, craning her head back. “It feels amazing!”

Dubois chuckled. “I wouldn’t have expected a kid as young as you to be so perverted.”

“Have you met the twins?” Yuni joked. “They could go for a couple days straight, if you let ‘em!”

“I’m almost tempted to try that,” Dubois said.

They continued bantering as Gracie thought very, very carefully about all she had seen. All her logic told her that Yuni should have gotten badly hurt by all that, but not only was she perfectly fine, she seemed…ecstatic! And apparently Mr. Dubois had done that sort of thing with them several times! Was that the true purpose of these parties? To do…whatever this was?

“Um…” she said, calling the attention back to her. “Can…can I try…that?”

“Well…you did win the game, by quite a wide margin, too. I suppose I could give you your treat now.”

That was the treat? She never could have guessed! She had thought it was a piece of candy or something!

“Aw, can’t we watch the movie?” Yuni whined. She had just gone through all that and now she wanted to watch a movie?!

“Oh, okay. I suppose we had better let Gracie get comfortable with all this before I pound the hell out of her for the first time…the first time?”

He looked down at her inquisitively, and she nodded. If she had done that before, she definitely would have remembered.

“Oh, good! The first time is always very nice!” He picked Yuni up, carrying her round form like a sack of potatoes and walking out, Gracie following.

“Wow, you three had fun,” Bridget said as they went back into the living room. “I thought Gracie there won the game? She’s not stretched at all!”

“Well, yes, she did win, and that would usually mean she gets fucked first, but…well, it’s her first time and all, and I was with Yuni…you know I can’t resist her.”

“You resisted us all week,” Bridget complained. “We sent you, like, twenty pictures of us and the guys!”

The guys? Gracie wondered.

“Oh, yes, it was very tempting, but I wanted to save up for Gracie’s first time. I should still have plenty left for all of you lovely girls!” He set Yuni down in front of the couch, looking right at the TV. “Now, what did you pick?”

“Crimson Cougar,” said Nadia, “not my first choice, but…apparently Gracie likes it, so whatever.

“Well, put it in and we’ll see where this goes!” Dubois said, clasping his hands.
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Gracie laughed as, once again, the foolish inspector injured himself upon the screen. Dubois, sitting between herself and Nadia on the large couch, laughed as well, but the elephant remained largely silent, only letting a slight chuckle escape. The ferret twins, leaning against Yuni’s expanded belly like a bean bag chair, laughed as well, eating out of the bowl of popcorn that had finally been prepared. The snake, however, had fallen asleep at some point, 

“This is quite fun, Gracie!” Dubois said, wiping a tear from his eye. “I’m not sure why I haven’t seen this movie before!”

“I watch it a bunch,” Gracie explained. “If I get to watch a movie, this is pretty much the one.”

“You watch the same movie over and over?” Nadia asked. “How do you stand it?”

The day gecko shrugged. “I like repetition. It comforts me.”

“If you say so,” Nadia muttered.

“Now, Nadia, be nice,” Dubois said, reaching a hand over her shoulder and down between her legs. “We’re all having a good time here.”

She sighed as his hand brushed up against…something in there. “Yuni fell asleep…”

“After I fucked her silly? You usually fall asleep when I get my cock so deep in you that you can wrap your trunk around the head. It’s always fun when you do that.”

“H-hey…Gracie won…why aren’t you fucking her yet?”

“W-what’s ‘fucking’?” she asked.

“What I just did to Yuni,” Dubois explained. “Don’t use that word outside here, though. Some people consider it rude.”

“Did you stick your cock in her yet?” one of the twins asked, grabbing another handful of popcorn. 

“No, Bridget, be patient. I’m trying to savor it.” He turned down towards Gracie. “Ready for a little lesson?” he asked.

“Okay…” she said, suddenly rather unsure. 

“Great!” he grabbed the remote and paused the movie, then turned back. “Do you know what a vagina is?”

“Yeah…” 

“Good, your parents must have explained it. Do you know what a penis is?”

