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It was good while it lasted. Casey hadn’t done much with her time as Zodiac, nor had she planned to. Really, she saw it as an opportunity to indulge in her fetishes and give a little buff to the rest of the populace. Really, how did her predecessor consider eight inches as a suitable standard for cocks? Twelve made far more sense, even if not everyone could take it all. Not that she cared much for being penetrated, not since her ascension.

Standing a little over sixteen feet, there were very few mammals alive that could satisfy the staggering tigress. Just her tail alone was larger than most horses, which made it often more worthy of her pussy. But Casey never looked to potential partner’s groins when judging their capabilities in bed, or shower, or bench, or side walk. Pretty much everywhere she went. All she looked for in a cocksleeve, was whether they were as hungry for her cock as she was for their pussy. They always were.

Being a Zodiac came with many perks. Fame. Fortune. Powers unbound, except by the council, however that was necessary to avoid corruption. She still had plenty of freedoms in her influence. Getting a new line of gyms built with the prime directive of helping others get huge, thanks to a little magical influence on her part, and bumping the average phallus size a few inches were all fair game. As was taking her pick of whoever she wanted.

The council did obstruct her wish to make everyone a good two feet smaller - except for the usually more petite species. Not to be wholly denied, Casey wove a loophole into the gyms; those who intended, and partook of a special regimen, would gradually shrink, their mass distributed elsewhere. Thanks to that, she was always greeted by beauties no more than knee-height. Unless she ran across a member of the rodent line.

Those, she took great delight in doting on. While no one was within five feet of her majesty, standing over someone not even the size of her foot gave her a thrilling sense of power. It was easy to think she’d abuse such might, however Casey had no desire for that. All her cum dumps and cocksleeves were more than willing after she had a few words with them. Or they were around her long enough to get an addling huff of her musk. 

“Alright girls, I trust you will make your own way home?” Casey said, tugging a sports bra over her abundant chest. She groaned as its magic went into effect, bringing her chest back to a more ‘reasonable’ size. Her nipples remained conspicuous through it, a set of puffy domes that hid the real teat until the time was right. 

A bunch of groans was all the mass of sweaty, cum-soaked and bloated bodies could answer her. Casey sighed, “Margery, could you handle this?”

Her head maid bowed deep, handing her the next garment, “Of course, ma’am.” 

“Excellent, ooh. Gotta admit, I’ll miss being so huge when my time’s up, though it’ll be nice not to wear compression bras all the time. “

“It’s a necessary evil,” Margery said, licking her lips, “Even someone of your stature can’t exactly move well with balls like those.”

“Hmm, indeed. Maybe my last decree as Zodiac will be to make boobs and testicles a tad lighter? Or make them float a little?”

“I’m not sure the council will allow it.”

“No. That bull loves feeling the weight of her tits too much. Though I can’t argue with her. Nothing quite beats the feel of my balls and boobs swinging so wildly.”

“And the clapping. Don’t forget the clapping, ma’am.”

“Hmm, yes. And the clapping. Gosh, I’m getting horny just thinking about it. How about it? Fancy an advance on your pay?”

“I’d love to… however I’ll be busy with them.”

Casey grimaced and sighed, “Of course. Well, I’m sure there’ll be at least someone at the gym eager to be mounted on my cock.”

“I envy them.” The tigress winked at her maid, already planning to return a little earlier that day and plough the diligent woman until she was the size of a small mountain. Come to think, the other maids had been working plenty hard too. She was going a little overboard leading up to the end of her tenure. They deserved a bonus too. Perhaps she’d make a change and abstain for a few hours?

Meanwhile, Becca woke up in a pool of her own juices. Again. She just sighed and peeled the sheets from her skin, wringing her little puff-ball tail of the excess, and doing the same with her hair once she stood over the bathroom sink. Faded symbols showed through her cum-drenched skin. Yet another one had appeared, this time on her little pot-belly.

They kept showing up in the past month. Luckily they were easily hidden. She didn’t want family or friends thinking she got a bunch of tattoos, of the same thing no less. The constant wet dreams started at the same time. As did the sudden boost in her… prolificacy.

“So heavy,” Becca groaned when she hefted her balls. They’d swollen so much in the last week alone. She was used to being larger than her height implied, however these were unwieldy to say the least. None of her pants fit anymore. She couldn’t even fit one in both hands, “And those are clearer.”

The first symbols to show were on her testes. They’d gotten clearer everyday since, though now they looked like actual tattoos. Gods, she didn’t want to imagine how painful getting one on there would be. On top of all that, she just horny 24/7. Rabbits had high libidos, though most at least had a handle on theirs, and there were over the counter medicine for oestrus. She’d taken way more than recommended to manage her condition. All to no avail.

“Coffee,” Becca said to her reflection, pointedly ignoring the stout prick twitching in front of her. A constant dribble of pre-cum fell to the ground, following a stained path she’d etched in the last few weeks. It didn’t matter how horny she was, how much she came or how recently she did, she was practically gushing the second she got hard. Worse yet, she produced more over time. “Coffee. Then cum.”

It was never that simple anymore. Becca propped her phone on a stand as she sat on the couch, one hand bringing the steaming cup to her lips, while the other idly stroked her length. Did she set a new record last night? Of course she had. She did it every night.

Her hand squelched up and down her length. It wasn’t much, but her girth was plenty and she certainly knew how to use every square inch. Kind of sucked that everyone else packed at least a foot of dick, but she somehow ended up an anomaly with just five inches. She’d written to the Zodiac about it when everyone suddenly got a boon, but got no response. It couldn’t be helped. Very few Zodiacs cared to help a single futa.

While scrolling through Twitter, she came upon an ad for the new Ripped Cat Gym that opened the other day. It was close to her too, just a quick bus ride away. Casey the Tiger Zodiac was featured in it, showing off her eponymous, ripped figure. God, what Becca wouldn’t give to have her tiny little body stretched all around just her fingers. She paused the video on a shot of Casey squatting down, her genitals on display, veins throbbing in her thighs, and a domineering smirk on her face.

“Oh fuck! Yes!” Becca kicked her legs out as the orgasm took her. They swept in so quick and fiercely now, shocking her no matter how prepared she thought she was. Ropes of jizz flew overhead, splattering against the kitchen floor, until she palmed her spasming balls, which erupted even harder and straightened her cock to shoot upright. Thick globs of semen fell with dense splats all over her couch and filthy skin. She caught plenty on her tongue, chasing the bitter coffee with her personal cream. 

“Dammit, my phone.” She picked up the splattered device, trying to wipe the sticky gunk off her screen. Luckily, they weren’t very wet. That was something else she’d noticed. Her semen production had taken a back-seat to pure sperm number and quality, to the point that she would swear she felt the tiny swimmers writhing against her skin, trying to get in and impregnate her. Luckily, her balls and thick thighs kept any from landing too close to her pussy. Just imagining getting herself knocked up was mortifying.

Finally, she cleaned her phone enough to use it. Still sticky, but usable, “I don’t even work out. Why’re you recommending all of these to me?” She groaned, scrolling past ad after ad for the gym, all featuring that giant, sexy Zodiac. Ever since that place opened, the advertising had been relentless. Or she’d accidentally clicked on something that made her FBI agent think she wanted desperately to go there. If Casey regularly went there, then maybe. She did like one type of exercise after all.

It’d been sold to her so much in fact, that she even dreamed of it. Like last night. She remembered walking through doors that made her feel even smaller and skipping past the lobby to enter the gym proper, wherein she was bombarded with musk - though she suspected that was just her cock going off and blasting her face with cum - and promptly tackled people off their treadmills or benches or the various workout gear that better resembled torture devices. She vividly recalled being triple stuffed in both holes, while two pumped her face. Someone was fucking her tits, another pair squeezed between her arms and chest. She even had a dick using her soft belly for its pleasure.

Fuck, she came so many times in the dream. And probably real life. Her dream only changed after they’d pumped her full of so much cum, her belly button had popped out and she was stranded atop a huge gut, and none other than the Zodiac walked in. Becca hadn’t yet experienced a Zodiac’s musk up close, though they did sell them as aphrodisiacs that she used frequently, yet her dream seemed to recreate the stench flawlessly. She doubted any futa could’ve made her cum so hard otherwise.

Hard enough, even, that all the jizz from before just exploded from her holes until she was back to her slightly chubby self. No sooner was she on her feet, then Casey grabbed her and mounted on the biggest dick Becca had ever seen. Her body tingled just picturing the shaft that quintupled her size. Fuck, she was jerking off again. Oh, whatever, it was a good dream to relive.

She ground her fat balls and pussy into the veins of Casey’s cock. But that wasn’t all. The best part of futanari, especially the Zodiacs, was that they had tits too. Becca turned her head and pulled a nipple into her mouth. Just that alone was fatter than most of the dicks she’d throated in her life - and she’d gone through a lot. All the while, huge hands fondled her body. The fingers covered her tits and ass easily. Then they found her anus.

Just as she expected, they stretched her pliant ring around the limb and pushed the leftover jizz around her tunnel. Not even to the first knuckle, it crushed her prostate and she came right away. The Zodiac’s huge chest rumbled with laughter as Becca tried coating the stretch of cock before her with her seed. But then things turned strange.

It’s a dream, so of course strange was to be expected. Just the fact Becca had mounted a Zodiac was absurd really, since few people ever even saw them in the flesh. The strangeness came from the floor coming slightly closer. She didn’t question it at the time, but the cock also felt a little smaller. It being a dream, she just ignored it and let the fun progress. And what fun it was.

She was impaled. Not simply penetrated or used like a sex toy, but her ass was speared all the way through with enormous tigress-dick. It stretched her belly and pussy out wide enough that she could’ve crammed her whole family in there without issue. In this situation, however, she was more preoccupied with the rapid-fire orgasms frying her nerves one at a time. And the fact the stretching got less and less pronounced.

Becca panted on her couch, eyes shut as she double fisted her cock and balls. That wasn’t the only thing weird about her dream. A shrinking Zodiac was one thing, but she was growing too. Like all futanari around her age, at least those that weren’t blessed, she wondered what it’d be like with a few extra inches. She’d even learned enough photoshop to paste a few mare dicks over her own, though they always had that innate falseness. Her dream, on the other hand, showed her with a dick well over a foot long and balls more than double that.

They weren’t the only things though. Her tits got huge too. She wasn’t displeased with her bust in so many words, but there were plenty other rabbits that had more. A couple extra cup sizes wouldn’t hurt. Well, her dream read that desire and amplified it. Becca never wanted to have hyperism, though she masturbated to it constantly, however seeing herself with tits bigger than her head, wrapped around a cock almost as tall as her… maybe she should save up. There were those ‘miracle treatments’ that claimed they could do it.

