Terri crested the final step with a loud huff. Voices blared from below, her little brothers and cousins running amok while their parents relaxed in the living room, leaving Terri to drag her suitcases up a flight of stairs and into her temporary room. Outside, the sun shone invitingly while sea gulls cawed mockingly. If she listened closely, the sound of beachgoers and roving tides were audible. Yet she was stuck inside until her parents decided otherwise.

All because of one little fight at school. And one that wasn’t her fault even by her teachers’ standpoint. Some upstart freshman practically ran at her and started throwing punches, leaving Terri with few options, of which she chose the offensive. She walked away with a creaking jaw and a slight fracture in her right hand, but the other girl looked far worse.

Terri flopped onto the lone, dusty bed and sighed. She’d be out on the beach, flirting with guys and catching some rays if not for that fight. Typical of her parents really, she thought. Dying her hair was fine, getting a few piercings was fine, even getting an illegal tattoo didn’t trigger them, but defending herself was too far evidently. Their little girl had become a delinquent, a hoodlum, despite being top of her class.

“Yep,” Terri quipped to herself, staring at the ugly, green paint that peeled from the wooden ceiling, “Totally makes sense.” Her phone buzzed in her shorts. She pulled it out to see a text from Zoey.

Zoey - They’re seriously not letting you out on your own?

Yep. Terri replied, adding a sad face for good measure.

Zoey - Fucking ditch them. You’re eighteen. Old enough to make your own decisions.

I would, if it weren’t for the little fact that they let me live with them for free. Terri rolled her eyes, though she couldn’t help but smile.

Zoey - You could always mooch off me, you know?

Terri - Yeah, right. I bet your parents would be thrilled.

Zoey - They would. I’ve told them all about how smart you are. They’ll probably pay you to fix my scores.

Terri - I charge $9.95 per hour, non-negotiable.

Zoey - LOL. Seriously though, if you need a place to crash for a while, my couch is always free. Ribby gets the guest bed I’m afraid.

Terri - So, I’m less important than your dog?

Zoey - Have you seen her face?! It’s all puffy, and squishy and her tongue sticks out when she gets all confused.

Good point. 

Terri laughed softly, glad to have her friend, even if she was partly to blame for her current predicament. The girl set her phone aside and lifted her electric blue hair. It’d be time to dye it again in a few days, since her roots would start showing. She almost couldn’t remember what she’d looked like as a brunette, though her friends all agreed that blue suited her better. She was inclined to agree.

It suited her bright green eyes and easily tanned skin. Like a small portion of the beach was with her, a mix of the water, seaweed and the people that visited. Even her nose and lip piercings were indicative of such a picture, acting as the trash or pieces of treasure people left behind.

“Can’t catch me! Can’t catch me!” One of her cousins yelled, zipping down the hall outside Terri’s bedroom door.

“Can too!”

“Yeah, we’ll get you!” Her brothers shouted, puffing along at full speed one after the other. Terri knew better. Her siblings were rotund little guys, attuned to lying about on their phones or watching TV, while her cousins regularly went out and did sports. It was entertaining to watch nonetheless.

“Want some help?” She offered them, striding alongside the pair with ease.

“Really?” Max, her youngest brother, stared up at her hopefully. Dan, the older of the two, also turned his attention to her. They knew why she was being punished, and, by the look in their eyes, they were keen to use that knowledge against their cousin.

“In return, you have to help me sneak in and out of the house.”

They nodded swiftly, all too eager to catch their sly relative. Being party to a ‘crime’ with their delinquent big sis was no doubt a bonus, she thought. Terri smirked and pointed to the top of the stairs. The hallway led down the right of them, with a wall that blocked the view to the furthest door. A perfect place to jump out at someone. And snatch them if need be.

“You guys get him back up here, then I’ll hop out and cut him off. You know the rest?” Terri arched an expectant eyebrow. They nodded firmly. She clapped her hands together, “Alright, men. Start the mission.”

In a matter of minutes, their cousin came bounding up the stairs and into Terri’s trap. Caught by surprise, and with his exit blocked, Max and Dan quickly caught the slender boy. They hog tied and carried him downstairs, surprisingly adept at carrying him. At least they’d have a future in the moving industry.

Then it was their turn to help her out. Being the adorable, pudgy boys that they were, the pair were adept at captivating their family’s attention. A quick attempt at copying their cousins, which led to them falling over and creating a loud bang, gave Terri the opening she needed to slip out the front door, unnoticed. They would help her get back in at nine o’clock that evening, while keeping their parents preoccupied. Not that it would be difficult, since they held little interest in being around their rebellious daughter lately.

“Finally,” Terri inhaled the salty, sea air as she walked along the sidewalk. The breeze caressed the bare skin of her arms and lower legs, as if welcoming her. Summer vacation was always her favourite time of year, not simply for the time away from school, but because it always brought her here. Something about the beach soothed her, like it just rubbed away all her troubles. Even when she came in the colder seasons, it never disappointed her.

The blue-haired girl soon found a spot on the sand to sit back and watch the waves. Sunlight wreathed the scenery in a warm glow and bathed her naked skin. She glanced around at the families gathered around, giggling with childish glee when someone was knocked down by a rogue wave, or when a kid buried their parent in sand. Terri removed her vest and bundled it beneath her head, eager to tan as much of her body as she could.

A combination of the warmth and sounds soon lulled her into lethargy. She would be happy just to lay there for days on end, ignoring any and all problems in her life. Terri let her eyes drift shut, smiling at the warmth on her skin, and slowly deepened her breath while her mind wondered into her fantasies. She cracked an eye open to peer at her surroundings and, finding that no one was even glancing in her direction, ran a hand down her slender body. Her fingers slid past the waistband of her shorts.

Terri sucked on her bottom lip to keep from moaning. In her mind, she saw an endless tide of men, all smiling knowingly at her as she stroked along her fattened lips. They would tease her, turning away to present their rigid buttocks or giving her a side-view of their bulging speedos. Pangs of desire set Terri’s pussy alight and leaked out onto her roving fingertips.

Amongst the men, a few women surfaced. They were new, shiny against the comforting dullness of her usual fantasies, and no less enticing. Terri heard footsteps approach, then stop. She cracked an eye open, breaking away from the delightful daydream, to see a couple standing nearby with their mouths agape. Her gaze trickled down to their groins and saw a distinct bulge in the man’s shorts, though his girlfriend didn’t seem interested. A shame, Terri thought and returned to her fantasy, wetter than before.

The pair left her to her debauched activity. Terri moaned as her daydream fed on her growing lust, urging her to slide a lone finger into her snatch. She cooed at how her inner walls wrapped around her digit, pulling it in and bathing it in her growing moisture. Her other hand squeezed at her breast, quickly finding her nipple and the small barbell that pierced it. A slight sting echoed from the piercing, another drop to add onto the fire in her pussy.

She listened to her surroundings the entire time. People continued to laugh and shriek playfully, ignorant to the blue-hair teen that splayed herself so daringly amidst their ranks. Terri curled her finger to scratch against her g-spot, moaning and raising her hips in response. The leagues of her fantasy audience all stared at her, eager to see what would come next. She licked her lips and pulled at her shirt, tugging it down to reveal her naked breast.

“Mama, what is she doing?”

“What’re you… oh my god!”

Terri didn’t think she was a delinquent by nature. She was a straight B student, rarely absent from class, and she liked to believe that she was always respectful to her peers. But this was something that she couldn’t refute; she was an exhibitionist. The fact that a real woman, and other people judging by the wave of gasps, was watching her touch herself only made her want to do it more.

“Stop that! There’re children,” a woman rushed over, shouting in a hushed tone to avoid bringing other innocent eyes over.

Terri added a second finger to her pussy and moaned louder to match the onset of shocked inhales. She pulled on her nipple, following it with her back. The woman began to shift about nervously. Terri could easily imagine her expression, twisted in worry and frustration, but also strangely intrigued. It was always in porn or on tv, but few people ever encounter a public masturbator. If nothing else, Terri was glad to be this woman’s first in one respect.

“I’ll call the cops!” The woman warned, voice rising in desperation. Terri lifted her eyelids and stared at her company, smiling tersely as she continued to saw her fingers through her velvet pussy.

“Go ahead,” Terri rolled her hips, “I’d love to give them a good show.” She had no intention of doing such a thing, of course. If getting into a fight was too much ‘delinquent’ behaviour for her parents, then having a criminal record would probably land in a catholic school, or worse. After coming to this beach for over a decade, Terri knew full well how long it took the police to respond to a call. She’d be finished and gone before they turned up.

The women slinked off, cell phone in hand, muttering under her breath, “Fucking teenagers. Can’t even keep it in their bedrooms.”

Terri cast her gaze about and caught the eye of several guys. They were careful not to be seen peeking by their partners, but Terri had their near-full attention. She glimpsed the woman setting her phone down. About ten minutes, Terri thought. The girl pushed her shorts down to let her trim bush peek out, while her fingers moved faster. Her pussy squelched as her pleasure bubbled to the surface.

She pinched and pulled on her nipple. The barbell made a perfect hold, which, though she wouldn’t admit it to anyone, was partly why she chose it. Hushed murmurs passed amongst her audience as they watched, enraptured by the exhibitionist’s rising rapture. All form of subtlety vanished from Terri’s movements as she worked herself to her peak.

Whorish moans drowned out most of the other sounds. The oceanic scent faded under her own heady musk, while the sensation of the sand became lost in her clenching pussy. Each stroke of her fingers heightened the sensations. Terri pressed her palm flat against her clit and moved her arm with her fingers, sliding it against the engorged button. Airy breaths turned hard and fast as she raced to her climax.

A siren caught her attention. Terri bit her lip and piled a third finger into her snatch, gasping at how her tender pussy stretched to devour it. She refused to slow down even as the wailing sirens grew closer. If her parents weren’t gonna give her freedom, then she had to exercise it to the limits.

“Yeah… yeah, yeah, yeah,” Terri moaned, voice growing higher with each cry. Her spare hand moved to her clit and swept across it rapidly, sending wild sparks of delight across her nerves. The sirens blared nearby, then halted. Terri arched her back and forced her eyes open, staring at a pair of officers approach her. Oh crap…

They were a few feet away when she made a spontaneous decision. Terri leapt to her feet, ignoring how her legs shook with her orgasm, and leapt into a full sprint. Having been one of the best runners in her middle school’s track team, she was exceptionally quick. Combined with the adrenaline pumping through her veins, and Terri managed to evade arrest by ducking into a dark alley.

She shrank into the shadows, away from prying eyes. Pounding footsteps paused at the entryway, then moved on and faded away, leaving only her galloping heart and raspy breaths for sound. Terri glanced up at the sky, hoping that it wasn’t too late. Though the fiery sky said otherwise. Max and Dan would only help her get back in at nine, no later.

It was too risky, though. Terri reached into her pocket and pulled out her phone, then lightly tapped it against her forehead; the battery was dead. Of course, it was, she thought. Just like in a horror movie. She went to slide it back inside, intending to way her options at that moment, but her thoughts froze when they touched something cool and slimy. Terri turned her head slowly, expecting a reptile of some kind, then peered down at the thing. It certainly wasn’t an animal, none that she knew of.

A flat body oozed a gel-like substance. It was thick and a murky white colour, obscuring its naturally dark colour and the cement that surrounded it. A string of tendrils extended from behind it, all moving slowly.

Terri kept her gaze fixated on the strange sight and didn’t move an inch. It didn’t seem hostile for the moment, though she knew very well how that could change in an instant. The scar on her forearm from a seemingly friendly stray cat was a perfect reminder of that. Minutes passed with her eyes focused on the almost frozen creature. It finally seemed to stop all movement. Even the tendrils ceased.

“Just gonna get up, really slowly,” Terri assured it, hoping that a soft voice would keep it docile, while also making sure her instincts didn’t make her bolt. She pulled her hand away, grimacing at how the ooze stuck to her skin, creating a long string of the stuff. It didn’t react, remaining motionless as she stood. Terri breathed a small sigh of relief and stepped toward the exit, eager to leave and, hopefully, get home in time. She blinked as her left foot refused to follow and turned around with a friendly smile on her face.

It would just be a trash bag or maybe some rope that someone had thrown out. There was no way that something slimy and squishy and long and thick was crawling up her leg. Nope. Impossible. Terri’s grin quivered as she lowered her head, following a glistening trail of black that led to her leg. It was a curious snake.

“Okay, fella, let g-goooo!” Terri shrieked as she hoisted into the air. All composure disintegrated as she flailed her arms and legs, before she began to pull on the… the thing coiled around her leg. The moment her fingers touched it, murky goo spread across its surface. Her hands slid along it while her leg remained trapped.

Terri’s heart assaulted her ribcage. It felt ready to explode from her chest, beating on her lungs in the meantime. Every breath felt laboured. The world became fuzzy and dim. She was almost thankful that she’d pass out before this thing could eat her.

Then everything came back into focus as something stabbed into her neck. Terri reached up to slap at it, only to have her wrist wrenched away by a second snake-like thing. She shook her head to dislodge whatever was in her neck, while swatting with her free hand, before that, too, was taken captive. Another thing constricted her throat and forced her to look straight ahead.

Despite her mind-numbing fear, Terri felt relaxed. Her heart had calmed, and she was breathing normally, as if asleep in her bed rather than dangling upside down in the clutches of some monster. A trickle of slime oozed over her leg and seeped into her shorts. Darkness spread across her shorts as the tentacle spiralled its way to her naked thigh, coating it in a murky sheen. Another tendril mimicked its ally on her other limb.

They squeezed intermittently and with unnerving precision. Terri grimaced inwardly at how they felt on her flesh, wishing that her body could shudder, that it could show any sign of disgust. Instead, all she felt was a gross sense of… peace. She thought back to a massage she got from when her family went to a spa, and how it seemed to remove all tension from her body, while adding an entirely new tension that she hadn’t admitted to anyone. The teen wanted to slap herself for comparing that experience to this moment.

Yet it became all that she could focus on. More tentacles appeared from the shadows, all of them drooling that same goop, and converged on her. Terri followed them with her eyes and watched in horror as they hooked onto her shirt, then tore it in two. Her breasts popped into the air, braless and sporting stiff, twin nubs. Each had a barbell that reflected the low light of the alleyway. They acted as a beacon to the perverse appendages, as two smaller limbs coiled around her chest and squeezed her tits.

Terri screamed at herself from within as her lips involuntarily parted and let out a soft moan. She couldn’t enjoy this. She refused. This thing was a monster, although one that kept its body hidden in the steep shadows. Only its outline was visible to her, not that she paid it any attention. Every facet of her consciousness was fixed on revolting against her traitorous body.

Preoccupied by her thoughts, Terri almost missed it as her shorts became the next victim to this monster. A wave of fear took her as she realised just how strong this thing was to rip her denim pants like that. There was no visible strain, just a clean pull as if it had torn paper. Only her lace panties stood in its way.

Fortunately, the garment seemed to take its fancy. A tendril moved in close to her crotch, a dollop of slime falling onto her panties. It seeped through them in an instant, washing across her groin. Terri groaned at the sensation. The fluid was warm on her pussy, different to the almost cool sensation it left on her thighs and torso. Electric pulsations arched across her nerves, every vein in her crotch throbbing in an all too familiar desire. One that she was helpless to curb.

The tentacle seemed happy to hover over her scantily clad snatch. She might’ve believe it was sniffing at her, though she couldn’t make out anything resembling nostrils on the limb. The tendril around her throat moved, sliding gently along her tender neck until its tip came into view. Terri managed to make her head jerk side to side.

She’d had enough experience with boys to know what this thing wanted. The blunt tip brushed against her bottom lip, leaving behind its slimy excretion, and traced its way along her mouth. Terri’s lips snapped shut, denying entry. She hated blowing her exes; there was no way this thing was going to get her to do so. The tendril didn’t seem concerned by her lack of cooperation and simply continued to circle her lips, trailing slime along the way.

Its siblings or allies or whatever they could be called didn’t remain still either. They continued to massage her arms and legs, rubbing their murky, oil-like perspirations into her flesh. Her breasts were poked in choice areas, as if it were trying to learn her most sensitive places, while the long limbs undulated against them. Slime covered her belly now, pooling in her navel. More appeared at her back to explore her fully.

