“Carmen.”

“Carmen.”

“Carmen.”

“You’ve been saying that for a while now. You alright?” Carmen asked, waving a hand in front of Rachel’s dazed face. She just kept repeating her name. Fixing that would be easy. A simple tweak of the mind, effortless for her now.

Alas, she had a far more enjoyable means of returning Rachel to her senses. Using one finger, she tilted Rachel’s head up, while an invisible hand lifted her whole body until they were eye-to-eye. Those green pools shimmered, the mind trying hard to break past shock, and glanced down to Carmen’s lips. She smiled, lips swelling a little further as she pressed them to Rachel’s, all but swallowing her face. It took a moment, then the redhead spurred to life.

Hands smacked into Carmen’s face. They held tight, as if afraid she’d even think of leaving, and pulled her closer. Her tiny lips smacked into the futa’s, slurping all over them while her face got covered in saliva. Even breathing stopped mattering after a while. Carmen pushed her away after a while, finding the girl’s cheeks just as red as her hair. Strings of spit connected her face to Carmen’s shrinking lips.

“Carmen?”

“In the flesh.” Carmen smirked, then blinked at the firm smack against her cheek.

“You asshole! I knew something was wrong! It was you. You weren’t here. Why the fuck weren’t you here? And… the Queen! I thought we beat her and then we’d finally just get to chill and fuck or something.”

Carmen let her ramble for a minute longer, waiting until she was sated. She caressed the human’s tiny face, taking a moment to appreciate the sloppy look. It felt like centuries since she last saw her like this.

“I wanted to give you the choice,” she said.

“Choice?” Rachel scoffed, “I knew something was wrong the whole time. How is that a choice?”

“An unfair one,” she conceded, “I’m a selfish person. I couldn’t bear the thought of you being content without me.”

“God, you’re a bitch,” Rachel shook her head and leaned into Carmen’s hand, “So… you gonna explain what the fuck happened?”

Carmen did. They moved to a table, allowing her to sit with Rachel nestled between tits bigger than her whole body, and she spared exactly zero detail. Rachel’s breath hitched more than a few times, hips rolling against Carmen. Her arousal poured off her in waves, so powerful Carmen nearly took her on the spot. All that kept her restrained was anticipation for what would come next.

“In other words, while we were all dying, you were getting railed by the Big Bang?” Rachel asked.

“It sounds bad when you put it like that, but basically yeah.”

“You’re lucky I’m hopeless when it comes to crazy big futanari.”

“Why do you think I took this form?”

“So you can just be whatever you want now?”

Carmen paused, mulling it over. She hadn’t exactly tried morphing herself into, say, a tree, but then she doubted it was beyond her, “Pretty much, I guess.”

“And what about me?”

“Hmm?”

“Well, I’m dating a goddess, so don’t I get any perks? Like, where’s my giga-ass?”

Carmen giggled, hands moving over Rachel’s body to find her hips. They were still curvy by most standards, but it was fair to say they might as well have been a twig compared to what Rachel once possessed.

“I guess I could be persuaded to help you out a little,” Carmen said, “But why don’t you do it yourself?”

“You gonna give me my own Futa Note?”

“No. Those don’t exist anymore. Or rather, they exist as me now. I had something else in mind, but let’s wait a moment.”

“Huh, why?” Rachel frowned and pouted impatiently. It quickly changed to realisation as the library doors opened again and in came her girlfriends, accompanied by Stacy as well. 

Carmen hadn’t made it an unfair choice, but an impossible one. Reminders of what had been were everywhere in everyone’s lives, with flickers of their past seated in their subconscious, fuelling their desires without them ever knowing, only suspecting. She did it largely because she still had work to do. The Queen was the strongest Seikogami, but there were still remnants with their own Futa Notes, keeping her from completion. She put her friends in that state in case they seemed genuinely happier.

Though, of course, she skewed it in her favour. Everything she’d been through had taught her not to refuse an opportunity when it came. She had the power to do that, so she did.

“Okay, you have some explaining to do!” Mary said, leading the entourage. While she had a demanding tone, and her face was initially set in a scowl, it all changed when she saw Carmen. Simple beauty couldn’t stun people the way it was portrayed in media. What could, however, was the aura emanating from Carmen. Any human, unaffected by her or not, recognised that she was something else.

An ascended creature. A goddess in the truest sense.

Apropos of that, she waved a hand to materialise a circle of chairs around her. They all took their places, faces a mix of lust and shock, while Carmen recounted her story again. She was less inclined to hold back this time, slipping a hand between her breasts to find Rachel’s core. All it took was a few strokes to get her sopping wet, juices running down her legs and onto Carmen’s crotch.

“And now we remember everything,” Dakota concluded.

“No more secrets,” Carmen confirmed.

“You’re basically omnipotent?” Mary asked.

“Pretty much.”

“You can just do what you want with history? You could stop shit like World War Two?” Ashley inquired.

“I could, but that risks fraying reality and that could ruin everything.”

“What comes next?” Stacy asked, staring at the goddess in contemplation. While she’d been one of the more adventurous futanari Carmen had made before, she was also the most sensible. The only person that called Carmen out for losing herself to her urges. Nothing had exactly changed since then. Carmen was still abusing her power to suit her selfish wants. The only difference was how she’d go about it now.

