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Life for Milkie had gotten interesting because he was growing up. When he thought back on it, he’d regard his time as a mere child as lasting forever. Weeks and months and years had gone by where he wished almost every day that he’d just grow up, get big, and live a whole new life as an adult. He wanted to grow into himself - particularly his big ears, and if there were something he could do about his glasses, he wanted to do that as well. Finally, after so long, he was finally getting it! Though... it happened in a rather unexpected way.

Milkie had not grown any taller. His head was still too small for his mousy ears. His glasses were still enormous coke bottle rims that caught the light so much from most angles, one would have a hard time seeing his eyes at all. None of that had happened yet - and his mom insisted that one day it would - but one particular thing did come to pass... it was just a little embarrassing to talk about, while simultaneously being a massive spot of pride.

A big, fat bulge of a big, fat boy-cock rested down one leg of his sweatpants to his knee, and everyone could see it.

It was hard not to see it. Milkie was a thin boy, and quite small; just like a rodent ought to have been. He’d always had the build to be nimble, quick, and quiet. He still had it, but the addition of a dick as long as his forearm and as thick as his leg had created a clumsy, obnoxious, fat appendage that nothing in the boys’ section at the mall was tailored for. if that weren’t enough, he had big, fist-sized testicles smuggled in his pants as well.

This freight-train impact of puberty had brought with it young, wild hormones. Just as his new endowment was too big for his body, his virility and needs were too strong for a young mind. He knew little about the intricacies of relationships. All he knew was that sexual acts felt good. They felt incredibly good. So, he approached any chance to learn more about it all with tremendous enthusiasm.

He knew that it was a private affair, however. It wasn’t something he was to indulge in at any old time... though it was difficult to resist.

Every day he went to school, he seemed to notice something new about the people there. Suddenly, he was staring at people in his class. The girls in his class weren’t icky anymore; they had become fascinating. His teachers had older, more mature bodies that had pleasant shapes. He found himself considering things he saw in his textbooks or on the covers of the novels in the library differently as well. His own body had made him curious as well, and he couldn’t go a moment in the day without being aware of his grown-up endowment.

Others had taken notice of him too! There were some older girls who had introduced him to sex. Because he was so small, so nonthreatening, and yet so hung, he was a safe choice for young ladies to explore their own sexuality. Milkie took to this eagerly. Before, he was unremarkable and left wanting when it came to getting attention from girls. The second the opportunity arouse he latched onto it, jumping at any chance to help who he saw as very friendly, very pretty girls. What hot-blooded boy wouldn’t?

But that was girls. The day Milkie learned that not just girls wanted his company, was the day he met Yuki.

Yuki was special, in a lot of ways. One wouldn’t have been able to tell by looking at them though. On the surface, Yuki seemed like any other young boy. They were a short, quiet, somewhat reclusive squirrel. Milk chocolate brown from ear-tips to toes, with a noticeably big, unbelievably soft tail that was impressive in scale even for a squirrel. They wore glasses but didn’t dress to stand out. The only thing that may have turned heads was their English accent, and even that mundanely exotic characteristic was flattened under a seemingly purposeful attempt to stay under the radar.

They had been watching Milkie for a little while. Like with most people, the mouse boy had come into prominence only after puberty hit him like a meteorite from space. That wasn’t Yuki’s fault, though, as Milkie had always been very introverted himself. At recess, he didn’t get involved in group activities with the other kids. The mouse-boy had always snuck off on his own, and in that way he and Yuki were rather similar. Yuki didn’t like crowds either; people confused them on the best of days. That did make the squirrel a rather observational sort though. All the time spent away from people was filled with people-watching. Maybe that was why they noticed Milkie in the first place.

One day, Milkie was on his own on the playground at recess. Whatever attention he had managed to drum up had hit a lull, allowing him time away from the other kids to recharge his social batteries. He sat at the fence under the shade of an overhanging bunch of tree branches, curled up with a Gameboy Color, his glasses occasionally catching the light and broadcasting his presence out to the world at large. he was enjoying himself, engrossed in a game he’d beaten multiple times and was three quarters of the way to doing again.

Then, along came Yuki. They were hesitant at first, hovering around where Milkie sat, keeping their distance, and just inching closer as the seconds ticked on by. They’d take a few steps, then meander about as if to act innocent for a little while before creeping a few steps closer. It took quite a while to even notice that Yuki was there, as the squirrel took ample time to get in the boy’s light... which was helpful, actually, as the sun’s glare wrought havoc on the old handheld’s screen. Still, when a shadow cast over him, Milkie looked up at Yuki, and the two of them didn’t say a word.

Milkie waited for Yuki to say something, anything, but was unwilling to say hello himself. Yuki just offered a nervous, awkward smile and a shrug. With no interaction to be found, Milkie turned his attention back to his game... and then looked back up at Yuki again after several moments, noticing that the squirrel hadn’t moved away. In fact, they seemed to get even closer. They lurked just outside of peripheral vision for a while, and over time managed to stand over Milkie. The squirrel’s attention was on his game. They wanted to see what he was playing.

The fact that Yuki wasn’t saying anything made Milkie feel incredibly uncomfortable. He tried to turn his body away from Yuki but hesitated to about-face. Something in him didn’t want to be rude, but a lot of him wanted to be out of what he saw as a scrutinizing gaze.

Finally, Milkie looked up to see Yuki practically leaning over him, and when their eyes met Yuki finally spoke:

“Hello.”

That was it. Just ‘hello.’ Milkie just stared at them for a few seconds, waiting to see if there was more. Soon, he returned with an awkward, “Hi.”

“My name’s Yuki,” Yuki said, “What’s your name?”

“Um,” Milkie buried his nose back into his game, “Milkie.”

Yuki smiled. “Neat!”

Milkie was confused. Why was his name neat? Nobody ever called his name ‘neat.’ They usually said it sounded weird, or dumb. Yuki just seemed to pace about, not getting to close or too comfortable. Milkie had no idea how jittery the squirrel was, ready to bolt at a moment’s notice.

“Our names kind of rhyme!” Yuki said, “Yuki, Milkie... kind of, you know?”

No, they did not. They shared one syllable out of two. Milkie and Yuki sounded nothing alike. Milkie knew this, and he found himself unable to focus on his game as his mind raced to put together just what on earth Yuki was talking about.

Soon, Yuki sat down next to Milkie... but not right next to Milkie. They kept a distance, just in case. The squirrel wrapped their tail around themselves for comfort and protection, draping it around their own body like a security blanket. They wrapped their arms around it, sinking into the fluff as they held it close. It made it difficult to see what they were wearing from most angles, turning them into a little chocolate truffle.

“What are you playing?” Yuki asked.

“... Link’s Awakening.” Milkie answered curtly and provided no context for what the game was beyond the title. It didn’t cross his mind for a moment that anyone would not know what he’s talking about.

Yuki had no idea what he was talking about. Still, the squirrel just smiled. “Neat.”

Milkie’s nervousness was starting to make his face all red. Yuki didn’t seem so bothered. While Milkie seemed hyper-aware of the attention, Yuki came off as a little confused. They didn’t seem to know what they were doing in the slightest, and the look on their face really hit that point home. They were studying Milkie intensely for whatever reaction the small mouse boy might have offered... and didn’t seem to pick up on any of what was being thrown out.