Some even took to her hair. Perhaps the bright colour intrigued them, Terri wondered, then chased the thought away. She couldn’t let herself be intrigued by this thing. It was disgusting. Hideous, even. 

Then why did her pussy feel so wet? As far as she could tell, none of the slime had leaked into her orifice, like it somehow knew not to. Terri’s mind seized in terror; what if there was no slime on her panties? She tried to get a better look, but her neck refused to listen to her any further. The tentacles on her breasts flicked her pierced nipples, sending a shockwave through her. Terri gasped at the sensation.

Shit! Her mind screeched at her mouth to shut itself quickly, but her muscles were too lax. They began to close as the tendril struck, far swifter than her sluggish jaw. The tip slipped in easily, then quickly flared into a broader form. It pushed relentlessly, forcing her mouth wider to accommodate its mass. Terri summoned every ounce of willpower to try and push it back with her tongue, yet all that she could muster was a nudge.

Foul. Gross. Disgusting. Every synonym that Terri could think of surged through her mind, before a strange, disconcerting thought quelled them; ‘it tastes good’. Terri’s eyes widened at the torrid obscene idea, then her tongue moved once more. A tide of fluid inundated her mouth and leaked from her lips, covering her taste buds in a salty-sweet flavour. The texture reminded her of a heavy cream, yet the taste was wholly different.

What was it? Terri mentally frowned in annoyance and rolled her tongue about, hoping to sample as much of the slime as she could. Still, the exact flavour eluded her. An equally elusive scent shrouded her sinuses as the slick fluid coated her face. Then, without warning, there was no more. Terri’s eyes widened at the sudden loss, then flicked about wildly. Someone must’ve come to save her.

Nothing happened. She remained hung there, unable to move, while this creature continued to massage her entire body. Slime poured between the valley of her ass cheeks, running over her tight knot of muscle. Not an inch of her body was untouched now. She felt the breeze run across her drenched flesh.

If no one had come to help her, then why did it stop secreting into her mouth? For that matter, why did she want it to continue?

The world spun as she was manoeuvred to hang upright. Her hair fell onto her face with a sloppy smack and matted to her skin, while a drop of leftover slime slid down her throat. Terri inhaled sharply at how dry her gullet felt, like the Sahara Desert had transferred itself to her neck. There was only one source of liquid available.

Terri clenched her eyes shut and forced her head to move forward. An instant flood of that enigmatic flavoured slime washed over her tongue, then down her parched throat. She could almost see it in her mind as the murky fluid slid into her oesophagus, coating her insides, then settled deep in her stomach. Revulsion should’ve been all she could comprehend at that moment, instead all she could focus on was that frustratingly addictive taste.

What felt like an entire gallon poured down her insatiable gullet. Yet it wasn’t enough. Terri’s brow creased in worry at how much she craved it, even though she had to get the oddly delicious fluid from this disgusting tentacle. It squished under her teeth, undamaged even as her jaw clenched to swallow repeatedly, and reminded her of another tongue. Her own, rebellious muscle writhed against it.

The others grew more audacious with her apparent acceptance. Terri moaned and gurgled reluctantly as her breasts were handled expertly, as if the tentacles were the fingers of a long-time lover. They pushed against with pinpoint precision, coaxing her arousal to greater heights. Her body further blasphemed as her hips moved in short circles like a slut begging for another cock.

Terri jerked at a sudden touch against her sopping crotch. Her muscles didn’t react out of disgust or fear, but in pleasure. She lowered her gaze to peer at a tendril poking between her thighs, then snapped her eyes shut as it rubbed against her panties again, stroking its seemingly endless length against her scarcely protected pussy. A blur passed before her eyes and a tearing sound drowned out her thoughts.

It never intended to eat her. Terri’s throat was freed, letting her head fall forward, and her legs were raised and kept aloft, as if hung in stirrups at a gynaecologist’s office. Now she had a near perfect view of her naked, slime-drenched pussy. A new tentacle made itself know, one with a rounded tip and an obvious hole at its peak. It was thicker than the rest and riddled in root-like protrusions that ran along its surface.

As she stared, a pair of smaller limbs emerged from the tip. They were capped by a series of tiny tendrils, as if mimicking her hands. Terri stared, bug-eyed in fear, yet her body remained as calm and horny as ever. It pressed against her opening, then slid along her engorged lips and poked against her clit. The head pulled away to show how wet it was, despite not secreting a single drop of slime. Once again, it pushed at her soaked hole and held there.

Terri moaned as the two small ones rushed into her pussy. They paused at her hymen but continued to writhe within her, pushing against her walls in hundreds of different ways in moments, until they found her g-spot. Her breathing deepened minutely as tiny, needle-thin tendrils flailed against her insides. The main body forced the first inch inside.

No, no, no… Terri desperately thought as every nerve-ending in her body was set alight. A tide of gasoline poured over the embers of her ecstasy, igniting them into boisterous infernos as her entire being seized in bliss. Slime and drool spilled from her lips as she forgot herself, only swallowing when the pleasure waned. Terri suckled mindlessly as she observed the main tentacle gradually move into her virgin hole.

Even that slow motion was enough to bring her to edge again. She tried to curl her fingers, to distil the sensations with pain, yet her body refused her. Rather than try to prevent the oncoming storm of bliss, her hands each curled around a conveniently placed tendril. This thing must’ve hijacked her nervous system, she thought, desperate to maintain how horrid this experience was. The mere idea that she was doing of her own volition was ludicrous.

Her virginity was stolen in a violent thrust. Discomfort radiated from her crotch, a fierce ache rapidly settled there, only to be eviscerated in her pleasure. Terri lurched forward, inadvertently driving the tentacle down her throat. She gagged, but she remained in place as her once pure cunt was fucked by a monster.

It feels good, Terri thought.

It’s horrible, she rebutted.

Everything feels so warm.

Everything feels so gross.

I love it.

I hate it.

Terri’s eyelids fluttered as her entire body quivered in her second orgasm. Through the blinking darkness, she could make out a distinct bulge in her belly with two more extending out from it. It was in her womb. No human could fuck her this deep. No human could make her feel this way.

That’s wrong… Terri desperately fought back, imagining what horrors must be taking place inside her womb at that moment. It was going to liquify her insides and drink her like a spider. It would lay something in her that would eat its way out. It…

It was no use. Terri brought her eyes under control and locked them on the outrageous sight of her womb, watching and feeling every little movement that took place in there. Her gut twisted into a knot as her third climax dawned, building with each slight thrust or wriggle of the tendrils inside her uterus. They explored her cramped organ until the two smaller ones reached somewhere the main body couldn’t.

Horror should have consumed any hint of pleasure at that moment. Terri should’ve been trying to regain control of her body and escape. Instead, she was enraptured by the sight of the lithe tendrils coiling into balls inside her ovaries. Whatever this monster was, it meant no harm for the meantime. She should’ve passed out from lack of oxygen or from the sheer anguish of having her virginity stolen so abruptly, yet neither occurred. This thing wanted her to enjoy.

She couldn’t fight back anyway. It would overpower her with a flick of a tendril, and probably kill her in the process. Terri moaned like a common whore as a series of round objects protruded from her womb, each following the tendrils through her fallopian tubes. They stretched her deepest canals wide, every centimetre bringing another burst of bliss. As the first orbs were dispensed into her ovaries, Terri came.

And again, as the second set passed through. Again, with the third set. Again, on the fourth, fifth, sixth… Terri quickly lost track of the world around her. The alleyway, the monster, her safety, her sense of self all faded into the aether of her ecstasy. All she felt was the balls entering her and the inseparable climax that accompanied them.

After an indeterminable time, Terri managed to regain a semblance of consciousness. She peered through bleary eyes, hazy from an overload of pleasure and the joyous tears that ran down her cheeks, to watch as the tendrils retracted into the main one. It swelled massively until it was the girth of a grapefruit, then shrank as a deluge of fluid inundated her womb. Terri’s vision dimmed as yet another climax exploded within her, all while watching her belly rise like a pregnancy time lapse.

It was undoubtedly cum. Even her near-brainless state could determine that much, as well as, given the sheer amount, the eggs laid within her would be fertilised. Terri finally succumbed to unconsciousness as her belly extended past the size of a yoga ball.

“I’m home…” Terri mumbled as she staggered through the door. A hoard of footsteps converged on her, but no one said anything. She ignored the concerned faces of her family and ambled upstairs, one arm cradling her slightly swollen belly. The tattered remains of her shirt covered the sides of her torso, though it did a poor job concealing her breasts.

“Terri?!” Her mom shouted. Her voice was strained, however, clearly more worried than angry.

“We’ll talk later,” Terri murmured. She finally reached her room and shut the door, jamming a chair against the handle to avoid unwelcome visitors. The blue haired girl sat on her bed, which quickly grew damp from the slimy drops that trailed down her glistening form. Her fingers brushed over the area around her womb, finding several firm shapes there, “It really happened.” She whispered, then toppled onto her side and fell asleep.

-Two days later-

Terri rubbed at her stomach with a deep frown on her forehead. The firmness was more prevalent now, visible in proper light. Her memories of the weekend were hazy at best, much more so when she tried to recall why she was suddenly so concerned over her belly. She only properly recalled that morning, where her parents had looked almost appalled at how normal she behaved.

They questioned her relentlessly. Her answer was always the same; she didn’t know what they were talking about. Being her parents, they didn’t believe her. Terri’s lip curled in annoyance, recalling how her mother had begun to theorise that she was an addict. Or part of some cult… that used drugs. Or that she had met something… who did drugs. Terri’s mother clearly had something against narcotics.

She finally got them to stop by postulating that a walk might clear her head. And thus, Terri found herself walking down the almost abandoned neighbourhood. Most of the other residents were still on holiday, including her nearest friend. That meant she could enjoy the summer weather by herself. No hyperactive kids or shirtless middle-age men sunbathing on their lawns. Just herself and the birds…

“Terri Bellwether!”

“Crap… what?” Terri grumbled and turned to face the speaker, half expecting to see her mother following her, only to freeze in place. The freshman was there, mostly recovered, and accompanied by no less than six other girls. All of them were largely built, shirts taut with muscle. One had a pair of boxing gloves hanging from her bag. Her face was one of retribution, clearly unware of the phrase ‘forgive and forget’.

“Oh shit.”

Bright lights woke her from a deep, fitful slumber. Terri gasped as she opened her eyes, wincing at the burst of light that assailed her senses. Movement drew her attention to the right, where her mother hunched over her with a face that seemed crafted from anxiety. A door opened with a soft hiss, leading her gaze to a woman clad in a white coat. Her hair was tied back in a strict bun and a pair of stylish glasses rested on her nose.

“Good to see you awake, Terri,” the woman said, stepping inside with gentle, carefully mediated steps. Terri frowned and focused on her face, finally recognising her family’s doctor: Leslie Adams.

“What happened?” Terri glanced around to confirm her surroundings, squinting at the sterile, white environment.

“That’s what we’d like to know,” her doctor muttered and took a board from the base of Terri’s bed, flicking a pen across the paper, “A good Samaritan found you lying in the street, unconscious. We couldn’t find any visible injuries, so we performed a couple of x-rays.”

“And?” Terri pressed, mentally checking herself to see if there was any pain. The only discomfort she felt was the dryness on her lips. She ran her tongue across them and quickly retracted it, restraining a shudder as she did so. The air smelled horrible, full of chemicals and her companions’ perfumes. There was a pleasant aroma beneath it all, but it was barely discernible. Terri mentally shook herself, refocusing on the biggest issue; how could she smell all that so clearly?

She sniffed with her nose and found the odours were muted by comparison. It doesn’t make sense, the girl thought and ran a hand through her hair, relieved that her sense of touch hadn’t turned strange. Her hearing was fine too it seemed. The weird synaesthesia must’ve been due to her unconscious state. Or perhaps the x-rays.

“Nothing,” the doctor chirped with a shrug, “No damage to your body that we could find. Your brain seems fine too. That said,” she added when Terri’s mother opened her mouth to speak, “We’d like to keep you for observation now that you’re conscious.”

“Was I out for long?” Terri inquired.

“Only a couple of days. Should amount to no more than some joint stiffness and lethargy. We should get you some solid food though.”

“Okay,” Terri pushed herself up and felt her blood freeze. There was something between her thighs. It felt slimy against her skin, yet familiar as well. She subtly moved her leg against and found that whatever it was reached about halfway to her knee. Also, that it was attached to her as it pulled on her crotch with each budge.

The doctor and her mother continued to talk. Terri merely nodded whenever they directed a statement at her, while continuing to feel at the strange appendage. It was smooth underneath the slimy exterior, though she felt a distinct ridge towards the end and several other bumps just beneath it. She wriggled her butt as if to get comfortable and nearly gasped at the sensation of something else rubbing against her womanhood. No matter how impossible it seemed, the ‘thing’ felt unnervingly like a penis.

“I’ll go grab a nurse to get you something to eat,” the doctor notified her.

“I’ll come too. I could use a cup of coffee,” Terri’s mother stood, pinching the bridge of her nose. Now that she was looking closer, Terri could make out dark circles under her parent’s eyes. She didn’t have any makeup on either.

“We’ll be right back,” her doctor said. They left with a comforting smile, which Terri returned and added a short wave. Now alone, Terri immediately threw off the linen sheets and pulled her gown aside. She almost wished she hadn’t. At least then she could’ve pretended it was something else, like an IV drip or a catheter. Something more pleasant than the long shaft of flesh that rested between her legs.

Or the panic inducing sight of green leading up from its base. The limb itself was the same colour as her ordinarily fair skin, though she must’ve found time to sunbathe over the weekend as her complexion was darker than usual, and led up to a deep, purple tip. There were three protrusions that she could see beneath the head, each surrounded by a bump of flesh that looked like swirls. All of it was covered in a thick layer of pearlescent slime. Terri quivered as she reached down to touch it, unable to restrain her curiosity.

There was no reaction to her surprise. It just felt like another arm, no heightened sensitivity or anything. She sighed in disappointment.

“The fuck’s wrong with you?” Terri snapped at herself and ripped her hand away, returning the sheet to its original place. The fact that it wasn’t an actual dick, or at least not an active one, was a relief. No twisted erotic adventurers would befall her, not like the ones she’d heard about online. She’d tell Doctor Adams, schedule a removal surgery, and be done with the whole thing.

Terri folded her arms and smiled softly. Then everything could go back to normal. No more vengeful freshman with an army of muscle-bound bitches, or weird lapses in memory. She leaned against the wall and looked around the room, wanting to find something to distract herself while her nails dealt with a sudden itch on her side. With nothing to occupy her attention, Terri sank into the bed and stared at the ceiling until the door opened.

Doctor Adams walked back in with a tray of food. Terri’s stomach growled, its hunger extending across the room.

“Sorry,” Terri blushed and sat upright.

“Don’t be,” Leslie set the tray on her lap, then sat in the nearby chair, “It’s to be expected.” Her words went almost unheard as Terri ravenously shovelled the meatloaf into her mouth, swallowing within only a few bites. The tray was soon void of food, leaving Terri with a languid sensation throughout her body.

“I thought hospital food was supposed to be gross,” Terri noted and patted her full stomach.

“It is,” Leslie admitted, “But even a piece of Durian fruit would be appetising to a starving person.”

“Ew,” Terri laughed. Her doctor took the tray, leaning down to do so. The girl’s eyes were inadvertently drawn to Leslie’s chest, what with it being so close, and peered down her shirt to see a majestic cleavage. Only a blind person would fail to notice how endowed the doctor was, and she wasn’t shy about it either, often wearing a tight-fitting shirt. Or that’s how it seemed in Terri’s memories.

Now she had a bird’s eye view of Leslie’s breasts. The top-halves anyway, still such a view was clearly enough to get a rise out of a certain addition. Terri gulped audibly, unfamiliar sensations creeping through her. She licked her suddenly dry lips and glanced up to Leslie’s face, which remained in view. The doctor was looking back at her, a knowing grin on her face.

“You know,” Leslie began and leaned in closer, “I have a thing for younger girls.”

