Lucca smirked as she pointed the remote at the unaware Marle. She was never the wiser when Lu infected her with a special desease; a remote controlled mammary enlarger.

A breast enhancer.

With a grin, she clicked the up button. Marle stopped a bit, suddenly feeling an uncomfortable feeling in her bra. She ignored it, and continued walking to ignore the swelling. 

“Let’s up the ante…” Lucca muttered as she clicked it twice more.

Marle stopped. She grasped her rapidly expanding buxom with both hands, trying to pull it as though pressing them back in would make them stop. The two orbs of flesh looked to be straining to burst from the cloth shirt and bra.

Lucca clicked the up again. And again.

Marle gave a desprate claw to her shirt as she ripped it off, gasping in horror as her eyes fell upon the overswollen tits, crammed heavily into her bra. She moaned and threw her head back. “Make it stop…” She moaned. “It…it hurts…!”

Lucca clicked it three more times. The mounds of flesh on Marle’s chest swelled faster, stretching the clasp in between heavily as it slowly began to give up. “What’s…what’s happening?” She screamed, unknowingly. “Ahh…ohhhhh!”

Her bra at last gave up. It shattered and she let her now prize-winning watermelons burst forth, pulling her down. She collapsed to the floor, rolling over as she let the twin fleshy balls expand on her. 

“Heh heh heh.” Lucca laughed as she stepped out, clicking the back button three times. She wanted Marle to be tortured; she didn’t want this to end quickly. “Looks like you didn’t take any notice to the syringe?”

“Lu…” She whispered, gasping. “What…ahhh!”

“I infected you. I want you to experience what you asked: To have large breasts.” She laughed again. “You did come to me for that, right?”

“Y-yes!” She cried out, her breasts now having overflowed to press into the hard concrete next to her, leaving a gaping Grand Canyon of open space that was rapidly closing. “Change them…change them back! I can’t even move!”

Lucca laughed harder. “Oh, that’s the point!” she cackled. “But far be it from me to simply leave you so out of proportion!”

With a chuckle she pressed another of the series of buttons just below that one. Marle managed to heave her overswollen titties and push them to her side, barely getting onto her knees. “Lu…you bitch…” She wheezed, pulling the twin fleshbags behind her.

Lucca clicked the up button twice again.

She heard a low rumble in her buttocks, and Marle’s hands darted out and clasped onto them, howling angrily. “No!” She screamed as her asscheeks began to balloon out, stretching the fabric over her pants. A tear appeared in the side, then another side. The were now so tight Marle couldn’t move. With a streeetch…

“Ahh!” She cried out as it burst, letting her bubble butt burst forth, shaking rapidly in the air in an almost jealatanous manner. It wobbled before stopping. Her thighs barely swelled at all. 

“Wooh!” Lucca laughed, clapping her hands together. “Quite the show!”

Marle heaved her twin orbs upwards, pushing them up the stairs as she dragged her twin orb ass along as well. Lucca stopped her butt from growing: That would be just sick to see two balls of flesh on both ends. But she left her breasts growing. They now covered her front, almost her head, her stomach and nearly down to her legs. Marle stumbled to her feet. “Lu…you bitch…” She repeated. She wiggled forwards, her ass wobbling back and forth.

“No.” Lucca stated. She raised the controller again and pressed the third and final button. “You.”

With three taps of the upwards button, Marle fell back in surprise, catching the railing in time. She waited for the gurgle or whatever to happen. “Come on, where is it…” She said, wanting to prepare.

Her stomach growled in return. 

Marle’s head whipped up. “You wouldn’t…” She hissed. 

She did. She felt a massive surge as her belly bulged forwards, giving her an invisible potbelly. Of course, invisible considering the twin mammaries that hung down. Lucca slowed them down to just one notch up: She wanted her to know her belly was growing. 

With a cry, she felt the second surge, and her breasts now lifted slightly as the belly pushed against them. Marle leaned back to balance the weight out, she was toppling so badly. It swelled again, bulging out rapidly and quickly. Lucca sighed. “Oh, this isn’t good at all.” She muttered as Marle felt one of Lucca’s hands push her.

