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Article II – On Explicit Erotic Content Either Primarily or Exclusively for Sexual Titillation


1.​All the characters depicted in this book and involved in any form of sexual and/or romantic relationship are 18 (eighteen years old) or older.



2.​All forms of sexual intercourse or romantic expression are between consenting adults.



2a.​Each and every act of sexual intercourse or romance is consensual throughout the entirety of the act, action, or expression. The text will often go to great lengths to explicitly highlight this point.



2b.​This is equally valid in instances of intense or even extreme (by regular human standards) BDSM. In some storylines, some characters are superhumanly strong or endowed, and some characters derive intense pleasure from, among other things, physical fights or beatings, including instances of regenerative abilities coupled with the trait of becoming physically stronger/more powerful the harder one’s body is tested/pushed to its limits. The text is always explicit about the physical/biological nature of its non-human or superhuman characters (for more information, consult item #4).


2c.   All characters are always unharmed by the end of their intercourse or respective storylines. Every expression of romance or sexuality is 100% positive, leaving all the characters better off (physically AND emotionally) than before.


3.​None of the characters depicted in this book and involved in any form of sexual relationship or romantic expression are members of the same family, be it by blood relation (ex.: parents, siblings) or legal situation (ex.: stepfamily).



3a.​In the occasion characters refer to each other by seemingly familial terms (e.g., mommy, mom, dad, daddy, etc.), the context is always playful and non-literal (i.e., banter, sexual teasing) and NEVER depicts or implies real or actual familial relationship, blood-connection, or kinship of any kind.


3aa.   Examples of such contextual, non-literal application of seemingly familial terms are, among many others: §1) Sexual banter, sexual teasing, or roleplay (“Oh, daddy”); §2) Expressions of friendship or fondness (e.g., Two female BFFs referring to each other as “sisters”, two male BFFs calling each other “brother”, “oh, dude, you’re my brother”, etc.); §3) Honorific terms within certain societies, institutions, or context-specific human associations (e.g., “Sister Maria”, “Mother [as in “Reverend Mother”, “Mother Superior”] Gracyanne, etc.); Etcetera.


4.​All forms of sexual intercourse depicted in this book are between humans or human-like equivalents (e.g.: angels, demons, giants, humanoid aliens, mythical or mythological creatures in human shape and fully endowed with human intelligence, etc.).



4a.​All sexual organs and/or genitalia are human or shaped exactly like human genitalia (1-to-1 equivalence).



5.​All forms of sexuality, sexual expression, sexual intercourse, sexual relationships, or any type of romantic expression are compliant with the laws of the United States of America AND Switzerland AND the European Union



5b.​If you live outside the aforementioned territories, or carry this material outside these territories, please consult your local legislation before purchasing, acquiring, or consuming this work in any way. We CANNOT guarantee full legal compliance with territories outside a Western-oriented or Western-style legal system.


5ba.   Generally speaking, if you live in a locale where the legitimate distribution of this material by major international retailers (e.g., Amazon, Apple Books, Google Play, Barnes and Noble, etc.) is allowed, then there is a high likelihood (BUT NEVER FULL GUARANTEE) that this text is 100% compliant to your local laws.


5c.​Possession and/or consumption and/or re-distribution of this text/material in any territory where one KNOWS it to be illegal/outlawed is entirely the responsibility of the reader, buyer, holder, and/or distributor of this material. Neither the author, the publisher, or the primary/original distributor (e.g., Amazon, Apple Books, etc.) is responsible for the unlawful (or potentially unlawful) behavior of their customers.



5d.​Furthermore, all text is compliant with the Terms of Service (TOS) of major international retailers, online servers, social media platforms, and distributors who agree with distributing Adult Content (18+).
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Chapter 1: Busty Bubble Butt Babe

It was the strangest case Jessica had gotten.

Ever since she started babysitting for the heirs of rich people, she had seen her fair share of weirdness and unusual circumstances. "Riches be rich", she told herself, and she paid no further attention to these unique cases. Rich people were not normal people, and thus, they couldn't be expected to behave like the latter. If they didn't, welp, they wouldn't be rich, would they? It's what made them special. "It's what makes them... superior," Jessica told herself, always with a slight pang in her heart and a sizzle in her clit. She grew to idolize the rich. To worship them. To finger herself only to them. Beautiful or ugly, she didn't care; as long as they were rich, her pussy would always be sizzling to her—and this nasty thought brought her a lot of shame, and with this shame, a whole lot more of arousal as well.

She dripped for rich people. She yearned to be fecundated by one of them. "Oh, if only... if only...!" She sighed as she daydreamed her way from gig to gig, picking up her client's weird quirks and precise etiquette, slowly easing herself into their world and earning their trust—and with their trust, more stable positions and higher paychecks.


She had seen her fair share of weirdness with the rich, yes, and her wrist had long started suffering from a permanent discomfort, if not an ache, after the thousands upon thousands of non-disclosure agreements (NDAs) she was forced to sign before her work could begin. Over one hundred thousand pages of incredibly complex, detailed, legalistic documents she had been forced to go through, demanding her silence and secrecy, promising her financial (and sometimes, literal) annihilation if she said a peep about her work to anyone else—anyone poor, that is—and yet, despite all this, she wasn't prepared when this latest case fell on her lap. Her thick, juicy lap.


It was over ten thousand pages that she had to sign, and she was paid in advance to spend a whole month just signing them, then sending them off to be co-signed and notarized by unreasonably expensive lawyer teams. "Like... unreasonable!" She told herself, feeling her heart skip a few beats when she researched the salaries of those lawyers who'd been sent to handle her.

More than the iron-hardness of the legal demands, her compensation was out-of-the-world shocking. She had gotten used to being paid five figures a month (plus all other expenses taken care of) as late as her last year in college, and she had managed to pay off her student debt in under one year after graduating with her useless liberal arts degree (good university, though; the status, too, made her clit tingle), but that latest compensation was enough to raise some red flags. "Surely, this is too much even for them!" She wondered, seeing the eye-watering amount that was promised to her, effective immediately. "One hundred grand a month??" Plus all expenses. "Are they hiring me for escort services too??"