“I’m eighteen,” Terri breathed.

“The perfect age,” Leslie chuckled and abruptly straightened herself, then walked from the room. She paused at the exit, turning back to Terri, “I’ll be back tonight for your ‘check-up’.”

“That’s so corny.”

“Maybe, but it gets the point across,” Leslie winked and left.

“Well…” Terri glanced at the hospital linens, immediately locking onto the slight bump at her crotch, “Maybe I can at least take it for a spin?” She mused aloud, thoughts lingering on what might occur that evening, and what kind of sensations her cock would offer. Or how Doctor Adams would react.

The sun sank past the horizon, letting its counterpart take the stage for Terri’s part of the world. Gentle luminescence shimmered across the hard floor and offered only the slightest illumination for the girl, who sat in her bed, staring at the door in anticipation. Each shadow that passed sent a thrill through her. One finally paused and pushed the barrier open with a soft hiss.

“I’ve been looking forward to this,” Leslie murmured as she moved to Terri’s bed and sank onto her, straddling the awestruck girl.

“I’ve never done anything with a woman before,” Terri warned her, despite moving to cup the doctor’s ass through her clothes. Even with the fabric in her way, she could appreciate how firm yet forgiving the cheeks were. She wondered if they would jiggle if she fucked Leslie from behind?

“Don’t worry, dear,” Leslie assured her and leaned down, large bust mashing against Terri’s perky handfuls, “I’ve got experience to spare.” Silence dampened the air as their lips met. Hers are so soft, Terri noted as she gradually leaned into the kiss. She tastes so sweet, too, like candy, and that smell… Terri’s flipped Leslie’s coat up and darted under her skirt, discovering a lack of underwear.

The blue-haired girl moaned as she kneaded her doctor’s ass. Each cheek seemed to swallow her fingers, surrounding them in pliant firmness. Pillars of fire burst forth within Terri’s mind, each feeding a central column, one that steadily burned brighter than the rest. As it lit up, she felt sensations on her penis. It raised her gown and pushed against the sheets, inevitably bumping against Leslie’s form. The touch was enough to distract the lustful professional.

“What is that?”

“My, uh…” Terri stammered, nursing her bottom lip as she struggled not to resume the kiss. A line of drool leaked from her mouth as she panted softly, while her heart pounded crazily. Each pulse went straight to her cock, engorging it further until Leslie’s curiosity couldn’t be ignored any longer. The doctor stood up and yanked Terri’s sheets away, revealing her recent secret.

“That’s a penis,” Leslie stated flatly, eyes fixed on the impressive mast.

“Yeah,” Terri nodded. It looked bigger than earlier, by quite a margin at that.

“You have a penis,” Leslie confirmed.

“Yeah.”

“It’s a big penis.”

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” Terri grumbled and sat up, causing her new member to bounce in place, “Can you do something about it?”

“I…” Leslie gulped and returned to the bed, lowering her face to stare at the captivating impossibility, “Wow, what’s that smell?” She sniffed rapidly, her exhales running across Terri’s virgin shaft. The doctor’s hands, soft and gentle reached out to grasp it.

“Fuck!” Terri gasped and jerked her hips, pushing her prick against Leslie’s inquisitive face.

“So hard,” Leslie muttered. Her hands stroked it, lingering on the unusual protrusions below the head, “And big.” Terri only nodded as she watched, eyes tracking every movement. Even with Leslie’s hands stacked atop one another, several inches of Terri’s member poked out. An intricate circuit of veins lined the shaft, each half the size of the gripping fingers. They couldn’t meet around Terri’s girth either.

“I need a taste,” Leslie groaned.

“What?” Terri breathed, then inhaled sharply as the doctor’s tongue circled around her cock head.

“Superb,” Leslie mumbled as her tongue continued to explore, coating Terri’s member in saliva, before it was replaced by something thicker. The girl-turned-futa recognised it, though she couldn’t place from where, but she knew it was slime. Not a simple fluid either. On a deeper level, Terri knew the properties contained within and the affects they’d have on her doctor. Still, she didn’t stop her.

First, Leslie would be enticed. The doctor mumbled observations to herself as she explored, slurping up the slime and swishing it around her mouth before she swallowed. Each gulp earned her greater amounts of that slick fluid, luring her to engulf the head rather than simply lick. Her moans vibrated around Terri’s cock, summoning more slime.

Second, Leslie would forego self-preservation. Exactly as Terri thought the words, her family doctor gagged on her dick, then pressed onward to stretch her throat around it. There was no chance that she could breathe like that, or that her throat wasn’t trying everything in its power to expel the massive invader. Yet she persisted. Leslie’s throat opened for Terri and soon her lips pressed against the hairless crotch.

“So good,” Terri moaned, thrusting her hips on instinct. Faintly, she felt it as her cock perspired heaping amounts of slime, which either poured down Leslie’s increasingly welcoming gullet, or leaked across her chin and lips. She wrapped Leslie’s hair around her hands, then began to push and pull the older woman in time with her hips.

A mix of slime and spit practically gushed from Leslie’s mouth. She gagged with every pull, adding more saliva to the mix, while the motions soon became fast and smooth. It was tight around Terri’s cock, but the friction only made it better. Streams of tears leaked under the strain, yet Leslie remained in place. She crouched there with her throat impaled and her lungs cut off from their oxygen.

“I… I… Oh, fuck, what am I?” Terri stammered and panted, unfamiliar sensations raging within her. She looked down at Leslie and met her teary gaze.

Third, Leslie would crave something from Terri. Something that no other human, much less a woman, could deliver. Terri’s thrusts hastened into an erratic pounding, elevating her pleasure and tightening the knot in her gut. Each thrust seemed to double the sensations. They built and built, stacking atop one another until it became too much. Like a building too tall for its own good, her support crumbled. Terri threw her head back and clenched her jaw tight to muffle her scream.

Her balls clenched tight and loudly churned. They shrivelled against her crotch, as if shying away from the doctor, then exploded in size to engulf Leslie’s chin as a sea of viscous seed soared through her cock. Terri crushed her doctor’s hair in her hands, entire body locked in an incredible release. Warmth radiated from her crotch and set fire to everywhere else, feeding on the blissful inferno to heighten her sensations.

“Take it all!” Terri grunted as her urethra opened wide and spewed a deluge of cum, “Swallow my load… every drop!” Her hips jerked, slapping her oversized testes into Leslie’s face while muffle, lewd squirts shot down the doctor’s undulating gullet. Each burst felt bigger than the last. Not just in her release, Terri realised in the corner of her mind, but every part of her. The bed seemed so cramped as her body changed.

She stared down at herself and watched her pert, C cup breasts rise like dough on her chest. They remained as shapely as ever, even as they encroached on, and exceeded porn star sizes. Within moments, the giant mounds should have dominated her torso, yet they only seemed slightly overgrown. Her feet grazed the floor, while her hips extended past the bedframe.

“This is…” Terri moaned, still cumming powerfully, “Amazing…” she hissed as Leslie’s hands slid under her balls to toy with her pussy, the juices of which had left the bed underneath her utterly drenched. The girl’s hands relaxed and moved to cradle Leslie’s throat, finding a prominent, tube-like bulge there. She clamped her fingers around it, overlapping them with ease, and jerked her hands. Fresh pleasure blazed to life and ushered forth a thicker load.

“So good,” Terri hummed under her breath, enraptured in the absurdity and bliss of her situation, “Keep drinking my jizz, Doctor Adams… swallow my cum.” There was no other option for the doctor. Terri had long since grown long enough to impale her oesophagus, almost pumping her sperm directly into Leslie’s stomach.

Even so, the amount was far too great. It streamed from Leslie’s lips and over Terri’s groin, coating her balls in their progeny. The smell of sex blanketed all other odours in the room, even the chemical sterility hospitals were notorious for. Every inhale incited Terri to keep thrusting, to prolong her already unfairly extensive climax, and to stuff her constantly growing shaft down a tight, but oh so willing hole.

“More,” Terri gasped and shoved Leslie off, yanking her cock free. Ropes of semen flew forth with the release, covering the sensual doctor in jellylike globs, “I want your pussy.”

Fourth, Leslie would be powerless to resist her desires. Or Terri’s. She turned around, not even mentioning how Terri’s knees extended far past the bed, then hiked up her skirt to show off her pert ass. There were tan lines across the cheeks, something that oddly enticed the former girl. Terri clapped one hand onto the heart-shaped rear. She licked her lips hungrily as the flesh rippled enticingly. Her cock pulsed powerfully and abruptly ended its release.

“I know,” Terri cooed breathlessly and pressed her dick against Leslie’s dripping cunt, “I want it too.” Sucking her cock had clearly left the doctor aroused, more than ready for a hard fucking. Terri pushed forward and parted the lips, moaning at the heat and moisture, then forewent any idea of letting Leslie adjust. They cried out mutually as she rammed forward.

“So… fucking… big!” Leslie shouted, arching her back while her hips slid down the huge shaft. It quickly bottomed out inside her, but Terri’s thrust didn’t pause. It merely slowed, pushing forward with an indominable force, until the girl’s hips jerked forth, “My womb?!” Leslie rasped in disbelief. Her pussy fluttered and clenched as a fountain of her juices sullied the bed.

Terri reared back slowly. She moaned low, savouring the way that her doctor’s snatch tried to suck her back inside, before driving forth into Leslie’s womb. The organ was surprisingly small around her cock, squeezing around it just like the rest of the carnal tunnel did. Her hips and thighs smashed into Leslie’s own, echoing through the near-vacant room. The angle heightened the friction of her monumental dick as it powered through Leslie’s insides.

“I wanna see,” Terri grunted and picked the doctor up, handling her like a child, to turn her around, still impaled on her shaft. Their eyes met, though Leslie’s were glazed over and practically void of higher thought. Terri devoured her lover visually, taking in how her cock bulged obscenely through the doctor’s belly and shirt. The shape twitched as she clenched her muscles. The feeling of fluid trickling down her skin tore Terri’s focus away. She looked to her nipple and saw a stream of white at its tip.

“Drink,” Terri ordered, offering her teat. Leslie instantly latched on and suckled. She didn’t use teeth or even her tongue, merely drank like a babe. Terri smirked and gripped the doctor’s broad hips, then raised them high only to let her fall. Each descent made the protrusion of her cock even more prominent, gradually rising to poke between Leslie’s voluptuous tits. That gave Terri an idea, “Push your tits together.”

She moaned as Leslie followed the command. It was like the doctor was little more than a condom, or a fleshlight, stretching to suit Terri’s obscene desires. The slime and cum made it possible, atomic cells hijacking Leslie’s body for her needs. Gravity became too slow for Terri’s liking. She lifted and yanked Leslie on her cock, basking in the sight of it jutting out from Leslie’s torso.

“Gonna cum,” Terri gasped, a familiar knot forming in her gut. She brought one hand to her balls, sampling their new size. Each egg-shaped orb overflowed in her grip, which she estimated could hold a melon with ease. The question of how big she was never came to her. Every thought remained fixated on her pleasure; how it built, the way her cock throbbed harder and faster, or in how she was still growing bigger… There was simply too much, leaving no room for paltry concerns.

“Oh, fuck! I’m cumming again… In your womb. Fuck, Leslie I’m gonna cum in your womb!”

“Yes!” The doctor shrieked, cunt imploding around Terri to bring her over the peak.

“What’s going on… in… here?!” A nurse demanded after an indeterminable time. She exploded into the room, key chain clinking noisily with her rampant arrival, but immediately fell silent upon flipping the night switch. Terri barely glanced at her, focused wholly on swelling Leslie’s gut out until she looked fit to burst with octuplets.

“I’ll be with you in a moment,” Terri said flippantly, waving a hand big enough to crush a watermelon. She had exceeded the realms of simply being tall, instead taking the moniker of giant. Her frame dominated Leslie’s, almost able to conceal her from view were it not for the doctor’s enormous belly. The perfect semi-sphere lurched in size, then ceased. Terri pulled away, a disgustingly sexual slurp coming from Leslie’s pussy. She leaned down to peer at it and saw straight through to the cervix, which rapidly closed. Only a trickle of cum escaped.

“I take it you’re next?” Terri inquired, turning to regard the nurse. Her clothes were in a heap beside her, while she kept one hand buried between her thighs. Sloppy noises emanated from her, while she stared at Terri. The giantess stood, ducking her head to avoid the ceiling, and strode over. Her cock swayed with her hips in a hypnotically sensual pattern. By Terri’s guess, the huge prick had to be almost three feet long.

She felt that it should be bigger, though. A thought that her member shared as it pulsed, expanding slightly. Terri picked up the nurse and stared her in the eye, already assured that her strange new body had worked its magic. This woman was already under her power, beside herself with arousal and incapable of resisting Terri.

“Before we do this,” Terri whispered, her voice low and husky, “I want you to call all your girl friends. Tell them whatever you have to for them to come here.”

“Okay,” the nurse nodded.

Terri was certain that her growth was tied to sex. Or her orgasms, at least. Regardless, she was eager to fuck until she dropped, though her stamina seemed to have increased alongside her stature. It would be long, wonderful night.

Part 2

Terri stumbled into the ocean front. Enormous imprints of her feet trailed behind her, distorted by a flat line that dragged over and between them. The sun barely peeked above the horizon, as if frightened by her. Why wouldn’t it be? Terri thought with a glance at the ground, which seemed to grow further and further away with every second. Even with just a glimpse, she took in all the details of her newly inhuman body.

Darkened, razor-edged claws had replaced her fingernails. She knew from experience that they could cleave metal in two or satisfy a sultry itch through her haphazard patches of green scales. Each plate was visible to the naked eye, all shifting with her brutal muscles that belied the softness of her exterior. Terri flicked her most recent addition, sending a cloud of dry send storming to her right. The tail was still difficult to control properly, though she was improving.

Of course, such changes were subpar compared to the most distinct alteration. Terri’s hands idly played with her breasts, heaving the truck-sized mounds and their inappropriately gigantic peaks. Waterfalls of milk splashed into the sea water below, turning it a murky white colour, while her cock was gradually submerged. It had outgrown her body, easily twice as large as it needed to be.

Which said a lot given that she estimated herself to be over sixty feet all. And still growing, she added with a tweak of her nipple, certain that it was bigger than the last time she did so. It’d only be a matter of time before she was as big as skyscrapers. Still, Terri felt no trepidation towards this inevitable outcome. In fact, she welcomed it.

It was entirely possible that her new genetics were influencing her thoughts, or that she had lost her mind altogether. That weekend at this same beach had left her invariably changed, though no one could have predicted how far it would go. Terri raised her eyes to lock onto the ascending sunlight, unsurprised that she didn’t need to blink against the blinding illumination, and marched onward. Regardless of what catalyst caused this, she only had one desire at that moment; head east. To Asia.

Specifically, Japan.

-Three Weeks Later-

“Sir… we have a situation,” one of the Japanese Prime Minister’s many aides whispered covertly into his ear, mindful of the watchful eyes on her. She scanned the room as she spoke, taking note of the military personnel gathered. After the radiation alert from a week ago, they were on high alert, fearful that another country might try a nuclear assault. All inquiries into the matter had revealed none such intentions. Regardless, they were being cautious.

“Thank you, Satsuko-San,” the PM nodded and waved for her to go. Satsuko bowed respectfully and turned away, though not before taking a glance at her country’s leader; fear clouded his features. It was set into the wise wrinkles and firm jaw. She understood him entirely at that moment. What she had imparted was impossible, something from science-fiction. Or a pervert’s wet dream.

But the news reports didn’t lie. Satsuko found the channel on her phone, stoically watching a humanoid figure erupt from the ocean. Her heart pounded at a mile a minute, yet her face remained steadfast. This was no place to show weakness. A loud roar blared from her in-ear headphones, one that sounded entirely inhuman despite the face that made the sound. Outraged shouts forced her to put the device away.

“This is insane!” One shouted, and the others were quick to follow suite. 

“It must be a fake! The media will do anything to increase their ratings.”

“It’s not a fake. Thousands of people are reporting it through social media. They have videos too.”

“But… this shouldn’t be possible. Even radiation couldn’t cause a mutation like that.”