“That depends,” she said, stretching her wings slightly, “This world is mine. I can’t rewrite its entire history, but I can shape its future. And, make no mistake, I will. I know what I like and that I can make everyone like it too. However, that’s hardly any fun.”

She watched Stacy’s expression closest. The others all had varying levels of understanding and want, but she was absorbing the information with a different view. They were all young, their lives warped by hormones and a chaotic mind. The Futa Note exasperated those aspects. Stacy had a level head.

Seeing no outright objections, Carmen continued.

“This school was already my domain once. That’s not going to change. By this time tomorrow, it’ll be back to before, only on a larger scale.”

“And you’re telling us, why? Can’t you just snap your fingers and make us like that too?” Ashley asked.

“I could,” Carmen was tempted to do just that for an instant, “But you all mean more to me than everyone else.” She locked eyes with Stacy and Rachel first. They were her first real girlfriends, the ones she gave her virginity to, and they’d helped shape her into who she was to an extent.

“And that means?” Mary pressed, excitement welling up in her voice as she leaned forward.

“It’s simple. What would you like?” Carmen asked and raised a hand, conjuring an apparition that would reflect whoever looked at it. A hologram mirror in essence, “I could make you Seikogami.” The mirror bloated to a basic Seikogami model, with tits the size of basketballs and a cock to make an elephant blush, “But then I can take it in other ways.”

In her eye, she saw it change for everyone. Zoey became an Amazon that could bench a car. Mary was the bustiest bimbo that flaunted her skin to hordes of admirers. Ashley had tits that gushed a waterfall of milk. Dakota stroked a pair of canine cocks while her tail wagged excitedly. Rachel smothered a behemoth cock with her ass. Stacy cupped several pairs of tits as multitudes of nipples put Ashley to shame.

They weren’t far off what Carmen had done to them originally.

“And I can go well beyond that. Limits don’t apply to me anymore. And, by extension, to you.” The reflections began transforming even more, pushing their respective forms to levels no one might’ve considered. And yet there wasn’t a dry seat in the room. Even Stacy, who looked more flustered than lustful, was enraptured by her visage being consumed in too many breasts to count.

Then they snapped back to normal.

“Here’s the thing. I don’t want to just wave my hand make someone into what I know they’d enjoy. That removes the spirit of humanity. The freedom of choice.”

“But they’ll be changed regardless,” Stacy said.

“As I said, I know what I like and I’m a selfish god. It’ll be up to them how far they go, but that won’t stop me from ‘encouraging’ them. I won’t even force it on every single human. This will be a shift in social dynamics on a level no one can predict. I want to see how it plays out. And intervene as I deem necessary. That means I’ll be busy. So I’ll need people I trust to help.”

Carmen curled her wings in and plucked the brightest feather from six, “A portion of my power,” she explained, “Permanently imbued to those I wish to share it with. Seikogami of my own creation.”

“You can’t be serious?” Dakota said, “You’d give us that kind of power?”

“Why wouldn’t I? I love you all,” Carmen’s lips curled in amusement, “Or are you worried you’ll be corrupted? It’s possible, but I’m not so foolish as to share too much of my strength. If any of you, or even all of you, go rogue, I can easily take you down.”

Dakota relaxed, cheeks flushed from Carmen’s casual profession of love. Everyone else had a similar expression.

“So? What do you say?” Carmen asked and held the feathers before her, “If it helps at all, think of this as my marriage proposal. We will be intrinsically linked for the rest of time after all.”

Rachel had evidently heard enough, reaching out. She hesitated when her hand hovered around one, feeling its power already, then snatched it. A shudder went through her whole being, echoed in Carmen’s. Nothing outwardly changed, but they both felt it, the depths of their bond solidified by divine power. 

One by one, the others stepped forward to take one. They all had that moment of reluctance when they felt the sheer strength of what they were accepting, but they pushed past it. As with Rachel, Carmen felt their exuberance as the connection formed. Marriage was a symbolic thing, given tactility by governments, but this was it in the truest sense. A union of souls, still wholly unique from each other, but bonded for life.

Then came Stacy’s turn. She quickly, but reluctantly reached out for it, then paused. Instead, she slid her fingers over Carmen’s hand, coaxing it open. Their fingers folded together, a smile lifting both their lips. The first time they did this, Carmen was the smaller of the two. Now, she could have held both of Stacy’s hands in her one. 

“I thought about you a lot after we broke up,” Stacy said, “No matter how much I disapproved of what you were doing, I still loved you.”

“And now?” Carmen asked, “You know my plans. They’re barely different to what separated us in the first place.”

“No, I think they’re different,” Stacy said, “You’re not simply thinking with your dicks, this time. I can tell you think you’re doing what’s best for everyone.”

“I’m not,” Carmen shook her head, “This is just because I want the world to be more enjoyable for me. Their happiness is just a bonus.”

“If you say so,” Stacy said and slid her hand free, coming to rest it an inch from the feather, “I’ll trust in your world, Carmen. And if I think it’s going the wrong way, I’m going to change it.”

“That’s why I need you. You care about people in a way I never could. All I care about is our happiness,” Carmen said.