At some point, her dream changed again. She was still being pounded by the gigantic Zodiac, although the size difference had diminished somewhat, but there was another presence. One that utterly dwarfed them both. The strangest part was that the creature was a rabbit.

Not even the last lupine Zodiac was remotely that big. Theirs was a small, humble species, content with lots of sex and a decent size. Some legends spoke of a Zodiac that challenged that status quo, but it was just myth. Hence why she only saw it in her dream. There was something else about this presence. Its lips moved, yet Becca couldn’t hear any words, nor focus enough to read the lips as Casey fucked her fast and hard.

Odder still, the part that stood out most about this incredible situation, was the rabbit was an albino. Becca was too, the first born in her family in all their history, even with the dozens of litters her mothers had. In fact, she’d never even heard of another albino bunny, not even online. It made her exotic, which naturally helped get her plenty of partners. Some bullying too, but she ‘befriended’ them soon enough. She had quite the tongue after all.

As Becca grew, so did the presence. The rest of its body came into focus, revealing it to be a futa - hardly uncommon - but with the biggest, fattest, most incredible musk-riddled cock she could’ve imagined. It honestly made the one stretching out her insides seem lacklustre. A hand materialised, wreathed in an ephemeral glow, and cupped her chin. It lifted her face to find its lips almost directly before her.

She still couldn’t hear it’s words, but she could read them. A little anyway, “Go… challenge… become…”

Becca lost focus before the last word as waves of cum flooded her body. Two hands grabbed her face this time. She struggled to focus, trying desperately to read the luscious lips, and resist kissing them. It was a single word, sounded out slow and deliberate.

“Zo… Zo… Di… ac…”

ZODIAC?!

That was when Becca woke up. Now, she came to her senses with a sharp spasm even fiercer than the previous one. She didn’t fancy cleaning up another load, so she it at her face and squished her tits together, moaning as her hot load splashed against the squishy mounds and pooled on her belly. The best part was her boobs were just big enough to wrap around the tip if she bent over, which she did. Ooh, yeah, that’s the good stuff.

“It couldn’t be saying what I think it was, right?” Becca mused as she drank the last of her cum-laced coffee. Call it depraved or a dislike for waste, but she never threw something away just because she got a ‘little’ cum on it. Though she wouldn’t deny that it made ninety-percent of things taste amazing. Fish didn’t pair well with it oddly enough. 

The soggy bun headed to her shower. She had work in an hour and, freaky dreams or not, she couldn’t be late again. She paused as she passed the mirror. That creature… aside from, well, almost everything, it did resemble her almost too closely. Sure, they were both albino, with pink eyes and snow white hair, but the fact they shared the same hue and that perpetual, sexy half-hooded look was disconcerting. If it was just the face, she could’ve mistaken it for a fun-house mirror.

“Go. Challenge. Become. Zodiac.” Becca muttered, then jerked when the mark over her belly flickered, “Are you… responding to me?” Another flicker, “Oh gods. Okay. Oh shit… this is magic stuff, right?” It didn’t answer, “Right, that’s obvious I guess. Um, why though? No, nevermind. You can’t speak. Um, so you want me to be Zodiac?” It shone brighter this time, “For a big, magical destiny?” A blinding flash this time, “To save the world?” This time it was more of a half-hearted shimmer, like a shrug.

“What the hell am I doing? Talking to a magic tattoo? All those orgasms are fucking with my head. Need to shower.”

The hot water and soap did wonders. Though only so much. Becca wrung out her hair as best she could, but the water remained cloudy. At least she got the crusted layers off her body. She traced the symbols. They normally faded after she showered and came a couple times, but this time they remained as black, inky lines.

“Are you that person from my dream?” Becca asked, receiving a definitive flash in response, “Were you a Zodiac?”

Flash.

“Okay. And you’re, what, possessing my body?”

No response.

“Not like you’d answer that. So, let me get this straight, you want me, a three-foot-eight rabbit, to challenge Casey, the sixteen-foot-four tigress Zodiac, and win?”

Flash.

“Are all Zodiac spirits or whatever you are this insane? I mean, don’t get me wrong, if it’s a sex challenge, I’m all for it. But you don’t think I can actually win, do you?”

Flash!

“Hmm… honestly, I don’t know if I should doubt you. This is crazy, sure, but if a previous Zodiac… a huge one at that, thinks I can do it… Fuck, what am I even thinking? Look, I’m gonna go to work and try not to cream myself in front of my boss. Again. Not like I ever had a chance to meet Casey anyway. She’s probably in another country. By the time I got to her, there’d be a rabbit on the throne anyway. Don’t know why it has to be me.”

Dried off and dressed, she fixed herself a quick breakfast of eggs and toast. She returned to scrolling through Twitter or other news feeds, only to drop her food. Casey Katz, the Zodiac, would be working out at the new gym that very day. Apparently she was already there.

“That’s a… coincidence. Can’t skip work though.”

A notification came in from the group chat. It was her manager; ‘work cancelled today due to power outage’.

“Did you do that?” Becca asked, but couldn’t see any flashes through her shirt, “Oh my god. This is… okay, Becca, just breathe. You had a weird dream, your freaky tattoos that you probably got while drunk are kinda talking to you, and now a bunch of coincidences are lining up with your hallucinations. It’s probably fine. Or maybe…”

Nearly every young adult novel she read had a similar setup to this. The protagonist had some weird events leading up to a big adventure, then they went on a journey that bettered them overall. What if this was her big chance? Sure, logic decreed that nothing of the sort would happen, but counter to that, no one had experienced magic that wasn’t caused by the Zodiac.

“Fuck it! What’s the worst that could happen? I get the pounding of a lifetime? Let’s do this!”

Becca said that, however every minute on the bus, her heart thumped a little louder in her ears. It was almost welcome, helping to drown out the thoughts of how insane she was for doing this. She checked Instagram, seeing all the posts Casey was tagged in as she worked out. ‘Strong’ didn’t cover it as she saw a post of the Zodiac with a dozen girls hanging from each arms. They looked so tiny by comparison.

Looking around, she spotted a fellow bunny with her nose in her phone. They looked the same age as her, but most wouldn’t assume the same thing looking between them. Rabbits weren’t known for being tall, lucky to measure at five feet even with a taller parent, and Becca was famous in her family for being a shining example of that fact. She could barely see over the seats in front of her.

And Casey was a genuine giantess with a cock to match!

Her cock stiffened as her leg bounced in place. She was blessed with thick thighs. Biology claimed it was for their naturally powerful jumping ability, however Becca knew better, in her case at least. They were a trap for anyone with a dick. Or, at that moment, a curse as she rubbed her increasingly damp labia between them. Gods, she was going crazy, anxiety and arousal burgeoning from the same thoughts.

She gulped when the bus came to a high-pitched stop in front of Ripped Cat Gym. The doors towered over her, as did the people. Those leaving were wreathed in their musk, even after obviously showering, but one stood out. She swayed on her feet, eyes half-lidded and covered in moisture. One whiff was all it took for Becca to realise this wasn’t from the woman, but Casey. No one else could have such a potent, second-hand musk.

As was tragically common, Becca’s cock led the way inside. It wouldn’t be the first time the appendage bit off more than it could chew. She didn’t linger in the lobby for long, following her nose to the source of unfettered musk. The main floor was first, with plenty of people somehow resisting the urge to gawk at Casey and actually work out. Her eyes flicked to their groins, as they usually did when she was horny enough. Not bad, she thought, but she was there for the grand event.

Still, she couldn’t help adding an extra notch to the sway of her hips, or arching her back to push her breasts out further. Her nipples threatened to poke straight through her shirt. Eventually, she heard the din of excitement and followed it down into a basement area. Everything there was several sizes larger, designed for a bigger clientèle. No one used the equipment, however, instead admiring the only person actually working out.

Casey let the weights fall with a satisfying clang. Cheers erupted as she sat up, while people wandered over the help her challenger. Poor rabbit should’ve known her limits, but the tigress had to admire such tenacity. That at least deserved a compensation prize.

“Come here little lady,” Casey said, reaching over to pick up her five-foot-nothing competitor, “So light, but you’ve got big balls girl. Metaphorically. Anyway, here, get a good whiff. I’m sure your partner or sex toys will appreciate the effects.” She smothered the petite bunny in her cock.

Part of her perks as Zodiac was the perpetual sweat. It made seducing potential mates easier, and added a gorgeous sheen to her bronze skin. She rubbed her challenger up and down a few times, making sure to leave a solid dose of her scent behind. When she finished, the girl had a loopy grin on her face as they posed for the camera.

She loved this part of her duty. Being a Zodiac wasn’t about the big things, not very often anyway. She was more like a celebrity, whose only job was to be famous. It put a smile on people’s faces, so she didn’t mind that. And it wasn’t like she didn’t have any talents.

The actual best part was all the potential partners. Challengers weren’t really a thing for her, since they were all rabbits, however she did enjoy scouting them. As excellent as her usual mates were, there was just something primal and fulfilling about bedding such a small, fragile female. Smaller the better. One girl was barely longer than her arm and tight as a virgin. Ooh, to feel that again.

“Well? Will no one else try me?” Dozens of hands went up, calls for ‘Me! Me! Me!’ but none caught her eye. Perhaps the bull over there? She had incredible udders, and a sack to rival them. Or that fox with the stringent biceps?

“Me!” One voice, smaller than the others, reached out to her. Casey raised her hand for silence.

“Come forward,” Casey said, intrigued by what tiny creature could raise their voice so loud, yet remain so small. She wasn’t disappointed as, from between the drooping sacks of eager bulls, a diminutive rabbit stepped forward. Her head wasn’t even as big as the testicles on either side of her. Casey’s tail flicked up with intrigue. 

If not for the look in her eye, or the smell pouring from her, the Zodiac might’ve assumed she was a stray from a nearby middle-school. Albeit, an impressively wide-hipped one with balls to match. Not much up top, though Casey was more interested the juicy treasure secreted between those thighs. Just looking at them squishing together like that, she could practically feel them giving under her fingers already. Not only that, but this was an albino of all things.

Ooh, she’d hoped to build up something special for her maids. Forgive me, Margery, but this bun is far too good a find, Casey thought as she beckoned the newcomer.

“What’s your name?”

“Becca!” The rabbit chirped, eyes locked low, engraving the sight of Casey’s flaccid mast and incredible thighs into her mind. The tigress flexed and smirked as those pink eyes widened and her pert nipples pushed out further.

“Well, Becca,” she emphasised the syllables and leaned forward, bra straining as her breasts squished into her lap, “You wish to challenge me?”