Many moments of awkward silence later, Yuki asked a question. “Can I tell you something?”

Milkie looked puzzled at Yuki.

The squirrel then blushed red as a tomato. “Um,” They said, “I... um... You’re cute.”

It was Milkie’s turn to go a deep shade of red. “C-C-Cute?” He asked, “W... Why?”

He finally decided to get a better look at Yuki, mostly because “you’re cute” struck him with a pang of excitement and giddiness that overtook him in a flash. He felt flattered, and happy to hear that someone thought he was cute. He was confused, though, when he looked to see that Yuki’s posh accent belonged to a boy wearing a soft-looking sweater and some shorts.

Yuki hugged their tail tighter and attempted to ball up even smaller when Milkie stared at them. “You just... are!” They said, “Is... that okay? Am I allowed to say that? Because you are. You’re extremely cute. I think you’re wickedly cute.”

The barrage of compliments made Milkie feel like his heart was going to jump out of his chest. “B-But you’re a boy,” Milkie pointed out, “That’s, um...”

“Oh.” Yuki’s eyes got big and they inched away shamefully, “I’m sorry, that’s bad, right? Sorry. Just, um, except I’m... not? I’m not a boy. I’m not.”

This caught Milkie’s young curiosity. His expression screwed into a really confused furrow of his brow almost immediately. He studied Yuki again, more closely that time around, putting his game down to do so.

Yuki looked like a boy. They wore boy clothes, or at least not anything Milkie would readily associate with a girl. Their voice was a little high pitched, but their hair was short. While they didn’t look very masculine either - what young boy did? They didn’t hold any of the conventional trappings of a girl. Milkie had been constructing in his head a new understanding of what made girls and boys different since “growing in.” That ultimately came down to girls having breasts, long hair, and of course, not having a penis.

Yuki didn’t seem to fit any of these things. That should have meant that Yuki was a boy, but they didn’t seem to fit that either.

“Are you one of those... herms, or something?” Milkie asked. He at least knew there were other genders, but he’d only seen intersex individuals in the older grades, and adults. He’d never seen one his age before.

Yuki shook their head. “Nnnno,” They said, “I’m not that either. I’m, um...” They stopped to think about it before simply shrugging, “I’m all of it. Or nothing.”

“Huh?” Milkie responded, “What do you mean? Are you... what are you?”

Yuki wiggled in place. “I can show you,” They said, “If... if you want.”

That made Milkie instantly excited - though not through any conscious effort to achieve that level of excitement. Rather, there was something about Yuki’s tone that Milkie recognized. The squirrel was telling secrets - the sort of secrets Milkie wasn’t allowed to tell other people. Secrets like how Moe Lester would touch him in private places and do things with him only adults should do.

Yuki’s tone of voice was an “I’m going to give you a hand job” tone. Milkie had never heard it from a boy before, or whatever Yuki was, but it hit the same notes. The little mouse was a mess of emotions and hormones and confusion in that moment, but ultimately, he was curious. His curiosity had often been rewarded, with first kisses, pleasurable rubs, and outright sex. While not fully understanding what he was being offered, his mind jumped right to “sex.”

He was so excited and so confused that his answer came out as just an uneasy “okay.”

Yuki looked surprised to hear an affirmative answer. “Oh!” They said, “Oh! Okay! Um... Let’s go!”

Their tone had changed to the sort of excitement a child might express when being told they were going to McDonald’s.  They stood up to attention, turned, and stuck their hand out to Milkie, who nervously took hold. Together they walked, hand-in-hand, to find somewhere more private. Nowhere seemed more private than the washroom, so with some convincing they had one of the supervising teachers allow them to both go at the same time. Yuki had to do a little acting to make it seem urgent, and once inside the two of them ran to the washroom for fear of getting caught.

Once in the washroom with no one else around, Yuki suddenly didn’t know how they planned on doing the act. They were alone for the moment, but there was no telling when someone might have come in. They pulled Milkie into the only place even more private: one of the toilet stalls. They quickly ducked in and locked the stall door, leaving them together in a cramped, but very personal space. Between them and the toilet, however, there was barely any room to move. The two of them could only afford to stand mere inches apart.

“Sorry.” Yuki said, hushed and nervous.

“For what?” Milkie whispered back.

“For bringing you to the toilet,” Yuki said, “That was dumb.”

Milkie looked around. “Are we not supposed to be here?”

“Yes, we are!” Yuki insisted, “It’s just... weird? I guess? I don’t know. Because, you know, this is where people... use the toilets, and I guess that’s a little gross. I probably should have thought of somewhere better?”

Their concerns were met with silence from Milkie, who just stared at them, confused. Yuki stared back at him; jaw slackened.

“I’m going to be a girl now.” Yuki said.

“You’re gonna what?” Milkie responded.

“Girl now.” Yuki repeated in a hurry.

“Girl?” Milkie asked, “You’re going to change into a girl? What??”

Yuki took on a very reserved stance, clasping their hands tightly together in front of themselves and taking a deep breath. They closed their eyes and bowed their head a little and fell silent. Milkie watched in utter perplexity as... nothing seemed to happen. Yuki just stood there and didn’t say a word for several seconds. It looked like the young squirrel was trying to concentrate on something. Milkie had no idea how to respond to this or what he should do. He was beginning to think he’d been sequestered away by a complete lunatic.

“Um...” Milkie spoke.

“There!” Yuki snapped back to attention and cut off Milkie’s voiced concerns. He was so sudden and loud in his exclamation, in fact, that Milkie jumped in fright, knocking against the toilet. Yuki didn’t seem to pick up on the fear, looking Milkie right in the eyes and bunching up their shoulders, sticking their elbows out as if to present themselves.

Yuki’s voice had become higher pitched, but other than that... Milkie couldn’t tell that anything had even changed. Yuki still looked like they did when they met, still looked like a boy. They still had short hair like a boy, and nothing else had visibly changed. Still, with a little more confidence than before, Yuki stood before him and allowed him to study their body. “I’m a girl now,” They said, “Um... Ta-da?”

“... What??” Milkie said, “No you’re not!”

“Yes, I am!” Yuki argued back, suddenly becoming very flustered, “I am!”

“... You look exactly the same!” Milkie said, “Nothing’s different!”

“Listen to my voice,” Yuki said, “I’m totally a girl now.”

“Anyone can talk in a girl voice,” Milkie said, in just such a tone as to make the point. His approximation was terrible. “See?”

“No!” Yuki stomped their foot in frustration, “That’s not the same!”

“You’re still a boy, you weirdo!” Milkie said, making Yuki frown. The squirrel looked deeply hurt at the name-calling. Their eyes became all glassy and moist.

Yuki grabbed Milkie’s hands, but the mouse boy pulled them away. “It’s not true, I am a girl!” Yuki insisted, “I swear!”

“You’re being so weird!” Milkie said, “Stop it!”

Yuki glared at him with adorably puffed-out cheeks. “I’m not!” They paused and considered what else they could do to prove it, the sudden rush of ideas making their face go red. “Wait,” They said, “Wait, I can... I can do other stuff. I can prove it!”

Milkie leered at them, warily.