Wouldn't be a shock. Her very first client proposed to her in an, let's say, less than discreet manner. If nothing else, Jessica was worth every penny in boobs, butt, and juicy thighs. She had considered, long ago, opening a porn account or selling her body for cash. "I'd probably have made even more money," she wondered, and sometimes, damn, she regretted not having taken that route. As far as the paths to riches went, a woman could always count on her holes to reach the top of the social pyramid. "Still..."

She chose not to. Not out of any sense of modesty, she came to admit, but because of cowardice. She not only had a pussy, you see, but she also was a pussy. "Anyway," her pussy tingled and her panties got wet as she re-read those documents again and again. "I guess... I'm mature now." She stood up to have a good look at herself in the mirror. "I'm horny for rich people, even the old and ugly ones. Maybe... hmm... maybe..."

She stood before the mirror in her bedroom and admired her form, her shame. Breasts overwhelmed her torso and pushed out her blouse, which was always tight around her. "Damn..." She smirked and held one tit with one hand. Her long and delicate arms shivered as she tried to push the fatty bag of milk up, but the many ounces of fat, juicy orb flowed over the sides of her hand and ate it up. Her hand disappeared into the flesh of her tit, and in the reflection, it looked as if the tit was some sort of horror flick monster that wanted to eat up her whole limb. "Mmph! So fucking heavy!"

She took deep, quick breaths and focused. Her breasts wobbled loudly when she dropped them, and even just breathing, she made those heavy bags rumble like they were metal tanks full of heavy, creamy liquid dangling from the ceiling of an abandoned warehouse by heavy iron chains: Bwooom!! Bwooom...! They were always rumbling, always bulging and booming, and the milk inside them made itself known by sloshing and churning just as loud, spraying out of her nipples when she lowered her guard and stopped focusing, meditating... "Calm now. No making a mess!" She told herself, and the milk swirled aggressively inside her bags, giving her tickles.

The blouse was stained around her nipples. "Another one!" She rolled her eyes, but kept the shirt on. She had wasted over a dozen pieces that week, and she was in no mood to do laundry again. "Fucking tits!" She moved slightly left and right, admiring the monstrous size of those colossal balls on her chest. Her breasts were so overwhelming that they pushed themselves to her sides, unable to share a space in the middle of her torso: the right tit bent further right, and the left tit, further left. Their incredible weight (over sixty pounds for each tit, last she measured them!) meant that each tit sagged a little downward, though both tits were as jovial and healthy as tits could be. "Hmm. Almost looks like I got implants." For what they were—the most colossal tits she or anyone had ever seen—they were surprisingly upright, and their teardrop shape could only be described as... flawless. Not hard-rock stones like pure silicon balls slapped onto her torso, but instead natural boobs full of baby-nurturing milk, the type of breasts that were written about in song, but that no one ever thought could be real. "God breasts," she told herself, and her chest became even more immense as it swelled with pride. "The tits of a fertility goddess, I have."

How much were those tits worth by now, she wondered? Ten million? Twenty million? A single porn account focusing on just her tits could yield her this much. It would allow her to stop fantasizing about rich people and actually, you know, becoming one. "But... but..." She muttered softly, priding herself on her modesty... and her virginity.

The breasts bounced and roared as she moved one step away from the mirror and watched her full body. Twenty-four years of age, she was now, though she looked not a day older than eighteen. "Younger, actually," she muttered again, now with a naughty grin. Her body had matured early... and never quite stopped maturing. Her tits grew bigger each year, her ass more astounding, her hips even wider (while her tiny waist remained the same!), and her height was starting to make her uncomfortable, as she was never really "okay" with being a tall girl. "Six feet is too much!" She had measured herself a few weeks prior, and unless her body stopped growing, she's easily clear six feet and one inch by year's end, then six feet and two, maybe three inches by her next birthday. "I really, really don't like being this tall!" She stomped her feet on the ground, and her breasts jumped loudly and aggressively: BWOOM-BWOOM-BWOOM-WOOM....!!! The dark spots on her blouse grew. The flow of the milk inside her monster tits was so intense, and its pressure so great, that it gave her a pang of pain and a burning of intense discomfort. "Ouch! Ouchie!" She tried moving as little as she could, looking straight at those tits and wondering... "Ah, fuck! What the hell am I supposed to do with these??" Liking it or not, she had to admit that her great height, with a proportional growth everywhere else in her body, allowed her to hold those colossal mammaries on her chest. Surgery was unthinkable, no matter how badly they (often) hurt her. "These tits... fuck. Even I must admit that they are a thing of beauty!" Moving very slowly, spending a whole minute to raise her arms, then turn left, then right, Jessica fawned at the turgid, round shape of her obese tits and added darker spots on her panties, arousing herself with the realization that... "Fuck yeah. I'm a sex goddess!"


A sex goddess with no sex, sure. Somehow, she had managed to keep herself virgin. "And what for, I wonder?" Jessica had to come to terms with the fact that she was arrogant. Prideful. No man had ever been good enough for them. "Even the studs!" She cried, wondering if the six-feet-six-tall, muscle-bound college athletes from good families that she rejected in school weren't really the best fit for her. She wasn't even personally repulsed by girls who fucked every swinging dick that came their way. She was... just... "Too prickly, I guess." With a shrug, she startled herself with the sound her giant breasts made. She gave another step back and admired more of her curvaceous, appetizing form. "Fifty million. I'd make fifty million in a month if I sell this online!" She stared deeply at her reflection... and drooled over her giant breasts by dropping her jaw really low, going lesbian for her own form in a way she had never gone for anyone else. Not even the tallest, hardest studs had elicited that reaction from her. "God... damn!" Maybe she was asexual, who knows? To be frank, it would be the perfect poetic irony: "The most sexually-charged, erogenous body," she licked her lips and turned, turned, turned... "The most pornographic physique... unwilling to be fucked! The most erotic succubus given flesh, given virginity as well!" She stopped, and as she laughed, her breasts hurt her again with the loudness of their milk and the strength of their bounces. "What else can this be but cosmic irony? Oh, the gods are probably having a big laugh with this!"


She was virgin still, yes, and it was probably because her body was just too good for anyone else. As stated a few times already, not even the tallest, most handsome, chiseled studs from college or high society had impressed her or intimidated her. She had seen their fat, long penises (with one heir having at least eleven inches of impressively thick, veiny dick!), but none of these penises stirred any vigorous reaction out of her, nor did the handsome, muscular bodies these dicks were attached to. "Fuck. I might be asexual!" She wondered, but then again, the intense sizzling of her pussy proved otherwise, and when she focused her gaze on the tight space between her inner thighs, damn, she got another proof that she was horny as well, and intensely sexual!

