Talia Lophae: “Thank you Miss Pyle! Sorry again for making you search high and low for this book, but I really needed this book for a report.” A young Taillow said, perhaps sounding a little too cheerful as the Pidgeot handed him back the book in question. It was a thick old thing – a book about Flying-types native to the Kanto region – and though the young boy enthusiastically eased the book into his backpack, he never seemed to take his gaze off of the chest of the busty librarian. That, of course, only made Talia Lophae all the more envious. Enough so that she parted her beak.

“Martin, the library will be closing soon. I’m afraid you’ll need to hurry along so Miss Pyle can lock up.”

Her very voice seemed to cut right through the air and as soon as he heard it, the young Taillow nearly seemed to jump five feet into the air which, given his wings, wouldn’t have been very surprising at all. Still, he turned, giving his headmistress a look that Talia could only classify as fear. That, alone, was enough to irk her. As a Staraptor, intimidation always came easy to her, but now, Talia could herself cursing the strong point that had helped her through most of her life. The boy hadn’t stared at her in the same way he had looked at the librarian. She knew precisely the reason.

Talia was older than Rosa was. She was taller, and as far as she was concerned, her hips were wider and her ass, that much larger than the Pidgeot’s own. Her belly was soft, pudgy, and though her breasts had once completely mammothed the bosom of every other female employee on campus, for the first time ever, she had met her match. Rosa’s chest was larger than hers was and though the boys used to admire Talia’s voluptuous frame, with the arrival of the bigger-breasted bird, the Staraptor had become second place.

Talia absolutely hated being anything but first.

Thus, as soon as Martin left and Rosa began to lock up the doors behind him, Talia moved away from the windows, standing near the librarian’s desk. She was dressed professionally, wearing a buttoned blouse and a miniskirt that seemed to wrap over her wide hips and show off her figure without even intending to. Talia was a big bird, and for once, there was someone on the block that was bigger in the only way that mattered. Needless to say, the headmistress was spiteful.

“Rosa,” she said after a couple of minutes of silence. “I’d like to have a word with you if you’re done locking up.” 

Rosa Pyle: Rosa was completely ignorant of how the students and one ruffled avian saw her. She knew they thought she was pretty, but not the exact reason why. But with her tight fitting jeans that caused her abundant belly to spill over the waist band, as well as her low cut top that showed off a massive valley of cleavage, it would come as a surprise that she wasn't aware of her affect on people. She did know how she brought reactions out of older men, ones her age or abouts, but she didn't think school children would be interested in her at all. Little did she know...

She turned and smiled at the principle, her heavy breasts swaying slightly from the momentum. "I am quite done. There were a few things I wanted to finish up, but they can wait until after a chat."

Talia Lophae: For most people, the simple act of turning wouldn’t have been very eye-catching, but given Rosa’s size, combined with her rather revealing shirt, Talia had no doubt that little Martin must’ve gotten quite a show by making Rosa go through the entire library on a scavenger hunt for his little book. She knew his excuse of it being for a report was a complete and utter lie already. After all, the current report his particular teacher had assigned revolved around Johto Ground-types, which was about the furthest thing from the book that one could achieve. As Rosa came near, however, Talia found herself almost forgetting about the little Taillow boy completely. Additionally, however, the closer Rosa came, the more annoyed Talia got.

Though Rosa seemed considerate enough to come to a halt just before they came close enough to allow their massive bosoms to touch, they were close enough for Talia to make a comparison. In terms of breast-sizes, Talia was an M before Rosa’s N… But oh, what a difference a single letter seemed to make. The Staraptor had to keep herself from scowling. Instead, she cleared her throat and put on her best smile. “First off, I’d like to congratulate you for your first few weeks as our new librarian.” Their previous librarian, a rather comely Honchkrow, had left on maternal leave to lay and hatch her eggs. Rosa had been hired on a very short notice. “While the entire school seems to have welcomed you as part of the family, I’m afraid that there have been a few… Complaints.” 

Rosa Pyle: Though she had been smiling for a good while that afternoon, her expression fell at the news. "Complaints?" She had thought she had been doing a very good job: helping students find proper materials, teaching them good research habits, helping to organize purchases of books certain teachers required for their classes to read. Not a scene came to mind that would imply she had been anything but the model librarian, but even the thought of someone being dissatisfied with her service made her sad.

Talia Lophae: “My own, to be completely fair.” Talia Lophae was rarely one to beat around the bush. Sure, she would peck around a matter for a time, but she preferred to dive right to the heart of a situation, talons bared. “In all honesty, everyone loves you. Both students and staff can’t stop chattering about you, nor can they keep from thinking up wild excuses just to break away from whatever they’re doing just to come pay you a visit. Long story short, Rosa, you’re a distraction. Do you know why that is?” The Staraptor didn’t wait for the Pidgeot to reply. She only glanced briefly to the doors of the library, knowing that the doors were all locked already, and no one would be able to peer through the tinted windows. Upon deeming that the coast was clear, Talia’s attention returned to the Pidgeot before her, and in an instant, her feathered hands were upon Rosa’s chest, sinking into the soft mounds as she groped the other woman quite firmly.

“It’s because of these gigantic, jiggly fun-bags,” she muttered, making a conscious effort to keep from practically snarling those words as she molested the librarian. With her fingers already at work, kneading and massaging, she leaned forward. “Do you honestly think that young Taillow actually needed your help? Martin’s a bookworm, and he knows this library like the back of his wing. Still, why should he go out of his way to search for his books when he can have a fat, big-titted bird shake and wobble all over the library for him?”