“I can look like my mum,” Yuki said, matter of fact. “Like an actual grown-up girl.”

“No,” Milkie said, “You can’t.”

“Yes, I can!” Yuki chirped back, “I’m... I’m gonna do it right now! Just... give me a second!”

“Stop being a...!” Milkie moved to argue, but Yuki just took that same stance, their hands clasped tightly together as if in prayer, and sucked in another deep breath and seemed to hold it. The act was so sudden and so abrupt that Milkie was dumbfounded. He’d never met anyone who acted like Yuki did. The squirrel’s way of speaking, their accent, their wild claims, it was all too much to take in for a young mouse.

It didn’t take long. In only a few seconds, Yuki began filling out their sweater more and more. It happened so fast that it was impossible not to notice that Yuki’s chest began to swell out in a shape that Milkie had become incredibly familiar with: breasts! One moment, Yuki was just Yuki, and the next moment Yuki was Yuki but with what looked like two rapidly inflating balloons in their shirt getting blown bigger and bigger. Milkie’s jaw almost hit the floor.

In conventional cup-sizes, Yuki had gone from flat to C-cups in two shakes of their big, fluffy tail. On someone their age, they looked big on their slender body... but they didn’t stop there. They blew up bigger and bigger, inching out toward Milkie almost menacingly. By D-cups, Yuki’s sweater was so stuffed full of squirrel tit that the neckline began to pull out and expose honest-to-goodness cleavage. Milkie couldn’t deny it when he saw that - Yuki’s breasts weren’t fake. Those growing globes were clearly attached to their body, with the same chocolate brown fur and everything!

Their heavy, round shapes took on a slightly more gravid appearance as they spilled over Yuki’s tightly clutched hands. There were even two big, fat bumps on them that stuck out under Yuki’s sweater, and Milkie knew those to be big, fat, stiff nipples! Yuki’s breasts grew and grew, they stretched out that sweater tighter and tighter, hiking it up at the bottom to cover less of the young squirrel’s shorts and trim tummy. E-cups were gone, and Yuki was creeping through F with no signs of stopping.

“H-H-Holy cow...!” Milkie backed up, tripped, and fell onto the toilet seat right on his butt. He nearly fell in! Yuki’s boobs continued to grow in, now utterly enormous in scale compared to their body. Each big, fat, soft-looking tit in their cozy-looking prison was as big as Yuki’s own head, and still they grew! Milkie was afraid that they were going to pop as the fuzzy cleavage began to spill up from the sweater’s neckline, swallowing up Yuki’s collar with jiggly, soft squirrel cleavage. Yuki’s arms were completely obstructed by the expanding tits, pulling the squirrel’s sweater up so tight and so high that the fabric began to creak.

Yuki finally let out the breath they had been holding. They opened their big, green eyes with new, thicker eyelashes. They unfolded their hands and lifted their arms to brush their hair out of their face. Their hair was longer, in the back and in the front, and their new, enormous chest bounced when the support of their arms was taken away. Their lips looked a bit plumper behind their little bucked teeth, and their face seemed... more feminine, though in what ways, Milkie could never have known.

Yuki was practically shaking like a leaf, which had their shirt-straining breasts shaking right along with them. Those boobs were the biggest Milkie had ever seen on someone his age. They were impossible! Each fat mound was bigger than Yuki’s head, and mind-bendingly perky even without a bra. While Milkie couldn’t find the words to react to such a display, his young dick spoke plenty. That bulge down his pant leg was stretching well beyond his knee, jutting out like a crammed-in third leg.

“S-S-S... Nnh...” Yuki spoke, but words failed them. Swallowing their nerves, they looked Milkie timidly in the eyes. “... D’you... believe me... now?”

Milkie didn’t answer. The mouse was speechless. Yuki wasn’t sure how to take it. Maybe he was still confused? They stood as far back as they could, back up against the stall door, and reached up to gently place their dainty little hands on their massive shelf of sweater-clad breast-meat. Their hands looked even more babyish in comparison to the sheer size of them. “I’m... I’m a girl,” Yuki said, “See?” 

“With big booOOPH!”

Milkie hands plunged into those massive tits up to nearly his wrists. The mouse was up and against Yuki, pinning them against the stall door, body-to-body. It wasn’t so cramped in there that Milkie didn’t have space to stand without crushing Yuki, but he crushed Yuki as tightly and as firmly as he could even so. Yuki let out a sharp, sudden gasp when the mouse boy began squeezing and kneading them around, palms crushing those big, fat, rubbery nipples into Yuki’s chest.

He was anything but gentle. His little hands were trembling with excitement as he tugged and squashed those giant squirrel-loli tits, bouncing them and shaking them every which way to see how they moved and squished around with every movement. They were heavy, huge, and soft. In that sweater, they looked like two giant pillows and felt just as warm and inviting. While Milkie clumsily fondled Yuki’s breasts, the squirrel was trembling. The squirmed and writhed against the stall door, making sweet, pleasured sounds. They did their best to keep quiet, making their gasps into tantalizing whispers.

“Ah... M-Milkie...!” Yuki whispered.

“How did you do that?!” Milkie exclaimed, too excited to keep his voice down. He felt like his brain had just exploded in his skull. he couldn’t even comprehend what he was seeing, let alone what he was doing. He put no thought into stopping. He mashed those massive titties together and released them to let them bounce back into shape before attacking them from a new angle, soon jabbing his fingers against those big, puffy nipple-bumps as if to try burying them back into Yuki’s chest again.

“Ahn...! Ff...!” Yuki panted, their face red as a tomato. “I... nnf... I told you... I’m not... a boy... I can be whatever I want...”

“How?” Milkie asked again.

Yuki suddenly turned away, tearing their breasts out of Milkie’s hands, and bashfully trying to cover up with their arms. It wasn’t enough, but just so that they were able to squeeze their breasts together attractively. Milkie was practically drooling.

“Mum says I’m a shapeshifter,” Yuki said, “I can be whatever I want.”

“Anything?” Milkie asked.

Yuki nodded. “So, I’m... not really a boy or a girl... I’m both. And neither.”

Perhaps it was the break he had been forced to take, or the way Yuki’s ashamed expression reflected in his big glasses, but Milkie took pause when Yuki’s explanation came on the voice of a scared little girl. He didn’t understand what Yuki meant when they explained their condition to him. He didn’t ever think about gender identity or how it changed the way he saw people every single day of his life. Even then, he didn’t understand that his perception of Yuki changed in that instant. All he knew was that he suddenly felt uncomfortable over the fact that Yuki seemed uncomfortable.

“Um...!” Milkie spoke after several quiet moments. “... That’s okay!”

“It is?” Yuki asked.

“It’s so weird,” Milkie said earnestly, “And... I don’t get it, but... you don’t have to be sad. I’m sorry I said you were a boy. And...” The mouse very suddenly stuffed his hands into the pockets of his pants. “S-Sorry for touching you...”

Yuki swallowed, and fidgeted, wringing the hem of their sweater, flashing unintentional under-boob. “It’s okay that I’m... non-binary?” They asked, “You don’t think I’m a freak?”

Milkie had to think about it. Did that make Yuki a freak? He wasn’t sure, but he didn’t want them to be sad. “No,” He said, “I, um... it’s... you’re...”

