Rachel groaned softly as she stretched out across her bed. A soft moan responded to her, mostly because her ‘bed’ was actually a pair of giant titties. She’d picked up the girl last night, taken by the fifteen feet of cleavage bouncing down the sidewalk. They were almost a match for Rachel’s ass, which nearly lifted her to the ceiling as she sat up.

“You good to walk?” Rachel asked.

“I’m still gaping like a cave,” Mona said, “If I walk out like this, I’ll end up fucking a fire hydrant on accident.”

“I know, it’s so cool right?”

“How come you’re not all fluffy anymore? It felt so nice on my boobs.”

“Only comes up when I’m really turned on. And someone drained me real good last night, so I won’t be going furry for at least another hour or two,” Rachel said and hopped down, “Anyway, want some breakfast? We got the freshest milk around.”

“Sounds good.”

[bookmark: _GoBack]The best part of her sister being the city’s main source of milk was how the house had to be remodelled to fit around her. Doors wider than most apartments, with curved frames to make sliding through easier. It was one of two places Rachel knew where she could actually walk around unabated. That included her guest, who was understandably awed by the fact.

Carmen had done a lot for everyone to make their lives comfortable as possible. The entire city of Robins’ Cum, renamed for its goddess, was a paradise for futanari and women of the more… outlandish persuasion.

“Haven’t seen you around much,” Rachel said while preparing a platter of pancakes. The kitchen was designed around her since Leah couldn’t even reach a sink with her boobs. She stood on some steps, boobs cradled in an alcove so her hands could move uninhibited, while her ass extended behind her to act like a second counter, “When did you move here?”

“A couple weeks ago,” Mona said, sipping some coffee, “I, uh, it’s dumb to say but I just felt like… I wasn’t big enough.”

“You were big before?”

“Huge,” Mona enthused, “Well, by ‘normal’ standards anyway. I was a J cup just a few months ago.”

“Dang, I’d have killed for those.”

“I was happy enough, girlfriends seemed to really like them. But then, she came.”

“That’s how it goes,” Rachel sighed, “So what was it? A feather or surgery?” She handed Mona some plates to set down, since she was already at the table. Rachel would need a good minute or so to turn around without losing her balance.

“Surgery at first. I went as big as possible. Got to an M cup and I thought that’d be enough. It already seemed so impossible to live like that, but I just couldn’t get it out of my head.”

Rachel smiled from across the table as she sat down to join her. That feeling was all too familiar to her now. She didn’t experience it herself, having long since found her ideal size - though she did enjoy growing and shrinking herself quite a bit - but she sensed it almost everyday at school.

“Then she appeared to me. Carmen,” Mona moaned the name, nipples creaking as they swelled in arousal, “I didn’t know what to do at first. I saw her on the news of course, but in person she was just… so much. I think I came on the spot actually. We didn’t even do anything really. She just smiled, asked me if I wanted more and I did. I wanted so much more. I wanted to be as big as her. Bigger even! Then she gave me a feather, plucked it herself. When I woke up, my bed was broken and the floor was cracked.”

“I’m glad you did it,” Rachel said, “Not just because your tits make an amazing bed, but because of how happy they make you. I can see it radiating from your soul.”

“My soul?” Mona giggled, “My, you’re romantic. Almost makes up for you pounding my ass so hard last night.”

“Sure,” Rachel tilted her head, then smirked, “Oh, Leah’s up. Might wanna move to this side. Space is gonna get real tight soon.”

“Oh, uh… sure.” Mona got up and moved as advised, still confused. The kitchen/dining room was enormous, bigger than a penthouse even, with more than enough room to spare despite their enormous sizes. She quickly found out why.

Moving far too elegantly for someone of her extreme measurements, Leah strode in. Rather, her boobs hovered in and announced her arrival. Multiple tubes curved around the monumental mounds, siphoning a perpetual tide of milk away for storage. It was a lull in her production, barely a gallon a minute.

Mona’s jaw fell. A pang of pride ran through Rachel. Only a few people in the whole world could outmatch Leah, and they weren’t permanently stuck with them. None, far as Rachel knew, had grown larger and stayed like that.

But she felt the desire wafting off Mona. The exceptionally busty woman looked at her own boobs like they were mosquito bites.

“Oh hey there. So you were the one making all those noises last night,” Leah said with a dreamy smile. Not much had changed about her since Carmen’s return. She was still pleasantly plump all over, she just had a chest that made leaving the house a whole ordeal. Not that she needed to. On her finger shone an extravagantly carved diamond ring, given by Brit on their wedding day. Which also was the day Leah decided to become the city’s milk matron so to speak.

“Uhh…” A drop of drool landed on Mona’s breast, snapping her free of her boob-induced trance, “Oh! Sorry if we were too loud.”