Rosa Pyle: Rosa was distraught at the news of her being a distraction. She hadn't realized the effect she had been having on the other faculty and students. She was about to reply she had no knowledge of the problem but would do what she could to fix it, but was cut off by her own moan as the other avian roughly dug her fingers into her breast. Their immense size made them very sensitive, a weakness she had never been able to overcome. A deep blush on her face, she tried to apologize. "I'm...ah...sorry Miss Lophae. I didn't know..."

Talia Lophae: “That’s Headmistress Lophae to you,” Talia answered, her eyes narrowing as her fingers sank into the mammoth mounds. They were softer than she had expected, but that didn’t stop her from kneading them just as roughly. “And no, Miss Pyle, you’re not sorry, but by the time I’m done with you, you will be.” She mashed the sensitive mounds beneath her palms and soon, those fingers were digging into the fabric of the Pidgeot’s clothing. The Staraptor wasn’t so much stripping the other avian as she was tearing her top apart with sheer spiteful force.

Rosa Pyle: Rosa bit her lip, doing her very best to stifle her moans as the jealous bird grinded her fingers deeply in her feathery tit flesh. She couldn't keep her nipples hidden though, as they were quickly brought to attention from all the stimulation. She hoped she wouldn't notice, but seeing how insightful she was she highly doubted it.

Talia Lophae: Soon enough, Rosa’s blouse existed only as a few shredded remains, and a deft swipe of Rosa’s feather hand did away with any traces of a bra. When Talia’s eyes finally fell upon those gigantic feathery globes, her assault seemed to come to a halt. This was her first time seeing Rosa’s tits in all their glory, and as those puffy nipples soon became firm and erect, a cold smile spread across Talia’s face. “You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” She growled then. “You deprived little chick.” She had meant to intimidate Rosa, but the Pidgeot was getting turned on… And that put things in an interesting new perspective. A few feathery fingers began to pinch at one of Rosa’s hard nipples, tugging upon the nub quite roughly in the process, as if to test her theory.

Rosa Pyle: She had remained relatively silent as her top was torn to pieces, blushing deeply as her breasts were made bear. She could've turned purple at her comment, her mouth opening to try to deny it but instead letting out a loud cry of pleasure as her nipples were roughly pulled, her heavy tits sloshing about. "Ahhhh!"

Talia Lophae: That was all the answer the Headmistress needed. “No wonder you’re always showing off your cleavage to the world. You’re just that desperate for a fuck, aren’t you?” She muttered, releasing Rosa’s nipple, watching as the twin tits jiggled and rippled. Talia waited until they became still before she lifted a single hand, slapping the side of one of Rosa’s massive breasts. The blow was likely just enough to tease the sensitive mound, and Talia’s true intention was to hit it with just enough force to make it collide with its twin, the two heavy tits sloshing and jiggling even more. The Staraptor smirked. “Mmm… I hope you don’t have any plans tonight, Miss Pyle, because I’m afraid this little conference will be a little longer than expected.”

With that, her hands left the Pidgeot, instead moving to unbutton the Staraptor’s own blouse. Bit by bit, the garment was undone and soon, the avian woman set it aside. Her wide hips were still bound by her skirt, but her soft belly was bared for Rosa’s eyes. Then, she unclasped her bra and her gigantic M-sized breasts overflowed, jiggling. They were smaller than Rosa’s, yes, but they were still absolutely gigantic in their own right. Still, she wanted to see how they matched up against her larger ‘rival’. In an instant, Talia had closed the distance between them again. Her hands had found Rosa’s wrists, pinning them against the nearest wall as the Staraptor pressed forward. M-cups pressed against soft N-sized mounds as Talia pressed so firmly that their breasts squished against one another and their hard nipples pressed together. Soon enough, even their soft tummies were touching as Talia pinned the librarian against the wall.

Rosa had larger breasts, yes, but in Talia’s mind, she was bigger, stronger, and by all means, better. 

Rosa Pyle: She gasped as her tits were let go, blushing as they made a show of stopping. She moved to cover them up, deeply embarrassed, but before she could the headmistress slapped them, causing her arms to fall limply to her sides as she shivered in pleasure. "Ahhh!"

She panted a bit, trying to get a hold of herself, but the Staraptor's next course of action soon took hold of her aroused mind. She'd never been privlidged enough to watch a woman as endowed as herself undress in front of her. She had admired her own body in a mirror several times, but that was quite different than having someone else undress in front of you. Her eyes followed her hands, then bounced along with those breasts as they were set free. They were quite well shaped, and didn't droop at all. She was too mesmerized to question herself as to why she suddenly found the older woman to be so attractive at that moment, and so put up little resistance as she was pinned, the soft squish of their breasts against each other keeping her mind aroused and foggy.

Talia Lophae: Rosa’s lack of resistance still surprised Talia. Even if the woman was as aroused as she was, she expected the Pidgeot to squirm, tell her to stop and maybe even shove her away. There was none of that. If there was any resistance, it was not enough to even challenge the predatory bird. That was enough to allow Talia’s envy to take a backseat to lust for a short while. Even now, as her breasts were mashed against Rosa’s larger pair, the warmth of their squishing bosoms seemed to sooth the spite. She craned her head forward and briefly then, her break touched gently against the Pidgeot’s own. “I used to be the biggest woman on campus.” She whispered then. “Whether it was chest or ass, I had the biggest and the best, and even though the kids were afraid of me, they’d stop and ogle.” Her beak clicked against the Pidgeot’s again.