Milkie was sweating, he could feel it on the back of his neck. He also felt like his sweatpants were going to explode off his massive hard-on, which he was gripping and squeezing the life out of with his one hand stuffed into his pocket.

“... C-Cute...”

Yuki blinked.

“You’re... cute!” Milkie repeated.

“Even before?” Yuki asked.

Milkie hurriedly nodded before he even knew what he was agreeing to. “Y-Yeah.”

Yuki exhaled sharply, the confession taking their breath away. They then looked down to Milkie’s pants, looking at the way the young boy’s huge cock was leaking pre and obviously staining his pants... near the lower part of his shin. It was cramped into his pants so inconveniently, looking like it was ready to just pop out the bottom of the pant leg. Yuki followed that anaconda back up, gazing along the severely juxtaposed, skinny body of the tiny mouse, and back to his face.

Suddenly it was Milkie’s turn to be jumped. In a flash, Yuki’s giant boobs were squashed up against the boy’s chest, making it hard for him to even breathe under the weight of them. He was shoved back onto his butt on the toilet seat, and Yuki practically jumped into his lap. Their teeth clacked together, and their forehead bonked, the squirrel too excited to get a good angle for the kiss they assaulted the boy with. Clumsily they puckered their lips against each other’s and smooched, both of their bodies shaking with nerves and a sudden, euphoric rush of heart-pounding arousal.

Yuki pulled away from the kiss, too much spittle connecting their lips to Milkie’s. “D’ywanna come to my house after school?” They asked, breathlessly.

Milkie was still trying to kiss Yuki but found he couldn’t lean over their giant breasts to do it. His lips were still comically puckered. He just nodded rapidly. Yuki’s face lit up, and they bounced in Milkie’s lap like they were trying to jackhammer him into the porcelain, and then they squished in close for another frantic, excited kiss. Their tongues wrestled with no sense of technique or finesse... they just battered against each other, and the two of them drooled awkwardly on each other’s chins. Milkie’s hands found Yuki’s massive breasts again, and Yuki’s pressed over them to encourage him to squeeze them tight while they kissed.

“Pwaah~” Yuki gasped for air when their lips left Milkie’s with strands of spit between them. “Does this mean we’re boyfriend and girlfriend?”

Milkie sucked in a breath as well, extra sharp when presented with that question. He felt like he had so many butterflies in his stomach that he was going to throw up his heart right then and there. “Yes!” He squeaked, “Be my girlfriend!”

In their excitement, Yuki didn’t even stop to consider their actions. They had already grabbed their sweater and had yanked it up before they spoke. “I will!” They cheered as their enormous breasts bounced free. Their nipples were big and brown like chocolates and looked like fat rubbery erasers. Milkie’s eyes couldn’t have gawked any larger. He threw his arms around Yuki, grabbed their butt, and pulled them in to mash his face against their boobs and clumsily suck one of their nipples into his mouth. In his own over-excitement, his legs shot out straight in front of him and he shuddered like wild as he came right then and there!

Hot boy-jizz soaked his pant leg’s cuff and started blasting out in sticky, goopy streamers all over the stall door, while breast milk poured from Yuki’s fat teats. Milkie had sucked on someone’s boobs before, but he’d never had them leak milk like that. He was surprised when the sweet, creamy liquid touched his tongue, but being in the throes of orgasm he couldn’t bring himself to be concerned. He just sucked it down while Yuki’s second tit gushed milk out between his fondling fingers. It felt so good to be milked, Yuki bit their lip hard and arched their back, more milk starting to really spray from her massive breasts as their own body shook and trembled, soaking Milkie’s lap in girl-cum as well.

They stayed locked together in joyous ecstasy for some time, their young bodies utterly rocked by the crashing waves of pleasure that came on the heels of romantic euphoria. The combination blanked their minds, leaving them in a lusty daydream together where they completely lost track of time. They grabbed and hugged at each other’s bodies all dopey-like when they came down from their climaxes, and only snapped out of it with dual gasps of fright when they heard the school’s bell sound for the end of recess. Milkie nearly jumped out of his skin, being an easily startled sort!

It brought them to their senses, where they finally looked at themselves and the mess they had made - not just all over the stall’s walls, door, and floor, but also all over themselves. Their clothes were soaked, and they smelled of sweet milk, salty spunk, and heady sweat.

“... Uh oh.” Yuki said.

“Ohhhh noooo...” Milkie added. “Can you change clothes too?”

Yuki fidgeted nervously. “Um... no.”

Their plan to escape that moment? To soak their clothes and clean up with paper towels as best they could. They scrambled out of the stall and to the sinks to splash water on their clothing to “wash it out,” which only resulted in them getting unacceptably drenched. They hid together in the bathroom as long as they possibly could, too nervous to even talk to one another, and suddenly very, very shy once the endorphins wore off. Yuki had to turn back to their normal, androgynous state, showing Milkie once again their power to change their body on the fly. It wasn’t too long before someone came in to use the facilities, forcing the two of them to hurry out and back to class, where they desperately attempted to hide how wet they were.

They failed and were taken to the principal’s office to explain that they got into a water fight in the bathroom. Fortunately, rather than call their parents, the school just had them wait in a mostly empty room and dry off there so they wouldn’t be a distraction to the other kids. That was when they finally got the chance to talk - something they felt they had to do if they were going to date.

Being young, they didn’t know enough about themselves to know what to tell someone, or what was important to talk about in a relationship. They talked about their interests, and then mostly focused on complimenting each other. Past that, it was a discussion about Yuki’s non-binary, shapeshifter nature.

Yuki’s mother had talked to them at length about the topic. Yuki knew that being neither gender came with perceptions, and they never held it against anyone if they mistakenly believed that they were one gender or another at any time. After all, Yuki’s body was as fluid as anything; one could be forgiven thinking that Yuki was a girl if they looked particularly feminine at the time. With that understanding, Yuki just looked however they wanted and let things fall where they may.

Milkie learned a lot about the flexibility of gender identity. Putting that up against how Yuki felt and addressed themselves put a lot into perspective. Yuki also made it a point to say that they preferred gender-neutral pronouns, but they wouldn’t fault Milkie if he slipped up now and then.

Milkie was fascinated, and Yuki felt giddy explaining the in’s and outs to someone. It wasn’t a secret, exactly... but it wasn’t something to be openly discussed, either. It felt relieving opening up to someone about it all for the first time; especially someone they had a crush on for a while. Turned out that Yuki was one of many who noticed when Milkie “grew out,” but they had been too shy to make a move.

Now they both felt more grown up than they used to. Saying that they were dating made them feel more like adults, too. Relationships were serious business, after all.

They wrote their letters with an agreed-upon lie wherein they were just playing and definitely not making out. Then, they gave each other their home phone number and rode out the rest of the day. They went home that night, gave their notes to their parents, and got their scolding. Overall, a little splashing wasn’t worth a harsh punishment, just a talking. Once that was done, they asked their parents if it was alright if Milkie spent the night at Yuki’s house. After a bit of convincing, their parents agreed.