She felt herself fall backwards, and then when her breasts pushed over her head, she knew she couldn’t stop it. She was sent flying, landing heavily on her heavily padded ass, causing no damage other than a stinging pain in the same spot. Her stomach looked like she was pregnant with twins, rapidly turning into triplets and further. The two mammary glands were suddenly pushed over her head, letting the huge balls slap onto the ground around her. She saw nothing but the gaping Grand Canyon of Marle’s Cleavage. 

She felt it stop. 

“What?” Marle gasped, feeling the overwhelming pressure from her…you get the idea. 

“There’s more.” Lucca laughed as she felt her click another button. 

“What else can you make grow, my lips?” She snapped, pushing her hands to create more of a space in between her tits. 

“Not you…” Lucca giggled. 

“Me.” A voice said. 

“CRONO?”

She looked above her head at where Crono stood, a six-inch erection, the same she saw many times, stiff between his legs. But she heard the clicks, and it rapidly began to swell out. 

Seven inches. Eight inches. Nine inches. Ten. Eleven. One foot. Marle ticked off the size in her head as his balls began to grow as well, making lemons where there were pebbles right underneath it, his balls dropping lower and lower as they swelled. “Crono, what are you doing!”

“It’s not really him.” Lucca said. She had picked up a chair to sit down in. “It’s my mind control. Enough said.”

Indeed. Marle thought, having gotten somewhat used to the whole thing. He now knelt down in front of her, pressing the baton of a dick into her lips. “No way.”

“You can take it.” Lucca sighed. “I already tried it.”

The thought of Lucca deep-throating a two-foot erection, massaging a basketball testicle in one hand and a basketball boob in the other, while Glenn threw his head back in pleasure invaded her mind. “You’re fucking Glenn.” She deduced as the fat head rubbed against her lips. 

Lucca laughed. “That too.”

Now she threw Crono into that, thrusting a two-footer in from the backside, holding onto an overswollen ass, as he pounded away into her snatch. “Fughhhk…” She choked as Crono thrusted his cock into her mouth. 

She just let it happen, taking it in one hand with stroking motions while her lips, tounge, and throat (Magically enhanced, as well) did wonders on his prick. He was growing, slowly but surely. 

The two were rocking back and forth, Marle’s overswollen belly and titties swinging back and forth as he thrusted and she followed suit, moaning silently to herself as she gave him the best head he’d ever had and she’d ever been able. 

Then, suddenly, he threw his head back and came. 

She pulled her mouth back, pushing the throbbing organ out of her mouth almost completely, putting the swollen, purple-red head in only as her hands stroked the saliva-coated pole. She swallowed gallon after gallon of cum all at once, leaving her stunned as how she was doing this. 

Finally, the thick head popped out of her mouth as he went soft, some spare drooling out off her chin. “Mgh…” She muttered as she swallowed it, licking it all up. “Damn that was incredible…”

Then she felt it. Her breasts and butt were shrinking, going down to a normal- but still large, size. As soon as she could stand up again, keeping balance because of her belly, she looked up at Lucca and Crono, confused. 

“What…did you shrink me back for?” She asked slowly. 

“Look at yourself.” Lucca said, pointing to her bulging stomach. “You look pregnant.”

“So?” Marle said angrily. “Shrink me back down!”

“No.” Lucca said sharply, holding the remote at her, the thumb inching to the up button. “Humiliation was the key. You looked sexy when you were overswollen in all three.” She reached in and de-attached a few wires, knowing Marle knew about as much about technology as a prostitute for life knew about virginity. 

“Now you look like a freak.” She said, putting her hand around the nude Crono passionately. “Now he won’t screw you for all the gold in the world. But look at me.” She tapped a button on yet another controller, and put it down on the seat. 

Her waist shrunk but her buttocks swelled rapidly, shredding the dress she wore on the bottom half easily, while the top half shrunk her chest everywhere except the now-whopping flesh orbs on her front, bursting through her dress like nothing. She was now a bombshell; rounded, voluptuous breasts, a slim waist and legs while having a bulging butt Jennifer Lopez would kill for. 

“Enjoy.” She said as they vanished. 

Marle stared forwards, then slowly looked down at herself. She was butt-fucking-naked with a stomach stretched, however comfortably, to the max. She shook a bit as though it would get rid of it, and she felt a sloshing noise inside. It was Crono’s cum. It would never digest, air would replace it. 