“And then you came along and everyone forgot about Headmistress Lophae.” Now that she was pressed up against the Pidgeot, however, she realized that she couldn’t blame them. 

Rosa Pyle: She shivered under her intense stare, the beak taps helping her to regain her composure. Her wrists pushed against her grip in a vain attempt at freedom, as her arms were still weak from arousal. "I'm sorry about what happened to you. You're an attractive woman that deserves some admirers. I'm sorry I stole them from you." She said, her voice surprisingly steady, though it was still quiet.

Talia Lophae: Rosa’s words surprised the Staraptor. It seemed that even in spite of having the body of a goddess, she was humble about it to the very core. That earned both Talia’s admiration and her undying envy. Alas, she didn’t curse or complain or yell at the librarian for her words. Instead, she only smiled. “It isn’t a problem, darling. Still… After going this far, I’m afraid I can’t simply release you because of a few nice words.”

Yes, Talia deserved admirers, and she was going to make sure that Rosa Pyle was one of them. Again, her beak clicked against Rosa’s own, but this time, she didn’t pull away afterwards. Her beak parted and no less than a moment later, she attempted to kiss the Pidgeot, and if she saw the opportunity, would plunge her tongue right into the plump bird’s mouth. 

Rosa Pyle: Rosa frowned at that, wondering what she could do to make up for what she had no control over. She was about to ask until, once again opening her mouth at the worst time possible, she was interrupted by the sudden kiss. She was greatly surprised at the intimate gesture from someone who had just been chewing her out, which along with the forceful entry of the other woman's tongue helped arousal take a hold of her mind again. She began to notice how pleasant it was to feel another large body press against her own. She began to wiggle her body slightly, not in an effort to escape, but to feel the sensation of their fat rolling against each other, squishing and rubbing together. 

Talia Lophae: Talia couldn’t help but smile. It was hard to tell if Rosa was just easy to charm or simply lacked any form of resistance to the Staraptor’s advances, or any combination of the two. Whatever the reason, the avian’s intentions had not changed. She would make Rosa submit to her, and she had found a method that was even more effective than her usual tactics of intimidating through brute force. Thus, when she saw that kiss had been successful, she pushed her advantage, deepening the smooch to allow her tongue to ease its way into the Pidgeot’s mouth, exploring it at the first opportunity. Needless to say, the act also caused her massive, jiggling body to role and grind into the Pidgeot’s own pinned form.

Rosa Pyle: She couldn't help but vocalize her pleasure, a muffled moan coming from their interlocked beaks. Talia's expert tongue work did well in helping to elevate her arousal. Along with the grinding of the two bird bodies against each other, her panties were more than a little moist. For a moment a thought crossed her mind, one realizing the position she was in. This was her boss that was forcing herself on her. Kissing her. Pressing herself on her. Making her feel this good. Her boss, her superior. That fact resonated with something deep inside her, some hidden away thing that made her shiver in the pleasure that wracked her body. She had no idea what it was, but it was good...

Talia Lophae: For minutes the kiss went on uninterrupted. Talia’s tongue explored the Pidgeot’s tongue, savoring every taste it encountered while occasionally lashing against Rosa’s own moist little muscle. Eventually, however, Talia put some space between her body and the other avian’s form. Not a whole lot, but enough to break the tight snugness of one plump body against another as a hand slipped down between them. Southward bound, it slipped lower and lower and lower, deftly undoing the buttons of the Pidgeot’s rather tight jeans before it slipped beneath the denim and inevitably, beneath the elastic band of Rosa’s panties. The Staraptor was keen on discovering whether or not she was having such a profound effect upon her coworker. As soon as her feathery fingers touched wetness, however, she smirked.

“Mmm… Wet as a Water-type.”

Rosa Pyle: Rosa panted for breath, the long kiss and rubbing leaving her much more aroused than when they started. So much so that she was momentarily oblivious of where the headmistress' hand was going, at least until it touched just a little too close to her private area. She blushed deeply, squeezing her thick thighs together around her hand in an effort to keep her from going any farther, though all it did was serve to coat her hand in even more of her juices.

Talia Lophae: By pushing her thighs together, Rosa accomplished two things. One, she denied Talia entry to her innermost depths, and two, she clamped the Staraptor’s hand between two succulently thick and fairly damp thighs. Noticing the librarian’s blush, however, she sighed. She could’ve yelled at her then. Berated her and called her names and practically bully her into parting those soft, flabby thighs, but alas, there was once again an easier method. “Miss Pyle,” she whispered in a saccharine tone. “I assure you that there’s no one around to see us.” She knew that that wasn’t the problem, but every predator knew how to lull prey into a false sense of security. “Just us girls.” Her beak clicked against Rosa’s own once more. She didn’t kiss her this time, but she did press her forehead to that of the red-faced Pidgeot. “I’ll be gentle.”

For now, anyway.

Rosa Pyle: Her mouth opened in response to the tap, expecting another wonderful kiss. She frowned when none occurred, her eyes falling in self embarrassment. Still, she nodded slightly and parted her legs for her, the initial surprise having subsided. If she had given her so much pleasure with just a kiss, she could only imagine what she could do with her snatch.