And so Milkie was loaded up into his mom’s car with a big bag full of sleep-over stuff - clothes, whatever games he wanted to bring, toothbrush, hairbrush... the standard fare. Milkie’s mother could tell he was uncharacteristically excited to be visiting his new friend, as Milkie was normally incredibly quiet. He could hardly shut up the entire way there.

When they stepped up and rang the doorbell at Yuki’s home, neither Milkie nor his mother were prepared to meet Yuki’s mother for the first time.

Milkie’s mother, Lait, was a short, stocky woman in her early 40’s. Her face showed some of her age, but she passed for being in her 30’s. She was a rather unorthodox Christian woman but held the faith. Her perceptions and practices had been challenged plenty, having birthed five children by then - the newest addition to the family, the two-year-old Cookie Souris, having been one of the greatest challenges yet with a number of health risks that kept the woman on edge. That’s why she was thrilled to have Milkie be so excited to visit a friend.

Anything to keep him out of her hair for a while was a big help. Still, Milkie’s mother couldn’t even have dropped Milkie off without having her youngest swaddled into a baby carrier strapped to her chest.

Yuki’s mother was the polar opposite. When she, a tuxedo feline woman, opened the door, Milkie and Lait both had to look far up at her face. She was staggeringly tall, statuesque, and had curves and sex appeal tightly wrapped in a questionably appropriate dress that put Aphrodite to shame. Lait had to subdue a very guttural reaction upon seeing Alexandra Salome for the first time ever, but the raw Amazonian energy was almost enough to make the smaller mom stumble off the step.

“Why hello there!” Alexandra greeted them cheerfully. She looked at each of them in turn, having to lean forward to see Milkie over her own enormous breasts. “You must be little Milkie,” She said, “Yuki’s been so excited to have you over for tonight.”

Milkie stared at the woman, mouth just hanging open. One of her breasts alone was half the size of his body! He was star-struck by the regal beauty of the cat-woman and couldn’t speak. His face just went red and he tried to hide behind his mother. Lait had to collect herself too before she spoke. “My goodness... well, yes, Milkie’s been very excited as well,” She said, resting a hand behind Milkie’s shoulders and pushing him forward with his things. “They must have really hit it off today! That’s so nice.”

“And you must be his mother. I’m Alexandra. You can call me Alex.” Alexandra said, shaking hands with Lait. She then spied the small two-year-old mouse that Lait was carrying, “And who’s this little one?” She tilted her head and leaned in to try and get a look at the infant’s face, but they remained rather unresponsive and curled up against their mother. They had a whole head of black hair that was growing in long, and brown spots all over their white fur.

“Oh, this is my youngest,” Lait explained, “Little Cookie, mon petit trésor.” She very carefully brushed some of Cookie’s hair away from the infant’s eyes, but the little one wasn’t having it. Grumpy, they fussed and tried harder to just curl up into a little ball.

“Oh,” Alexandra said, “They’re just... so very precious. Both of them! What gorgeous children you have.” Ceasing the pleasantries, she stepped inside and invited the family in. Lait ushered Milkie in but didn’t enter herself. “Can I invite you in for some tea?” Alexandra asked, “We can get to know one another better.”

“I’m sorry, I can’t,” Lait said, “I’m simply dropping this one off and then hurrying home. I’ve got four other kids waiting for me and my oldest... isn’t the best babysitter I could ask for.”

“Oh, honey,” Alexandra flicked her wrist as if to banish the thought, “Large families, I know all too well. Well, maybe for a moment when you come to pick him up tomorrow? Either way, we simply must get together sometime. I wouldn’t want to let my kid beat me when it comes to picking up new acquaintances.”

Milkie had just taken off his shoes and picked up his big (for him, anyway) duffle bag when Yuki came trouncing down the stairs, jumping down two at a time until they reached the bottom, their big tail bouncing and bobbling around like wild with every stomping leap. That drew all the attention, and they immediately scampered over to Milkie’s side and took him by the hand. “You’re here!”

“Well of course he’s here, darling,” Alexandra said, “You invited him!”

“Is this Yuki? Oh, what a darling. They look so alike!” Lait swooned, “What a lovely young man you are.”

Innocuously, Milkie swivelled to correct his mother. “Actually, they’re...”

“Thank you!” Yuki cut him off and smiled politely. They then looked up - way up - at their mom. “Mum, can I take Milkie up to my bedroom?”

Alexandra put her hands on her hips. “On the first date, love?”

Milkie and Yuki’s faces flushed red together. Lait couldn’t help but laugh. “Oh, don’t embarrass them!” She said, “Milkie, you be good, alright?”

“I will!” Milkie nodded.

“Alright then, run along,” Alexandra said, “Go, be merry!”

“Bye mom!” Milkie waved as Yuki eagerly pulled him along to go back upstairs.

Aside from the enormous presence that was Yuki’s mother, the rest of the house remained quaint and unassuming to a kid like Milkie. There were several old, decorative antiquities, but nothing unlike the sort of things Milkie’s grandmother kept around the house - old silvers, porcelain dolls, that sort of thing. Alexandra didn’t look incredibly old, but she decorated like a grandma.

The wallpaper had cozy patterns, the light fixtures were classy, but not decadent. The lingering scent in the air was pleasant, as if Yuki’s parents’ perfumes had been worn so long and so often that the smell was just baking into the walls. Milkie peeked into every room they passed. What seemed to be Alexandra’s bedroom had a grand armoire and a large bed frame housing a king-sized mattress under a floral comforter on carpeted floors. Their upstairs study housed grand bookcases with more tomes and volumes than Milkie could count, and a classical writer’s desk that featured things like an inkwell and an oil lamp.

Why, it was so old-fashioned, they even had a fax machine.

There was only the rare indication that a child lived there at all, like a colourful toothbrush in a cup at the upstairs bathroom sink. When Milkie arrived at Yuki’s bedroom, the contrast was stark. Rather than wallpaper, the walls were painted a robin’s egg blue that provided a splash of colour the rest of the house lacked. A big window had sheer drapery that barely blocked the sunlight. There was art on the walls, painted there by hand; it was nothing thematic, just random decorative splashes of colour, such as a painted watermelon, baby chick, or vampire bat.

There was a closet door, but no dresser. The drawers were built instead into the base of twin bunk beds that were housed in the room’s only nook, built right into the wall. “Bunk beds?” Milkie asked as Yuki walked him inside. “Do you have brothers and sisters too?”

“Only one older sister,” Yuki said, “But Bethany’s been told to sleep with mum and dad tonight, so you get to sleep in her bed instead!”

Milkie gazed at the beds. The bottom one looked rather plain, whereas the top one appeared to be transformed into a gothic cubby hole. The sheets were black and silky, and the shelf behind the pile of pillows had a few little sculptures, one featuring a serpent coiling around an actual crystal ball being the most apparent. “... Which one’s yours?” He asked.

“The bottom one,” Yuki said, grinning, “You get to be on top.”

Yuki flashed him a cheeky smile. Milkie didn’t get it at all. After a few moments, Yuki just took Milkie’s bag and put it on the floor next to the bed. They then moved to close their bedroom door. “Annnnd... there!” They said, “The door’s closed. We can do annnnnything we want now...”

The way Yuki said that made Milkie flustered. “Oh, u-um, well I brought some video games...”