A little droplet of creamy honey appeared at the tip of her light blue panties, and then... it didn't "drip", not really, but instead it stretched itself long and thin until it merged with one of her thighs and slid down, down, slowly down toward her foot. "Hmm. Yum!" Running one finger along her thigh, she dragged her nail along the fatty flesh, and sizzled at the touch of her tender muscles and perfectly calibrated fat. Her legs were stupidly thick. They were always wobbling and booming like her tits even when she was still. "Fuck..." Dragging her finger along one thigh, she became wetter. The juices piled on her pussy, and she felt her tight lips drowning as the dark spot on her panties became so, so much bigger, so much quicker! "Goddamn!" She pulled her finger up, and the long line of pussy cum didn't break, but instead was stretched out indefinitely as if nothing but a hard yank could really split it.

Her groin was burning as the fat on her belly rippled, tiny little waves traveling upward on her body by the strong pulsations of her vulva. As the silence became intense, almost deadly, she heard the flow of the milk in her breasts, then the hearthrob-like thuds of her cunt: Boom! Boom! Boom!! The dark spot grew until it took over her panties. Her body, pearly white, began to redden with the heat. "God... damn..." Moving around uncomfortably, Jessica spread out her legs to give her thighs a bit more space and comfort, but... "So much fat!" And so much muscle! Her thighs were tremendous, and even with all that muscle and fat, she could see the cheeks of her butt on her front! "I've got so much fat... everywhere!" She moved her hands behind, grabbed her butt, pulled it up, and then... she let it go.

Wobble-wobble-wobble-boom...!! The wooden floor creaked as her buttcheeks bounced and wobbled, and their weight added power to their bounces. "Jesus almighty fuck! I'm... too fucking juicy!" She smirked, and then she realized, once again, that her heat had grown too intense to be managed. "God... fucking damn." Breathing out more quickly, she checked around her room to see if there weren't a lot of bedsheets nearby (she didn't want to ruin more of them), then she slid her fingers under her shirt and pulled it up. Her breasts burned as the cloth was tightened around her torso, and then they became too loud as she spent over a minute trying to take off that shirt. "God... damn it!" Despite it all, the milking was contained. Her lactation was reduced to a minimum whenever she focused really hard on keeping all the milk back—but also, her arousal helped it somewhat, as her entire body became "tight" and "stiff" in the beginning of her horniness, before the eruption of liquids was unleashed!

The pussy dripped on the ground. Well, again, "dripping" wasn't really the term. A long line of juice oozed from her panties, which were completely drenched at this point, and this line became thicker every second, after her vulva throbbed: Pump! Pump! Pump! Her pussy pulsated visibly, and her sounds were loud enough to be heard by anyone, anywhere in that room. "Fuck, so hot!" She cast her shirt aside and admired the giant, heavy, and hot tits in all their naked glory. She wore no bras, for she never needed to. "Fucking monsters, you are!" She licked her lips as she admired her monster gazongas, and then she spread out her feet even wider, almost as if mounting an invisible pony, but even with her legs separated the furthest, her inner thighs always rubbed together. In fact, there wasn't a hint of space between her upper thighs, and the overwhelming fat and muscle was squeezed together almost all the way down to her fucking knees. "Colossal kickers, these legs of mine!" She admired their sculpted muscle, which jumped over the fat whenever she flexed her legs really hard. She wasn't fat, really, but her muscles were so well-hidden that, to the casual onlooker, yep, she looked like the most bootylicious white girls this side of Harlem. "Fucking... cheeks!"

She played with her colossal ass, made it wobble. The ground creaked and the room shook as her ass and tits jumped and danced. Her belly, too, bounced adorably. She had quite a bit of fat around her belly button, and even her Venusian waist didn't take away from that adorable tummy, so prominent, wobbly, and lickable. "I must have a really good womb," she told herself aloud, "With all this fat so perfectly distributed along my body." Turning left, then right, she gasped at how outrageous her curves looked: her breasts looked like mountains three times the girth of her torso, and her ass was somehow even more colossal, though the greater thickness of her lower body bade its prominence less outrageous, sometimes like twice her girth down there. "Fuck!" Her upper thighs were thicker than the shoulders of most men were wide, and again, they became even thicker when she flexed her muscles and made her legs as hard as they could get, with special attention to her calves, which were one of the most muscular parts of her body, somehow. "I've got a lot of power in this body!"

Feeling more at ease with herself, Jessica stopped for a moment and looked down, between her legs, where she saw that a puddle had formed—and was slowly growing. Slush... Slosh... Slosh... Her pussy pulsated powerfully, producing ounces of those juices, and the room was filled with the scent of her womb, which she realized was fertile and ready for breeding. "God... damn..." Tugging her breasts with one hand, she guided the other hand down to her pussy. The cloth of her panties was damp and soft. She placed two fingers in the middle of her enormous, yet iron-hard lips and pushed the panties inward, squeezing loads of those thick juices out of the mound. Gush! Gush! Sluursh!! Her legs were drenched by the juices. Drenched! The outflow of cum became so big that, finally, her pussy actually *dripped* on the floor... though this dripping was more like a little rain, and the fat, hot, thick juices made little sound as they joined the puddle, so sticky and creamy, even steamy! "Fuck... hell..." The curvy woman rolled her eyes and smelled the air deeply.

She could feel her womb. Her uterus, her ovaries... she could feel them all! Unlike regular women, she was always ovulating. She had her period once every few days, and her uterus renewed itself literally twice or thrice every WEEK—though, thankfully, without the hormonal crashouts that always followed these changes in every other woman. "It was like... I was made... to breed!" Jessica surprised herself with her words, for she wasn't often this frank—but, whenever she was, she knew he had a very hot, steamy night ahead.