Talia Lophae: True to her word, when Rosa’s thighs parted, Talia didn’t shove everything in at once. Deciding to begin with two modest fingers, she pressed them to the Pidgeot’s snatch and then gently began to ease them into the sopping-wet slit. She moved slowly, unsure of how tight Rosa would be, but already, warmth embraced the penetrating digits. Wishing to calm Rosa further, the Headmistress fulfilled the librarian’s unspoken request, her beak meeting the other woman’s own as she kissed her once more.

Rosa Pyle: She would find that Rosa wasn't all that tight, having been with a fair share of men who had been taken with her body. But this was her first time with a woman, and her inner walls clenched and pulsed around the female fingers. She closed her eyes and accepted the gifted kiss, daring to slip her tongue into Talia's mouth in return.

Talia Lophae: Goodness, you’re looser than I expected… Talia thought, finding that her fingers were able to move around easily, even with Rosa’s inner muscles squeezing and clenching her digits. It was the only encouragement she needed to introduce a third finger to the mix, and inevitably, a fourth. While her drenched fingers pushed as deep as Rosa’s body would allow, her tongue welcomed Rosa’s own as if it were a welcome guest, kneading and massaging the muscle with evident skill. Like Rosa, Talia was no stranger to sex. 

Rosa Pyle: Each inserted finger was welcomed by a gush of juices, soon soaking the Staraptor's hand. She struggled to keep her thighs apart, wanting her deeper but at the same time immensely embarrassed by how loose she was. The kiss was one of, if not the, most erotic she had ever had. She might've been able to get off on just kissing, but it was clear the avian had more plans for her.

Talia Lophae: Talia would not have minded if the Pidgeot were to cream herself then and there, nor had she been surprised. Rosa was not the first woman to know her touch and the Staraptor greatly doubted that she would be the last. Even as her fingers worked with deft skill, the kiss remained unbroken. Rosa may have been the one to force her tongue into Talia's mouth this time, but already, the Headmistress had forced their tongues into the space between their open beaks, the two muscles lashing wetly against one another. Any bits of spittle not exchanged between them fell upon either Talia's breasts or Rosas own.

Rosa Pyle: Rosa soon couldn't deny herself any more, and with a strong shudder she finally came, her juices making a giant wet spot on her panties and jeans. A muffled cry escaped her lips to help signal her climax. But even despite the sexual release her body craved more, her hips grinding against her fingers.

Talia Lophae: Talia was unsurprised as the body trembled and shook against her own and a cry filled their kiss and in a matter of moments, Rosa’s climax came. A deluge of hot fluids, it gushed past her fingers, soaking her feathers before saturating Talia’s fingers, then going on to completely soak through the Pidgeot’s bottoms. Still, the plump avian beauty continued to grind against her hers, seeking further release. Of course, Talia was quick to deny her a second round so soon and both the kiss and the fingering session came to an abrupt end as the Staraptor pulled away. A moment later, she raised her hand, the very same one that was soaked with Rosa’s lady-honey as she held it up before the Pidgeot’s beak.

“Be a dear and lick it clean.” 

Rosa Pyle: She stared at it for a moment, a bit amazed so much had come out of her, but nodded obediently and began to task of licking clean the hand of the headmistress. She had tasted herself before, but usually off a guy's cock rather than a female's fingers. The delicate digits lent themselves well to showing off her sticky nectar, creating webs she was quick to tear down with her tongue.

Talia Lophae: Talia allowed the Pidgeot to break the strings of nectar between each finger, and when the webbing of sticky fluid was finally roiling over Rosa's tongue, Talia smiled and went right to the next stage, easing each individual digit past Rosa's beak. Once she had finished cleaning one, Talia inserted the next one, and then the one after that, and once more until each feathery finger glistened with the Pidgeot’s spittle, as opposed to her ladyfluids.

“Good girl.” Talia whispered in quiet approval as she stared at her hand. Rosa had been thorough. Very thorough. With that thought in mind, Talia’s hands slipped to her waist, undoing her tight miniskirt before she let it fall to her feet. Beneath it, she wore what appeared to be a black thong. On a normal woman, it would’ve looked skimpy, but on Talia, it was absolutely tiny. Given that her thighs were so thick, if Talia were to press her legs together, it would’ve been hard to tell if she were wearing any undergarments at all, if not for the elastic band that sank into her waist. “Though before I pleasure you again, I think it’s time that you return the favor, Miss Pyle. On your knees, please.” Of course, once the Pidgeot got down, she would discover that the Staraptor was as wet between the thighs as she had been before her orgasm.

Rosa Pyle: She offered no resistance to the offered fingers, sucking them clean, having gotten more than enough practice with the men she had been with. She was a little sad when they were pulled away, but she was rewarded with a compliment and the show of her undressing in front of her, showing that she was just as, or perhaps more, plump as she was all over. She nodded and got down on her knees in front of her, looking up to see her mountains of breasts. They looked even larger from this angle. So pert and perfectly shaped. She stared for a moment before returning to the task at hand of servicing her mistress'...no, headmistress' crotch.