Yuki was struck by Milkie’s naivety, quickly shaking their head. They approached Milkie slowly and stepped in real close to the slightly shorter mouse boy. “We could do that...” Yuki said, slowly draping their arms around Milkie, “Or...?”

Yuki grabbed Milkie by his butt, and pulled him in. Their bodies pressed together, and while they were both red in the face, it was clear they were excited. Milkie became very fidgety, as he often did before his arousal would overtake him. He was a little mouse with a whole lot of virile energy, and it didn’t take much to get that bubbling over. Yuki could feel Milkie’s dick throbbing against their leg. All Yuki had to do was give one good squeeze on that pert, young butt. They dug their fingers in and dragged them, making the mouse squeak a gasp and dive in.

Milkie threw his arms around Yuki and mashed their faces together in another excited, clumsy kiss. He grabbed Yuki’s rear and squeezed them back, which turned into a back-and-forth of the pair of them honking each other’s cheeks while their lips smacked and smooched. Milkie was the one to break away, pulling back when he noticed that something was different about Yuki... Not something shapeshifter-like, but something definitely... different.

For one, Yuki’s lips were shiny and glossy. They wore the same kind of bubble gum lip gloss that was popular among girls their age. They wore a different sweater that time, still favouring a plum colour, but it was cut shorter and the neckline was too wide. It didn’t cover the squirrel’s tummy, lower back, or the entirety of their shoulders. Gone were their shorts, replaced instead by a pair of stretchy leggings that had expressive comic book styling printed on them, ranging from non-descript comic panels to big, colourful, balloony speech bubbles that said things like “bam!” and “pow!”

Something about their face just seemed more eye-catching. The way they dressed brought ample attention to the shape of their young body - particularly the wide curvature of their fat hips, which practically bubbled up out of the waistline of those leggings. Milkie felt compelled to stare, even though Yuki didn’t look much like a girl at the time. Yuki caught him looking and tilted their head inquisitively. “What?” They asked, “What are you looking at?”

Milkie was just in his regular old sweatpants and t-shirt. He compared himself to the squirrel and found himself lacking. Even Yuki’s hair looked good, and his just looked messy.

He realized he’d just been blanked out, not saying anything while Yuki was waiting for a response. “U-Um, just, um...” He stuttered, “You look... pretty!”

“Aw!” Yuki beamed, soaking up the praise, “Thank you!”

They carefully reached up to take Milkie’s big, thick glasses off his face. That seemed to be a bit of an adjustment for the mouse, as he had to blink his big, blue eyes quite a few times to adjust to seeing the world without them. Those lenses were so big, they’d all but obscured the lovely, almond shape of Milkie’s cerulean blue eyes. Yuki had never seen him with them off before, so they were a little taken aback upon meeting him face-to-face like that.

“So,” Yuki said, “... What do you want to do?”

This time, Milkie didn’t need to think about it - most of the blood for that was pumping into his leg-spanning erection. “Can you do more transforming stuff?”

“Oh! Do you... wanna watch?” Yuki asked coyly. Milkie nodded with excitement. They blushed but was compelled to comply. “I can show you a lot. Oh! I can be more like you, if... that’s okay with you.”

“What do you mean?” Milkie asked, “Like me?”

Yuki set Milkie’s glasses aside and then stood on display. “Watch!” They said, “I’ll give myself a big ol’ dick, just like yours!”

“Huh?!” Milkie wasn’t expecting that, but before he could say anything Yuki was already changing. Again, the squirrel closed their eyes and concentrated, but this time it didn’t take nearly as long. Yuki felt more comfortable changing in front of Milkie, and that helped speed things along. In a matter of seconds, a thick, large bulge plumped up in Yuki’s leggings. It stretched out the crotch in a way familiar to Milkie - two big, fist-sized nuts and one big boy-cock so overgrown it tucked itself flaccid under Yuki’s nuts. Milkie stared in awe as the shapes fattened, grew, and filled out.

Yuki’s new cock was so fat and so big, it dragged down the front of their leggings, exposing the shaft of that chocolate flesh. Yuki grabbed and tugged the stretchy fabric back up, which pulled on their bulge. They looked to Milkie, whose eyes were glued to the new, fat cock between the squirrel’s legs. Yuki shifted his stance, spreading his legs to show it off. “What do you think?” They asked, “It’s not as nice as yours, I bet...”

When Milkie finally looked at Yuki’s face, he saw that the squirrel’s eyes were locked on that long tent-pole cock-bulge stuffed down his sweatpants. “You... wanna see it?” He asked, to emphatic nods from Yuki. With his heart pounding, Milkie gripped the waist of his bottoms and said, “Okay, here goes.”

There wasn’t much ceremony. Milkie just shoved his pants down, having to bend down and touch his toes just to get his pants down far enough for his cock to spring free. It bounced up like a diving board, jutting out with a jostle, too heavy under its own weight to rise past the mouse’s waist. It stuck out as long as one of his legs, closing the gap between he and Yuki rather... pointedly. Yuki’s eyes went big with wonder and delight. “Oh wow!” The squirrel blurted out, “It’s sooooo big!”

Without warning, Yuki pushed their leggings down, bunching them at their little feet. Their own heavy endowments flopped free from their confines, the chocolate-coloured cock looking distinctly different from Milkie’s own pinkish member. Yuki’s was uncut, unlike Milkie’s own, and decidedly fatter as well. The added girth was balanced out by a slight shortage of length, truly making their cock the yin to Milkie’s yang.

Yuki was flush with excitement and Milkie was trembling in anticipation. The squirrel wasn’t done there, though! “I know exactly where that’s going to go...!” They said, stretching their arms behind them and thrusting out their chest. The chest-bump was punctuated by the sudden explosive growth of two massive squirrel titties that shoved out Yuki’s sweater, stretching and tightening it into a woolly sling for those enormous boobs. They sighed, shaking their hair out, relishing in how it grew on command to fall past their shoulders.

Standing on their little toes they pulled their arms back to raise them over their head and stretch them out that way. They seemed to surge out in every direction with that motion, their body tightening up and exaggerating more of its curvature, and even the squirrel’s tail rose higher. The massively fluffy appendage only grew more massive, fanning out wider and taller. While Yuki hadn’t grown much taller at all, their tail was as big as a person! Or a teenager, at least. That gave the illusion of Yuki being enormous. Milkie was drooling openly on the carpet, and his cock was twitching and pulsating with brazen approval.

With their tail being so gigantic, Yuki simply... laid back. They allowed themselves to fall into the pile of fluff that was their own tail as if it were a mattress, and they sunk into the fluffy warmth easily, spread-legged and presenting. Giving Milkie a most inviting look, they tugged on their strained sweater to lift the hem and show off more under-boob. “You’re my boyfriend now, Milkie,” They said, “So... come fuck my tits!”

Milkie was sweating. “W-What if your mom hears us??”

“Then she’ll be jealous!” Yuki snickered, “... It’s fine, she won’t bother us. Come on... please?”

Milkie didn’t have the willpower to deny them. With that one pouty-lipped appeal, Yuki broke him down instantly. The mouse practically jumped on Yuki, making them squeal and laugh as their new boyfriend began fumbling with their tits on their bed of tail. He wanted to do everything at once, trying to shove his cock up between them while also fondling them gratuitously all over, squishing and rolling them and playing with their weight. His twitching cock, squirting pre-cum over Yuki’s under-bust, bumped and slid off Yuki’s cleavage as he tried to shove it between them.