“Which isn’t a bad thing,” Stacy sighed, “Being a goddess and running a café. I suppose it’s better than what you hear about in mythology.” She finally took the feather, warmth blooming from her soul and into Carmen’s. It was as she expected. Stacy was full of love, not just for the few people that she cherished, but for anyone that needed it.

Everyone stood around her, studying their feathers expectantly. 

“When do we become gods or whatever?” Mary asked, turning hers over as if to look for instructions.

“About five minutes ago,” Carmen said, stepping back to keep them all in view, “You just need to focus.”

Rachel excitedly, if reluctantly, stepped away to create some space. She joined the others and stood in a semi-circle before Carmen, each clutching one of her feathers. They looked to one another, probably hoping someone would take the lead. It was difficult. People rarely thought about controlling muscles, much less ones they’d never had before. This was barely different. Once they got the hang of it, then it’d become second nature in no time.

Clenching her eyes shut, Rachel tensed. The rest followed her example, all appearing to be straining against an invisible force. Or a stubborn poop. Carmen restrained a chuckle, though a soft laugh still slipped out. That knocked everyone from their concentration. Except Rachel. She remained resolute in her choice, even whispering under her breath, telling her body to obey. Praying, even.

Nothing came of it. Everyone whispered amongst themselves, so as not to distract her, all trying to deduce if there was some trick they were missing. The redhead had the right idea though. Raw, primal power obeyed none but its master. It didn’t roll over in promise of a treat or anything of that sort. She needed to take control.

There it was. A spark of inspiration and might. Rachel’s hair floated softly, raised by a gentle, non-existent breeze. The whispers fell quiet, all attention on her. She still had a look of concentration, though it was slightly more relaxed. Just as Carmen suspected, once she had a grasp, it came much easier. The intangible wind picked up, Rachel’s clothes fluttering. A soft flash from the feather blinded her observers, save for Carmen.

It curled in on itself, becoming a ring that wrapped around her finger. The metal bit into her slightly, as it would no matter the form she took. A physical manifestation of their bond, the source of her power, and a catalyst for her to change. Rachel’s lips parted, cheeks flushed a decadent crimson, then her eyes fluttered open and locked to Carmen.

The spheres resembled luminous moss, growing around a bottomless darkness in the form of a womb. Rachel panted, shirt rising and falling with each breath, still moving as the wind died down. For a moment, her breathing was the only sound in the room.

“So, uh… did it work?” Mary asked.

A tiny smile pulled at Rachel’s lips. Still breathing heavily, she looked to her shirt. It was merch from one of her favourite bands, though she ended up getting it several sizes too big, hanging loosely over her torso and hips. Carmen grinned proudly, cocks lifting. With every breath, the shirt fell a little less, its hem rode a little higher, the graphic slowly distorting. Enough to be missed in a busy setting, but not by the five gathered.  

“Holy fuck, it’s really working.”

“Are we allowed to swear? I mean, we’re gods now, right?” Dakota pondered.

“Don’t see why not,” Stacy said, “Swearing is hardly the most scandalous thing we’re going to be doing, is it?”

“Ooh! Listen to her,” Mary giggled, “You know, I kind of had you pegged as a prude, Stacy. Sorry about that. Just seems crazy that you’d break up with, well, that.” She gestured to Carmen. In Stacy’s defence, she hadn’t been nearly as incredible back then. Nor could she become even more on a whim.

“I suppose that’s fair,” Stacy said, “I am a bit of a prude compared to some of you, but then maybe less than you think. Why do you think my coffee always tasted so good?” She lifted a breast, giving it a soft squeeze to dampen her shirt. A collective silence fell, save for Rachel’s breathy moans as her control improved, tits taking cup sizes with each breath.

“Wait, is that why you and Carmen got together?” Ashley asked.

“Hmm, yes and no? I did find out,” Carmen said, “But I was in love with her way before that. It just made it better. Being slowly turned into a Seikogami by the Futa Note didn’t hurt either.”

“I do sort of miss those simple days,” Stacy cupped a blushing cheek, “You were so curvy, but still smaller than me. We’d sit in my office during breaks and you’d suckle from me. An awful business choice really, giving my special ingredient to one person.”

Carmen smiled, then her body shrank until she was no more than any of the girls gathered. She shot a look behind Stacy. The woman sat down, greeted by a much larger cushion than expected. Almost hypnotised by Carmen’s gaze, she lifted her shirt, revealing how damp her bra had become, before wresting both tits from the cups. Even before they were in the open, Carmen was on the move, licking her lips as the juicy nipples swelled into the open. She wasn’t the only one either.

But they were hers alone. For now at least.

Kneeling before Stacy, she coaxed the older woman’s legs open. A waft of feminine musk called to her. She nearly gave in, going for her pussy instead, but the trickle of milk was her real goal. Carmen kissed her way up Stacy’s soft belly, lapping up the overflow, and earned a coo of delight as her tongue circled the nub. A few more laps finally pushed Stacy over the limit, grabbing Carmen’s hair and pulling her in. The pressure flooded her mouth in rich milk, which she greedily gulped down.

For just a moment, it really did feel like the old days. They were a lifetime ago for them both. A lot happened, not all of it as wonderful as Carmen would’ve liked, however they were here again. Carmen worked her lips and tongue, coaxing a thicker flow. Her hand played with the other breast, milk spraying past her fingers and pouring down her arm.