“Don’t worry about it, sweetie,” Brit said, coming up the rear with her own unparalleled bust. Her sparkly nature was on full display, pink and platinum hair decorated in glitter and pulled up in pigtails to swish and frame her impressively done ass. 

“Did you get another filling, Brit?” Rachel asked.

“Yup. Felt like it’d been a while since the last one, so I figured why not?”

“Didn’t you get one the other day?”

“Really? Wow, yeah, that’s ages ago. Might need to get another to make up for it. What do you think, babe? Chest, butt or lips?”

Rachel just shook her head and looked at her guest. Envy poured off her like a dense miasma, jade tendrils stretching for the couple as if they could steal their size away. Amusing as that would be, there were far easier means available to her.

“Leah? Brit? Mind giving us the room when you’re done?” Rachel asked.

They both glanced at Mona, who was openly drooling over their tits and shrugged, “Guess a goddess’s work starts early. Thank god I don’t work anymore,” Leah chuckled.

“Technically, you’re working right now,” Brit said, giving her wife’s teats a squeeze. Milk flooded the pumps, nearly dislodging them with the explosive force.

“Doesn’t feel like it with you.”

“Aw, babe.” They shared a ‘boob-kiss’ as they called it, where they pressed their bosoms together and made kissy noises. Leah’s tits were supple enough to wrap around a person if she wanted to kiss them, but Brit’s were exact opposites, save for their size. Literal globes stretched out her skin, each one a good few feet larger than Mona’s own. And still they were dwarfed by Leah.

The two got their breakfast and left. Rachel finished her own meal, breathing slow and deep. Mona said nothing, just staring at where the couple had walked away. It wasn’t until the redhead cleared her throat, that she snapped out of it.

“Sorry! I just… they were so big!”

“And you wish you were bigger, right?” Rachel asked, relaxing the hold on her own body. As she did, her hair lifted, two great wings spreading behind her. A pink tint bled across her crimson locks, while fur rippled all over her body, taking a form Mona was intimately familiar with, then exceeding that.

“Oh my go…” Mona gulped, “Goddess.”

“One of them anyway,” Rachel snickered and rolled her shoulders, flexing her wings slightly. It felt good to let this out after a good few weeks of holding it in. The winged-tanuki goddess wriggled her hips, pushing the chair further away. Her silhouette in this form was obscene, she knew. Breasts down to her knees, their curves extending several feet in all directions, and yet they were utterly defeated the swell of her hips, brushing the walls from end to end. To say nothing of her ass squishing through the door or her balls sitting heavily on the floor.

“You’re filling the room, holy shit,” Mona said.

“Hmm, I don’t normally do this indoors. Broken more than a few walls that way, but I figured you’d appreciate it after seeing those two.”

“You’re one of them, then? The others Carmen talked about in those interviews.”

“I am, yeah. Nowhere near her level, of course. I can’t affect reality as a whole. So, if I do help you achieve your ideal self, you’ll need to think about renovations.”

“My ideal self,” Mona repeated, touching her breasts, “And how big is that?”

Rachel shrugged, “As big as you want? Bigger? Want to be a mountain? Our city doesn’t have any real tourist attractions yet, so that’d be nice I guess.”

“A mountain?” Mona giggled, then she repeated it under her breath, cheeks going flush at the prospect. Rachel mostly suggested it as a joke, however she could see it taking root in Mona’s soul, her spirit singing at the prospect. 

“I don’t know if I can do that actually,” Rachel said, “Well, I probably could, but I shouldn’t. Not without Carmen. She’d need to do some tweaks to the landscape to suit you.”

“That’s fine,” Moan breathed, touching herself firmer now, “Just make me as big as you can for now. No wait! Keep me growing. I want to wake up everyday even bigger, to fit in my apartment one day, then be stuck the next, then breaking down the walls in a week.”

“Well then,” Rachel willed the table out of her way, cocks lurching up to take its place. She couldn’t turn in this form, the kitchen much too tight a space, but her length easily reached Mona’s lips, “Drink from my divine cocks and be granted your true self.”

Mona raised a brow.

“Yeah, I know. Dakota thought we needed to have a catchphrase or something when we do this. Last one was ‘drink of our divine seed and be taken to your body’s true nirvana as you become your truth’.”

“No, no. It’s nice. Makes it feel official, like I’m truly making a deal with the devil.”

“I’ll let her know. Now drink.”

After much too long, Rachel waddled onto Saint Puella campus. Her human form was back in place, though that still put her in the upper echelon of the student body. This was the only other place she could fit in without difficulty, mostly because of the broad range of different forms. Other late arrivals moved around her, some galloping, others slithering and a few fucking and walking at the same time. The campus was littered in pools of cum from other trysts throughout the morning, which Rachel had missed.

Oh well, it wasn’t like she was left wanting thanks to Mona.