“Y-yes?”

“You don’t sound sure. Perhaps you’re intimidated?”

“Yeah, I am.”

Casey arched a brow. Honesty was a surprise, but more so was the tremor of lust in her voice. Fear and arousal often coincided when faced with a Zodiac, but rarely so deeply entwined. She shuffled forward. Becca barely came up past her knee, “Good answer. Now, how should we compete? Hmm… I know…”

“Let’s fuck!”

“Excuse me?” Casey blinked, eyes flicking in a mixture of shock and ire, while her cock flexed of its own accord.

The rabbit realised her outburst, “Um, I mean… I’m no good at anything else, so…” Her ears flattened as the Zodiac rose to her feet, casting her shadow over the crowd, all cooing in lust at the sight of her abs, biceps and the cock that hung between her shins. Her scrotum was compressed by the ball bra, even so they doubled the largest pairs in the room. The eight-foot bulls on either side of Becca suddenly looked impotent in her presence.

“And how is such a tiny bunny going to defeat me in sex? Just look at my cock, little one. Even soft, it’s more than twice your height. Zodiac magic is strong, but even I don’t know if it’s that strong.”

Becca bit her bottom lip and glanced around, as if hoping someone else would step in for her. No one did. Even so, a challenge had been issued and Casey had, technically, accepted. None could interfere by law. Part of her worried the bun would back out, but that was soon assuaged as Becca took a long, purposeful breath.

“I trust your power,” she said and stepped forward, then wrapped her stubby arms around as much of Casey’s girth as she could. Not even halfway, the Zodiac thought and nearly dislodged the bunny as her cock thickened. Becca truly wasn’t worried as she held on tight and put her mouth to use. Just short licks and kisses at first, however they got longer, until she was practically slurping on a vein, while digging her tongue into others as if to lap up the immortal layer of sweat Casey had built up. This tiny creature was ravenous.

Even as the divine shaft lifted higher, the rabbit just stepped back to stare down the cock hole. Casey’s orgasms were strong by design, and frequent enough that she’d permanently gaped her urethra in her time as Zodiac. Something Becca didn’t hesitate to abuse by sticking her fingers in. Casey moaned.

The crowd gasped at that. She’d put extra effort into remaining disciplined since her arrival, no matter how her admirers flirted or overtly offered themselves, not once offering more than a hint of arousal. But this rabbit, not even four-feet tall, had her partway erect.

Becca didn’t seem to hear them. Her eyes were locked onto the purple glans she cradled in one hand. It was erect enough to hold itself aloft, allowing her fingers to search beneath the prominent ridge. She could, if so pleased, use it like beginner handholds on a bouldering wall. Casey held down another moan, coming out as more of a growl in her chest as the bun ran her tongue and lips around the cavernous hole. She’d pushed four fingers inside by then, with her thumb tucking in for a conical shape. An unnecessary one, since her tiny fist would fit anyway.

Once the wrist was inside, she fanned out her hand. The tigress couldn’t hold it in and moaned again, her length swelling faster now. She stared down, across almost ten feet of dick, at the tiny head working at her crown. In her time as Zodiac, Casey had squeezed her majesty into some tiny, tight places that seemed impossible. But this Becca was even smaller than those. It’d be easy to lose the rabbit underneath her cock.

What would it be like to stretch her around it?

Such thoughts fuelled her arousal even faster. The rabbit yanked her hand out and held onto the top as it rose out of reach, yet didn’t stop slobbering. It bucked under her attentions, forcing her legs into action as well, holding on for dear life. It took a special mind to find sexy opportunities wherever possible, and Becca was one such mind.

She held tight, face pressed flush to the spongy glans. Her nose was mere inches away from the hole, then, with a little adjustment, it was in line with it. Just Casey’s urethra gaped wide enough to cover the expanse of her face. Becca pushed her tongue in and traced the rim with it, little body vibrating when she got a proper taste of Casey’s essence. The flavour urged her to push deeper. Deeper. Deeper.

Until her face pushed in the whole way. Casey grabbed her shaft to keep it from leaping up as she hardened to her full fifteen feet. The bunny was just a speck on its end, though no less present as those ears folded back, pushed flush by the urethra closing around her head. This wouldn’t be the first time Casey had cock vored someone, but certainly the first that her partner instigated. It always felt so fucking good too. Though she often wondered what it was like for those on the inside.

Becca had only dreamed of this. She loved cock. Being so small almost shoehorned her into that love, since all her partners were way bigger and their instincts screamed to take control of her, even the few that she penetrated were on top. Not that she minded at all.

Least of all in this situation. What little air that eked through the gaps around her head were saturated in Casey’s delightfully pungent stench. A gust stung her eyes when she squeezed an arm inside, then the other. She couldn’t see much in the darkness, but reaching out eventually netted her an outcrop in the flesh, which she hooked her fingers into. The dank canal clamped down and squeezed the air from her lungs, forcing her to huff Casey’s musk for semen-laced oxygen. 

Once she caught her breath, Becca pulled herself deeper. While this wasn’t her goal at first, that being just to turn herself into a living, breathing fleshlight for the Zodiac, she couldn’t let this opportunity slip by. There were plenty of videos of people with cameras getting cock vored, but only seeing was nothing compared to experiencing the muggy grip of a huge, fleshy tunnel. A slimy stalactite fell before her eyes. She didn’t resist and leaned down to lick it up.

Her eyes rolled back the instant its taste registered. So thick! So sticky! So fucking good! Becca involuntarily bucked her hips, pussy squirting against her heavy balls. She’d been face down in a pool of various people’s cum, even had to blow it out her nose for a whole week once, yet nothing compared to the mind-fucking stink she gleefully inundated her lungs with. It was getting stronger too.

The further she wriggled, the better it’d get. That thought stuck fast in her brain as she pulled herself in. Leftover pre-cum clung to her skin. She lifted a hand up and pressed her thumb and index finger together, creating a dense strand when they separated. If it was that thick, she could just imagine what the real thing was like. Or she could pull her way to the balls and find out for real.

Unfortunately, her hips proved difficult to squeeze in. They, and her balls, were the only part of her body she regularly outmatched others with. She squirmed against Casey’s opening, loosening it, and found a bigger handhold to yank herself forward. It took a few attempts, each one causing the tunnel to close around her, again coating her in residue. A random glob got on her ear and slid down, tugging a moan from her. Lupine ears were usually sensitive, hers especially so.

After some pious wriggling, Becca’s hips were finally inside. The rest of her legs came quickly after that. Wait… she was naked? When did that happen? Or, better question, did it even matter?

She was coated in Casey’s juices, that’s what mattered. No, she wasn’t. This was all just leftovers. Which meant she wasn’t enough for the Zodiac to be properly turned on. Yet. Becca slipped deeper, feet joining her in the warm confines, then kicked and pulled herself deeper. 

She couldn’t hear anything through its thick walls. However, Casey’s pleasure was obvious as the tunnel squished her rhythmically and the scent thickened. She dug her knees into the sides and ground her cock against the floor, fingers and arms always hard at work to pull even deeper. The best part, was that even with her whole body inside, and her best efforts, she likely wasn’t even halfway down. Wait no, the best was how much denser the Zodiac’s flavour and musk got as she progressed.

Becca had no restraint as she licked everything in reach. No one would in that situation. For every drop her cock leaked, her pussy gushed a dozen times as much, soaking the passage. It flowed over her belly and breasts, lubricating the way and bringing her own scent into the mix, though it was nothing more than an undertone. A hint of femininity in a sea of masculine perfumes.

Then the shaft lifted. Gravity pushed her down, all but sliding on her juices, then her progress stopped as she collided with a rising tide of fresh pre. Becca opened her mouth just in time for it to cover her head and the rest of her soon after. Holy fuck, she thought the residue was thick! This gunk covered her teeth and gums, drowned her tongue, and clogged her throat as she swallowed hard. Tremors ran through her pussy as it squeezed around the phantom cock breeding it.

And that was still pre-cum. Deeper, she needed to get to the balls. Ordinarily, testicles weren’t actually storage for semen, but some futa were so prolific they needed it. A kind Zodiac granted that change, though many believe it was because they had a fetish for larger balls and saw it as an excuse. Especially since 90% of futanari needed the storage.

Her own balls were taut with unspent jizz. For how tight Casey’s had looked, she didn’t want to imagine how much cum was packed inside, she wanted to find out for real. She worked her thighs, using all of those supposed muscles to propel herself deeper still, and squirmed about even wilder. The cock pulsed all around her as still more pre washed over her. It clung to her body like glue, yet was slippery enough to slide her lower. 

It seemed to take forever, but she eventually caught her first true whiff of the treasure held within. Becca thrust her hips, sliding her turgid prick along the slimy ground as it launched a salvo all its own. There was no light to illuminate her path, however there was only one way and her nose was more than capable of guiding her. Sure enough, it brought her to a pit. A tide of pre-cum lifted her down into the shallow depths.

Her short fall was broken by a supple surface. She didn’t lay there for long as the ‘surface’ sank under her weight and uncountable tiny forms writhed against her body. Those against her upper body made a beeline for her lower half, but ignored her prick and ass, instead crawling straight into her pussy. Becca didn’t fight her urges and crammed a hand inside as well, the other massaging the spunk into her chest and belly. Fuck, just that felt so good.

The balls were pitch black, Casey’s scrotum too thick for light to penetrate. That is, until a soft glow illuminated Becca’s surroundings. She didn’t pause in her masturbation, like her hand was compelled to move by the legions of sperm, even as she looked down at her glowing belly and balls. The more jizz she shovelled into herself, the brighter they shone. Before long, she could see everything.

More importantly, her sensitivity skyrocketed. All the tiny swimmers suddenly seemed far larger. She turned over and threw her head back as they surged over her breasts, bullying her nipples on their way to her pussy, which gushed so hard she struggled to cram her hand back in. Becca palmed her tits and thrust her hips, cock stabbing through the gelatin like pool. Each of her moans triggered another jump in pleasure that only made her want more.

The level of cum rose as she orgasmed. But it wasn’t just her seed being added. Casey’s own progeny amassed all around until she could see up the urethra, yet more just kept piling up. The opening closed in response, refusing to waste the good stuff before an orgasm, and locked her in. She wouldn’t complain, even when her head was forced under and left her unable to breathe. Becca just pinched her nipple and clit as she rode the waves of orgasm after orgasm.

As if in response to her own pleasure, the density around her increased. She had plenty of experience holding her breath, having been choked on dicks for several minutes at a time, however time was imperceptible there and before she knew it, her lungs burned. It was only a matter of time before she opened her mouth and was flooded with a rush of jelly-thick jizz. Its flavour was enough that drowning no longer mattered.