“C-Carmen, you’re making me too big,” Stacy said.

The goddess opened her eyes, finding them awash in a sea of beautiful tit-flesh. She moaned and sucked harder, nipple blowing up to fill her mouth entirely. Neither was her doing. A glow radiated from the side, Stacy gasping as her feather also became a ring and fused to her being.

Relaxing her throat, Carmen took the nipple down there. It bulged through her neck, squeezed by her constant swallows, and filled her stomach. She began bobbing her head on the teat, slurping loudly as she did. The other sprayed them both in fresh, warm milk. Though it more resembled a decadently rich cream at that point. They were still growing.

“Wait, do we just need to be really horny for it to work?” Dakota asked.

“Can’t hurt to find out,” Mary said.

From the corner of her eye, what little she could see past Stacy’s lap-filling breast was a beautiful sight. Mary and Dakota’s lips smacked together, hands all over each other, like they couldn’t get enough of the other. Tight, inflated tits crushed Dakota’s smaller, natural set. Carmen grinned as their feathers shone brighter, responding to the burgeoning lusts and filling their bodies accordingly. Just to the side of them, Ashley was rubbing the feather between her legs.

On the opposite side, Zoey had gone back to closing her eyes in pure concentration. Even the sounds of girls making out, one masturbating and Carmen slurping down enough milk to fill a bath, she remained focused. Impressive, if a little insulting.

Carmen willed her body to grow. They were well past just recreating their original trysts, so she saw no reason to restrain herself so severely. Returning to her former glory, she took Stacy into her lap. The woman’s crotch throbbed against a dick, soaking through her clothes. Her hips pushed back against it, rubbing harder as her breaths turned to throaty moans. She pushed Carmen’s hand away, steering the other breast toward her lips.

Before the goddess could imbibe on the second fount, it was stolen by a tiny redhead. Rachel met her eyes, little face warped by the obscenely fat nub, throat following suite shortly after. Moaning softly, they took a strong rhythm, sucking alternatively. Never giving Stacy a second to catch her breath.

“Greedy,” Stacy groaned, smiling serenely at them despite the pleasure. Her eyes had also taken the womb-diagram, the chocolate pools burning hot as she massaged both their heads. Her hand all but vanished in Carmen’s white strands, while it nearly covered Rachel’s red locks. They sucked harder, encouraging her to grow even more.

“Stop leaving me out dammit!”

Carmen nearly jumped at the exclamation. Even Zoey’s focus broke, eyes opening to look past them. At their side, Ashley had grabbed Mary and Dakota by the hair, kissing them one after another. It wasn’t simple passion that fuelled her, but a desire to take over. She even jammed a knee between Mary’s thighs, grinding it against her pussy through the tiny shorts. Dakota whined, then yelped as a pair of fingers rubbed her increasingly obvious lips through her pants.

All their feathers pulsed in response to one another. It got stronger, light bleeding together, as Ashley took them to the floor, taking absolute control over their pleasure. Their voices joined, a beautiful, discordant harmony that had Carmen aching to join them. She resisted. It was their moment.

Mary gasped and moaned, clutching to Ashley, who growled something. In response, Mary arched her knee, pressing into the softer girl’s crotch, while Dakota busied her mouth with her newly freed breast. The blonde was stifled by a kiss, though her excitement just increased. Carmen could even hear the sloshing of her juices as Ashley jammed fingers inside, doing the same to Dakota. Their feathers ended up pointed to one another, inching closer from the writhing of their bodies.

Then they touched.

Even Carmen had to blink against such a blinding flash. That was all it took. While they hadn’t changed dramatically in that instant, it was clear they’d worked through the wall. They laid in a heap together, lazily making out, with rings on each finger. That wasn’t all though.

Carmen sensed the presence of other rings. Not linked to her alone. The three had bonded to each other. She would’ve beamed with delight if her gullet wasn’t stuff with Stacy’s tit. She couldn’t wait to see how they evolved together. Nor could she wait for Zoey. The girl was frustrated, both by lack of progress and lust. Her concentration was compromised by the ache between her legs. But Carmen could feel it, the cracks beginning to form, made by pure will.

She just needed a push.

Reluctant, though excited by her new plan, Carmen extracted the foot-long nipple from her mouth. It’s girth was even more immense, a mix of raw size and bloating from all the milk surging forth. Leaning back, she got to take in the full view of Stacy’s new bust. They easily cleared the woman’s torso, more than enough to fill a couch on their own.

Rachel also pulled free. She’d been growing that whole time, body responding to more immediate desires, like thicker lips. They weren’t close to Carmen’s, but still perfect for sucking on a giant nipple. Or dick. She looked to the goddess in anticipation, unaware of what was next, but trusting that it’d be incredible. Carmen didn’t have any special planned.

She was just going to fuck them.

Stacy gasped as she was pushed onto her back. Her breasts wobbled penduously, nipples too, spewing milk all over. Taking Rachel’s hand, Carmen guided her onto the much larger woman. The redhead’s chest hadn’t grown much, only a little larger than her head, but her ass had ballooned without Carmen noticing. She took her place astride Stacy’s middle, hips arched, and face down to kiss the buxom woman.

