Every few seconds, Rachel’s body shivered as she squeezed the shaft inside, trying to milk it. But there was nothing there. She couldn’t help the faint disappointment at that, but it was thoroughly subdued by her afterglow. Zoey finally pulled out, coaxing a final, lurid groan from her lips, and pulled her onto her chest.

“That was amazing,” Rachel sighed, idly stroking the silicone cock. Only about half of it was still wet from where it was inside her, however that could be improved with time.

“Yeah.”

“Yeah?” Rachel frowned, “You alright? Do you want me to try and finish you too?”

“No, it’s not that. Just… Is it weird that I wanted it to be my cock? Not a toy, but an actual cock of my own?”

Rachel blinked at her for a few seconds, pondering the words. It wasn’t enough to go off on, but she wondered if Zoey felt the same way as she had these last few days. Like something was missing from the world. From those around her. From herself.

Eventually, she shook her head and nuzzled into a breast, “No. It’s not weird. Not to me anyway. If you want, we can get you something to stuff in your pants? Give you a huge bulge that’ll have all the girls doing double takes.”

Zoey snickered at the suggestion, but shook her head, “I’m alright. I’d know it’s fake.”

“Do you want to transition?” Rachel asked.

“No? Yes? I dunno. I kind of just want a dick,” Zoey laughed and held her close, “Sorry about that. Just been weighing on me for a while now.”

“Hmm… I know what you mean,” Rachel said. She breathed in deep, relishing the mix of their sweaty, post-coitus musk, “I think you’d look good with a dick. Even if it’s not as huge and sexy as this one.”

“Thanks, Rachel. It’s just a fantasy. Don’t think I can just waltz in somewhere and get a dick grafted on.”

“A crying shame.”

They stayed like that for a few more hours. Rachel recovered enough to service Zoey, bringing her to completion a couple times, then she went back home. She ate dinner with Leah and Brittany, who definitely knew what Rachel was up to, then she laid in bed and stared at the ceiling.

So it wasn’t just her. Others had the same feeling that something wasn’t exactly right. Things were good, but she was sure they lacked something. A certain… immensity. Rachel laughed at herself for thinking that. It was probably just her kinks worming into her head again. Sighing, she pulled up her phone to scroll through discord, seeing if anyone had posted something new.

Most of it was just re-posts, though she still enjoyed seeing them again. One new piece caught her eye. It was a 3D render of a futanari, with radiant white hair wreathed in pink sparks, which reflected the bright hue of her eyes. Rachel zoomed in and arched a brow at the womb-shaped pupils. Even ignoring the weird pupils, they were so pretty. Hypnotic even.

An array of wings stretched behind her. They were huge. They had to be if they were meant to be even remotely usable she supposed, and a similar shine as her hair. Rachel frowned as she studied the feathers. They were remarkably similar to the one she saw earlier.

The details were insane too. It didn’t actually look like a render sometimes, but reason told her it was. Simply because of the quintet of cocks arching from her crotch, with four of them buoying her enormous tits. All were inhuman in shape and size, right at the crux of Rachel’s personal tastes. Although… for someone like this, maybe they should be bigger? It did seem like they were kind of small for this character, whoever they were.

Rachel zoomed in on each of them, studying the incredible - almost impossible - detailing. Whoever made this had a real thing for Hyper monster dicks. The centre one was the most incredible. She could easily discern the rougher texture of it, the striations running up and down its length, broken up by thick bulbs that’d definitely feel insane sliding in and out. Rachel almost didn’t notice her hand wander between her legs.

Ah, well… she knew better than to ignore her wants. Rachel thought about minimising Discord and pulling up some of her favourite videos, but decided against it. This image was doing more than enough for her.

Rachel brought her phone closer, breathing deep as she stroked her lips. After the pounding from Zoey, she’d expected to be sore down there,but she was just sensitive. If not more. Her eyes scoured the image, committing it to memory. Like this was a dream she’d forget the second she put her phone down.

Tits the size of beanbags. Four of them at that. Nipples that would go all the way to her stomach if she sucked them. Hips that could carry Rachel on them. Thighs extended for ages, so thick and soft that they could suffocate her. Past them, a sack filled to the brim with balls bigger than Rachel’s whole body. She could curl up inside one with room to spare.

Her breathing hastened. Her fingers dug into her pussy, curling to scratch her walls. They were still gaped from the strap-on, which seemed so tiny now. Rachel bit her lip, inhaling through her nose. It was impossible, she knew, but she swore she smelled those cocks in her face. Just as their size and form implied, they reeked of virility. To the point that her womb pulsed, as if letting down for them. She was fertile for those things, so fucking ready to get bent over and bred.

Rachel had just enough time to recognise her orgasm and slap a pillow over her face. She screamed into it, while her other hand punched into her pussy. Since when could she fist herself? The thought was swept away on tides of pleasure. She kept going, the noises filling her mind. Her whole body quivered, vibrating with ecstasy, yet she wasn’t at the crest yet. Rachel kept going, now angling her wrist to grind against her clit. Her legs jerked closed, but she kept going. This release was going to be something else. She knew it.