“We have to face facts,” the PM’s voice settled the outrage, “This is reality now. All we can do is prepare a way to…”

“Prime Minister! It… apparently, it’s masturbating.”

Satsuko whipped out her phone once more. Exactly as the speaker had stated, the ‘woman’ was stroking a phallus easily the size of her body, while her tail circled her breast. Even for its size, the breasts and penis were far too large. The camera zoomed in and revealed that deluge of semi-opaque fluid gushing from its penis.

She shut it off. Her clothes felt stuffy, despite being the loosest work clothes she had available. The aide hurried to preoccupy herself, focusing on the clicking of her heels to try and ignore the uncouth wetness between her legs. The PM and his cabinet would be meeting soon, they would need refreshments. A menial task, but a distracting one at least.

The room was still in an uproar when Satsuko returned. Arguments were waged for the ‘girl’ creature’s capture, extinction or simple observation. All had their merits, though she leaned toward capture, then they could learn what created this thing. And possibly recreate it. She forced the idea from her mind, determined to maintain a level head through this moment. Letting her personal interests interfere would call her abilities into question. Better to hand them their tea and remain stoic.

“It’s already caused flooding in several districts. People have drowned, Prime Minister. If it tries to move further into our country, who knows what damages it will incur. We have to kill it before that.”

“Evacuations take priority,” the PM disagreed, “We’ll minimise the damage for the time being. Once our citizens are safe, then we can attack.”

“And if it moves before then?”

“We should at least subjugate it.”

“Not possible,” someone spoke up. Satsuko turned to face them, seeing a young woman stride into the room. She was dressed shabbily for such an important meeting, with a half-unbuttoned shirt and a skewed skirt that offered a small glimpse at her panties. Even so, her presence commanded the attention of all the officials present. Satsuko frowned at her, trying to discern her name. She recognised this woman from somewhere.

“And why is that, Miss…”

“Maria,” she answered in perfect English. A foreigner? “I’m here to advise you all on this ‘creature’ as you call it.”

“Well, what would you call it?” Someone laughed.

“A Kaiju,” Maria answered, unfazed.

“Don’t be ridiculous. This isn’t a movie, madam.”

“Specifically,” Maria continued without so much as a glance at the speaker, “A Kaiju-Girl. It’s a being that’s been lost to history, forgotten by humanity, but they’re still very much alive. I believe that this one is called ‘God-Futa’, an entity with both genders and a lust that cannot be sated by human means.”

“Lust?”

“Yes,” Maria nodded and tossed a pile of papers in the middle of the table, smiling softly when the smack silenced all murmurs, “It doesn’t want destruction, or even to find nourishment. For this Kaiju-Girl, it only seeks to mate. A troublesome endeavour.”

“Then what are we supposed to do?” The PM demanded, head low as if defeated. It was natural, Satsuko thought. This was a meeting of elites, leaders and individuals who excelled in their field, yet this seemingly random woman entered with more information than all of them combined. No one else had any more plausible theories to argue with her.

“Satisfy it,” Maria said bluntly, rolling her eyes.

“Just how is it that you know so much, Maria-San?”

Finally, Maria’s air of confidence cracked. Her cheeks turned red and her breathing deepened. If Satsuko didn’t know better, she might’ve thought this woman was aroused. The question was repeated by several others, all smirking snidely at her unravelled calm.

“Because I’m… I’m with a Kaiju-Girl,” Maria answered. She shuddered and moaned softly, though Satsuko wasn’t certain. Everyone looked around the room, as if expecting this Kaiju-Girl to reveal itself, “Not here. I mean… I’m in a relationship with her.”

“Seriously?!” Several voices all shouted at once. Curiosity blazed in their eyes, all inhaling to launch a barrage of questions.

“I’ve done what I came for,” Maria silenced them, turning to leave, “I’ll be on my way.” She left the room, hips swaying widely. Satsuko watched her carefully, just as everyone present did, and bit her lip to restrain a shocked gasp. A very familiar shape hung from her skirt, just visible when she raised her legs in the right way. She looked around, though no one else seemed to have noticed this.

“Satsuko-San, you should go home for now. This will drag on for a long time, I’m afraid,” the PM whispered, glancing at his peers. They were calm for now, everyone absorbing the information. But the silence was fragile at best. One word and the quiet would shatter. Satsuko bowed gratefully, afraid to speak in such tense tranquillity.

At home, she sat at her computer and pulled up the ongoing news coverage. God-Futa had begun moving again. It cradled its cock, holding the towering member to its chest while an ongoing flood of what could only be pre-cum continued to pour. The creature waded through the tar-like fluid that surrounded its feet and submerged the area. Satsuko could make out human bodies floating amongst the sludge.

It’s a real futanari, she thought. Only such an impossible gender could still be hard after cumming so much. Her eyes flicked to her bookmarks, where a folder titled ‘Secret F’ resided, within which her prolific assortment of futanari pictures, videos and stories rested. They were just fiction, of course. Even the most realistic drawings or photoshops couldn’t fool the human eye. Yet, she could glance at a screen and see the genuine article terrorising Japan.

“I have to see it,” Satsuko muttered under her breath, a flush of desire surging through her. 

“I wouldn’t advise it.”

Satsuko whirled around, pushing her chair over, to face the intruder, “You’re… Maria-San?”

The self-professed Kaiju lover nodded and strode forward, eyes intent on Satsuko’s screen, “If you came within five miles of her, you would be incapacitated with arousal.”

For a moment, Satsuko remained quiet as she reacquainted her gaze with this untidy woman. She was a sight to behold, more so now that they weren’t separated by a conference table and government officials, with breasts like volleyballs as they sat on her chest. Cavernous cleavage separated the twin mounds, which rose and fell enticingly with every breath. Satsuko’s eyes drifted lower to see a glimpse of the intruder’s graceful waist.

She shook her head free of the hypnotic view, reminding herself of the glaring issue.

“What’re you doing in my home?!” Satsuko shouted.

“You saw me, didn’t you?” Maria ignored the demand, turning to face the PM’s aide.

“Don’t just ignore me,” Satsuko muttered, scowling at the strange woman. Their eyes lingered on one another. Her dark brown circles possessed only suspicion and anger, while Maria’s striking blue orbs remained as calm as ever. Satsuko exhaled angrily and picked up her chair, “I assume you’re talking about your penis.”

“So, you saw it after all.”

“What are you then?” Satsuko inquired, keeping her vision firmly planted on Maria, though she couldn’t resist stealing fervent glances at her curves. What kind of woman could be so slim, yet have hips wider than her shoulders? Her gaze drifted to Maria’s thighs, scarcely concealed by her skirt. The hem barely reached a quarter of the way, allowing a noticeable shape to hang freely.

Was she really that curvy earlier? Satsuko wondered, frowning to herself to try and recall. Her thoughts were interrupted by Maria, who remained seemingly unaware of the long, curiously lustful stare.

“I must ask that…”

“Answer my question,” Satsuko snapped, adhering a harsh glare to her face, away from the tantalising figure. Doing so only made her aware of this woman’s beauty. It wasn’t simply her body that was so alluring, nor her confidence. Plump lips, a button nose, thick lashes and flawless skin all crafted a doll-like appearance, as if carved from marble rather than born of a human. Yet her features were lively, eyes glowing like summer skies.

“What will that accomplish?”

Satsuko, again, shook herself free of this woman’s swaying looks. If this person truly was in a relationship with something akin to the giant creature terrorising Japan now, then it was her duty as a human being to discover everything about her that she could. Or at least to satisfy her own curiosities.

“Let me guess, you’re one those Kaiju-Girls?”

“May I explain myself?”

“No bullshit?” Satsuko thinned her eyes, trying to discern any hint of a lie. It was a worthwhile ability to possess and cultivate, particularly when working with politicians. 

“I’ve never said anything but the truth since I came here,” Maria explained and lowered herself to the floor, skirt lifting with her legs to flash her phallus. It might’ve been her eyes playing tricks, but Satsuko swore that it looked even bigger. But it was still soft, falling neatly onto Maria’s long, gorgeous crossed legs.

“Fine,” Satsuko sighed, then returned to her chair, looking down at the naked woman expectantly.

“As you guessed, I’m a Kaiju-Girl,” Maria began, “This is merely the body of a priestess from my homeland. She channels my will and acts accordingly.”

“Is everyone a futanari in your homeland?” Satsuko leapt at the possibility, eager to embrace such a chance for her fantasies to be brought to life. She briefly forgot her composure, before righting herself. It’s too good to be true, she reprimanded herself. The only real futa that she’d seen were both involved with Kaiju-Girls in some way.

“Only my priestesses receive a sample of my DNA, thus mutating them into ‘futanari’ as you call it… I will explain more later, for now there is something I must request of you, Tsuneta Satsuko. If your country’s efforts fail to repel or sate God-Futa, I ask that you call on me.”

“You’ll fight her?” Satsuko spoke, but her thoughts were withdrawn, circling around the possibility before her. She could become a futa, all she needed was some DNA from God-Futa.

“Kaiju-Girls do not fight. We… understand one another. There’s only one thing that can mate with God-Futa, or indeed all Kaiju-Girls, and that is our own kind.”

“You’ll fuck?” Satsuko gasped, unable to quell her excitement at both the reveal and her own plans. Maria, or rather the Kaiju-Girl possessing her, blushed but nodded regardless, “And why am I the one that must call you?”

“Because of your fascination,” Maria said. She rose to her knees and reached up to cup the aide’s cheeks. A gentle warmth radiated from the Kaiju-Girl’s skin, soothing Satsuko’s thoughts. Unconsciously, she leaned into the palm with a soft sigh. The news report continued but went ignored. “I’m intrigued by you, Satsuko. I feel your desires, your lack of fear. Your drive.”

“What’re you doing?” Satsuko breathed, sinking to her knees. Every time she blinked, Maria seemed like a new person, her body calling for someone to stare at its irresistible beauty. Each curve slowly grew more pronounced, the near-useless clothes struggling to keep them contained. Maria’s skirt was soon bundled up atop her hips, revealing every inch of her sides and cock. The slab of meat outpaced the rest, swelling before Satsuko’s eyes.

“I wish for you to become my priestess, Satsuko,” Maria whispered, leaning in close until her plumper lips were almost touching the aide’s thinner pair. A line of drool leaked from Satsuko’s mouth, tracing along her chin and down her neck. She followed Maria’s eyes, watching them move with the spit, “After I take God-Futa with me, you will come to.”

“Don’t I get a say in this?” Satsuko gasped, finally realising that the warmth spreading through her was that of lust. Her gaze darted across Maria’s features, unable to decide what was most captivating. The breasts that had exceeded the size of basketballs, or the way her hips continued to stretch out and frame a cock that would make an elephant envious, or the nipples that stretched Maria’s shirt into a tent.

“I can feel your desire for this,” Maria murmured softly, breaths washing across Satsuko’s skin, “Futanari… that’s what you always fantasise about, isn’t it? What you long to be?”

“I…”

“My priestesses become so much more,” Maria continued, “They share my DNA. Their bodies reflect that.”

Satsuko yelped when her bare flesh met the blazing heat of Maria’s penis. She wanted to look down and see it, yet her eyes were held prisoner by Maria, whose lips moved swift and gently, uttering words that had no meaning to Satsuko. All she could do was feel the hulk of cock, discover the single vein that lined the underbelly and awe at how it seemed to dwarf her leg. Her knees parted to let it grow unabated, then clenched shut as the massive head pushed against her pussy.

“Save your country, Satsuko,” Maria cooed, lips trailing along the transfixed woman’s cheek, “Be my priestess.”

“But…” Satsuko gulped loudly, vision locked on Maria’s dick, tracing each magnificent vein that wreathed the otherwise smooth, oddly feminine shaft. They came to a stop at the head, which swelled sensually and barely tapered at the blunt tip. Beads of moisture peeked from a slit, one big enough to possibly fit one of Satsuko’s slender fingers.

“Perhaps a glimpse of the possibilities before you will assuage your worries,” Maria leaned back and, after allowing Satsuko to take in her visage once more, lurched forward to plant their lips together.

Satsuko quivered and sank into the kiss. Every ounce of lust that boiled within her took control of her mouth, forcing it to conform to Maria’s and greet her tongue. Their slick muscles danced together, tasting one another in a sloppy exchange. Fresh drool seeped from Satsuko’s mouth as she lost herself in the embrace.

Her chest was swallowed by Maria’s monumental tits. They caged her in a softness akin to a queen’s pillow, wrapping her in warmth and comfort, soothing the maelstrom of thoughts that pervaded her mind. Satsuko brought her hands to each breast, moaning at how insignificant they were by comparison, then wrapped them around the nipples. The erect nubs reminded her of cocks in their size and girth, overflowing in her hands. Even the areolae were raised and swollen like a pregnant woman’s.

Maria passed a dose of saliva into her mouth. Satsuko tried to return it, anticipating a game of sorts, only to have extra poured inside until she had no choice but to swallow. Every inch of her oesophagus burned as it moved down to her stomach, as if the spit touched every nerve-ending along the way, spreading the sensation like a virus until all her body was ablaze.

“That will begin your transition,” Maria whispered as she pulled away, suckling on Satsuko’s lip as she did so.

“This feels…” Satsuko began, breathless and boiling with unquenched lust. She went to resume the kiss, Maria smiling as she did the same. Then the building shook and a deafening roar devastated the air. Satsuko covered her ears and ground her teeth against the pain. It almost felt like her brain was rattling inside her skull.

“I was careless,” Maria noted and stood, “If you need me, all you must do is think ‘come’ as fiercely as you can.”

“Where are you going?” Satsuko demanded, but the Kaiju-Girl’s priestess was already gone. The building shook once more, and the sound of crashing waves overcame the roar. A strange odour drenched her sinuses, drowning out all other scents. She rushed to her window just as a volley of white soared past, stray drops split off and shattered the glance. A visible cloud swarmed her apartment.

“Oh god…” Satsuko moaned and fell to the floor. The muscles in her legs turned to jelly, while her pussy convulsed violently around thin air. Juices poured from around her panties, dousing her panties and stockings in moments. Another roar sounded off, breaking her free from the volatile explosion of ecstasy. Satsuko climbed to her feet and staggered to the window.

God-Futa stood in the distance, laboriously walking closer. Its cock was aimed straight forward, launching geysers of cum in her direction. Satsuko moved out of the way as fresh dollops landed in her apartment. They visibly squirmed wherever they landed, gradually moving along her floor. Her thoughts flooded with her earlier intent. This was a perfect opportunity, one that likely wouldn’t present itself again.

Each glob was easily the size of a basketball. To God-Futa they were barely even drops, but they were more than enough for Satsuko. She knelt before it and picked up some, restraining her urge to throw it back as a million different organisms writhed against her flesh. Maria had her drink the saliva, so it stood to reason that swallowing it would work. Satsuko hesitantly brought the viscous handfuls to her lips and slurped it up.

The flavour made itself known instantly. Just like the smell, it was overpowering, saturating her mouth in its taste and lingering powerful even after she swallowed. Her gut felt heavier as the writhing mass filled her stomach. She panted heavily once her hands were clean. Her throat was clogged by the viscous goo, yet she had to have more. There was no telling how much she’d need to become a futa like Maria.

Satsuko screamed as another volley was unleashed, this time inundating her entire apartment in the stuff.

“So much…” Satsuko groaned, heart pounding as she inhaled the mind-addling odour. Fumes wafted from the layer of jizz, which submerged her knees, seeming to move toward her.

“This is a warning to all residents! Please evacuate immediately. Head to your rooftops where a helicopter will rescue you. You are advised to wear masks and not inhale any of the fumes. All rescue operations in this area will cease in ten minutes. Leave all possessions behind except for the bare essentials.”

Ten minutes, Satsuko thought and looked to the pool before her. It’d take five minutes just to get to the roof, more if her legs remained so weak. She would die if she stayed here, though. God-Futa would either crush the building or flood it. In times like this, do what you can, Satsuko told herself and lowered her face into the sludge. She, then, began to inhale every drop that she could. The fluid seemed cooperative as it practically converged on her lips.

“Hold it, there’s one more!”