Her genitals released pressurised sprays in response, even as her nose was plugged with cum and her lungs were weighed down with it. Spreading her legs open, she gurgled as her pussy spread wide as semen surged in like an overly long tongue. Fuck, fuck, fuck! She’d gladly die like this.

Casey had no idea what was happening inside her balls, however it was exquisite. She reached down and snapped the ball bra, testicles immediately doubling in size, yet they felt no less relieved. Palming the sweaty flesh, she found little give even under her might. Dumbbells had been crushed in her palms, yet she could barely make a dent in her own sack. Whoever this ‘Becca’ was, she clearly knew some impressive tricks. 

She curled her legs to bring her feet against the mountains. That left her hands free to jerk her glorious length. The onlookers followed suite, forbidden from pleasuring her until the challenge was over and, despite the rabbit’s size, she still had some fight in her. Though she surely couldn’t last much longer. Better to let her out before she got churned into cum.

No sooner had she reached the decision than Casey was inundated with an ecstasy not her own. She folded over and squeezed her tits against her shaft, panting hard as she dug her feet into her balls, muscles rippling and veins throbbing into view. What was this? It reminded her of the ascension to Zodiac, this rush of power, but… different? Almost like…

Her thoughts faded when she clawed at her compression bra and released her full tits onto her cock. She jerked faster, dug her fingers into her rigid length, only to be dislodged by a powerful lurch.

“Holy shit fuck! I’m cumming! Make way!” Casey yowled and her balls vibrated the foundation of the gym. Her admirers rushed to the sides, their own climaxes timed with hers as she exploded. A tidal wave of off-white sludge bombarded the wall ten-feet away, falling and gathering in a dense pile, before she unleashed more. Then it stopped. Casey jerked her divine fuck-stick, a distinct, lupine-shaped lump moving through it.

“Get out, get out, get out get out get outgetoutgetoutgetout!!!” Casey’s next yell shook the building and knocked several onlookers to their asses, streaks of jizz flying over her length as she unleashed another wave. One that landed with a bone-rattling thud. A humanoid figure stood up just in time to be glued to the wall by a follow-up deluge.

Even for the Zodiac, this was an enormous load. The constant gushes displaced the cum mountain and spread it through the room, slowly consuming people’s feet and ankles. The air distorted as steam rose off her seed, its stench ripening the air and replacing any other scent. Except one. Casey sniffed and her cock lifted higher for the next salvo.

Even beneath all her cum, Becca’s fertility blared through like a siren’s call. It’d only gotten stronger too, despite being marinated in Zodiac jizz.

The tide eventually stopped. Casey relaxed on the bench, wriggling her toes in the tar-like pool, then stood, still hard, and grabbed Becca’s wriggling body from the pile. Strange, Casey thought as she studied the cum-drenched rabbit. She looked bigger than before and seemed heavier too. Must be from the cum, she thought and scraped the thick layer from the bun’s face, finding bright eyes and a hungry smile waiting for her.

Casey reciprocated with her own.

“The tiny bun wants more?”

“She does,” Becca said and licked her lips, reaching down for the cock just beyond her reach.

“Then enough foreplay,” Casey decreed and snapped her fingers three times, an audio trigger for the special feature built into all of her gyms. There were plenty of people much taller than average that shared her predilection for the shorter types, but that made it difficult to find the right position. Hence, complimentary sex swings at every Ripped Cat Gym.

She wasn’t one to judge tastes either, so the harnesses were easily adjustable for taller clients. In this situation, however, they’d be used for their intended purpose; hoisting a tiny slut up to the perfect height. Casey looped the straps around Becca’s legs, binding her calves to thigh, while pulling her arms back to keep her back arched. The cum made it difficult at times, but the Zodiac had patience. Finally, two more ropes crossed over her chest, between the subtle mounds.

Casey hoisted her higher until she could see the rabbit’s pussy winking at her, “Obviously you’re comfortable. Gods, I love a good, eager little slut. I look forward to pounding this cunt into shape, until you can’t possibly marry in happiness. You’ll always remember the day a fifteen-foot dick turned your pussy into a gaping cavern.”

“You’re fucking right I will,” Becca moaned and wriggled her hips, snatch slurping on air. Her scent wafted into the air, even headier than mere seconds ago. Of all the sluts Casey had mated, this one would easily rank in the top percentage, perhaps even higher depending on what came next.

“But first, a taste,” the tigress cooed and ducked down. The swing only went so high. She mashed her nose into Becca’s taint, then unfurled her tongue to cover the whole labia, its sultry flavour sizzling on her taste buds. Oh, yes, easily top five, Casey thought as she ran her rough muscle up and down the folds, then pushed it inside. The walls clamped down on her and drowned her in that glorious flavour. 

She could barely move it with such tightness. If that was the case for her tongue, then what of her cock? The anticipation was enough to set even her heart racing. Casey slurped as she withdrew, then wrapped her lips around Becca’s clit, tongue pushing the hood back and giving her full access to the plump, pleasure bean. The rabbit jerked and bucked against her face, before a heavy jet blasted her. 

“A perfect teaser,” Casey said as she licked up the drippings, cock throbbing with every swipe of her tongue. The chains clinked as they lowered Becca. Of course, being so enormous, Casey couldn’t reach after lining up her cock. That’s what the motors were for, “Prepared, rabbit?”

“I’m fucking waiting!” Becca howled and bucked her tiny cunt against the enormous head, almost hard enough to penetrate. No matter how potent a Zodiac’s aura, the initial stretch was always difficult. Casey flipped the switch and held her cock firm as the diminutive rabbit bore down on her tip. Juices spilled down the spongy helm, its own pre gushed in response, while the motors whirred and struggled. It was faint, but the pussy was giving little by little. 

“Get it in me,” Becca shouted, rocking her whole body to an internal rhythm to hasten her pussy’s ruination, “I need you to fuck my tiny bunny pussy. Give me your tiger babies, Zodiac. Swell me with your seed!”

Casey almost didn’t have a response. Most partners, the new ones at least, showed a hint of reluctance at this stage. This rabbit, however, only got more eager the more her pussy gave.

“Very well,” the Zodiac beamed, “Engage ‘proper slut’ protocols!” A beep confirmed her command. Two new ropes whipped down from the ceiling and coiled around Becca’s hips, yanking her back as Casey thrust forward. The bunny shrieked, but her pussy squirted all over the cock as it punched between her folds and into her silky depths. Only a few of her fellow Zodiac candidates had allowed her to use this feature. None were this small.

Or tight.

The soft insides tenderised her tip as it pushed through. She reared back for another thrust and hissed at the unnatural strength Becca displayed. It almost kept her from reaching the exit. Casey lingered with just her peak inside, then clapped her hands, signalling the motors to whip into action, wrenching Becca back as the Zodiac lunged. Becca’s screams were of pure ecstasy as not only her pussy was splayed open, but her cervix too.

The bunny was rigid as her dreams were fulfilled. Even before those weird tattoos showed up, there were plenty of nights she woke up in her own ejaculate after dreaming of a hyper-sized dong turning her into its personal meat condom. Semen spurted from her member, balls hiking flush against her clit as they unleashed a salvo into the ocean below. The constant waves of bliss supercharged her nerves, not just in her genitals either. They reached all the way to her nipples and even her ears. Just her hair brushing them was another step of pleasure. 

Oh god, her tits especially felt amazing. Only the ropes were touching them, yet it felt just as good as if she were pinching her nipples. And they were… heavy? Becca forced her head forward and immediately flung it back when Casey jabbed forward. An enormous pillar moved her flesh outward, her skin stretched so tight and thin, the Zodiac’s eggplant coloured glans dyed it purple. Veins throbbed up and down its length, all very distinct through her skin.

Her nipples sparked in response, like they were bouncing a current between them until it overloaded. Except it didn’t, the intensity only rose as Casey crammed more and more into her already filled up womb. Becca grit her teeth against the ecstasy and looked down, ears jerking to attention when she saw them; a pair of genuine titties. Not unusual, she knew at least a dozen people with them, but on her? Never. She’d always only needed a basic sports bra.

Not anymore. The teardrops hanging from her suspended body were at least B cups. Nothing special, but certainly welcome and, unless her eyes deceived her, they were getting bigger the further she was stretched forward. Also, were the ropes getting tighter?

She didn’t have time to ponder the latest strangeness as Casey’s cock jerked back, only to plunge forth like a bullet. The Zodiac didn’t give her a break either, now settling into a brutal rhythm as she bucked to and fro. A sawing motion was too gentle for her. True to her species, the tigress was fast and brutal as she pounded Becca into a babbling mess. That fleshy pillar thumped further away each time.

“Got you,” Casey snarled as she curled her massive hands around Becca’s already tied up legs. Her fingers overlapped with ease. Above them, the motors stopped and the ropes tightened further, securing Becca in place for the inevitable onslaught. Looking back, the bunny was treated to the beautiful sight of mismatched skin tones, the tigress’s chest paler than the rest, with mouth-watering pink nipples sticking out. She gulped.

Casey noticed her sight line, “Soon. Just let me…” she leaned over, breaths hot against Becca’s ears, even leaving condensation in their wake. Her nails dug into the bunny’s flesh and tugged her closer, those tits enveloping her ass, “Pound. This. Ass!” On the final word, Casey lunged like a feral beast at its prey and shoved another foot of cock inside.

Becca choked on her own drool. Even under a Zodiac’s influence, her body was still tiny by comparison, and she’d already stretched around over half its length. Every inch tested her womb, forced it to handle still more every second. Casey’s heartbeat pulsated throughout the shaft, each thump further straining Becca’s little body. She was wrapped around it so tight, when the tigress pulled back, it felt like her insides were coming with her. Maybe they really were? And the follow-up thrust caved her folds inward, so her clit ground along the shaft like a skateboarder.

“So tight and all for me,” Casey huffed, still fucking with all her might. Or not, Becca thought as she looked to the arms. Docile veins ran across the biceps, the muscles not working enough for them to bloom. She needed the real thing.

“Come on,” Becca said and flexed her whole body, hoping it would stimulate the cock, “Give me all you’ve got. Fuck me up. Dump your loads in me. All of them. Don’t fucking hold back and fuck my tiny bunny pussy!”

For once, the Zodiac paused, then her lips spread in a deadly grin, canines glinting under the lights, “If you say so.”

Becca gagged. Veins sprouted up and down her throat, trying to force out a sound to convey just what she felt as every inch left outside of her suddenly made itself home inside her cunt. The cords creaked under the force Casey used, and Becca’s own futile struggles. She didn’t want to break free, far from it. Through blissful tears, her eyes travelled up and down the majesty of her condom-belly, almost fifteen whole feet of it. Although… it didn’t look quite as massive as that number would imply.