When she opened her eyes and looked at herself in the mirror again, her face had changed. She stopped being a little girl and looked, instead, like a seasoned cougar. A sex goddess who was now truly in charge of her sexual desire. "Fuck. I'm a beast." Her breasts jolted with her heartbeats alone as she pulled out her hand from her pussy, which had "eaten" most of her panties, and she looked at her palm as it was drenched in loads of her womb cum. "Fuck." She pulled her palm closer to her face. She smelled it. She licked it clean. "Fuuuck..."

Her mouth was instantly hot by the cups of those juices—and they were cupfuls, indeed, enough to fill up the whole mouth and bloat her cheeks. The puddle grew until it touched both her feet on the ground, and her pussy throbbed more loudly as she licked and licked her hand repeatedly, thinking that it would never get clean, and it took her two minutes of licking until the final vestiges of her pussy juice were (mostly) out of her skin. "God almighty!" She grinned and winked at herself in the mirrors. "Or, I guess I should say, goddess almighty." She raised her chin. Her breasts swelled up, more immense, and droplets of milk began to drip from her swollen, hardened nips. "I am definitely not normal. This body was meant to breed and fecundate." She gasped, getting redder and wetter thanks to these words. "I am absolutely a pornographic character come to life. My body is meant not for men, but gods!" She stretched up her breasts, and her breasts, rising up, squirted out their first big loads of milk for the night. "God! Look at the mess that I make!"

As she prepared for another night of steamy masturbation, a sound came from the desk. Her phone. Vibrating. "Whatever." She rolled her eyes and continued to play with herself. "Too busy now." It was probably the lawyers sending back the latest documents. Tonight was the last batch she had to sign. She had intended to finish up all this bureaucracy tonight, but sadly... "I guess tomorrow, eh?" She winked at herself, gasping at the increased size of her tits (were they growing?? She could swear they were even heavier now!) "Mommy needs to see what she's working with." Turning to one side, she slid her palm up and down her colossal buttcheek. "Oh, my! This ass was made for horses!" She gasped—but she owned up to it. "I mean it!" She turned again and looked at herself in the front. "Like, ten inches of dick is not enough for all this mass!" Carefully, she placed her hands on the sides of her boobs and... squished them... squeezed them... pushed them together just a little... and then... Squiiiirt!! Several ropes of milk were squirted out of her tits, and they splashed loudly on the ground, halfway to the mirror, as she gasped and contemplated the lightness of the squeeze. Like... she hadn't squeezed the tits at all, yet they already gushed with those juices! "I need a horse. A bull. A real stud to fecundate me." Releasing those tits just as slowly, she looked more and more like a succubus in the reflection. "Two digits of cock is not enough for all this meat." Staring at her pussy, she noted how perfectly sized it looked for farm animals, not really farm boys. Mere human dicks simply could not measure up! "Maybe the reason I'm still a virgin... is because... I wasn't made to breed with humans." Her hands traveled over the fatty folds over her throbbing womb. "My womb is too big to hold mere babies. Instead, it was meant to hold much stronger, bulkier beasts!"

Her fleshly curves made a lot of noise as her entire body wobbled and danced with waves of fat rippling along her skin. Drawing a deep breath, she placed both of her hands under her bosom and... "Damn!" She almost shed a tear of pure delight as she felt her arms burning with the tension, the pressure, the strength that was required to support those two titanic, colossal mammaries. "I'm as endowed as a cow!" She purred, savoring the saliva that slid back and forth from her tongue as she rolled it left and right inside her mouth, making bulges on one cheek after the other. "Is this how a man feels when he's got a double-digit cock?" She purred, and then she frowned, a disgusted countenance briefly flashing on her face. "Yuck! My breasts are far, far larger than this!" If she were a man, those breasts would mean a penis far larger than merely two digits. "A man who had an eleven-inch cock is a big dude... compared to average dudes." Her ears rang with the powerful noises that sprawled so thickly from the depths of her fathomless udders. "But I cannot be compared to an average woman." Her face shone with a demonic grin. "I am so, so much better! I am so vastly superior!" Her breasts bulged and bounced, and the milk spilled over everywhere, spraying the mirror a bit. "If a man had dick the same way I have breasts, his dick wouldn't be a mere two-digit fucker, but instead... two feet!" Her bosom bulged out, one breast bouncing upwards and the other jumping down, both tits acting like waves even after she had stopped hopping. "Fucking immense!" She gloated, and the throbbing of her pussy drew a deeper moan from her. "Aah..." Her eyes rolled up. The slime slithered more thickly from her panties.

The cunt was eating up said panties. She looked at it, unable to see it under her boobs, looking instead at the reflection, and... "Hot damn!" Her pussy lips had grown. They ate up more of her panties with their hungry mounds, almost like a giant mouth under her belly folds. "Fuck! I'm so... fertile!" She blushed, and her supermodel-like face blushed redder than ever, like a lamp being turned on. The feelings... the sensations... "Fuck!"

She could feel the cells in her womb. "Oh!" The sheer energy burning in her oven. "Damn! Damn!" She panted, and spit slid down from her tongue to her lower lip, then her fat, fat, fat-as-fuck tits. Bwoom! Bwoom!! The tits bulged as the saliva burned them, piling into a little puddle over their immense—and I mean IMMENSE—crack. Jessica felt her heart racing. She knew she had a heart twice as large as the average human. Her doctors had told her as much. Also, she had a womb. A bigger, stronger womb than those of any other human female. "We've never... oh..." She remembered the words of her doctors, yes, who struggled with their own stammering as they beheld the formidable organ on the X-rays and other similar examinations: "Shit! I'm sorry, Jessica, but I confess... I'm out of words!" She could feel their arousal, as well as the jealousy in the eyes of the nurses and the female doctors. "We've never seen something like this. Y-your womb..." They gulped. "Your womb is four times larger than that of an average woman," Jessica remembered well the fear in their voices—and the bulges in their pants. "We've yet to take exams when you are... you know... ovulating." She watched their pants closely. The bulges swelled, and their penises jumped and engorged inside those pants. Oh, she knew it! She felt the hormones rushing through their bodies, filling their minds, begging those men to pull down their pants and fuck the ever-loving shit out of her.

Her body wasn't meant to be admired or even respected. From cradle to youth, she had been born and bred for a single purpose: breeding! The act of breeding itself!

Jessica came to embrace this power, though she hadn't yet come to use it. "We've yet to run some exams on you when you're ovulating, b-but..." Jessica reveled in the sweat dripping from those doctors' foreheads. "It's possible your womb gets even bigger when you are... you know..." Napkins over eyes. Their old, frail hands trembling! "When you're ready to bear children."