Satsuko waddled onto the rooftop, cradling a stomach fit for a pregnant woman. Cum matted her hair to her skin and had soaked through her clothes. She hurried to the rescue copter, grunting her thanks as the solider assisted her. They took off, swiftly heading away from the disaster area. Satsuko watched the complex as a blast of cum blew a hole through it. She glanced to where God-Futa ambled through its own produce, mere kilometres away from the building.

It was her first time getting a descent look at the monster, and it was beautiful. Satsuko had expected something else, akin to a typical monster movie, with gnarled skin, or fins and scales with a snout full of truck-sized, razor sharp teeth. The news reports hadn’t offered any high definition views of it, trying to maximise on its sheer size. Now she could see why; such beauty would possibly sway people to sympathise with the creature. The enemy of Japan as far the media and government were concerned.

“Amazing,” Satsuko gasped, gawking at the astonishing Kaiju-Girl. Monstrous traits decorated its body, the green flesh being the most prominent. Scales framed its breasts, which covered the entire torso and stretched far past the shoulders, each capped by tower-sized nipples. They were supported by swollen areolae easily the size of a house. As Satsuko stared, God-Futa began to grope its tits until a flood of white sprayed forth to add to the flood.

Satsuko licked her lips as she continued her visual exploration. The breasts ended where the hips began, each far wider than its shoulders. As if aware that she was staring, the creature turned slightly, offering a glimpse at an ass that somehow outmatched its bust. A series of spines, hundreds of them, lined its back, hidden under its electric blue hair. By Satsuko’s estimate, they were longer than a limousine. And still growing it seemed.

Was it still young? Or was it simply evolving now that it was on dryland? Satsuko’s intrigue intensified as her eyes zeroed in on the Kaiju-Girl’s balls. The creature had to be almost two-hundred feet tall, yet they hung past its knees, slamming into buildings as it walked or turned. Everything about God-Futa screamed excess and more.

Satsuko laid a hand on her stomach. The sensation of squirming met her palm and fingers, just enough for her to feel without it showing visibly. If Kaiju-Girl DNA could transform people, then what would the sperm of a still developing God-Futa do to her? She rubbed her belly as if soothing a child. The possibility that this was a mistake remained caged deep in her consciousness, kept there by the anxious excitement of her desires. Whether or not this would be her end or cause all sorts of grotesque mutations could wait. For that was all she could do.

-The Next Day-

“The Japanese Government have decided to launch a full-scale attack on the colossal creature, which they have now titled a ‘Kaiju-Girl’. They’ve stated that it’s possible there are others, as such they’re calling this one; ‘God-Futa’. Several groups are outraged by the decision to attack God-Futa, claiming that live-capture is the best route. However, the government has stated that the Kaiju-Girl has caused far too much damage to civilians and the country.”

Satsuko hugged her knees to her chest as she stared at the news footage on her phone. Tokyo was lost, flooded by cum and currently home to the slumbering creature. Its cock remained erect even while asleep, adding more to the metres deep ocean. She kept her gaze squarely on God-Futa, taking in every detail that she could, but the camera remained at a distance and refused to zoom in.

Her belly grumbled and ached, still swollen with all the cum she’d swallowed yesterday. Not a bite of food or drop of water had passed her lips since then, nor had she felt any desire for it. What she sincerely craved at that time, as if she truly were pregnant rather than simply masquerading as such, was more semen. Just the thought alone sent trails of her juices down her thighs. She wanted to slide a hand down her borrowed pants and satisfy her desires, but she didn’t dare.

There were too many people about. The shelter, once a gymnasium, was crowded, full of refugees from the city, many of which had lost their families in the jizz flood or to God-Futa’s accidental destruction. That was the verdict amongst wildlife experts. The Kaiju-Girl wasn’t trying to harm anyone, it simply didn’t understand what its actions were capable of. Like a kitten or a baby unknowingly hurting someone.

Others thought very differently. It had stolen their home, their families, their livelihoods. To their angry, grief-stricken minds, the Kaiju-Girl had full knowledge of its actions and their consequences. Satsuko agreed with neither. God-Futa knew what it was doing, of that she was certain, but it was incapable of resisting. From the fact that it had masturbated multiple times since appearing, it merely wanted to be sated. Just as Maria had explained.

“But who could?” Satsuko wondered aloud, once again taking in the monster’s titanic cock. No matter how often she saw it, the sheer scope and shape were mesmerising. She trailed her eyes along the green, slimy shaft as if seeing it for the first time. In a sense, it was. The strange protrusions below the head had grown largely, now spread out at four points around the girth. At random intervals, they would raise and hold, then relax. She could make out lengthy spines each time they lifted.

Not to mention the penis itself was still growing. Experts recently gave their best predictions for God-Futa’s size, stating that its height was approximately one-hundred and ninety feet tall, with a ten-foot deficit. They’d made it clear that the creature was still growing, exactly as Satsuko had thought. Based on that information, she could guess that God-Futa’s cock was well over a hundred feet long.

Her pants grew damper with every second of footage that she watched. Satsuko glanced around, hoping to find someone, anyone, that might share her plight. No one did. They were busy trying to adjust to their new, cramped living space. People were free to come and go, of course. Some volunteered to help, while others had jobs in the area. All trains were down, though, and several roads leading into Tokyo were barricaded to prevent the flood from spreading.

“This just in, reports state that the SDF has been mobilised and are attacking God-Futa in five minutes. Our drones will remain on the scene for continued coverage.”

Will it work? Satsuko pondered, eying the scaled sections of God-Futa’s body. A creature of this size would frighten almost any other living organism, however frightened animals would often fight back. That being the case, it must’ve evolved to handle that. Or possibly to fight other Kaiju-Girls.

A squad of helicopters appeared on the scene. Heavy artillery was mounted onto them, including machine guns and missiles, all state of the art. An army of tanks moved into position, barrels trained on God-Futa’s location. A fleet of jets thundered overhead, equipped with bomb carriers.

“The Prime Minister has stated that ‘God-Futa must be destroyed at any cost to prevent further tragedies. Sacrifices must be made to secure a better future.’”

Satsuko nursed at her bottom lip and looked between the machines and God-Futa. If humanity won, then they proved that they were dominant even to these monsters that made them seem like ants, but that also meant God-Futa would be destroyed. Her breathed caught in her throat at the prospect, while her heart palpitated uncomfortably. If they won, then there’d be no more of that cum. What if she needed more of it to change into a futa?

Or was she just addicted now? Satsuko ignored the prospect, assured of her willpower. She only wanted to fulfil her greatest fantasy, and she needed God-Futa’s sperm to do so. Nothing more.

“You’d better survive,” Satsuko muttered.

“Oi! They’re attacking God-Futa!” Someone shouted, the news circulating until they called for the footage to be displayed on the large television in the shelter. Satsuko turned to watch, though she kept to herself, away from prying eyes. They’d likely brand her a traitor or psycho for siding with God-Futa. For the meantime, they all stared at their countries greatest military force as it moved in for the assault. Satsuko saw smiling faces all around.

In the end, she was the only one left grinning. God-Futa was impervious to bullets and missiles, merely waking up from the first wave. They never got a second. The Kaiju-Girl turned and aimed its cock at the attackers, stroking it once to unleash a clear jet of pre-cum. That alone was enough to remove most of the helicopters and tanks.

The jets flew in next. They dropped their payload with pinpoint accuracy, all bombs falling directly on God-Futa. According to the news, these bombs were powerful enough to level a city block. The monster saw them and ducked under its own cum. If it was water, the explosion would still be enough to inflict damage, yet the fluid was many thousands times thicker than water. It absorbed the brunt of the explosion, splashing much of it high up. A couple of jets went down in the confusion. The survivors were out of ammo, but their enemy remained unfazed.

They retreated in shame, but not before a vengeful tsunami of cum engulfed them. News feed cut off as a burst of white destroyed the drone. 

“Lucky bastards,” Satsuko whispered under her breath, then snapped her jaw shut. So many people had likely died from that, or were seriously injured, and the flood would spread now. Japan was doomed at this rate. It’d be submerged in an ocean of semen, conquered by one creature. Yet she couldn’t find the will to be worried for her homeland, or the people that inhabited it. Her stomach churned in quiet disgust… or was it something else? Satsuko hugged her knees tighter.

A new drone took up its destroyed sibling’s workload. It zoomed in on God-Futa, which rubbed at its face, where the projectiles had struck. It looked… hurt and frustrated, like a child after falling off a swing. The creature’s eye, a glowing, yellow colour, became fixed on the drone and unknowingly stared at the audience.

A soft roar emanated from it, sounding unsettlingly akin to someone saying ‘ow’. Satsuko leaned in close to her phone screen, until she could practically see all the pixels. Moisture had formed in its eyes, crystal clear, just like tears. The giant lips moved, faint sounds echoing from them. Satsuko’s English wasn’t great, but she recognised ‘sorry’.

Did that mean it was sentient? Satsuko wondered. Social skills weren’t her strong suite. She was better suited to short interactions, usually for business reasons, but even she recognised the intelligence in God-Futa’s eye. Intellect and fear. That meant it might understand people. It could be reasoned with.

“I need to speak with the Prime Minister,” Satsuko stated as she entered the temporary government headquarters. She had borrowed a suit and skirt from one of the refugees, but it was wrinkled and tight around her midriff, showing off her faux pregnancy.

“What about?” One of the guards demanded, though he was gentler in his speech than with most. She caught his eye drifting to her round belly, no doubt assuming she was with child, yet there wasn’t a single drop inside her womb. This fact sent a gentle shudder down her spine and echoed in her perpetually wet pussy.

“I might be able to get rid of God-Futa. Tell him it’s Tsuneta Satsuko, his aide.”

A short while later and she stood before a cabinet of officials. They were all silent, defeated, clearly desperate for any chance at defeating God-Futa. Regardless of whether it came from a general, scientist, or an apparently pregnant aide. She kept her gaze over their heads, afraid that looking into the downtrodden eyes would turn her nerves into outright terror.

“It’s sentient,” Satsuko stated, taking a deep breath to calm herself, though her heart refused to be silent in her ears, “It knows what its doing, but has no real control.”

“And what do you base this on?” A man in a white coat inquired, heavy bags under his eyes and hair dishevelled. A scratchy shadow ran along his jaw, wisps of hair sticking out. 

“The news reports showed its face. I could see it mouthing ‘sorry’ in English. I feel that we can reason with it,” Satsuko explained.

“If it’s capable of speech, then why wouldn’t it do so?” The same man asked, already dismissing her claim.

“I don’t think it can form words,” another white-coated man spoke up, “There’s a chance that it’s vocal chords and tongue are incapable of doing so.”

“Exactly,” Satsuko nodded, then took another breath. She cradled her belly, taking comfort in the unnatural warmth and movement contained within, “I would like to be dropped in to try and communicate with it.”

“We can’t drop a civilian into danger like that,” a military official grumbled, pinching the bridge of his nose, “There’d be an uproar. The public would have our heads if you died.”

“Then I volunteer for service,” Satsuko offered. The official opened his mouth to speak but fell silent as their country’s leader finally addressed her.

“Why do you want to go, Satsuko-San?” The PM asked, maintaining a stoic face despite the shock he must’ve felt at her fecund state.

“Surely it would be better for a wildlife expert or a negotiator to go?” Someone postulated.

“Please?” Satsuko bowed her head then her body, only for her belly to throw off her equilibrium and pull her forward. She fell on her face, earning a stifled laugh from several of those gathered, “Ow, ow, ow…” She righted herself and stared at everyone, meeting their eyes with determination.

“Very well,” the PM sighed, leaning back in his seat.

“Prime Minister?”

“She’s determined. And we’ll need to spend time finding someone qualified to send in. God-Futa is already on the verge of ruining this great country. We’ve little else to lose. Satsuko-San,” he fixed his wizened gaze on her, “If nothing else, you are to buy time for us to call for UN aid.”

“Yes, Prime Minister,” Satsuko bowed her head gratefully, inwardly beaming at the decision. If this worked then she would have access to all the cum she’d ever need, while also making herself a hero to her country. They would no doubt set her up for life for her service. Possibly even provide all the women that her transformed body would need. Presuming God-Futa’s DNA did what she hoped.

And what was that? Satsuko pondered as she was led to a separate room. Military personnel fitted her with a uniform, though it was stretched around her belly, completely oblivious to the anxious and lustful thoughts filtering through her mind. Being a futa was something she’d only dreamed of, but the possibility for something more faced her. It stared the woman in the eye, demanding the truth from her.

Satsuko’s imagination run wild, moving like a hyperactive Greyhound. The simple wish for her body to grow another cock was buried under her fantastical desires. Her mind sifted through them hastily, searching for what had brought her the most pleasure. People must’ve noticed the flush on her face as she grew hotter and hotter, arms barely restrained from openly fingering herself.

Volatile transformations mutated her body. Satsuko envisioned it all lucidly, watching what had once been her simplest dream turned into a childish drawing. Her fantasies piled upon one another, throwing themselves onto her mental visage. One cock became two, while her back was lost under a sea of writhing limbs all connected to her semen, which multiplied by the second in her plethora of oversized, fleshy balls. Beads of oily sweat coated her skin in a sexy sheen, while her figure became fuller.

“Tsuneta-San,” a deep voice ripped her from the daydream. Satsuko jerked back to reality, unconsciously glaring at the speaker, before calming herself. A group of soldiers had led her semi-conscious form to a meeting room. One pointed to his lip, bringing a line of drool to Satsuko’s attention.

“Sorry. It’s just a lot for me to take in,” she bowed her head and returned her attention to the board, where a simple plan was outlined. They would drop her onto God-Futa and move to a standby zone, where they would await her call. If nothing was heard in two hours, they would leave and assume she was dead. A smile teased the corners of her lips. If they heard nothing from her, then that meant one of two things; she was dead, or she had succeeded in her goal. Either way, they would undoubtedly never hear from her again.

Part 3:

“Are you sure about this?” Sora, her friend from the emergency response group, asked as he helped her into the specialised suit. It would filter out any potential toxins or radiation. In theory, her sanity should remain intact unless something happened, though it was only a prototype and never tested for these situations. They didn’t even know exactly what the fumes around God-Futa could do. 

“When have you ever known me to doubt myself?” Satsuko retorted as she checked the gas mask that was strapped to her thigh, silently rejoicing in the fact that she wouldn’t have to wear it for long.

“But you could die,” Sora argued, handing her a belt and life jacket. The former would likely be unnecessary, since the cum God-Futa produced was thicker than putty, almost like wet dough. It wasn’t unreasonable to assume that she could probably walk on it. A laugh rustled in her chest at the thought. Perhaps she would be a modern Jesus Christ, walking across the river of cum. 

“Or I’ll be a hero,” Satsuko countered, restraining herself from openly giggling, then sighed, “Look, I’ll be fine. They’ll get me out if anything goes wrong. And I’m sure that God-Futa doesn’t want to hurt anyone. So long as I’m careful, everything will be fine.”

“Okay,” Sora finally relented, then glanced at her still swollen belly, “By the way, what’re you smuggling around under there?”

“Nothing,” Satsuko waved him off, her long legs carrying her away from any further queries, “I’ll see you soon.” A lie, she thought, but he deserves some peace of mind. The guy did help her get to where she was after all. Satsuko stroked along her camo encased belly, smiling wistfully as the sperm continued to wriggle about. The potent weight was but a pittance compared to what awaited her.

“If you say so,” Sora shrugged, waving after her. She glanced back and saw a smile on his face, though his eyeline wasn’t on hers. Thought so, Satsuko thought with a roll of her eyes when he realised she was looking at him.

“One last thing, Sora-Kun,” Satsuko called, holding open a door that led to the helipad, “I like girls.”

“Eh?!”

She blew him a kiss and rushed through, leaving him to absorb the sudden information. Laughter reverberated in her chest, freed from its cage now that she was alone for a while. Satsuko leaned against the guardrail of the stairwell, glancing at her watch to make sure she had time, and smiled softly down at herself. This might well be the last time that she saw her slender self. She recalled how Maria had been changing, curves expanding to nigh-inhuman levels.