Marle put her hands behind her waist, slowly stepping forwards as she left Crono’s house, her stomach moving more than she was. “Oh shit…” She mumbled as she glanced outside, thankful for the nighttime sleeping passed over the whole town. She moved as quickly as she could to her castle, jogging while her tits slapped against her stomach rapidly. She was a freak; Lucca was right. But she somehow had a cure.

As she jogged, she had to lean back to counter the weight. She had no clue how she was to get into her castle….

“Who goes there!” a voice shouted, causing her to- to her error- whirl around in surprise. The man dropped his lantern in surprise. The guard could not see her face, but stared at her stomach. She had an idea. 

“I’ll tell you what.” She said seductively, masking her voice. “If you get me into the castle without being seen...well...I'’l repay you in a way...” She slid her hand on his crotch, feeling the erection in it. “You like.”

Minutes later, she was sucking a seven incher harder than ever before in her life. She had to show him a good time to get in. His thick, but not Crono-sized organ throbbed as her tounge and lips worked on it. “Ah…ahhh! Oh…shit…” The guard groaned. He didn’t realize it was the princess, otherwise he would have realized how privelaged he was. She grinned a bit. A princess knowing everything to do to a cock. How ironic.

She pulled her mouth off of it and leaned back, brushing it against her breasts and then to her overswollen stomach. The guard, obviously having wet dreams of pregnant, beautiful women, lost control. 

“SHIIITTT!” he screamed, unheard by anyone but Marle, as cum erupted from his cock. She darted down and applied instant sucking pressure, swallowing rapidly. She felt her stomach expand just barely. 

That’s how she did it. Marle thought. Crono’s cum and any other man’s blows me up. 

“Ahh…” He groaned, watching as Marle’s face, shrouded in darkness, suddenly pulled off his dick, slowly stroking it with her hands to milk the last bit of cum off it. She gently licked it off. She had had practice. 

“Now take me through without anyone seeing me.” She ordered, letting go.

He nodded dumbly. “Y-yes…” He muttered. 

No more than an hour later Marle walked into her room, the guard having let her go when the whole quarters came up. She walked along, clothed in maid setup, walking along as she kept her back arched. The guards paid no notice, only staring in surprise at her overswollen stomach. “Seems like an unpopular fetish.” She muttered as she walked down the hallway. A second later, she stopped and looked around. She ducked into her room and latched the door as firmly as possible. 

Marle sighed in relief. She was in. 

Marle rushed, almost to the speed of a full walk, over to where she kept all the magic stuff she found. Ever since Spekkio unleashed it in her she started finding and even creating new spells. This book she found was the book of a race of ancient users of magic before Zeal times, their sexual desires being cast upon themselves or their mates. Diagrams of huge breasts, swollen tummies like her own, but smaller, huge cocks, bulging asses, and even some like thick legs, slim hands, puffy lips, a long tounge (She knew what that was there for) and others. 

She flipped through the pages, interpreting it rapidly in the native tounge. “Dam que si vorsh nak larden tor morqu glan re seem.” She read. She continued to fly through the pages, holding the book on her stomach. She eventually got too tired and worked herself into a seat, still resting the book on her belly as she read. Her breasts, no more than a hand-full, oval shaped, got in the way just barely. She leaned back in her chair, and it creaked to the extra pressure. She giggled lightly before continuing. Hours passed. Light would be up in a few hours. She had to work fast. 

She found it. Reading it in the common tounge, she quickly versed the summary of the spell:

“Enahcement of the body. Includes breast enhancement, growing a penis, gaining a vagina, trannsexual changes, enhanced buttocks, gaining size in penis, testicles, stomach or the like.” She smiled. There it was. Then the one below it added to that. “Reduction of the body.” It went on to list the same ones, except altered slightly for obvious reasons. 

The spell required few components. It was verbal, and required only two separate kinds of lubricants or even a regular fluid, so long as it remained longer than water. From her bathroom, requiring much effort to get in, she got shampoo and conditioner. Hey, I’m desprate. She reasoned. 

She held her hands above a large cup of shampoo, chanting the first spell. It took less than a few minutes, then she moved to the next, chanting the second. From this she picked up the conditioner and poured some into her hand, then spread it around the globe of her stomach. She slowly rubbed, muttering more of the spell in one sentence over and over again, stroking the liquid into her swollen stomach. 