Jessica's womb grew twice its size when she was ovulating. Ten times the size of the womb of an average (non-ovulating) woman. Immense. Titanic. Proportional to her tits, ass, and fatty thighs. Her overgrown womb often made her sick when she was younger (which is what prompted her to go to the doctors in the first place), but as she matured and became ever more like a woman—a super woman! A fertility goddess—she not only resisted the power and heat of her womb, but ruled over it! Tamed it! Imposed her will upon it. "I'm close to ovulating again," she realized, having had her period only a few days ago. "I can see my babies." She looked at the mirror.

She referred to her ovaries. When her womb was swollen and fresh, and her pussy leaked out juices endlessly, for no reason, she could spot her ovaries on either side of her hips, throbbing like hearts, and her entire womb also bulged out through her skin. "Fuck!" The first time she had seen this, she was scared. Her womb grew so much that it pushed out all her other organs. When she was younger, again, this made her especially sick. It was also why she could never eat a lot, for her stomach was always constricted by her overgrown baby-maker. "Fuck! I am a beast!" In time, though, she learned to enjoy this. "I am a superhuman!" She realized and took pride in this fact, just like a teenage boy who, having been endowed by the gods with a superb penis, grew to accept, love, and then flaunt his mule-like cock whenever he could.

Every inch of Jessica's body brimmed with its near-divine purpose of breeding. She was less human and more machine. A biological machine who'd been crafted by the gods to spend her waking hours fucking and breeding, pooping out children, then fucking again, getting bred with thick, copious creampies, and making babies like a queen bee. "I am a goddess. My genes..." She stopped herself and blushed again. Her pussy was loud: Spluuurt! A finger-thick rope of slime sprouted from her fat vulva. Her words became lustier. More profane. "To the hell with it!" She raised her chin and embraced her inner demonness. "I am like this because... I am superior. And I am superior because..." The word made her Adam's apple shiver in her long, elegant throat. "I have superior genes!"

Her body rumbled with the admission. One thousand little waves traveled all over her skin. The fat bulged and danced, very lively. There was a hum springing from her form: Rrrrmm!! The prodigal daughter returned! She was embracing her divinity—a divinity that was shaped by superb genes, stronger blood. She was a Nazi experiment come to life—and she was utterly triumphant! "Fuck! I guess... the Nazis were right. In part." She turned around as slowly as possible, avoiding rocking her room too hard with the bounces and wobbles of her curves. "Some human beings are inherently better than others, and they are better because they have better genes! I... I have the best genes of any woman. The fattest breasts producing the most milk, and the biggest buttcheeks clapping louder than those of any African matriarch, any loud-mouthed Harlem big momma! My body..." She gasped. "My body is shaped according to my genes, and my genes are the most expensive ever acquired by any single organism! My m-mom... m-my dad...!"

Her entire form shivered, and the room shook slightly with the heavy motions of her one thousand curves, like a slow-burning earthquake. The tectonic plates of the earth were slowly shifting—and they were shifting because of her! She and her incredible, immense form, all made possible because of her superior genetics! "Mommy. Daddy." She muttered, and then her arrogance was tempered somewhat. Tempered by tragedy.

Orphan, she was. Never knew her mom, never knew her dad. Her family was a mystery. Eventually, she realized there was no way she could have a family. "If my parents were in any way like me—triumphant specimens of the human species—they would have been the most perfect human beings alive, and I think... well, I wonder... well, I doubt we could have lived a happy life together with all the jealous eyes and envious, petty little souls that surrounded us." She spoke out loud, and at this point, yep, she realized that she was talking to herself—and she cared about it not a bit! "Gods know how much I suffered because of my superiority." The spits. The beatings...

Sigh. They had made her stronger, anyway. Not foolish like every other hot girl. In time, she learned how to defend herself, and her superior body wasn't just for show; that is, it wasn't just to be penetrated by horse cock and flooded with bull semen. No. She had a lot of muscle underneath. "Hmm. I wonder..." She turned her gaze to her bed and, with her tits wobbling left and right, she walked towards it, feeling her enormous butt cheeks clapping when she leaned down and grabbed one of the two upper legs of her bed.

She lifted up the bed effortlessly. Braaaam!! Her breasts jutted out as the plates of muscle on her chest swelled and hardened. "Damn. Fuck!" Her long arms, very thin, but smooth with perfect amounts of fat, rippled and thickened with tense, corded muscles. She glanced at herself in the mirror, and she saw that her arm, her shoulder, and her back were very lean and well-defined. She was ripped like a juiced-up bodybuilder, surely not, but she had very beautiful, strong muscles underneath all those layers of sexy fat. In fact, she was probably stronger than 99.98% of all men. The bedframe, raised above her head, over seven feet above the ground, was proof of it. "Holy shit." Scratch this last estimate. 99.98%? Nope. Considering that she didn't break a sweat, that she didn't even shiver as she lifted up her entire bed by a single one of its legs, this number was most likely... "One hundred percent!"

Slowly, she placed the bed back on the floor. Her breasts squirted out milk into two puddles on the ground when she bent down. They burned and hurt her a little. "Ugh!" She dropped the bed and moved away. Her body rippled and boomed with power. She felt hot and pumped. Angry. Horny. Like she needed to fuck one hundred bulls to get that demon out of her pussy. "Fuck! I'm ripped!" She went back to the mirror and... no, she wasn't. She was the fattest, juiciest piece of meat in the world. The biggest-breasted and largest-assed, widest-hipped woman alive, and as she looked at herself again in the mirror, massive jugs jutting out sideways, sprinkling milk all around, she didn't see one fiber of muscle over her hips. "Hmm, wow." She had this hidden strength that, unlike her womb, rarely showed itself to the outside world. She was the physically strongest creature alive, yet no one would know it by looks alone! "Hmm. Serves those bitches right!" She purred to herself as she went back to turning left and right and admiring her profile in the reflection.