“Goodbye, me…” Satsuko whispered, smiling tightly while she climbed the stairs, then into the vehicle that would fly her to a nightmare, or fantasy, come to life. 

The whirl of helicopter blades drowned out all conversation. Everyone sat in the carrier with a solemn expression, mostly for her sake. Her hair was caked in sweat, the strands clinging to her forehead. Her borrowed clothing was soaked through, moulded around her figure. Yet no one else seemed affected, all remaining downcast but remarkedly dry in the sweltering heat. They weren’t even breathing heavily, unlike her.

Satsuko stared down at the cityscape below. Slow rolling tides of cum flooded the streets, all the buildings and houses void of life in the traditional sense. If the incredible lifespan of God-Futa’s sperm was to be believed, then the land was teeming with more life than ever before. She licked her lips unconsciously, a familiar burn flickering to life within her body. Part of her wanted to jump and fall into the flood, to be drowned in semen while she gorged herself on it.

“We’re nearing the target!” The pilot announced, bringing her attention to the front. God-Futa lumbered in the distance, cock leaking a continuous flood of thick, gooey cum, while her hands held it between her breasts. Satsuko gulped at the nearing sight. Just a few miles further and the Kaiju-Girl was all that she could see.

Its skin had a glistening sheen to it, she noticed. As they approached, Satsuko saw small droplets constantly forming on its body, keeping it cool under the blazing sunlight. And adding another layer of attractiveness, Satsuko thought. Her eyes naturally fell to its breasts as they shone in the daylight, drops of slime or oil rolling down their inviting curves. The nipples quivered before her eyes and leaked white rivers.

Satsuko snapped out of it as her companions pulled their masks on. She did the same, silently grimacing as the rubber clasped onto her clammy face, then nodded to a large man who shoved the carrier door open for her. Wind whipped at her, the air visibly growing thicker with God-Futa’s visceral musk, then barrelled past her worthless mask. She inhaled and moaned like a common whore from the red-light district. The unfathomable odour, a scent stranger and stronger than any mortal’s, wreaked havoc on her mind. She glanced around at her escorts.

They seemed fine. Some were worried by how dirty the air seemed, yet none of them were flushed or even twitchy. Satsuko felt at her stomach, an empty feeling sinking into her despite being fuller than it ever had been. Another breath and the feeling turned into a chasm, from which hundreds of invisible feelers extended to wrap around her legs. They pulled them forward, one by one, until she came to the cliff.

Then she fell. No one tried to catch her, or even moved. Satsuko saw the world blur as she passed it by, then her peripheral vision was clouded in green. She turned, and her descent slowed, her mind processing the visage before her faster than any computer. A beautiful sight met her gaze, one of a woman with a grass-like complexion, lips so full and plush to the eye that they might’ve been mattresses and intoxicating golden eyes. Then it rose too high for her to see.

Only to be replaced by mountains that lacked a sharp peak. The formations were round, and curved gracefully from where they began, with a circle of dark green atop them and massive nubs that provided the melted snow, tinted yellow by the day. That sight, too, was lost and replaced by another.

Satsuko turned her head to look down. The wondrous visions from before fell into obscurity, unable to hold a candle to the slanted tower wreathed in dark roots and caked in splotches of white. Beyond it was a set of orbs, bigger even than the mountains from before, covered in wrinkles and roots like the monument. They came closer and closer, swelling to subsume her vision.

She blinked, and the slowness was gone. Satsuko shrieked as she plummeted, arms outstretched in panic and her feet kicking uselessly. Everything the military had told her was gone, crushed under the weight of her fear. The greenery was only mere feet away. She clenched her eyes and prepared for her death.

A muddled thump sounded in her ears, followed by a brain-rattling roar and a deafening splash. Satsuko stared at the sky, body splayed out against a surface of forest green. Her hands squeezed unconsciously, finding what had to be loose flesh. It was soft against her palm, like a comforter that stretched out for miles over a dense surface. She didn’t know how long she laid there, fixated on sky and the monolithic tower. The ‘ground’ beneath her shook, rousing her from the stupor.

“I’m alive?!” Satsuko cried and jerked upright, feeling at her body. Nothing was damaged, though her back ached as she expected after that fall. Her pants were soaked, but she refused to acknowledge where the fluid had come from. Bursts of elation rocked her body as she fell back against her cushion. The world had never looked so vibrant.

“I should almost die more often,” Satsuko giggled to herself, heart pounding in her throat while she tried to subdue her adrenaline. Once calm, she sat back up and surveyed her surroundings. Green stretched far and wide, occasional wrinkles marred the otherwise smooth, glossy surface. She ran her hand along it, pulling away to find lines of moisture handing from her fingers and palm. A quick touch from her other hand confirmed that it somehow slick and adhesive. She carefully stood and found that she had no trouble finding her footing.

“Okay, I have to… to…” Satsuko’s words faded from her mind as her adrenaline ran dry, opening the path for God-Futa’s musk take effect once more, and with greater ferocity. She stumbled and fell to her knees, hands sliding under a fold of slimy skin. Her gas mask grew musty as she breathed unevenly, trying to draw out her inhales to savour the lewdly delightful aroma and the arousal that it brought. Satsuko’s clothes became uncomfortably hot, as if she were trapped in a steam vent.

She tore them away and discarded them haphazardly. Never had it felt like such a relief to free her pussy, or to immediately stuff it with her slime-coated fingers. Satsuko moaned as her snatch squelched lewdly, stretched around her hand while it grew sloppy with her juices. Each push felt like a small climax, each one piling atop each other to try and reach the pinnacle of ecstasy. Tension built in her gut and spread through her muscles, while the pleasure slithered across her nerves. She pumped faster, flattening her palm against the engorged pleasure button.

“More, more, more!” Satsuko whimpered. Her hips humped against her fingers like an animal in heat. She added a fourth digit, spreading her deliciously sloppy canal wide. The walls gripped her like a satin vice, slight abrasions rubbed against her thrusting fingers and sent violent surges across her nerve endings. One of her nails brushed against the door to her womb, adding an uncomfortable delight, “Ahh! Fuck!” Her body went taut, hips raised with her legs apart and juices pouring.

Ripples went along her pussy, milking her hand like a cock. Drool spilled from her lips and over her chin, streaming down between her small bust. Satsuko’s eyes rolled to stare at the godlike cock before her, though they barely registered the view. Flashes of white bliss encompassed her mind and soul, blinding her to the world. Even when her face fell forward into a wrinkle, she remained lost.

“Where am I?” Satsuko groaned and pulled her head up, rubbing at her stiff neck. She pushed herself to her feet and stretched, sighing at how her joints popped. Her eyes squinted against the sunlight, then burst open as she recalled what transpired, “Crap… oh shit!” She clapped a hand over the filter to her mask, hoping to avoid inhaling more of the lustful fumes, before dropping it. If they were still a danger to her, then she would’ve succumbed already. That said, she clearly felt the faint heat simmering under her skin.

Her orgasm must’ve flushed it from her system. Or something to that effect, she thought and turned her attention to God-Futa, which remained oblivious to her presence on its massive scrotum. Satsuko walked over to the base of its cock and hooked her fingers around a vein, repressing a shudder of want at how it throbbed against her hand. Her belly rubbed against the rigid shaft as she made her first attempt.

The tower pulsed all around her. Power and virility seemed vibrate through the dominating sight, calling to her simpering desire as she climbed. Satsuko’s breaths grew heavier with every foothold that she found, rising closer to the source of the endless river of cum. Unconsciously, her pussy rubbed against the prick, pulsating in tandem with God-Futa’s heartbeat. She groaned under her breath as she ground across a rigid vein, parting her lewd lips around it. That would be the closest she could get to taking this cock.

Her thighs clenched and grew moist at the thought. Streaks of her cum drooled from the puffy lips, trailing her progress before it was washed away by God-Futa’s slimy perspirations. A bead of slick sweat formed under her snatch, dousing her already soaked crotch. Satsuko bit her lip and stared up, hoping that she might be near the summit, only to see what looked like miles of cock left to climb. Her pussy ached hotly at the daunting view.

“Fuck,” Satsuko whimpered, clinging to the rock-like, velvet encased cock as her hips swayed against her will. Her body was slathered in God-Futa’s coolant, the adhesive slime helping her stay in place while it poured gasoline on her already raging lust. A familiar ache spread through her tunnel, wicked walls rubbing together out of desperation. She spread her legs wider, toes curling around a vein. Her goal vanished from her thoughts as she undulated her entire body.

“So hot,” Satsuko moaned. Her nipples scraped along the fleshy pillar, twitching with every beat of her heart and setting her erogenous zones alight. Slime squelched between her toes, sensually warm on her flesh, while her thighs gripped what she could. Even her engorged belly joined the orchestra led by God-Futa’s cock, which throbbed mightily against her, inciting the rampant desires further. She moaned against the spire, planting quick, sloppy kisses wherever her lips could reach.

“Oh god, I’m gonna… so soon…” Satsuko panted, lapping her tongue across God-Futa’s cock and slurping up its slimy emissions, “So good… ahhh! Fuck!” Satsuko wailed as she threw her head back, glazed over eyes locked squarely on the bulbous glans. The tower shook and pulsed wildly, then seemed to convulse as something hot shot up its sky-scraping beauty. Her pussy clamped around air as she, too, exploded. Though hers was pathetic by comparison to the avalanche and thunderstorm worth of cum.

Satsuko clung tight to the pillar. Her naked breasts were flattened against it, nipples poking into the marble monument, while her belly forced her hips out. Fresh drops of her cum fell from her drenched groin and thighs, mixing with the slime that adhered to her flesh. She licked her lips clean, cooing at the taste. It didn’t compared to God-Futa’s cum, but it was no less enticing.

“What are you?” Satsuko groaned, forcing herself to lean away. Everything about this monster seemed designed to make her addicted to it, from the appearance to its sweat and cum. Even just the smell had her pussy bubbling with need. She shook the thought from her mind and pulled herself up, glad that the orgasm hadn’t exhausted her. Though she had to constantly keep her tits and cunt from touching God-Futa.

Just a brush sent volts of electricity through her. Even having her thighs rub against it made her sex burn hotly. Satsuko bit her bottom lip each time she slipped up, hoping to dissuade her pleasure with pain. It worked up to a point, then the discomfort turned to delight as her body reacted to God-Futa. Her next mindless climax came stronger than the last two, nearly robbing her of all muscle control.

Satsuko finally reached the finlike protrusions around the head. They flared out fully, like panels for her to stand upon. She pulled herself up, grunting with relief as she laid on her back. Her arms and legs protested their misuse, muscles burning from the orgasms and unorthodox climb.

“Next,” she groaned and scooted to the side, where she peered down at God-Futa’s unreasonably pert tits. They each looked bigger than a mansion, with a small house perched on the tips. As the monster moved, they swayed and jiggled like water balloons. Satsuko raised her eyes to see the creature’s chin was almost level with her, “Get its attention.”

“Hey!” Satsuko jumped to her feet, the fleshy panel rocking under her weight. The Kaiju-Girl’s gaze fell on her, its face moving to encompass her vision in its oversized beauty. Her pussy quivered at the sight. If this was a human-sized being, Satsuko had no doubt that she would be at its beck and call. Even now, she had to restrain herself from masturbating the gorgeous sight.

“Uh, hello!” Satsuko waved, using what little English she knew. The creature’s eyes visibly brightened and a smiled lifted its sensual lips. It raised a hand and waved back. Satsuko watched in awe, now certain that she was right. She stepped forward hands outreached to steady herself, only to come against the monster’s chin. It brought a hand to her, offering its palm, “Thanks.”

“Um…” Satsuko nursed her lip as she stared into its glowing eyes, uncertain as to how she should proceed, “I am Satsuko, what is your name?!” She called, still relying on her meagre English skills. The lips moved, mouthing something. Satsuko stared carefully, moving her lips with it, “Ter… ri?” God-Futa, or Terri, nodded with a bright smile that flashed brilliant teeth. There were no fangs to Satsuko surprise and relief.

The giant leaned in closer and glanced at Satsuko’s hips, where her pussy was on display. Anyone could see how wet she was. She blushed but didn’t hide it. What was the point? This monster had already felt it quite intimately.

“I, uh… I couldn’t help myself,” Satsuko bowed in apology, hoping that it understood her language. Terri nodded and made a sound akin to a laugh, “You… you just smell and feel so good.” It laughed again and mouthed ‘thank you’. Surreal barely began to touch upon the strangeness of that moment. Satsuko stood on the palm of a green, futanari monster that understood English and Japanese, and they were sharing a smile. More than that, Satsuko thought as she felt its pinkie finger brush against her ass.

“You want to fuck, right?!”

Another nod, one accompanied by a grimace.

“I can’t handle you,” Satsuko admitted, thinking back to how full she’d felt with just four fingers, “Or maybe I can.” She smirked and moved a hand to her pussy, unable to stop herself as she witnessed a sight straight from her favourite hentai. Legions of tentacles rose from Terri’s back, all converging on her. They were dripping with oily slime, like a new born, and boasted a legion of different sizes. Some of which would fit her.

The appendages reached her and hovered in the air. They swayed slightly in the wind, almost hypnotic as she followed them. Satsuko licked her lips and moaned, her body flaring hotly as she caught the distinctly cock-shaped ridges at their peaks. If Terri could cum with them, then she could be satisfied.

“Oh god,” Satsuko breathed as she took one tendril in her hand, marvelling at how soft it felt in her palm, while she gawked at others. Some were far beyond the realms of her pussy, easily twice as thick as her thigh, but the majority it seemed would fit perfectly. She looked to Terri’s face, who seemed just as awed by the legion as Satsuko, “Can you feel this?” She cooed and stroked the tendril in her grasp, feeling it twitch against her and leak a thick dollop of clear fluid.

Terri nodded again, lips parting silently, “Is it good?” Another nod, “As good as your cock?” It shook its head. Satsuko tore her hand from her pussy, gasping at the empty feeling. She silently promised to fill it even further, “What if I…” Satsuko trailed off and took hold of another, while she leaned into a third tendril, running her tongue along its beautifully slimy head.

What could only be a moan vibrated in Terri’s chest. The sound was akin to a pride of lions roaring in harmony, yet the implications of it were plain to Satsuko. She grinned as her tongue swirled, working her spit and its slime into the green tentacle, while her hands stretched far as they could. When her fingers enclosed the tips, she squeezed playfully, milking their slick pre-cum. She sank lower, pushing her hips up and out as she pursed her lips against Terri’s tentacle.

“Think this will satisfy you?” Satsuko mumbled and moaned as she traced her lips along the enticing ridge. As she worked, veins began to form across the delicious limbs. They began to move with her, thrusting through her hands and along her puckered lips. Terri shrugged, “Wanna find out?” It nodded excitedly.

“Well then…” Satsuko leaned back until she was flat on her back, legs spread wide and her prolific belly on full display. She kept the tentacles close, gripping tighter and working her mouth faster as she grew wetter by the second. Each of her breaths came fierce and heavy, no doubt adding to the sensation of her lovingly sloppy kisses. Just playing with them made her feel ready to cum, “Fuck me!”

Terri acted almost before she spoke. A tentacle as thick as the other three, shot forward and spread her pussy wider than ever before, filling her canal to its limit as it slithered to her cervix. Satsuko cried out against the other tendril, before stuffing it into her maw. She moaned at the taste and sensation of it writhing against her dancing tongue, while her jaw ached from the sheer girth. It only made it better, though.

The others all remained idle as if watching Satsuko moan and buck her hips as she serviced four of their siblings. She quickly became a mess as those four grew excited. Slime flew from their bodies and tips, splattering against her prone form, while her own drool overflowed down her face. Her hair soon became matted in the fluids. Lewd, wet sounds emanated from her pussy as it strained around the tendril. Its lips were taut and the clit was forced from its hood, rubbing against the invader.

Satsuko gave a muffled yell as her cervix was assaulted. The limb was relentless as it fucked her, moving faster than its kin, soaking her thighs and stomach in her juices. Long strokes came hard and quick, banging on the door to her womb like an army against the castle gates. Her barrier held fast, however, taking each blow with a burst of delicious agony.