“So, someone did a little work this morning,” Mary teased when she joined them in the cafeteria building.

“Figured that’s why you were late, don’t worry, we let your professors know,” Ashley said.

“Thanks guys. It ended up getting pretty intense. Destroyed my kitchen.”

“Nice,” Dakota said, giving her a high-five, “What was the gig anyway?”

“Boobs.”

“Classic.”

“But she wants to be a mountain range at some point.”

“Holy shit, what?” Mary chortled.

“Yeah. I said it as joke, but she was really into the idea. Once Carmen comes back, we’ll probably set that up. Gonna cause a shit-storm in the media when we do.”

Rachel looked around at the table of her friends. Incredible only brushed the surface of her fellow goddesses. She still remembered them before their ascension. While the base of their former selves remained - Mary’s fake tits and tentacle cocks, Ashley’s dick-nipples and hyper production, and Dakota’s canine attributes - but they’d been refined, added to and weren’t even their full scale. They usually kept things to a ‘minimum’ in day-to-day life.

Though that meant different things to them. 

Mary was perhaps the most average at a glance. Her blonde hair contrasted nicely against her tan, blue eyes bright around their ovary-shaped pupils, while her tits projected a good two feet ahead of her, resting on the table. Where it got interesting was underneath, where her pregnant belly swelled forth almost as far and was cradled by an army of tentacles. Dozens of balls hung from her crotch, while the chair squelched whenever she shifted her weight, her giant pussy always wet and ready.

Dakota had a more immediate impact thanks to the adorable horns framing her big, fluffy ears. Once a dog-girl, she’d taken on some bovine elements since her ascent to godhood. Her chest didn’t have much on Mary in terms of raw size, but they outnumbered by eight-to-two. They framed her equally enormous belly, nipples poking clear through her barely-functioning shirt, each replete with a fat knot like her twin cocks. From behind, a fat doughnut parted her ass cheeks and bulged out her pants.

Then there was Ashley. Their partner and possibly the most extreme transformation of the group. Once, Rachel knew her as a chubby, timid girl that desperately wanted to be accepted, to the point of throwing her parent’s money around for Gretchen’s approval. Now, she sat with a quiet confidence, augmented by the punkish attire she’d increasingly leaned toward in the last several months. Thick chains and belts, dark, graphic t-shirts and baggy pants. On a less curvy individual, they might’ve made a somewhat androgynous visage.

They still did to an extent. Unlike her partners, her belly wasn’t nearly so big and tight. Nor were her tits. Her hips extended far off her chair, bolstered by thick thighs and an even thicker ass. A trio of thick cocks bulged out her pants, pushed up to pronounce their existence. She, more than most, enjoyed the duality of her futanari nature. 

Zoey was running a bit late, thought that was hardly a surprise, given how horny that futa was all the time. She’d spent a whole day rutting some lucky girls without stopping at all. Those same girls waddled into the room, their bellies hanging by their ankles and bulging with the numerous young kicking inside. Crazy to think it’d almost been a year since Carmen ascended and the world changed.

Rather, the city had. Her power was endless. A flick of her wrist and the world would be like Saint Puella. Reality is delicate, however, and such a broad change could fracture it. Rachel didn’t know exactly why that was dangerous, especially to Carmen, but the fact she was nervous was enough. Instead, she’d go about convincing the globe to accept her designs for them.

Their consent was really more of a formality. Carmen’s presence could infatuate the most repressed conservative into becoming another Zoey within minutes of exposure. Still, it was nice of her to give them the choice. Many even accepted her with open arms, moving to Robins’ Cum of their own volition.

Most started off small. They grew a foot-long dick, maybe some nice tits, and seemed content. Then they’d spend a few days in town, see the possibilities this new realm offered and they’d be swept up too. One girl had come in with about as mundane a change as possible, only packing an average prick with some admittedly perky C-cup titties. When Rachel saw her again two weeks later, she was walking along with three people on her cocks, pushing all the way through, and had a pair getting swallowed by her nipples.

More like her arrived every week. They saw Carmen doing an interview on the tv, caught clips in social media, or had the honour of seeing walking amongst them. Some resisted at first, their teachings telling them it was wrong, yet their hearts and souls knew what was meant to be. A few of the more stubborn ones needed a personal touch.

Rachel groaned around her leg of chicken.

“What is it?” Ashley asked.

“I miss Carmen,” the redhead sighed, “I haven’t let loose in ages.”

“Our bed is always open you know?” Mary offered.

“And look around, there’s like a hundred futanari that’d kill to get fucked by you,” Dakota said.

“I know, just… no one gets me going like her.”

“She’ll be back soon, right? Like, it’s been over a month already.”

“Six weeks,” Rachel said, “Seven this Friday.”

“Oof, yeah, I kinda get it. Don’t think I’d last that long without these two milking me,” Ashley said.