Carmen rested a hand on her crotch, willing a change in configuration. Five became two, one atop the other, and each a perfect copy in shape, with the top being longer. She kept them small for now, though that still made them larger than any land-based mammal’s. Leaning close, they pressed into her lovers, both moaning and bucking into them.

Liquid desire smeared across her glans. Both were absolutely drenched in lust, craving their first taste of her divinity. She denied them for now, leisurely rocking her hips and rubbing the heads across their folds. Stacy’s were thick and oh so soft, already yawning invitingly, whereas Rachel’s were tight and closed off, yet they pulsed open in obvious want. When she was through, they’d gape wide enough to take her larger form without feeling it. She held back though.

They had an audience after all. Beside the throuple, who slowly figured out their new powers as they watched and touched each other, Zoey eagerly rubbed herself as she watched. She wanted to join in. Not as a recipient, her body craved to wield something on par with Carmen. The sort of cocks that could seduce a woman by sight and smell alone.

One of her cocks slid between the two whenever she thrust, while the other was sandwiched by Rachel’s oversized rump. It swelled every time they touched, becoming a more fitting home for it. When both were whining and bucking their hips into one another, Carmen decided it was time. She took aim and pushed. Invisible bonds kept her cocks on track, not sliding despite their slick surface and enormous size. Little by little, two sets of lips spread open for her.

“Holy shit!” Rachel growled, squeezing her thighs around Stacy as she stretched.

“It’s so big!” Stacy agreed, reaching up to sink her hands into Rachel’s ass, disappearing to the wrists. She pulled the cheeks apart and looked over the redhead’s shoulder to meet Carmen’s gaze, “Don’t hold back. Fuck her with every last inch.”

“Same! Give her everything you got, Carmen. I wanna feel her bulging with your cock.”

“It’s just the head,” Carmen playfully admonished them, both clenching around her at the information, “Get ready. It gets better.”

Her cocks were monstrous creations. They looked every bit as lurid as their purpose was. Flared crowns were flanged by broad ribs and bulbs, designed to catch and stretch her partners. Thick veins lined her shafts, so many they created an obscene texture, like dozens of different cocks were pounding on their walls. And amidst all that, were nodes and spines, decorating the fat medial ring and brutal knot toward her base.

And she fully intended for Rachel and Stacy to feel every last inch of them.

Stepping closer, they yelled in bliss as nodes slapped against their clits, then bucked inside to shove against their g-spots. Carmen exhaled deeply. The Seikogami Queen couldn’t compare. The tightness and silky, sodden walls were divine. Muscles squeezed like they wanted to choke the life from her. Hips moved in circles, coaxing her in. The deeper she pushed, the louder their moans and the stronger their eyes begged for more.

“I’ve needed this so fucking bad,” Rachel moaned, bouncing to try and get more inside, “It feels like I haven’t had a proper fucking in years.”

“I know what you mean,” Stacy gasped, pressing the girl harder against her, “Ahh, your belly is so full of my milk. But what do you think will happen when she starts fucking you properly?”

“Let’s find out!” Rachel said and bucked hard against Carmen, who timed it with a stronger thrust, sinking to their limits. Both grunted as she slammed into their cervix, then panted hard and fast when she didn’t relent. Sounds of their bodies resisting fuelled Carmen’s lust. She got close enough to grab Rachel and Stacy by the hips, then yanked them toward her.

All three exclaimed in unrestrained joy as their wombs were penetrated. Rachel’s voice cut off. Her eyes widened, red cheeks bulging as Carmen drove deeper. A bulge appeared in her milk-swollen belly, pressing hard into the taut container. One sharp thrust and she lost it, spraying white from her lips all over Stacy, who closed the gap with a kiss before more of a mess could happen. Hardly worth it, when her nipples were spraying in all directions.

Carmen sighed happily when their lips pressed to her rings. Halfway and they were already on the precipice. She rested their for a moment, luxuriating in the obscene sounds of Rachel spewing milk into Stacy’s mouth, who swallowed without hesitation.

“It’s not working!” Zoey snarled, glowering at her feather like it was personally responsible for every hardship in her life, then turned her scowl on the others. Carmen pitied her to an extent. The others all had someone else to help break that wall. Zoey was welcome to join in, but she didn’t have that same connection to any of them.

“What do I have to do? Come on, tell me you stupid thing,” she simmered, lips trembling.

“Why not focus on what you want?” Carmen suggested, “You’re looking at us and comparing yourself. How about you stop doing that focus on what you really want in this moment. Use us for inspiration, not a benchmark.”

Zoey opened her lips, then closed them, thinking better of her response. Her expression softened when she turned her gaze to Carmen’s crotch. There was still over a foot of each shaft visible, the dark flesh twisted and gnarled.

“I want my cocks back,” Zoey said, “I feel so small without them. Holy shit, is that what those limp-dicks who buy big-ass trucks feel?”

“Best not to think about that,” Carmen chuckled, then drew back a few inches. Her partners whined, as if they were suddenly empty despite over a foot still stretching their guts, “What else do you miss about them?” She grunted, driving back in and past the rings. Both girls squealed at the sudden addition, each spewing pleasant nonsense as their wombs were pushed higher and higher up their torsos.