Talia Lophae: Talia saw little reason to rush the other Flying-type. Rosa got down upon her knees willingly enough, and the Headmistress could feel the Pidgeot’s breasts brushing up against her legs every so often, and as Rosa stared up at her, the Staraptor nearly shivered in excitement. She had already won Rosa over. Feeling the woman’s admiring gaze had confirmed that for her, and once Rosa seemed keen on continuing, Talia acted. One hand slipped past her breasts and over her chubby belly, tugging aside her skimpy undergarments to reveal a plump, dripping cooch. Her other hand, meanwhile, cupped the top of Rosa’s head, guiding it towards the warm slit, which already reeked of feminine fluids. 

Rosa Pyle: One deep breath of her scent was all it took to make her body aroused again, her hands wanting desperately to plunge between her own thighs to give her relief. But she knew it was Talia's turn, and so stayed her hand. She leaned forward, pondering what to do first. She had never licked a pussy before. She started simply, giving the snatch quick lick. Then another. Then another. Before long she was suckling on her folds, nibbling her clit as she drank of her juices. Her beak worked its way deeper inside, those moist walls soon enveloping it past her nostril pits, filling her lungs with her womanly scent. It was...heavenly...

Talia Lophae: Rosa’s inexperience did not go unnoticed. Though she made no attempt to force Rosa to begin working upon her pussy, from the first lick, Talia realized that this was all rather new to the Pidgeot. Still, she let her new pet advance at her own pace, licking once, then twice and a few times more until finally, she was beak-deep inside of the Staraptor’s cunny, greedily lapping up the fluids as they flowed more copiously. Needless to say, Rosa got the gist of it quite quickly, enough so that Talia had to make a genuine effort to keep from moaning too loudly. Instead, she stifled the sound to a husky sigh of pleasure. Though she could keep herself quiet, her body projected her true arousal. Her body trembled with every suckle and heart lap of Rosa’s tongue, and the deeper her beak went, the more the Staraptor’s body trembled, every inch of her jiggling as a result. 

Rosa Pyle: She would've enjoyed the show if she could see it. Her vision was taken up by the sight of her belly and quivering snatch. She gulped down the juices as fast as they were made, finding it to taste much better than hers. She felt her trembling and smiled, happy she was pleasuring her so well.

Talia Lophae: As proud as she was, not even Talia could deny that Rosa was a natural snatch-sucker. In fact, she would’ve said just that if not for the pleasure that coursed through her body, making her shudder and shake. In time, however, she found it impossible to muffle her cries. Additionally, she found it even harder to keep her hips still. Her fingers soon curled, gripping the ribbon-like feathers that adorned Rosa’s head as she began to grind against Rosa’s face, stopping just short of bucking. Minutes ticked on before finally, the cry of the headmistress filled the entire library as she reached orgasm, her fluids gushing forth, soaking the face of the librarian. 

Rosa Pyle: Rosa wanted to cover her ears from the deafening screech, but she had to focus on containing the flood of nectar she was receiving at that moment. Her throat worked quickly to contain the treat, but even her experienced gullet had its limits, and some of the juices began to spill down her chin and drip onto her generous breasts.

Talia Lophae: For nearly a full minute, Talia’s juices seemed to follow. Whenever Rosa seemed to gulp down one mouthful, another serving was already overflowing over her beak, down her chin and falling down to soak either Rosa’s breasts or the Staraptor’s succulently thick thighs. When it the warm deluge of the headmistress’s fluids finally ceased, the massive avian was panting, her feathery form soaked with sweat. “Very… Very good…” She gasped, bracing herself against the very wall that she had had Rosa pinned to minutes ago.

Rosa Pyle: She pulled her beak from her depths with an audible "slurch", pulling away slightly to begin licking herself clean, hefting up her massive mammaries to get at the juices pooled there. Her face was simply plastered with the stuff, but she would tend to that last.

Talia Lophae: Alas, poor little Rosa wouldn’t get to tend to the fluids that completely soaked her face. Once Talia gathered her breath, she leaned forward, her own damp mammaries dangling as she lifted her arms and without a word, gave Rosa’s shoulders a shove, forcing the Pidgeot onto her back despite her being in the midst of licking and lapping at her messy breasts. With both her and Rosa having been pleasured, she decided that it was about time for some mutual pleasure between them. With the Pidgeot down upon the floor, she dropped down to her own knees, both hands coming to grab the leggings of Rosa’s jeans, yanking them down quite forcefully. Her underwear would follow soon enough. 

Rosa Pyle: Rosa was completely taken by surprise by the shove. Her weight made it easy to topple her, her whole body jiggling as she slammed against the floor. Before she could get her bearings, the Staraptor was pulling on her pants. Her legs had flown up, making it quite the simple task to slip those tight jeans off her, as well as her frilly and soaked panties. Her revealed nethers were moist and inviting, anxious for whatever the headmistress had planned.

Talia Lophae: Both jeans and panties were cast over the avian’s shoulder. Where they fell, not even Talia could say as she heard the sound of clothing falling upon a carpeted floor. Shaking off her miniskirt and underwear, the Staraptor left herself in a state that was no more dressed than the plump-bodied beauty lying before her. For a few long moments, she simply stared at the Pidgeot, admiring how her breasts remained splayed and how her soft tummy jiggled just a little with every labored breath she took. Eventually, she acted, and gentle hands gripped Rosa’s thigh, lifting her leg up before Talia, who remained upon her knees, closed the distance between them. Hugging the woman’s leg to her chest, the headmistress eased her hips forward, shuddering when her sopping nethers were pressed against Rosa’s own as they scissored.