She stopped once all the liquid in her hands was gone. She could not reach  the end. “Aw, damn, I have to get all of it…” She thought, then got an idea. She poured some on a backwasher, curved at the end, and scrubbed the front of her stomach, just around the sensitive bellybutton. 

“Part one complete.” She muttered. “It will take aproximately an hour to take out.” She glanced at the clock. She had an hour and fifteen minutes before her schedule started. She had to go faster.

The young, still pregnant princess grabbed the second, and quickly, maybe too quickly, poured herself some in her hand. Marle calmed herself. “Okay, slow down.” She thought. She then slowed herself, and began to sensuously rub it in. she felt herself tingle, her pale skin absorbing the enhanced fluid. As her emotions enhanced, he hand travelled down to her crotch. She froze. She didn’t WANT a dick! 

She resisted the urge and began to rub her breasts again, soon running out of it. She picked up the bowel for it and applied more to her hands, planning for her buttocks next, but she accidentally dropped some onto her breasts again. She qucikly put it down and rubbed it in again. Whatever worked. 

She was more careful the next time, rubbing into her ass with firm strokes as she felt Crono do several times during their passionate humping. She kneaded firmly, the fluid vanishing into her skin rapidly. She gave herself a hearty slap, causing a shudder in her. She imagined someone, maybe herself, slapping her ass when it was wider than her hips. 

With a heavy sigh, she stopped. It was over. She would be back to normal by the time her father came in. She took the two jars and dumped them into a canister, casting Cancel Magic on it to negate the spell. She sighed, and, heaving her stomach, walked over and fell asleep. 

She awoke to the pounding on her door. “Princess Nadia?” A guard called. “Breakfast is prepared and ready. Are you awake?”

She quickly bolted upright, looking down at her body. She assumed it a dream, but she glanced down and saw, on top of her (Flat, smooth, and unbroken) stomach, were two breasts that were certainly stretched out, grown out from merely hours ago. She smiled. She was back. 

“I’ll be right there!” She shouted to the guard. She stood, surprised and yet not surprised to find that she had an ass to kill for; bubble, firm, and just flat out big. What caused her to stop was the jiggling it did. She shook her ass again, and it wiggled. She laughed in pleasure. She couldn’t be happier.

She dressed in her usual dress, as it was a requirement for any meal. She giggled, her breasts pressing into the cloth. She looked into her mirror with a grin. “But come on, daddy!” She said lightly, as though the king was before her. “You know what happens at my age!” She looked convincing, too!

She walked away, finding her ballooned ass was rubbing firmly against her panties. “Ow…” She muttered, and suddenly gasped as the underwear was sucked in between the orbs of flesh. She now had a G-String for all her underwear. Oops. But now it rubbed against the soft cloth of her dress. Marle glanced in the mirror again, sideways, and found that her regal dress was only slightly hitched up in the buttocks. 

“Damn I’m fucking sexy!” She laughed, a little louder than she meant. 

She walked away to the door, swinging the top and bottom half of her body more than usual. Time to flaunt.

She sat down gently to the table, prepared to eat as the waiter brought over her plate. He was a handsome blonde that she caught staring straight into her clevage with a longing hunger, causing her to surpress a giggle. She wasn’t lying. 

She had no conversation with her father, who didn’t notice a change in her other than her dress looked a bit stretched. Shrunk as washed he guessed dumbly. She ate in silence for close to ten minutes. Casually, she moved around a bit for comfort, finding it very restricting. It wasn’t as fun as before; it almost seemed. 

“Oh shit…” She whispered. The shampoo she dropped! She forgot! 

“The meal was great, daddy.” She said, hiding her worry. She stood, causing unwanted vibration in the already painfully stretched spot. She can’t imagine how she never noticed the change in sleep. 

“What’s wrong?” Her father said, looking up from his meal. 

She stopped, looking at him. “I…I’m fine, daddy.” She said urgently. “I…I just want to go to my room.” 

He stood. “Wait, I’m your father, you can tell me…”

No I can’t. She thought, feeling it stretch even further along. “honestly, daddy, I’m fine.” She said hurriedly. 

“Doesn’t sound like it.”