Casey squashed any such thoughts with swift thrust. The next didn’t come for a few seconds, yet it felt like an eternity for the bunny, who offered nothing more than a pressurised spurt from her cock, which only felt like a drop compared to everything jammed into her balls. They pulled on her crotch like a pair of dumbbells, the kinds those crazy people used to try strengthening their testes. Which was stupid, since it only made them hang lower. Admittedly, Becca had gladly spent many hours with her face in their stretched out scrotums.

For her, however, they were no less loose. They swayed with Casey’s next thrusts and swung against Becca’s cock and clit, nowhere near low or big enough to touch the Zodiac’s own sack. If they filled up and swelled that big, it’d feel amazing as the tigress pounded into her. Especially as the pace ramped up.

Or not. Casey read her expectations and broke them within moments, wrapping her huge hands around Becca’s waist, squeezing tight, then reared back. The extra pressure forced the bunny to grip her even tighter. No matter how prolific her juices were, with that level of PSI even the tigress struggled to pull out. Her fat glans dragged through Becca’s womb, pulsating all the while, until her arms were fully extended. The bun squeezed her kegels and looked back in an obvious invite, one Casey didn’t hesitate to accept.

“Holy fucking fuck!” Becca was incapable of anything but obscenities. Those massive arms were covered in veins, muscles blooming all over like the biggest bodybuilders, pulling with all their might such that she would slam into Casey’s crotch. If not for the rabbit’s plush rear, the impact would’ve shattered her into a million pieces. As it was, the mechanism holding her shook as if a missile had struck and her juicy cheeks rippled like thick globes of jelly.

As Casey reared back, still applying extra pressure, a huge red patch shone on Becca’s ass. It was soon covered again with an even stronger thrust. She didn’t linger that time, however. The ropes holding Becca sent her flying forward as the tigress pulled away, only to yank her back down. Each cycle got faster, more fluid, yet no less brutal. Becca’s head flopped about, whole body numb to anything but pleasure, with a doped up grin on her face.

A miracle kept her conscious as she rode out the Zodiac’s ferocity. That allowed her to witness something just as extraordinary, something that confirmed she wasn’t losing her mind, or that she was. Each wet, ear-squirming clap of their bodies brought Becca’s enlarging tits to attention. While still not huge, they looked that way on her pale, svelte frame. Another development distracted her, barely, from the vicious pounding, that being the restraints digging into her more and more. Like they were trying to torture her.

Or she was growing. 

Casey grabbed her tits before she could ruminate on it any longer. Oh sweet fuck! As big as they’d become, they were many times more sensitive. Especially her nipples, each the size of an eraser, which a pair of fingers pinched and pulled on. The change of grip meant Casey didn’t have as long a wind up as before, however her thrusts were no less forceful, abs grinding into Becca’s increasingly sore backside. She even changed the angle to rub against her. It was almost soothing.

“I don’t know how I missed these, but allow me to make up for it,” Casey growled and hunched over her, then lifted a tit to her lips, snapping onto it like a starved babe. Becca howled in response, unprepared for how fucking good it’d feel.

Sure, she was being fucked by a cock with more than triple her whole mass, and she’d been cumming almost non-stop since this started, but this small addition was something else. It wasn’t just limited to her breast either, seeming to spread throughout her nerves, all the way from her scalp, down into the tips of her toes. All the while, the ropes suspending her got tighter and tighter.

At the same time, was Casey smaller? The absurd pleasure kept her from speaking the question, but her belly definitely didn’t feel nearly as stretched out. At the same time, her own cock was heavier. As were her balls. 

“Ooh, gods why didn’t we meet sooner?” Casey panted against her neck, still massaging her tits as firm as ever, “I’m almost at my limit. No slut, bunny or otherwise, got me to cum twice so quickly. Hope you don’t have anywhere to be, because one round with this pussy won’t be enough.”

Becca whined as those sharp teeth gazed her skin, “I-I got the day off.”

“You work?” Casey asked. The nonchalance of her tone, despite the hastening tempo, was almost as hot as how she suckled and nipped at Becca’s throat, marking her, “Hmm, how about you join my maids? I won’t be Zodiac for much longer, but I’m sure I can keep stretching you afterwards.”

She was being offered a job?

“What... ooh fuck… what’s the benefits?”

“For you? Sharing my bed and being my cocksleeve every night for the rest of your life,” Casey slid a hand down, patting her fat cock through Becca’s skin, “And mothering my countless children.”

Becca had been submerged in her cum. She knew full well how potent every drop was, how densely packed with sperm they were. There was no doubt, if she accepted Casey’s offering, she’d lose count of their children before long.

“I felt that squeeze. You like the idea, don’t you? Being my personal broodmother for life? No responsibilities but to ride my giant dick until I dump another litter into your womb.”

“Yes!” Becca cried and came the hardest so far. Her cock lurched up and shot hard enough to briefly drown out Casey’s heartbeat. The Zodiac grunted, then yelled out as well. Her whole shaft swelled up from within, an impossible amount of cum gushing up its many feet. It wasn’t a single stream, though, separated by the member flexing as Casey bucked against her rump. Each gush bundled up into a ball almost twice Casey’s girth.

Then they reached the peak and Becca got her first divine creampie. No, calling it that did a disservice to the biblical deluge of impregnating tar that inundated her uterus. She was, without a doubt, pregnant from that one load. It wasn’t just her womb being flooded either. There was only so much space, and her cervix was water-tight around Casey. Her hyper-sensitised body felt it as her tubes were spread open from the pressure inside her. Cum raced into her ovaries.

A powerful glow caught her eye. Becca listed her head forward, whole being still thumping with every drop of cum in her womb, each one causing another burst of ecstasy, and found a pair of new tattoos on her breasts. Despite their light, Casey seemed unaware, even as she grabbed them and crammed both nipples into her mouth. Similarly, Becca noticed the sheen on part of her belly, distorted by the cock inflating her.

The brighter it shone, the more potent the sensations. Becca gasped over and over, struggling to stay conscious amid the insanity of feeling her eggs sliding through her tubes. Not only that, but the centilllions of larger than average swimmers all writhing against her walls. Her bonds were crushing her limbs now.

Casey just kept pumping more and more into her as well. Becca’s gut descended lower and lower, the ropes groaned from her new weight, to the point the gears were slowly giving out, lowering her mass onto Casey’s cock. Which still held her up. It only got easier as her belly swelled up to the point of touching the ground. A good thing too, as the strain finally overcame the cords holding her in bondage, all of them snapping apart.

That finally got Casey’s attention, though only when her orgasm wound down and Becca took up most of the floor. Their onlookers had retreated up the stairs, though were still watching and playing with one another. The Zodiac retreated a few steps, Becca’s pussy slurping on her cock as it pulled back.

“Well, that’s… new. None of the other Zodiac’s mentioned this happening,” Casey said and leaned around, taking in the bunny, “I wasn’t trying to make you bigger. I definitely still have my powers. The trade off isn’t for another few days. And you definitely haven’t bested me. Not yet. Any ideas?”

“No clue,” Becca panted, still twitching from the aftershocks, “But don’t stop. Breed me more. Or are you scared I’ll get bigger than you?”

“You still have spunk in you huh?” Casey chuckled, then slammed both hands down on Becca’s ass cheeks, adding the red imprint of her palms, “Don’t let an extra foot go to your head, rabbit. You’re still tiny compared to me.”

“Sounds like pussy talk to me,” Becca said.

Casey’s eye twitched, “Oh, that is IT! My condolences for your family in advance, because I’m going to knock you up so fucking big and fuck you until your mind is mush that you’ll be nothing but my baby making cocksleeve!”

“Then give it to me!” Becca screeched as the cock finally resumed fucking her.

Casey put her whole body through the wringer. She’d gone through weeks of endless workouts, fucked her maids for even longer, yet neither of those incensed her the way this slut did. In the best way of course. Not since she first ascended to Zodiac did she feel this raw, unbridled urge to mate.

Fuck, this slut was testing her like none before. Her pussy squeezed in perfect tempo to her own pulsations. Even her womb coaxed more pleasure from every thrust, which Casey made sure were all at full force. She dug her fingers into Becca’s hips, even plumper than when they first started, and pummelled the incredible ass cushioning her groin. And her pussy was just getting juicer too.

She didn’t question Becca’s spontaneous growth. Stranger things had occurred in that world than growing a foot taller, bigger curves and, though she couldn’t see them, no doubt a bigger cock and balls too. Casey, herself, had undergone growth several leagues more impressive. This bun would need to at least double in size to be something of note. 

Of course, her delicious pussy was already amazing on its own. Nothing less than her best would honour this bunny. She needed to take Becca, completely and absolutely. Doggy style just wasn’t enough. Casey delivered an expert roundhouse kick, leg whipping just inches over Becca’s ass, and span herself around, still balls deep in the rabbit. She, then, ducked low to grab her cocksleeve by the ankles and lifted them up. It was a crude, but no less effective mating press.

Her balls blotted out the rabbit, though she doubted Becca minded. The Zodiac squatted low, balls bearing down on their tiny pedestal, and jumped. Debris fell when her skull collided with the ceiling, while all the loose equipment leapt up as she fell back to earth. Becca shrieked under that force, so loud it overshadowed the smack of Casey’s balls on her body.

So it repeated. Over and over and over and over. Raw power wasn’t the only weapon at Casey’s disposal, though it was a by-product of it, that being her colossal mass and the weight from it. Her feet left deep craters in the floor, her head left a dome in the roof that passed through to the floor above, and her testicles battered Becca until her whole body was reddened. No doubt more important to the rabbit, however, was the marinade of Casey’s raw, breeding stench that the balls doused her in. And that odour only improved as the Zodiac jumped harder and harder.

“Come on rabbit! I thought you wanted this! Where’s all that bravado, hmm?!” Casey’s rhythm faltered when the pussy reacted to her goading. It went beyond a death grip. Every square micrometre of Becca’s cunt and womb bore down on her, with an even greater pressure than Casey’s balls could muster. She attempted a jump, only to be stopped partway through, falling over and grabbing at Becca’s enormous gut for stability. That seemed a trigger for Becca, whose pussy went into overdrive as it milked the entire length.

Casey had bedded the greatest courtesans of the world. Pornstars, whores, all the way down to the local bicycle. Only those she laid early in her career affected her this way, back when she was inexperienced and any pussy would suffice really. Even Margery, the best of her maids and frequent cocksleeves, needed help to bring her to this state. That being one where she was at the mercy of her mate.