“Come on!” Yuki giggled, “Just... put it in!”

Frustrated, Milkie eventually got the mind to grab his dick in one hand and yank up Yuki’s sweater with the other so that he could properly push between those massive squirrel tits. Finally, when they squeezed around his shaft, so big and so soft and so warm, he felt an immediate, satisfying thrill shoot up his back. Yuki squeezed the fat pillows around him, feeling his shaft twitch and throb against their chest. The tip poked up, creating a distinct bump in Yuki’s sweater that nearly pressed against their lips.

“Wow!” Milkie squeaked, “They feel so good!”

Yuki bit their lip and watched Milkie’s face as he started pumping his little hips and working his cock in between those fat squirrel tits. He wasn’t gentle, being so eager to feel them bouncing around his shaft that he couldn’t even fathom restraint. The sweater-trapped mounds bounced around wildly as Milkie’s fat nuts battered on Yuki’s under-boob. The mouse’s enormous shaft swiftly jabbed up at Yuki’s face time and again, racing at length through their cleavage with as long strokes as possible. Milkie’s expressions were cute - cuter with his glasses on, in Yuki’s opinion, but watching his eyes look all dopey was as amusing as it was flattering.

Yuki did their best to press and squeeze their breasts around the mouse, to give him a tight sleeve to pack his dick into. With their sweater still on, it became a hot, sweaty pocket of fur and flesh in almost no time at all. The heat resonated throughout Yuki’s body, making them feel tingles that went all up and down their back, neck, and tailbone. They even curled their toes, feeling hot and anxious, their thighs clenching and squirming together. Even setting aside how the woollen fabric of their sweater rubbed on their fat nipples, boob-jobs didn’t normally feel that good. Something about Yuki’s body made their cleavage an erogenous zone. Likely sheer force of will, or a young, naive expectation being met.

Yuki’s cleavage was slick with sweat and generously pumping pre-cum that soaked into their sweater, creating a stain line from tit-top to tit-bottom. Yuki’s own excitement was palpable, from the steamy air surrounding them, to the way their own erect dick smacked on Milkie’s butt while he moved. More still, Yuki’s thighs were soaked with girl-juices drooling liberally from her feminine nethers. Their body was flush with arousal, a red blush burning through their chocolate fur that spread across their shoulders and chest unseen.

The two of them were panting, swept up in their pleasure. They would have been content to titty-fuck the day away, with both Yuki and Milkie jettisoning pre-cum all over one another, making Yuki’s breasts a webby, sticky mess, and Milkie’s tail and rear drip with the stuff. The thought of what to expect after seeing Milkie blow his load in the washroom the day was an exciting conclusion. Yuki knew it would hose down their sweater, utterly flooding it out, liable to leave the squirrel slopping around in a pile of spunk... but Yuki wanted something more from their new boyfriend. Squirming, hot, and bothered, they finally said, “Wait, stop! S-Stop!”

It took some pushing before Milkie stopped, the boy being too excited to cut the act short. He blinked at Yuki, and the blushing, sweaty squirrel had to catch their breath before making their request. “I want it inside me,” They said, “In my pussy.”

Milkie’s ears jolted upright in a flash, and his eyes went wide. “Really?!” He asked, clearly excited. Yuki nodded, and so the mouse boy pulled his big, slick, throbbing erection out from between the squirrel’s tits. He then settled back, allowing Yuki the opportunity to spread their legs and present themselves to him. Milkie blushed as Yuki’s nethers were briefly hidden behind the squirrel’s balls, which momentarily brought up some concerns regarding the idea that he may have been having sex with another boy... but those were dispelled when Yuki lifted their sack out of the way, flashing Milkie a bare view of their cunt.

It looked fatter than any he’d seen before, particularly ripened and plumped up to be boldly noticeable in shape. Milkie was immediately fascinated, and used his hands to explore the strange, new girl-parts he was seeing. It wasn’t that he’d never seen any before, but Yuki’s was particularly... enchanting. It looked so plump and inviting, drooling with juice like the ripest fruit. Milkie’s fingers brushed over the fattened labia and Yuki’s hips twitched harshly in response, surprising the young boy. He took that sensitive reaction as a sign to be more careful, though his renewed, feather-light touch only make Yuki shudder and tremble even harder.

“H-Haaah...!” Yuki whined, squirming around. “It’s really... sensitive!”

It looked good, it felt soft and plushy against his fingers... and there was a distinct scent of butter tarts in the air that Milkie was convinced was coming from Yuki. Tenderly, Milkie opened those overly-fat petals with his fingers, feeling muscles tense under his touch as he exposed Yuki’s most private of places.

“Whoa...” The mouse was aghast, mesmerized by what he was experiencing. Almost enough to forget about his own pounding need.

“Hurry, put it in!” Yuki begged, “I need it!”

Milkie gripped his dick in both hands and thrust forward on his knees to press it against Yuki’s pussy. Their parts pressed and mashed together briefly, rubbing around and wetly masticating before finding just the right place to push inside. Yuki’s thighs tensed and trembled as they held them apart, pleasure shooting through their body with every little bump and rub of Milkie’s cock against them. Milkie tensed up, feeling Yuki’s plump lips spread apart around his cock and welcome him inside into a snug, squeezing tunnel of soaking wetness and velveteen softness. Not even halfway in, and the pair of them were so overwhelmed that they had to stop and catch their breath.

“Whew...” Milkie sighed, “You’re tight!”

Yuki giggled. They clenched their muscles, which clamped down on Milkie with surprising strength. Milkie practically yelped in alarm, not expecting such a sudden squeezing. His retaliation was him planting his hands down on Yuki’s chest, squishing their breasts to their chest harshly, and very suddenly bottoming out inside them. Yuki’s hips rose sharply, jerking upward as a cock-shaped bulge jut up from their abdomen. “Ahhahn!” They cried, their tongue stuck out and their eyes glossed over. Their body trembled and clenched and writhed, and their cock gushed cum over their own body, thrust into a premature orgasm.

Digging his bucked teeth into his lip, Milkie clamped his eyes shut and started frantically thrusting his hips, pounding Yuki’s fat, deep pussy with wild abandon. No sense of pacing was given; he went hard and fast right out the gate. Their bodies slammed together, Milkie’s nuts battering Yuki’s thighs and rear relentlessly.

They couldn’t keep quiet. Between the loud clapping of their bodies colliding and their impassioned moaning, there was no secrecy about what they were doing. Whether they were assuaged by Yuki’s insistence that their mom couldn’t hear them, or they’d just forgotten, they weren’t at all interested in keeping their volume down. Cries of ecstasy were scarcely muffled or cut short, though they did fluctuate as their little bodies bounced and knocked together.

Milkie was incredibly gifted for his age and had more length than girth. They felt like they were getting fucked straight up to their tits with how deep the rapidly jack-hammering mouse boy could get. Their body, ever-fluid in its composition, accommodated him almost perfectly... but not so much that they couldn’t enjoy the delightful discomfort of being ravaged by a cock that was just too stupidly big to be sane. Likewise, the ways they clenched down on and milked Milkie’s cock were nothing short of unreal - literally! A shapeshifter was a beast, a monster through and through. Inside and out, they were alien creatures, and in that moment their strange build was dedicated entirely to milking Milkie’s dick dry. Inside and out.