Rosa Pyle: Rosa too took the moment to look over her boss. It was no wonder everyone at that school ogled her: she was downright gorgeous. If she didn't have a similar body shape herself she might have been jealous. But she couldn't help but admire just how perfect everything about her body was. How her breasts were just round enough, her rolls of fat in just the right places.

She didn't have long though before that body was obscured by her leg, and she was blushing as she realized what she was planning. She knew what scissoring was, but had never even thought of trying it. It was...certainly something. Her mind had a hard time grasping the new sense of pleasure, so used to things being inserted than rubbed against it. Her hips pushed back against the other avian's, wanting to experience more of this wonderful sensation.

Talia Lophae: When Rosa’s hips pushed to meet her own, there was a brief gasp from the Staraptor before it tapered off into a sigh of pleasure as her puffy snatch met Rosa’s own. Their soaking slits pressed together, juices being exchanged more intimately than any kiss could hope to achieve. For a moment, Talia remained completely still, savoring the sheer warmth that coursed through her body.

Ten seconds came to pass before Talia began to move. It was not so much a buck as it was a grind as she rubbed her cunt against Rosa’s own. Occasionally, their clits would brush together, causing Talia to press her beak to Rosa’s thigh, muffling the moans of pleasure that burst from her mouth as pleasure exploded through her body like fireworks. 

Rosa Pyle: While Talia remained fairly composed despite the pleasure, Rosa wasn't quite as prepared. Her whole body shivered, her moans loud and frequent. Her hands grabbed at the floor, tearing up the carpet as her whole body tensed and relaxed with the waves of pleasure coming from her cunt.

Talia Lophae: Talia had no qualms with exploiting the fact that these sensations were new to Rosa. She quickened her pace, upping her steady grinds to a series of needy rocks with her hip, a gentle, wet slap accompanying each and every collision between their dripping cunts. It was then, that the Staraptor began to gently kiss the leg that she held against her body. She nuzzled into Rosa’s thick, soft calve before gently, she kissed along the feather-coated flesh, her gentle smooches eventually reaching the border where Rosa’s coating of soft feathers ceased, exposing bare-skinned feet. Talia smiled, her beak gently grazing that line between feather and pink skin. 

Rosa Pyle: Rosa was panting hard, her body limp but still seizing every once in a while from their brief contacts. She looked up between her splayed breasts at the odd sensation she was getting from her leg to see her "captor" giving her leg tender kisses. For some reason this was even more erotic to her, her soft cool feathers being peppered by warm kisses. She blushed as she came closer to her foot, the sensation changing slightly as it was against bare skin but no less stimulating. Her toes flexed and curled, approving of her actions.

Talia Lophae: Shamelessly, Talia kissed the pink skin beyond Rosa's calf. Like every other part of her, it was soft, as opposed to the firm, scale-like texture that the feet of many predatory birds seemed to possess. Even as she thrusted against Rosa, her kisses remained ever so gentle and every so often, her beak would part and her tongue would drag along the pink flesh. Her fingers, meanwhile, kneaded Rosa's thigh, pressing and massaging the feathered, dough-like sections of Rosa's leg while giving the Pidgeot's foot her personal, oral attention. Footplay was rarely something that Talia favored, but as she watched those taloned toes curling, the Staraptor found it impossible to resist. 

Rosa Pyle: Her delicate treatment at such odd a location was exciting her to no end. Her juices splattered onto the carpet with each thrust of their pussies meeting, her orgasm held at bay only by their time apart, and kept on edge by the Staraptor's constant attention to her foot and leg.

Talia Lophae: Though the bucking continued, it wasn't long until the Staraptor felt a ball of warmth swelling at her very core again. It was small at first, but with every rock of her hips it grew larger, and its feelings, more intense. It wasn't long until Talia also felt the need to cum, but like Rosa, she had yet to acquire that final push that would shove her over the edge. Needless to say, she reached it soon enough as she rammed her hips into Rosa's own one final time, their soaking wet pussies meeting with a loud squealch as their clits seemed to ram against one another. That spike of pleasure was enough to force the ball of warmth into a grand explosion as the Staraptor cried out, bringing the attention she was giving Rosa's good to an abrupt end as she came.

If her previous orgasm could be describe as a flooding deluge, then this one would be aptly be called a hot tidal wave.

Rosa Pyle: At the impact of their hips, Rosa arched her back, a silent scream escaping her lips as she came harder than she thought she ever could. Her body quivered for a good minute or so, during which an entire sea of fluids poured out of her cunt, staining the carpet beneath them. As abruptly as she came she collapsed, completely spent, though her body still tingled with the after affects of her orgasm.

Talia Lophae: It wasn’t long until Talia also collapsed. Releasing Rosa’s leg, she shifted so that the limb could rest upon the carpet. Then, without a word, the big bird fell forward, the slap of their bodies meeting echoing through the library. Breasts pushed against ample breasts, belly squished against belly and even their thighs pressed together as Talia’s cunny drooled upon Rosa’s while Rosa’s sullied the carpet beneath her. Both beauties were spent, but the Staraptor was not done yet. The Pidgeot had become submissive to her, yes, but that was not enough. The whole school would need to know that she was the best.

Panting and sweating, Talia’s hands found Rosa’s wrists, pinning them to the carpet once more as she stared down at the spent Flying-type. “Now that I’ve taken you…” She whispered, her breaths labored, “I’ll be taking what rightfully belongs to me.”