She felt a stitch break. She had to go. It was painful now. A second. “My dress is a bit tight, I need to go!” She said as she ignored his protests and dashed off, heading for her room as fast as she could. Over seven stitches under her arm were broken now, and no sooner had she gone to her door when she grabbed the end and ripped it off, relieving stress while exposing both of her now expansive breasts. She darted her hand to the doorknob, finding it locked. “Oh no…” She whispered. 

“Nadia!” Her father screamed as he entered the room, finding his daughter weilding a pair of breasts that hung down to her navel while retaining an orb shape. He froze, staring, before he screamed, “NADIA!?”

Marle broke out of her dream with a scream, bolting upright. The door knocked three times rapidly. “Princess? What’s wrong!?” a female voice outside screamed.

“I’m…I’m fine!” She shouted. “I just had a bad dream.”

She sighed, closing her eyes and dropping her head. That wasn’t a bad dream, it was the most erotic-

She gasped, although quietly. Her breasts were large, no doubt the size they would be when she had walked into breakfast. She breathed in relief. Her father watching her swell to double, maybe triple of his late wife would be emotionally and mentally breaking for both of them. 

“Breakfast is ready, Princess.” The maid outside said. 

“Be there shortly.” She said, looking down at her watermelon-sized breasts. “Yeah right…” She whispered later. She dashed to the book again, flipping through rapidly. She found her solution. 

“Spell casts an illusion on it’s caster that causes all opposing eyes, unless otherwise stated any time at will, to view them as they have been before any previous casting; aka normality to an extent.”

Perfect. She rapidly cast it, taking a matter of only ten minutes. She had to simply enchant water, then splash it all over her body. She took the shower head (She had to take a shower anyway) and enchanted it, causing a radius of about three centimeters. Whatever water touched it was enchanted, but it had to be pure water, water water. 

She then turned on the water, causing it to splash everywhere over her, from hair to toes, rubbing it in. She reached down and was about to wash her hair when she froze. She had enchanted all of it, then dispersed it into bottles. She didn’t want to grow-

Marle stopped. She was being stupid. She could prevent anyone from seeing her! She could be as large as possible! She didn’t cancel them, but simply washed her hair. It wouldn’t cause it: she wanted larger flesh sexually; the ancient tribe knew that hair wasn’t part of it. 

She washed her hair, rinsed it out, and then picked up the shampoo and poured it on her breasts. She didn’t care; she was going to take a few vials of conditioner as well. She finished her shower.

She moved down for dinner, buck naked. She would need room. No problem; she made sure everyone on earth would see her at normal breast size, normal ass size, normal stomach size, walking along the hall with her breasts covered by the same dress. She’d never have to dress again!

She sat down to breakfast. She looked up, and found the same handsome boy leaning down and placing the plate on her table, glancing at her clevage again. She looked at him as he did so, and he suddenly blushed and walked away. This was too fun. 

She ate as normal, ignoring the fact that she had a pair of breasts that almost laid on the table before her. Then she remembered the shampoo. 

She ate, calmly and peacefully while she and her father had casual conversation. He said nothing, not even looking at her body. She couldn’t believe her luck. She was without any clothing whatsoever, and nobody even flinched or glanced, except the ones who already stared at her body. 

Then she looked down again, surprised to find her breasts had swelled again. Nobody even knew. She gently leaned back, pushing her chair back a bit, and putting her arms above her head as her breasts swelled and bulged forwards, giving her giggles. 

Nobody knew. This was heaven. 

Days later, she was now sporting breasts that hung down to her knees. They were huge, the nipples on the ends being close to the size of a cock. Marle struggled to walk down the hallways, bumping into people who assumed she had hit them by the shoulder. Her tits vibrated as she walked, causing her to lean  back to stabalize. She was enormous; voluptuous to the point of insanity. 

Speaking of insane, She had not heard from Crono or Lucca. Too easy. They were gone, probably in passionate fucking in 600 AD. She imagined Glenn again stroking in and out of her with a huge cock, Crono this time at the front with watermelon testicles residing by his, Marle considered, cute ass. 

She removed the image from her head. She had to move on. Again she had the attractive teen serve her. But this time she had an idea. She put her breasts in front of her, letting them spill to the sides of her chair in their strive to be airborne. He placed the plate on her tits, thinking that it was a table. She suddenly slipped a note in his pocket, not known to him. On it said for him to go to the lowest quarters, near the kitchen, and wait for her. She smiled. She had found a new lover. Things were looking up. 

