Tiffany Diggers-’Gia was one of the smartest children attending the Twin Schools.  This was not a statement made lightly, as there were many students that would be considered far above average, and several that were outright geniuses.  However, the seven-year-old werecheetah-Kryn hybrid was even among the highest of them.
There was much debate on why the little girl was so gifted.  Some argued it was due to her heritage, being the child and niece of some of the multiverse’s most accomplished archaeologists, explorers, and adventurers.   Others argued it was her unique physiology, as not only was she a lycanthrope-alien hybrid, but also shared her body with sentient alien biocomputer symbionts which could scan her surroundings and provide data and calculations on a scale that most required devices to attain.  And some argued that it was all of these and none of these; that Tiffany was a spectacularly special child, and it didn't matter what the source of it was.
While Tiffany was only seven, and enrolled among the youngest children in the school, she did plenty of extra credit for advanced classes  Her grade average was almost 125%, and she was doing assignments almost six grade levels above her. 
Because of her intellectual gifts, the Headmaster put her to work for him, helping out in the Twin Schools Science Labs for even more credit.  Though, Tiffany could hardly have refused to do it, even for free, as the Headmaster controlled her mind as much as anyone else's in Breezeport.  Intelligence was no obstacle to his hypnotic technologies.
Tiffany was one of only three students in the entire school to have a private lab room just for her personal use.  There, she could work under the supervision of Ms. Hackwrench, the science teacher, or even the Headmaster himself.  Her projects ranged from the personal (she was working on collating data from one of her aunt's excavations), to school assignments (a half-built miniature particle accelerator rested on one of her workbenches), to assignments from the Headmaster himself (she was having trouble getting a hypnotic camera working.  She kept triggering the flash by accident and waking up hours later).
In addition, it was one of the few places in the school she could have privacy.  She could relax, away from other classmates, away from dormitory roommates, and away from the noise and bustle of the schools at large.
At this moment, Tiffany was working on a personal project, solving a unique problem that only she and a very select few others had.
The sentient symbiotic nanites within Tiffany's body were playful, and loved having fun as much as Tiffany herself.  Being that they lived within her body, however, the only way they could do so is vicariously through her.  Being nanites, they could also alter the physical structure of her body to some extent, by moving molecules around.
This meant that Tiffany could control the size, shape, and number of penises she had.  When her nanites were particularly frisky, or even mad at her, they would change her anatomy around on their own.  Tiffany had gotten used to waking up in the morning with a different number of morning erections every day.
Normally, Tiff maintained a standard “setting” of one ten-inch cock that was moderately thick.  On days she was horny, she might go with two.  The largest she had ever managed (with considerable strain and effort, and only for a few minutes) was five.  Today, her symbionts were extremely aroused and had her sporting four throbbing eight inchers.  And Tiffany discovered a problem.
She only had two hands.
Being a futanari was moderately uncommon, about as common as being left-handed.  Dual futanari and dual males, gifted with two penises, were even rarer, less than one in a thousand.  Even rarer still were the truly exotic tri males and Tri futanari, born with three penises.  They were literally one in ten million.  To have more than that was literally unheard of.
Because of the extreme rarity of the Tri condition, there weren't any sex toys available for those so graciously endowed.  And with four erections hanging from her hips, Tiffany was in a predicament.
Tiffany's mind worked different than most.  Anyone else would have done their best to masturbate and moved on.  Tiffany instead saw a problem to solve and a way to help a tiny minority in the process.  And so, the little cub got to work building.
Within two hours, her prototype was ready.  It was bulky and awkward, resembling an exercise bike.  A series of rubber jelly strokers were attached to a piston, with vibrating motors, and a large dildo (modeled after her boyfriend) pointed up.  Tiff was not impressed with her design, but this was about proof of concept.  She was already thinking of ways to miniaturize and redesign it into something smaller, easier, and most importantly, more discrete and portable.  What use was a sex toy if it was the size of a workout machine?
Tiffany moaned in ecstasy as she sank down onto the fourteen inch rubber phallus, working it back and forth as she dipped deeper and deeper.  Her teal eyes closed as she gripped the handholds of the machine tightly.  Flipping a control, the jelly sleeves rolled into position, already self-lubricated. Tiff took her time, carefully inserting each member inside each one, moaning in pleasure at the cool squishy sensation.