The others patience wore thin. Several, even those much too large to fit inside Satsuko, moved on her euphoria saturated form. She rolled her hips invitingly, as if having her pussy stretched so hugely wasn’t enough. Her cheeks sunk in on themselves as she sucked the wrist-thick tendril down into her throat, gagging and retching up a mix of her spit and its slime. The human’s tits and oversized belly bounced with each thrust into her pussy.

Satsuko wrenched open her eyes as she was touched all over. The tentacles gathered around her began to shake violently, veins spread along their endless lengths. She continued to moan as some mutated before her gaze. One grew knobs that progressively grew bigger down its body and moved to hover beneath her stuffed cunny, poking at her ass. The limb that knocked on her womb also shook and changed.

She grunted as a huge ball of sorts began to press against her opening. Satsuko went to look down, but found her head forced back by another tentacle, one that coiled around her neck and squeezed firmly. It wasn’t a threat or warning, she realised as it stroked along her throat, but rather to pleasure the one moving down her gullet. A pair of limbs hovered over her breasts as they, too, changed. The heads grew wider and formed a point at their tips, from which thick lines formed. Before Satsuko could consider their function, they peeled open at four points like a banana to reveal a rigid, needle-like appendage.

They didn’t give her any warning and plunged the sharp limb into her nipple. Satsuko wailed at the invasion, arching her back as a mixture of ecstasy and anguish tore through her like a runaway train. Her entire body clenched, pussy clamping down on the tentacle, while the veins on her throat stood out starkly against her skin. A waterfall of juices fell from her full cunt onto Terri’s hand.

As the afterglow set in, Satsuko relaxed. Every part of her went limp, like a ragdoll. Her throat didn’t resist as it was fucked deeper and deeper, while her arms held still for the tentacles to continued fucking her hands. They could’ve stopped at that moment and she would’ve happily died, body and mind awash in the remaining bliss of being fucked better than any human could claim. But the tentacles continued.

Relaxed, the knobby limb at her ass wormed its between her pert cheeks and pressed against her anus. The ring of muscles barely put up a fight, spreading around the blunt, slimy tip as it pushed into her ass. Satsuko only groaned at the penetration, too exhausted to react further even as she was inundated in pain and pleasure. The two sensations might as well have been the same now.

She continued to look around at the others. They seemed to be contemplating what to do with her, even as her pussy was pounded harder than ever and her anal virginity was taken. Satsuko moaned as she felt them squirm inside her, their forms pushing against the thin barrier between them. The one in her ass continued to move deeper, likely winding through her intestines. She was helpless to stop it, or even find the will to want it to.

Even the torment from her breasts seemed to amplify everything else. Satsuko felt acutely aware of the tentacles in her tits, as they moved through her nipple and into the breast itself, as if searching for something. Then she screamed around the limb in her mouth as a hot, heavy liquid was suddenly shot into her boobs. Satsuko’s arms began bound in tentacles as she tried to remove the needles. More liquid pumped into her tits, burning through them as it settled within. Satsuko could only stare down at her chest in horror and unrequited bliss.

She, then, saw it. Her breasts were rising quickly, swelling like a beautiful pair bread rolls, huge and round and perky. The petal like features on the tentacles closed around her breasts, swollen them whole with each. A new, blindingly brilliant climax shook her to the core as her tits expanded with the blazing hot fluid.

It poured faster and faster. Satsuko’s eyes rolled in her head, barely registering it as a tentacle moved down her body to her predisposed cunt. Her muscles went lax once more, her pussy fluttering in the afterglow, before it was stretched even further. She arched her back in shock, certain that she would tear apart. Yet nothing happened. Her cunt spread like high-grade elastic to allow the second invader entry.

The pair quickly made their case. Satsuko moaned hoarsely as they squirmed around one another, forming a spiral as they fucked her in harmony. They stretched her hole so wide that they pulled her insides into the open with their retreat, while her clit was brutally mashed into and her bladder crushed by their size. Yet, no matter what kind of discomfort they should’ve caused her, Satsuko only wanted more.

Even the fire in her lungs was somehow desirable. Her throat was free intermittently, letting her inhale raspy gusts of air, before it was plundered once more. Each thrust against her uvula made her pussy grip tighter, as if it were her clit instead. She felt more tentacles converge on her body, finding pleasure through whatever means they could.

Her eyes drifted to Terri. The monster appeared lost in its own ecstasy, seemingly unaware of the insanity its tentacles were capable of. Satsuko’s eyes rolled once more as she exploded with the sensations. What felt like hours passed in her bliss, though it was only minutes, as each moment added still more pleasure onto the fire. Her breasts spilled over her sides, now twice the width of her shoulders, yet the liquid hadn’t stopped.

A winding shape bulged from her oversized belly as two tendrils explored her stomach. Her throat bulged obscenely with the limb as its ally jerked it through her neck, while her crotch revealed every detail of the twin fucking it received. They hadn’t broken through her cervix yet, however Satsuko could practically feel it weakening. Her hips moved with the thrusts on autopilot as her mind was flooded with an ecstasy no human could understand.

Then her pussy was freed. The tentacles jerked back, releasing a flood of her juices with them. Satsuko followed a massive tendril with her eyes, unable to summon the strength to lift her head, and felt it press against her pussy. If her survival instinct remained, it was buried under mountains of lust. Her cunt squeezed around thin air, as if trying to call for it to fuck her. It was impossible, though.

No human could handle something so big. Then again, no human’s breasts could swell up like balloons with some random liquid, nor could they handle having their stomach fucked from the throat and ass simultaneously, she reminded herself. It pressed harder against her opening, forcing the puffy lips to stretch like never before. Satsuko’s eyes bulged from their sockets as she watched a massive bulge overshadow that of her stomach. It slowly moved higher, rearranging her insides for its selfish demands.

Fuck, it was a beautiful sight to behold. Satsuko felt jealous of Terri’s height, wishing that she could peer down at the fantastical event of her body turning into a human condom. She wanted to see it as her groin was stretched thin, like a second skin over the monstrous sized tentacle, to watch as her legs were made to form a perfect split. Her tits framed her increasingly puny looking belly, acting like blinders to keep her focus where it needed to be. They, themselves, were vastly bigger than her head now.

She moaned and swallowed around the tentacle buried down her oesophagus. The girth had seemed incredible before, thicker than her wrist, enough to clog her throat as it fucked her lewd maw. Now it was insignificant. Her waist was thinner than the tentacle pushing through her cunt. Its veins almost seemed to match the tiny crevices inside her, filling them just as the body stuffed her canal. Not an inch was left untouched.

And it was bliss. Satsuko saw the shape pause, then it lurched forward with a stab of ecstasy tainted wonderfully by pain, turning her untouched uterus into another source of pleasure. Warmth flooded the organ, weighing it down and forcing it to stretch just like her belly had. This was just pre-cum, Satsuko told herself and felt her body go rigid yet again.

The army treated her as a doll. They used whatever they could for their pleasure, sliding into the crevice of her armpits, bending her legs to fuck the crease where calf met thigh, coiling around her still swelling titties and fucking them. One even saw fit to use her navel. All her movements were of pure instinct now. She jerked her hands reflexively, bucked her hips, clenched her legs… everything was by her desires wish.

Terri didn’t make any hint as to whether it even knew Satsuko was there anymore. The giant was lost in its own ecstasy, moaning in its own way while geysers of cum shot from its shaft. Satsuko didn’t care what became of her country at that point, trapped in the haze of pleasure. The tentacle went deeper, stretching her womb like a piece of elastic until it was forced over her belly. Even through her skin, a thick, circuit of veins was obvious.

Satsuko barely noticed when the legion grew restless. They moved erratically around her, changing pace without warning. Her throat bulged and flattened repeatedly as it was reamed violently, while her tits were squeezed like a pair of udders. The ‘petals’ that encased them tightened and the liquid poured as if from a fire hydrant, expanding her tits whole inches at a second. Satsuko felt another orgasm exploded within her as her abdomen was pushed to reach past her sternum.

Then all the tendrils went still. She didn’t notice, caught in the maelstrom of bliss. After cumming so much, Satsuko was on a hair trigger so sensitive that even her afterglow almost set her off. When the many limbs quivered around her, she exploded again. As did they. Her tits burst in size, swelling to almost double their magnificent glory in a matter of moments. Just a second behind, her stomach joined in until she looked fit to drop a whole litter of babies, then a horde of them as her womb was brought up to standard.

Her pale flesh became buried under layers upon layers of cum. Heavy streaks of it piled on her face, concealing her features and even her pure black hair, while others all sprayed across the rest of her. Were it not for the sheer size of her tits and belly, there would be telling her from any other blob of cum Terri had produced. There was still more to come.

Satsuko world condensed until everything seemed lost. Only she existed in the universe of her glorious pleasure. Just her increasingly beautiful body, where she sported tits bigger than zeppelins and where her stomach quickly swelled to outshine them. Her nipples were the size of trucks, with a huge puffy areolae and thousands of gallons of milk. All that was missing was a cock or two… maybe three… or four. Satsuko’s mind came to a standstill as she finally submitted under the sensations.

“Ah! What? Where?” Satsuko gasped and burst upright, whipping her head around frantically. Her soaked hair whipped at her face, though she paid it no mind as she saw Terri’s face. The giant was smiling at her, eyes twinkling like lovers after their first time. Or was it something else? Satsuko wondered and followed the monster’s eyeline.

“Oh my god! Yes!” Satsuko screamed. She couldn’t see her feet past her tits, which reached past her hips, though they couldn’t hide them, not when her sides reached a good foot past her shoulders. But such developments were pitiful in her eyes, “Did you know this would happen?” She asked Terri, beaming at the Kaiju-Girl, who only shrugged. Regardless, Satsuko rushed forward to hug the giant creatures chin, “Thank you so very much.”

Running was a whole new experience now. Her breasts bounced like huge bowls of jelly, while her hips swayed in a way that she knew had to be hypnotically sexy – exactly she envisioned it – but the greatest addition was that of her cocks. Plural. Satsuko rolled her broad hips against Terri’s face, moaning at how great it felt to do so.

There were no other words for it. The sensation was just ‘great’, she could try to bolster the moment with all manner of bigger, grander words, but they were unnecessary. Not when she could savour the feeling of two, huge cocks, each of which hung to her shins and were wider than her newly thickened thighs. They rubbed together as she moved, swinging to and fro against her immense ball sack as well. That, too, was monumental and glorious.

Were it not for her secondary mission, Satsuko would’ve played with her new self for hours. Perhaps even days if her orgasms were half as amazing as she envisioned them being. She stepped away from Terri to look it in the eye.

“Are you satisfied?”

Terri shook its head and nodded to its cock, which remained as hard as ever. In fact, it was bigger than Satsuko remembered. How long was she out? She looked around again and saw that the daylight had dimmed greatly, now a warm fiery colour as the sun began to set. Oh crap…

“Think maybe I could?” Satsuko offered, hefting her twin shafts. She repressed a moan at their weight, though she couldn’t help but take a moment to smell their pussy-conquering musk, her own snatch pumping hotly at the odour. Surely, they would be big enough when erect to fuck even Terri, although how they could accomplish that was another matter all on its own.

The monster shook its head once more and held up to two fingers, then gestured to Satsuko’s cocks. She threw up her hands in exasperation, understanding what it meant; her cocks would be as big as two of its fingers, something that she doubted a Kaiju-Girl would get off to. Not to mention that she didn’t even know how to use these things properly yet. There had to be another way.

She, then, looked at Terri’s monumental dick and it slowly dawned on her, “Hey! Ever tried sounding or docking before?!” Another shake of the head, which she couldn’t help but smirk enthusiastically, “Wanna try sticking my dicks down yours?!” For most, such a thing would sound excruciatingly painful, but Terri was practically sex incarnate. It proved her thought with an excited nod, raising her to stand at its peak. Satsuko rubbed at her members, moaning as she experienced her first erections. With many more to come, she promised herself.

She stared down at the chasm in Terri’s godlike cock. The slit was big enough to run a train through, with fat globs of thick, delicious pre-cum rolling from it, each the size of a car. It could swallow her whole with ease, a prospect that lured Satsuko in closer, still jerking her twin masts to their true glory. She watched, entranced as they rose far above her head and steadily revealed a field of veins. Her body was almost perfect.

Almost. Satsuko glanced between her members and Terri’s own, tower dwarfing prick, unable to decide which to focus on. Moisture flowed from her tips, coursing down her lengths and onto her hands, lubricating her strokes into long, swift jerks that soon had them at full attention. They dominated her view, so immense that she almost wondered if this was enough. Then she recalled her fantasy.

“Let’s do this!” Satsuko called to Terri. Its cock jerked and nearly sent the newly created futa flying, though the giant kept her in place as it brought her dual pillars down to greet its own. The comparatively ant-sized girl breathed heavily, both from the arousal that pervaded every inch of her mutated body, and the anxious fear of what she was about to do. Her cocks pressed against God-Futa’s, depressing the huge, spongy tip.

She moaned at the blissful warmth that slowly surrounded her dicks. They gradually spread Terri’s urethra open, gliding inside as gushes of slimy pre spewed over them, bringing her own body closer and closer. Satsuko reached out and laid her hands against the head. Her insides clenched as she did so, pushing something out from her as she threw her head back in a joyous explosion. Euphoria saturated every inch of her being at that moment as she came to the hilt, buried inside a Kaiju-Girl’s cock.

“So warm… a-and tight…” Satsuko slurred, her mind barely able to process the new sensations. Her balls mashed against Terri’s cock, pressing them flush against her pussy, urging it to squirt powerfully. The twice endowed futa jerked with each convulsion of her body, sending truckloads of semen down Terri’s cum pipe, inundating it in her seed. Window-shaking rumbles drowned all other sound as the giant moaned, though it sounded far from a proper release.

“That’s so good,” Satsuko all but purred as she rubbed Terri’s soft, peak. She, then, dug her legs in and pushed her hips up, gasping at how the monster tried to suck her back in, “Don’t worry,” the futa moaned as she plunged oversized breeder sticks back inside, “I’m not stopping anytime soon.”

She quickly set a vicious pace. Her balls swung pendulously, slamming against Terri’s cock as her own towers returned to that blissful heat, adding more and more to the soaked tunnel. Pleasure enveloped Satsuko’s brain, barring all higher thought from being heard. Only one desire reigned at that moment, the craving to be bigger. She had to get bigger.

Satsuko shrieked and gagged as her body was stuffed. The tentacles had returned, as if brought by her lust, retaking their positions and more. Three, then four rammed past her puckered ass, reaming her body at its deepest parts. Another pair swivelled around in her throat, their shapes jerked by another around her neck. Her tits weren’t penetrated by needles, instead they were crammed to bursting with a small orgy of tentacles each. They moved energetically, bulging against her overblown flesh.

Then there was her pussy. Where before it had taken a tendril nearly twice her entire body mass, now whole legion of smaller tentacles took up the workload, stretching her just as wide. Each limb moved differently, at its own pace. Some caressed her insides slow and lovingly, while others stabbed at her.

“More!” Satsuko tried to plea around her gags, their huge shapes fucking her gullet fiercer than before, “Cum! Cum! Cum!”

Once again, they seemed to heed her words. Each tendril quivered as they had before, then unloaded cum into her at an endless stream. Gallons after gallons piled into the once human body, stretching it bigger than ever. Each gush set off her own cocks, which poured into Terri’s shaft at an equally potent rate.

Satsuko happily let herself fall back into the abyssal embrace of her ecstasy. Its arms were everywhere, caressing her, relaxing her, pleasuring her in ways no human could. All concerns wavered, then turned to dust. She simply existed, only recognising the bliss and how her stomach and titties swelled hugely.

Then they stopped. The flow of cum hadn’t slowed in the slightest, if anything it was only pouring faster with every ecstasy laden second, and not a drop leaked. Such a thing was impossible with her holes stretched airtight. Satsuko continued to writhe in her bliss, though it was tainted in her frustrated curiosity. Her hips worked harder and faster, while lifting her higher.