“That,” Zoey sighed, a wistful look on her face, “I miss hearing people cum their brains out on them. I miss the feeling of their cunts being permanently fucked up by their size. I miss breaking into their wombs and dumping my baby-batter. I miss knowing I’d be leaving them with a full litter of my foals and they’d thank me for it, even when they’re so big and heavy they can’t get out of bed. Ahh! I want to fuck! I want to fuck! I want to fuck!”

At last, her feather exploded. In its place was a choker that snapped around her neck. From there, ripples of fur extended outward, creeping down her body. Her hands pawed at her shirt, getting a grip and ripping to pieces, allowing everyone to see her bronzed flesh be covered in chestnut fur. When it reached her navel, it began spreading up her neck as well.

Carmen watched and fucked, cocks throbbing harder as she saw it all. Maybe everyone else broke the barrier first, but Zoey grabbed this power by the throat and took everything it had and more. She didn’t tear her pants off, they simply exploded as her thighs burst through, covered in dense muscle and just enough fat to make them soft. Fur cascaded over them soon after. Her panties held on for dear life, but they were on borrowed time as a distinct bulge pulsed to life.

A powerful snap filled the library as her bra gave up. Hulking teardrops fell against her abs with a mighty clap. Carmen sucked her lip at the sight, relaxing her control even further. Stacy and Rachel took a sharp breath, bodies arching together to feel each other’s bulges swell higher. At the same time, the futa pushed deeper, grinding her knots against their lips.

It didn’t push in right away. She settled for holding it there, letting them feeling the girth of what was to come, then slid back, dragging over a foot of cock out. The medial rings popped out, bringing a splash of juices with them, then she slammed back home. Her balls swung and slapped against Stacy’s thighs, punctuating the ripping of Zoey’s panties.

Hanging from her crotch was a thick sheath. Thick slime drooled from stacked openings, cocks salivating over their inevitable explosive entrance. Carmen sniffed the air. Even with Stacy and Rachel so close, the first thing she picked up on was Zoey’s musk. The anthropomorphic futa reached down to massage her quickly filling nut-sack. It lacked the fur the rest of her was now covered in, but had a glossy, oily sheen that only became more pronounced by their black complexion. 

“So big… get bigger… need to smother my mares in my musk,” Zoey groaned, massaging them. 

Already larger than her hands, they burgeoned further, fingers sliding across their greasy surface. A sudden expansion had her curling over, hair falling over her shoulders in a curtain that stretched somehow closer to and further away from the floor. A deep groan vibrated her whole body. She nearly stumbled as her legs cracked and shook, breaking their human form. Fur flowed across thick muscle while her toes joined into hooves.

When Zoey straightened herself, a mane fell over her back and her face stretched in a handsome muzzle. Her breasts wouldn’t be left behind, arching from her chest with huge, fat nipples. They jiggled with every panting breath, but went ignored. She was wholly focused on her nuts, which produced an exorbitant amount already, her sheath drooling a waterfall of musky pre.

Carmen glanced at her own skin. It had been a while since she transformed like that. So, as Zoey began standing inches taller, the goddess did likewise. Layers of soft, downy fur rippled across her body, tits pushing out, nipples darkening to be more obvious against her silver coat, while an elegant snout pushed from her face. Her cocks were already so far removed from humanity, yet they found more. Multiple knots bloomed across their lengths, some in the same location. 

Her cocksleeves gasped and moaned as they were stretched and stretched. By that point, their bodies were more than adjusted to her size and their own power. She could relax her control a little more. That brief lapse was all it took for her shafts to bulge all the way past their heads. Neither seemed bothered by the inability to kiss, simply pushing their affections on the tight stretch of skin before them. There was so much. Even as Carmen delivered long strokes, they were never separated.

“Yes! That’s what I want,” Zoey groaned, eyes flashing like a lightning storm was going on within them, “Bodies dominated by my cocks. Their humanity removed by me. Turn them into breeding stock for my dicks!”

At long last, her sheaths erupted. The wait wasn’t for nothing, as twin monsters arched from her crotch, so hard they barely sagged despite their immensity. Mottled black and pink, they were covered in a similarly oily glow as her balls. At least six-feet each, separated in half by rings, with a slimmer upper portion. That, of course, didn’t mean it was small by any notion. Her enormous medial rings throbbed and doused the lower half in what could’ve been pre, but a single whiff confirmed it as sweat. 

Ropes of pre-cum launched from her flared crowns. Carmen growled approvingly. They were nearly twice the girth of her upper-shafts, the bottom falling just shy. And, as she watched and thrust, they just swelled even wider. No matter how used to her size someone got, those heads would renew their awe.

“Oh fuck, Zoey! You look so hot,” Rachel babbled through her brutal fucking. Almost unconsciously, Carmen had sped up, turned on by Zoey and her own instincts. She could’ve enacted full control at any time, chains always ready to shackle her once again, but she saw no reason to. The bubbling desire to breed was a delightful one.

Even if she didn’t plan on knocking them up just yet. She was going to be very busy soon. Even Carmen would struggle to fully appreciate the growing bellies. She wanted to be there to see them grow everyday, to feel the first kicks, and fuck their pregnant cunts into orgasm after orgasm until they went into labour. Then she could hold their babies. Hear their little cries and hearts. Feel their breath and warmth. See their tiny forms that would become even more wonderful with every passing day.