As the piston and vibrations began to work, stroking and thrumming around her stiff flesh, Tiffany threw her head back.  This is what she loved.  Experimenting, building, testing, free from all distraction...
“Fireee!  Come back here!” 
“Hahaha!  You're gonna have to catch me to get your chocolate back!”
…Okay, ALMOST all distractions.  She sighed and extricated herself from the masturbation machine.
Fire Tenderfoot was Tiffany's aforementioned boyfriend, for lack of a better term.  Ever since the day they had met, there was a mutual attraction.  She thought he was cute, funny, and charming, even though his intelligence did not come close to matching her own.  He was in constant awe of her mind, for his part, and just as in awe of her beauty.  Fire was subject to the jealousy of many of his classmates.
It also did not hurt that Tiffany loved Fire’s penis and testicles to the point of half-obsession.  And he was equally enamored with her and her shifting anatomy.
That said, their relationship came with a little bit of strain on Fire’s part…  for Tiffany's love of science often overrode her love for him.  Whenever she needed to try out a new invention on a live subject, Fire wound up on the spot half the time.  Fire had to remind her on more than one occasion that he was a FOX, not a GUINEA PIG.
******
“Ack!!!  Ew!!!  Fire, you dork!  It’s in my fur!!!” Skye growled as the viscous black goop dropped down her fuzzy chest.
“I thought it would bounce! Still, serves you right,” Fire said, snickering.
“Grrr!!  It won’t come off!  And now it’s all over my hands!  It’s all sticky!” Skye complained as she tried to scrape the fluid off, only succeeding in spreading it across her chest in a messy smear.  It cling to her fingers in wet strands, spreading over her fingers.
“Okay, okay, lemme help…” Fire sighed, walking forward.  He reached out and grinned mischievously, pinching one of Skye's nipples.
“Ah!!!” Skye yelped, blushing as a little rush of pleasure ran through her, “I’m gonna nom you silly for this!”
“Ew.  It really is sticky.  What is this stuff?” Fire asked, frowning as his hand came away with a sticky dollop of the black liquid.  He tried to shake it off, but it clung tenaciously to his palm.  It was only a moment later that he realized that there was more of the fluid than before covering Skye’s chest… and the goo on his palm was spreading too.
“It's growing!  Ew!  Get it off, get it off!” Skye yelped, leaping about as she tried fruitlessly to clean herself off.  She only succeeded in spreading it further, streaking it down her stomach and up her neck in messy smears.  She leapt onto Fire, rubbing herself against him as he flailed, trying to rub off herself and onto him.
“Gah!  Skye, you’re just getting it all over us!  Where did Tiff say that chemical shower is?” Fire asked, more annoyed than scared.  He knew there was no way Tiffany would have left anything dangerous out in the open.
Skye winced as the black goo crept up the back of her head, matting down her hair.  And then, she felt something strange.  The goo flowed inside her incredibly large ears.  For a moment, the world around her became muffled and oddly distorted like she was hearing it from underwater.  The slime flowed deeper and deeper into her ears, and Skye winced at the confusing, squishy sensation.
Then she felt the oddest sensation yet.
“F-Fire, I think it’s in my…  URK…” Skye began to say.  Her words trailed off into an incoherent moan as her eyes went as wide as saucers and her jaw fell slack.  
“...Your 'urk?’. What's your 'urk?’” Fire asked distractedly, still trying to scrape the spreading layer of black goop off his fur as it spread down his stomach.  He was unaware of Skye trembling from head to toe, her body shaking as if she were standing in the middle of the Arctic.  The fennec's penises began to fire off, spraying thick, messy bursts of cum into the air.  Her eyes were wide open, the pupils dilating until there was barely a tiny ring of green around the black.  
“Unit 5KY3 is initializing.  Biological consciousness entering standby mode.  Nanite control establishing,” Skye announced.  Her voice had taken on a strange electronic edge, as if she were talking through a fan, or being auto tuned.  
“Oh, nooooo!” Tiffany gasped as she saw what had become of her boyfriend and his sister.