Meanwhile…

Lucca giggled girlishly as she unzipped Crono’s pants, letting the enhanced log in his pants roll out. She put her soft hands under it and began to stroke. It lifted up slowly and she took it into her mouth, licking the ball of an end. She stroked it in and out of her mouth. “Ggggh…” She moaned. She popped it out. She suddenly felt Glenn press his own huge cock to the lips of her crotch. She smiled. 

“Life is good.” She muttered as he thrust in and she took Crono in again. “And no bitch Marle to take my Crono away from me…” She wrapped both hands around the base. “Iee wugh uuu, Choommoo.” She muttered, sucking fiercely. “I really love you both…” She said, putting the organ back in her mouth. 

Back to Marle…

“You know…” Marle purred, her arms folded as she lay on top of Eric, she found his name to be. Her breasts, having received the reverse treatment, were now a healthy and above-average size. She had, however, planned it out, using the shampoo on her breasts about 45 minutes before. She counted down in her head. 

“What’s that…” Eric replied, pushing his hands down, under her clothes, under her underwear to stroke her beautiful ass. It was so big, so firm, it was amazing that he never noticed it before. 

“I have a good magic power…” She said, leaning in. She had this planned out perfectly. She had enchanted her own saliva with the enhancer. 

“Oh…?” Eric said good-naturedly. He assumed it was to take an entire cock and make it disappear into her mouth, or something sexually witty like that. 

“Yeah.” She purred, kissing his neck and slowly working down his bare chest. She slowly kissed his stomach, then further down to kiss his cloth-covered erection. She unbuttoned his pants and slid them off, noticing the head of a casual six-incher poke out of his boxers, the cloth preventing a full-blown, straight-in-the-air hard on. 

“I most certainly do…” She mumbled as she slipped off the boxers and put it in her mouth. She bobbed her head over the end, making sure to coat it with saliva as he moaned. She sucked him off like she had Crono many times, the guard when she was pregnant, and now him, before her, on the bed, about to get the first semi-regular sex she had had in a while. 

“Wahh…” Eric groaned. “You…*Pant * sure do…” He gasped as she pulled it out and licked around the base, then slowly up the straight line on the bottom, finally putting it back in her mouth to do more bobbing-on-cocks. 

She had done her own share of hacking spells in her time, and she had gotten the growth spell, in her saliva, to enhance in a fourth the time. She loved it. 

“Hey prettyboy…” She purred as she stopped, looking up at him. She felt the tightness in her chest and moved forwards, pushing the ass that the lovers both loved so much against the rock-hard fleshy organ. She pressed her breasts to his face. “Check this out. There’s your magic.” 

He stared as they surely began to grow. 

Lucca, half a world away and over four-hundred years in the past, had come about three times and now was trying a different ability; she hacked into another pussy on her stomach, with the same effects. Glenn and Crono, totally dull, stood in that order one before the other as they pressed their twin cocks into her, stroking out in long pushes and pulls. The twin testicles in them swayed and shook back and forth as they thrusted, causing Lucca to scream and scream in pleasure. 

Lucca was laid down on the bed, her buttocks at the edge, her long legs hanging in the air locked around Crono’s neck as he thrust into her. The shorter man behind him thrust into a second, his cock between Crono’s legs, keeping to the left of his balls. Of course both men wouldn’t do it, but mind control and all…

Marle was underneath him now, his sweating body passionately kissing and sucking on her huge breasts, not aware of the swelling in his own cock as he pressed it further and further into the young princess. 

Two men be damned. Marle felt herself lost as a man she had practically fallen for shoved into her with a rapidly growing cock, not knowing that Lucca had two at the time. The two moved together, her bed creaking under the two bodies back and forth. 

Lucca now was on top of Glenn as he thrust into the pussy just below her bellybutton, Crono shoving in from behind her, into her normal one. The two long cocks never met resistance. She screamed in absolute pleasure. 

Marle, with Eric thrusting back and forth as her bed creaked and shook, slamming their bodies together, both of their swelling vital organs digging into each other. Eric grabbed Marle’s perfect ass and pulled it towards himself, burying his face into her tits as he let out a scream and came. 