“Very fetching,” Stacy cooed.

“If you think they look good,” Zoey said and walked over, hooves clopping heavily under her new weight. She stopped when her balls were at their heads, completely dwarfing them even from so far back, “Then get a taste.” Not waiting for a response, she leveled the basketball-sized crowns and shoved past their lips.

Two distinct bulges joined Carmen’s members. Zoey walked forward, burying an entire foot. Her lips opened in obvious pleasure, so flushed with delight that it was even visible through her fur. No words escaped her, all thoughts cut off by the sheer delight of it, but her thrusts spoke volumes. She met Carmen’s eyes.

Smirking at one another, they began pounding their cocksleeves in unison. Stacy and Rachel gagged loudly, spittle spewing from their lips, while juices exploded from below. As Carmen lunged several feet, her bulge smacked against Zoey’s nuts, which sent pulses through her cocks. She felt the pre-cum filling her girlfriends, bellies sloshing against her cocks.

An idea briefly stalled Zoey’s thrust. She lifted her sack as Carmen rammed forth, then dropped it. Suffocating heat covered Carmen’s upper-cock. Even through Rachel’s womb, she felt just how active the testes were. Just beyond them, though, was Zoey’s pussy. It was completely obscured by her newer sex, but she’d truly embraced the bigger mindset. Pussy lips hugged Carmen’s shaft from each side, thick and meaty and deliciously moist.

“Hey, hey, don’t go ignoring us,” Mary said, sneaking up to stand on the bed. Even then she was a fair bit shy of Carmen’s face, or even her upper pair of tits. Which was fine. She only had eyes for the nipples in reach. Carmen sighed deeply as the blonde wrapped her lips around a nub, which swelled down her throat so Carmen could keep the same tempo. Mary fingered herself in obvious delight.

Ashley and Dakota put their faces by Stacy’s snatch. Their tongues joined the symphony of sensations, loudly slurping to try and match the volume of Carmen’s thrusts, while also getting their faces smashed by the futa’s heavy balls. Much as she enjoyed it, she had a better idea.

That was all it took. Stacy and Rachel went rigid, arching high, as their insides stretched and churned. No one else stopped, still thrusting, sucking and licking. That is, until the cock-socks wailed around Zoey’s cocks, noses pressed right against her musky crotch, and twin flares blossomed from their assholes. Luckily, Carmen didn’t have to explain. Ashley and Dakota wrapped their lips around the enormous crowns and took it as Zoey reared back.

It was a perfect machine of pleasure for the two futanari. Whenever Ashley or Dakota even thought of pulling away, Carmen’s balls were right there to shove them back against Stacy and Rachel’s asses, ready to get their throats gaped open. Zoey clearly appreciated the chance to fuck two sets of throats, her thrusts faster and heavier. Carmen growled in pleasure and matched her pace.

This was almost perfect. Incredible as it felt - on par with The Womb even - she wasn’t whole. These were her closest lovers, the ones she’d slept with more than anyone else, who she adored as much as a goddess could. There were still some missing. One particular girl she once called sister. Her former mother. Even they were actually related still, she was so far removed from inhibitions that it wasn’t a problem to her. But it just made it a vastly simpler process in her mind.

And, honestly, she wished Gretchen was there too. With her psyche altered, Carmen had to wonder what she’d have transformed into. She could’ve brought her there, gazed into her soul and enacted it herself. Yet someone choosing to permanently transform themselves into something ‘horribly’ perverted was incredible. That their minds would be so taken by lust, they’d perhaps even throw away their humanity, couldn’t be matched.

Gretchen was also partly to thank for this turn of events. She deserved something.

Smirking, Carmen increased her pace even further. Grunts and moans permanently vibrated around her cocks, while others gagged grotesquely. She picked up Mary, sitting her on her base, then stuffed her full with the other nipples. The blonde came just from her pussy touching a naked cock.

Zoey huffed and matched her rhythm, slamming her nuts against Rachel’s head. Power exuded from every fibre of her being as she punched through their entire bodies to face-fuck Ashley and Dakota. Viscous churning joined the discordant symphony. Her panting moans rose in volume.

“Don’t hold back,” Carmen said, voice darkened and husky with her impending release, “Give these cum-sluts what they crave most. Drown their insides with your seed.”

“Haa! I want to breed them!” Zoey growled, slamming her hips with greater ferocity.

“Me too. But not yet. Save that for later. Let’s breed someone else though.” Carmen didn’t share anything more. Their confusion would make the reveal even better, “Now fuck! And cum!”

Zoey was swept up in her lust. As were all the others. Moans rose in a rapid crescendo, voices breaking into hoarse cries. Zoey threw her head back and pushed to the hilt once more, balls swelling and churning. Her seed raced through her lengths, fattening them up enough for Carmen to feel it.

Before they even reached the end, Carmen had deprived every drop of sperm. A tiny ball appeared over their orgy, swelling up as Zoey’s every swimmer was collected. Carmen licked her muzzle, anticipating the result. That, and the powerful clenching around her was finally enough to push her over the edge. The little ball exploded in size as she added her sperm to the mix.