And Becca knew it too. Her sloppy depths coiled around her like an anaconda choking its prey, undulating to its own tempo, rolling from the base all the way to her glans, churning up all the jizz packed in with it. The sensation was unlike anything else. Yet she was sure she’d experienced similar pleasures, having inflated plenty of sluts and kept fucking them afterwards. Yet why Becca was the one drawing out this latent ecstasy.

Oh fuck it. She didn’t care enough to question it, not when she could focus on feeling good. Or when a juicy set of balls throbbed against her chest, with a cock to match. Casey tucked her arms in and pressed her tits in tight, then worked her tits up and down. The heat of a fat dick between them went straight to her nipples, which rubbed into the bunny’s inflated belly. She couldn’t help but lean down to the head, just big enough to be adorable between her lips and licked around the sensitive glans. Pre-cum spurted in response and filled her mouth.

Actual jizz followed it right after. Casey gulped it down, gleefully surprised by how thick and gooey and fertile the bunny’s ejaculate was, though she’d be lying if she wasn’t disappointed by how sudden it was. Becca made up for it, however, with endurance. Just when it seemed her flow would end, another surge erupted and the Zodiac was back to swallowing. It wasn’t easy being upside down. Fortunately, she had an easy solution.

Being part of the feline species, even with her spectacular muscles, Casey took great pride in her flexibility. All it took was a little tugging, loosening the stranglehold Becca had on her dick, and she curled in herself to take the little rabbit’s length down her oesophagus. There, now she just had to keep her throat tight and all that yummy cum would go straight to her stomach. Good thing too, since she needed the protein after today. She was already feeling sluggish after just a couple orgasms. She’d need a huge meal later too.

Unless Becca had enough spunk to satisfy the Zodiac’s bottomless hunger. Only one way to find out. Casey swallowed and spun her tongue around the girth, using its dexterity to stroke it to her lust’s content. She kept working at it, rocking her hips in tandem. The pussy slurped and squelched at the smallest motion. And the cock was even feeling like a better fit every time she gulped. 

In fact, her oesophagus was straining a little. Casey ignored that. Thoughts were distractions. She just wanted to fuck and cum. Which she did in short order as Becca’s pussy ripped an orgasm from her length. Enormous loads of cum bunched up and raced through her length, faster than before, until they burst out one after the other. The belly against her head ballooned and swallowed it up, pushing aside all the knocked over equipment and even dislodging the heavier pieces.

Casey just moaned with every deposit. Her balls contracted, veins pulsated all over them like gnarled vines over boulders, while they loudly churned up all the oncoming jizz. Becca, for her part, howled through her own climax, which inundated Casey’s stomach. Her pussy gushed around the girth spreading it, dousing the Zodiac in rich fem-cum. It poured up and into her nostrils, saturating her sinuses in Becca’s fertility. The aroma went straight to her balls and forced an even denser flood.

Nothing could distract her from this. Except one thing. 

Becca grabbed at her tits as they exploded in size. They were nothing compared to her belly, which quickly encroached on the walls on opposite sides as Casey’s seed filled her, but the gap was closing. The nipples stretched well beyond her reach, though with her belly propping them up, she got to see them plumping up. They reminded her of a pregnant woman’s tits over time, except hers were growing right before her eyes. She expected milk to erupt, but her tits just kept filling up.

They weren’t the only thing. With Casey’s balls pinning her, she couldn’t turn her head and look, however the sensations were more than enough for her to tell what was happening at her rump. Though it wouldn’t have needed much guessing anyway. Her ass was, for lack of a better term, blossoming. It pushed against the Zodiac’s balls, competing on surprisingly equal ground as they vied for space. She couldn’t tell how huge they were, though her anus was something else entirely.

Cheeks were one thing, but she never expected her butthole to actually grow too. The knot of muscle swelled up, parting her cheeks from between them, while ramping up in sensitivity too. Her depths clenched up as she flexed on impulse, flesh rubbing into the doughnut ring that felt more like a clit now. Speaking of which, her balls were tight against her bud of bliss, both of which were only getting bigger too.

Then her jaw fell open at the impossible pleasure of her cock growing down Casey’s chest and into her stomach. Did all her partners feel this way when they impaled her this deep? Her tongue fell out as her cum flow increased thanks to her broader urethra, however her balls overcompensating, creating an even greater pressure than before. Which just made everything feel that much better.

She stretched out a hand across her breast and watched it reach further and further away. The tattoos blared at her from across her boobs, as if taunting her. She slapped a hand down on each and shook in renewed pleasure, nerves seeming to shine just like the marks. It wasn’t all ecstasy, however.

“It’s… smaller?” Becca stammered as the once distinct bulge of the tigress’s cock shrank from view. When her womb no longer stretched around, it, though remained obscenely huge with nothing but cum, she seized up. Her own cock suddenly lurched and, for the first time, the Zodiac’s teeth grazed her shaft. They dug in as it bloated even fatter, yet still felt so fucking good. Her balls followed suite, as did her clit and even her pussy.

“What’s happening?” The rabbit moaned as she lifted her head, no longer trapped underneath Casey’s sack. They only rested against her lower back now, barely cresting the hills that her ass had become, and were retreating further away.

She stretched out her legs to wrap them around the Zodiac, who struggled to pull away from her cock. Becca wasn’t about to give up any pleasure, especially as her cunt felt less and less stretched out, though its grip still made for great pressure on her walls. Casey’s arms shoved against her legs, yet couldn’t move them. How was that possible?

Unless she’d outgrown the tigress. Not just outgrown, but overpowered too. She had to know. Pleasure could wait, much as she wished it didn’t have to. Becca relaxed her muscles and the Zodiac slipped free.

“Holy fuck! I thought I was gonna choke on cock!” Casey rasped, hacking up the cum and phlegm coating her airway, “I’ve never choked before, much less on a… dick… What the fuck is this?”

Becca pushed herself up on her belly and looked back, but couldn’t see the tigress, “Down here, rabbit!” She craned her neck further and finally saw the much diminished Zodiac.

“What the hell? How’d that happen?”

“You don’t know?”

“You don’t?!”

“It’s… like you ascended. But I didn’t lose,” Casey rose to her feet, yet her head only just appeared between Becca’s cheeks, and only because of the fat ring separating them. She gnawed on a nail as she paced, her steel-rod of a cock bobbing along, “I didn’t sense any magic either, and the others wouldn’t just break tradition like this. You really don’t know anything?”

Becca stroked her tit-tattoos and shuddered in a micro-orgasm, “No. But… I’m still really horny.”

“Me too. Fuck. Ugh, I hate dealing with confusing crap,” Casey growled, “Shit, my cock is so small now.”

It looked that way compared to her previous size, but still had to be a good five or six feet. And her balls looked to be close to two or three across. Plenty of girth and cum for the rabbit.

“I don’t care, just get it back in me and fuck me hard.”

“Don’t have to tell me twice. Let’s give that big, plump asshole of yours a good reaming, shall we?”

“Yes please!” Becca chirped, then howled when the Zodiac leapt up and penetrated her in the same action. It was a similar, yet nuanced pleasure to her cunt being stuffed. Casey’s dick pressed through the thin membrane and ground into her pussy, even as it pounded her bowels and squished against her much enlarged prostate. Naturally, Becca’s testes lurched up each time to launch a salvo all their own.

Every thrust triggered something in her. The tattoos flashed and her ass felt even better, especially the fat ring that got crushed against Casey’s shredded abs, while her cheeks flattened out. God, she felt every push like a wrecking ball, the impacts rippling through her giant gut. It pressed on her womb through her guts, each thrust evicting a geyser of jizz.

More importantly, her body was growing even more massive. Becca rocked her hips against Casey, who grunted with the heavy, wet smacks of their bodies. Each impact forced her back, cock slipping a couple feet out, only to be rammed in with equal force.

“So good! Fuck me harder! Gape my bunny ass so fucking wide! Use your Zodiac powers and make my butt your cumdump!”

“Working on it!”

“Come on, come on, come on! I feel a big one. Harder, harder, fasterharderfasterfasterfaster!”

“Take my seed!” Casey roared and dug both hands into Becca’s ass flesh, sinking in to her wrists as her balls heaved a literal ton of jizz up into her cock. 

“Yes! Yesyesyesyesyesyesyesyesyes!!!” Becca choked through her chant as the cum shot up her throat, spilling onto her much enlarged tits. 

“H-hey! What the hell… am I… shrinking?” 

Becca didn’t answer, too busy nuzzling against her cum glazed boob. Its scent wasn’t nearly as potent anymore, but still pleasant nonetheless. Her bowels and stomach were full of the same stuff, warming her up all over, as did the strange warmth coming from her tattoos.

“My power… it’s gone.”

That perked the rabbit’s ear up, “What do you mean?”

“I mean I’m a third of my height and I can’t change that! You! On the other hand, are enormous?”

“Am I?” Becca rocked about to try and sit on her gigantic belly, then she could get some bearing on, well, everything. “The fuck?! You’re right, I’m… giant.”

That was an understatement. Becca slid her arms under her breasts and hefted them up, moaning when they fell back against her ribs with a satisfying smack, wobbling like great bowls of jelly. She reached back to spank her ass, watching the same quakes spread all over them. The waves pressed against her new and improved butthole, a welcome addition as it made her moan even louder.

The one thing she couldn’t see was her cock. Balls, not a problem, each globe being no less than twice her former size, but she could only guess at her penis, which throbbed against her rotund middle. There was something else though, a power coursing through her veins that had no business being there. Not in a bunny like her. Not one that wasn’t even a candidate for Zodiac. Wait… did that mean she somehow won the challenge?

“Does this mean I’m the Zodiac now?”

“Not possible,” Casey muttered, vehemently looking down and away from the bunny, “You didn’t win. At least, I didn’t submit or anything. But, your new… size… it’s the only explanation.”

“You smell horny,” Becca said and felt around for some footing, eventually pushing up. Her legs were forced into a squat by her inflated belly, like she was already enormously pregnant, which she probably was, “Come on, don’t tell me a little role reversal is enough to turn you off?”

“No,” Casey bit her lip, no longer able to ignore the giant bunny towering over her, “But this is…”

“Shh, just decide. Pitching?” Becca lifted her balls - each one felt like they weighed the same as a car - and flashed her even juicier folds, “Or catching?” She let go, the resulting slam echoing off the walls, while stroking her mammoth cock. It looked the same size as Casey’s had been. In fact, her whole body resembled the tigress. Hmm… If she really had the power of a Zodiac, then she must be able to change at will, right?