By "those biches", she meant all the cruel girls who had tormented her. They didn't torment her for long, sure. She was still a child when she "activated" her inner strength and sent all her attackers, her bullies flying away in the parks and the schoolyard. I mean this literally: when she first "connected" to her hidden powers, she literally threw away her attackers dozens of feet in the air. One girl got punched so hard, so many times, that she ended up disfigured for life. She could crack skulls like they were walnuts. One girl straight up died when she was older, and Jessica couldn't deny the pleasure she felt for being a walking, living, breathing death machine. "I give life," she touched her breasts, which squirted out more milk, "And I take it." She flexed one arm. The muscles rippled underneath. "I give life... and I give death... at my leisure!" She flexed her arms harder. The muscles bulged out and rippled over her skin. She saw the big, swollen orb of her biceps growing, growing... "Eew! No!" She stopped flexing. That bicep had grown much bigger than before, and it didn't give any signs that it would stop growing. "Holy shit!" She gasped and shook her arms, sprinkling milk everywhere, making a mess on the ground as she tried to relax and cool off her body.

She didn't want to be "big". Again, her height alone caused her a lot of discomfort. She didn't want to be a living She-Hulk. Nope. She wanted to be the most feminine, delicate piece of ass any dick would have the pleasure of conquering. "I like being a woman," she gasped. "I mean: all woman!" She looked at herself in the mirror, and though the heat of her hidden, monstrous strength was still there, her body was all soft and cuddly again. "My beautiful belly folds!" She grabbed her prominent Mound of Venus and shook it. Milk ropes flew off in every direction as her tits jumped and flapped, their mass heating up her chest and straining her pectoral plates. "Maybe this is why I need so much muscle!" She wondered, stopping again and letting her curvaceous shape settle down. "My curves are so extreme that only a monstrous amount of muscle can hold them up! You know, keep it all together."

She weighed 600 pounds. Yep. Dozens of pounds on either tit, then more dozens on either buttcheek, and then there were hundreds of pounds on her legs... but surprisingly, her outward shape didn't account for most of her superhuman weight. In fact, her muscles did. Her muscles, her bodily fluids, and her organs. Again, it was that motherfucking womb! "Oh, dear!" Her womb alone was worth one hundred pounds of pure, breeding power. She was a cow in human form. A cow and a bull all rolled into one. "What will become of me?" She wondered as her phone vibrated again on the desk.

Spilling milk everywhere, stepping over her puddles of milk and cum, she abandoned the mirror and returned, if only briefly, to work. Her body needed a lot of cooling off. Heavens knew what a mess she did whenever she fingered herself. "Not yet, oh, lord, not yet..." She changed her mind (or tried to convince herself that she had changed her mind) as she walked back to the desk and checked her latest messages. "Yep. Right on time." As she had expected, it was the family's lawyers sending her the latest paperwork, all signed and notarized. They were waiting only for the last batch so she could start work... "Next week!"

Her naked tits spilled milk over the desk. She moved the electronics away, and the milk dripped from the edges of the desk, staining her chair and making several small puddles by her feet. "Urgh! Ooorff!" Her tits were burning. Weighing. She felt them getting heavier. Bigger. Fatter. She could feel her skin being stretched out, her pores rupturing and being broken by the slow but unstoppable expansion of her tits. "Oh damn..." She had crossed the line that evening. "Damn it!" Her pussy throbbed and dripped with ounces of pussy cum. Her uterine lubricants! "Fuck me." She had aroused herself too much, for too long, and now her breasts were expanding (her entire body was transforming, in fact) to accommodate the giant dick they needed. They begged for. Too much milk and too much pussy, too many years without being filled by the juice they so desperately craved. "Fuck me. I deserve this." When she opened her eyes again, she saw her massive tits squirting, and then squirting more milk onto the desk. The spillover was becoming a cascade.

She moved away whilst holding the phone over her head, high up, avoiding drenching the screen with the ounces of milk her nipples were showering her room in. "Damn..." She read the message and pondered the case.

That case. The strangest case she had ever gotten. Her weirdest clients yet, and by a long shot! "All this money. All this secrecy..."

She read and reread the message while her breasts tortured her, and their gushes became very loud. She walked out of her room, then down the stairs toward the kitchen to grab more buckets for all that milk. Whilst she walked, massive ass and wide hips clapping and shaking, she pondered about that case and wondered if it was really safe. All that money, after all, never came without strings attached. "That they swear there are no strings," she uttered, "Only means there's a catch. That they are lying. After all, it's too good to be true!"

One hundred thousand dollars a year. All expenses paid. Yearly raises plus inflation if she stayed with the family long-term. All of this was very peculiar on its own, but surprisingly, it wasn't nearly the most intriguing (and eyebrow-raising) aspect of her gig.

No. Her subject was. "Little John," she read on the screen. It was literally how his parents called him: Little John. Jonathan Something-Something. To be fair, she cared little for the superfluous details. As far as his family name went, she only cared that they were rich and that they secretly owned something like 40% of all private farmland in the United States. They had their pawns in every industry, with connections to foreign groups like the Saudis, the Chinese, and whatever.

Their names couldn't be found in any public record or profile. Completely hidden. Mysterious. And dangerous! "Truly rich people," she shuddered, for she realized that they were The Power Behind Power, and that if schmucks like Bill Gates or Warren Buffett were worth hundreds of billions, these True Oligarchs were worth an order of magnitude more: trillions, if not dozens of trillions! "Who the fuck...?" Her lips quivered as her pussy puked a fatter load of scream on the ground, and she almost slipped on it. "Aah! Fuck!" She got a hold of the wall, though her breasts greatly contributed to ruining her balance. "Fucking anvils on my chest!" She cursed them, and her breasts gushed milk on the floor and wall.

She watched the fat ropes of thick cream slide down the kitchen wall before she approached the fridge and pulled out more buckets from it. She tried to read the documents and make sure she really wanted to commit to those types of people. "Little Johnny..." She muttered his name, and damn, she couldn't deny she was intensely curious about the boy.

He was eighteen, as she'd been told. He turned eighteen just a few weeks ago, actually. She didn't know why this was relevant. She simply felt it was. "I'm not too comfortable sharing my space with kids," she wondered, even though this was what a babysitter was supposed to do: to sit babies, not teenagers. "Although," she went back over the older messages with a smirk, "This good-for-nothing trust fund kid is probably a baby in temperament, if not biological age."