“What if you tried that? Give yourself the same thing as Ashley, fill up and up until you’re ready to burst then we can fuck you until you flood the whole city,” Dakota said.

“Sounds fun, but… eh… I don’t know. Maybe I’ll skip class today and find Stacy instead.”

“She’s gonna be busy today,” Zoey said, finally joining them. As did the current cocksleeve riding her cock. A gaggle of others followed close behind her, all but glued to her balls by the saturating musk wafting off her, “There’s a class of freshmen coming to look around for next year and they’re swarming her.”

“And that’s where you picked them up from?”

“Hmm?” Zoey looked behind her, “Oh, suppose I did. You guys don’t mind right?”

“No, go for it.”

Zoey sighed softly as her already titanic frame swelled and her cock duplicated over and over. The prospective freshmen watched, many pitching an adorably puny tent in their pants or skirts. It only took the horse-futa gesturing at her multitude of pricks for them to go into action. A couple actually refused the offer, preferring to embrace her balls instead. That was a mistake, Rachel thought in amusement. Zoey’s ball musk didn’t come off easily. It’d be a few dozen showers before they stopped getting horny with every breath.

Even her fellow goddesses weren’t immune. Ashley’s tits began swelling, Mary’s tentacles crept over and under the table, finding her partners and pleasuring them. A couple poked around Rachel’s legs, asking permission. She thought about letting them. An orgy with everyone was always a fun time.

“I’ll pass for now. Fuck later though?”

“Of course!” Everyone said. She felt their eyes follow her ass while she walked away. What was with her today? A dumb question, since she knew the answer already.

It wasn’t boredom or depression or a lack of fulfillment. She just wanted Carmen. They spent so little time together lately. Whenever she came back, it was only for a week or two, then she went off again. Rachel didn’t complain. How could she? Carmen was helping so many people to become their true selves.

She tried going to classes, but her mind drifted anyway. Rather than occupy the attention of her classmates, she took to the main building’s roof. It was where she felt closest to Carmen, knowing she could descend from the sky at any time.  She came here for that exact reason more than she cared to admit. And Carmen never showed.

That said, an angel did come for her.

“Figured you’d be here.”

Rachel sat up to properly see Stacy. The woman had embraced her multitudes of matronly charm, jiggling hypnotically just by breathing. In her true form, she was leagues more impressive, though even then she was amazing.

“Not much else I can go to be alone.”

“Oh, I’ll go then. Sorry.”

“That’s doesn’t include you. I like being alone with you.”

“Good, because I need a break too.”

“An actual break, or a ‘break’?”

“Rachel, we’re futanari goddesses. Both of course.”

“Hmm, then I’ll be happy to help,” Rachel said and slid her pants down. They were like parachutes, yet clung to her skin like paint, “Stuff me full, Mommy.”

Stacy made a noise in her throat, unbuttoning her shirt. Each one basically popped loose, the pressure of containing several tits bigger than most people’s bodies was too much. She didn’t even touch the last one, it just exploded and her five tiers of tits bounced into view. Rivers of milk cascaded down her front.

While Leah supplied most of the city, Stacy’s lactation was more boutique. Both for its richness and the effects they had. Stacy was a mom through and through, even if she didn’t have a child of her own yet. She liked helping people, seeing them grow up, and that went into her milk. In a more literal sense that is. One cup of her coffee and a flat freshman went to stacked in a matter of days. The next class would definitely be leaving with some souvenirs.

That was just the power of her first row. Things only got stronger as she went lower, culminating in her cocks and pussy, which burst free when she peeled her own pants away. Her shafts covered the distance between them, smacking Rachel’s chest and face. It was impossible to count them all, each bobbing heavily, and the number usually fluctuated depending on Stacy’s mood and business demand. Most days, she liked to keep a flat hundred. 

“Think you can inflate me over the roof this time?”

“My, someone’s needy today. Is everything alright?” Even as their bodies lined up and multiple cocks sank into Rachel’s warm, wet confines, she still had a motherly look of worry on her face.

“It’s fine,” Rachel moaned, “Just missing Carmen more than I thought.”

“Ah, well, in that case I’ll do my best to live up to her.”

A shadow cast itself over them. The wind blew across the roof, carrying with it a musk that made Zoey’s seem placid. It was a scent layered in unfathomable amounts of sex. She tasted it on her tongue as strongly as if she were licking the source. Her eyes bulged as it descended before her, a mottled pink and black shaft covered in nodes and knots and ribs and spines and veins…

And yet she was more captivated by what she knew was above it. Lifting her head, squinting against the glare of sunlight, and peering over a mountainous bosom, she saw those heavenly eyes.

“I missed you too,” Carmen said. Before the redhead could even make a sound, her lips were pressed into a cock and she was spit-roasted by her partners.

It was bliss. 