It wasn’t often that Talia used sex and Pokemon abilities in conjunction but as she closed her eyes, she used Endeavor, putting her own personal spin upon the technique. A normal version of the attack would reduce the two to equals, but envy had tweaked it to Talia’s preference, and as her body seemed to glow, Rosa would feel it: her breasts were growing smaller, shrinking bit by bit while Talia’s grew more and more. 

Rosa Pyle: Rosa gasped as she felt her assets being transferred to the other avian. She had always been proud of her breasts, if only for how she liked them herself and not their effect on others, mostly an abundant supply of males. She began to struggle, her spent body wiggling under her, but to no avail. She was trapped and could do nothing as her breasts were sapped away to a shadow of their former selves.

As she struggled she noticed something, a warmth spreading across her chest. It wasn't from the Endeavor, which did nothing more than alleviate the weight she had always carried, but from the expanding mass of Talia's breasts. It felt...good. She had never had the chance to feel breasts larger than hers press against her, but she found that...she liked it. To feel another woman's breasts envelop her own, imposing their sexual superiority and her inferiority. She wanted it to keep going, to make her breasts disappear, to give her pride and joy to a better, more deserving chest.

Talia Lophae: Rosa’s resistance was not unexpected. She knew the Pidgeot would fight back, and it was the reason that she had made it a point to sexually dominate her so thoroughly, to tucker her out and leave her as a breathless pile of fat and feathers. What she didn expect, however, was the struggling to stop. Had Rosa simply resigned herself to her fate? No… There was definitely something else at work. It was only then, however, that she spied the look of pleasure on Rosa’s face.

“You little bitch… You’re enjoying this, aren’t you?” She whispered. By now, it was as if the pair had swapped chest sizes. Rosa was the M and Talia was the N, but the transference had yet to be broken. Talia still glowed and her breasts were still growing while Rosa’s continued to shrink.

Down to an L she went. Moments later, her bosom had become a modest G-cup that was completely dwarfed by Talia’s every-growing breasts. Minutes ago, there had been two chests of nearly equal size pushing against one another but now, Rosa’s chest had practically disappeared under Talia’s gigantic, growing tits. The Staraptor shuddered and moaned, the warmth in her chest becoming more than even she could handle. Her cunt dripped against Rosa’s again as she continued to reduce Rosa to a chest-less chick. What soon remained of Rosa’s once-proud chest was now a budding A-cup, but that was far from visible between Talia’s mammoth mounds.

Rosa Pyle: Rosa had been well endowed for most of her life. She had been the first to bloom in her school, and hadn't stopped growing since. She had been quite proud of her girls, eager to flaunt them to many of the boys, and became quite popular with them. Many the secret titfuck did she preform, and many more were the private ones. The feeling of every inch of cock throbbing between her breasts was her favorite part of such evenings, knowing that they were pleasured so much by the gift nature gave her.

But such times were gone now. Despite how much she had enjoyed such activities, they had been nothing compared to the woman's touch. If she felt the need again, she would need to take growth hormones or get implants like anyone else. But even then she would still know that her natural pair, the ones she had been growing and tending to for so many years, were with Talia. Even as she watched and felt her breasts flatten under that expanding mass of tit flesh, she felt no sorrow. Only pride in that she was able to sacrifice the most important part of herself to enhance the beauty of the wonderful Talia.

Talia Lophae: Talia had been expecting spite. She had braced herself for Rosa’s rage and the Pidgeot’s hate. She had stolen the one, or perhaps two, things that Rosa might’ve been most proud of about her body and she did not expect to steal those things without backlash… And yet, there was none. There was neither cry of distress nor moan of sorrow, and Talia’s taunting words from before had gone by unanswered. Instead, there was only warmth, as the Pidgeot stared up at her as if she were a goddess, and that alone, was enough to appease Talia.

Any hate she might’ve held for the plump Pidgeot had vanished, becoming smothered out by chest that she had stolen. The woman beneath her had submitted herself to her completely and for that, Talia could no longer bid her ill will. Thus, when the act of the breast transference had finally completed, the Staraptor got off of Rosa and immediately, she gasped at how heavy her chest had become. Even for a strong bird like herself, the weight had caught her off-guard, and rather than rising to her feet as she had intended, the pudgy bird landed flat on her plump rump, her gigantic mounds jiggling now as she cupped the sides of her, improved chest. She no longer knew how big they were, but it seemed as if just touching them was enough to make her shiver and shake in pleasure.

Rosa Pyle: With the weight of the other bird gone, along with the mass of breasts she now had, Rosa could feel her newly flattened chest. She still had some breasts, but they were more like rolls of fat than proper tits. She almost regretted her decision until she looked over at Talia, and gasped in awe at the sight. Her breasts were ginormous, now twice the size as they had been with all the new mass she had stolen from her. She had to restrain her hand from touching herself at the sight, needing to run over to help her boss handle her new assets. 

Talia Lophae: Before Talia knew it, the Pidgeot was at her side, clearly seeking to assist her. Rather than accepting any help, however, whenever Rosa tried to help her up, Talia retaliated only by yanking her right back down to the floor with her. Of course, this only resulted in Talia falling upon her back, her gigantic tits splaying as the flat-chested Pidgeot fell upon her. An “Ooph!” filled the library at their new position, but Talia only gave a sigh. “I don’t need your help to get up, Rosa.” She muttered to the Pidgeot upon her. “I just need a few minutes to regain my strength. In the meantime, why don’t you be a good little chick and give my twins some attention.” 