An orgasm ripped through the blessed woman. She was growing properly, not just swelling with cum but her body was developing further already. Because of her previous exposure? Or was it Terri’s own evolution? Satsuko didn’t care which caused, only that it continued. Through half-lidded eyes, she saw her tits smoothly expand until they were twice as big, with no end in sight. She would still be insignificant to Terri, but Satsuko could live with that.

What she couldn’t live with, was the sudden vacancy across her body. Satsuko sputtered in her abrupt freedom and looked around, “Why’d you stop?” She rasped. Even after her changes, her throat was sore from the rough fucking. She continued to work her hips, hoping to incite God-Futa to resume. Then she heard it; the sound of epic wing beats.

Satsuko went to turn around and see what could make such sounds, only to have her vision eclipsed in darkness. A scorching, smooth and soaked darkness. She squirmed around as it moved around her, seemingly pulling her deeper into wherever she was. Then she came to a barrier, only to be pushed through it and shoved against a pliable wall. It conformed to her beautiful curves and stretched around Terri’s cock as well.

“Where…” Satsuko began, then realised that she couldn’t breathe. There was no air. She clapped her hands over her mouth and froze, conserving every last particle of oxygen that remained. Her hips pressed flush against Terri’s cock, unconsciously grinding her balls against it. Even under threat of suffocation, she felt another orgasm building. Her cocks pulsed and swelled, taking their portion of whatever chemical made her grow, “Fuck…” Satsuko groaned, eyes rolling. Then she was moved.

Terri’s cock pulled away, taking her with it as she were lodged within. She recalled the fins on the monster’s own member and realised what they were fore, as the movement jerked to a stop, then she was sent racing back to the wall. Oh god, Satsuko thought in disbelief and bliss. She was deep inside the Kaiju-Girl Maria mentioned, all the way in its womb. Though a technicality, she was fucking two Kaiju-Girls at the same time.

“Ah!” Satsuko screamed, expulsing the last of her air as she came harder than ever. She faintly remembered how it had felt for all her nerve endings to light up, to explode like fireworks, but this felt akin to an atomic blast. They tore her mind to shreds, leaving no fear or doubt, only bliss. She laid flat against Terri’s cock, basting it in her cum even as her balls and dicks persisted in their expansion. Her body was locked in place. Even her hips were still.

Darkness creeped at the edges of her consciousness. She glanced around the womb in a blind sense of wonder, her mind barely absorbing the information provided. A soft glow caught her almost childish attention, pulling her closer. Terri’s cock quaked powerfully against her, its insides fluttering like a pussy. The uterus walls that surrounded her did likewise, contracting as if in ecstasy. Satsuko’s hand stretched for the glow and met a soft ball.

She giggled with the scarce air remaining. Squishy… Satsuko gripped it gently, smiling at how it compressed under her fingers. She tried to pull away, but it followed, as if glued to her skin. Her smile faded into a frown as she weakly tried to shake it off, the quivering of Terri’s cock growing more violent by the second. It remained stuck, worse, the glow almost seemed to be extending up her arm. Satsuko whimpered and pushed on Terri’s prick, freeing herself.

Yet that only made it worse. The glow rapidly flowed across her body, which jerked and contracted until she was curled into a ball. Satsuko struggled, though her muscles refused to listen. Then the flood came. Septillions of strange things pushed against her relentlessly, until they just stopped. Each time this occurred, she felt… calmer. Like her mind was being soothed. Or washed away.

Satsuko’s eyes slowly fell shut as another wave came. More of those things rushed her, then stopped. It’s alright, she thought tiredly and relaxed. This was her purpose. To be attacked from all sides, to receive that which she most needed to grow. Once she was big and strong, then she could leave. But not a moment before then.
Epilogue:

-9 months later-

Terri rutted into her lover for what had to be the millionth time. The giant form beneath her moaned and cried out in bliss, begging for more of a cock that stood almost twice its own height. This was Muffra, a Kaiju-Girl like Terri, or God-Futa as most referred to her now, and she was beautiful. Exactly how Terri had envisioned her ideal girlfriend if she had ever wanted to experiment.

Large, expressive eyes stared into her own as they shone with the impending climax. Full, delicious, cherry-red lips moaned her name while huge, torso defining tits jiggled atop a belly that far outclassed them. Beneath that, a rigid cock bigger than a stretch limo bounced with each thrust. The stomach and cock weren’t something Terri had imagined, though she couldn’t deny their appeal. Not when they provided such awe-inspiring sessions as these.

Her hands caressed the huge, round semi-sphere as she fucked harder. According to Muffra, a Kaiju-Girl foetus thrived on its sire’s fluids, whether they were cum, saliva, pussy juices or even urine. Terri was more than willing to give every ounce of cum her mountain-sized testes could offer. Despite both being Kaiju-Girls, Terri still marvelled at how Muffra could a cock of her magnitude.

“Cum in me! Fill me again! Make swell up like a balloon!” Muffra wailed, arms and legs wrapping around Terri’s body to hold her close. The far taller monster mashed their lips together, her tits swallowing Muffra’s, while the hundreds of tentacles on her back went to work. Her biggest slid in alongside her cock, thrusting wildly, while the smaller groups attacked Muffra elsewhere. They slid into her ears, her nipples and cock, playing excitedly. More coiled around her nipples and clit, while the rest massaged her tits and balls.

“Yes!!!” Muffra screamed to the heavens, arching her back and shooting cum like a geyser. A basin waited in the distance to catch the load, thousands of human-sized women bowed around it. When the streams faltered, they immediately climbed a series of ladders or stairs to jump into the bowl, swimming their deities’ ejaculate. Terri grinned as she watched them, knowing that they would soon change to define humanity’s concept of ‘curvy’.

She, too, came as her lover’s myriad of holes clenched around her. Terri roared, the sound of which echoed throughout the hidden island, audible to any who resided on it. She pushed to the hilt inside Muffra, stuffing tentacles anywhere that could accept them, and came.

When it was over, Terri laid with her gorgeous mate atop her. They were letting Muffra absorb the cum, her belly slowly shrinking back to its ‘usual’ size, while her tits remained at their new size, turning the semen into milk. Not a drop leaked from her body.

“You’re so greedy,” Terri chided her with a playful grin.

“I can’t help it,” Muffra moaned softly, running her furry hands along Terri’s smooth, scaled arms. The green-skinned Kaiju-Girl sighed at the feeling, brushing her fingers through Muffra’s soft fur that lined her arms and legs. Her lover’s wings fluttered at the touch, while her antennae unfurled and rolled back up.

Even after so long, Terri still scarcely believed how much had changed in just under a year. She was just a high-school graduate ten months ago, now she was a monster above all monsters, standing well over head and shoulders above the rest. They revered her to a degree, treating her like her namesake; God-Futa. She still didn’t remember how or why she’d changed as she had, but some mysteries didn’t need to be solved.

She was more than happy just to be there. A mate who adored her, an island of willing sex partners, and even a child on the way. There was little else she could want from life. Terri nuzzled her lips against Muffra’s neck, smiling as she nipped her flesh. Only Muffra’s soft moans occupied the silence, both happy to lay there.

Until a flood of wetness washed over Terri’s lower body. They jerked upright, eyes bursting open to gaze into one another as ecstatic smirks lifted their faces.

“It’s time!” They yelled in unison.

Muffra was propped against Terri as she panted powerfully. Trees were sent flying her breaths, while her vagina turned the dirt below into mush. She moaned intermittently, gripping Terri’s hand. Humans were subject to pain, their nerve-endings wired to alert them to danger. Kaiju-Girls had no such response. They were beings of pleasure.

The moth-like monster cried out and shot a quick burst of cum from her cock, splashing Terri in the face. They laughed and shared a cum-stained kiss, before Muffra jerked in another climax. Her pussy bulged obscenely, a rush of moisture pouring it. Terri’s tentacles kept the lips apart, while she peered over to observe. A small crown was visible.

“Keep pushing,” Terri urged her mate, reaching down to stroke Muffra’s throbbing erection, “She’s almost out. Just a little further.”

“Yeah… yeah… yeah, yeah, yeah!” Muffra shrieked and arched her hips into the air, a deluge of cum flying from her snatch as she birthed her first child. Terri caught it in her tendrils, wrapping it in her warmth as it began to cry, and raised it to its mother. Muffra cradled the infant as she and Terri kissed passionately, “You better be ready for another round later.”

“I always am,” Terri chuckled, cock rising to hover them like a protective watcher. She turned her attention to her child, which had begun to calm down, eyes already opening and observing the world. Muffra had mentioned that Kaiju-Girls were born with an innate intelligence, though it would take some time for it to be cultivated, “Do… do we name her?”

“I don’t know what we could call this species,” Muffra muttered, beholden to her child’s beauty just as she was to Terri’s.

“I was thinking of a proper name,” Terri rolled her eyes.

“Whatever you think of is perfect,” Muffra assured her.

“Hmm,” Terri studied her daughter, a mixture of herself and Muffra with its own traits added. From its groin hung four separate penises, all disproportionately big for its size, while two extra rows of nipples jutted from its chest. Spines ran across its arms in a single line, resembling Terri’s own tentacles before they fully developed, while streaks of fur and scales covered the rest of its limbs. More filled the back, from which a tail hung. It was topped with a phallic bulb.

The infant raised and opened its hands, revealing strange slits in its palms. Terri frowned at them, but shrugged, having witnessed many similar oddities.

“What about Maria?” Terri offered, earning a brief laugh from her mate.

“Like I said, perfect,” Muffra said and pecked her on the cheek, then returned her attention to the baby, “Are you thirsty, Maria the God-Ra Kaiju-Girl.”

“God-Ra?”

“I like it,” Muffra pouted.

“So do I,” Terri chuckled. Her mate brought Maria to her tit. The infant immediately latched on, practically inhaling the milk.

-Two weeks later-

Muffra strolled after Maria, the young Kaiju-Girl racing along on her comparatively smaller feet. She beamed with pride at her progeny, amazed at the rate of her progress. Already, Maria was blossoming into her true-self. The spines were extendable, reaching several times further than her arms could, and her tail was astonishing useful. She was an amazing child. Her mere presence seemed entrancing as other Kaiju-Girls had mentioned.

“Mama! Look, look!” Maria spread her arms about, as if to show off a grand structure.

“Maria, there’s nothing here,” Muffra frowned, looking for what her daughter might be referring to.

“Precisely,” Maria turned, smiling widely as she strode back to her mother, “No Papa, or your priestesses. Just you and me.”

“What’re you saying, Maria?”

“We’re Kaiju-Girls,” Maria said, looking her mother in the eye, “We fuck, right? That’s what I’m saying.”

“Sweetie, you’re not old enough,” Muffra laughed, then pause as she sniffed the air. It was sweet, intoxicatingly so, much like Terri’s musk only… only infinitely stronger. Her cock lurched and swelled, rising against her will.

“I’ve lusted for this for more than twenty years,” Maria breathed, small hands playing across Muffra’s thighs, “I’ve finally got the body I’ve always dreamed of. I need to repay you.”

Muffra frowned, then her face went lax in realisation, “Satsuko?”

“Bingo,” the small Kaiju-Girl smirked, curling her tail along Muffra’s thigh, moving it to press against her pussy, “I don’t know how, but thanks to you and Papa… God-Futa, I’m like this now. And I don’t care to know the reason for it. I just want to fuck. How about it… Mama?”

“How’re you…” Muffra inhaled again, releasing her breath in a lurid moan, “Why is your scene so strong?”

“Because I wanted it to be. I had to be the best Kaiju-Girl, that meant being the biggest, the most endowed, the strongest. Just breath it in, Mama,” Satsuko climbed up until they were face to face, “Get nice and hard and wet for me.”

“What’re you planning?” Muffra groaned, unconsciously trying to grind her cock against Satsuko.

“To prove my place,” Satsuko stated and kissed her, pushing a heaping dose of spit down her throat, “Remember when you had your priestess do that for me? You said it would start my transformation, right? Pretty much the same deal here.”

“I…” Muffra’s voice gave as Satsuko brushed her cock, sending her into a frenzy of pleasure.

“That’s it, Mama,” Satsuko breathed into her ear, the sensation ricocheting throughout the adult monster’s body to prolong her orgasm, “Cum for me. Be mine.”

“Yes,” Muffra hissed as she collapsed under Satsuko. The smaller Kaiju-Girl stood over her, smiling lustfully as she licked her lips and stroked her plethora of cocks. They were already bigger than Muffra’s single member, “So many… they’re so big.”

“And they’re all for you, Mama. For now at least,” Satsuko added, but she went unheard. Muffra had already turned around to present herself, lowering her hips for Satsuko to reach, “You’re supposed to be a leader around here, Mama, yet you fell so easily. Are you a whore for your baby’s cocks?”

“I… I’m not.” 

“Oh? Resistance. Let me ask again,” Satsuko pressed two huge, blunt tips against her mother’s pussy. The lips were sopping wet, dripping from the monster’s balls in prolific dollops. Muffra gasped and moaned, shaking her lips like a needy bitch, “Are you a whore for your baby’s cocks?”

“N… yes!” Muffra wailed as she was spread wide by a pair of cocks, each only marginally smaller than Terri’s.

“You’re mine now, Mama.”

“Yes… M-Mistress Satsuko.”

-One Month Later-

Satsuko pinned Muffra to the floor once again, fucking her voraciously. The moth-like Kaiju-Girl gagged and moaned around a massive tentacle, while her ass and pussy were stretched impossibly wide by a pair of cocks bigger than God-Futa herself. Each thrust brought another flood of cum as Muffra came repeatedly. Her pussy squelched and slushed around Satsuko’s pricks, each shaft dripping with her juices.

“It’s time, Mother,” Satsuko whispered into her ear, earning an excited squeal from the gagged monster, “I’m going to take God-Futa.”

In the past month, Satsuko’s development rate had persisted. Now, she was on the verge of adulthood by Kaiju-Girl standards. To a human, she would appear to be in the prime of her life and more. Three pairs of breasts bounced and jiggled with her breeder hips as she rutted her mother, each mound multiple times Muffra’s own tits. Her cocks had all far outgrown her height and her balls, all ten of them, dragged on the ground if she didn’t arch her hips.

Aside from her physical progression, Satsuko’s scent had grown infinitely more potent. Just a whiff of her scent pushed Muffra to climax, while other Kaiju-Girls were brought to the brink. She hadn’t tested it on Terri yet, wishing to surprise her. Though she had no doubts that even she would be helpless.

And indeed she was. Terri prostrated herself before Satsuko, pussy and ass pulled wide open by her tentacles, while her mouth suckled from the younger monster’s own tendril.

“Guess there’s nothing to stop me now,” Satsuko giggled as she rammed all four of her cocks into God-Futa, her progenitor’s cunt and straight past her cervix. Other Kaiju-Girls were gathered around, each brought there by Satsuko’s aroma. The priestesses were away, spread across the world by Muffra’s orders to warn humanity of what was to come. Satsuko glanced at her mother, who cradled a slightly swollen middle.

With the birth of her young, she would move across the globe. There had to be people out there like her, that would love nothing more than to become Kaiju-Girls and be her slaves. Satsuko flicked her tail, releasing millions of needle-like spines across the head. They dripped with a semi-opaque fluid. One drop on the skin or in the human system would transform them forever.

-One year later-

“We can’t stop them!”

“Russia is lost!”

“Japan and China too. Korea won’t last much-”

“Enough! It appears that we must reveal ourselves, and our greatest creation. The only thing that could possibly save the Earthlings… Queen Ghidorah!”

From the shadows of the moon, a hulking mass floated into the light. It was bigger than an island on Earth, with a wingspan to match. Three cocks jutted from its crotch, each many the size of its entire body. Likewise, a trio of breasts floated on its torso at a size far beyond anything within reason. Its ass didn’t fail to uphold the visage, easily big enough for a colony to settle on. From the group of cocks, a wave of white exploded, heading to Earth. Specifically, its target.

Satsuko frowned up at the moon. It was full that night, yet something seemed to be blocking it. A space shuttle, perhaps. Some humans had tried to escape the planet after all, though it didn’t look nearly small enough. Her skin rippled and a shudder ran down her spine.

“Something’s coming… something huge,” Satsuko murmured aloud and pumped her fists excitedly, “Finally, a challenge!”
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