“Um…that’s the thing boys have, isn’t it?”

“Is this a medical pamphlet or what?” Bridget asked, standing up and looking over Yuni’s body. “Get to the point!”

Dubois huffed. “Very well. Gracie, have you ever rubbed your vagina before?”

She shrugged. “I tried to clean it up once in the bath, but my dad made me stop.”

Janet whispered something to her sister, but again, she couldn’t hear it.

“Did you like rubbing it?”

“Well…yeah, it felt kinda nice, I guess…”

“Here, let me show you something.” He reached down between her legs, just like with Nadia, and stroked a finger just across her pussy, a light brush, but enough to get a slight shiver of pleasure out of the gecko. “You like that?”

She nodded.

“Good!”

“Right, here’s the next part,” Bridget said, laying down on the floor with her legs splayed toward them. She reached a hand down and spread her young pussy open with two fingers, revealing the rather stretched-out passage to everyone. “This thing right here is your pussy. He sticks his cock up there, fucks you, then he comes inside you.”

“Comes inside?” Gracie asked, shuddering again as Dubois gave her pussy another stroke.

“Yeah, cum, semen, whatever you wanna call it, he pumps out loads of it inside you and you turn into a big cum balloon, and that’s the really fun part cause it rubs up against you when it leaks back out.”

“Ooh…” Gracie moaned, Dubois’ rubbing getting more frequent. “That’s…ah…”

“How about a hands-on demonstration?” he asked, grabbing her with only one hand and lifting her up to the tip of his suddenly-erect shaft. In the back of her mind, Gracie wondered how that had happened, but the front of her mind was solely focused on what it would feel like when that huge thing went inside her like Yuni.

“Ah-ah-ah!” Bridget said, wagging her finger. “You know the legal age is seven!”

“I…I turn seven in a few weeks…” Gracie breathed, hoping that would be enough for whatever they were talking about. Dubois only laughed.

“You know that doesn’t matter. The first time I emptied my balls into you two was at your sixth birthday party, after all.”

“Oh, yeah, that was great,” Janet agreed, still eating popcorn and not paying attention to the goings-on. “Still watch that video when Bridget or Dad eats me out. Great stuff.”

“And Nadia here has been starring in movies since she turned five!” He rubbed at the elephant again with his free hand. “I would know, I own every one of them!”

“Yeah, but that—oh!—that’s legal where they were shot…”

Gracie was completely lost now, but didn’t especially care; all she wanted was for Dubois to…actually do anything, really.

“Do it!” she yelled. “I have to know!”

“Ooh, she’s desperate,” Bridget mocked. “You’d better do it already!”

He shrugged, taking his other hand away from Nadia and grabbing one of Gracie’s legs with it. “Very well.”

He carefully lowered her pussy onto the head of his massive cock, allowing it to spread open just slightly. She moaned, an even greater pleasure now washing over her as her lips were spread for the first time.

“Think she likes it rough?” Bridget asked. “I know I do!”

“Only one way to find out,” he said, taking her other leg in his hand. “Ready for this?”

“Wha—“ she was cut short as Dubois pulled down hard, the thick head easily entering the rest of her and breaking through the barrier to her womb, gaining access to the unspoiled depths of her most precious area. The small chamber was stretched wide as his cock went further and further in, the telltale bulge forming on her lower body as he came to rest at the halfway point, the head of his cock just slightly jutting out from her stomach.

“Good job, Gracie!” he said, rubbing over the bulge and sighing slightly. “You got pretty far for your first time down!”

“U-uh…please…more…” she sputtered out, eyes already rolling back.

“More?” he repeated, tightening his grip. “Are you sure? You don’t need to overexert yourself, you know. It is only your first time”

“MORE!” she shouted suddenly, regaining her composure, if only slightly. “All of it! Now!”