A most interesting case, indeed: "Little Johnny" was eighteen, but apparently had no purpose in life other than playing video games and jerking off in his secluded property somewhere deep in one of his family's Alaskan estates. This is quite literally what she was told: "Look, he just spends his time playing video games and masturbating, and he said he wanted no business with anything else—no college, no work, nothing—so we're just hiring you to look after him until he makes up his mind. If ever." The nonchalant manner in which his parents treated his offspring (their only male heir, it seemed) was, too, a little unusual. "He hasn't had any sexual intercourse yet, despite his talents, so we're just leaving a friendly face around to give something of a 'feminine touch' to his life. Not that we're asking you to be his escort."


Jessica stopped before the fridge, one hand on the handle, ready to open it. "Thank god," she spouted. "Despite everything, I am still not willing to be a prostitute for rich folks." Still... "I can't deny this Little Johnny thing is... puzzling." She pulled the fridge door open. Dozens of jugs full to the brim with milk lay inside. "Ah, darn it." That wasn't the only fridge in her big, big kitchen, though. It was one of five. And a huge fridge at that, from top to bottom, full of milk containers. "This one is full as well?" Her jiggling breasts added even more milk to the icy space by spilling and squirting her mommy juice in it. "Fuck, damn, stop lactating so much!" She closed the door and walked over to the other fridge. "I'm more than just a cow, you know!" She talked to her breasts—and usually, in fact, her breasts listened to her! They tempered their lactation as if on command, but that night was one of the exceptions. "Fuck! I'm too hot!"

She walked over to the next fridge and looked inside. "Nope. Full." She closed it, and her breasts squirted milk on the door. The third fridge was also full. "Goddamn it! I need to hurry up with the shipments and all!" She told herself as she closed the third door vigorously and her breasts, yep, puked fat loads of cream on it. Unlike more saintly types, she didn't donate her milk, but sold it. "I can retire just on this source of income at this point," she mused, and indeed, she was right. The income from her milk was firmly in the upper five figures a month, and that's only because she didn't sell a lot of it. "Can't be milking myself all the time," she huffed, looking into the fridge as she opened it. "I can't stimulate my breasts like this. They're already such monsters!"

She opened the fridge door. Her thoughts trailed off for a bit. She sold her milk, yes, and her clients had no idea it was human milk they were purchasing. "How come a city girl like you got your hands on such fine cream?" They often asked her, prying her for her "trade secrets." "Truly! Our calves are growing four times as fast on your milk as on their mothers' literal udders! What do you do with this syrup so that it's so potent and concentrated?" They badgered her constantly, all the time, but to their incessant questioning, she replied only with a smirk, so sly, and the words: "A girl must have her little secrets."

Calves, cows, and bulls drank her milk. It made her proud. It made her wet. "Oooh..."

Looking into the fridge, Jessica counted dozens of buckets full to the brim of her milk. Only two were left empty. "You must do." She pulled both of them out and stepped outside, closing the fridge with one foot while juggling those big, heavy buckets with the phone in her hand. "Ah, who needs pockets when you've got... these?" She beamed with pride, placing the phone instead in the crack between her tits.

She walked over to a table and laid the buckets there. Her milk was spilling everywhere. She slipped time and time again, almost falling twice over. "Damn, you filthy breasts!" As she stopped by the table, she took a deep breath, and... "Oooooh!!"

She ran one palm over her left breast. The orb swelled and wobbled with too much liquid. Bwoom. Bwoom. Bwooom. The spillage turned into gushing. She applied no pressure, not a single squeeze at all, yet already the milk gushed into the bucket, hitting its bottom so heavily that it pushed the bucket away a couple of inches. "Damn, you're hungry beasts!" She talked to her tits, and then, making fuller use of her muscular power, she ran both hands alongside her tits and... Squiiiiiiiiish!! Squiiiiiiiiiishhh!! Squiiiiiiiiiiiiiiisssh!! "Oh, GOD!" She began to milk herself, and the pleasure this gave her was intoxicating. "Jeeeeesus!!"

The buckets were quickly filled up, two gallons a pop, and there were markings on their glass, showing exactly how much milk she was pumping.

The air vibrated slowly and thickly around her, stimulating her skin with the many fluctuations of heat. The heat rose, then fell. Pump! Pump! It rose and fell. Guuush!! Guuuush!! The monstrous tits filled up the buckets, ten ounces, twenty ounces, gush and gush and gush and gush and...

Gloooorsh!! Her tits made a monstrous sound. Beasts fat and heavy with thick, condensed cream. "Oh, shit!" There appeared to be a little snake, a little worm, poking through her panties. That was her clit, raging and shaking as her pussy lubricated itself with ounces of squirt as well. Her juices formed a curtain of slime down her legs. Her first loud moan, almost a scream, of the night came: "Oooh!!" And then another. "Aaaahh!"

The slime splattered loudly on the cold marble of her kitchen. Gush and gush and gush, her breasts roared, and she looked at the containers; she saw that they were each half full. "Oh, god!" How long had it been? Ten seconds?? "It can't be!"

The waves shook and hit either end of the container as the volume of white broth just rose and rose and rose. Thick was her milk, thicker than cement, and the act of milking herself brought her considerable pain. Her pussy sizzled as her nipples burned, and when she looked at them, her horny nipples, she saw them red with the heat, and their insides were surely sore and hurt. "Fuck me!" It was staggering just how many fat threads of cream her showerheads managed to produce! Two gallons, she had already milked, and now she was fast approaching three out of the four gallons in total. "P-please!" The spit slimed out of her lips. Her entire form was quivering, tits and ass slapping loudly, Womp! Womp! Womp! Clap! Her delicious fat flapped like butterfly wings along her erogenous curves, Venus carved out of the womb. "The hottest... woman... alive!!" She shouted, then finished it up with a moan, and her tits nearly EXPLODED when she felt that aggressive swell and surge of cream inside them and... "Oh my...!! Fucking...!! JESUS!!"

Gluuuuuuuuuursssh!! Gluuuuuuuuuurssshh!! Guuuuuuuuuuuuussshhh!!!!

The milk reached the top of either bucket. Four gallons.

She panted and sweated coldly. Her eyes, all red, were nearly popping out. "P-please...!!"