Gasping and whining and moaning like a whore, she bit into the pillow as bliss took her whole being. Rachel’s whole mind went white, purified in pleasure. Waves rolled through her. Each one pushed her deeper into the abyss, until she was being crushed on all sides by the sensations. They wouldn’t let her up either. She was drowning in it.

Then it was gone. She didn’t get the feeling of coming down or anything. She simply sucked in a sharp breath and blinked, the overwhelming pleasure gone. It wasn’t a fantasy though. The evidence squelched around her hand as she extracted it, finding thick strings linking her fingers.

So much, she marveled. All because of a picture. Rachel scrambled for her phone, eager to download the image that caused this, but found just a fairly standard render of a Hyper futa. Sighing, she turned onto her side and studied her messy hand. The smell wafted over, yet it was unlike her usual aroma. This was brutal, like she’d been grabbed and pushed into the world’s horniest pussy. Mixed with a hint of something else, even stronger.

She passed out well before she could even try and work it out.

Waking up, Rachel was again masturbating. She didn’t stop herself, she recalled her dreams vividly. That image she saw featured prominently, its uncanny realism extending to the sensations they shared. Insane as it sounded, even in her own thoughts, it felt more real than her fingers actually squelching into her pussy.

It wasn’t just the picture. Her girlfriends were there too, but changed. Improved. Zoey had a monumental horse dick, Mary’s tits were gigantic, Dakota was a dog-girl with dual canine-cocks, and Ashley had a pair of dick-nipples more than twice the size of that strap-on from yesterday. Rachel wasn’t left out either, twerking an ass that’d dwarf a couch to entice them into fucking her. Which they did. Over and over and over and over…

Rachel staggered into the kitchen. She barely remembered to shower before hand, reluctantly washing the stink of her self-love away. As she sat down, her grogginess was cured by an obscene sight. Brittany. That itself was a pretty lewd view, but that was yesterday. Now she was an all consuming focal point of the kitchen.

“So you noticed?” She giggled vapidly, though her eyes gleamed, “I don’t know what it was, but I just had this… need after dinner. Luckily, my doctor owed me a few favours so we got this sorted nice and quick. Every time I thought I couldn’t take another drop, I just had to try. That kept happening until, well,” she shrugged, lifting her enormous exercise balls off the table. They fell hard enough to slant it for a moment.

Rachel controlled herself as best she could. She ate breakfast with both hands present, though that didn’t stop her legs from rubbing each other. Leah tried making conversation, seemingly unaffected by Brit’s new assets - probably because she’d gotten her fill last night - and Rachel reciprocated. Barely. She couldn’t focus. How could she? Those tits were actually enormous.

People threw that word around with little care these days. They thought a J-cup was massive. And they were right, sort of, but Rachel had seen so much more. Brit sat at least a foot from the table, yet her boobs still rested on it.

She just about made it out of there without touching herself. That was so fucking weird. Not just Brit’s sudden desire to more than triple the size of her tits, but the fact she could do it at all. And on such short notice. It didn’t make sense. 

Rachel had read plenty of stuff like that. She was fine with not questioning it, because that was fantasy, this was reality. There had to be some explanation, yet the only thing that made sense was that something supernatural was happening. Something that involved the weird feelings she’d been having?

Still mulling it over, she was oblivious to the world until it bumped into her.

“Sorry about… that.” She finished in a whisper.

“Oh, don’t worry. I’m still getting used to these things myself.”

“Uh huh,” Rachel nodded, doing her best not to gawk at the tits bulging toward her face. She almost thought they were Mary’s, they even had a tank-top barely keeping their decency, but it just some random woman.

No, not a single random woman. It was all of them. Rachel finally looked around the college campus, greeted by a feast of boobs. Cleavage as far as the eye could see.

She couldn’t see a single D cup or lower in sight. DD were rare too, though not because they were big. It looked like F was the new standard. But… how? They weren’t just an array of implants, many were obviously natural with how they bounced around. People didn’t just wake up like that. Nor did they get implants en masse.

“Hey, Rachel!” Zoey said and embraced her from behind. But it was different than yesterday. Her arms didn’t wrap around her, instead it was a pair of tits resting on her head. The redhead gulped, almost afraid to confirm the sensation. She turned nonetheless and saw them, a pair of hulking pillows on her lover’s chest, completely supplanting the original curvy teardrops she knew. They were nearly a match for Brit.

“Zoey? When did…?”

“Oh, these?” She chuckled shyly, “Well, uh… my aunt kind of sprung it on us all last minute. Said she won some kind of contest that’d give us breast enhancements for free. I was against it at first, but then, I dunno, I just figured why not? The coupons said we can get them removed within the next month if we don’t like them.”