All it took was one eruption. In a matter of seconds, Ashley and Dakota were forced to angle their bodies so their bellies could balloon properly. Even then, the sheer force pushed it right through their bowels and up their oesophagus, jizz erupting from both sets of cheeks. Stacy and Rachel came several times just feeling it surge through Carmen’s shafts, then they went totally still. Zoey grunted and stumbled, the eruption hitting her like a freight train.

Every drop was so thick and dense, it didn’t flow at first. Instead, it turned the pair’s wombs into actual condoms, gathered at the tips and drooping heavily. When they touched the floor, their bodies finally snapped back, forcing the immense load to collect properly. Or they would’ve. The two were pressed so tight that their bellies simply had no room to expand up and down respectively. Instead, they bellowed out in all over directions. Rachel only lifted a couple feet despite the raw amount inside them.

Through it all, the ball of sperm expanded larger and larger. Carmen only paid it a passing glance, captivated by the feeling of filling her lovers after so long, but it was already the size of a football. That didn’t seem like much when she was inflating people larger than the bed they laid on, but that was entirely spermatozoa.

She pumped her hips into Rachel and Stacy through the entire climax. She also held Mary in place, sliding across her gushing cunt, while her balls pinned the other two. Across from her, Zoey bucked and shook, overwhelmed by her continued orgasm.

It lasted another minute, then the horse-futa backed out. She swayed on her feet for a moment, then collapsed on her rump. Luckily, she’d endowed herself nicely, cushioning the impact. A random jet of cum arched from her cocks, splattering over the bed. Ashley and Dakota didn’t have the luxury, still trapped by Carmen’s balls and a pair of thick asses. Their own parted with the constant deluge of semen.

Carmen was far from done. Her balls had barely depleted, their size and contents completely at odds. If she let them match, there’d be no room on Earth. As it was, she couldn’t let her orgasm run its full course. Once her lovers started creaking from the strain of holding so much, Carmen slowed her output, finally pulling out. She let Rachel fall to the side, then rested her cocks upon them both. Each shaft glistened with a mix of their juices and her cum, more of which drooled out to soak into their skin.

“Don’t worry,” Carmen said and put Mary between them, the blonde buoyed by their bellies, “It won’t be so overwhelming once you get adjusted. I think. Might be that I’m just too much.”

She got a series of groans in response, “I’m a goddess, I’m allowed some ego. Now then, as for you,” Carmen summoned the now yoga ball sized sphere of sperm, “Time to go to your new home.”

-- elsewhere --

Gretchen collapsed onto the hospital bed. It was all so sudden. Labour always felt that way, but she figured she was still a couple weeks off from giving birth. She’d had enough litters to have a sense for that. Oh well, she supposed her babies had a spontaneous desire. Much like her.

Getting her implants filled way past their perceived limits wasn’t planned at all. She just… felt small for some reason yesterday. Then there was that weird offer and she just couldn’t resist. It looked like she wasn’t the only one, since her nurses and doctor all sported a crazy amount of cleavage. She was still bigger though. Gretchen sank into the mediocre pillows and focused on resting.

Pregnancies and birth weren’t nearly as tough on her as on other women, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t exhausting. She’d need a long, luxurious shower to wash away all the sweat and… fluids clinging to her skin. Rubbing at her belly, now much flatter, she wondered what the next batch would be like. She almost slapped herself for thinking that. And then cursed herself as a tightness formed. She fucking jinxed it.

No. It wasn’t that. This was… Carmen.

All at once, memories flooded her. Some good, some awful, and others incredible. Chief among them, however, were the days she spent getting pregnant and giving birth within the same twenty-four hours. As her stomach swelled, Gretchen shook, hands rubbing fast. It was so sensitive, like a giant pussy. She brushed her outie navel and nearly came just from that.

“How big am I gonna get?” Gretchen huffed. Her nipples twitched and swelled, hormones flooding her in greater amounts than ever before. All her pregnancies combined couldn’t compare. She squeezed her thighs when her belly crested basketball size, nearly cumming again when they squished into her pussy.

It was big. Always had been in this reality and only got bigger with every pregnancy. Now, however, Gretchen felt it halfway down to her knees and pulsing larger in time with her belly. Whatever was causing this new pregnancy, it was going to be insane. She rubbed her legs together, slapped her increasingly taut tummy and pinched her belly button, then came. Her knees parted and a sea of pussy juice exploded from her.

Her nurse rushed over, thinking she’d somehow gone into a second labour. Gretchen laughed through her orgasm. Idiot, she thought. She’d just gotten pregnant again, labour was a long way off. Still, having another person around was good.

Gretchen grabbed her by the arm, yanking her down so the nurse was face-to-nipple. That was all it took. Whatever was happening affected others too. A massive relief. Her tits were so full and she was so fucking horny. It’d be better if the nurse had a fat dick, but a pair of lips on her tit and another hand rubbing her increasingly huge belly was good enough.

When her growth finally came to an end, Gretchen was bigger than just a few hours ago, when she started labour. Five minutes versus a little under nine months and she was already bigger.

“Think you need a stay-at-home nurse?”

“Nah, my mom will be happy to help. Maybe frequent checkups would be nice,” Gretchen said, already thinking ahead to what she’d look like at three months, let alone six or nine. That was assuming Carmen didn’t do something more.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Fuck, she hoped so.