He shrugged, and decided to give her what she wanted, pulling down once again, even harder now. The small tip at the end of the bulge that implied his head grew outwards harshly, pulling the scales on her belly tight as her pussy and womb were ravaged in ways they hadn’t had a chance to prepare for. The entire thing simply disappeared inside the six-(soon to be seven)-year-old gecko, like it was being swallowed into some void. He recalled that, with how gaping she was going to soon be, it might as well be a void.

Always nice with a virgin, he thought as she came to rest upon his balls, legs dangling loosely over the great orbs as his head came to rest in front of her face. They were always tighter their first time; he loved his other girls, of course, but they had been so stretched out from all manner of poundings that Gracie’s fresh tightness was almost somewhat painful. He could tell exactly where her womb, wrapped closely over his cockhead like it was a sock, ended, the cervical muscle doing everything in its power to hold closed against the gigantic pole currently violating it. Her lower lips, though not as tight, still held on, trying to get at least somewhat close to normal around him. 

“Wow, you’re all the way in!” Bridget said, stepping toward them and giving his balls a quick pat. They jiggled in response, Gracie’s loose legs doing the same. “And on her first time, too!”

“Somebody want to get the camera?” he asked, looking at his handiwork with a sense of pride. “Her parents are going to want to see this.”

“What about the rest of the guys?” Janet asked, getting up as well. 

“Of course they will!” he said. “Yuni’s father has been eyeing her for a while now. I’m surprised he didn’t go in and do the job himself, honestly.”

“He’s probably too busy sticking both of his cocks into his step-daughter,” Bridget said, looking at Nadia knowingly. 

“And his own daughter,” the elephant answered. “Sometimes he gives us both one at the same time.”

“Ooh, that’s fun. Think he likes twins?”

“Girls, the camera?” Dubois said.

“Oh, right!” Bridget ran off, soon returning with an impressive digital camera. “How much memory’s left on this thing?”

“Most of it, I cleared it out last week.”

Gracie had already recovered some and glanced down at the young ferret girl, watching as she snapped pictures of the massive cock occupying much of her lower body, to which she instinctively held up her fingers in a v-sign and grinned, hoping she could make a good impression for whoever looked at the images.

“Okay, that’s probably good. I’ll take a few more once you cum in her.”

“Excellent.” Dubois released a leg and instead grabbed the corresponding arm, raring to really go at her. “Ready for this, Gracie?”

She nodded weakly, as much as she could have.

“Good!” He grabbed under her arms, fully wrapping her torso, and pulled up slowly with a loud SCHLURP noise as the massive pole slid out of her young pussy, the astonishing bulge receding with it. It took some time with the sheer size of his cock, but he got there, Gracie’s body returning partly to normal. Of course, her pussy was still gaping wide open, and Dubois observed that it would likely never return completely to its original state, but really, that just made future fucks that much easier. “I’ve been looking forward to you for a while, and you do not disappoint!”

He carefully lined up her gaping hole with the head of his cock and pushed down as hard as he could, Gracie easily swallowing his entire length inside her once more. She fell hard onto the base of his cock, those huge balls jiggling as they churned with more of his cum for his latest “friend”.

“That wasn’t very hard,” Nadia huffed. “Maybe she’s not your first time?”

“Nadia, hush,” he chided, rubbing over the bulge protruding from the gecko’s stomach. 

“Yeah, quit being such a bitch!” Bridget added, frowning loudly.

“Bridget, there’s no need for that language. Now, I understand that the group dynamic is a little different with our new friend, but you’ll all get used to it, and she’ll do her part to fit in with us, right?”

Nadia nodded weakly, eyes still rolled up as far back as they could go.

“Good! Because I’ve already fit into you quite well.”

Bridget and Janet booed him, rather loudly. 

“Sorry, I couldn’t resist.” He pulled her back up, and then down again, soon attaining a rather slow rhythm with the young girl wrapped around his cock, somewhat painfully slow for the both of them. Painful for him because he still had so much to release into her and had waited for so long, and painful for her because, even with the massive cock stretching her belly out, she still wanted—no, needed—more…

“Ooh, it’s been a long time since I’ve had a cocksock this tight…” he moaned as he began moving his hands faster, the bulge in Gracie’s belly disappearing and reappearing even faster now. Wet slapping sounds started filled the air, loud enough for even Yuni to hear, as he really began to pound away at her, picking up even more speed.