Rosa Pyle: She blushed and nodded, eager to make up for her mistake. Her hands moved to her naked breasts to service them, finding them to be much softer than hers ever were. She groped and squeezed them every which way, determined to not leave a square inch of cleavage unattended. Pulling at her nipples, she found that those milk bags were indeed quite heavy, but she knew that if anyone could handle them it would be Talia.

Talia Lophae: Talia couldn't help but moan. Though the proud bird had been able to keep herself quiet throughout the main course of their titillating shenanigans, Talia's new tits were softer and more sensitive than they had ever been at any point in her life. She trembled beneath Rosa, gasping aloud when her large, hard nipples were yanked upon. Every knead and squeeze made her eyes shut as her thighs became wet once more. Still, she wanted more. She wanted to hear Rosa's praise.

"Do you like my new breasts, darling?" She inquired coyly then. 

Rosa Pyle: "I do" she said, her first proper vocal response since the start of their little escapade. "They're amazing. They're so soft and warm, and they look just perfect on you. I'm so happy you chose my breasts to be added to yours. A woman of your stature deserves the biggest breasts in the city. I had no right to compete. I hope you forgive me."

Talia Lophae: If there had ever been a string of words that would've made Talia feel like the Queen of the World, Rosa had just spoken them. She praised her, demeaned herself and begged for forgiveness, all in a single line. Talia knew she had been docile from the start, but this level of submissiveness was enough to make her smirk. Finding the strength to sit up again, Rosa would find herself in Talia's lap, her body between those gigantic breasts. "You have my forgiveness, Rosa Pyle... But know, that from here on out, you're mine. You competed and you lost. Now both your breasts and the rest of your body are mind to command. If I demand that you suckle on my nipples, you will do it. If I tell you to bend over, you will do it. Do I make myself clear, Miss Pyle?"

Rosa Pyle: She shivered a little, making her breast nest jiggle around her, when she heard those words of ownership. She couldn't deny her even if she wanted to, so compelled was she to service such a beautiful creature. "Yes Miss Talia." she said nodding.

Talia Lophae: "Good girl." Talia answered gently. For a moment, she gave Rosa a warm smile before she lifted a hand, gently cupping Rosa's plump cheek. "And if you be good, perhaps I'll let you regrow your chest some." She answered quietly. "There's a workshop that I'll need to attend to next week and one of the women attending is a Swellow rumored to have tits that nearly rivaled my own pair... Perhaps if I do to her what I did to you, I'll give you some of the scraps." Of course, 'scraps' in this sense, was likely a few cup sizes. Needless to say, Rosa had become nothing more than Talia's pet.

Rosa Pyle: She smiled brightly. "Oh yes Miss Talia! That would be wonderful! Thank you so much for your kindness." She thought for a moment and her face fell slightly. "Um, there wouldn't happen to be a way I could tag along to this workshop, would there? I very much enjoyed watching your transformation, and I could help in case she turns out to be more unwelcome to her fate than I was."

Talia Lophae: Talia fell silent for a moment as she tilted her head then. Rosa's request had surprised her. "Mmmm... You'd help me steal the breasts of another woman, Rosa?" She inquired gently. She knew that Rosa would fulfill her role as a servant quickly enough but for her to become an accomplice? She craned her head forward, beaks clicking once more. "You'd help me do to her what I did do you?" Her voice was faint and husky then. "You'd keep her restrained as I stole her breasts and gave myself an even bigger bust?" 

Rosa Pyle: She blushed and nodded a bit, resting her beak back against hers. "I would. Feeling your breasts expand against me while mine melted away to nothing was one of the most erotic things I've ever felt. I would hate to deny such pleasure to another potential donor. Besides, no one should have a more impressive bust than you, and I'll help in any way I can to make sure it becomes and stays a reality."

Talia Lophae: Talia opened her mouth. At first, it seemed as if she was about to call the Pidgeot something like a ‘kinky little bitch’ or something along such derogatory lines, but instead, she only gave a smile as their beaks touched. “In that case, I suppose I’ll need to mark down your name for the luncheon as well.” She murmured, as if making a mental checklist in her mind. “It’ll be on Friday. You’ll be able to make it, won’t you?” She inquired gently, her tongue slipping from her beak to gently touch the Pidgeot’s own shorter beak.

Rosa Pyle: She smiled and let out a slight gasp at the touch of her tongue. "Of course. I usually just spend my evenings reading anyway. I'll be available. For that, and..." she glanced down at the massive breasts enveloping her "...for anything else you might need."

Talia Lophae: "Good."

Talia's words seemed to end there as Rosa was gently eased out of her cleavage. The Pidgeot may have lacked the gravity-defying tits she possessed before, the rest of her body seemed relatively untouched by Talia's special little ability. The Pidgeot was still pudgy and her ass was as large and curvaceous as ever. Taking a deep breath, the Staraptor rose to her feet, her gigantic tits wobbling and swaying as she got up. At first, the massive woman swayed, threatening to lose her balance, but in time, she managed to keep her footing, taking a deep breath. Eventually, she turned, looking one way, then the other.

"Rosa, be a dear and find me your shirt."

She doubted it'd fit, but the Staraptor knew it'd probably be better to wear than that tear her expensive blouse!