Curtains of white slime spread down the sides of the buckets as the cream frothed over their mouths and overflowed. Gush, gush, gush, gush. Her breasts weren't any smaller. The opposite, in fact: the more she milked them, "P-please!", the fatter and harder they became. Her nipples rose a little harder, making her struggle to push them both down and keep the aim. Not that her aim would have made any difference then, as the milk quickly overflowed and spilled down, and soon, two big puddles had formed around the buckets, and then they spilled over from the table and rained, rained down so loudly on her feet, where they joined the juicy, slimy produce of her pussy. "Damn! Damn!" There were downsides to being a goddess of fertility. Her milk production was quickly becoming the most prominent of them. "P-please! Oh, please!"

Her thick legs felt weak. Wobbling a lot, her legs were, and she felt dizzy as she squeezed, then squeezed, then squeezed again, hard and repeatedly, her massive tits... "Fuck!!", and felt the energy everywhere else in her body being drained just to support and power those vast, fat, weighty monstrous things! "What am I to do to these tits, huh?" She asked, and her uterus gave her the answer: Boom-boom!! Two powerful throbs, and then some more: Boom-boom!! Boom-boom!! Boom-boom-boom.....!!

Her womb was jutting out through her skin. Her belly danced, and her fat formed beautiful waves along the deep valleys of her waist. An aggressive, tremendous hourglass, she had, but without compromising her "bootylicious" form. She had the waistline of Aphrodite, a waist-to-hips ratio to make Jessica Rabbit look like a square, and still she was fatty and very robust, somewhere between Mei and Pharah, from that Overwatch game... "Holy shit!!" She chuckled, and the curtain of milk now spilled from every side of the vast table. Gallons. Gallons of milk she was producing, and she would flood the entire kitchen by the time she was done.

"Overwatch." Why did that stupid game come to her mind? "This... stupid case!"

Ah, yes. The case.

It was the strangest case, this that she'd gotten, and she thought back of it as the phone was crushed between her mammaries, then vibrated and stimulated her, struck her with sudden and unexpected orgasms, "FUCK!!"...


... and the lawyers of the boy's family sent her new documents to sign, perhaps, or they were just checking out on her, making sure she'd sent the final pages and blah, blah, blah—as if she could care about this now! "A little busy at the moment!"


Her tits swelled and took over her hands. She felt the heat of her phone's battery in her breasts. Her breasts, in fact, were way hotter, and getting ever-hotter as the milk flowed aggressively within. Gluursh! Gluursh!! Gluuurb!! Always loud and sloppy, her tits were. Even when standing still, they groaned with the ludicrous amounts of cream they had to hold. They always had to hold it! No matter how much she milked herself, "Damn!!", her tits were never empty. In fact, she couldn't remember the time when she felt them even just a little less full.

One ounce of milk out meant another ounce of milk in. She literally couldn't milk herself faster than her tits produced more milk, and she wondered whether it was the milking that made her tits milk harder, or the tits milking harder compelled her to milk herself more often to get rid of the excess. "FUCK!!!" She looked around the rectangular table and saw four waterfalls of tit-jizz raining down on the kitchen. The mirror of milk covered one quarter of the (large) kitchen. More and more square inches soon followed.

The air became matted, frosty, harder to see. The steam rose from her hot liquid. Hot? She guessed it was rising higher than this. "It's almost boiling!" She looked around and spotted some bubbles on the cream. Tongues of steam and smoke from every bubble as they popped. Her milk was like hot stew from a cauldron. She looked at her tits, "Damn!", and saw them redder than ever. The redness spread out from her chest and all over her body. "Fuck! Fuck... damn!!" The phone in her tits vibrated again. Harder. Longer. "FUUUCK!!!"

Her first squirt of the night. Squiiiiiiiiissssshhhh!! Squiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiissshhhh!! The juices burned her thighs and rained on the ground. Hard. Very hard. She was squirting almost as hard as she was lactating. "Fuuuuck!! Daaaaamn!! Fuuuuuck!!" She shook herself very aggressively, almost knocking herself down with it. Her legs alternated between steel-hard rigidness and wet-noodle weakness. She was about to pass out at any moment, yet she refused to abandon those amazing orgasms—some of the strongest she had felt in months. "That's it!!" And the fire rose higher and higher and higher from her pussy, striking her clit as it climbed up her spine like a very rugged snake, a thick and large penis already penetrating her. "DAMN!!"

She squirted out ounces on the ground, like a rocket, pushing her panties down as her tits, growing harder and perkier, like boulders, gushed out gallons on the wall. At this rate, she would be squirting milk on the ceiling in no time. The phone vibrated again, and each vibration triggered stronger orgasms. "I'm a little busy...!!!" She screamed, yet her shouts were often cut by gasps of utter delight, almost terror at the strength and length of those orgasms—now a chain of multiples O's stacking on top of each other, reinforcing and multiplying one another, orgasm after orgasm making the previous orgasms burn even harder. "Fuck!! O-oh, SHIT........!!!!"

Her mind flashed between the months, then across time and space as if her soul was being split and its little pieces scattered around the quantum fields. She thought about the case again, and the game Overwatch came back to her head, all with its voluptuous, busty-as-fuck beauties. "Fuuuuck!!"

Why did she think about that stupid game? Was it because she was often compared to its characters? The belly folds and "juiciness" of Mei, the legs of Windowmaker, the face of Tracer, the hidden power of Pharah? "Fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck this nerdy shit!!" Perhaps. She thought about this now, though, because she also thought about that case.

That case. The weirdest case she'd ever gotten. The guy was a recluse, she was told, and her parents provided her with no photos, no information of any kind other than the basics of her job. "You have to look after him. Nothing less, nothing more. Make sure he doesn't 'rot' and remains well-socialized. Well, as well-socialized as a young man like him can be in these circumstances." She never noticed much in terms of disappointment in the words of her parents, who texted her directly whenever they wanted to talk about the kid. "He's a good kid, but he's struck with... a certain condition... that might actually explain his reclusion a little." She remembered their every word, oh, she did, just as well as she remembered the curiosity and intrigue she felt when she read these words in specific: "It's nothing that you have to be concerned with. Just carry on the job as usual. He wants as little trouble as possible with his condition as well. He's very humble, despite his endowment, and he truly enjoys doing nothing more than playing video games and slacking off all day. Considering his talents, it's preferable to the alternative."
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