The young gecko now gave a loud scream of pleasure each time he violently hilted himself inside her, the first few spurts of pussy juice in her life splashing against the scales that normally held the monster. He only picked up more and more speed each time he completed an in-and-out cycle, Gracie almost appearing as a light green blur against the darker green of his belly scales. It seemed impossible that she could withstand such an ordeal, yet she only screamed out for more, desperate to have as much as possible of this fantastic new experience.

His rhythm soon reached a plateau, and in fact reduced slightly when his arms started to get tired, settling for a more happy medium, settling for just slamming her down hard against his base every couple of seconds. After he calmed down, Bridget stepped forward, rather excited by the display.

“Mind if I help?” she asked, grabbing around one of his huge balls and planting a kiss on it. She struggled to hold on as each thrust shook it around wildly, but she held on and began using her tongue on it. Dubois growled softly as her rough tongue rubbed over his swollen orbs, even if it was rather small. Her twin sister soon joined in, taking the other one as to divide up the work.

“You look like you’re having fun,” Nadia said, stepping behind the twins. “You get yourself cleaned off first?”

“Of course I did,” Dubois said, grinning as he gave a particularly hard thrust. “I expected you would get rather kinky.”

“Hm.” She stepped between the twins and kneeled down, moving his balls up with her trunk and moving forward, sticking her tongue out until it pressed against his asshole. The gator was true to his word; she couldn’t taste anything unpleasant, except perhaps the subtle hint of fake fruit from that soap he liked to use. She moved her tongue up the scales of his taint, before moving back down to his pucker and pressing against it, just enough to push inside.

Above, he sighed as the familiar feeling of Nadia’s tongue entering him. He had seen her in all manner of videos and pictures before (how many hard drives had he filled up with her work, again?), but even just a year ago wouldn’t have dared imagine she would be tonguing his asshole while he got to stretch out some other kid!

As he recalled all the perverse and complicated things he had seen Nadia done, and she had done to him, a very familiar feeling grew in his balls, only egged on by the two ferrets eagerly enjoying them. “Nngh…damn!” he groaned, slowing down slightly as he reached his peak. It was a good thing, too; Gracie was barely conscious anymore, only the new feelings of pleasure inhabiting her thoughts. However, as Dubois cried out as he reached his orgasm, and began pumping a thick load into the young gecko, a new feeling took over; that of being stretched. Much like Yuni before her, each shot of cum distorted her belly before exploding out of his tip and settling within her, until the amount that flowed in distorted her so greatly that even the bulge of his cock became invisible. Even after she got so big the twins and the elephant had to move out of the way, he still continued, allowing her to drop down to the floor, supported only by her belly and the huge cock still inside her. For some time more, he emptied his nuts into her, her scales struggling to contain such mass.

“You weren’t kidding about being pent-up,” Bridget noted, rubbing over Gracie’s expanding belly, feeling each pulse as Dubois continued to shoot into her. “Hope you have enough for the rest of us.”

“Oh, of course,” Dubois said, pushing Gracie forward and allowing his cock to slip out. A few more pulses burst out of him, splashing over Gracie’s wrecked, gaping pussy, her back, and one even managing to land on Nadia’s snout. She licked at it, “mm”-ing as the familiar taste washed over her tongue. “But for now, I need a rest. And I think Gracie does too.”

He certainly wasn’t wrong. Her eyes had nearly rolled back into her head, and her mouth was hanging open, her tongue lolling out. She could barely do anything other than rub her rounded belly as darkness clouded the edges of her vision.

[bookmark: _GoBack]The last thing she saw before passing out was the door opening, and another massive, clearly male figure stepping inside…