Lucca panted now as she slumped forwards, the two men thrusting in and out of her rapidly as she flopped around like a half-dead fish. Her breasts holding her up, she simply moved back and forth with their minstrations. As her body shriveled up, she let her jaw drop. 

“Oh….”

“SHIT!” Both women, four hundred years apart, screamed in unison as their lovers came at the same time, causing them to lock up and scream. 

Eric slowly drew himself out, panting for breath. He stopped, and continued to pull out. And more. And more. He was over three feet long. 

“Mar…Marle…” He said slowly, pushing himself back. “Uh…what…”

She was gasping for breath. He was the best lover she had had in years! Crono wasn’t that good! She looked down, pushing aside her right tit to look at him inspecting his enormousness. 

“Yeah…” She breathed. “I know. I did it.”

“Why?” He asked. 

She gave him a look. “Do you care?”

He paused, then smiled a bit as he wrapped both hands around his still hard dick. He was fucking huge. “No, not really.” He muttered, grinning. 

It wasn’t so good for Lucca…

Lucca frantically pulled away from Crono and Glenn, trying desprately to mentally force them to stop. “Stop it!” She wailed as Crono pumped out of her first cunt, digging his hand into her second. Glenn grabbed her head fiercely. “Stop what you’re- GHGG!”

He pushed his huge cock into her mouth, moving her head up and down forcefully as he thickened and swelled rapidly. After more minutes, Lucca suddenly felt it. 

He let out a spray of cum, naturally, and that was where it went wrong. Her hands flew to her belly, grasping it as she felt it swell out, creating a belly that could hold nine-month twins. His cock popped out. “Stop it you mother fuckers!” She snarled. “I’m your sexual master! I said stop it the fucking N-” 

Crono forced his own cock into her mouth, shutting her up as Glenn pushed in from behind, starting all over again, minus a spot change. Again and again they came, spraying cum into her stomach and swelling it out over and over again. She started out with a stomach out about six inches. It ended up being out further than her knees. Then beyond her arms and knees both. She could no longer stand. The cum-filled tummy was stretched out, allowing a belly larger than she was. She laid on top of it, her healthy and bountiful tits hanging down. That was when they stopped. 

The two walked away, leaving her coughing up cum onto the ground as she rolled off, causing a WHAM as she hit the ground, her stomach rolling around. “Whagh…” She swallowed again, swelling it out. “What is wrong with you two? I told you to stop over a half hour ago!”

“I know.” Crono snapped. She stopped. He was back. 

She pushed herself onto her hands and knees, desprately reaching her hands out to push herself up, but she missed the floor from over two feet. She was huge. 

“You used technology to your own purposes. You tortured Marle. You got us to screw you more times than in your whole life. You are now paying for what happened.”

“I get the idea!” 

“Nope. You don’t.” Glenn chimed in. “You only feel the rightful pain; the pain that you wish it never happened. Marle is right now getting a screw from a man she loves, giving him a huge cock like we have now, and giving herself two huge globes of flesh on her front. You have given her a gift. You have given yourself and us hell. It is quite the oppposite effect, isn’t it?”

She looked down at the belly that could hold both the men, and nodded. “Yea, I know what you mean now. Please, get me out of this.” 

“No.” Both said in unison. She stared in shock. 

“But-!”

“You haven’t nearly paid enough for what you did to Marle.” Glenn replied. “And us.”

“Meaning?” She asked as she looked up, sighing as she leaned against her stomach. 

“You’ll be there a while.” Glenn said as he turne around and picked up the Gate Key. “A while indeed.”

Crono and Glenn jumped to 1000 AD, leaving the pregnant, huge-titted, big assed Lucca on the floor, sighing. “Oh damn…” She whispered angrily. “At least nothing has-“

The door opened, causing gasps from hundreds of people. 

“Oh shit.” Lucca muttered, closing her eyes. 

Not even hours later, Marle sat on her back, letting Eric slide in and out of her over and over again while he gripped her ass tightly, letting the kneeling Glenn push in and out of her cleavage canyon, while Crono let her suck on his head. Marle grinned as she made him pull out for a second. “This…ooohhh…” She cooed as Eric hit a G-spot. “This…I can get used to…” She muttered, pulling Crono back into her mouth. 