“Huh? Coupon? The fuck?” Rachel couldn’t wrap her head around any of this. Was she still dreaming? She hissed when she pinched herself, then did it again and again when she saw who was approaching. Or, rather, whose boobs were approaching.

“Hey, girls!” Mary was just as bubbly as ever, seeming unencumbered by the gigantic globes on her chest. If Brit saw her, she’d feel small. They were impossible. Each one dwarfed her torso. She was wearing two tops, one for each tit, and even then her naked skin peaked out to the sides.

[bookmark: _GoBack]Backing her up was Dakota and Ashley. Dakota hadn’t gone big-big, but she was still several sizes larger, while Ashley’s teardrops matched Mary’s spheres. Rachel was the only one it seemed, that hadn’t won this genetic and surgical lottery. No wait, there was one other person that she could see with boobs as small as hers.

She didn’t recognise them though. That made sense, she supposed. The girl was kind of easily missed. A little frumpy, with an oversized sweater despite the warm weather, big, nerdy glasses and limp hair. Even her walk was understated. Like she didn’t want attention.

Yet she had Rachel’s explicit focus. Even as the girls greeted her, pressing their tits all around as they hugged and kissed in greeting, she couldn’t look away. The girl wasn’t really her type. There were plenty of more ‘appealing’ sights to behold now. Rachel watched her go into the library building. Before she really knew it, she’d made an excuse and gone after her.

It didn’t take long to spot her. She was idly browsing a shelf, running her slightly chubby fingers over spines. Rachel wished it was her body instead. A shudder went through at the thought. It came out of nowhere.

The redhead approached nonchalantly. She wasn’t planning on flirting, she just wanted to try and understand what drew her to this girl. So why was her heart beating so fast?

“Hello.”

She nearly fainted on the spot.

“H-hi.” Her face burned. She sounded scared out of her mind.

The girl smiled though and went back to browsing the shelves. Rachel watched, feeling like a creep yet unable to stop. She even forgot to blink. When she finally did, something was different. The girl wasn’t so frumpy, her sweater fit her better.

“Did you need something?” She asked in a voice stuck somewhere between sultry and bored.

“Uh, um…no?”

“Okay.” Another smile. Were her lips bigger?

Rachel finally got a hold of herself and looked away, if only for a second. When she looked back, this girl’s jeans were straining for dear life, holding back an ass that just begged to be spanked. Worshipped.

“I’m going insane.”

“Hmm, possibly. But no more than anyone else,” the girl said, voice now fully shifted into the sultry tone. It all but reverberated through Rachel’s body, like she was speaking from within her.

“No, I… I really think I’m losing it.”

“Oh?” The girl turned and brushed her suddenly long hair over her shoulder, “I’m studying psych. Maybe I should evaluate you?” She stepped closer. Rachel looked away again, only to further solidify her assumptions as she saw the girl’s top slowly tearing around tits the size of watermelons.

“Or maybe,” the girl continued, lowering her voice, “You aren’t crazy, Rachel. Maybe you just know what you want your reality to be. Perhaps, you do know what you’re missing.”

“What I’m missing,” Rachel murmured, blinking again to find the girl towering over her now. She blinked and her whole view was taken up by naked tits, but they were secondary to the feeling of something pressing against her stomach. It wasn’t a leg or hand, she could see the latter on either side of her head trapping her against the shelves, and the legs were far away to accommodate that huge bust.

“You know what it is. You need to say it.”

Her voice had Rachel’s knees shaking, her thighs clenched tight around her soaked panties.

“You can feel it in your soul, can’t you? The longing for something.” This time Rachel didn’t blink or look away, she saw the girl swell up, those tits swallowing her head. Her chin was pushed up, not by a finger. She panted heavily, the girl’s scent consuming her. It was raw and pungent, like Rachel’s entire love life was condensed into a fragrance.

“You. It’s you…” Rachel said, hands trembling. She didn’t know if she could touch this literal goddess.

“And who am I?” The girl asked, growing more and more. A soft light emanated from all around her, washing over Rachel and washing away the rest of the world until it was just them.

“You… I know you…” Rachel breathed, finally summoning the courage to rest her hands on this entity’s hips. Just touching her of her own power was a rush, almost exactly like when Zoey pounded her yesterday.

“Then say my name.”

She stopped growing and stepped back. Her hips slipped from reach, but Rachel was given a greater gift of cupping the titanic bust, and greater still when she could finally look up and meet those pink eyes, shining around womb-shaped pupils with perpetual lust. Plump lips tilted in a lurid smile, so big that it looked like they could swallow her whole. The redhead couldn’t breathe, much less form words.

Still, she needed to say it. The girl’s name. She didn’t know it, yet she knew that, once she found the strength to speak, that it’d come.

“Say me name,” the girl repeated, lips moving with a salacious elegance, “Rachel.”

“Carmen!”

It came out as a bark, the best she could manage under such tremendous weight. The moment it left her though, everything snapped back into place. She gulped down the humid air, hair and clothes sticking to her skin. None of it mattered to her.

“In the flesh.”