“Pitch…” Casey trailed off when the bunny’s mast stretched overhead, then doubled. And again. Four cocks, all absolutely gigantic, even comparing them to Casey’s former glory, pumped musk into the room. Despite her cock being hard as diamonds, their scent sung to an often neglected part of the tigress, such that she couldn’t help but bend over and present herself like a bitch in heat.

“Let’s go outside,” Becca said, “I don’t want to destroy your gym. Well, destroy it more.”

“Okay,” Casey said and followed the bunny upstairs, forced into a jog just to keep up. Whispers of shock sounded all around them, only to be silenced once they caught a whiff of Becca’s scent. Zodiac candidates had a shred of magic that allowed them to make minor alterations. That was the only reason Casey wasn’t quivering on the floor like so many others. Even so, she was on the cusp.

“This is so weird,” Becca said, looking down around her. They’d moved into the streets, where onlookers stopped and gawked. If she noticed, she didn’t let it distract her, “Now let’s see what I can really do.”

Casey shuddered as the already towering rabbit extended higher and higher. 

“Ooh, this feels amazing. Come on, body, get even bigger for me.”

“Yes,” Casey moaned and jumped up to latch onto a testicle, just in time to witness them duplicating up close, “Grow. Grow. Grow. I want to feel tiny.”

What was she saying? Casey loved size difference with her partners, but that was only when she was the big one. Yet now she was egging this rabbit to reach even greater heights? Fuck yeah she was! People changed. And she’d never met someone that made her feel so small before, not even her fellow Zodiacs. It only made sense that it’d awaken something new.

If that meant getting railed by four dicks taller than most houses…

“Give it to me!”

Becca scooped her up without a word. It was an incredible feeling of weightlessness, being moved so easily through the air, then placed near the head of a cock. She climbed to the head and planted her pussy against it. The ground was so far away, pedestrians looked more like ants. There was no precedent for such a disparity. Even in all her experience, it seemed impossible.

However, she had faith. Faith that her new goddess would give her pleasures unfathomable. Becca’s hands grabbed at her legs, forced them into a one-eighty, then pulled. The earlier ecstasy of dumping so much cum, with such ferocity at that, fell into the void as her pussy was speared on god-meat. Her whole body went limp, mind overloaded with bliss as her gut stretched thin like a condom, just as she’d done for so many others. If they felt anything like she did there, she had no regrets. 

But there were three other masts in front of and at her sides. She didn’t even look at Becca before the titan’s power washed over the area. Those cocks shrank away, then pressed tight into the one filling her, before surging back to full size. Her cunt somehow took that punishment and squirted like Becca had just minutes before. 

“You took such good care of me,” the rabbit said, voice reverberating in and around Casey’s head, “Even offered me the position of your personal broodmother… Allow me to do the same.”

Casey had no time to prepare before she was yanked down, then up and down, up and down. She was nothing but a fleshlight in Becca’s hands, one that filled up with gallons of pre-cum by the second, and got to feel just as good she hoped she made Becca feel. Her eyes rolled back, tongue flopping all about, with her voice broken down into nothing but whorish moans. No, she couldn’t just take it. She had to give back somehow.

Becca was a marvel. Not just to the masses below, but to herself. Even taking the magic tattoos into account, she never could’ve expected this. She woke up ready to deal with work, maybe get her fuck on with that cute new co-worker, then go home and eat a cup of ramen. Now, she towered over the gym, with its patron wrapped around not one, not two, not even three, but four giant, hyper-sized mega dongs. Not only that, but she just had to lean back and she was sat atop her balls. She pumped Casey up and down her members without thought.

Her sack really was enormous. Packed with eight balls the size of buildings, each one was distinct, right down to the occasional quivering as they churned up more cum for her inevitable orgasm. Oh shit, how much could she shoot with these things? Becca peered around her members at the streets all around, flooding with crowds as word of the titan-bunny spread. If she came inside Casey here, then who knew how much damage she’d cause? 

The only course was to get out of the city. Or at least into a less populated area. Wasn’t the empty warehouse district nearby? Her only issue was her enormity. Becca stood level with a building, however that meant nothing when her cocks and balls were the same. The solution? Grow!

She moaned as her bones and muscles extended, skin stretching around all her new… everything. Just growing enormous wouldn’t work, even as her butt rose above the gym’s roof. It wasn’t a super tall building, about twenty feet, which meant her balls still rested on the ground. She get climbing higher, stuck in a squat as the weight of her testes tried bringing her down. And Casey was not helping!

“When did you get so fucking tight?” Becca asked, using one hand to cover the tigress, who just licked at her fingers like they were more dicks, offering nothing but a mischievous glance and a sharp squeeze of her kegels, “That’s how it is? Well if I inflate you and wreck this street, you’re paying.”

Casey didn’t seem concerned by that prospect as she tried crushing the spires between her powerful thighs. That’s what Becca needed. She concentrated on her legs, fully tensed to deal with her unfathomable weights, and willed them to be bigger. Way, way bigger. Her thighs were already in a class of their own, but she needed more. She needed muscles. Strength. Power!

Inundated with magic she couldn’t fully comprehend, her body fulfilled that desire. Striations formed all over her thighs, muscles filling with untold might, while she straightened her stance. Becca groaned as her head crested a small apartment complex in front of her. That had to be at least fifty feet, she thought and beamed as she pushed her tits against the building, then jerked back when her nipples shattered a couple of balconies. None of the glass hurt her and didn’t fall on anyone.

If her nipples could do that much damage… she really needed to go. Casey, with unparalleled timing, chose that moment to work her pussy and body like a sentient slime. It was almost enough to set Becca off. She looked side to side.

“Um, could anyone tell me which way to Iguana Street?” Becca asked, trying her best not to talk normally for fear of blowing out a bunch more windows.

Sasha Barns stood with hands on hips as the electric doors to one of her many new warehouses lifted. The ram beamed, proud of her first step toward making easy money. It took a few weeks to get the loans necessary, but it could’ve been much harder if these warehouses weren’t so cheap. She knew the street had a bad reputation for muggings and break-ins, but that just means more, better quality security. And she could happily break the nose of any animal that tried their luck with her.

That confidence shook with the earth. Sasha braced herself as the vibrations soon ended, only for another to abruptly send her to the ground, “What the hell is going on?!” She got on all fours and crawled for… she didn’t know where. She just knew she didn’t want whatever crazy earthquake bullshit stuff to bury her under a ton of rubble.

It was in her mad dash for safety, that she smelt it. A stench that even the stench of the sea couldn’t drown out. Sasha’s legs turned to jelly as all the blood rushed from her head and into her cock. It erupted past her waistband, absolutely, painfully rigid. She rolled onto her back and jerked her hips up, pushing on them with her hands to cram her member past her lips. It missed and bumped against her nose, a jet of pre-cum erupting up a nostril. Even so, she couldn’t even smell it over that acrid, beautiful reek.

“Hey, uh, anyone over there? You might want to move! I’m, ooh, getting soooOOOoo close!”

Sasha arched her back and cranked her head back to see where that booming voice came from. Her eyes widened. Her cock exploded with no less than twice her usual output, each spurt so forceful it almost burned in the best way. Unfortunately, it left her paralysed as she watched the behemoth approach. Each step rattled the earth and intensified that odour, until the ram couldn’t process anything but the smell and her pleasure.

There was someone among the warehouses. At least, Becca thought so. At her height, while she could see far and wide, the finer details lost a lot of detail. She steadied herself on the various apartments and offices around her as she approached, her eager cocksleeve mimicking a milking machine around her many cocks. It was almost enough for her to reconsider being so huge, given that her nerves were even denser now than when she was just a few inches. Especially at the tips, which swung side to side from her mighty steps. Foot shaped craters followed in her wake as she neared the warehouses.

“Oh shit, Casey! Y-you gotta calm down. Ah!” Becca arched her back and clenched every muscle in hopes it would prevent the outflow. It at least stemmed the tide, only dumping a tiny portion of her burgeoning load. Even so, it was enough to push Casey’s womb several feet forward, before the thick pre was squeezed back down and pooled around her cervix. Becca’s dicks remained sorely defined.

Another move like that and she’d cum. Gotta hurry. She abandoned any semblance of grace in her walk and broke into as close to a run as she could get, racing for the warehouses. Surely so many acres of land, surrounded by more empty space, could contain her load. Though she didn’t have any reference for how much it’d be.

Casey’s balls had been huge and inflated her to fill a room. But the boulders, if that was even a decent comparison anymore, between her legs were easily three times as big and they had to weigh thousands of kilos more at that. Her load was going to be magnificent.

Dangerously so if she didn’t get somewhere vacant soon. Becca concentrated and further augmented her muscles, thighs thickening to match the cocks they supported. Once she finished here, she’d find an actual boulder or a hunk of steel and crush it between her legs. Just to see if she could now. Before that, she needed to cum. And thank gods she finally got to safety.

She aimed Casey out into the warehouse district and grabbed the tigress, “You’re such a cheeky Zodiac. But now it’s time we finish.”

“Yes, Goddess!”

Becca blinked at the title, then grinned and tightened her hold, “I like the sound of that. Now let me fill you with my divine seed.” She didn’t give Casey a chance to respond before sliding up as far as her hulking arms could reach, then yanked her down like a child tugging on a balloon. Only with far more force and a gloriously rich, wet sound as their bodies collided. The former Zodiac let out a ball tingling, blissful wail as her own member shot off.

So it went on. The bulge never shrank much - Becca’s reach only went so far - leaving her cocksleeve permanently stretched out. Her huge fingers fiddled with Casey’s tits, thumbs digging into her ass, marvelling at just how small the once towering tigress was now. Nothing but a fleshlight for her pleasure.

Oh and it was her pleasure. Dicks as big as hers, mixed with a vessel no bigger than the glans themselves, made for a sublimely tight sheath. Casey wasn’t completely out of it either, her impressive kegels working hard. Even her womb had amazing control as it squeezed all around the heads and extracted plenty of pre-cum. Which made the growing balloon around her groin bounce with every clap of their bodies.

Becca was already on the verge when she felt many little touches on her calves and balls. Not slowing her masturbation, she craned her head around and saw them, hundreds of people clamouring at her heels, with dozens having already climbed to her balls, using the veins as hand and footholds. People found their places and settled in, tongues and lips joining their extremities in pleasure the titan-bunny. It’d be nice if one of them could fuck her pussy too. She still had all that cum inside her womb, warming and arousing her, though it didn’t feel like much at her new size.

Her eyes spotted a dazed ram just masturbating among the crowd. She had a thick cock, decent length for how small she was. Becca was gangbanged by a few once and their thrusting power was no joke. But now it’d be like a fly bumping her.