With all of Yuki’s servos firing off like a hazardous set of Christmas lights, and Milkie giving it his all as if he were running a marathon, the two of them didn’t last long. Yuki had already cum twice in that short time, and Milkie came crashing into that wall sooner than even he expected. It surprised him so much that he suddenly tensed up all over, gasping in shock as he erupted with a hot load, dumping it right into Yuki.

BLORT!!

Milkie kept thrusting, even with their crotches mashed together, pinning Yuki to their bed of fluff, and filling them up. Hot blast after hot blast, Yuki’s stomach began to fill up and inflate like a water balloon, getting visibly bigger with each gushing spurt. They locked together in the throes of passion, lips meeting in a deep kiss, breath held between them as they rode out the waves of orgasm. Milkie’s slender body was hosed down in the third climax Yuki had been brought to, the squirrel’s fat dick dumping jizz all up over the mouse’s chest.

For a length of time, they were suspended in bliss together. The rush of it all made them feel light-headed. It all ebbed away slowly, carrying on that ecstasy for as long as possible before it ultimately petered out. When that time came, they parted from their kiss gasping for air, and Milkie collapsed on top of Yuki, where they both settled into rest. Yuki’s arms and legs wrapped the mouse boy up and held him tightly to their body. Together, they came down from their high.

Yuki’s mom never barged in, and their sister never appeared to interrupt them. They were left to relish in that moment, horny energy still running high. They laid there together in silence, only panting, and getting their breath back as they relaxed.

“Ohh... that was good...” Yuki was the first to speak, “Very, very good...”

“Yeah...” Milkie agreed. “It was awesome.”

Yuki smiled, squeezing Milkie close. “We’re definitely sleeping in the same bed tonight. No top bunk for you.”

Milkie only made a grunt of approval as he was grappled by the squirrel, but the way his dick seemed to tense up inside them was indication enough that he approved.

That night, they would stay up as long as their bodies could hold out. They made love again and again until they fell asleep.

Fast forward twelve years...

After that night, Yuki and Milkie only stayed together for a short while longer before breaking up, the reason being that Milkie’s mother was beginning to get suspicious. Soon after that, Yuki disappeared. No explanation was given, leaving Milkie to assume they had moved away. For a time, the mouse was heartbroken. Like all things, that would pass, and Milkie continued through life, growing up into a fine young man.

Then, suddenly, Yuki came back. Like they’d never really left, they swept back into Milkie’s life seemingly out of nowhere. They met by chance at the supermarket, where they both were blown away by how they had grown up. Each of them had not only matured, but they grew out as well!

Milkie was no longer the small, skinny geek with the too-massive dick - he’d grown into a voluptuously built man with hips, an ass, and a pair of thighs that would have made most women green with envy. Not only that, but his endowments had grown as well, but especially his balls! They each outgrew his own head, and he’d begun dressing in such a way as to embrace them as well as a more feminine appeal. Hoop earrings, accessorizing bracelets, and women’s tops were among his most common fashion, on top of specially tailored “port bottoms” that made room for a package that offered him an almost two-foot clearance.

Yuki had grown into their own as well. They no longer maintained androgyny, instead opting for having the best of every world. Still non-binary and identifying as such, they built themselves like a hermaphrodite just like they had on that fateful day - big, jiggly breasts that dwarfed their head, staggeringly broad hips, a considerable male package, a bubble butt and thick thighs, they had it all. Their tail was as big and as broad as ever, excessively so, and their feet... remained tiny, and adorable. They still fancied wearing sweaters but had the same specially made bottoms as Milkie did, for obvious reasons.

When they met again, they were immediately swept up by feelings that returned in force. They were having sex again within the hour and maintained a casual relationship as such for weeks.

One day, though, Yuki insisted upon eschewing the blatant focus on casual sex, and instead opted for a more meaningful date. They invited Milkie over to their house saying they had something incredibly important to discuss. Ever the romantic, Milkie was excited to take things in this new direction and arrived at Yuki’s home with bells on.

Yuki wasted no time in getting to the point.

“Milkie, this is... Gel.”

Meeting Milkie at the front door with Yuki was a young squirrel that was almost the spitting image of Yuki themselves when they were that age. Their body was slender, almost androgynous... and their sense of fashion didn’t help matters. It was difficult, if not impossible to tell whether Gel was a girl or a boy as their dark, high-rise shorts and crisscrossed tank top showed little in the way of their body’s shape. Their fur was pink, their hair was pastel blue, and their eyes were boldly amethyst. They wore some accessories as well, like a silver necklace with a sapphire teardrop gemstone hanging at their chest, and a few silver and gold bracelets on each wrist.

Milkie stared long and hard at the kid before looking to Yuki. “Is this your kid?” He asked, innocuously. The family resemblance between Yuki and Gel seemed obvious. Gel’s hair looked a lot like Yuki’s did back in the day, and their tail was obnoxiously large and fluffy.

“Yes,” Yuki said, “Ours.”

Milkie paused, meeting eyes with Yuki who stared back at him with certainty. The mouse blinked his eyes a few times, turning his gaze back on Gel, who stood there in front of Yuki looking all kinds of nervous. Milkie noticed that Gel had considerably large ears, for a squirrel. Big, round ears. Mouse ears.

“... Oh no...” Milkie said.

“What??” Both Gel and Yuki spoke up - Gel had the same accent as Yuki, only at a higher pitch and gentler in tone.

Milkie flustered. “I mean...! Damn. This is a shock.” He stepped closer and squat down in front of the young Gel, who nervously avoided his eyes while Milkie tried to get a good look at them. “So, I’m your...?”

“Yeah,” Gel said, “Mum told me about you.”

Milkie looked up at Yuki, who seemed flustered as well. “I told them a long time ago!” They said, “I didn’t keep any secrets, and I wasn’t ashamed! Just... well, when you get pregnant at the age I did, things get... complicated.”

Milkie was blown away, and was stunned to the reality he found himself in. He met eyes with Gel again, who this time maintained eye-contact and returned his studious gaze. The both of them were examining one another.

“Wow...” Milkie said, “It makes so much sense now. I always wondered what happened.” He paused when Gel broke eye contact and seemed to shrink - literally - in shame. Their body, much like Yuki’s, seemed capable of fully shifting. That also explained why their fur, hair, and eyes were such an extravagant colour.

He looked up at Yuki. “So... they? Just like you?”

Yuki nodded.

Milkie smiled. “Well... hello, Gel.” He said, “... You’re as beautiful as your mum was back in the day.”

Gel blushed. “Um, hi.”

Yuki had stayed behind Gel, their hands on their shoulders, as if to keep them from just running off. “I was thinking we might take a bit of time to get to know each other tonight...?” Yuki said, looking between the two of them.

“I think I’d like that very much,” Milkie said, “How about you, Gel? Keen on meeting your dad?”

The young Gel looked up and down over Milkie to take him in.

“Yeah,” They said, “Sure.”