A flood of heat poured from her at the thought. Was she going to shrink down so they could fuck her? No, that wasn’t the case as she observed the ram, now bucking into the air. Each thrust saw her cock rise a little higher, though its girth still greatly overshadowed its length, even as it swelled over a foot larger. Becca bit her lip and widened her stance, using her kegels to flex her pussy open. 

Drops of cum landed all over her heels in response. Well, drops to her. Probably the biggest loads of their lives for those cumming. Another wave of heat rolled over her. Becca just moaned and squatted down, now thrusting in time with pulling Casey up and down. The drops became splashes, then became deluges as a sea of cum rolled in around her feet. That ram was enormous now, cock steadily closing the gap to Becca’s snatch. 

The bunny pounded Casey harder and faster, balls even lifting off the ground with her thrusts as she galloped toward climax at last. She didn’t pause for anything, even as she felt the distinct spongy flesh of a cock on her thigh, climbing higher until it was right outside her pussy. All it took was a downward arc with her next thrust to squeeze it in. Becca howled, voice carrying for miles, while her balls clamped up. She fell down on top of them, driving the ram’s cock even deeper.

“Yes, yes, yes! Bigger, come on get bigger, fill me up! Make me cum, make me cum, make me cum!” Becca chanted, rocking to and fro until she, finally, felt that scalding heat rise up her cocks.

Plenty of orgasms had knocked her out before. Sure, they were usually after dozens of previous ones, however this ejaculation compared itself to every single climax of her life. Each one flashed before her eyes. Her first time after discovering masturbation, her first partner, then her first gangbang and the hundreds that followed. Shit, she was a total slut wasn’t she? The thousands of previous climaxes pumped through her veins in the present until she couldn’t take it anymore.

Her cocks filled with cum and bellowed a mighty gurgling roar. They sizzled where her seed passed through, tingles leading the charge as the rest of her length anticipated the same inferno. Becca’s eyes bulged as her pussy was similarly filled, the ram growing enough to even penetrate her cervix. If she had the power to make others so huge, then…

The possibilities turned her on even further and increased the pressure racing up her shafts. Becca thumped against Casey a few more times, before the orgasm robbed her of control, whole body devolving into spasms. Minute voices cried in their own releases, juices pouring across her trembling balls, all of the people cumming with her. But even combined, they were nothing to the single spurt that inflated Casey.

The tigress evolved from a simple cocksleeve wrapped around Becca’s cocks and became a cumdump of epic proportions. With just her first shot, Casey’s belly slammed into the ground and, partway through, it pushed against the warehouses hundreds of feet away. None of that mattered to either of them or the masses down below. If anything, they were as eager as the rabbit to see the warehouses demolished under a literal ocean of cum packed into their former Zodiac.

Becca got to experience both sides of the bliss as the ram exploded inside her. All that size wasn’t just for show, inflating even the fifty-foot bunny’s womb until it swelled past her massive tits. Impressive on its own, yet nothing compared to the blimp that Casey had ballooned to and exceeded. For how potent her shots were, Becca’s fire rate was just as rapid, pumping jizz by the lake’s worth.

Rock and metal alike crumbled in the face of Becca’s load. On and on it went. Deafening, juicy wet spurts echoed from Casey’s womb fresh waves of semen erupted into the tar-like sludge already present, each loud enough to drown the blissful shouts of the crowd below. Becca paid no heed to the destruction her release caused, only listening to her own pleasures as she filled and was filled.

It continued for minutes, which turned to hours and into days. Each time Becca thought her orgasm had run its course, or that she might come to her senses, the ram would recover and start fucking her again. Even with a cock many times larger than themselves, the ram’s thrusts were no less powerful.

Fortunately, it didn’t last much longer. Even she needed a break after two weeks.

Becca’s cocks slid free of Casey’s pussy with a thick slurping sound. That alone would’ve been enough to turn her on if she hadn’t completely emptied her sack. Each ball had deflated greatly. That made walking easier, though she could already feel them refilling. Her members were coated in a thick residue, having bathed in their own cum for so long. She wiped it clean, her reach just enough to get the worst of it, though it still took her curling them around to get at the heads.

“Now what?” Becca pondered and looked to the sky, clouds now much closer than even when she was on her apartment building’s roof, “Why’d I get all this power anyway?” She assumed it had something to the weird tattoos and dreams. Maybe it was something like destiny?

Yeah, that made sense. Or something close to it, given how little anything else did at that moment. She was the first albino rabbit in centuries after all. Maybe she was a goddess reincarnated? Though she didn’t exactly feel like she had a divine purpose, nor were there any voices or signs as to what she should use her new power for. Unless she already knew? 

All she’d done with it was make herself grow, then do the same for a ram and gave some people a huge boost in production. And, technically, used it to make sure Casey would inflate to the size of an airfield. Speaking of…

“Holy fuck.” Where Iguana Street, affectionately called the warehouse district, once resided now stood a monument to Becca’s prolificacy and Casey’s own fertility. Assuming that belly wasn’t entirely cum. Though even if only a hundredth of it was actually from babies, it’d still break every record.

“H-hey?! Finally awake? Thought you’d never stop,” Casey said.

“Yeah, sorry about that. Uh, how’re you feeling?”

“Like every time I came just got slammed into me. A few hundred times at that.”

“And no hard feelings?”

“About what?”

“You know… about me beating you?”

“You didn’t beat me, rabbit. I may have gotten a little too into our role-play back there, but I never outright submitted to you.”

“Huh, then explain why I’ve got all the power?”

“Simple, you are a goddess.”

“Huh?”

“Is is that hard to figure out? Us Zodiacs were conduits for a higher power, that’s where our powers came from. Well, that’s what the records say at least. But it’s not hard to believe anymore. Not when you’re here.”

Becca idly rubbed her nipple and recalled her last dream, where that giant albino rabbit had appeared to her, “Any records of what this ‘higher power’ looked like?”

Casey shrugged, “Bunch of different ones. Most seem to think it was a rabbit of sorts, one with hair as white at the moon. Kinda like yours.”

“Yeah, like mine,” Becca fiddled with a lock of it, “So, I’m a goddess. Something more than you Zodiacs, right?”

“Yes.”

“Then I can influence this world however I like?”

“Yes.”

Becca grinned and squatted down to peer into the gaping depths of Casey’s pussy. After weeks of non-stop fucking and cumming, she was naturally famished, and this was far too good an offering, “Then get ready. I’m even hornier than before and I reckon a bunch of others are too. This world will never be the same. Now, thanks for the meal.”

Casey just moaned through a bunch of orgasms as Becca guzzled the leftover cum and juices.

In the months that followed, Becca made good on her words and Casey got to witness it all at her sides. The other Zodiacs weren’t so pleased at their loss of power and influence, however Becca assuaged those concerns with a few augmentations. Where Casey had granted the phallus-endowed a boon of an extra few inches, Becca opted for a few feet. Not only that, but she pioneered new treatments with her magic to let people alter themselves more freely. To an extent that is.

Freely manipulating a physical form was something she reserved for herself and those she held close. Like the tigress and the ram from ground zero. Sasha was her name and she’d earned herself a place by the throne as Becca’s personal dildo. While it didn’t sound grand, it had plenty of benefits. Like muscle buffs so she could walk with her gigantic testes dragging behind her. And the honour of sharing Becca’s womb with Casey’s seed.

Of course, they weren’t the only ones that shared the goddess’s bed. Just those that did so regularly. Other worshippers filtered in like ants to a colony, taking what they wanted and leaving forever changed. Casey waddled past the latest groups, all of them now forced into a similarly awkward gait thanks to their cum stuffed bellies.

“Did she thicken her cum again?” Casey asked.

“Y-yeah… ooh, it’s so heavy. I swear I can feel things wriggling around in there,” a girl said, rubbing her fecund middle.

“Sounds about right. She recently got into enlarging her sperm too,” Casey chuckled, “Goodness, there’s gonna be so many young running around next year.” She beamed and rubbed her own belly, already several magnitudes larger than her whole body. Lots and lots of young, she thought.

Through the grand halls, Casey finally came to the door of her beloved divinity’s room. A separate entrance had been built for her, since the doors were no less than sixty feet tall, built explicitly for the goddess. A literal flood of musk bombarded her, the scent so strong it made her ears water and signalled her ovaries to let down all over again. Unfortunately, she couldn’t get more pregnant. Becca could make it happen, however they both thought it’d be a waste to go too far so early into their relationship. They’d go much bigger next time.

Just a few more months. In the meantime, her ovaries would swell with fresh eggs, more being added all the time. A little gift from her goddess to make sure fertility was never a problem. She ascended the escalator to Becca’s bed, finding the giant bunny sound asleep, hair soggy with cum. 

“Becca? It’s time to wake up. You’ve a long day ahead of you.”

“Hmm, long day? It’ll just be more autographs and waving,” Becca groaned.

“And fucking,” Casey corrected.

“And fucking, you’re right,” Becca smiled and kiss the belly before her. It was the only part of the tigress big enough for her to do so, at least without smothering her, “Is the bath ready?”

“You’re cleaning today?”

“Yeah, I’ve been soaking in cum for the last month. Might as well try washing it off. Then I get to feel it building up all over again.”

Casey shook her head, “Such a hopelessly slutty goddess we have.”

“What was that?” Becca demanded, though a playfulness warmed her voice, “Maybe I shouldn’t knock you up again after such talk? Hmm, I believe a few months in my balls will fix that bad attitude.”

“Oh no, Goddess, please don’t,” Casey said, laying the sarcasm on heavily. She accepted Becca as her goddess, a level of being far beyond anything she could’ve hoped to challenge even as a Zodiac, but that didn’t mean she wouldn’t taunt her at every opportunity.

Becca sat up, her own majestic belly coming into view. Casey and Sasha’s young rested within it, waiting for the day they’d get to meet their siblings. The ram also appeared, climbing over her thigh that could’ve passed for a house all its own. Her cock dragged behind her, much too large for anything more elegant.

“Can I go down too?” She asked.

“Of course,” Becca pulled them both in close, mashing their faces against her nipples, “Now drink up. Breakfast is the most important meal of the day.”

“What about you?” Casey asked before stuffing her face with a milky teat.

“Oh, I’m sure you two will return the favour. Especially with a little boost.”

Casey moaned as her cock hardened more and more. It wasn’t just getting erect, but growing too. So that’s how it is, she thought and swallowed faster. Truth be told, she didn’t miss having all her powers. Being at the mercy of such a fantastical being fuelled something else within her. Especially when she was picked up like a doll and had her newly twenty-foot dick shoved down the best throat she’d ever feel. 

Though maybe someday she’d get the chance to manhandle Becca once again. 
